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A Mysterious Eiue Flash of

Light is the Harbinger of a

Doom that Ushers Men Out

of the Confines of the World

into the Llnknossn!

•

A Complete No^el

By
BOBEBT NOOBE

WILLIAMS
Author of ‘*The Man Who Looked Like Stein-

metz” **The Warning from the Past/* etc.

The wave of giatils rolled over the
Marling city (Chap. XX)

CHAPTER I

Gone with the Flame

Pop HANSON gazed ruefully at

his tattered trousers, his ragged
shoes. He searched for his pipe,

then remembered disconsolately that

the tobacco tin was empty. But his

voice was firm and exalted, and he still

kept talking about the great battle of

New York.
Beside him, Jimmie the Goof wig-

gled. He shifted the position of the

roll of newspapers but that didn’t

help. Newspapers made a poor pillow.

And no matter how much he changed
his position, the park bench made a

mighty poor bed.

Pop’s voice droned on.
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“Then our boys began releasing
their magnetic torpedoes. That was
our surprise. They shot them out, and
after they had traveled about a mile,

the juice was automatically turned on,

making magnets out of them. Then
they headed for the enemy fleet, being
attracted by all the iron in the ships.

You never did see such explosions as

took place when them torpedoes be-
gan to hit

—

”

“No, and neither did you!” Jimmie
the Goof snapped. “I wish you'd shut
up about that war!”
“What do you mean—and neither

did I?” Pop snorted.

“You weren’t out of Chicago, and
you know it. In the second place, you
were too old to be in the war. And in

the third place, I’ve got a headache
and I’m tired of listening to you. So
shut up.”
Pop lapsed into sullen silence.

When Jimmie used that tone, he
meant what he said. But it wasn’t like

Jimmie to be so snappish. Usually he
didn’t have a care in the world. But
the last few weeks he had been hav-
ing awful headaches, and they had
made him miserable. Even trips to

the free clinic hadn’t helped.

Pop shifted on his bench and tried

to sleep. A cool September breeze

blew through the park. The night was
dark. Overhead the bright stars twin-

kled. He watched the trail of light

from a rocket ship. It faded away in

the sky, the drumming of its exhausts
died. Pop wondered where it was go-

ing. To Mars? Or Venus? Explora-
tion had been carried to those two
planets and commercial development
was going on. The other planets were
as yet unvisited.

Far-off in the night, an air-taxi

squawked. Pop twisted on his bench,
almost went to sleep. Suddenly he
was wide awake, sitting up, freezing

perspiration trickling from every

pore.

The darkness of the night was sud-

denly split by a blasting flare of light.

It came quickly, suddenly. It orig-

inated from a center very near to him.

At first Pop Hanson thought a cop
with a flashlight had slipped up on
him, turned the flash into his eyes.

Instantly he realized this was no flash-

light.

IN stupefied astonishment he saw it

was coming from Jimmie. Jimmie
was glowing. A huge aura of blue-
white light was enfolding the Goof,
bathing his body in a roaring torrent
of hellish flame. He saw Jimmie try to

sit up on the bench, his hands work-
ing, clawing, scratching at himself, a

look of wild, unutterable torture on
his face.

Jimmie rolled from the bench, flop-

ping about like a chicken with its

head cut off. The light clung to him.
It seemed to puff out of him. He
glowed like a huge candle wick. Then,
in less than an instant, he became still.

He seemed to freeze. The blue-white
radiation poured over him. It surged
outward and Pop felt the touch of

blasting heat. It flamed in one burst-

ing final glow of violent brilliance

that blinded him. Then it was gone.
And Jimmie was gone with it. Pop’s
eyes adjusted themselves again to the
darkness. He could see the shadowy
outlines of the bench ; he could see the
ground. But he couldn’t see the hobo.

Jimmie was gone.
What had happened? The wild

thought surged through Pop's mind.
He didn’t know. He was frantic with
rising fear. He stood up.

Trembling, frightened, he ran out of

the park, sought the streets where peo-
ple were. All night long he tramped
the streets. When day came, a little of

his courage returned and he timidly
ventured back to the park. He found
the benches where they had been the
night before. But he didn’t find Jim-
mie. The paint on the bench was
cracked ; the concrete sidewalk, where
Jimmie had writhed, was burned
brown. But Jimmie wasn’t there. And
no cop was loafing around, as there
might have been if Jimmie’s body had
been found by the police.

Pop Hanson shuddered. He needed
a drink, needed it badly. He went
searching for it.

That was September 7th, 2047. Al-
though Pop didn’t know it, he had just

seen the first case of what was later

to be called, by frightened, fearful
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millions, the Flaming Death.
Tom Watkins saw the second at-

tack. He was tooling a milk truck
into Chicago just before dawn. A low,
thin mist was hugging the ground and
his headlights bored holes into it. Al-
though the streets were deserted, he
was watching carefully.

But not carefully enough. A dark
body loomed up ahead of him, a man
staggering along. He was in the mid-
dle of the street.

Watkins frantically clawed at the
horn button, stamped on the brake
pedal with all his strength. The truck
began to slow. But not fast enough.
Two tons of milk were riding behind
him in the tanks, shoving the truck
onward. The brakes screamed. Wat-
kins held his breath, and when he saw
he was doomed to hit the man, he
jerked at the wheel. It didn’t do any
good. The nose of the truck bore
down on the straggler.

In that horrible instant just before
the impact, Tom saw something that
sent his senses staggering. He saw
a puff of light flare from the body of
the straggler. The man didn’t seem to

see the truck. He stood in the street,

a look of horror on his face, and
glowed. Like fire racing over gasoline,
the light flamed over him. In a split

second it grew to a leaping column of
fire. The nose of the truck bored into

it. It collapsed.

The truck went off the street,

smashed through a lamp-post, crossed
the sidewalk, went down an embank-
ment, and turned over. Tom Watkins
felt his head strike the steel top of

the cab. That was the last thing he
felt

WHEN he regained consciousness
an officer was bending over him.

“How you feeling, son?’’

Watkins wasn’t sure. There was a

lump on his head that hurt like fury
but otherwise he felt all right. He was
a little sick. When he remembered
about the man he had hit, he felt a lot

sicker.

“You drop off to sleep?” the police-

man inquired professionally, opening
his notebook. “And run off the road?”
Watkins told him about the man in

la

the street. The officer looked puzzled.
He moistened the pencil in his mouth
and stared at Watkins.
“You in your right mind, son?”
“I—I guess so. There was a man in

the street. I jerked the wheel to keep
from hitting him. He began to burn
all over and just as I hit him, he ex-

ploded.”
“Hah!” the policeman grunted, and

walked away. Tom Watkins followed
him. The sun was just coming up.

The dawn wind was blowing the mist
away. They looked everywhere along
the street.

They didn’t find the man.
“I hit him!” Tom insisted. “He ex-

ploded.”

“Sure,” said the officer. He walked
to his motorcycle, spoke into the com-
pact radio transmitter it carried.

Within a few minutes a helicopter ar-

rowed down from the sky, its siren

squawking.
“You better take this guy to the hos-

pital,” the policeman said. “He’s hurt

in the head.”
At the hospital he stuck to his story.

It got him a bed in the psychopathic
ward. The psychiatrists, after inter-

minable tests, agreed on a diagnosis.

“Definitely psychopathic. Suffering

from hallucinations.”
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“You’re crazy !’* Tom Watkins
shouted at them. “I saw that man.
When I hit him, he exploded in white
fire.”

Tom Watkins didn’t know you can’t
tell a psychiatrist he is crazy. He
found out. They had him in a padded
cell in less than five minutes.

OHN DARK knew nothing of the
two previous attacks of the blaz-

ing death. He knew about the third.

He saw it happen.
Harrison Taylor was making a

speech, following a dinner in a down-
town hotel. Taylor was one of the
world’s foremost authorities—if not
the foremost authority—on the struc-

ture of the atom. There were twelve
other men present in the small, private
dining room. Once a month this small
group of scientists got together to dis-

cuss various phases of the many prob-
lems that beset science.

John Dark knew them all. A few
chairs ahead of him sat Emil Hard-
wick, his bald head glistening as he
listened to Taylor. Hardwick was a

prominent mathematician. On his left

was Jerome Foster, a tiny, birdlike
man with glittering eyes—a wizard
at chemistry. Farther away sat Dick
Small, a brilliant physicist. There
were others—Richards, Malone, Dres-
well. Entranced, they listened to Tay-
lor.

“It is only within recent years,”

he went on, “that we have begun to

realize .even a small part of the

tremendous possibilities bound up in

the nucleus that is the heart of the

atom—

”

Taylor got no further in his speech.

He stood in front of his chair at the
end of the room. The muscles in his

throat twitched spasmodically and a

dazed, bewildered expression stamped
itself on his face. His hands lifted to

his head. His eyes narrowed. He
tried to speak, but no sound came.
Something else came. A thin blue

haze seemed to puff out of his body.
The bluish-white light grew in bril-

liance, flowered in sudden, sickening
waves of luminescence over Taylor’s

body. Swiftly, in the flash of a sec-

ond, the flame leaped to enfold the

scientist’s body in a v,reird embrace.
His body was outlined by a ghostly
aura of crackling f!am_c.

The flame collapsed in a splintering
crash.

Harrison Taylor was gone! Where
he had stood a second before there
was nothing. Not even a wisp of

smoke.
There had been twelve men in the

room. Now there were only eleven!
John Dark leaped to his feet. Ten

other men leaped to their feet with
him. Emil Hardwick’s bald head sud-
denly glistened with great beads of
sweat. Jerome Foster’s mouth hung
open. Dick Small looked as if he had
seen the devil himself. On the faces

of all were expressions of shocked
amazement rapidly changing into in-

credulous fear. They were scientists,

with the exception of Dark, who made
science only his hobby ; but all of

them, inclucling Dark, had seen some-
thing their scientific knowledge could
not explain.

A babble of voices arose. “What—” “How—” “My God!” The awed,
strained tones of men who had seen
something beyond the credible echoed
through the room. It had happened
so quickly that they had not fully real-

ized what had happened. Their minds
had not had time to grasp the signifi-

cance of what their eyes had seen.

When their minds did grasp what had
happened, there would be panic in that

room.
Dark knew the panic was coming.

Even scientists could be startled into

a panic. He had worked too long with
all classes of men not to know the
symptoms. He shoved his way
through them, stood well away from
the spot where Taylor had been stand-
ing.

Dark felt his hair rise along the
nape of his neck as he stared at that

empty space. He had half expected to

see the blurred fluorescence which in-

dicated an invisibility generator was
in operation. But he saw nothing.
His eyes studied the floor. The rug

was singed in the spot where Taylor
had stood. And lying under the chair

that Taylor had leaned against was a

tiny horseshoe magnet. Dark saw the
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magnet, wondered what it was doing
there, but disregarded it as of no sig-

nificance. He could not, by the wild-
est stretch of his imagination, con-
nect a toy magnet with the startling

disappearance of Harrison Taylor.
Behind him voices babbled.
“What was it. Dark?”
“You’re a detective. Dark. What

happened to Mr. Taylor?”
“He—he went up in flame!” That

was Jerome Foster’s birdlike voice.

ARK ignored them. He turned
on his heel, leaped to the win-

dow of the room, jerked aside the cur-
tain, and looked out. The glittering
night traffic of Chicago moved before
his eyes. Signs flashed in the sky.
But the window was shut and there
was no hole in the glass. Nothing had
come through the window. And yet
something had come into that room,
come in the form of flaming death!
A screech cut the air, and Dark

whirled, his hand leaping inside his
coat to the stubby weapon bolstered
there. He expected to see—anything.
Instead he saw the mad panic of fear
strike the group. The same idea
seemed to occur to all of them at once.
They bolted from the room. Bald-
headed Emil Hardwick got his feet
tangled in a chair and fell clumsily in

almost the spot where Taylor had been
standing. He scrambled to his feet,

raced after the others.
Dark shouted to them to stop. They

ignored him. Grimly, he let them go,
knowing he could not stop them.
Later, they would come back, grim
and rather shame-faced, and hell itself

would not send them into a panic the
second time.

Dark did not join them. He had
lived too intimately with fear and
with sudden death to go into a panic
no matter what the circumstances.
For a second his eyes roved over the
room. Then he walked to the visa-

phone set in a niche in the wall.

“Get me Police Headquarters,” he
spoke into the transmitter.
The instrument popped and

hummed. Then the wavering lines of
the vision screen hardened into detail

and the uniformed figure of the oper-

ator at Headquarters of the Chicago
area of the United Police Force swam
into view.
“Captain Patton, please,” Dark said

crisply.

“Sorry, Captain Patton is busy,”

came the answer. The operator looked

startled. He scrutinized the screen

revealing the face of his caller. His
eyes widened. “Say, aren’t you John
Dark?” he demanded.
“Right.”
“I’ve been trying to locate you.

Captain Patton wants you down here

right away.”
“I’ve got a job on my hands right

here. What’s up?”
“The captain said not to talk over

the phone. I’ll send a squad car for

you.”
Dark knew Captain Patton well

enough to be certain that this was no
idle request. If Patton wanted him

—

“Never mind. I’ll grab a taxi. But
first I have something to report.”

Swiftly, Dark explained what had
happened to Taylor.
“Another one!” the operator

groaned.
“What do you mean—‘ another

one?’
”

“I’m not at liberty to talk over this

phone. But the captain wants you
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down here right away.”
“Coming!”
Dark snapped off the phone. He

knew, in leaving this room, he was de-
serting a place that deserved careful
investigation, but he knew, also, from
the comment of the startled operator,
that what had happened to Taylor had
happened to other men as well ! And
in that case, he belonged at the center
of operations, at Headquarters.
Before he left the room, he paused

long enough to make a hurried but
careful search. Remembering the
magnet he had seen, he looked for it.

It was gone

!

Dark whistled to himself in aston-

ishment. How had that magnet been
removed from the room without his
knowledge? Had some weird, invisi-

ble creature entered the room and re-

moved the magnet? If so, why?

Me didn’t have time to consider

the matter. He left the room.
In the hall, he met shame-faced but
grim men returning. Hardwick’s bald
head was still covered with sweat, and
Jerome Foster’s face had a greenish
hue. But they were coming back.

Their panic was over and they v/ere

returning. They hailed Dark.
“I’ve got to get to Headquarters,”

he explained. “I want you men to

make a complete, thorough examina-
tion of that room. Overlook nothing,
no matter how trivial. Arrange with
the hotel for a guard to be placed in

that room.”
He ignored their questions. They

w'ould do a good job, he knew. And
they might discover something that

would aid him in the struggle he
sensed was coming.
An elevator lifted him to the roof.

Ke grabbed an air-taxi, told the driver

to burn the wind to Headquarters.
What was happening? What weird

agency had been used to destroy Har-
rison Taylor before the eyes of eleven
men? How many other men had been
destroyed? What grim menace was
stalking through Chicago?
Dark sensed the existence of a des-

perate emergency, an urgency great

enough to call into play all the abil-

ities he had developed over many

years, both as a private detective and
as a special operative for the Secret
Service Department during the last

war.
Whatever the emergency was, John

Dark was the man to meet it. His
name was a household word in Amer-
ica and all over the world. His ex-

ploits had already become the basis of

innumerable legends.

As a youth he had wanted to be a

scientist. But he had been torn be-

tween two desires, for he also wanted
to be a detective. The solution of

crime fascinated him. In a sense, he
v/as two men. One part of him was a

cold, calculating scientist. The other

part was entirely human. And this

second part was intensely interested

in the activities of human beings.

What made men tick? Why did they
do the things they did? Whj' did one
person turn out to be an honest busi-

ness man, and another, a daring des-

perate criminal?

The answer lay somewhere in psy-

chology, the study of the human mind,
and in seeking that answer Dark en-

countered another phase of science.

He speedily discovered that to be a

detective he had to be a scientist, and
to be a scientist he had to be, in many
instances, a detective. He discovered
that his two desires were, in reality,

one, and in order to achieve one, he
had to achieve both.

In consequence he had made an in-

tensive study of physics, chemistry,
botany, zoology, bacteriology. The
list ended with astronomy. The prac-

tical application of this information
had taken him through the fields of

mechanics and electricity. There was
no subject of which he did not possess

a more than practical knowledge.
To learn all he had wanted to know

had taken years of work. Dark had
also made a complete research into

varied fields of criminology—the art

of appl3*ing make-up, disguises, how
to change the shape of the face by the

insertion of wax forms in the mouth,
how to alter his posture. If he had
chosen, he could have made a living

on the stage as a quick-change artist.

That one ability had saved his life

many times in the past.
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He had started his career as a Secret
Service man while yet a youth. Dur-
ing the years that had followed, the
criminal element of Earth had learned
of a new force among them, a force

that worked both within and without
the law. Large-scale crime had ceased
to pay and John Dark’s reputation had
grown.

ONLY one other man had ever

come near matching Dark’s at-

tainments. And that man was dead.
Basil Dunning, head of the forces of
espionage of the European Coalition,

had been that man. Under the dicta-

torship of the powerful James Har-
kor, there had been a war in which the
European Coalition had tried to con-
quer the Americas.
John Dark, with millions of others,

had fought in that war. Not in the
rocket fleets, nor the land forces, nor
as a part of the far-flung naval oper-

ations, but in the far more dangerous
and deadly battle between the rival

forces of espionage. There had been
spies in America when the war
started, thousands of them. Others
had been dropped from the skies as

swift-flying planes slid down from the
stratosphere in the darkness of the
night. Spies who spoke English with-
out the trace of an accent, men who
had spent their life in preparation for
their calling.

And the master of the spies who had
stolen valuable industrial and military
secrets from America had been Basil
Dunning. The man with a thousand
faces, he had been called, because of

his ability to adopt almost any dis-

guise he chose.

Opposed to him and his men had
been John Dark.
The war had ended in 2042—five

years in the past—in the great battle

over New York. Dunning, according
to the reports from the few remaining
enemy ships, had been killed in that
battle; and Dark’s most dangerous
rival had passed from the picture.

Dark had known five years of com-
parative peace. And so had America.
Five years in which to patch up the
wounds of war.
Now that tranquillity was ended.

Now, out of nowhere, had come some-
thing that struck viciously in a

scourge of blinding flame!

CHAPTER II

Alien Voice

The roof of Headquarters was
alive with helicopter squad cars

ascending and descending. As soon
as his cab touched. Dark was out,

flinging a bill at the driver. The ele-

vator whisked him downward.
The corridor in front of Patton’s

office was jammed. Reporters were
everywhere. They had already got
wind that something was happening.
They recognized Dark, snapped ques-
tions at him.
Dark shook the reporters loose from

his coat tails, entered Patton’s office.

The room was filled with men. Tech-
nical experts and plainclothes detec-

tives. They turned to look at him.
Out of the crowd two behemoths
surged. Lieutenant Burney and Lieu-
tenant Farrel. They wrung his hands
until he thought the bones would
crack.
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“Boys, I’m glad to see you.”
“Not half as glad as we are. to see

you,” Parrel answered. “Burney and
me have been waiting for you. The
captain says we will work together
again.”

Dark couldn’t think of two men
with whom he would rather work.
Parrel was a bulldog of a man, thick
and heavy. Once he set his teeth into

a problem he didn’t let go until he
had cracked the answer. Burney was
about the same. Dark had worked
with them before. He knew their cali-

ber.

Tonight they looked fearful, Bur-
ney especially. His face was drawn
and twisted.

“We’re facing the strangest thing
that ever happened,” Captain Patton
began abruptly. “The operator told

me you were on your way and that you
had already seen it happen once. But,
since I’ve been keeping this from the
reporters as long as I can, you prob-
ably don’t know the whole story.

Within the past hour, in this city,

eleven men have been destroyed ! And
they’re just the ones we know about,

the ones who were destroyed in pub-
lic.” He shoved a list across his desk.

Dark looked at it.

As his eyes raced down the list, he
felt the muscles tighten all over his

body. needed only a glance to see

what happened. The names on that

list, with two exceptions that he did

not recognize, included some of the

most prominent people in the country.
Luther Trent, inventor of the tele-

vision system that made world-wide
transmission and reception possible,

head of the United Broadcast and
Television Company. He had been
making a speech at a testimonial din-

ner, the notes after his name indicated.

In front of dozens of witnesses, the
flaming death had struck him.
Then there was Samuel Mendel,

head of the Mendel Company, largest

builder of space ships in the world.
In the midst of a dinner party in his

own home, death had reached out for

him with fingers of fire.

Randolph Means, research physi-
cist, one of the world’s authorities on
sub-ether radiations. He had been

reading in his library. His wife had
heard him call. She had reached him
just in time to see him vanish into
burning death.

John Forbes, inventor of the mag-
netic torpedo. He had been playing
cards at his club.

Richard Marlow, metallurgical
chemist.
Lieutenant Cranton, an officer in the

rocket fleet.

Eleven men in all. Dark skipped
the balance of the names on the list.

He had seen too much. He raised
startled eyes to Patton.
“What’s happening?”
“That's what we don’t know. We’re

not even certain whether it’s a job
for the Police Department. It may be
a new form of disease. It may be any-
thing. It struck without warning, and
from the one report I’ve had, it leaves
absolutely no clue behind it. One sec-

ond a man is in the best of health. The
next second he is—gone.”
Except for the voice of the police

dispatcher, controlling the activities

of the radio cars, there was utter si-

lence in that room. Dark could hear
men breathing all around him.
Then the voice of the dispatcher

was blotted out. For an instant the
radio was still. Every eye in the room
turned to face the receiver. The view-
plate showed a strange distortion.

The whirling lights that formed the
image were blurred.

A powerful hum came from the re-

ceiver. The hum smoothed and be-

came inaudible.

EFORE the eyes of the startled

police, a new image began to

build up on the screen. The image
wavered for an instant, overlapping
the transmitted picture to which the
receiver was tuned. Powerful radia-

tions beat down and throttled weaker
impulses. The image leaped to bold
relief, the picture resolved itself into

sharper focus.

And what a picture! In all his ex-

perience Dark had never seen any-
thing like it.

The face of a strange, other-worldly
being flashed on the screen. Only the
head of the creature showed. It was
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a head that had never grown on human
shoulders. Protruding, pinpoint eyes,

a short prehensile snout that moved
mechanically forward and backward,
huge flopping ears, and, rising from
the glistening, metallic-looking pate
—twin antennae.
The eyes were lusterless, fixed.

They stared straight out from the vi-

sion screen.

For the first time in his life. Dark
knew the meaning of fear. It surged
through his veins like a flood of ice-

cold water. He had faced death in

many forms, but not in his wildest
nightmare had he ever seen anything
like this. Dark had never been to
Mars or Venus—he hadn’t had the
time—but he had seen pictures taken
on the planets and he knew that the
steaming jungles of Venus had never
spawned a creature like this. Nor the
icy plains of Mars.
Where had it come from? What

did it mean? Was it connected with
those cases of the Flaming Death?
What did it want?
He knew that it was tremendously

advanced scientifically. It used tele-

vision and radio, it was able to impose
radio signals on the wave length as-

signed to the police. That meant ad-

vanced knowledge.
The mouth-slit gaped open and it

began to speak.
“The death that has come to many

will come to all. When there is no
man and no woman and no child left

alive on Earth, then will my work be
complete. There is no escape. There
is no way to evade the death that

strikes in flames. No matter where
you hide it will seek you out. There
is no refuge on Earth, nor in the wa-
ters, nor in the sky overhead. There is

no safety anywhere.”
A grim metallic voice mumbling a

hideous message! It ended in a click-

ing gasp, then began to drone the same
words over again, repeating the same
identical warning. Before it had spok-
en two words. Dark was in action.

“Get the Federal Bureau of Com-
munications on the phone. They main-
tain a twenty-four hour watch over the

air. They’re probably already using di-

rectional antennae on the station trans-

mitting this message. Get the loca-

tion from them and we’ll find out
what’s back of this.”

Patton, like a man coming out of a

trance, snapped into action. He got
through to the bureau almost instantly.

“We’ll have the intersecting lines

drawn in just a minute,” came the an-

swer.
Patton held the line open. He

rasped an order into the inter-office

communication system speaker.

“Dispatcher, as soon as you can get

on the air, call all cars and order every
squad not detailed on special orders to

be in readiness.”

As he spoke the grim image faded
from the radio vision screen and the
message died in a droning gurgle. The
goggle-eyed face of the dispatcher
came back on the screen.

“Yes, sir,” he answered. Then his

own vision screen showed him the air

was clear again. Flis voice snapped
through the room as he obeyed Pat-
ton’s orders.

The visaphone rattled as the Federal
Bureau came back.
“The station is located approximate-

ly twenty miles south of the Loop, ap-

parently is on or very near the shore
of the lake, and is near the old steel

mills.”

THE structure from where the mys-
terious broadcast had emanated

was a four-story brick building, evi-

dently an abandoned warehouse. Squad
cars hovered in the air all around it,

their spotlights outlining the house in

bold relief. Others were arrowing
down. The night was hideous with the

wail of sirens.

Two cars were already on the
ground, their searchlights trained on
the door of the building. Blue-coated
men with drawn guns were smashing
the door.

“Dovra,” Dark ordered. “They’ve
already got it located.” The whirling
vanes slowed under Farrel’s expert
manipulation and the car slid gently
to earth.

The door was already down and men
were diving into the building as Dark
leaped from the car, Burney and Farrel

following him. They had just got in-
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side the door when a shot sounded from
the floor above. The sharp roar of the
gun echoed down. Following swiftly
behind it came another shot and then
another. Abruptly, the shots ceased.
Dark pounded up the stairs, his hand

yanking a tiny weapon from his inside
pocket. It was a repeating spring gun
with a compact magazine that held
nine explosive pellets.

An officer with a silly look on his face

stood in front of an open door. He had
a smoking gun in one hand and a flash-

light in the other. He was looking
into a room. His two companions were
peeping around the edge of the door.

They looked like three scared kids try-

ing to make up their minds whether to

run or go forward.
“What is it?” Dark asked, moving

forward.
“In there—look!”
The monstrosity that had appeared

on the television screen was in the
room. It was sitting on a table. One
eye v/as out, one antenna was crum-
pled, Two slugs had gone home.
Dark saw instantly why the cop had

looked so silly after he had fired the

shots.

He had been shooting at an inani-

mate statue, a mechanical gargoyle!
Dark strode into the room. The ra-

dio transmitter was compact but obvi-

ously very powerful, the telescan unit

focused directly on the gargoyle.

Touching nothing, he made a quick

survey. He wdnted to know one thing.

Had this outfit served only as a relay

or had the voice really originated in

this room? Had someone been here

and fled before the police arrived?

He found the answer. The set had
not served as a relay for a signal com-
ing from some other station. The voice

had come from this room. But no one
had been present at the time.

The voice had come from a device

that was almost an exact duplicate of

the voder, from a mechanical talking

machine.

Why? The word was a burning
question in Dark’s mind. Why had a

voder been used instead of a much sim-

pler voice record on tape? Was it be-

cause the builder of this station did

not want to take the chance of putting

his own voice over the air? Or—grim-
mer thought—was it because the build-

er of this station did not possess vocal
chords ?

Why had such a grotesque image
been used to flash over the radio? Was
the image a representation of the build-

er of the station? If so, he did not
belong to Earth! Had Earth been in-

vaded? Was there an invisible horde
of creatures on Earth? If so, then why
this radio station?

Why this radio station in any case?
Why go to the trouble of building and
installing secretly a transmitter that
would certainly be located when the
only purpose that transmitter served
was the very doubtful one of calling

attention to its existence?

Dark turned to Burney.
“Go down to the car and call Captain

Patton. Ask him if this station was
heard only on the wavelength assigned
to the Police Department. Find out if

it blanketed the whole band.”
Burney went down the stairs. The

husky plainclothesman looked sick.

V/hen he returned he looked sicker.

“I couldn’t get through to the cap-
tain. I got the dispatcher. He said

Headquarters is being deluged with
calls. The broadcast went out over the
whole band.”
“Ah!”
“Not only that,” Burney went on.

“But people are still being destroyed
all over town. The list has grown to

twenty. The reporters have got the
news of what’s happening—they got it

when this station went on the air

—

and the air is hot with the story. The
radio newspapers are putting out spe-

cial editions. The biggest panic that

ever hit this town is already started.”

PANIC! That was the answer.

That was the purpose of this sta-

tion. To make certain that the news
of the blazing death would be known
to everyone. The result would be wild
disorganization.

“Every officer and every squad car

report back to the dispatcher,” Dark
instantly ordered. “You’re certain to

be needed.”
They obeyed him. Farrel and Bur-

ney turned to leave.
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“No, not you two,” Dark snapped.
“We stay here. Three of us are enough
to do the job that has to be done.” He
gestured toward the radio transmitter.
“You mean we’ll check these instru-

ments for fingerprints?” Parrel asked.
“Get the trade names from them, call

the maker and try to see where they
were sold?”

“Right!” Dark answered.
Within thirty minutes they knew

the stunning truth. There wasn’t a
fingerprint to be found.
But that was not the most startling

feature. Prints could have been wiped
off, gloves could have been used. The
absence of prints didn’t prove any-
thing.

The instruments themselves proved
everything. There wasn’t a trade-

mark on them. Not a single name of

a manufacturer.
Dark, when necessity demanded,

was a competent radio technician. He
saw that the values of the inductances
were different from anything he had
ever seen. The coils were wound dif-

ferently and the parts of the tubes were
not similar to any with which he was
familiar.

Beyond the shadow of a doubt, it was
evident that the instruments had not
been manufactured on Earth. They

The great magnet
lifted the projectiles

(Chap. X)
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were alien, foreign, weirdly different.

Where, then, had they been manu-
factured?

CHAPTER III

Dr. Bramwell

Emil hardwick had cold, gray
eyes. Shrewd, calculating eyes.

John Dark looked into those eyes and
asked a question.

“Hardwdck, you’re a mathema-
tician,” he began. “You can answer
something for me. Mathematically, the
fourth dimension exists. Is it conceiv-

ably possible that intelligent life could
exist in that dimension?”
“John, why do you ask that ques-

tion?” Hardwick asked curiously.

“Because I’ve just seen a radio sta-

tion constructed of parts that were
never made on Earth. Probably all of

you heard the broadcast from that sta-

tion
—

”

Dark’s eyes scanned the hotel room.
It was the same small dining room in

which Harrison Taylor had died so hor-

ribly less that four hours before. And
the same men were in it who had been
there when Taylor had been destroyed.

They had returned, these scientists,

and grimly gone to work investigating

his death.

“Therefore,” Dark went on, “be-

cause that radio transmitter was con-

structed of parts utterly alien to Earth,

and because it was definitely connected
with these amazing deaths, I make the

logical conclusion that the creatures

who built that station—and killed Har-
rison Taylor—did not come from
Earth. I want to know, therefore, if

it is conceivable that they are creatures

from some higher dimension?”
A little stir ran through the grim-

faced men when he finished speaking.

Creatures from the fourth dimension
on Earth? It was fantastic!

“The fourth dimension is a mathe-
matical tool,” Hardwick answered. “It

is nothing more. Theoretically, it is

conceivable that four, five, six, ten
dimensional worlds exist. But science

has no evidence to date that such

worlds do exist in fact. In answer to

your question, John, I would say that
higher dimensional creatures are im-
possible.”

“So was Harrison Taylor’s death!”
Dark snapped. “So are all these other
deaths.” He turned to birdlike Jerome
Foster.

“Is there any known catalyst that
in any manner whatsover could cause
the instant disintegration of the human
body?”

Foster stared at him. “No!” he an-
swered firmly. “Such a catalyst is un-
known I”

“You’re a physicist,” Dark snapped
at Dick Small. “Do you know any of

the answers?”
Small seemed to be the calmest man

in the room. He was smoking a ciga-

rette and when he raised it to his lips,

his hand did not tremble. The other
hand was thrust into his coat pocket.

“I hate to admit it,” Small answered.
“But I am baffled. I can think of no
agency to explain Taylor’s death.”

Dark groaned. “I came directly to

you men for help, because I thought
you could help me if anyone could.

And all you can do is shake your head
and say no.”

Hardwick leaned forward.

“John Dark,” he said softly, “you
know you can rely on us for any assist-

ance we can give.”

Dark looked at the mathematician.
He had known Hardwick for years.

He felt a warm glow at the man’s
words. They would help—if they
could. The trouble was they didn’t

know where to start. It was up to him
to find a place from which to start.

He turned, started out of the room.
“Where are you going?” Hardwick

called after him.
“I’m going to see if I can catch these

devils in the act.”

Hardwick’s gray eyes moved over his

body.

“Be careful,” he cautioned. “Death
is everywhere tonight. And we could

not afford to lose you.”

Dark nodded, went down the hall to

the elevator. The keen super-senses
that years of manhunting had given
him warned him that Death lurked

very near to him as he walked down
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that hall. But how near it lurked, he
never knew until later.

ClAPTAIN PATTON’S voice was a
' dry rasp. He was lucky to be

able to speak at all. He had been on
duty continuously since the night be-
fore.

Somehow the mad night had passed.
Morning had come.
“In the total absence of any definite

clue, we did the only possible thing.

We took a complete case history of
every man who has died. I hope that
can tell us something,” the police of-

ficial ended.
Dark nodded. Patton leaned his

arms on his desk. Burney and Parrel
sat on the edge of their chairs.

The room was fairly quiet, except
for the hoarse voice of the dispatcher
coming from the radio. Headquarters
itself had a deceptive air of calm.
There were few men in the building.

They were all busy outside, trying to

maintain the semblance of order in a
frightened city.

At first, hastily assembled army
units had attempted to isolate the city.

Fifteen million people are not easily

isolated. They had gone through and
over the lines. The order for isola-

tion had been abandoned. The army
and the police were trying to make
the evacuation orderly.

The broadcast had done its job of
terrorizing humanity. It had been
heard all over the United States, over
much of the world. In the Chicago
area, where the flaming death had ap-
peared, people began to flee.

Dark had spent the night working
with the police. He had answered
three hurried calls for help, three out
of many. But the death left nothing
behind it.

“Your men did a marvelous job in

obtaining those histories,” Dark said
warmly. “What was the result, if

any?”
“Plenty. Out of the heterogeneous

mass of miscellaneous information
one fact began to emerge that was
common to most of the deaths. We
haven’t been able to check it in every
instance for the simple reason that we
have not been able to find anyone able

to give us the information. But in

thirteen out of thirty-eight deaths,

one common factor appeared.”
“And that factor. Captain?”
Burney and Parrel leaned forward.

Parrel looked like a great dog catch-
ing the scent of prey in which to sink
its teeth. Burney was sallow.

“I’m not certain it means anything,
but this is it. Thirteen out of the
thirty-eight men who have died so far

were treated within recent months,
for various minor ailments, by a
Dr. George Bramwell.”
Dark muttered to himself. Parrel

blinked. Oddly, he turned and looked
at his companion. Burney said noth-
ing. He stared stolidly at Patton.

Patton’s face looked as if it had
been molded from bronze. His words
were a harsh hiss.

“There is just a chance that this doc-
tor may be responsible for these
deaths.”
Dark shook his head. “Sorry to dis-

agree. I scarcely think it’s possible.”

ATTON sighed. He ran one hand
over his forehead.

“It’s utterly impossible, of course.
But so are those deaths. I’ve got a
squad scouring the city for Bramv/ell.
When they bring him in, we’ll see if

he knows anything.”
“Wait a minute,” Dark said crisply.

“I could, by stretching my imagina-
tion, conceive of some connection be-

tween this doctor and these deaths, if

we hadn’t found that radio transmit-
ter. If Dr. Bramwell had built it, he
would have used parts manufactured
on Earth. Besides, he hasn’t any mo-
tive for these deaths, nor for building
that radio station.”

“Nor has anyone else.”

“I’ve thought of that, too. There is

some desperate motivation hidden in

the background, never doubt. But to

discover that motivation with the evi-

dence we now have at hand is impos-
sible. We know that alien creatures
are on Earth. We know they are alien
because the parts used in that radio
transmitter were not manufactured on
Earth. These creatures may be hidden,
somewhere, here on Earth. They may
be operating instruments from some
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secret refuge that cause these deaths.

Their purpose we don’t know, but
their plan of attack is all too clear.

“First, they create a series of be-
wildering deaths. Then they broad-

cast a warning that the deaths will

continue. Thus they disorganize our
defenses before we have a chance to

get started. New York was almost des-

troyed in the last war. Chicago be-

came the political and industrial cen-

ter of the country, due to its position

inland. Therefore, they struck here
first. That they will strike in other

places, I have no doubt—unless we can
find some way to stop them.”

“First, we have to find them.”
“I knov7 it,” Dark said thickly.

“We’re up against the toughest thing

that has ever happened. I’ve thought
of a thousand ways in which these

deaths could have been accomplished.

In spite of what Hardwick said, there

is still the possibility that these aliens

are creatures from another dimension.

We have never discovered a four-di-

mensional object existing in our Uni-
verse. We never will, as long as we
have to depend on our five senses to

locate it for us, for the simple reason

that our senses cannot detect a higher

dimensional object.

“We couldn’t see it, feel it, smell it,

taste it, or hear it. Therefore we as-

sume it cannot exist. On the other

hand, until the invention of the elec-

tron microscope about a hundred
years ago, nobody had ever seen an
atom or a molecule. Yet the old scien-

tists knew from mathematical reason-

ing that molecules and atoms existed.

From the evidence we have gathered,

we can suspect we are looking for

something we can’t see, feel, hear,

smell, or taste, something that is in-

visible and imponderable, something

that might be here in this room, at this

moment, listening to what we’re say-

ing—”
As Dark finished, he saw Farrel’s

eyes go over the room, slowly, warily.

Burney stared straight ahead, his

teeth clamped together.

Gruff voices sounded outside the

room. The door opened. A tired-look-

ing officer stuck his head in.

“Captain, we’ve got Dr. Bramwell

for you. He wasn’t at his home or at

his office. We found him on the roof
landing of the building where his of-

fice is located. He was just getting
into his air-car to beat it somewhere.”
“Bring him in.”

R. BRAMWELL was just a trifle

flustered. He displayed the mild
distress of an innocent man in the
presence of the police. He was a mid-
dle-aged man, grave-eyed, neatly

dressed.

“My dear sir,” he addressed Cap-
tain Patton. “Can you explain why I

have been apprehended and brought
here against my wishes? I am not con-

scious of having violated any law.

Your officers refused to explain any-
thing and forced me to accompany
them here.”

“Sorry to inconvenience you. Doc-
tor,” Patton answered. “You are of

course familiar with the events of the

past few hours?”
“If you are referring to these be-

v/ildering deaths, I know what I have
read in the paper and heard over the

radio. It is a horrible thing, a terrible

thing.” He shuddered. “But you have
not answered my question. Disregard-
ing my best interests, I have remained
in the city this morning, to look after

the welfare of my patients.”

“We are interested in your patients,

Doctor, extremely interested. We
want you to tell us how it happens that

thirteen out of thirtj'-eight people
who have died have been your pa-

tients !”

“Thirteen!” Bramwell choked. “I

did not know . . . Are you sure?” he
demanded.
Patton showed him the list. He bent

over to examine it. And when he bent

over and adjusted his glasses. Dark,
studying him with intent eyes, saw
something that made his heart start

pounding.
Attached to the watch chain looping

across Dr. Bramwell’s vest was a tiny

horseshoe magnet.
A magnet! Why should anyone

select such an odd ornament.
Dark’s memory reached into the

back of his mind and held before him
a startling picture of what he had
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seen the night before. Lying under
the chair against which Harrison Tay-
lor had leaned when the flaming death
struck him, had been a tiny horseshoe
magnet. When he had first seen it,

under the pressure of startling cir-

cumstances, Dark had ignored it.

Later, when he had looked for it, it

had disappeared.
And Dr. Bramwell carried an exact-

ly similar magnet on his watch chain!

Was there a connection between the
death that leaped out of nowhere, and
magnets? It seemed far-fetched.

Bramwell finished reading the list.

"Can you suggest any possible con-
nection between these deaths and your
practice?” Patton asked.

“It is incredible. There is no con-
nection. It is coincidence,” Bramv/ell
was badly flustered. Dark saw it but
knew it meant nothing. An innocent
man would have been equally flustered

and upset.

“Have you been using any unusual
treatment on these patients?” Patton
persisted.

“Nothing. Nothing at all. Mr. Men-
del has been a patient of mine for

many years. So have most of the
others.”

Bramwell regained his composure.
He became indignant.
“Your insinuations are most insult-

ing, sir. Merely because my patients

have been numbered among the vic-

tims of this scourge is no reason to

assume that I am in any way respon-
sible for it. My reputation, sir, is be-

yond reproach. I demand that I be
released from custody immediately.”

Patton grunted. “Doctor, you un-
derstand it is my duty to pursue every
possible clue, no matter how slender
it may seem. I apologize for any in-

convenience you may have been
caused.”
“Let him go, boys,” he said to the

cops.

“Just a minute,” Dark interposed.
He rose swiftly to his feet.

Bramwell had turned to leave. He
turned again, faced his interrogator
defiantly.

“I am interested in that strange ob-

ject on your watch chain. Doctor.
That tiny magnet. May I see it.”

Dark held out his hand.
The change that came over Bram-

well was remarkable. He seemed to

lose control of himself. His whole
body jerked as though he had been
touched with a live wire. A fleeting

change passed over his face. His
hands came up, jerkily. His eyes nar-

rowed, He gulped something, v/ad-

dled backward.
Dark’s suspicions were instantly

aroused. He started forward. He
made one step toward Bramv/ell,
caught himself, and jerked backward.

PATTON was out of his chair in-

stantly. The two cops standing be-

hind Bramwell leaped away. Farrel
was on his feet, grabbing for his gun.
“Back!” Dark shouted, “Don’t

touch him.”
A wash of flame ran over Bramwell's

body. It came from nowhere, with
the suddenness of a flash of lightning.

It enveloped him in a blinding aura.

For a second there was a flaming ghost
in that office. Then the flame hid
Bramwell. It collapsed as quickly as

it had come.
Bramwell was gone. There was a

brown, singed spot on the rug. There
was a faint odor of ozone in the room.
Nothing else.

Patton’s face was white. The two
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officers who had brought Bramwell in

looked as if they wanted to run but
were remaining because they were too
frightened to flee. Parrel held a use-
less gun in his hands, a look of utter
stupidity on his rugged face. Burney
had not moved. He looked like a
nerveless statue.

“Right in my office !” Patton gasped.
Dark’s eyes were going over the

room. He looked at the ceiling and
the walls and the pictures on the walls.
He studi-ed the floor, the furniture, the
men themselves. They saw what he
was doing. They began looking.

“It’s useless,” Dark whispered. “If
there is anything here in this room,
it's invisible.”

Parrel spread his hands in front of
him. He began grasping at the air.

“You won’t feel it either,” Dark
said.

“It means this,’’ Dark spoke.
“Bramwell was being used, without
his knowledge. He was under the con-
trol of—something. In some manner
he was being used as a means to ac-

complish several of these deaths. In-

credible and itnpossible as it seems,
that magnet was a part of that method.
Carrying it openly on his watch chain
was clever. No one would pay any at-

tention to it if he carried it openly. I

wouldn’t have paid any attention to it

if I hadn’t seen a similar magnet last

night.

“I thought nothing of it at the time.

It meant nothing, then. It means
something now. I don’t know exactly

what, except that it must be tremen-
dously important. Bramwell was de-

stroyed to keep me from getting a

good look at it. Why he was de-

stroyed and not us I don’t know unless

the thing that had him under control

could destroy only him and not us.”

“If it could burn him to death be-

fore our eyes it could surely burn us

to death also,” Patton insisted. A lit-

tle color had come back to his face. A
good slug of whiskey accounted for

that. He had shared it with all.

“Perhaps. Perhaps not,” Dark con-
tinued. “I suggest that the police
keep a sharp lookout for anyone with
a magnet. Advise the public by radio
to report immediately to the police if

they see anyone with a magnet. It

may mean running down a thousand
false leads, but if we get one good tip

out of it. I’ll be satisfied.”

“Done.”
“Good.” Dark looked at Burney

and Pallon. “Come on, boys.”
“Where are you going?” Patton

questioned.
“To Bramwell’s office, for two rea-

sons. One, to obtain the names of all

his patients for the past six months
and to order them to report for a com-
plete physical examination. His other
patients may be marked for death.

The second reason—to make a com-
plete examination of his equipment.”
He flung the words over his shoul-

der, walked out of the room.

CHAPTER IV

Death of a Cop

THERE was danger in that office.

Dark could sense it, feel it, almost
touch it. He stood in the center of

the room, looking everywhere.
Through the open door he could

hear Parrel arguing with a frightened
secretary. She had been prim-faced
and defiant when they entered but
when they told her what had happened
to her employer, she had fainted.

Parrel was arguing with her over the

record of patients. Burney wasn’t
saying anything.
There was something funny about

Burney. He never said anything ex-

cept to answer a question directly ad-
dressed to him. He would obey an or-

der, he would do what he was told.

Otherwise he kept silent. He didn’t

seem scared. He seemed to be wait-

ing.

Parrel got busy on the phone in the
waiting room. Dark began to examine
the instruments in Bramwell’s office.

A modern X-ray machine, a fluore-

scope. Dark looked for the maker’s
name and found it. One by one he
pulled open the drawers of a metal
cabinet. Instruments. They looked
perfectly regular. He didn’t touch
them. He had on a pair of tight-fit-
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ting rubber gloves, part of the equip-

ment he always carried with him, but
even with that protection he was care-

ful about what he handled. He might
touch the wrong thing.

He spent thirty minutes searching.

He found nothing out of the ordinary.

He had half expected to find a tiny

concealed magnet. What it would tell

him he did not know, but an examina-
tion under a microscope might have
disclosed something.
Dark turned to the secretary, began

asking questions.

Dr. Bramwell's reputation was ex-

cellent, she told him. He had a good
practice and a steady income. He
could have had a larger practice if he
had not chosen to devote a third of

his time to work in the free clinic,

donating his time and his service ab-

solutely free to people who could not

afford his fees.

Dark blinked. He had expected to

catch a charlatan, a quack. Instead he
had found a man with a spotless repu-

tation. Her answer left him at a loss.

He changed his tactics.

“In recent months did you notice

any change in Dr. Bramwell? Did he

seem to be entirely himself? Did he
pursue his usual routine?”
Her face showed that his question

had hit home. She had thought of

something and was trying to decide
whether it was important.

“There’s only one thing,” she said

hesitantly. “He spent a great deal of

his time at his summer camp in Wis-
consin during the past few months.
He has a small laboratory up there and
he has been much interested in some
experiments he has been attempt-
ing—”
“Laboratory! Experiments I” Dark

echoed, his pulses leaping. Involun-
tarily he bent down to question the

secretary further.

The movement saved his life.

The smashing thunder of a gun
roared through the waiting room.
Against the opposite wall a mirror ex-

ploded into fragments of splintered

glass. The bullet had been aimed at

the back of Dark’s head.

He whirled and ducked, looking for

the source of the shot.

Burney held a smoking gun in his

hands

!

His face a frozen mask, he was
pressing the trigger for a second shot.

ARK threw himself sideward and
forward. Smoke from the muz-

zle of the gun lanced over his shoul-

der as he dived. His shoulders struck
Burney just below the knees. The cop
was trying for a third shot as his legs

went out from under him. He fell

heavily. Dark slugged at him and he
slugged back.
There was a relentless, vicious ani-

mal vitality about him. His motions
were a little slow but his strength was
phenomenal. He got his fingers on
Dark’s throat, began to squeeze. Dark
tugged at them, struck at the leering

face above them, the face of a man
whom he had known as a friend but
who had suddenly changed into a

deadly enemy.
What had caused this unexpected

attack? What had sent the lieutenant

berserk? Dark’s senses began to reel.

His strength was draining away. Fin-

gers of steel were closing tighter and
tighter on his throat.

Suddenly the fingers relaxed. There
was a thud, and then another. Bur-
ney’s face went blank. He sprawled
on the floor. Dark staggered to his

feet.

Farrel had a clubbed gun in his

hand. He had struck his partner with
it.

“What in the hell happened?” he
gasped. “I was phoning when the shot
went off. I jumped. Burney had his

gun out. He was shooting at you.”
Farrel was dazed with bewilder-

ment. He looked from Dark to the

man on the floor. His bewilderment
grew. Before his eyes Burney began
to glow. Flame raced over him,
reached its sudden climax, flared out

into nothingness. Burney was gone.
“There’s your answer,” Dark

gulped. “He was controlled similarly

to Dr. Bramwell. Something had him.
Something took over his will, forced
him to shoot at me.”
“Oh!” Farrel muttered. “Oh . .

.”

Monosyllables. Grunted sounds.
His wild eyes ranged over the room.
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The hand that held the gun trembled
like a leaf in the wind.
Dark watched him, every sense

alert. He didn’t look for something in

the room. He knew he wouldn’t find

it. He watched Parrel, watched his

eyes. His hand slid under his coat,

clasped around the tiny weapon bol-

stered there. Dark leaned against the

wall, watched the detective-lieuten-

ant.

He had known this man for years,

had worked with him, faced death
with him, fought by his side. He
counted Parrel as a friend.

He had counted Burney as a friend.

Burney had tried to kill him. Burney
had been under the control of some
alien, inimical power. What about
Parrel?

Parrel’s eyes left off their questing,

came to rest on Dark. He saw what
Dark was thinking.

“Oh . .
.” he said. “Oh . .

.”

It was the saddest sound Dark had
ever heard.
“You think'

—
’’ Parrel couldn’t say

it. The words stuck in his throat.

Dark waited. He didn’t relax his

guard for an instant.

“Oh . .
.” The monosyllable was a

sigh.

Parrel turned the gun in his hand,
extended it butt first tov<^ard Dark.
Dark took it.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I think you’re
absolutely all right. I think you’re

normal, yourself. Your willingness to

surrender your gun should prove it.

But you may be acting. You may be
controlled too. The same thing that

got to Burney may have got to you. I

can’t afford to take a chance.”
Parrel sighed. He looked at the

brown spot on the rug and looked back
to Dark.

“No,” he said. “I’m not controlled.

I’m all right.”

He spoke dully, without conviction.

“You’ll have to prove it.”

“I think I can prove it. I think I

know what happened to Burney.”
“What!”

FARREL nodded. “We were cruis-

ing in this neighborhood about
three weeks ago. He had a terrible

ear-ache. I made him go a doctor.

The doctor he saw was Bramwell.”
Dark eyes narrowed.
“Why didn’t you tell me?”
“I only remembered it when Bram-

well’s name was mentioned back in

Captain Patton’s office. But I couldn’t
imagine anything being wrong with
Burney. I couldn’t believe it.”

Parrel looked as if he still couldn’t
believe it. His partner, his side-kick

for twenty years. . . .

Dark started to speak, then changed
his mind. Parrel might be all right.

He might not be. There was no way
to know for certain.

“You call Headquarters and report
what happened. Continue looking for

one of Bramwell’s patients. If you
can find one, see that he has a complete
physical examination. Meanwhile, I’m
leaving.”

He walked out of the door. He
paused a moment. “You’ll find your
gun on the roof. I’m taking the squad
car.”

“Where are you going?” Parrel
called after him. “Captain Patton
will want to know.”
Dark did not answer.
He went to the roof. Bramwell’s

helicopter was still there. He opened
the door, saw at a glance there was a

map in the holder. A neat red line led

up into Wisconsin, ended in a tiny cir-

cle.

Dark slipped the map out of its hold-
er, folded it, placed it in his pocket.
He laid Parrel’s gun in plain sight,

climbed into the squad car, sent it ar-

rowing across the city.

A few factors in a mad equation were
beginning to fit into place. He did

not know the nature of the creatures
that had launched this nightmarish at-

tack. He did not know their motives.
He knew they could control men, at

least for short periods. They could
dictate the actions of men. They could
destroy men.
Through Bramwell, they had got to

Burney. When the time came they had
seized control of Burney, forced him
to attempt murder. When his attempt
failed, they had destroyed him.

If they had had a choice of a method
other than the clumsy attempt to mur-
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der Dark, they would certainly have
used it. If they could have used their

flaming death on him, most certainly

they would have done so. They hadn’t.

Therefore their actions were limited.

How did they secure control over
men? Was there a dark doorway some-
where? A man opened it and a weird,
inimical power waited for him across

the threshold? What was the nature
of that doorway?
Bramwell had opened it, perhaps un-

knowingly. Perhaps he had been ex-

perimenting, and one of his experi-

ments had resulted in disaster. He
had opened the lid of Pandora’s box.

However that door was opened, it

was obvious that no one was wanted
at Bramwell’s laboratory. The attempt
to kill Dark had followed as soon as he
learned of the lab’s existence.

He knew, in following that red line

into Wisconsin, he was walking into

danger. He must take all possible pre-

cautions. He set the squad car down
on the roof of a tall apartment build-

ing.

John Dark was gone almost an hour.

When he returned he had changed
clothes. He wore a brown suit, soft

pliable shoes.

The suit did not fit him very well.

It bulged around the middle and the

shoulders did not quite disguise the flat

pack worn at the back. And the pockets

sagged.
He didn’t care how it looked. For

probably no one, he knew, would see it.

CHAPTER V
The Sound of Howling Winds

ARK watched the sky. It was
alive with traffic. But the evacu-

ation of Chicago was being accom-
plished in an orderly manner.
Far overhead, in great circles, a

rocket ship moved. A ship from the

fleet on guard over the city, keeping
watch and ward over the lanes that led

in from space. There were others with-

in call. Grim guardians of the strato-

sphere.

Dark watched the sky. All over the

world millions of others watched. Hid-
den death lurked on Earth. It waited
behind a closed door.

But if Death moved through the sky.
Dark did not see it. If it moved
through the air and entered the air car,

he did not know when it came in.

He followed a red line drawn on a

map. It led him into the lake country
of Wisconsin. It ended over a tiny

lodge set among evergreens. The sec-

tion was remote. No other human
dwelling was near.

The sun was dropping down toward
the west when Dark finished his jour-

ney. He did not land immediately.
He cruised in narrowing circles.

If a ship capable of traversing space
was hidden in that vicinity he did not
see it. A small ship might be there,

he knew, hidden among the evergreens.

He might be landing among a nest of

enemies. It was a chance he had to

take.

Dark set the car down a mile away
from the lodge, got out, walked casu-

ally into a clump of shrubbery. Any
observer might have seen him go into

the clump of trees. But only a super-
human observer could have seen him
come out.

When he was securely hidden by the
shrubbery. Dark stopped. One hand
moved toward a tiny switch block at-

tached to his belt. When the switch
was closed, a soft hum came from the
flat pack he was wearing under his

coat.

He stood still, waiting. He took a
pair of heavy goggles from his pocket,

slipped them on. He touched the

switch on his belt again. The hum
from the pack grew to a shrill whine
that was almost inaudible.

A burst of metallic lusters peemed to

roll over his body. If an observer could
have seen what was happening in that

tangle of shrubbery, he would have
been vastly surprised.

The metallic lusters deepened, be-

came a dim haze. The haze promptly
cleared. It vanished. And John Dark
vanished with it.

He had become invisible.

The equipment that made his clothes

bulge so suspiciously was an invisibil-

ity generator. It did not cause absorp-
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tion of light rays. Absorption would
have resulted in a blotch as black as

midnight that would have been certain

to attract attention. The equipment
did not bend the light rays around his

body. It produced an effect similar to

fluorescence.

In bright sunlight it would not work.
In bright light it would fool a distant

observer. It would not deceive a cam-
era. But in any illumination except
the best light, it would fool the human
eye. Of course, even an invisible man
could be readily detected by the sense
of touch. But Dark did not expect to

be touched.

Taking care to remain as much in

the shadow as was possible. Dark
walked toward the lodge. The goggles,
of a special variety of lens, enabled
him to see.

Once he almost stepped on a rabbit.

It laid its ears back and went scuttling

off through the brush. An early-flying

bat wheeled close to him. The bat in-

stantly detected his presence. Not by
sight—the bat’s eyes are very weak

—

but by some weird sense bats possess.

Artificial invisibility could fool a rab-

bit and a man. But not a bat.

If there were alien creatures in or
around Bramwell’s lodge, would it fool

them? He did not know that answer.
There was only one way to find out.

Trial and error. . . .

The lodge topped a slight slope.

Dark kept to the shadows, went up the
slope. Not a leaf moved, not a bird
stirred, but he was alert, his spring-

gun out and ready. He had chosen
that gun rather than any other weapon
at his disposal because it did not re-

veal the source from which it was fired.

He had no occasion to use it. He
was not molested in any way. The
slope was silent, the lodge silent and
deserted. Almost too silent, almost
too deserted. It was a one-story, three-

room affair built of logs. Not at all

pretentious. The windows were pro-

tected by heavy wooden shutters, but
the shutters were open.
He went from window to window,

looked in. The lodge was deserted.
Or was it? Did something wait for

him inside, something he could not

see? Was the source of the flaming
death here in this vacant lodge?
He tried the back door. It was un-

locked. As he pushed it open and
slipped inside, he felt the hair rising

along the nape of his neck. The sixth

sense that all good manhunters possess
warned him that here was danger.
He was an invisible manhunter

searching for an invisible menace.
Only he wasn’t hunting man. He was
hunting something else.

He was in the kitchen. The room
had been intended for that purpose as

the small stove and the cooking equip-
ment showed. But it had not been
used recently. Apparently Dr. Bram-
well had made flying visits to this

lodge, not staying long enough to pre-
pare food.

Walking on tiptoes. Dark moved for-

ward. The next room had been used
as a combination bedroom and library.

The bed had not been made. The walls
were lined with bookshelves. Most
of the books were standard medical
tomes. But something on the table

caught his eyes.

A tiny magnet.
He strode forward. As he moved,

he heard a sound in the lodge. It

sent his pulses pounding. It was a
whooshing sound, like a sudden rush
of wind.
But there was no wind blowing. The

air outside had been quiet.

It came from the kitchen. Dark
crouched, every sense alert, his gun
ready.

Was there something here in this

lodge, some other invisible being, some
dark alien monstrosity that he could
not see? The sound came again. It

resembled the rush of air from a pipe.

An air hose suddenly broken, releas-

ing air under pressure, made a sound
like that.

A WIND, a wild wind blowing. A
wind that came from nowhere,

that leaped into existence out of noth-
ingness. The lodge was alive with the
sound. And the air was actually mov-
ing. Dark could feel it blowing past
him, touching his skin with an icy
breath. A piece of paper floated up-
ward.
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The wind died. Instantly it came
again. Dark saw something come from
the kitchen. The lodge was a place of

shadows, yet something was bulged in

the doorway, almost as large as a man.
Black and threatening, it stood in the
door, effectively blocking escape in that

direction.

Dark’s gun hummed in his hand.
The jar of the explosion was like a clap

of thunder as the explosive pellet

struck. It hit the dark creature in the

doorway dead center. The monstrosity
was gone.

Dark was on his feet. The lodge

was rocking with a wild bedlam of

sound. It seemed to him that all the

winds that ever howled over Earth
were loose. Torrents of screaming air

buffeted at him. And as each blast

struck him he saw that another mon-
trosity had leaped into existence in

that cabin.

Out of nowhere ! Coming from noth-

ingness. Leaping into existence in all

of the three rooms, surrounding him.
His gun throbbed in his hand. The

explosions coalesced into each other

with the rapidity of machine-gun fire.

In the bright light that flamed from the

bursting pellets he saw the creatures

that were attacking him. Incredible

beings

!

As fast as he mowed one down an-

other seemed to leap to take his place.

They didn’t attempt to use any weap-
ons of their own. Coming from all di-

rections, they surged toward him like

a rising wave. Whether they could see

him he did not know. Certainly they
could feel him.
Fingers gripped him. Talons dug in-

to him. Something smashed against his

skull. Fire flared before his eyes.

Unconsciousness swept over Dark
and he seemed to drop a million miles

into a pit, into the jaws of death.

CHAPTER VI

Incredible World

JOHN DARK opened his eyes and

the darkness went away.
He was in a room. He was on his

back, looking up at a metal ceiling.

Just above him, in the ceiling, was the

square outline of a trap door.

His mind was fogged. His head was
splitting wide open. His body felt as

if it had been twisted and distorted

out of shape. It telegraphed sensa-

tions of weakness. He needed all his

strength just to keep his eyes open.

Where was he? What had hap-
pened? Why couldn’t he think?
There was a door before his eyes.

Sometime in the past he had been con-

cerned about a door. If you opened a

door you might find something on the

other side of it. You might find flam-

ing death waiting for you if you opened
some hidden door. . . .

His memory came surging back.
He was John Dark. Men had been

killed in Chicago. He had been trying
to discover what menace was stalking

through the city. He had been trying

to learn the connection between mag-
nets and flaming deaths and friends

who tried to kill you and incredible

nightmares and howling winds.

He had gone into a lodge. He had
been invisible. Of course, the door
had betrayed him when he opened it.

But he had looked in all the rooms be-

fore he opened the door and nobody
had been in the lodge. Or nobody that

he could see. His attackers had come
out of nowhere, with the sound of howl-
ing winds.
Dark closed his eyes. It felt better

that way. He wondered if he had
enough strength to move his head so

he could see something beside the ceil-

ing overhead if he did open his eyes
again.

A sound caught his attention.

It was a groan. It came from some-
where in the room. It came again.

Dark sat up. A wave of weakness
overwhelmed him. He held his head
in both hands, his eyes closed. The
weakness went away. He opened his

eyes.

He was looking straight at Lieu-
tenant Burney

!

With the memory of that murderous
attack coming back to him. Dark fum-
bled for his gun. He didn’t have it.

His coat was gone. His invisibility

generator had been removed.
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Burney groaned again. The cop sat

up, shook his head and looked around.
Burney, whom Dark had seen burn to

death!
Burney wasn’t dead. He was alive.

Pale and wan and obviously badly
shaken, but alive. Dark’s senses reeled.

He thought his eyes were deceiving
him.

Either that or he was looking at a

ghost. At any rate, the ghost was sit-

ting on the top shelf of an object that

resembled a triple-decker bed. Dark
saw what was lying on the second shelf.

A man!
A man lay on the first shelf, too.

His chest was rising and falling. He
was pale and wretched looking, but
apparently alive. Dark recognized
him. He was Luther Trent, inventor

of the television system that had made
worldwide reception possible.

He had been a victim of the Flaming
Death. He had been making a speech
at a testimonial dinner when the flame

struck him. Like all the others, he had
been burned to death. Or had he? If

Luther Trent had been destroyed, what
was he doing here?
Dark saw the room was filled almost

to the ceiling with shelves. On most
of the shelves a man lay. The room
was filled with dead men who had mys-
teriously returned to life.

“Dark!” a voice hissed.

I
T was Burney who spoke. He was
staring at the private detective.

His eyes were wild.

“I tried to kill you,” Burney was
saying rapidly. “I didn’t want to do
it but something literally forced me to

A gigantic foot was coming down near him (Chap. XV

)
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draw my gun and shoot at you. I didn’t

have any control over myself. Honest,
John, I wouldn’t have shot at you. God,
man, I didn’t mean it. I tried to keep
from drawing my gun, but I couldn’t

hold my arm.”
Dark took a long breath.

“Well,” he said. “Well!” It wasn’t
what he had intended to say. His vocal

chords were getting so many orders

they couldn’t obey them all.

“Please,” Burney begged. “Please
believe me. ... I didn’t mean to do
it. Honest I didn’t. . .

.”

“Forget it.” Dark swallowed rap-

idly to make his vocal organs behave.
“I believe you.”
Burney broke into a cold sweat.

Dark watched the cop closely. Burney
seemed badly shaken, but otherwise all

right. The weird control that had fas-

tened on him seemed to have lapsed.

There were dozens of questions Dark
wanted to ask. How had he and Bur-
ney got together? How had all these

men been brought to one spot?
Had they been projected through a

dimensional shift? Was that the ex-

planation? Did a gateway open, expos-
ing the fires of hell? While the gate-

way was open, were men snatched
through it into some higher dimen-
sion? Was that the way the incredible

invaders operated?
Too many questions. There was no

answer for any of them.
Dark looked up at the ceiling again.

Metal—was he on board a space ship?

He listened. The groaning of awaken-
ing men came to his ears. Otherwise
there was no sound. No throbbing of

rocket charges being fired. No sensa-

tion of acceleration. Only deep silence.

There was a row of round ports at

the end of the room. Through them
light was coming. Dark slid down and
walked unsteadily toward them. He
steeled himself to look out. He took
one glance and abruptly jerked his

eyes away.
Burney, holding to the shelves for

support, came toward him.

“What—what is it?” he faltered.

“What’s out there?”

“I don’t know. It doesn’t look like

anything I’ve ever seen before.”

He turned back to the port. Stretch-

ing away to the horizon, reaching off

toward the infinities of space, was a

plain, black and wrinkled. Utterly
barren, without the slightest sign of

any vegetation of any kind, twisted
and wrinkled but unrelieved by any
elevation rising five feet above its sur-

face, the plain stretched away and
away.
Over it, and as black at it was, was

the cup of space. Out of the black-
ness of that space, light from a bil-

lion unwinking luminaries poured.
The stars of outer space.

Dark gasped. He knew what he was
seeing. He was seeing the stars as

they were never seen from Earth.
There was no atmosphere between the

port through which he was looking
and those unblinking orbs of infinitely

distant light. There was no air over
that plain to diffuse the starlight.

Airless, under the eternal stars, the

plain stretched away. Whether it was
metal or stone he could not tell. It

looked like lava.

“Look!” Burney whispered, press-

ing his nose against the glass of the
port and peering off to the left.

ARELY visible in that direction,

a huge white ball floated serene-

ly in the sky.

“The moon!” Dark ejaculated.

“It’s too big,” Burney protested.

“We’re not seeing it from Earth,”
Dark explained. He started to add
that they were looking at the mpon as

seen from a rocket ship. But with that

black plain stretching away in front

of him, he knew they were not on a

space liner. However, there was no
doubt that the huge sphere was the

moon. He could easily distinguish the

Mare Imbrium and other seas, as well

as craters.

Automatically Dark turned to the

right. There was only one explana-
tion of that huge shadow arc oljscur-

ing the stars at the extreme right.

Earth! The night-side of Earth. He
couldn’t see all of it because the struc-

ture in which they were imprisoned
blocked the view. But he could see a

part of the eastern edge.

Earth to the right, moon to the left.

“We’re in space,” Dark diagnosed.
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"We’re about halfway between the
Earth and the moon!”
“Uh?” said Burney. There was

dumb bewilderment in his voice. “How
did we get here?” the officer con-
tinued.
“The most important question is

—

how did this thing we’re on get here?”
Dark countered. “I can only guess at

its exact size, but it seems to be half

as big as the moon. Why hasn’t it

been discovered? Space ships and
freighters make regular trips to the
mines on the moon. Why haven’t they
discovered this asteroid, or planet, or

satellite, or whatever it is we’re on?”
“Maybe it just arrived?” Burney

reasoned.
“Then why didn’t observatories on

the Earth and on the moon see it com-
ing? Hell, you couldn’t run a planet

half the size of the moon across the

Solar System without thousands of

keen eyes spotting it, not to mention
the telescopes that are constantly in

use both for visual observation and for

photographic purposes.”

“I don’t know,” Burney said slowly.

“Maybe it came too fast to be seen.”

“Maybe it didn’t,” Dark retorted.

“Do you have any idea how much
power would be needed to move an ob-

ject this size so fast it wouldn’t reg-

ister on a plate? Or so rapidly it

couldn’t be seen by the human eye? Bil-

lions of horsepower. The odds are

about a million to one we will never
get away from birds so scientifically

advanced !”

“You’re a pessimist,” Burney re-

torted. “They’re sure to see this thing

from Earth. And when they do see it,

the space fleet will be up here with
guns and bombs and the monkeys that

pulled this smart kidnaping stunt will

find they’ve bit off more than they can
chew in the next hundred years.”

“Kidnaping, hell I There’s more
than kidnaping back of this. Kidnap-
ing is only the beg—

”

Dark stopped in mid-sentence. The
heavy tread of footsteps had re-

sounded from the ceiling. The foot-

steps stopped. There was the scrape

of metal. The trap door opened.
The head that peered down into the

room had never grown on human

shoulders. Sharp beady eyes, large
ears. And rising from the glistening

pate, two upright antennae.
Burney’s indrawn breath was a

sharp hissing sound.
The eyes glanced sharply over the

room, came to rest with flashing quick-
ness on the two Earthmen. A hand
motioned to them to draw near.

“Come on,” said Dark, walking for-

ward. “We might as well do what they
want us to. We haven’t got a chance
in a million to resist.”

CHAPTER VII

Marl

Four of the creatures waited in

the corridor above. They swung
down a light ladder and Dark went up,
Burney following.
Two legs, two arms, their bodies

roughly followed the human form.
Only those antennae sprouting from
the skull were entirely different from
any appendage of the human body.
And when the leader handed a close-

fitting skull cap with a small metal
box attached, to Dark, he saw that the
antennae were artificial. They were
made of metal and were attached to

the cap.

Three of the creatures held blunt-
nosed weapons on them while the
leader indicated by signs that they
were to put the caps on.

Burney hesitated. His hands were
balled into fists on which his gnarled
knuckles showed white.
“Don’t try to jump them,” Dark said

quickly, seeing what his companion
was planning. “They’ll blast you down
if you resist. Put on that cap. It’s

a thought helmet of some kind.”
It turned out to be a radio telepath,

a marvelous invention which gathered
the thought currents originating in

the mind, amplified them, sent them
out from the antennae on a radio
micro-wave carrier.

As soon as Dark slipped the cap
over his head he felt the vibrations
of alien thought pulsing through his

mind. A thousand questions tumbled



42 STARTLING STORIES

over themselves as he tried to answer.
He might be a captive, he might be
in danger of immediate death, he
might be facing an incredible fate, but
the thing that was uppermost in his

mind was a wild curiosity.

“Silence!” came the whiplash of the
leader’s reply. The thought leaped
into Dark’s brain like a jabbing cur-

rent of fire. He was silent.

“Follow me. If you attempt resist-

ance, my men have orders to beam
you.”
The leader moved down the corri-

dor. The other three lifted their blunt-

nosed weapons. Two were trained on
Dark and the third on Burney.
Dark shrugged, fell into step be-

side Burney. They were led down-
ward, along interminable metal cor-

ridors which were swarming with
aliens. Occasionally, through open
doors, they caught glimpses of rooms
opening from the corridor. One of

the rooms was apparently a chemical
laboratory. Oddly shaped retorts fumed
in that lab. In another room they had
a glimpse of intricate machinery and
caught the soft hum of generators.

They saw aliens everywhere. And all

of them were as busy as bees about a

hive.

The aliens stared with eager curi-

osity at the two Earthmen walking in

front of their guards. Their thoughts
buzzed in Dark’s mind. He caught
vague flashes of their meaning, enough
to understand that these creatures

called themselves Marlings, were pre-

paring for a new raid on Earth.

Their guide stopped before a heavy
door. Two Marlings with drawn weap-
ons stood on guard. The guide
saluted.

“I have brought two of the cap-

tives,” he explained. “For an audience
with Marl, as ordered.”

“Enter. Marl is waiting.”

The door swung open. The guide

dropped on his hands and knees and
began to crawl forward. Dark and
Burney started to walk behind him.

They were free-born citizens of Earth
and they had no intention of crawling
into the presence of anyone.

A sharp command from the guards
behind jerked their heads around.

“Crawl!” came the order.
They shook their heads.
The guards instantly lifted their

weapons. A harsh haze flared from
the muzzles, seeped into their bodies.
To Dark it felt as if every muscle

in his body was being torn apart.

Screaming agonies of pain flashed

through him. He gritted his teeth,

tried to endure the pain, but it beat
into his mind in a bursting flood of

red agony. Perspiration oozed out all

over him.
Beside him, Burney sank to the

floor. Dark groaned, collapsed.

The guards turned off their weap-
ons. The pain faded to a dull throb-
bing.

“Now will you crawl?”
They crawled. They knelt before

Marl.

Beady eyes regarded them in-

tently. Marl sat in a low chair,

his hands resting on buttons set in the
arms. His skin was wrinkled with
age. Only his eyes were alive. The
vivid pulse of his thoughts leaped
out to them, asking a question.
Dark understood the question per-

fectly. How to answer it was another
matter. Marl was asking information
about Earth. He wanted to know what
progress men had made in solving the
attack that had been launched against
them.

Dark shook his head defiantly.

“Very well,” Marl flashed back at

him. “The information is of slight

importance, but even so, we can easily

secure it. I prefer not to destroy men
at this point, but unless you answer
my questions, I have no alternative.”

He motioned to a detail of guards.
They saluted and left the audience
chamber.
“You can secure no Information

from dead men,” Dark thought slowly.

“And I doubt if torture can wring in-

formation from us.”

He looked at Burney. The cop’s

face looked as if it had been carved
from solid granite.

“They’ll get nothing from me,” he
whispered.
“You will not be tortured,” came the

thought from Marl. “We will merely
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probe your brain and secure the facts

directly from it. Unfortunately, you
will not survive the probing.”
“What?” Dark gasped.
Marl said nothing. He remained

impassive. His face showed no sign

of emotion. But his eyes sparkled
brighter.

The guards returned. Marl glanced
toward them.

“Either answer my questions, or I

will have the information taken from
you.”
Dark saw the equipment they were

setting up. Bright, gleaming knives,

probes, lances. They wheeled in a

heavy table equipped with straps to

hold the squirming victim rigid. They
brought in electrical equipment the

function of which Dark could not
guess.

He saw enough to convince him that

Marl meant what he said. Somehow
the Marlings were able to probe the
brain, a feat the scientists of Earth
had never attempted.

If necessity demanded. Dark would
face torture. But facing this torture

would result in no gain. The infor-

mation would be extracted from him
and he would be killed. A dead man
would not be able to do an3rthing to

aid other men. It was better to talk,

and hope that somehow, sometime a

chance to escape would come.
How desperate that hope was, he

well knew. Even if he managed to

elude the Marlings, he would be ma-
rooned on an airless world.

“No,” Dark said. “We have not
solved the attack you have launched
against us. Even if we had had warn-
ing, we would have been helpless. We
are completely baffled.”

The eyes of Marl gleamed brighter
as he caught the meaning. Satisfac-

tion glowed in them.
“But we will solve it,” Dark said

quickly. “This satellite circling Earth
will certainly be discovered, and when
that happens hell will pop!”
Dark painted a swift picture of the

sky full of fighters, rocket ships
screaming down through the void,

bombs bursting, as Earth discovered
the source of attack and sent out her
fleet to exact retribution.

Marl laughed at him. His face

showed no sign of emotion, but

his eyes sparkled with malevolent
laughter.

“It might interest you to know.
Earthling,” his thoughts sped out,

“that your capable astronomers have
not discovered this world even though
it has been circling your planet for

two of your years!”
“Two years!” The startled thought

leaped unbidden from Dark’s mind.
“That’s impossible! Unless,” he
amended as a quick doubt struck him,
“it’s invisible. And an object the size

of this could not be made invisible by
any means known to the science of

Earth.”
The laughter came again.

“It is not invisible.”

“Then what is it?” Dark exploded.
“How does it remain here undetected?
Where did it—and you—come from?”

In his excitement. Dark rose to his

feet. Behind him a guard lifted a

weapon. He did not see it. He had
forgotten his danger. He had forgot-

ten everything except the questions
burning in his mind.

Marl’s command lashed out to the
guard, checked the rising weapon.

“I find this Earthman interesting.

Do not destroy him. He will make
excellent material for us.”

Dark caught a grim meaning in

Marl’s statement. He ignored it.

There were other questions he wanted
answered.
And Marl answered one of them.
“We came,” his thought flashed out,

“from within the Solar System—from
one of the moons of the planet you
call Jupiter!”
From one of Jupiter’s moons! From

within the Solar System! Marl used
a word to designate their home planet
but the word had no Earthly counter-
part and its meaning was not con-
veyed.
From Jupiter, the giant among the

planets! Exploration from Earth had
not advanced to that planet as yet,

possibly would not, for the reason that

a rocket ship would have great diffi-

culty in fighting clear of the gravity
of the mighty planet if it landed on
Jupiter. Exploration would eventually
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extend to the satellite system at some
time in the future.

“Then we’re on a gigantic space
ship circling Earth !” Dark thought.
Marl caught the thought.
“No,” came the answer. “Our race

has not yet achieved controlled space
flight. Would that we had!” And
there was a sigh in the thought. Then
Marl went on. “Our telescopes re-

vealed to us, to our envy, that your
race had developed space flight. But
in spite of many experiments, we have
never been able to achieve success. In
that one particular field, we are tem-
porarily behind your scientists. In
other fields, we are infinitely further
advanced.”
The Marlings did not have space

flight ! Then how had they come here ?

Dark blinked. His mind was in a
whirling daze. For two years this gi-

gantic globe had circled Earth, and
had remained unseen. That was one
mystery.
The globe had been brought across

the void of space from Jupiter ! That
was another mystery. And the globe
itself was a third mystery. Impossi-
ble event piled on impossible event.

What was the solution?
Lacking space flight, how had they

flung a bridge to Earth? What ex-

treme conditions forced them to such
a colossal undertaking? What tre-

mendous menace threatened this race,

forcing them to reach out across the
void of space? Had they—Dark put
the thought into words.
“Did you,” Dark thought, “move

your whole world across space?”
In his mind was the vague thought

that this was impossible. But he had
seen so many incredible feats that he
was no longer sure where the possible

left off and the impossible began.
The yearning sigh in Marl’s think-

ing was very manifest. “No ... If

we could only do that! Unfortunate-
ly, even with our present knowledge,
such a task is beyond our power.”
“But,” Dark persisted, “this globe is

between the Earth and the moon.
Somehow it was placed here. Disre-

garding the method by which it has
escaped discovery, how was it placed

here? What source of power do you

have that enables you to move this

gigantic sphere?”
Marl leaned forward. There was a

mocking glitter in his eyes.
“This globe,” he said, “is not as gi-

gantic as you think!”
“What?” Dark gasped. “But even if

it is only a few miles in diameter—and
using my own height as a yardstick I

can see it must be at least that large

—

you would still require a tremendous
amount of power to move it.”

From the twin antennae rising

over the head of Marl there leaped
a question that struck John Dark with
stunning force.

“How high are you, Earthman?”
Dark could not answer.
Marl laughed. “You mentioned

that, judging by your own size, this

globe must be at least several of your
miles in diameter. I asked you, in re-

ply, how high are you? What is your
measurement from heel to head?”

“Six feet, one inch—

”

Again that silent laughter con-
vulsed Marl. Dark caught the rustle

of echoing laughter around the room.
The Marlings were all laughing at

him.
A sudden, soul-shaking doubt

seared Dark’s mind. How tall was he ?

What did Marl mean? Was he really

six feet, one inch tall? Or had some-
thing been done to him while he was
unconscious? Had the same thing
been done to all the Marling victims?
How tall was he?
He looked up at Marl.
“Is this globe really only a few feet

in diameter?” he whispered, the
thought leaping from his telepath.

“Or perhaps even smaller than that?
Is that how you brought it across
space, by reducing its size? Is that
how it remained here for two years
undetected? And am I

—

”

“Take them away,” the ruler

snapped.
The thought helmet and its attached

radio telepath were roughly removed.
They were herded out of the room.

Dark’s mind was in a turmoil.

They were back in the room with
the other prisoners. The trap
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door overhead was closed.

“There is only one possible conclu-
sion,” John Dark told the tense circle

of men surrounding him. “We have
been reduced in size!”

He hesitated, stilled the babble of

questions with a wave of his hand.
“Every bit of evidence points to that

fact. This globe could not have re-

mained between the Earth and the
moon for two years without being dis-

covered if it is as large as it appears
to be. Astronomers would have
caught it in their telescopes, freight-

ers on the moon run would have
sighted it. On the other hand, if it is

relatively small—a few feet in diam-
eter at the most—it would not show
up in the telescopes and freighters

would notice it only by accident. It

might circle Earth undetected for

centuries.” Dark paused a moment,
thoughtful.

“But this globe was brought here
from one of the satellites of Jupiter!
How it was transported here I don’t

know, but if it is as large as it appears
to be, more power would have been
needed to move it than can be easily

imagined. If it is small, on the other
hand, little power would have been
needed.”
He looked at the men. Horror and

hopeless despair were written on their

faces.

“You mean—” Burney muttered.
“I mean,” Dark interrupted. “That

this world we’re on is probably not
over two or three feet in diameter.
And that we. and the Marlings, are so

small that if we were back on Earth
you would need a mighty good mi-
croscope to see us!”

CHAPTER VIII

A Question of Relativity

Heavy silence pervaded the room
as Dark’s statement sank in.

“Either the Marlings are naturally
microscopic in size,” Dark continued,
“or they have reduced thousands of

their kind to microscopic form, placed
them on this globe, and in some man- Dark reached dorni and lifted Marl (Chap, XX)



46 STARTLING STORIES

ner hurled it out toward Earth. I

can’t even guess how they got it here,

or how they reached Earth from this

globe. But they did get to Earth.
Once there, their plan seems to have
been to reduce in size, and kidnap,
many of Earth’s outstanding scien-
tists. And what we termed the Flam-
ing Death was their activity as they
reduced men to microscopic size.”

A babble of questions broke from
the group. There were men present
who were capable scientists—Mendel,
Trent, Forbes, Marlow, Taylor, oth-
ers. They had regained consciousness
while Burney and Dark were gone.
Dark silenced them.
“Gentlemen,” he said. “I don’t pre-

tend to know the details as yet. There
are any number of questions that can-
not be answered. How do the Marl-
ings reduce not only themselves but
others in size? Any answer I gave
you would be a guess. This much is

certain. The densest matter we know,
including lead and gold, is in reality

about ninety-nine and ninety-nine
one-hundredths percent space.

“The actual planetary electrons of
an atom, the nucleus included, only
take up a very small percentage of the
space occupied by that atom, the dis-

tances between the electrons and the
nucleus being relatively as great as the
distances between the sun and the
other members of the Solar System.
But if those electrons, while undis-
turbed in their relative position, could
be forced inward toward the nucleus,
the result would be an atom that had
shrunk in size remarkably!”
Dark snapped his fingers.

“That’s it. That’s the explanation
of the flame that leaps from the bodies
of the victims of the Flaming Death.
When the electrons are forced inward,
they necessarily emit energy. Most
of the energy they emit is of a type we
can’t detect without instruments, but
part of it is in the visible range, re-

sulting in that vivid flare of light

which gives the impression that a man
has burned to death. In reality, he
has shrunk rapidly in size and given
up a great amount of his energy.”
The tense circle of men faced him.

There was bewilderment on their

faces. They looked at each other,

and at him, measuring themselves
with their eyes.

Harrison Taylor spoke.
“It seems incredible. But I can ad-

vance no alternate explanation that
will account for the facts we know.
We seem to be the same size we have
always been. Our eyes tell us we are.

But, in the absence of an acceptable
standard of measurement, we cannot
rely on the evidence of our eyes. If

entire Earth, and everything on it, in-

stantaneously shrunk to half its nor-
mal size, including all our yardsticks
and our meter bars, we would never
know that anything had happened.
And as long as we remained on Earth
we would never know that we were
only half as large as we had been.

“If the other planets were unaf-
fected by this hypothetical shrinking,
and if we had space ships either on
them or in space, the return of these
ships to Earth would give us our first

indication that something was wrong.
We would be inclined to say that the
ships had suddenly doubled in size.

It is a matter of relativity
—

”

The scientists understood what
Taylor was saying. They nodded in

agreement. But their puzzled wonder
persisted.

“How large are we, actually?”

Dark lifted his hands in a help-

less gesture.
Taylor spoke again. “There is no

way of knowing,” he said. “I suspect,

as Mr. Dark suggests, that we have
been reduced not to half or quarter
size, but to the size of microscopic
objects. Perhaps we are as large as

microbes, perhaps we are smaller. It

is almost certain we would be invisi-

ble to the naked eye of a normal per-
son.”

Dark watched the faces of the men
as Taylor spoke. He saw doubt change
to despair and fear change to sullen

anger. He saw hope replaced by grim
resignation. Faces dropped, chins
sagged, eyes went lusterless. Men
stopped looking at each other.

But there were questions still.

“How do the Marlings work this re-

duction process.”
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“It is possible,” Dark answered,
“that there is a man present who can
give us an accurate answer.”
He meant Dr. Bramwell. There

were at least fifty victims of the Marl-
ings present. Burney had been re-

duced in Dr. Bramwell’s office. The
others in as many different places.

Dr. Bramwell had been reduced in the
police station. It was possible that

he had been brought here too.

“Dr. Bramwell—” he began.
The room was almost instantly alive

with angry men.
“The traitor.”

“I was his patient.”

“So was I.”

Dark lifted his voice. “Bramwell,
I think, was not responsible for his ac-

tions. It is a matter that we can easily

settle. Is Dr. Bramwell present?”
Dark could not see all the faces.

There wasn’t enough light, for one
thing. There were too many faces, for

another. They were crowded too
closely together.

It did not take the prisoners long to

answer his question. They went over
the entire chamber, looked on every
shelf. They passed in a long line be-

fore the ports and the light coming in

streamed across their haggard faces.

Dr. Bramwell was missing.
Dark sighed. Bramwell could have

told him many things that he wanted
to know.

“I think it was like this,” he ex-
plained. “The Marlings controlled
Bramwell, had him place microscopic
Marlings in the bloodstreams of his

patients. Since he was a doctor, he
could have done this easily, without
being detected. Or he may have in-

jected a microscopic device into the

bodies of his patients.

“Through remote control of this

tiny machine, the Marlings were able

to reduce their victims when they de-

sired, or to control their actions at

will. Of course, the reduction may
have been managed in an entirely dif-

ferent manner. But I think this much
is true! Bramwell was a center of in-

fection. There may have been other
centers, probably were, probably still

are
—

”

Dark wondered what was happening

back on Earth. Was that flaming
scourge still stalking a panic-stricken

population? Had Captain Patton
made any headway? One question
kept plaguing him. It was the most
important question of all.

Taylor was worrying about the

same thing.

“You have talked to these creatures,”

he said in his soft voice. “Did they
give you any indication of their pur-

pose? Why—”
“What’s to become of us?” another

voice spoke.
“Yes, that’s it. What are they going

to do with us?”
That same grim question had been

in the mind of every person present.

Each had been trying to avoid voicing

it.

John Dark, his mind on that grim
figure he had faced back there in the

audience chamber, remembering the

wicked-looking instruments that had
been brought in when he refused to

talk, recalling the malevolent glitter in

the eyes of Marl, tried to answer them.
“From a hint the high panjandrum

let drop, I think they want several

things. One of them is the secret of

space travel. With their telescopes,

they have seen ships crossing between
the planets. They want to know the

secret of operating those liners whose
flight they have envied. I think, also,

they want the cream of our scientific

knowledge. We are ahead of them in

some fields. They want to catch up
with us. And I suspect there is a third

reason for this attack, a third thing

they want—

”

His voice ran off into silence. Then
the words dripped slowly, heavily from
his lips.

“They have gone to the trouble of

reducing us in size, bringing us here

to their circling world. Therefore
they must have some use for us. That
purpose they refused to divulge. In

attempting to determine what possible

use they could have for us, your guess
is as good as mine.”
He was speaking in a whisper.
"Back on Earth they think we’re

dead. Unless we can by some means
escape from this world, or unless we
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can warn Earth—we would probably
be much better off if we were dead.”

John Dark wasn’t trying to instill

fear in the hearts of his fellow prison-
ers. He was giving them the truth as
he saw it.

Instinctively the men regarded him
as their leader. All of them had heard
of John Dark, the man of mystery
whose whose exploits had become al-

most a legend. If he could suggest
what to do, they would follow his lead.

Burney looked upward.
“I can reach that trap door,” he said.

Dark didn’t answer him. He had al-

ready thought of that trap door. But,
even if they could push it open from
below, guards were waiting above with
deadly weapons.

If he had his equipment! If he had
the instruments and the devices he had
perfected. A make-up kit that would
enable him to change his appearance
almost instantly. A small package of

tiny tools made of hardened steel.

Vials of acid in glass bulbs as small as

the head of a pin. Crush the bulbs, and
choking fumes arose. Gas.
Only one thing had the Marlings

missed. The buttons on the sleeves of

his shirt!

Dark strode to the ports, held the

buttons in the open light, squinted at

them. The buttons were miniature
smoke bombs. They were hollow and
filled with acids. When the acids were
exposed to air, an intense smoke re-

sulted.

He walked back, pulled himself up
on the shelf directly under the trap

door. Gingerly, carefully, he extended
his hands to the metal, pushed against

it.

It didn’t budge.
Burney climbed up beside him, added

his strength.

“We’ll have to wait until they open
it,” Dark said. He didn’t add that he
hoped it would not be opened for hours,

which would give him time to regain
some of the energy he had lost.

“When they do open it. I’ll toss one
of these buttons through. The smoke
will blind the Marlings. I’ll try to slip

through unseen. The rest of you stay
here.”

He ignored the murmurs of com-

plaint. This was a one-man job. He
stretched himself full length on the

shelf and began to wait.

CHAPTER IX

Escape

TWO Marlings came down the cor-

ridor. They were pushing a small
cart.

“May I be toasted,” one of them
grumbled, his antennae radiating the

thought to his companion, “if I like

this.”

He nodded toward the containers on
the cart.

“Here we are on short rations. Lit-

tle food and less water: two of our
synthesizers broken down, the other
two producing barely enough for us.

But these miserable captives are to be
supplied with plenty of food tablets

and water while honest Marlings go
hungry and thirsty.”

“Ah, but you forget these captives
are valuable. They must be in good
physical condition when we return
with them to our home planet, or they
will be useless to our scientists. We
must feed them well.”

“While we go hungry,” the grumbler
persisted.

“We will not be hungry long. Soon
our plans will be complete. Then there
will be food in great plenty. You may
be sure that the members of this expe-
dition will be well rewarded when we
return home.”
The speaker smacked his lips.

“First, we must return to Earth,” the
grumbler continued, “and complete our
work there. That may not be easy,

now that these cursed Earthmen are

aroused. I was present when those
two captives were brought before Marl.
They admitted they were completely
bewildered by our raid, that they knew
nothing of our presence here above
them. But if they ever learn our loca-

tion and how we operate
—

”

“They would be able to do nothing
to stop us if they knew everything,”
the second interrupted. “Our next
raid on their planet, when we join our
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companions who are there now, will be
perfectly safe. They can never locate

us even if they knew how to search.

We could seize control of their leaders,
force them to issue contradictory or-

ders, and their teeming millions would
never know that anything was wrong.
Through their leaders, we could force

their whole population to serve our
will. Without even knowing it, they
would be our slaves.”

“True. True. I do not dispute your
logic. But logic will not serve to fill

the hollow in my stomach.”
The grumbler reached forward, lift-

ed a white tablet from its container,
popped it in his mouth. He swallowed
it with every sign of satisfaction.

“You had better not let Marl learn
of your action,” he was warned. “He
wants those captives well fed.”

The grim tone of the radiated
thought was not lost on the hungry
grumbler. He changed the subject.

“Here we are at the entrance to their

dungeon. If you will remove the bars,

I will raise the door.”

ARK heard the sound of footsteps

overhead. He raised himself on
his feet, and crouching like a cat

watching a canary, he waited for the
door to open above him.
Around him men began to stir.

“Be quiet,” he whispered fiercely.

“If my plan works, very shortly a Mar-
ling will drop through this door. Get
him out of sight instantly. If I suc-
ceed in getting to the corridor above,
under no circumstances betray that I

am gone. If the Marlings know how
many of us are here, they will make a
search for me. If they haven’t counted
us, and if I can get out

—

”

Above him the door opened. The
face of a Marling peered down at him.
Dark slapped his wrist against the

edge of the steel plate, crushing the
buttons on his shirt sleeve against the
metal.

The result was almost magical. As
the air struck the acids concealed with-
in the hollow buttons, a dense cloud
of smoke billowed out from them.
Some of the acid got to his flesh, hurt
it like the sting of fifty wasps. But he
had expected that and he knew the acid

would cause no permanent injury.

Smoke swept downward in a heavy,
constantly growing cloud. It puffed
upward as if it were coming from the
crater of a volcano. The billowing
smoke struck the guards in the face,

momentarily blinded them. Before
they could drop the metal door. Dark
had leaped. His head and shoulders
were through the opening before the
door fell, and before the confused Mar-
lings could see what was happening,
he had lifted the heavy door from his

body and had wriggled through.
And into a cloud of smoke that

blinded him as effectively as it had
the guards. But even if he could not
see, he could feel, and he had the ad-

vantage of surprise. His groping
fingers touched a guard. The Marling
was staggering backward, clawing at

his eyes.

Dark’s fingers raced upward over
the guard’s body, settled with firm

pressure at the base of his neck. The
guard attempted to strike at him, and
Dark swore softly to himself. If there
had been a human in his grip, the
pressure on that vital nerve center
would have left him limp. But the
Marling was not a man and his nerve
centers were not located as they were
in the human body.

Blinded, fighting wholly in the
dark, the guard attempted to pull his

weapon from its holster. The jarring

impact of Dark’s fist caught him on
the point of the chin, a short savage
left jab that went home. The right
followed viciously behind it.

The guard toppled to the floor.

Working with feverish intensity.

Dark ran his fingers over the body of

the unconscious Marling. He wdnted
one thing, wanted it desperately and
quickly—the radio telepath. He
slipped the close-fitting cap from the
Marling’s head, lifted the loop hold-
ing the transmitter from the shoul-
ders.

It was the work of a second to slip

the cap over his own head.
“What happened?” he heard the

thought come pounding through.
“Have the prisoners attempted to es-

cape? Where did this cursed smoke
come from? Are you hurt? Shall I
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call for help?”
“I am all right, except that I am

blinded,” Dark wailed.
“But the prisoners. Marl will have

our heads if we let them escape!”
“One attempted to strike at me when

I opened the door but I slammed it

in his face. They cannot escape. I

am standing on the door.” Dark an-
swered quickly, hoping the guards

—

he did not know how many there were
—would not detect that an Earthman
was using the telepath of one of their

own kind.

He could have seized the weapon of
the Marling he had knocked out, used
it blindly in the smoke, and released
his fellow captives. But there were
thousands of well-armed Marlings on
this globe, and fifty men would have
had no chance against them. Instead
of attempting a desperate sally that

was doomed to failure, he chose to use
stealth.

Everything depended on
whether the Marlings would

recognize his thoughts over the tele-

path. If they did, then he would have
no choice except to use the weapon he
had taken from the guard he had
slugged, release the prisoners, and at-

tempt to do as much damage as they
could before they were destroyed.
Every sense alert, Dark listened to

the thoughts of the Marling. He soon
discovered there was only one. And
just as quickly he realized that the

Marling did not recognize that an
Earthman was using the telepath.

Calling reassuringly to the alien.

Dark went to work. Before the smoke
had cleared he had changed clothes

with the Marling, his own clothes and
the stripped body of the alien had
gone through the trap door.

He knew the guard would recognize
him once the smoke had thinned. A
careless thought would give him away
instantly. And the smoke was thin-

ning as the acids from which it ema-
nated began to dissipate!

Dark kept his face averted, his head
lowered, his fingers rubbing at his

eyes. He wasn’t acting. The smoke
had almost blinded him too. Tears
were running down his face.

“These miserable prisoners;” the
thought came through to him. “What
did they do?”
“They must have tossed a smoke

bomb out. There was nothing in their
prison that would burn.”
“Impossible! We searched them

carefully. Where would they get a

smoke bomb?”
“Perhaps they made it. Fortunately

none of them escaped. Can you see?”
“I am blinded. Are you sure none

of them escaped?”
“Positive. I dropped the door in-

stantly and stepped on it.”

“That is good. Can you lower the
food through to them? Or can we
risk opening the door?”
Food! So that was why the guards

were here.

“I think there is no danger,” Dark
answered. “Can you see at all?”

“I am almost completely blind. Will
it go away, do you think, or am I

blinded permanently?”
“You will see again. My sight is

coming back already. I will lower the
food to these miserable wretches.
Where is it?”

“On the cart. I cannot see it but it is

here somewhere. Ah! I touched it

then. Here, I will shove it to you. Be
very careful when you open the door.

Those cursed prisoners might be wait-

ing to spring at you.”
“I will be careful,” Dark promised.
The cart rolled toward him through

the rapidly thinning smoke. He
glimpsed the cans. Tablets and water.

Before he lowered them to the

strangely docile prisoners, he popped
two of the tablets into his mouth,
gulped at the water.

Unconsciously his radio telepath

must have radiated a sensation of

satisfaction.

“Are you eating again?” the guard
demanded. “You are being strangely
quiet and the only thing that keeps you
qtiiet is food.”

Dark hastily lowered the containers,

dropped the trap door with a heavy
bang.
“Be sure and slide the bolts shut,”

the order came.
“I have already done so,” Dark lied.

He knew he was adding another
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chance to the almost overwhelming
odds against him, but if he failed, the
prisoners would at least have a chance
to fight for their lives. He left the trap
door unbolted.

To hide his face, he began rubbing
at his eyes again. “Can you see?” he
asked cautiously.

“A little. Come. It is almost time
for general orders concerning our
next expedition!”

E thought almost stunned Dark.
“What?” he radiated. Then he

caught himself. “There is no need to

hurry.”
“We have little time to waste. The

donbar will make us miserable if we
keep him waiting.”
Donbar! What did the word mean?

Next expedition . . . general orders.

If he had to face unblinded Marlings
in full light they would detect in-

stantly that he was an impostor.
Stealthily he drew his weapon, held

his finger on the button that operated
it. If he had to, he would destroy this

guard. He had to kill him instantly,

for a radiated thought might alarm
all the Marlings.
Dark shielded his thinking. He did

not fully understand the operation of

the telepath. However, if it radiated
all thoughts, it would give him away.
The guard did not seem to notice that
his companion had grown silent. Dark
decided that the telepath radiated
only the thoughts that the user wished
to communicate. At any rate, he had
to use it. Without it, he would be
helpless.

Even with it, he would be detected
if he appeared in the presence of many
Marlings.
“Where,” he thought carefully into

the telepath, “is the equipment we
took from the Earthlings?”
They were walking down the corri-

dor.

“What difference does that make?
Why do you ask such a question?”
Did the guard already know who he

was? Had he sensed that his com-
panion was an impostor? Dark did not
know.

“I was wondering about that smoke
bomb,” he said. “Perhaps there are

others among the equipment. If so,

they would be handy things to have.”
His hand on his gun, he waited for

the answer.
“That is a good idea,” the thought

came. “The equipment is down this

corridor, in a side room. Only I can-

not see well enough to determine a

smoke bomb from anything else.”

Dark relaxed. The guard did not
know.

“I can see,” he answered. “I will

look over the equipment.”
“Very well. It is in there.” The

Marling turned, stopped before a

metal door. There was an identifjring

insignia on the door. “Yes, this is

it,” the Marling said, blinking at the
insignia.

“Hurry,” he said, as Dark opened
the door.

“In less than no time,” Dark an-

swered.
Pen knives, pipes, watches, cigars,

packages of cigarettes, coins, bill

folds, pencils, all the personal objects

the Marlings had taken from the pri-

soners were piled together. His in-

visibility generator was there, his gun,

the leather packs containing tiny

tools, the make-up outfit.

The invisibility generator! If he
destroyed this guard outside, he would
be able to prowl at will among the

Marlings

!

He grabbed it, groaned. It was
smashed beyond repair.

“Are you finding anything?” the

thought came to him. “Can I help?”
“Nothing,” he answered. “I will be

with you in less than an instant.”

If he could not use the invisibility

generator, there still remained the

make-up kit. Dark opened it, got busy
with swift fingers. Bits of wax went
into his mouth, changing the contour
of his face. A gob of wax gave him a

nose that to an unsuspicious person
would resemble the snout of the Mar-
lings. He folded more wax, rolled it

at the edges, so that it resembled the
curve of their flopping ear, fitted it

snuggly over his own ears. Paint deft-

ly applied with the aid of a tiny mir-
ror and a brush from the pack changed
the shape of his eyes.

His kit of tools, his own gun, went
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under his belt.

When he walked out of that room,
he resembled a Marling sufficiently to

pass muster—he hoped.
“What did you find?” the guard in-

quired anxiously, still rubbing at his

eyes.

“Nothing,” Dark answered. “There
were no smoke bombs among that

junk, or if there were, I could not find

them.”
“It does not matter, except that we

have wasted much time,” his com-
panion grumbled. “We must hurry
now.”

Side by side, they walked down the

corridor.

CHAPTER X

Ally of the Marlings

From every intersecting corridor

Marlings began to appear. Dark
stuck close to his companion, per-
mitted him to take the lead. The Mar-
lings were all moving in the same di-

rection. The air vibrated with their

conversation. Dark maintained a dis-

creet silence, and listened.

“We have the head of their space-

ship industry already,” one said.

“Yes,” another answered. “And
their chief television expert as well,

though what good he will do us I do
not know. We have one metallurgist,

two experts on atomic theory. They
should be valuable. But we need
others, many others. We need all the

science these Earthmen possess—if

we are to save our home world.”
Save their home world! So some

vast menace threatened them! And
they had made this trip across the void
in an effort to overcome a threat at

home. That much was clear. But what
was the menace that threatened them?
And why didn’t they ask for help. It

would have been gladly given. The
Marlings were talking again.

“If our scientists should fail—after

we have come so far
—

”

“They will not fail. With these men
from Earth they will be able to build

the brain we need.”

Dark kept quiet, listened, his heart
pounding madly. The conversation
shifted and he gathered that they were
planning another raid on Earth.
How did they get to Earth? He

wondered. Marl had told him they
did not possess space flight. How had
they brought him and their other cap-
tives back to this circling sphere?
One thing was certain. If they were

going to Earth, he was going with
them, unless they discovered his

identity. Once his story was flashed

all over the world

—

But first he had to get to Earth

!

The corridor ended in a huge hall.

The place was crammed with Marl-
ings. Thousands of them ! They were
lining up in military formation. His
companion hurried to his proper
squad. Dark attempted to fall in line

beside him.
“In the back row behind me!” the

guard hissed. “Did that smoke addle

your brain so much you have forgot-

ten where you belong?”
“Sorry.” Dark slipped into the in-

dicated position.

Standing in front of the squad, an
officer scowled at them.
“What is the matter with your

f#ice?”

He was discovered! His make-up
had not fooled the officer.

“If you please, Donbar,” his com-
panion explained, “we were feeding
the prisoners and they threw a smoke
bomb at us. The smoke blackened our
faces.”

“Ah,” the Donbar said. “So that is

it. You two look as though you had
been in a fight. Did the prisoners at-

tempt to escape?”
Sighing with relief. Dark let his

companion do the explaining. The Don-
bar dismissed the matter as of little

importance. Dark breathed easier. He
watched the latter as he left the squad
and walked to a group of technicians

surrounding a table. A glimpse of th.

instruments on that table told him
they formed a radio receiver. He
gathered, from the flashes of conver-
sation among the technicians, that

they were expecting a message.
A message from where?
Then the message came through

—
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in the voice of an Earthman!
“Calling Marlings . . . Calling Marl-

ings . . . Will pick you up soon . . .

All in readiness for attack here . . .

Complete your preparations at once
. . . That is all

”

Warped, distorted, blurred, but
vaguely familiar in spite of the distor-

tion, the voice came. The stunning
incredible truth came to Dark like a

flash of light. The Marlings had an
ally! They were receiving assistance

from human sources!
That was how they got to Earth

from this globe up in the sky! They
were shuttled back and forth in a

ship from Earth.
But who was the traitor who was

using the Marlings to attack his own
people? Dark ground his teeth in

helpless rage. That voice—it had
sounded vaguely familiar. He had
heard it before, somewhere.

Then, somewhere a Marling grum-
bled.

“These Europeans—it is unfor-
tunate that we have to aid them in re-

turn for their assistance.”

“Otherwise we would never get to

Earth,” another said. “We were for-

tunate that they discovered us here in

the sky. If those savage Americans
had discovered us. . .

.”

In those two sentences Dark saw
the whole scope of the attack that was
being launched. The Europeans had
discovered this Marling satellite. In-

stantly they had seen a chance to

launch a new attack against America.
They had combined forces with the

Marlings, and the Americas were fac-

ing two menaces instead of one.

Europeans had contrived to have
the Marlings erect that hidden radio

transmitter on Earth, from which the

warning broadcast had gone out the

night the Flaming Death first ap-

peared, knowing that if they could

create a panic in America, Europe
would have time to gather enough
ships to strike a decisive blow against

her disorganized opponent.
Flaming death would strike among

the citizens of America, among her sol-

diers and her fliers, as the Marlings,

securing their own loot for their own

purpose, reduced thousands to micro-
scopic size. And while fright and panic
were doing their deadly work, from the
sky would sweep a hastily assembled
fleet of rocket ships—and bombs and
gas would rain upon the millions try-

ing to flee from the death that struck in

flame. And the war that had been
fought only five years in the past would
have been fought in vain.

The dictatorship of James Harkor
would surge to life again. Recalling
that war, recalling the man he had
fought during the conflict, and remem-
bering the vaguely familiar voice that

he had just heard echo from the speak-
er of the Marling radio. Dark began to

wonder if the dead had come to life.

Harkor was dead. There was no doubt
about that. But Dunning, the arch spy
of the European Coalition! Had he
really died? Or had the reports of his

death been faked?
Had the voice that had come from

the Marling radio been the voice of

Basil Dunning, the man with a thou-
sand faces? Was he planning to resur-

rect the dictatorship of which he had
been second-in-command?
Dark could not be certain. The voice

had been blurred, indistinct. It might
have been the voice of a dead man.
And it might have been someone else.

A COMMAND flashed through the

chamber. The Marlings snapped
to attention. Another command lashed
out. The ranks began to move.

Dark, in the rear rank, tried to keep
step and obey the commands. Follow-
ing the Marling ahead of him, he ut-

tered a silent prayer of gratitude that
the guard he had slugged and whose
place he had taken had come from the

rear rank.

They were marched to an armory,
but instead of being given guns, they
were given space suits, ordered to don
them. The helmets on the space suits

were equipped with antennae. He
would have to remove the close-fitting

cap which not only held his own an-

tennae but concealed his hair, that

meant more risk, for the Marlings were
bald, hairless.

It was another desperate chance. He
waited until no one was looking.
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yanked off his cap, and stuck his head
into the helmet of the space suit. He
didn’t begin to breathe until the whole
suit covered him.
Another hurdle passed. He was in

the suit. Safe for the moment.
But how long would he be safe?
The columns reformed. The order

to march was given. Up through metal
corridors the tramp of many feet re-

sounded.
The Marlings were on the march.

And an Earthman marched with them

!

They came to a lock, passed through
it, and Dark saw why they had donned
space suits. They were going to the
airless surface of their world.
To the right and the left, after they

had passed the lock, loomed thousands
of steel projectiles. They stretched out
in rows for several miles—miles, that
is, relatively speaking. Each was
pointed. Aside from a dark opening
near the end of each projectile, they
were utterly blank and apparently
solid.

Huge things. Thick and heavy.
Dark did not know what they were, and
he did not dare ask. The marching col-

umns broke into squads and each squad
started toward the opening that

yawned in the steel cylinders.

In the sky above Dark caught a

glimpse of something that almost took
his breath away. A space ship! The
biggest space ship he had ever seen!

It seemed gargantuan in size.

No such ship had ever been built on
Earth. It would have taken more steel

than the combined foundries of Earth
could produce. Where had it come
from?
Then Dark remembered how big he

was and realized that the ship was prob-

ably a small flier. But to him it seemed
almost as large as the Earth. It was
coming closer, slowing, coming to a

halt, there in the void.

Then his squad marched into the

opening in the cylinder and his vision

outside the ship was shut off. Dark
looked automatically for a door to close

the opening they had passed. There
was no door.

The donbar used a tiny instrument
that produced an intense light. The
inside of the cylinder stood revealed.

and Dark observed a chamber that
looked like a tank designed for under-
water service. Thick windows and
heavy treads for crawling.
The donbar opened a door in the

tank and the squad marched in. He
closed it.

“Open your helmets,” he ordered.
“And make yourself secure. We are

about to start for Earth!”
The donbar opened a valve, releas-

ing compressed air into the tank. He
pushed a button and the lights came
on. The Marlings seized handholds,
braced themselves against the walls of

the tank. They were tense. Their al-

most expressionless faces showed
traces of fear.

Suddenly not only the tank but the
projectile in which it was firmly held
began to move. With a wrench that

almost tore his arms out of their sock-
ets, it jumped straight up. Dark’s fin-

gers slipped from the bar to which he
was holding. He plunged across the

tank, struck the wall with a jarring
thud, and grabbed desperately for an-
other hold. His fingers found a metal
bar, closed around it with an iron grip.

There was a heavy jar as the projectile

struck something.
Dark got a glimpse through a port

of the tank and through the opening
in the projectile. The world of the
Marlings was already far below him
and was receding farther all the time.
All of those thousands of projectiles

that had been lined up on the plain

were gone. They had been drawn up-
ward.
There was a sensation of sickening

movement, a swinging oscillation.

The movement suddenly ceased. From
afar came a blasting thunder, a sound
that Dark recognized. The regular dis-

charge of rockets!

They were in the space ship.

They were started on their journey
to Earth!

The Marlings relaxed. He caught
sensations of relief coming from

them.
“Ah, I’m glad that’s over.”

“Yes, certainly, the most dangerous
part of the trip is when the magnet
picks up these devices our ally brought
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from Earth. It is most upsetting to

know you are going to jump through
nothingness. I personally, think Marl
should have insisted that our entire

world be taken to the planet.”

Magnets! Had the space ship low-
ered an electro-magnet on the end of
a cable and lifted those projectiles,

with the tanks inside them, into the
ship itself?

What were those pointed projec-
tiles that had been brought from
Earth? Were they—God, he had it

—

hypodermic needles! In a flash Dark
sav/ what the projectiles were and how
the Marlings operated. Hypodermic
needles had only one meaning!
Men in league with the Marlings

used those hypodermic needles. A
prick of the flesh and the tank slid

through the opening in the end of the
needle and into the body of a selected
victim. Inside the victim the tank was
opened, the Marlings released into the
bloodstream, more vicious than any
germ already inside the body. There
they could either control the victim’s
actions or reduce him in size. . . .

“What are you saying?” The don-
bar looked suspiciously at Dark.
He shielded his thinking. “I too,

feel that it would have been wiser to

have taken our whole world to Earth,”
he said quickly.

“You are not required to do any
planning,” the donbar curtly snapped.
“Your job is to obey orders!”
“Of course,” Dark apologized. “You

will find me ready to obey all com-
mands given me. I merely felt that

other arrangements could have been
made.”

“It might interest you to know,”
the donbar answered, “that the ar-

rangements you suggest were consid-
ered. But our Earth ally, although he
denies it, is greatly afraid of us. He
claims we are safer with our base
where no one would ever look for it

—

in the sky. In reality he is afraid to

take us to Earth because he fears we
might gain control of him. Also, we
wanted him to teach us how to build
space ships. He agreed, but in return
demanded we explain to him our proc-
ess of reducing o'ojects to microscopic
size. We suspected he was trying to

trick us. After he had secured our
reduction process, he would either

leave us stranded in the sky, or he
would destroy us. Consequently we
refused to give him our secret until he
had taught us how to build space
ships, and he was afraid, if he taught
us how to build fliers, that we would
not need him any more.”
The donbar laughed. “He was quite

right. We would have tricked him if

we could, just as he would have
tricked us.”

This was news. The Marlings and
their ally did not trust each other.

Each would betray the other if the op-
portunity offered.

Dark studied his surroundings. The
heart of the reduction machine occu-
pied the entire front section of the
tank. While the donbar tested it.

Dark studied its operation. The don-
bar pushed a series of buttons. A con-
cealed generator growled, vague
lights bloomed in five heavy tubes.

Meters leaped to life on illuminated
dials, registering the surge and beat of

unknown tensions. Heavily insulated
leads ran upward, went through the

walls of the tank in a black panel that
looked like an insulating plastic.

How did the Marlings shield them-
selves from the effect of the frequen-
cies they generated? How did they
operate the machine so that it reduced
the clothing of the victim and per-
sonal objects such as pens and pencils?

The donbar was almost constantly
in touch by radio with other groups in

other tanks. The telepath, apparently,
did not have enough power for long
distance communication.
The trip seemed to last forever. But

finally the driving charges, after sud-
den violent hammering as the ship
eased to a landing, were silent.

They were on Earth

!

CHAPTER XI

The Fight in the Tank

SAM’S place, in a narrow street just

outside Berthoud’s Field, was
usually jammed with sailors, especial-
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ly when the fleet was in. The rocket
men came there to drink beer and to

brag to each other about the merits
of their respective ships.

The space fleet was in, too. The
sleek greyhounds of space rested in

their cradles inside Berthoud’s Field,
their noses angling upward.
The foaming tankards of beer

should have been flowing across the
bar in Sam’s place, and Sam himself
should have been behind the bar, beam-
ing at his customers, his smile grow-
ing wider each time the cash register

tinkled.

But the tankards were not moving
across the bar and Sam was not beam-
ing. There were only seven sailors in

the place and the cash register tinkled
very rarely. Sam himself was behind
the bar.

His bartenders had all quit.

Sam was only staying long enough
to dispose of his stock.

A week before—two days after the
first wave of flaming deaths had swept
over Chicago—a stranger had stag-

gered into Sam’s Place. He had mut-
tered something, and then had explod-
ed in blazing flame.

The bartenders were already jittery.

It wasn’t their business; they didn’t

own the tavern. They went away.
Bartenders were needed in New Or-
leans and San Francisco and Los An-
geles, they said. A man could always
tend bar.

The rocket men were a hardier
breed. Even flaming death could not
keep them from their beer.

The door opened. Bill Jurgens,
gunner’s mate from the rocket ship,

Minnesota, came barging in. He
nodded at the gray-clad sailors at the
bar.

“Beer, Sam,” Jurgens demanded.
He got his beer. When he left an

hour later he had a slight list to port.

He began singing as he headed for

Berthoud Field.

He never got there.

A half block from Sam’s Place a

man came staggering toward him. The
fellow was in the gray uniform of a

rocket man, and judging by the way
he staggered, he was much the worse
for beer. He was trying to sail a

straight course but he wasn’t having
much luck. He was on the port tack
when a lamp-post obstructed his way.
He careened from it into the wall of

a building and then fell flat on his

face.

To Bill Jurgens the stranger looked
like a rocket man who was on a ben-
der and in need of help. Rocket men
stuck together. Bill helped the stran-

ger to his feet.

Bill never saw what the stranger
had in his hand. He never got a

glimpse of the hypodermic needle.

Even when the man’s arms went
around him, and the hypodermic
needle was jabbed into his back. Bill

never knew what had happened. The
point of the needle was smeared with
a powerful local anesthetic and Jur-
gens didn’t feel the needle as it en-

tered his body.
“Sorry,” the stranger muttered.

“Sorry. . .

He went weaving off down the

street.

Bill Jurgens went in the other di-

rection. As he walked there came a

flash of pain in his back. Bill jumped.
“’What the hell?” he thought.
He twisted his neck around, tried to

see what had struck him in the back.

He saw nothing. He could feel noth-
ing in his fingers. But the pain came
again, sharper, fiercer.

Some hidden, vicious force seemed
to clamp down over him, paralyzing
him, taking over his body, destroying
his will. His legs grew heavy. ’Wild
thoughts flashed through his mind.
The maddest fear he had ever

known swept over him. His only
thought was to run, and run, and run.

but his legs were heavy and they
would not obey his will. He began to

stagger. Sweat poured from him. He
was dimly conscious there was a con-
flict going on within him. Two forces

seemed to be fighting over him. The
mad fear that swept over him grew
into a panic.

From the tank the donbar’s com-
mand lashed out.

“Make direct connections to those
white cables.”

Three Marlings were outside the
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tank. John Dark was the fourth.

After they had landed on Earth he had
been constantly alert for an oppor-
tunity to escape. None had come.
The tank had been shifted near the
opening in the needle and the donbar
had maintained constant communica-
tion with other groups of Marlings.
After hours of twisting and turnings,
bumpings and joltings, the command
had flashed from the donbar to re-

lease the tank.

It had surged outward—into the
bloodstream of an Earthman!
Now it was attached to a thick

bundle of heavy, white cords. Under
the gleaming lights of the Marlings
the cords looked like huge ropes,

white and fibrous. Around the entire

bundle was a protective sheath, but
the microscopic tank had pierced
through that with ease.

The Marlings lugged a heavy box
from the tank. From it a sheath of

insulated cables ran. Under the di-

rection of the donbar they began to

attach the cables to the white, fibrous

cords.

They worked swiftly, efficiently.

Dark had no choice except to help
them. From the size and apparent
location of those cords, he suspected
what they were doing.
They were working in the spinal

column of an Earthman. They were
making connections to the nerve fibers

that controlled the actions of the
body. What the victim was doing
now, there was no way to know.
The slimy fluid that filled the in-

terstices between the fibers, that

bathed the sheath of nerves, did not
change in any way. It flowed around
the Marlings and covered them with
its sticky wetness. But they worked
through it, their space suits serving
as adequate diving equipment, the
heady fumes of oxygen rising from
the tanks on their backs. They fin-

ished the connections from the nerve
fibers to the box.

Down through the watery fluid a

gigantic mass came floating. It ex-

tended white pseudopods toward
them. There was a vague resemblance
to a gigantic white octopus.
“Back to the tank,” the donbar or-

dered.
They slipped into the lock, closed it

behind them. Air pressure forced the
fluid out and they entered the tank.
The donbar paid them no attention.

Dark glanced from the port. The
white creature was still floating

around outside. He ignored it, opened
his helmet.
An exclamation of satisfaction

came from the donbar.
“Our remote control system is func-

tioning perfectly. I have just tested

it!”

“Remote control?” Dark asked.
“Certainly. The equipment which

you attached to those white cords will

serve to convey our orders directly

to the Earthman to which it is at-

tached. By using it we can paralyze
his nervous system and take full and
complete control of his body.”
“Then you—we aren’t going to re-

duce him?” Dark caught himself just

in time.

“If we were going to reduce him we
would not leave our tank,” the donbar
snapped. “According to the informa-
tion I have received from the crew
that put us into contact with him, he is

a member of the fighting force of the
space fleet of Earth. At the proper
time we will seize control of him, and
many others in the same force.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” Dark an-
swered, shielding his thoughts.
So the Marlings were seizing con-

trol of men from the space fleet ! That
could have only one meaning. They
were planning to destroy the fleet!

Dark began to sweat. It was hot
and stifling in the close quarters of
the tank, and the information he had
just received seemed to make it hot-
ter. If the Marlings were aiming at

the destruction of the fleet, he had to
get a warning through to Earth.
The sweat poured from him in

floods. And the heat and the salty
sweat began to loosen the wax nose he
had affixed to his face in imitation of
the proboscis of the Marlings. He
never realized what was happening,
until, in response to a command from
the donbar, he bent over.

The wax nose dropped from his

face. With a soft plop, it landed on
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the floor of the tank, right at the feet
of the donbar.
For a second the officer stared at the

blob of wax on the floor. Then his
eyes jerked up to Dark’s face.

“You’re not a Marling!” the donbar
hissed. “You’re an Earthman!”
The surprise that glowed in his eyes

was a living light. The donbar went
for his gun.

The blob of wax had hardly
touched the floor when Dark’s

hand went streaking for his weapon.
He beat the donbar by such a margin
there was no comparison, pushed the
trigger button all the way down.
The surprise that glowed in the

donbar’s eyes was a light that failed

as the weapon in Dark’s hand hummed.
The face of the donbar seemed to

melt and run, as if it, too, were made
of wax.
The donbar toppled to the floor of

the tank, dead.
Dark turned his weapon on the

others.

“Take this! And this!” he howled.
Long pent-up fury was a mad flood
coursing through his veins. The weap-
on in his hand hummed and hummed
and hummed again. Blackface, the
guard whom he had duped at the trap-

door in the Marling satellite that was
now so far away, was the second Marl-
ing to go. He slumped downward,
smoke curling from his chest. Another
slid to the floor beside him.
That left four. The odds were eve-

ning!
Surprise fought on Dark’s side. He

got another Marling before they fully

realized what was happening.
That left three. They slid to cover.

One of them dropped behind the radio

equipment at the far end of the tank
and his weapon came poking up. It

melted before a blast from Dark’s gun,
melted in the hand of the Marling
who was using it.

Two to go. The one behind the

radio wasn’t dead, but he didn’t have
a gun. The other two were safely out

of sight behind the motors at the rear.

“Come out of there!” Dark yelled,

forgetting that the visor of his helmet
was now closed and that they not

only couldn’t hear him but probably
could not have understood him if they
did hear him. He wasn’t using the
telepath. He was screaming at the
top of his voice.

His gun covered the top of the
motors. The odds were still two to

one against him, but those two were
under cover and could not shoot at

him without exposing themselves.
If both of them should choose to

rise at the same time, he would not
have a chance against them. He
could get one of them but by that

time the second one would get him.
If he tried to attack them, they would
mow him dov>^n as he came. Dark
stood still, his back to the lock, hold-
ing his gun steady, its beam blazing
across the top of the motors.

If he could destroy or capture the
two remaining Marlings, the odds
against him were still almost over-
whelming. He would have to force
the tank to the surface of the body
in which it was housed, force it out,

and then use the equipment it con-
tained to regain his own normal size.

Otherwise, even if he destroyed the
Marlings, he would be a microscopic
midge in a world of giants.

The Marlings did not come out
from behind the motors. They came
around them.
Dark saw the first one poke a gun

out around the base of the motors.
His own weapon flamed downward.
The gun was jerked back. But from
the other end of the motor, a beam
of fire lanced.

Not at him! At the reduction ma-
chine.

The beam bored straight into that

mass of coils and tubes. A fluttering

flash of white-hot sparks leaped out as

the beam seared through insulation.

The Marlings knew what he was
planning. He had forgotten to shield

his thoughts and the telepath had be-

trayed him,. At any cost they were
trying to prevent him from using that

machine.
His gun hummed. The weapon bor-

ing into the machine was jerked back.

He caught a flash of pain from the

telepath of the Marling who had
wielded it.
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He took one look at the reduction
equipment. His heart sank. It was
ruined!
“Now what are you going to do,

Earthman?” he caught the flash of a

jeering thought from the two hidden
Marlings.
His eyes jerked back to the motors

just in time to see two antennae be-

ginning to rise. Both the Marlings
were coming up at the same time.

CHAPTER XII

Lost

ARK’S reaction was split-second.

He spun on his heel, kicked open
the door behind him, leaped through
it. As it swung shut, the beams from
the Marling weapons seared into its

steel surface. He glanced through the
heavy glass of the port. Both the
Marlings had leaped from behind the
motors. One of them was hastily us-

ing the radio. The other was focusing
his weapon on the glass porthole of

the inner door of the lock.

And the glass was beginning to

melt.

Dark was trapped. Inside the tank
certain death was waiting for him. In
less than seconds the Marling would
burn the glass out of the door of the
lock. Outside the tank

—

Dark took a deep breath. His only
chance for escape was—outside—the
tank. He spun the valves releasing the

air pressure inside the lock, shoved
open the outer door. A sticky fluid

oozed inward.

He dived headfirst from the tank,

into the sticky fluid, into the wall of

darkness that rose upward away
from the lights flaring through the
portholes of the tank. In the last

glimpse he had of the tank, before
darkness rose all around him, he saw
that both of the Marlings were fol-

lowing him.
He was a microscopic midge lost in

the body stream of a man he was try-
ing to save. Two other microscopic
midges were hunting him.
The force of gravity was a slug-

gish pull downward. There was little

motion in the fluid in which he was
immersed. Dark was lost in a wilder-
ness of sticky fibers. He shoved his

way through them, oblivious of direc-

tion. Under the pressure of his
hands, enclosed in the clumsy gloves
of his space suit, the fibers pulsed
with strange throbbings. They were
ropy things and he slid through and
around them, moving in total dark-
ness.

There was a tiny light attached to

the belt of his suit, and other equip-
ment, but he did not dare use it until

he was certain that the Marlings
would not see him. He caught one
glimpse of their lights behind him.
He slid into a crevice, slipped through
it. He eased through the fibrous

sheath surrounding the spinal column,
swam forward until he felt an obstruc-
tion above him.

“I wonder,” he said to himself. “If
this is a vertebra—

”

He moved along it, feeling his way.
A wide crevice yawned before him, a

crevice filled with a cushioning fluid.

He slid into that crevice, forced his

way through it. He was so small he
could move between the vertebra
without touching them.

In less desperate circumstances, he
would have welcomed the opportunity
to take advantage of the marvelous
chance for discovery the Marling re-

duction process had given him. He
could do things that no surgeon had
ever been able to do, observe the
actual operation of the human body,
the bewildering complexity of nerve
and muscle action, the operation of

the glands, the functioning of the
ductless system.
Dark had no time for study. He had

to get out. Once out, he had to de-
vise some method of communicating
with his fellows.

And getting out, he suspected, was
going to take some doing.
He did not know in which direction

he was moving. There was no way to

know. Even when he dared to use
his light, he could not tell in which
direction to turn. Above him the
light showed a dark mass. Below him
was another mass. They were moving
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up and down, cushioned on the fluid

between them. Dark floated in that
fluid.

Me swam forward. Was he mov-
ing toward the skin or was he

moving toward the center of the
body?
He came to the end of the crevice.

Twisting coils of muscle fibers loomed
around him. Under his light the
fibers showed as reddish ropes. Spas-
modically they contracted, then
lengthened, a silent writhing motion
like the undulating bodies of giant
serpents.

Dark slid between them. They, too,

were surrounded by and floated in

that colorless, sticky fluid. He won-
dered about the absence of blood.
Then he realized he was in the pale
lymph that flows through the entire

body and that the blood was confined
to the veins and arteries, feeding
muscle and bone alike through a tre-

mendous network of branching canals.

The muscles contracted and he was
squeezed within a giant vise. For
a moment he was held so tightly he
could not move. Then the muscle re-

laxed. He moved quickly between the
fibers. They were gigantic things.

Even the smallest of them was many
times thicker than his body. But they
were soft. The thin membrane that

connected them broke at his touch,
healed itself when he was through.

Far-off, lost in the infinite distance,

he vaguely heard a rhythmic pound-
ing. The sound came through his

helmet. He listened. It was the
strangest condition under which he
had ever listened to the beating of a

human heart!

There was another sound! Dark’s
pulse leaped when he heard it. It was
a gurgling swishing of the lymphatic
fluid!

He darted his light around him.

Out of the darkness there loomed a

gigantic formless mass, a white,

doughlike creature. It extended a

pseudopode toward him and he recog-
nized it.

A leucocyte! A white-blood cor-

puscle. One of the warrior cor-

puscles of the body.

His first thought was one of grati-

tude. Here was a creature that fought
on the side of the human race, here
was a friend of man. By extension
here was a friend of his, for he, too,

fought on the side of man. Then he
realized that to the leucocyte he was
an enemy, an alien creature present in

the human body, and therefore a crea-

ture to be gobbled up, destroyed.
Gulping, wallowing, extending

pseudopodia, the leucocyte moved
toward him. He drew away from it.

He had the advantage in that he could
see and it couldn’t. It seemed to

progress solely by touch, but in some
uncanny manner it sensed his move-
ments—probably by vibrations in the
fluid—and followed him.
He lifted the Marling weapon from

its holster. Whether it would work
in the sticky fluid, he did not know,
but he did not want to take that

chance unless he had to. He drew
back. The leucocyte followed. He
slid around the ropes of muscles,
dodged in and out. Gulping like a
dog that has lost the scent, the leuco-
cyte wallowed off into the darkness.
There would be others, he knew.

Those pale-white, ghastly creatures
existed by the millions in the human
body. They remained largely in the

blood stream, for there was where they
found most of their enemies—and
their food supply—but they pene-
trated every section of the body, in

a restless, never-ending watch for
the foes within, passing through the
walls of the capillary and into the
lymph, searching, always searching
for enemies.
Dark was not certain that they

could harm him. They would enfold
him if they had the chance. He won-
dered whether the space suit would
protect him. He remembered enough
of his biology to recall that the leu-

cocytes exuded a digestive acid after

enveloping their victim, and he
doubted that even his space suit would
be proof against a concentration of

this acid.

He moved forward. There was
one way out of the body—the blood
stream. He might fight his way for-

ever through a maze of muscle and
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nerve fibers, and never get anywhere.
But the blood stream, while it might
carry him deeper within the body,
would sooner or later carry him near
the surface.

The leucocytes would swarm in

the blood stream. There might be
other enemies. Very certainly there
was danger. But there was greater
danger in just standing still, in grop-
ing aimlessly. He was lost in the
body of some man, as badly lost as

ever an explorer lost in the denseness
of the tropic jungle. In fact, he was
lost in the weirdest jungle ever cre-

ated by Mother Nature—the human
body.
He found something that resembled

a huge rubber tunnel. It was throb-
bing, pulsing with the beat of a
regular current flowing inside.

A vein! Or was it an artery? If he
entered it would it carry him toward
the heart or away from it? He tried

to determine whether it was a vein or
an artery by determining the nature
of the pulse. The pulse in a vein was
slower, more even, the beat of the
heart was not so pronounced. In an
artery the pulse was a spurt, a driving,

pounding, hammering. The blood in a

vein was a slightly different color

than the blood in an artery.

The pulse in this vessel was pound-
ing heavily. He could not determine
the color of the blood without enter-

ing the blood vessel. Judging from
the pounding, the vessel was an artery.

Dark slipped along it, looking for a

branching blood vessel. He tried to

force his way through the wall but it

was as tough and as resilient as rub-
ber. The fibers that made up the wall
were close together. He would have
to find a capillary. It was through
the capillaries, by osmotic pressure,

that the food carried in the blood got

to the muscle engines that used it.

The leucocytes squirmed through
the capillary walls. Therefore he
could get through a capillary wall.

Behind him, somewhere in the vast

darkness, he caught the flash of

thoughts.
“Did he go this way?”
“I do not know. But we must find

him. If we permit him to escape, we
are doomed.”
The Marlings ! They were still fol-

lowing him.
He swam along the blood vessel

It branched. He forced his way for-

ward through the sticky lymph. A
leucocyte came behind him. He
dodged it. He fought his way along,
following the labyrinthlike tunnel
that stretched through the wilderness
of muscle fibers. Behind him he
caught the swirl of alien thinking.
The Marlings again. He listened.

They seemed anxious. One asked
the other how much oxygen was in the
tanks of the space suits they wore.
Oxygen! It was bubbling into his

helmet in a life-giving stream. In the
press of events he had forgotten that

there might be a limit to the supply.
He listened for the reply of the Mar-
ling. It did not come.
“One of those cursed beasts!” he

heard the exclamation. “Ah! That
fixed him.”
The Marlings must have encoun-

tered a leucocyte, he decided. They
had destroyed it.

“But the oxygen?” the query came
again.

“There is enough for four yals,” the
answer came, in a rather anxious tone.

“Only four yals? Do you think we
have enough to return to the tank?”
Dark waited for the answer. He did

not know how long a yal was. It was
a Marling time measurement which he
had never heard used before. It might
mean an hour, or two hours. Or it

might mean ten minutes.

HOW long was a minute now that

he was of microscopic size? Did
time progress at the same rate for a
microbe that it did for a human being?
Or did time flow faster, at a vastly in-

creased speed, in the microscopic
world?

If we do not find that Earthling,”
the second Marling answered, “we
might as well never return to the tank.

We might as well die because of lack

of oxygen as die the way we v/ill have
to if we return and advise the other
crews—and Marl—that a disguised
Earthling came to Earth with us, and
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escaped.”
“How long is a yal?” Dark almost

shrieked, but checked himself. There
was no point in giving himself away to

the Marlings.
Another thought struck him. The

Marlings were away from the tank. He
might return, lock himself in it, and use
it to force his way to the surface. He
dismissed the idea, however. The con-

versation of the Marlings might be a

trap. They might be waiting for him
back at the tank, trying to lure him to

return.

Dark forced his way along the blood
vessel. It forked, and branched again,

getting smaller each time. It spread

out into a vast network of branching
tubes that twined their way through a

veritable forest of muscles fibers.

Here he found capillaries. Through
their thin walls he could see the red

blood cells bobbing along inside. The
wall of the capillary tore easily. A few
red blood cells rushed out. He slipped

inside and the opening sealed itself

behind him, the lymph flowing almost
instantly into the opening he had made.
The throb of the beating heart was

stronger in the blood vessel. Red blood

cells clustered everywhere, bobbing
along in the distinct current flowing in

the tube.

Even though he was near the end of

the vessel, it was large enough for him
to stand erect. He moved forward, now
walking, slipping over the rubbery sur-

face, now swimming. Over his shoul-

der, coming from behind him, he caught

a glimpse of a grim white mass. A
leucocyte! He scrambled out of its

reach, swimming with desperate

strokes. It wiggled behind him, extend-

ing gulping pseudopods. He outdis-

tanced it.

The tube joined another tube. Here
the current was stronger. It moved in

a resistless, surging, tide. It swept him
from his feet, carried him along. Ahead
of him the beat of the heart sounded
louder. It worried him. Was he head-

ing toward that maelstrom of pounding
life, where fierce currents met and
meshed?
He examined the red blood cells bob-

bing along in the current with him.

They looked as if they were deflated.

They had a distinct purplish tinge.

Purple! The color of the blood in

the veins.

He was in a vein. He was heading
toward the heart! And the pulsing
flood of thin watery liquid in which he
was being borne was flowing with the

wrath of a Niagara.

CHAPTER XHI

The Gigantic Heart

The surging, seething current in

which Dark was being swept along
was alive with organisms. Single red-

blood cells, clusters of them. Red-blood
cells by the thousands. Above him, be-

low him, all around him. Other organ-
isms that he could not name. A barrel-

shaped creature, paddling frantically

with hairlike arms, scuttled past him, a

leucocyte in hot pursuit. It dodged
around the red-blood cells and another
leucocyte appeared out of nowhere and
grabbed it. Hairlike arms flailed madly
at the white blood corpuscle. Another
leucocyte appeared and then another
and another. They hurried to the scene
like relentless hounds. They clustered

around the barrel-shaped creature. It

ceased wiggling and the mass went
floating off.

Other battles were going on. Thin,
narrow bacteria wiggled by. For every
recognizable bacteria there seemed to

be at least two leucocytes.

Dark’s vision suddenly became ob-

scured. Something had settled down
over the visor of his helmet. He thrust

at it, felt a soft, doughy mass wiggle
under his groping fingers.

A leucocyte ! It had come up behind
him, had recognized him as an alien

organism in the bloodstream, and was
trying to destroy him. The heavy ar-

mor of the space suit baffled it. Dark
kicked at it, struck at it with one hand.

In the other hand he held the light. He
pushed the doughy mass from his visor,

saw instantly that he was almost sur-

rounded by the creatures.

He jerked his gun from its holster.

His first thought was to send a blasting

beam into these creatures, but he re-
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membered in time that he was in the

body of man. A blast from that weapon
might sear through the wails of the

vein in which he was being carried,

cause a hemorrhage.
He pushed the button down to the

first notch. He knew, from grim experi-

ence in the audience chamber of the

Marlings, that when the weapon was
used with weakened power, the result-

ing radiation caused intense pain but
not death.

The beam faltered for a second.

Dark’s heart almost failed him when
the weapon refused to function. Then
the beam lashed out. The leucocytes

wiggled convulsively. They drew back.

He turned the gun behind him, aiming
it over his shoulder.

The leucocytes retreated. But they
did not go away. They hung around,
just outside the range of the weapon,
like dogs temporarily held at bay.

“Okay, boys,” Dark said grimly.

“You leave me alone and I’ll leave you
alone. I’ve got enough troubles with-

out you butting in and giving me
more.”
He saw they weren’t going to leave

him alone. They were coming from all

directions. As he was swept down the

vein at constantly gathering speed,

they dropped down from the walls

of the blood vessel to which they

clung, and followed him. He gripped
his gun tightly in one hand, held them
at bay with it. They writhed away
from the stinging beam, but when bfe

turned it in one direction, they surged
toward him from all other directions.

They vi^ere closing in on him.
And ahead, coming nearer all the

time as he was swept along, the thun-

der of the maelstrom echoed. Death
rode with him, death closed in all

around him, and ahead of him death
growled and thundered.

To a creature as small as he was, the

vast surging currents of the human
heart could only mean death. True, the

leucocytes were but little larger than
he was, but they were adapted to the

environment, and he was not. Then
the vein poured its rushing flood into

the heart. The surging current caught
him, flung him upward.
Dark smashed into a wall of muscle.

It contracted and struck downward
with the fury of a trip-hammer.
Through the heavy helmet he felt the
blow. Bright lights flashed before his

eyes. Stunned, he was thrown down-
ward and to the side, riding a rushing
flood of water, floundering among the

red-blood cells.

There was no noticeable interval be-

tween the beats of the heart. It main-
tained a frantic pounding. One beat fol-

lowed another so quickly he could not
tell where one stopped and another be-

gan.

Beaten, battered, thrown from
wall to wall, riding madly surging

currents, he almost lost consciousness.

He would have been an easy prey for

the leucocytes. But they could not

attack him in the wild currents. As
quickly as a pseudopod attached itself

to him, the turbulent torrent tore it

loose.

Over the thundering of the heart

came a new sound, like the opening and
closing of gigantic valves. The valves

flapped like gigantic fins beating the

water.
Then Dark realized that the fins were

beating behind him. The current in

which he was riding was no longer
threshing. It was flowing smoothly,
steadily, with renewed energy, and
with a driving purpose there was no
mistaking.
Dark reviewed his memory of human

physiology. He must now be out of the
heart, he surmised. He had passed
through the right ventricle and was
moving toward the lungs. He permitted
the current to bear him along. The
Marlings, whatever else they might be,

were efficient workmen. They built

space suits that could be used as diving
suits, and they built them well.

He rested, quieting the mad beating of

his own heart. It shocked him to realize

that the situation in which he found
himself was being repeated in his own
body on a microscopic scale. Or per-

haps his own heart was almost sub-
microscopic in size. But is was repeat-

ing, in exact detail, the actions of the

other heart through which he had just

passed.
Momentarily, he was safe, except
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for those leucocytes. They had for-

gotten all about him—if they had mem-
ories at all —in the surging currents of

the heart. But at any moment they
might again detect his presence, and
even if they did not remember him,
they would know he was an alien and
their instincts would tell them what to

do.

One of the creatures floated above
him. Automatically a pseudopod came
down toward him. Dark didn’t want
to kill it. He didn’t want to use his

gun unless he had no choice.

He wiggled away. It followed. He
slid behind a red-blood cell.

The leucocyte seemed to forget all

about him.
“Well!” he said to himself. “Well!”
He slipped into the center of a cluster

of red-blood cells. They quivered when
he touched them but did not attempt
to harm him. They were not fighters.

Their duty was to carry food and oxy-

gen to the tissues, to carry away
waste products. Dark hid in the cluster

and the leucocytes ignored him. To the

leucocytes the red-blood cells were not
enemies, not creatures to be attacked
and destroyed.

A sound caught his ear. It rose above
the thundering of the heart behind him.

It was a dim, distant droning. It rose

and fell and cut off sharply.

The human voice. The man in whose
body he was concealed was talking.

The sound was so indistinct and so

muffled by the layers of tissue between
the larynx where it originated and Dark
that he could not tell what the man was
saying.

If he could only communicate with

the man! But how?
He thought about the telepath. He

knew the Marlings used it to com-
municate with each other when they
were in the blood stream. Could he
use it to communicate with his host?

Could he, by concentrating all his

mental strength, reach the mind of the

man even though that man was not

wearing a telepath? The range of the

telepath was short, but, measured by
Earth standards, the distance it had
to cross was small and perhaps the
fact that it was immersed in the same
bloodstream that fed the brain might

make it more effective by providing
almost direct contact.

The only way to find out was to

try.

He concentrated his thoughts.

“John Dark calling . . . John Dark
calling . . . Can you understand me?
. . . Can you understand me? . .

.”

He listened. There was silence.

Then something that resembled a

screech came from above. But no dis-

tinguishable words.
Had the man understood? Had the

thoughts originating within his own
body impinged on the nervous centers

of his brain with sufficient force to be

effective?

“John Dark calling . . . John Dark
. . . Help . . . Help ... I am in your
body ... I am in your body . . . Help
. . . Help . . . This is John Dark . . .

John Dark. . .
.”

A weird, incredible call for help ris-

ing like a prayer from a man in des-

perate need of assistance. A human
being trying to reach out in a moment
of indescribable need to another hu-

man being, calling for help. Dark
listened again. Far in the distance he
caught echoes of a gibbering screech.

He tried again. He told who he
was, where he was, and how he had
got there. He told the story of the

Marlings, tried to give the position of

the menacing satellite circling over
Earth, explained how the Marlings
operated.

“Get word to the President . . .

Get word to the President . . . Ad-
vise him that in all probability an at-

tack from Europe is imminent . . .

Tell him that the fleet is in grave dan-
ger. . .

.”

Whether his host heard him or did
not hear him he could not tell. The
sounds that filtered through to him
were meaningless and had little re-

semblance to articulate speech.

But something else heard him. In
the slowing current, coming from be-

hind him, he caught the flash of lights.

The Marlings! They had not given
up the chase. They, too, had entered
the blood stream!

“I heard him calling,” one of them
said. “He is near.”
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“Be ready . . . Curse those white
blobs. . .

When he had hidden in the cluster

of red-blood cells, Dark had turned
out his light. The Marlings could not

see him but he could see them. They
were coming slowly down the slow-

ing blood stream, ruthlessly beaming
down the leucocytes that constantly

attacked them. It seemed to Dark
that each time the beam flashed out,

he heard wild screeching sounds com-
ing from somewhere above him.

Dark lifted his weapon, waited.

Around him the blood stream was
slowing. The artery was branching.

He was very near the lungs. The
cluster of cells in which he was hid-

ing was threatening to break up under
the pull of diverse currents flowing

into the branching arteries.

The Marlings were very near. At
any second the cell cluster might
break up and reveal his hiding place.

It was now or never.

He got the first Marling dead cen-

ter. But before he could swing to the

second one, the Marling had doused
his light, leaving the whole artery in

blackness.

It was a fight in complete darkness.

After his first blast. Dark held his fire.

A scurrying movement came from his

left. He pointed his gun in that di-

rection, waited.

The Marling’s nerves must have
failed him. He started firing blindly,

holding his weapon at maximum blast

and swinging it in a circle around him.

Dark blasted him.
It was easy. It was too easy. He

wondered. What had upset the Mar-
ling? Why had he revealed himself,

knowing the odds were that he would
be beamed?
Dark felt a little giddy. Then he

realized the cause of that giddy feel-

ing and knew in a flash why the Mar-
ling had seemingly gone mad.
The Marling’s oxygen supply had

failed. He had tried to destroy his

enemy before he died.

And Dark’s supply was failing, too.

The heady fumes were no longer bub-
bling gently into his helmet. They
were coming slowly, gurgling like water
from a jug that is almost empty.

CHAPTER XIV

The Voices of Giants

WAS this the end of the trail?

Had he fought his way against

incredible hazards only to die at the

end like a rat in a trap? Would the

body of another man be his grave?
When his oxygen failed would the

leucocytes dissolve his space suit and
destroy his body?
Oxygen! Oxygen! He was dying

because he did not have it—and all the

time he was in a fluid that was filled

with it! But it was carried in dis-

solved form in the red-blood cells and
for all the good it would do him, it

might just as well not exist. He
couldn’t use it. He couldn’t get to it.

Besides, the supply of oxygen carried

in the red-blood cells at this point was
almost depleted. They were return-

ing to the lungs to secure oxygen and
had none to give off.

Lungs! There was air in the lungs!
The words echoed as clear as a bell in

John Dark’s mind. He shouted them
aloud.

He turned, raced down the branch-
ing artery. Slipping on the yielding

surface, swimming in the viscid blood
stream, fighting his way around red-

blood cells, ignoring the leucocytes,

he followed the artery. Each time it

forked, he took the smaller branch.
The current was a gentle pulsation
surging through the blood vessel. He
moved faster than it moved.
He had to cover perhaps an inch,

but to him an inch was a vast distance

!

The last gurgle came from his tank.

His oxygen was gone!
Ahead of him he caught a glimpse of

another branch. The tube in which
he was floundering had become so
small that he could barely stand up in

it. He was near, very near to the
capillary system, to the thin-walled
structures through which the red-

blood cells absorbed oxygen from the
air in the lungs.
His head was beginning to reel and

his strength was failing. He dropped
to his knees, progressed by half-crawl-
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ing, half-swimming. On the walls of

the blood vessel ahead of him the red-

blood cells clustered as thick as bees.

He was in a capillary!

How he found the strength to make
a rent in even that thin wall Dark
never knew. With clumsy fingers he
poked and shoved at the thin mem-
brane. He finally tore a hole in it and
crawled through, the puncture closing
behind him.
Was he really in one of the thread-

like filaments of the lungs? Or was
he among another mass of muscle
fibers? He wished he knew.
Dark looked around him. The visor

of his helmet was thick with heavy
slime, but he saw enough to determine
that he was not immersed in fluid. He
was either in air or he was in a pocket
of the muscle fibers.

His head was roaring like a buzz-
saw ripping through knots. With the
last dregs of his strength he ripped
open his visor, collapsed. As con-
sciousness faded he felt, moist and
heavy in his nostrils, but sweeter than
anything he had ever smelled before
—the free air of Earth.
He was in an air-sac of the lungs

and a gentle breeze fanned his face.

Heavy blackness settled over him.

ARK regained consciousness

with the sound of a vast organ
note drumming in his ears. For a mo-
ment he lay still, trying to remember
who and where he was. Then the

hideous memory of all that had hap-
pened came rolling back into his mind.
He sat up. The throbbing darkness

was a heavy pall around him. He felt

around for his light but could not find

it. He must have dropped it when he
lost consciousness, he decided, and it

had slipped away into some of the

many dark folds. His gun was still

in its holster.

The organ note pealed again, a vast

roaring torrent of sound that set into

sympathetic vibration the membrane
where he was, that echoed and re-

echoed in the vast caverns that seemed
to be around him until all resemblance
to the original note was lost.

“The human voice, heard under
strange circumstances,” he said to

himself, “is enough to scare a man half
out of his wits.”

He still could not understand what
the man was saying. The echoes in

the chest cavity warped the sound,
distorted the words.
Dark sat still, not attempting to

move. It was enough just to sit still

and gulp the blessed air of Earth.
He had arrived on Earth, he had

escaped from the Marlings, he had
managed to get out of the blood
stream. Now what? Without a sup-
ply of oxygen he could not re-enter

the blood stream. Nor could he force
his way through the muscle fibers of

the chest and possibly eventually
pierce the skin without a supply of

the vital gas.

There was only one way out. Up!
As he sat there in the blackness, and

considered the dangers involved in at-

tempting to escape through the air

passages and out through the mouth
or the nose—dangers that included
being ground between closing teeth or
being swallowed—a desperate hope
came to him. There was a way out of
the lungs, a way that involved either

death or escape.

He crawled slowly along the air-

sac. When he felt a thicker, firmer
surface beneath him, he rose to his

feet. Walking, crawling, slipping
back part of the time but always mov-
ing forward and up, he began the
ascent that he knew would either end
in a safe escape—or end in death.

In the darkness around him was the
moaning sound of many winds. Al-
ternately fresh air blew against his

face, and alternately foul air blew
past him. By keeping his face always
turned to the fresh air, he oriented
himself so that he was always moving
in the direction in which he wanted
to go—up and out.

And if he got out, if he escaped, by
some method he had to get the infor-

mation he carried to the men who
could use it.

When he reached a large tube where
the current of air was heavy, he
stopped. Deliberately he began to

scrape his hands against the wall of
the air vessel, breaking the mem-
branes that lined it, setting up an ir-



THE BRIDGE TO EARTH 67

ritation in the delicate tissues of the

lungs. For an irritation in that loca-

tion the body had one remedy.
Recklessly, he tore the tissues,

scraping, tickling, waiting. And
nothing happened.
Then slowly, with gathering force

the air began to blow against his face.

Fresh air was coming into the lungs.

Creaking and groaning, around him
the tissues expanded as the lungs
sucked in all the air they could hold.

The air stopped flowing-. There was
a moment of calm, like the calm that

goes before the storm, a suggestion of

vast forces gathering together for one
titanic effort. Bracing himself against

the wall. Dark stood in the air vessel.

From behind him came the sound of

roaring winds. He took a long breath.

The hurricane struck him. A cata-

clysmic blast howled in one burst of

explosive violence through the lungs.

The fury of the winds picked him up
like a leaf caught in a tornado,
whirled him over and over, lifted him
up and up, jerked him against walls

of tissue, slammed him from side to

side of huge black tunnels.

It was a howling, screaming, torrent

of violent air, quite as strong, on its

small scale, as any blast ever loosed by
a hurricane. A cleansing, irritation-

removing fury of wind. It lifted

Dark’s microscopic body with ease.

“Kerchoo!” Bill Jurgens exploded.
And John Dark, riding the blast of

the sneeze he had provoked by irritat-

ing the tender tissues of the lungs,

was hurled completely out of the
body. Whirling over and over and
over, he was blown outward. Then he
began to fall. But, like a dust mote in

a sunbeam, he was so small that he fell

slowly through the comparatively
heavy blankets of normal air. He was
so small that the air buoyed him up.

He floated gently downward. If

the fury of the sneeze didn’t

kill him, he knew at least it would
have taken him out of the body where
he was an unwilling prisoner.

It didn’t kill him. He was badly
shaken but very much alive when he
landed.

If he had had any choice he would

have selected any other place in which
to land. At first glance he thought he
was coming down in a forest. But he
quickly recognized that matted tangle

for what it was—the nap of a rug.

The fibers—some standing straight

but most of them broken and pointing
in all directions—looked as large as

telephone poles to him. He dropped
between them, came to rest on what
looked like a mattress of heavy ropes.

In reality the ropes formed the warp
and the woof of the rug on which he
had landed.

An arnazing, impossible, but very
real world. Even if the objects he saw
resembled things he had seen before
only under a microscope. Dark was so

glad to see them, that he felt like fall-

ing on his knees and kissing the ropy
coils that stretched away in all direc-

tions through the forest of tv/isted

fibers.

He was on Earth! He was, at least

in some measure, home. All that had
happened to him was now a night-

m.are that was over. Or W’as it over?
Above him, coming down from the

infinite distance, he heard the rolling

sound of thunder.
Voices! Harsh voices, v/orry and

strain evident in their tone, but human
voices, speaking a human tongue!
Not lashing thoughts crackling down
over an antennae system. Honest
voices.

He listened.

“We picked him up out near the
rocket fleet landing field. Part of the
time he ran like a crazy man. Part of

the time he Vv-alked like a robot. From
his uniform, we knew he was off the
rocket fleet—probably A.W.O.L. We
were going to turn him over to the
military police because he was in uni-

form. Then he started saying that he
was hearing voices. He insisted there
was a fight going on inside him, that
a stranger had jabbed him with a pin
and then a fight had started inside
him. He said the fight was still going
on inside him, and that occasionally
he lost complete control of himself.
Then he gabbled a couple of words
that almost drove us crazy. . .

.”

‘‘What were those words?’’ another,
deeper voice said.
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“He said, ‘John Dark . . . John
Dark . . . John Dark is calling to me
for help. . .

“And you brought him to me?”
“Hell, yes! In the midst of this

madhouse going on all around us,

we’ve been turning this country up-
side down looking for John Dark our-
selves. When this guy turned up say-
ing John Dark was calling to him for
help we brought him straight to you.
. . . I’m not certain, but I’ve got a

hunch this is damned important.”
In rolling tones of distant thunder

Dark heard the words. Looking up he
could see huge figures standing all

around him. Gigantic creatures!
Their heads lost in the distance above
him, so far away he could not dis-

tinguish their features.

ARK recognized one of those

voices. And knew where he was
and v/hat had happened.
His telepath message had gone

through ! And it had almost driven
crazy the man who had received it!

The space man must be out of his wits.

The testing of the Marling control
clamped to his spinal column—the last

official act of the donbar before he
died—had almost paralyzed the
stricken victim. Then the control had
lapsed and flashes of pain had seared
through him. The cops had grabbed
him when he tried to flee from the in-

visible creatures that pursued him.
Then Dark’s message had come
through. He had understood part of

it, at least enough to know that some
creature named John Dark was inside

his body. He had cried out that name.
And the cops had brought him straight

to Captain Patton

!

Dark v/as in Patton’s office, at Po-
lice Headquarters. That rug on which
he rested was the familiar rug that he
had so often trod upon in the past.

And one of those voices coming
dovvn in tones of thunder from the in-

finitely distant sky w'as the voice of

Captain Patton. A worried, harried,

distraught voice.

“What’s your name, sailor?”

“Bill Jurgens, sir, gunner’s mate
from the Minnesota.”
“A.W.O.L.?”

“Yes, sir.”

“All right, Jurgens. Tell me what
happened.”

“I slipped away from the field and
down to Sam’s Place for a little beer,

knowing the sirens from the field

would warn me if an emergency call

went out and the fleet had to blast

off. . .
.”

Jurgens told the whole story. Pat-
ton interrupted him once, with a terse

order to the dispatcher to issue a gen-
eral call to all cars to be on the look-
out for a tall, drunken, gray-clad
rocket man.
“Now about Dark.”
“I seemed to hear him, sir. To feci

him. . .
.”

Jurgens got no farther. The voice
of the dispatcher, coming in over the
inter-office communication speaker,
interrupted.

“Captain Patton. Sorry to disturb
you, sir, but I’ve just had a flock of
reports. The Flaming Death has
broken out worse than ever. I’ve had
seven reports of cases from our area
within the past ten minutes.”
“Oh, Lord,” Patton groaned. “Oh,

Lord . .
.”

“That isn’t all, sir,” the dispatcher
continued. “Reports from three cities

have just come in. Detroit, Cleveland,
and Cincinnati. The Flaming Death
has broken out there.”

And the one man who could solve
the mystery of the Flaming Death was
right in Patton’s office. But he was so
small that Patton, even if he had
known where to look, could not have
seen him.

CHAPTER XV
Problem in Communication

WHEN he had discovered where
he was, Dark’s first thought

was one of vast relief. He was in the

police station. His job was almost
over. But when he tried to communi-
cate with Captain Patton he realized

that his job was far from over.

Perhaps it was not even ’oegun.

Perhaps the Marlings, in spite of the
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fact that they had been so neatly and
completely tricked, would win.
For Dark was too small to communi-

cate with his fellows. His voice was
a thin squeak that would never regis-

ter on human ears. He was too small
to be seen by human eyes.

He tried the telepath. Desperately
he forced his thought impulses
through it and waited for an answer
that never came. During those heart-

rending moments, when no answer
came to his call, when the deep voices
boomed over his head, utterly oblivi-

ous of his presence, he tasted the bit-

terness of despair. To have come so
far and to fail at the last moment.
A radio? There was a radio trans-

mitter and receiver in the telepath.

But without tools he could never
adapt it to his uses, could never
change it enough so that it would
actuate a receiver designed to operate
on earth frequencies.

He pulled his gun, fired it upward.
The flashes from the Marling weapon
were lost before they reached the tops
of the fibers of the rug on which he
was crouching.
His own gun was inside his space

suit. He ripped a slit in the suit. To
him the explosions of the charges
were immense flares but to the men
above him they were invisible. The
gun clicked empty, the last explosion
died. Above him the voices boomed
on.

One chance remained. Smoke. If

he could set fire to the fibers of the
rug, the fire would grow. It would at-

tract the attention of the officers. Per-
haps he would be able to spell out the
characters of the ancient Morse code
in smoke signals. If Patton saw
regular puffs of smoke coming from
his rug he would make a careful in-

vestigation.

Dark trained the Marling weapon
on a tangle of the fibers. The intense

beam lanced out. The fibers caught.
A tiny blaze licked over them. It be-

gan to grow. It was still too small
to be seen, but it would grow.
Then he realized what would hap-

pen if the cops saw smoke coming
from the rug. Their first thought
would be that a spark had dropped

from the tip of a cigarette to the rug.

In the strain under which they were
laboring it was doubtful that they
would think any further than that.

Automatically one of them would put
a foot on the blaze, twist his foot.

And Dark, beside that fire, would be
crushed to death.

Quickly he extinguished the blaze
he had started. And as he did so, a

gigantic foot came down near him.
It loomed as large as a mountain and

to Dark it was as big as a mountain.
He was in danger of being stepped
upon and killed by one of his fellow
men. He had to find a place where he
could be safe. But where, in that

room?
Under Patton’s desk. He would be

safe there. And there he could start

a fire. Perhaps the police would ex-
tinguish one tiny blaze without giv-

ing it much thought, but if two or
three appeared, they would begin to

wonder. They might call in their

technical experts, who would have
microscopes. And in a microscope
they could see him.

FF to the right, rising above the

tangle of rug fibers, he sav/ a leg

of Patton’s desk, a gigantic, square
structure soaring up and up and join-

ing itself to something that looked
like a cloud on the horizon’s rim.

Scuttling between fibres, clamber-
ing over logs as big as he was, fight-

ing his way through a tangled mass of
debris only to find his way blocked by
another mass, falling into holes be-
tween the vast ropes that ran in

through the fibers like gigantic
snakes, John Dark raced toward the
protection of the desk.
His breath sobbed through his lungs

in whimpering gasps. His heart
pounded until he thought it would
burst from his chest. Sweating, sob-
bing, he ran.

Over him, in the infinite distances
vast voices rolled their tones of thun-
der. Worried voices . . . Voices from
men on the verge of exhaustion, from
frightened, fretful, tired men fight-

ing a losing battle against a menace
they did not understand.
The fibers shook with the vibra-
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tion of their footsteps. That he was
not stepped upon and crushed was a
minor miracle in a nightmare that was
beginning to assume the proportions
of a mad hallucination, that was be-

ginning to destroy the little that re-

mained of the fabric of his sanity.

He made it! He reached the leg of

the desk. Sobbing, panting, ex-

hausted, he sank down against it,

fought for his breath in the heavy,
thick air that seemed to oppress him.

Safety. Safety of a sort. At least

he would not be stepped upon under
the desk. Then he heard voices.

Not the voices booming in the sky
above him. Not human voices. He
did not hear them with his ears.

They came lashing down through
his telepath in the crackling tension

of thought!
Marlings! Somewhere near him

were Marlings. He could hear them
talking to each other.

“I am almost positive I heard some-
one using the telepath,” one Marling
said. “He was out there, somewhere
in that cursed tangle. He was so far

away I could not hear what he was
saying.”
“You are a fool!” a second Marling

answered. “Who would be using a

telepath here?”
“Perhaps the Earthlings have dis-

covered the telepath,” the first speaker

persisted.

“Perhaps the Earthlings have
wings! You are a fool. It is not

enough to be marooned here in this

wilderness but you must hear voices

that have to be investigated.”

“Peace!” a third thinker inter-

rupted. “We must make certain that

no one was using the telepath. We
will continue in this direction. And
keep close together and maintain a

sharp lookout.”

S
ARLINGS! Here in Captain

Patton’s office! They had
heard his thoughts when he tried to

contact the giants in the sky. The
giants had missed his broadcast but
the sensitive telepaths of the Marlings
had picked it up. He knew that much
from their conversation and he knew
also that they were looking for the

source of the broadcast they had
heard.

Where had they come from? How
had they got here? By what subter-
fuge had they managed to gain admit-
tance into the heart of the police sta-

tion?
Dark slipped away from the edge of

the leg of the desk, slipped out into

the tangled morass of the rug. They
came slowly, their helmets open, keep-
ing a sharp watch. Five of them.
Five Marlings in space suits, antennae
projecting over their heads like thin
plumes, weapons in hands.
Dark dropped dov.m out of sight.

Through a crevice betv/een two fibers

he watched them go slowly by. They
never saw him. Keeping close to the
edge of the leg, they went out of sight

to the right. The crackle of their

thoughts came back to him.
Marlings! If he started a fire under

the desk they would be certain to in-

vestigate it. They would hunt him
down through the wilderness of fibers

and never rest until they had killed

him once they were certain of his ex-

istence.

They had gone to the right. Dark
turned to the left. With all the stealth

of an ancient Indian he v/iggled his

way through the fibers, keeping near
enough to the leg of the desk to be
safe from being crushed under the

foot of one of the men in the room,
backtracking the five Marlings.
He found it neatly tucked up

against the leg of the desk, where it,

too, was safe. A Marling tank!

So the five had come from this tank.

But the tank itself — how had it

reached here?
Dark deduced, from the fact that it

was so close to the edge of the leg, that

the tank had probably been moved to

its present position. But even in it,

the Marlings could not travel far.

Earth distances were too vast. They
would need a day to cross one room.
They could neither ascend nor de-

scend a stairway. If the tank got into

a public place, it would be crushed
underfoot.
Dark studied the tank. It looked as

if it had seen hard service. It was
spattered with red blotches and cov-
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ered with a film that looked like dry
slirne.

“Well,” said Dark to himself, “it

won’t do me any good to sit here look-

ing at that tank. Impossible as it ap-

pears, the damned thing is here right

before my eyes. The next question
is, what am I going to do about it?

Either there are Marlings in it, or

there aren’t. I counted five heading
off into the tall timber. If this tank
has the same size crew as the others,

that leaves three unaccounted for.

They may be inside. They may be out

on a scouting expedition. But wher-
ever they are, I could sure use the
equipment in that steel caterpillar!”

Use it! He would give his life for

it.

Dark loosened his gun in its holster,

but left it in place. He stepped boldly
from his place of concealment. Limp-
ing as if he had been injured, he
walked toward the tank.

If the three Marlings that were un-

accounted for were inside the tank
they would notice his approach. Even
if they had detected that someone had
been using a telepath in their vicinity,

the last thing they would expect to see

would be an Earthling, wearing a

Marling space suit with obvious Mar-
ling equipment, limping toward them.
Especially a microscopic Earthman.

S
F he failed to deceive them, he

would never get another chance to

rectify the error.

Before he was halfway to the tank,

a challenge cracked out at him.
“What is wrong? Why do you re-

turn?”
They didn't suspect him. And at

least one was in the tank.

“I slipped,” Dark answered, “and
fell and hurt myself. See, I tore a

gash in my suit.” He pointed to the

rent he had made to get his own gun
from inside the suit.

“Are you badly hurt? Where are

the others? Why didn’t one of them
return with you?”

“I told them I could return alone.

They continued their search for the

source of the mysterious broadcast.”

“Had they discovered anything
when you left them?”

“Nothing,” Dark answered.
He knew that every radiated

thought put him in more desperate
peril. If the five Marlings heard what
was supposed to be one of their num-
ber conversing with the guard at the
tank, they would know that some-
thing was very much wrong. And the
guard had only to use his telepath at

full power to call to them.
The guard was not suspicious. He

was merely cautious. Dark pretended
to fall.

“My strength is failing,” he wailed.

“I slipped again. Will you help me
to the tank?”

“Certainly,” came the instant an-

swer. “Do not attempt to exert your-
self if you are badly injured.”

The door of the tank opened. Three
Marlings came out. All three of the
missing Marlings had been in the

tank all the time.

Three to one.

Surreptitiously Dark pulled the gun
from its holster. He slipped a little

farther down into the crevice into

which he had pretended to fall. Keep-
ing the weapon out of sight, with only
his head showing, he waited. They
came scrambling through the debris

toward him.
Dark waited until they were so close

he could not miss. Lifting the gun
over the top of the fiber, he played it

across them at full blast, like a fire-

man using a hose, like a machine-gun-
ner traversing his weapon across an
advancing attack.

They died easily. And very, very
quickly. If they had had time to

broadcast a warning to the other five.

Dark did not hear it.

He did not pause to glance back at

the three smoking bodies in the debris.

The door of the tank was open. He
leaped through it, his gun in his hand.
A glance told him there were no

Marlings in the tank. He closed the

heavy door, barred it. The lock, which
was used for egress and entry when
the tank was submerged, was closed.

Then he saw the figure standing
against the opposite wall. His gun
swung up. The figure did not move.
It was chained to the wall. It was a

man.
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Dark slipped his gun back into its

holster.

“My friend,” he said, “you have
changed a lot since I saw you last.

You’ve aged ten years, for one thing.

For another, you’re all trussed up. But
there is still no doubt that you are Dr.
Bramwell.”
Amazement flared in the man’s dull

eyes. And something of hope. He
heard what he had never expected to

hear again—the voice of a human be-
ing.

“And who—are you?” he whispered.
Dark told him. He loosed the

chains that bound him. When Dr.

Bramwell recovered sufficiently to

talk coherently. Dark listened to his

amazing story.

He whistled.

“So that’s the way they worked it.

They place the tank near the skin,

reduce a human being to microscopic
size, then sv/arm out and yank him
into the tank. Then, since they can-

not easily traverse the tremendous
distances of Earth, they send out a

radio call to another gang who is con-
trolling another man. He comes along
with a tiny magnet, picks up steel

tank, Marlings, victim and all, and car-

ries them where they y/ant to go. The
reason they didn’t pick you up, and
this gang that had you, was because
they couldn’t get one of their stooges

into Police Headquarters, at least not

after the cops had been warned to look
out for magnets.”

“That, in essence, is how it was
done,” Dr. Bramwell said. “How they
first gained control of me, I do not

know. I think they appeared at my
cabin in my absence and set a trap

into which I stumbled. After they had
gained control of me, they used me to

infect hundreds of others. I shudder to

think how many. . .
.”

The physician looked sick.

Dark slapped him on the back. “For-
get it,” he said. “You couldn’t help

yourself.”

“But—”
“I said to forget it. We don’t have

time to talk about it. You and I have
work to do. Dr. Bramwell. And little

time in which to do it, and less knowl-
edge. . .

.”

CHAPTER XVI

The Capture of a Marling

APTAIN PATTON was a tired

man. For days that seemed to

stretch backward to eternity he had
scarcely left his office. Coffee, v/his-

key, and strong cigars had kept him
going, but he was fast reaching the

point where even whiskey had no ef-

fect. His tired, worn, miserable body
refused to respond to the stimulus of

alcohol. More than anything in the
world, he wanted to rest. To sleep

—

forever. During the nights he had
snatched short naps on a cot in the

room adjoining his office.

Rest and sleep. They were more
desirable than the gates of paradise.

He couldn’t sleep. He couldn’t rest.

There was work to do.

The rasping of the voice of the dis-

patcher was a constant irritation. And
when that voice wasn’t on the air, the
visaphones on his desk were yammer-
ing. Calls . . . calls . . . calls. The
phone exchange v>7as being kept open
by a volunteer force of unknown
heroes. And heroines.

Calls . . . The United Police Force
covered the whole country. In this

emergency it had the prompt and com-
plete cooperation of every Federal
agency that could render any assist-

ance. Army doctors, army nurses,

army technicians v/ere in the Chicago
area. The outstanding research scien-

tists from every field—m e d i c i n e ,

physics, and a dozen allied fields, were
in Chicago. A gigantic hunt was go-

ing on. But the alien creatures they
were hunting constantly eluded them.
The problem was not only how but

where to look. Two variables. One
erratic variable was enough to scram-
ble the brains of the smartest man
alive. They had to look out for at

least two maddening variables. Maybe
more. Before they could find the
aliens who were launching this at-

tack, they had to look in the right
place, at the right time, and in the
right manner.
And looking with the naked eye
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didn’t do any good. Looking through
a microscope didn’t do any good if you
looked in the wrong place or at the
wrong time. Maybe a microscope
wasn’t the right instrument. Probably
it wasn’t. No matter how carefully
the experts had used their micro-
scopes, they had never produced any
results.

He thought about that rocket man.
Somewhere in one of the rooms of

Headquarters, tired physicians, work-
ing with equipment hastily installed,

were using fluorescopes and X-rays on
Jurgens.
Was the fluorescope the right in-

strument to use to locate those
damned aliens? It had been used be-

fore, with no results. And so had the

X-rays.
Calls on the visaphone. An array

of distinguished specialists passing
through his office.

And outside, in Chicago, madness
stalked through a city that was al-

most deserted. Now the death was
striking in other cities.

He thought about John Dark. From
Farrel they had discovered that Dark
had learned about Bramwell’s lodge.
They had located it, eventually. Near
it they had found a deserted squad
car.

But they hadn’t found John Dark,
although they had dissected that
lodge to shreds looking for a clue.

They had found bits of torn flesh,

fragments of explosive pellets. There
had been a fight. They found enough
to know there had been a fight. But
they hadn’t found Dark.

A CHECK of the scattered in-

habitants of that area had re-

vealed that rockets had blasted in the
sky the night of the day he had dis-

appeared. They found where a small
ship had landed near the cabin. The
residents claimed they had heard it in

the sky, always at night, on other oc-

casions.

They hadn’t found that ship. It

hadn’t returned. A guard was kept at

the lodge. But the ship didn’t come
back.

They had searched a thousand
ships. They had caught smugglers

that they didn't want. The very ship

they wanted might have passed
through their fingers. There was no
way to know. If they could not locate

the aliens when the devils were cer-

tainly in Chicago, ’now could they find

them when they might be in any of a

thousand different ships?
Rumors from Europe. Ugly rumors.

A viciousness that had been beaten to

Earth and smashed underfoot was
rousing itself to life again. From
some hidden source, the fragments of

a smashed empire were receiving sus-

tenance.

Was this the end of man’s reign

over Earth? Would the long, slow
climb upward from the slime end here,

as some alien menace crept in from
some unknown source and destroyed
human life?

Patton snarled into the visaphone.
Tired men snarled back at him. He
snapped at the haggard faces that

came into his office. The faces

snapped back at him.
But they obeyed him. If he drove

them like dogs, they could only act

like dogs, with one exception. They
were fighting dogs. They might show
their teeth at their leader, but they
would obey him.

Captain Patton was the ranking of-

ficer of the Chicago area of the United
Police Force of the United States.

Heretofore the scourge had been con-
fined to the area where he commanded.
But now it was spreading, striking in

other cities. And no one knew how
it spread or how to stop it.

He leaned back in his chair and
closed his eyes. Momentarily the
raucous rattle of the police radio, di-

recting the squads over the city, was
stilled. Neither the visaphone nor
the inter-office communicators buzzed.
But the door opened. An unshaven

face peeked in. Patton wearily opened
his eyes in time to see the face before
it was removed from the doorway.
“Come on in. Farrel,” he said.

Lieutenant Farrel came in.

“I was just wondering—if you had
any news, sir?”

Farrel had asked that question a

million times. He had seen his
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sidekick die in blazing flame after at-

tempting murder. Above all other
things Parrel wanted to get his hands
on the creatures who had controlled
and then destroyed Burney.
So he kept asking one question.

Sometime he would get the right an-

swer.

Patton shook his head.
Parrel turned to go, but Patton

waved him to a chair.

“Sit down, Lieutenant.”
Parrel took one step toward a chair.

He froze into instant rigidity.

Something had sighed in that of-

fice.

“What—what was that?”
Patton sat up very straight. All

trace of weariness left him.

“I don’t know. It sounded like
—

”

It came again.

W/ioo—sA/ The soft, long drawn
sighing of heavy winds.

Patton was out of his chair, his eyes
darting over the office. Parrel’s hand
went to the gun swinging at his hip.

Like the rush of air from a broken
air line, the sound came again. And a

wind, a wild wind was suddenly blow-
ing in that office. In the snap of a

finger it grew to hurricane violence.

Torrents of air leaped out of noth-
ingness.

And beside the desk something else

began to appear out of nothingness.
“Out!” Patton shouted at Parrel.

“Out of here
!”

They went out of the door together.

Behind them the sound of howling
winds was a monstrous roar. A cur-

rent of air followed them. There was
a clattering, a clashing, and a banging.
“Get the reserves,” Patton snapped

at Parrel.

But the reserves had heard the
sound. They were already coming.

In Patton’s office a giant seemed to

be smashing the furniture. His voice
was the roar of howling winds.

When he stopped his banging and
his howling. Captain Patton led his

reserve force of husky six-footers

down the corridor toward his office.

Before he got to the door, a stag-

gering figure emerged from it. Cap-
tain Patton too.k one look at the two
antennae sprouting from its head, at

the grotesque clothing that it wore,
and knew where he had seen another
creature like that.

On the vision screen of the police
receiver when the broadcast from the
alien station had gone on the air the
night the flaming death first appeared

!

Parrel made the same instantaneous
deduction. Here was one of the crea-

tures that had destroyed his partner.

How it had got here he did not
know. Nor did he care. There was
only one thought in his mind. Ignor-
ing Patton’s shout to him to stop, he
launched himself toward the alien.

He didn’t attempt to use his gun. A
bullet would be too good for this

devil. Roaring like a maddened bull,

he charged, his great hands out-
stretched. All he wanted was to get
his hands on this monstrosity.

It went down before him like a ten-
pin struck on the nose by a bowling
ball. Patton and the reserves pulled
him off. Patton wanted that alien

alive.

“Thanks, Captain,” the alien said,

in a tired, worn voice. “The lieu-

tenant is rather impetuous tonight.”
The alien attempted no resistance.

It lay on the floor, and talked to him!
Patton blinked his eyes.

“If you will have your men put away
the guns they are pointing at me,” it'

said, “so I can be certain they won’t
shoot me the first movement I make.
I’ll sit up.”
Patton recognized that voice.

“John,” he said, “don’t bother to try
to get up because I’m going to sit

right down beside you. And when I

recover from the shock I’ve just had,
there are a million questions I would
like to ask you. How—why—

”

“One minute,” Dark answered. “If
you’ll only help me get this infernal
disguise off!”

CHAPTER XVII

Battle in the Sky

I
T was a mad world into which John
Dark returned. There was chaos

in America. The air was jammed
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with the news of swiftly-striking
tragedy. And there were ugly ru-

mors from Europe, Captain Patton
told him.
“We’ve got two fights on our

hands,” said Dark wearily. “We have
to fight against nations from our own
world. And at the same time we have
to face the menace of the Marlings.”

“Yes,” Captain Patton agreed. “But
now that you’re back we know what to

do about the Marlings.”
“Right,” Dark answered. “We

know what to do about the Marlings
—Ignore them!”

“Ignore them!” Patton echoed.
“Precisely,” Dark answered. “First,

because there is not much we can do
about them. We haven’t the time to

run down the centers of infection
from which the Marlings are spread-
ing. Secondly, because our immediate
menace is not coming from the Mar-
lings, but is coming from Europe.”

“But,” Captain Patton sputtered,
“there is no fleet that can compare
with ours. Europe may put thousands
of converted cargo ships, liners, and
freighters into the air and attempt to

bomb us, but their ships will not have
a chance against our fleet.”

“The point,” said Dark, “is that we
don’t have a fleet. It is unquestion-
ably saturated with men who are con-
trolled by the Marlings. If it blasts

off—and probably if it doesn’t—the
ships will be destroyed by members
of their own crews.”

Patton’s mouth hung open. He
closed it v/ith a click. To him, and to

every other American, that rocket fleet

had meant one thing—protection. It

was a barrier set against the foes that

might come down from the sky. And,
in the event that foes came in from
the outposts of space, the fleet would
be a barrier against them too.

But now foes had come from both
places. And to meet them

—

“Are—are you sure?” Captain Patton
whispered huskily.

Dark told him what he had learned

of the plans of the Marlings.
“The Marling crew of which I was

a member was ordered to secure control

of a member of the fleet’s fighting

forces. The man from whose body I

emerged was a space man. There is no
doubt that by this time hundreds of

men belonging to the fleet are soulless

robots, forced to obey the commands
of their distant masters.”
“What—what are we going to do?”

Patton breathed.

“Dr. Bramwell and I,” Dark nodded
toward the pale physician who had also

undergone the fearful process of in-

creasing in size, “are going to see the

President of the United States. Dr.

Bramwell is going along to corrobo-

rate my story.”

“I’ll go with you,” Patton snapped.
“No,” Dark shook his head. “You

stay here. If it’s humanly possible, I

want you to find three certain men for

me.”
“Three men?”
“Yes,” Dark answered grimly. He

gave the names to Patton. “And don’t

take any chances with them,” he added.
“One of them is the most dangerous
man alive on Earth today.”

ARK and Dr. Bramwell left

Headquarters in a squad car fur-

nished by Captain Patton. A previous
long-distance call to the new capital of

the United States—located in the Mid-
dle West after the war of 2042—had
advised an aid of the chief executive
that they were on their way.
Dark looked up as the air-car spiraled

into the night sky. Somewhere in the

vault overhead, where tiny stars

twinkled reassuringly, was the Marling
sphere^ a circling satellite of hovering
menace. Dark could not see it, but he
shook his fist at the sky.

“Your turn is coming,” he said.

“After we have made ourselves secure
against the attackers from within, we’ll

take care of you!”
As long as the Bridge to Earth ex-

isted in the sky overhead, there would
be no safety among men.

NDER other circumstances, the

President would have been gruff

and cynical. In other circumstances,
at that hour of the night, he would have
been in bed. But he was not in bed
and he was not gruff. He and his aides,

including the Secretary of War, lis-

tened to Dark. But they were skeptical.
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They could understand an attack

from Europe. They could visualize

rocket ships roaring do\vn the sky. But
—microscopic creatures. . . .

Dark motioned to Bramwell. The
pale physician began to speak. V/hen
he had finished, much of the skepticism

among the group had evaporated. But
not all of it. Not even Dark’s reputa-

tion when corroborated by the word of

an eye-witness, was sufficient to carry

conviction to that group. Fundamen-
tally, they were politicians, not scien-

tists. And they could only understand
what they could see, and little more.

Dark groaned inwardly. When, he
wondered wearily, would the country
be relieved of the professional politi-

cian?

"Call Chicago,” he snapped. “Have
the Police Department hook up a port-

able visaphone and flash a view at the
tank in Captain Patton’s office.”

They did as he requested. And there,

in that tank, they found something they
could see and in consequence believe.

The last lingering traces of their skep-

ticism vanished, to be replaced by fear.

"What do you want with me?” the
President asked.

“I want you to help me save that

fleet,” Dark answered.
‘‘Save the fleet! Man, what do you

mean?”
Again Dark had to make lengthy ex-

planations. He had to explain the twin
menaces that threatened America and
how they were working together. And
while he talked, precious minutes sped
by. At the end he won his point, but
he won it largely because something
happened that no politician could over-

look.

Two aides came dashing into the
room. Each waved squares of yellow
paper before the chief executive. He
took the first one.

“European rocket fleet blasting into

air,” the President read aloud. “Desti-

nation unknown, but attack on America
probably matter of hours.”

There was instant silence in that

room. The President’s face was sud-
denly cut by heavy lines. In a moment
of need, facing something he could
understand, he could make decisions.

He reached for the visaphone, snapped

a command to the operator to put him
through to the admiral of the main fleet,

at Berthoud Field.

“If that fleet dares to attack us, we’ll

blow them out of the air,” he roared.

“We’ve got the biggest, most powerful
fleet in the world, ready and waiting.”

Then he read the second telegram.

As the meaning of the words written on
the yellow square stamped itself on his

mind, he shook with a sudden palsy.

“Oh, Lord . .
.” he whispered. From

lips that had suddenly grown thick, he
read the message aloud.

“Minnesota destroyed by explosion
of powder magazine as she lay in

cradle at Berthoud Field. Ships on
both sides so badly damaged by the

blast they are unfit for service. Sa-

botage suspected, but no definite in-

formation as yet.”

IN the heavy, stunned silence that

fell. Dark’s voice was a rasping
snarl: “That’s what I’ve been trying
to tell you. This country doesn’t have
a fleet! We’re utterly defenseless.”

“What do you want me to do?” the

President whispered.
“Issue an order, as commander-in-

chief of the rocket fleet, for the in-

stant evacuation of every ship at the
field. Order every man, from the ad-

miral down to the newest recruit, out
of every ship. And hold them out of

those ships until we have time to dis-

cover the controls the Marlings have
planted in the men.”
The President and his aides were

stupefied.

"But there’s an attack coming,”
someone wailed.

Dark was on his feet. He was
pounding on the desk of the chief ex-

ecutive. “Of course an attack is com-
ing. But unless you take every man
out of those ships this minute, every
rocket flier will be blown up before
they can get out of their cradles.”

The man to whom he was talking
was the elected ruler of the mightiest
nation the world had ever seen. Dark
did not care. The words snapped
from his lips with the ramming force

of mauling fists. And the President,
with grim evidence of the truth of

Dark’s words staring him in the eye in
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the form of two telegrams, had no
choice other than to believe what
Dark was telling him. The order to

Berthoud Field, which was to have
put the ships into the air, was can-
celed. The crews were ordered to

leave their ships.

For minutes, while the startled ad-

miral was executing that order. Dark
knew that the fate of the country
hung in the balance. But before he
had left the capital, he knew that a

part of the danger was past. One
cruiser had been destroyed before the
crew had left her. But the others
were saved.
They lay in their cradles at Ber-

thoud Field, splendid fighting ships.

At that moment they were worth their

weight in junk, for without men to

man them, they were worse than use-
less. They were only a hollow mock-
ery. They were the weapons of a

giant, but the giant was chained.

And somev/here over in Europe a

much inferior fleet Vi?'as rising into the
air.

WHEN Dark dropped down out

of the air at Berthoud Field,

his task was to find, in the few hours
remaining, among twenty thousand
men, the hundred or so who had been
infected by the Marlings. The vic-

tims could not tell him; they looked
and acted normal. They might seem
to be a little stupid, a little slow in

their reactions. They might seem
scared. They might tremble and give

every evidence of fright. But so did
twenty thousand others. They were
all scared, they were all panicky.
Every staff doctor of the fleet was

called to a hasty conference, told what
to do and how to do it. Dark and the

doctors working with him, including
Dr. Bramwell, toiled late into the

dawn. Using a magnifying fluoro-

scope, and examining inch by inch the

spinal column of every man of the

fleet, starting with Admiral Blake
himself, they had isolated seven men
with microscopic structures clinging

to their spine. They had certified as

probably safe a few more than a thou-
sand—enough to man one battleship

and two cruisers with skeleton crews.

And with the dawn the converted
freighters and passenger rockets from
Europe, after laboriously climbing
above the atmosphere, came down
across the sky in a slanting power
dive aimed tov/ard America.
One battleship and two cruisers, in-

adequately manned, rose to meet a

host. The other ships lay in their

cradles at Berthoud Field, helpless.

Of the two cruisers which blasted

off to meet the invading host, one
never fired a shot. It exploded before
it was two miles in the air, and drop-
lets of hot steel fell in a vicious rain.

Some doctor had slipped. Some-
body had hurried his examination. A
Marling victim had slipped through
and had been a member of the crew of
the cruiser that had exploded. Two
hundred and fifty men had died when
the cruiser flared into white metal in

the sky.

Dark, working feverishly with the
doctors in the ground hospital at Ber-
thoud Field, heard that explosion,

guessed what had happened. He
cursed like a madman.
The battleship and the one remain-

ing cruiser in the air hovered over
Berthoud Field warily, in a desperate
effort to protect the ships grounded
there from being bombed.
The diving fan of invading ships

spread to cover the main industrial

centers of the United States.

Rend, smash, destroy ! Paralyze the
key centers! Strike one sudden de-
cisive blow. When the stricken na-
tion has been brought to its knees,
then dictate the terms of surrender.
But smash first! That was the acu-
men of the enemy.
There had been no declaration of

war. The old custom of warning your
enemy you are going to attack him
had gone out of style a century earlier.

During that grim dawn, when the
roar of rockets sounded more than
once over the field where the rocket
fleet rested in its cradles, its fangs
safely drawn, when the explosion of

high power bombs sounded nearer and
ever nearer, when the radio brought
its stuttering news of death dropping
from the sky all over the country, and
of death flaming unheeded among the
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shambles, Dark, and the doctors work-
ing with him, sweat blood.

IT was sometime during the fore-

noon before their task was done.
The last member of the fighting force
had been certified okay, the last vic-

tim of the Marlings was shoved into

the cells for later surgical treatment.
Dark staggered out of the hospital

in time to hear a roar that shook the
earth. Surging dust and rolling

smoke billowed toward him, and
bright tongues of livid flame darted
around him, amid the shattering blasts

of ceaseless thunder. The sound was
coming from the ships of the rocket
fleet, the flashes of fire were from
warming rocket-tubes. The fleet was
manned! The fleet had fangs!
Rockets up the sky ! Grim, gray

fighters blasting from their cradles!

Fighting ships manned by fighting-

men.
There was an enemy in the sky.

There was death on the ground where
that enemy had struck. But now
death was coming up to the sky where
that enemy lurked. Now the giant
was released from his chains and was
leaping up to battle. Now the invad-
ing fleet, instead of facing an unde-
fended, helpless nation, was facing the
strongest force of fighting ships in

existence. Drumfire and the roar of

rockets surging up to meet the foe

echoed in one ceaseless blasting
thunder over Berthoud Field.

Dark shook his fists at the sky.
“Damn you!” he cried bitterly.

He was still shaking his fists at the
sky when Captain Patton and Lieu-
tenant Farrel found him.
“Well?” he rasped at them.
Patton shook his head. “We’ve

turned this city inside out and we
can’t find either Hardwick, Small, or

Foster.”

Dark felt the strength drain out of

him as he listened to their report.

Wearily and abruptly he sat down on
the steps of the hospital. “Then,” he
groaned, “this fight is just beginning.”
Simultaneously with the blasting

off of the rocket fleet, with startling

abruptness the enemy attack ceased.

One minute reports of men bursting

into flame were coming in. In an-
other moment, they had ceased.
Less than an hour later, reports

from the fleet began to come in. The
American ships had sprung into the
air expecting to meet an enemy. They
expected to find, and to smash, a vast

number of bombing ships.

Instead they found the air over
America free. The enemy had fled.

From some hidden source, a sudden
command had lashed out over the
radio. When the command came, the
enemy ships pointed blunt noses up-
ward.
They did not flee back to Europe.

Th^ fled outward, toward open space.

“Enemy fliers have collected in one
spot about halfway to the moon. We
are preparing to attack them,” the
message came from the fleet. Fast on
its heels came another message.
“Enemy ships have refused battle.

After halting for a few moments in

the void, they have suddenly begun to

disperse in all directions.”

CHAPTER XVIII

The Brain

Again John Dark faced the Presi-

dent. This time the chief ex-
ecutive was neither gruff nor skep-
tical. He was trying to express his

profuse thanks.
“You have saved the nation, Mr.

Dark. The attack from Europe has
been smashed, due to your knowledge
and your actions. Without your
warning. I would have had no choice
except to order the fleet to meet the
attack that had been launched against
us, with disastrous results. In ex-

pressing my thanks I am expressing
the gratitude of a grateful people—

”

“Thank you, sir,” Dark interrupted.

“We have won a battle, but it was the
first battle. Only the last battle

counts. If you don’t win the last fight

you might just as well not win any of

them.”
“But,” the President protested.

“The enemy fleet is fleeing madly in

all directions.”
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“After halting in the void,” Dark
answered.
“What do you mean?”
“I mean this : When our fleet took

to the air, the European Coalition
knew they were whipped if they con-
tinued fighting. They had only one
chance left after our fleet blasted off

—to secure the Marling sphere, and
obtain from the Marlings the secret
of the reduction process. With that
secret, they could fight again. Re-
duced to microscopic size, they could
send a horde of their own people to
this country, and we would never
know we were being attacked until

it was too late
!”

“But why didn’t they do that in the
first place?”
“Because the Marlings did not trust

the Europeans and the Europeans did
not trust the Marlings. Because of
their mutual distrust, they worked to-

gether in a very limited way. Now
the Europeans have seized the Mar-
ling sphere—

”

“How do you know that?”
“Because their fleet collected to-

gether in about the place the Marling
sphere occupied. One of those ships
took the Marling globe on board.
Then to baffle us, the ships fled in

every direction. One of those ships

has the Marling sphere on board. If

we knew which one, we could do some-
thing about it. But we don’t know
which one. Some of those ships will

probably land on the moon. Some will

go on to Mars. Others will turn back
to Venus. A few may return to Earth.
And while we’re chasing the decoys,

the ship that has the Marling sphere
will prcba’oly escape. And we will

have another, even more desperate
battle on our hands.”
The rosy smile of victory that

wreathed the face of the President
slowly dissipated as he listened to

Dark.
“What—what do you suggest?” he

faltered.

“I suggest we vs^atch and pray,”

Dark answered. “Call in the fastest,

newest cruiser than we own. Cram
her with fuel. Get her ready. Then
instruct the rest of the fleet to main-
tain a constant watch. The minute

one of those fleeing ships makes an
abrupt change in her course, we want
to know about it.”

Dark saw the hesitation on the face

of the chief executive.

“The Marlings,” he explained,
“above all other things want to return
to their home satellite. They, and
their sphere are on a space ship. If

they have a chance, they will seize

control of the crew of that ship, and
force the crew to fly the ship to Jupi-
ter. They don’t give two hoots about
helping their partners. They’ve got
a problem of their own, and their in-

terest lies in solving that problem.
Therefore, when one of those fleeing

ships suddenly changes its direction,

it will mean that the Marlings have
seized control of the crew, and we
will know which ship we have to fol-

low.”

®N spite of the doubt that v/as writ-

ten on his face, the President is-

sued the necessary order. Out in

space, as the order came through, the

New York, newest and fastest cruiser

of the fleet, turned and headed back
toward Earth.
The President again faced Dark.
“But if the Marlings turn against

the Europeans, and force the crew of

one of those ships to fly them back to

their own world, they will menace us
no longer.”

“We don’t know that,” Dark an-

swered. “We will never be safe until

we know how they built the bridge by
which they crossed the void of space,

why they attacked us, and what grim
menace they are facing. From what I

heard when I was a prisoner on their

world, I suspect I know why they at-

tacked us in the first place.”

As Dark hesitated, the tension in

that room seemed to partake of the na-
ture of an electric charge. Into the
silence his tired voice droned.
“Why did the Marlings kidnap the

head of the space-ship industry,

Samuel Mendel? Why did they seize

Harrison Taylor, the world’s fore-

most authority on the structure of the

atom? Why did they seize our lead-

ing scientists in a dozen different

fields? Because they need knowl-
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edge that they do not have. And they
are planning to secure that knowl-
edge, not from the men themselves,
but from a gigantic brain they intend
to construct from the actual living

brains that have been removed from
the foremost scientists of Earth!
Don’t you see? The combined brain

of Earth are to help them solve their

predicament, whatever it is!”

The force of Dark’s words fell like

so many different blows on the minds
of his audience.
“And that,” he added quietly, “is

another reason why we have to secure
the Marling sphere. We not only
have to destroy the threat of another
attack at us, but we have to save our
foremost scientists!”

Some time during the night that

followed, word came in from the

fleet. A fleeing flier that had been
setting a course for Venus had sud-

denly reversed its direction and had
headed out toward space.

From Berthoud Field the New York
blasted off.

CHAPTER XIX

Pursuit Across Space

The cross-hairs of the telescope

were centered on the tiny jets of

orange fire flaring so far away in the

void.

“We’re following directly behind
them,” the observer spoke, lifting his

eyes from the telescope.

“Good,” Dark answered. “Main-
tain your present course and speed,

and be sure you don’t let that ship out

of sight for a second.”
There were seven men in the control

room of the New York. Captain Nel-

son, commander of the ship, the ob-

server, two men in the gray of the

rocket fleet at the controls, Captain
Patton and Lieutenant Farrel. And
Dark. They had been in space for

eight days, following, always follow-

ing, the flaring jets of a fleeing ship.

Farrel spoke slowly, heavily, in his

growling, bull-dog voice. “I don’t

like this. We’re deliberately permit-

ting that ship to run avi'ay from us.

We could have overhauled it, but we
haven’t.”

He looked suspiciously at Dark, but
he did not add, "And we’re flying at

your orders.”

Dark grinned, “It is scarcely pos-
sible, in view of the revelations I have
made, that I, too, am a victim of the
Marlings.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“No, but you’re thinking it ... I

admit my order, to permit that ship

to draw slowly away from us, looks
suspicious, but I have a definite

reason for that order. We don’t want
to overhaul them yet! If they draw
away from us gradually, they will

think they have the speedier ship, and
if they seem to lose us entirely, they
will eventually lead us to the place

we want to go—the home world of

the Marlings.”
Farrel looked uncomfortable.
“I know from my conversation with

their leader,” Dark continued, “that

their home world is one of the satel-

lites of Jupiter. But which one?
Jupiter has four major moons, lo,

Europa, Ganymede, and Callisto, and
several other circling satellites. If the
Marling civilization spread over a

whole moon we could easily find it.

But if their race occupies a single city

—and that city possibly underground
—we might hunt for years and never
find it. We haven’t got years to waste.
The best way to find the home world
of the Marlings is to permit this ship

to lead us there.”

“I still don’t get it,” Farrel grum-
bled. “If we overhaul this ship, we
will recover all the men they have
captured.”
“And leave the Bridge to Earth still

intact,” Dark snapped. "They got to

Earth once from their home satellite.

They could do it again.”

Captain Nelson, commander of the

cruiser spoke. “This ship is yours
to command. We can overtake that

flier if you wish. Perhaps it would be
wise to have assistance. Perhaps we
should have at least part of the fleet

with us. We don’t know how well de-

fended their world may be.”

“Their defenses,” Dark answered
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The beam lashed out, the leucocytes wriggled

convulsively (Chap, XIII

)

grimly, “are not worrying me at all.

When we get to their world, I have a

trick up my sleeve that will offset

any defense they may possess.”

It was Captain Nelson’s turn to

look uncomfortable. Only Patton

seemed at ease. But he knew Dark
better than the rest.

“Captain Nelson,” Dark went on,

“with your kind permission I would
like to borrow your technicians, espe-

cially your electricians. And all the

equipment you have on board.”

“Certainly,” Nelson answered.

There were four electricians and
one radio technician on the

cruiser. The electricians soon discov-

ered that Dark knew more about
electric currents than they did. The
radio man held out the longest.

Finally he gave in.

“I thought I was going to get to tell

you something about radio,” he said.

“Instead I find I’m going to learn

something myself.”
Dark grinned at him. “I don’t know

as much as I would like to know,” he
said.

He drove them like slaves. They
worked harder than they had ever
worked before. And liked it. They
used all the spare parts in the store-

room. Then, over the pretests of the

radio operators, they dismantled one
of the radio transmitters and used the
coils and tubes from it.

When they had finished and turned
the current through the weird array of

apparatus they had assembled, a roll-

ing, fluorescent screen wrapped itself

around the cruiser.
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“Close the gap between that ship
and this cruiser to less than a hundred
miles,” Dark ordered. “While we’re
not invisible they’ll have to look
mighty close before they spot us.”

The cruiser picked up speed.
A stern chase is a long chase, espe-

cially when it must stretch from
Earth to Jupiter. Days passed, days
of driving, pounding, thudding,
never-ending acceleration. Mars, the
limit of penetration as yet reached by
the explorers, moved far to the right,

and then disappeared into the void
that lay behind the cruiser. Earth
had dwindled to a dot the size of a

star. The unsetting sun was shrink-

ing.

Onward the cruiser drove, into the

vast void between Mars and Jupiter.

And always before them the dancing
midges of fire from the ships they
were following flared like orange
blossoms, leading them onward.

Captain Nelson’s face grew graver

and graver. He held endless confer-

ences with his aids and engineers.

“We won’t have enough fuel to re-

turn, if we continue to the moons of

Jupiter,” he announced.
“Blast on,” Dark answered. “If we

don’t end this menace now, we’ll have

to fight it later, on its own terms and
under any conditions it chooses.”

The gulf of the asteroid belt rose up
before them. The fleeing ship v/ent

above it. The cruiser followed. They
stood staring at the wicked outlines

of the asteroids in the void below
them.
“We’re farther out than any man

has ever been,” Captain Nelson said

softly.

Dark pointed to the ship ahead of

them.
“There are men in that ship. They

may be microscopic in size, but never-

theless they’re men.”
He was thinking mainly of Harri-

son Taylor.

They came down toward Jupiter

on a long slant. Angry and red, the

giant planet loomed before them, its

circling moons twinkling in the void

around it.

But the ship that fled from them did

not stop at the first moon, the one that

was farthest from Jupiter. Nor at the
next one. Nor at Ganymede, lo,

Europa, or Callisto.

It drove inward, toward the moon
nearest to Jupiter, toward Satellite

V. And Dark whistled shrilly when
he saw the ship settling down toward
that small, egg-shaped satellite, a

moon caught in the savage grip of

Jupiter’s gravity, already very near its

primary and constantly drawing
nearer.

“Lord!” he breathed. “So that’s

the menace from which the Marlings
were fleeing!”

For the first time since the Flaming
Death had struck Harrison Taylor,
there was something of pity in Dark’s
voice. He understood now. . . .

The fleeing ship dropped down
toward a large valley circled by

high mountain ranges. The valley was
on the edge of the glow zone, and from
it a part of Jupiter was visible. The
rockets of the flier braked the ship as

it descended toward the city that

nestled in that valley. And the un-
seen cruiser followed, less than a hun-
dred miles behind it.

The cruiser landed in the mountain
range to the east of the gigantic city-

state that was the home of the Mar-
lings. The chemists reported the air

was thin and cold, but breathable.

They looked down into the valley

from the top of a tall precipice and
saw the city.

Even Captain Patton’s faith in John
Dark faltered then.
“Whew!” he whistled. “It’s big!

Subconsciously I had been expecting to

find a world of microscopic creatures
compared to which we would be giants.

Instead I find one of the biggest cities I

have ever seen. Judging from the size

of the buildings, the Marlings normally
must be as large as we are. And there
must be millions of them down there.

Millions
!”

The others said nothing. Dark knew
what they were thinking. They had
two hundred and fifty men, and one
cruiser. They were outnumbered thou-
sands to one. If the cruiser were gunned
down, they would have no means of

escape.
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The city blazed with lights. The
satellites of Jupiter always faced their

mother planet, and this city, just on the
edge of the glow zone, needed artificial

illumination.

“Well,” said Dark thoughtfully. “I

know what it’s like to be smaller than
the head of a pin. I would like to try

the other extreme for a change. And,
to go with me, I would like to have fifty

volunteers.”

They gazed at him.
“Fifty!” Farrel muttered. “Fifty

against millions.”

“Yes,” Dark answered. “Fifty
against millions.”

Captain Patton took a long breath.

“I think I know what you’ve got on
your mind,” he said. “If you could use
an old man, I would like to be one of

the forty-nine who go with you.”
Farrel shrugged. “I came this far.

I’m not going to back out now.”
“That leaves forty-seven.”

“Forty-six,” Captain Nelson cor-

rected. “We’ll get the others from the

crew.”
Dark led the way back to the cruiser.

The crew, advised of what Dark was
planning, first hesitated, and then
volunteered to a man.
From the cruiser Dark brought the

machine t’ney had taken from the Mar-
ling tank. The electricians ran lead

cables back to the generators of the

ship.

“Remember,” said Dark. “The first

thing we want to do is to rescue the

prisoners. After that, we’ll try to see

if the Marlings will listen to reason.”

Then he went to work.

CHAPTER XX
Giants from Earth

Marl stepped from the lock of

the ship that had brought him
and his followers safely back across the

gulf of space. Restored to his normal
size, Marl flung his head back erectly,

walked purposefully. But Ids thoughts
were grim.

The people had seen his ship from
afar. They thronged by the thousands

in the great square that formed the
center of the Marling city. Their
thoughts flashed through the air in a

crackling stream. More than two
Earth years ago they had sent forth an
expedition from this same city, from
this same square, and now this expedi-
tion had returned. That it had come
back meant that their mission had been
successful.

And now, after the long centuries of

growing terror, the Marlings had a

chance for life. The exultation they
felt surged in a crackling torrent from
thousands of radio telepaths.

Marl, standing beside the lock of the

ship, felt that wave of exultation. He
heard the joyous thinking of his people.

The malevolent lights in his eyes faded
away, were replaced by softer glints.

These were his people, these throng-
ing thousands jamming into the square
to welcome him. Marl was cruel. He
was heartless. He was treacherous. He
gave no quarter and he asked none.

But his cruelty and his treachery, his

devious planning, had one end—that

his race might survive.

If that fight for survival meant the

extinction of captives stolen from an-

other race across the void—well, he
knew that the race from which the cap-

tives had been taken, were, in spite of

their splendid science, little more than
savages. They owned the richest

planet in the Solar System. They were
reaching out from it to other planets.

Yet in spite of the rich heritage that

was their birthright, in spite of the far-

reaching science that had enabled them
to rise to dominion over their world,
they fought among themselves, sav-

agely slaughtering each other.

There was enough for all, there was
more than enough in that world across

the sky, yet they oppressed each other.

This Marl knew, not only because he
had been told how vicious was one tribe

of those savages, but because he had
seen two tribes fighting each other with
rocket ships and bomb and shell.

If members of such a race died that

the Marlings might live, perhaps the

Solar System was by so much the

gainer.

Marl faced his people. As he raised

his hand for them to be quiet, he heard,
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dimly in the east, the low sound of

thunder, and he felt, under his feet, the
crust of his home world tremble. His
face blanched. Had he returned too
late to save his people? Were those

quakes about to reach their maximum?
But the sound died. And the ground

ceased trembling.
“My people,’’ Marl said. “We are

successful. But not in the way we had
planned. I know you thought us dead,

thought us lost in the void of space.

Through some miscalculation, our
sphere failed to reach the planet tov/ard

which it was directed. Instead, it be-

came a satellite of Earth, a second, tiny

moon. We remained there in the sky
while the planet circled the sun, in sight

of the world we sought and yet unable

to reach it.

“At last, a small ship crossing the

void discovered us. From the master
of that ship we learned the nature of

the world to which we had thought to

go for help. It was inhabited by cruel,

heartless savages, and of these savages

a race known as the Americans had
risen to pre-eminence. In a war that

had recently been fought, they had con-

quered the inhabitants of a continent

called Europe, and they held in cruel

subjugation the millions of people who
lived on the conquered continent.

“This man who found our circling

sphere belonged to Europe. We made
a bargain with him. In return for help-

ing him throw off the yoke borne by
his people, we were to have our choice

of the scientists of this land of America.

In order to help our benefactor, and
to confuse the Americans, we also

seized a number of unimportant people.

And because we knew these American
scientists would never of their own will

help us, we were to be permitted to

take their living brains and to construct

from them one giant brain, containing

all the knowledge they owned, and from
that obtain the solution to the problem
facing us.’’

The ruler surveyed the silent sea

of faces before him, then continued.

“Unfortunately, the attack against

America was not successful. We se-

cured the scientists we needed, but our

benefactor was defeated. Then we

truly learned how treacherous he was.
Instead of carrying out his part of the

bargain, and providing us with a ship

to return to our home world, he seized

our sphere, and us with it, and at-

tempted to secure the secret of the re-

duction process by force. Fortunately,

we were able to seize control of him
and his crew, and to force them to bring

us back to our own world.”
Marl paused, and his memory went

back over the hardships he had under-
gone. But the thanks of his people

poured out to him, and because of that,

the hardships he had suffered had been
worthwhile. His chest swelled.

“I am glad to be able to report, then,

that we have been successful.”

As his thought reached out over the

crowds facing him, the low rumble
came again from the east. There fol-

lowed immediately a series of heavy
thuds, and the crust of the satellite

trembled.
Marl looked to the east. So did his

people.

At first, he could not believe his eyes.

A race of giants was leaping down from
the mountains. The thud of their

pounding feet was plain. The hoarse
booming of their voices was like

thunder in the night. In their hands
they carried huge weapons from which
they began to fire a constant stream of

shots.

ARK, using the Marling reduction

machine, reversing the process
and carrying the operation to its logical

conclusion, had made of himself and
his companions—giants!

Fifty giants. There were no clouds

in the thin air of that sky. If there had
been clouds, the heads of the giants

would have been above them.
Paralyzed, Marl stared at them.

Then his scream echoed through the

square, and he began a desperate effort

to organize his people against this at-

tack that had come so suddenly and so

unexpectedly upon them.
Dark led the attack. He saw, as

soon as he was fairly within the city,

that he had been mistaken about its

size. It was larger than he had thought.

Even if he was a giant, and even if

there were forty-nine giants with him.
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they were going to have their hands
full. Especially when the creatures
they were attacking had vicious stings.

The weapons of the Marlings, larger

editions of the hand guns with which
they were armed, stabbed at the giant

attackers with small but intense beams
of light. If they lost most of their effec-

tiveness befoie they reached as high as

the head of a giant, they were still fifty

per cent efficient when used on his feet

and legs. They did not produce instant

disintegration, but they produced in-

tense pain, and when one of those
beams struck a giant in the leg, that
giant howled with sudden anguish.

Off to the right, Dark heard Parrel

down, he was not out. He flailed the

structures around him into splinters,

silencing the guns that he could reach

by smashing them under his hands,
throwing huge building stones at the

ones he could not reach.

Although several of them fell, the

wave of giants rolled resistlessly over
the Marling city. The booming of their

pistols, enlarged to a size that would
fit their hands, was a continuous
thundering roar.

They did a good job v/ith those
pistols. But they did a better job with
their feet. One kick would smash a

building. A stamp and there would be
nothing left alive in the debris.
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howl in pain as a beam struck him in

the leg. The cop hopped on one foot

for a second. Then he stamped vi-

ciously on the ground with both feet.

There was one less Marling gun crew
with which to contend.

But before he had stamped one gun
crew to nothingness, another had stung
him.

‘They’re thicker than wasps!” Parrel

howled.
“And a thousand times as danger-

ous,” another giant boomed.
“My legs . .

.” another one sobbed.
“They’ve burned into the bone. 1 can’t

stand up—”
He fell heavily. But though he was

They rolled into the city like a tidal

wave, smashing, rending, destroying.

After all, they had come from a planet

where war was an ancient trade and
destruction an honorable profession.

Here, on this satellite of giant Jupiter,

they had a chance to use all the in-

stincts of their race.

And the Marlings fought back. As
the Americans had fought when the
rocket ships came down the sky at

them, so the Marlings fought when
these giants sprang upon them. Por
they, too, were defending their nome-
land. Stubbornly, gallantly, disregard-
ing the certain death that faced them,
they fought. With blind courage, with
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little hope of winning, they fought
these giants. They were ants, they
were pygmies, but they had the courage
to fight to the death.

^pr^HE slaughter sickened Dark. He
had not come across space to de-

6,,:roy a courageous people. But, until

he got here, he had not known he was
to find a courageous race.

“To the central square,” his voice

rolled out. “The flier landed there.

We came here after those prisoners.

After we get them, we’ll consider what
to do with the Marlings !”

A giant tube, like the barrel of a huge
cannon, greeted the Earthmen when
they reached the central square. And
seeing it. Dark knew he had found the

Marling’s Bridge to Earth!
Then Dark saw the space ship. A

tiny figure was trying to close the lock.

Dark leaned down. Despite his great

size he could recognize that figure in

the lock.

Marl!
With one hand Dark reached down

and lifted Marl into the air. His first

thought was to crush the Marling in

his fingers. Marl, leader of the Marl-
ings, deserved that fate. Or did he?
Dark hesitated only a second. Then

he thrust the Marling leader into his

pocket. He bent over and peered into

the space ship.

Several Marlings were trying to op-

erate the unfamiliar controls. They
were forcing as many men to help them.
One of those men held Dark’s eyes.

There was no mistaking that bald head.

“Emil Hardwick!” Dark muttered.
"But not the Emil Hardwick I knew.
He died a year or so ago ! And a man
whom 1 thought was dead took his

place, a man by the name of Basil

Dunning. . .
.”

Dark and his companions lifted the

ship, and, holding it high in the air,

carried it away from the Marling city,

back to the cruiser in the mountains.
“I should have pierced your dis-

guise the night Harrison Taylor seem-
ingly was destroyed right before my
eyes,” said Dark bitterly to the cap-

tive Dunning. “When I saw that
tiny magnet. And when it disap-

peared from that room, I didn’t real-

ize what had happened—that someone
in the room had stolen it. It was only
after I found Dr. Bramwell in the

Marling tank that I fully realized what
that magnet meant, that it v/as used to

pick up the steel Marling tank and the

captive in it. Then I remembered your
falling on the floor when the others be-

gan racing away from the scene of

Taylor’s disappearance. During that

scramble you picked up the magnet,
and the Marling tank with Taylor un-
conscious in it.

“It was you, Dunning, alias Hard-
wick, whom you no doubt killed, that

found the Marling sphere circling

Earth. You wanted to revive the

smashed dictatorship of James Harkor.
When you found the Marling sphere,

you thought your chance had come.
You wanted to be m.aster of the Earth.”
The bald, shaved head of the man

whom Dark had known as Emil Hard-
wick glistened with sweat. Around
him were the fierce faces of the men
who had been prisoners in the Marling
sphere. And around him v/ere the
giants who had come down over the
Marling city. Now the giants were
reduced again to their normal size.

There was one alien figure in that
group in the cruiser. Marl! He was
guarded. In vast perplexity he sur-

veyed the bitter men.

ffl
ARDWICK said nothing. There
was nothing he could say.

“The Marlings came to Earth for

help, not to attack. But you found
them and you lied to them. You told

them we were a race of savages ruling
over Earth by force.”

Dark jabbed the words home.
“For your sins, Dunning, you are

going back to Earth to face a jury of

your peers. And the penalty for all

the deaths you caused by launching
that rocket attack from Europe will be
—death.”

Dunning seemed to slump. Nervous-
ly he licked at his lips. His hard,
gray eyes ran over the group facing
him. He found no mercy anyv/here.

“Lock him up,” said Dark. “He
goes back to Earth in chains.”

When the shambling figure was led

away. Dark turned to Marl.
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“Your race,” he said softly, “faced
with approaching doom, constructed
a gigantic gun. I saw the barrel

pointing up at the sky in the square
where the ship landed. You built a

projectile to be fired from that gun,
and reduced thousands of your kind
to microscopic size, fired that projec-
tile out toward Earth. Your astron-

omers miscalculated, and your sphere,
instead of landing on earth, became a
second satellite. That gun and that
sphere were your bridge to Earth, a

bridge over which you were sending a
despairing call for help.”

SURPRISE flickered in the eyes of

Marl, proving Dark’s surmise
correct.

“Yes,” he answered. “That is what
we did. We knew your race had
achieved space travel, and were ad-
vanced scientifically. We hoped you
could help us. If we could once get
to your world, we could return on one
of your space ships. And we had to

get there, we had to have help. . .
.”

“I know,” Dark said sympathetical-
ly. “You race had the misfortune to

evolve on a satellite that was too near
to Jupiter. As the centuries passed
you discovered you were drawing
nearer and nearer to the huge planet

you circled. Your world was within
the danger zone of Jupiter and was
doomed in the near future to be broken
into fragments. That was the menace
you were fighting—the break-up of

your home world. And that is the
menace we will help you overcome.
If you will reduce your whole race to

microscopic size, we will remove you
from this satellite. We will take you
to some other planet—Venus. We
will help you.”

Marl’s eyes glowed in surprise.

“Help us!” he fluted. “You will

help us, after we attacked you?”
“Certainly,” Dark answered. “At

times we act like savages, but even a

savage knows the meaning of a call

for help.”

And the look of gratitude that

burned deep in Marl’s eyes indicated

clearly that the bridge between the

world of the Marlings and Earth was
no longer paved with hate. It was a

shiny, white road cemented by peace.
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