THE FACE OF THE DEEP

THE FACE OF THE DEEP

By EDMOND HAMILTON

Carried Far Outside the Solar System, and wrecked on a 'V olcanic Planetoid in Company with a
Shipload of Condemned Criminals, Captain Future Faces the Surpreme Test of His Courage!
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CHAPTERI

Prison Ship

HE had been a proud ship once, asplendid,
shining liner rocketing between the planets

with laughter and music and happiness aboard. But
that had been years ago. Tonight shelay grim and
black in her dock at New Y ork spaceport, somberly
waiting to carry damned soulsto their place of
punishment.

S

Her name was the VVulcan and she was the
famous prison-ship of the Planet Patrol. Oncea
year, she went out through the worlds upon a
fateful voyage. At each world, criminas sentenced
to life imprisonment came aboard her. The end of
the voyage was a the grim, gray Interplanetary
Prison on Cerberus, moon of Pluto.

Men in purple-striped convict dress were
shuffling now under the krypton lights blue glare
toward the looming black hull. They wereamotley
crew of vicious, hardened criminds- mostly hard-
faced Earthmen, but afew green-skinned Venusians
and red Martians.

They were guarded by vigilant, armed officersin
the black uniform of the Planet Petrol.

A girl who aso worethat black uniform stood
under the lights near the ship, shaking her dark
head at her tall, redhaired male companion.

"l haveto go, Curt," shewas protesting. "The
Petrol is short-handed because of that trouble on
Mercury. And these criminals must be wdll-
guarded, for they're the most dangerous|ot inthe
Sygem.”

"But to send agirl asaguard-officer on that hell-
ship!" exclamed thetdl, redhaired young man
angrily. "Y our Commander must be crazy.”

Joan Randdll, dim and dark and youthful in her
black jacket and dacks, was distractingly pretty in
her resentful denid.

"Y ou talk asthough | were asmpering

debutante who had never been off Earth before,"
shesad indignantly. "Haven't | been working for
the Patrol for four years?'

Curt Newton objected. "Y ou've been in the



Secret Service section of the Patrol. That's different
from guarding alot of hdlionson aprison ship.”
Hislean, space-bronzed face was sober with
anxiety, and his clear gray eyes had aworried frown
in them as he expostulated with the girl.

He did not often worry about danger, this

brilliant adventurer and scientific wizard whom the
whole System knew as Captain Future. To him and
his three comrades, the famous Futuremen, danger
wore afamiliar face. They had met it countless
timesin their star-roving queststo far worlds, in
their ceasdess crusade againg the master-criminals
of the System.

UT danger to himself wasto Curt avery

different thing than a danger that

threstened this girl heloved. That waswhy thetall,
redheaded planeteer bent toward her in afinal
earnest apped.

B

"I've got a premonition about this voyage, Joan.

A hunch, you can cdl it. | don't want you to go."
Her brown eyeslaughed up at him. "You're
getting jJumpy as a Saturnian shadow-cat, Curt.
Therésno danger. Our criminalswill betightly
locked up until we reach Cerberus.”

There came agartling interruption. It wasthe
sudden shrieking of one of the convicts who were
being marched into the ship.

He was amiddle-aged Earthman, with amass of
iron-gray hair faling disorderedly about his
haggard white face and terror-dilated eyes.

"Y ou'retaking meto degth!" he was screaming
wildly, struggling with the uniformed guards.
"There's death on that ship!"

There was something peculiarly disturbing about
the wild face and crazy screams. But the dert
Panet Petral officers guarding the line of shuffling
convicts quickly hurried the struggling prisoner
aboard.

Joan Randdl'sfine eyes had pity inthem. "That's
Rollinger -- you remember, Doctor John Rollinger
of American Univergty.”

Captain Future nodded thoughtfully. "The
biophysicist who killed his colleague last month?|
thought his attorneys pleaded insanity ?'

"They did," thegirl answered. "They claimed
Rollinger's mind was wrecked by an

encephal ographic experiment he carried too far. But
the prosecution claimed he was shamming. He got
lifeon Cerberus.”

"And you're going on avoyage of weekswith



scores of otherslike that homicidal maniac!™ Curt
Newton said, with deepened dismay. " Some of
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them worse! 1've seen the prisoner-list. Kim Ivan,
the Martian space-pirate, Moremos, that poisonous
Venusian murder-ring leader, Boraboll the Uranian,
the wiliest trickster in the System -- and dozens
more. Joan, | won't let you doit!"

Joan shook her dark head stubbornly. "It'stoo
late to argue about it now. All the prisonersare
aboard. Wetake off in five minutes.”

A voice came from the darkness behind them --
asghtly hissing voicethat was oddly dienin
timbre.

"What's the matter. Chief?it asked Curt.

"Haven't you talked reason into her yet?"

It was Otho, one of the three Futurmen. He and
Grag and the Brain were advancing into the circle
of light.

The three Futuremen made a spectacle so

strange that many people would have recoiled from
them in terror. But Joan wastoo well acpointed
with these three loya comrades of Curt, to see any
strangeness about them.

Otho, the android, was perhaps the most human-
looking of the three. He looked, indeed, much like
an ordinary man except that hislithe body had a
curioudy rubbery, bonel ess gppearance, and his
chak-white face and danted green eyesheld a
superhuman deviltry and mocking humor. Otho
was aman -- but a synthetic man. He had been
created in alaboratory, long ago.

Grag, the robot, had been created in that same
laboratory, in the long-dead past. But Grag had
been made of metd. He was a gigantic, manlike
meta figure, seven feet high. Hismetd torso and
limbs hinted his colossal strength. But the strange
face of hisbulbous metal head, with itsgleaming
photod ectric eyes and mechanica |oudspeaker
voice-orifice, gave no 9gn of theintelligenceand
loydty of hiscomplex mechanicd brain.

The Brain, third of the Futuremen, was by far

the strangest. Y et he had been an ordinary human,
once. He had been Simon Wright, brilliant, aging
Earth stientist. Dying of an incurable allment,
Wright'sliving brain had been removed from his
human body and transferred into aspecia serum
caseinwhichit il lived, thought and acted. The
Brain now resembled a square box of transparent



metal. Upon one face of it were his protruding lens-
like eyes and microphonic ears and speech
apparatus. From compact generators inside the case
jetted the magnetic tractorbeams that enabled the
Brain to glide swiftly through the air and to handle
objects and tools.

THOUGHT," Otho was saying to Captain

Future, "that we came on thisrush trip to

Earth to stop Joan from going on this crazy
assgnment.”

I

"Wedid, but we might awell have stayed a

home on the Moon," Curt said disgustedly. "She's
as mule-headed as-- as-- "

"Asamule" Joan finished for him, with alaugh.
Grag stepped forward. The giant metal robot
suddenly picked up Joan in hismighty armsas
though shewereadoll.

"Do you want me to keep her here, Chief?" he
asked Captain Futurein his degp, booming voice.
"Grag, you put me down!" stormed the girl.

"Curt, if you try to keep me here by force --"

"Put her down, Grag," growled Captain Future.

"Y ou can reason with a Jovian marsh-eephant or a
Uranian cave-bear -- but not with awoman.”

An dderly officer in the black uniform of the

Petrol was hurrying toward them from the black
ship. Hisgrizzled face and bleak old eyeslit with
pleasure as he recognized Curt and the Futuremen.
"Cometo see us off, Cap'n Future?' he asked.
"Wheré€'s your Comet?"

Marshd Ezra Gurney, veteran officer of the

Planet Patrol, was referring to the famouslittle ship
of he Futuremen. Curt answered by waving his
hand toward the distant, lighted pinnacle of
Government Tower.

"The Comet's up there on the tower landing-

deck. And we didn't come to see you off. | cameto
dissuade Joan from going.” A bell rang sharply
from the big black ship that loomed into the
darkness nearby.

"Nearly take-off time!" warned Ezra Gurney.
"Better say your goodbyes, Joan."

Joan's brown eyes danced as she kissed Curt
quickly. "For once," shelaughed, "it's| who am
going to space while you stay behind and worry,
ingtead of the other way around.”

Curt Newton could not smile. He held her, loath
to let her go.

"Joan, won't you listen --"

"Of course I'll listen -- when | get back from



Cerberud” thegirl cried gaily, dipping out of his
detaining grasp and running after Ezratoward the
ship. "See you then, Curt!" She and the white-
haired old marsha reached the gangway. A find
wave of her hand, and she disappeared into the
black vessdl. "Why didn't you let me hold her back,
4
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Chief?' demanded Grag. "Y ou've got to treat
women rough.”

"Listen to Grag -- now he's setting up to give
adviceto theloveorn!™ exclaimed Otho
witheringly.

Curt Newton paid no attention to the argument
that instantly developed. Grag and Otho were
awaysarguing, usualy about which of them was
the most nearly human. He didn't even hear them,
now.

His eyeswere upon the Vulcan. The lagt officers
were going aboard. The bridge-room up at the nose
of thelong hull had sprung into light. Dock-hands
were hadtily knocking out the holding-pins.
Thevessd, with it freight of scores of dangerous
criminas, was about to take off on itslong voyage.
It would zigzag out through the Solar System for
weeks, stopping at each planet to pick up more
sentenced men. It would be along time before it
returned from the somber voyage.

There was nothing to worry about, Captain
Futuretold himsdlf earnestly. The ship had made
this voyage to Cerberus many times before, and
nothing had ever gonewrong. Surdly nothing
would go wrong now.

But Curt couldn't expe foreboding from his

mind. The Vulcan thistime was carrying the largest
and most desperate cargo of convictsit had ever
taken. There were men aboard it who would kil
merely for pleasure, let doneto prevent their being
taken out to the grim living deeth of Interplanetary
Prison. And Joan Randdl| was one of the guards of
those human tigerd

URT NEWTON reached decison, swiftly
asheawaysdid. He wouldn't et Joan take

such chances. If sheinsisted on going, then --

C

"I'm going, too!" Captain Future said suddenly.

He plunged toward the gangway of the ship. Over
his shoulder he called to his astonished comrades,
"Take the Comet back to the Moon and wait for
ma”

The gangway was aready being drawn in. But



the Patrol officersinsde hdted it asthey saw
Captain Future racing toward them.

The rangy, red-haired planeteer raced up the

metal gangway and stood pantingly insdethe
arlock. The Patrol men looked at him amazedly.
"Itsdl right,” Curt laughed. "I'm going with
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you, thistrip. Theré's no objection, isthere?
"Objection?' The swarthy young Mercurian
lieutenant flushed with pleasure. "Objection to you
coming dong?1'll say thereisn't!"

His eyeswere sparkling with excitement. To this
young lieutenant, as to most space-men, Curt
Newton was an idolized hero.

"I'll inform Cgptain Theron that you and the
Futuremen are aboard, sir," hetold Curt eagerly.
"That | and the Futuremen?' Curt repesated,

turning swiftly. In the airlock were Otho and big
Grag and the calmly poised Brain.

"Whét the devil!" exploded Captain Future. "

told you to go back to the Moon with the Comet.”
"The Comet," Otho answered coally, "is safe
enough, locked up atop Government Tower. We're
going with you. Y ou're not going to leave us Sitting
on the Moon, twiddling our thumbs and waiting for
you."

"Thisiswhat women get you into," growled

Grag gloomily. "Now were stuck on this craft for
weeks."

"It iscertainly annoying that | shdl haveto

gpend dl that time in a ship that does not even have
adecent research laboratory,”" said the Brain sourly
inhisrasping, metdlic voice.

Captain Future was not deceived by their
grumbling. He knew that it wasloyalty to himsdlf
that had made the Futuremen instantly follow him.
The tie between himsdlf and the three strange
comrades was old and deep. It went back to his
infancy. For when his own parents had met death in
their [aboratory-dwelling on the lonely Moon, it
was these three strange beings who had become his
foster-parents.

The Brain, who had been his dead father's
colleague in research; the robot, who had been
created as an experiment by the two colleagues; and
the android, who had been similarly created -- these
three had first been Curt's tutors and guardians, and
then his comrades in the crusading adventures
which had won him the name of Captain Future.
They had followed him faithfully to far sarsand



worlds. They were following him now.

"Oh, dl right," Curt said, dissmulating his

fedings. "But youll find thisapretty dull voyage."
" wonder?' replied the Brain, his strange lens-
eyesfixed thoughtfully on Curt'sface.

The Vulcan suddenly lurched upward with aroar
of burgting rocket-tubes. They clung to stanchions
asthe ship took off. Swiftly, it screamed up through
Earth's atmosphere into the vast and shoreless sea
of space.

The young Mercurian lieutenant started with

them through the ship toward the bridge-room. As
they left the airlock, they met Joan Randall. Her
jaw dropped ludicroudy at sight of them. Then her
eyesgrew stormy.

"Y ou came aong! Asthough | were ababy who
needed watching over! Curt Newton, | won't stand
forit!"

" Afrad youll haveto, darling,” grinned Curt.
"Were dready at least ten thousand miles avay
from Earth."

Shewasdlill protesting indignantly asthey went
forward through the mid-deck of the ship. Thiswas
the prison-cdll deck. Along its main corridor were
the barred doors of scores of cells. From behind the
bars, convicts glared like caged wolves athey
passed.

SQUAT, evil-faced Jovian in one of the

cellsset up aroar as he saw Curt and his
comrades pass.

A

"It's Captain Future, mates!" he shouted. "He's
aboard!" A raging tumult ingtantly arose. Thrests,
maledictions, oaths, were hurled at the Futurermen
asthey passed dong the corridor.

Not acrimina in the System but had good

reason to hate the name of Captain Future. He had
sent many an evil-doer out to the gray inferno of
Interplanetary Prison to which these men were
destined.

Thetumult rose. The sensdess dhrieks of the
madman Rollinger added weirdly toit. Captain
Future's bronzed face was coolly imperturbable as
he strode along. He seemed unaware of the raging
voices. Then as he glimpsed a sudden flash of
movement beside him, heydled awarning.

"Look out -- your pistol!" he cried to the
Mercurian lieutenant.

A Venusian convict in one of the cdlls had

hurled out through his barred door alittle noose
improvised from hisbelt. Theloop had sttled



around the hilt of the Mercurian lieutenant's belt-
wegpon. The Venusian tugged hard, snatching the
atom-pistol toward himself as Future shouted.
Captain Future spun and charged that cell-door
with superhuman speed. The Venusian had got the
pistal into his hands. His blazing black eyes|ooked
over itssightsat Curt, with deadly purpose.

Curt ducked and flung up hishand in an oddly
dicing gesture at the convict'sarm. The crash of
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blasting white fire from the atom-pistol grazed over
his head and fused a patch in the meta celling.
Next moment, Curt had got hold of the
Venusian's arm through the bars and had wrenched
hard. The gun clattered to the floor. He picked it up
and grimly returned it to the scared young
Mercurian lieutenant.

"Next time, keep your holster buttoned when

you walk through thisfor corridor,” Curt advised
him meaningly.

"Next timeI'll get you, Future!™ hissed the
Venusian convict, nursing hiswrenched arm and
glaring hishatred through the bars.

"It'sthat devil, Moremos," volunteered the

shaken young Patrol officer. "Only hewould have
thought of atrick likethat."

"Oh, Curt -- | wish you hadn't come," breathed
Joan. Her brown eyes were shadowed by dread.
"They dl hateyou soterribly.”

Raging threats were following Curt Newton and
the others as they went on aong the prison-deck.
But the bellowing order of ahuge Martian in one of
the cells put a period to the tumuilt.

"Silence, you space-scum!” roared the big
scarred-face red convict. ™Y ou hear? Kim lvan
ordersit."

The uproar quieted dmost magically. It was as
though dl the convicts recognized authority inthe
notorious Martian pirate's command.

But one voice remained unquieted. The uncanny
ghriek of John Rollinger till reeched their earsas
they |eft the prison-deck.

"Theres degth here!” the mad Earthman was till
screaming. "l tell you, there's death on this ship!”
CHAPTERII

Attacked

THE Vulcanwasno

morethan abillion miles

from Neptune when the

redl trouble came.



For many days, the

black ship had droned out

through the Sysemon a

Zig-zag course. At Mars,

Jupiter, Saturn and Uranus

it had stopped, to pick up

more sentenced criminas.

Now, with more than two

hundred convicts aboard,

it headed for Neptune, the

last stop before reaching Pluto and the prison
moon.

Nothing untoward had yet occurred to justify
Captain Future's premonition. The convicts
imprisoned down in the cell-deck had growled and
grumbled, but seemed reconciled to their grim fate.
Y et Curt Newton had not been entirely reassured.
Upon thefirst day of the voyage, he had voiced his
doubts.

"They'retoo quiet," he declared. "They shut up
like magic when that fellow Kim Ivan ordered them
to."

"Well, that there big Martian swings alot of

weight with them," drawled EzraGurney. "Hewas
one of the biggest pirate leaders before the Patrol
caught him."

"Even S0, that bunch of tough criminaswouldn't
obey him now without areason,” Curt insisted.

"Y ou think they've hatched up some scheme of
escape”?"’ asked Captain Theron anxioudly.
Captain Jhel Theron, who had command of the
navigationa operation of the VVulcan, was a veteran
of the Patrol. Hewas atal, grave-eyed Uranian,
bald like most of the men of that planet, hissaffron
skin darkened by years of exposure to the
unsoftened radiation of space.

He and his next of rank, Lieutenant K'kan of

Mars, commanded an operationd crew that
comprised three pilots, achief engineer and two
assistants, three space-mechanics and four deck-
hands.

Digtinct from these fifteen members of the
operationa crew were the guards of the convicts.
7

THE FACE OF THE DEEP

Marsha Ezra Gurney was guard-commander, with
Joan Randdll and young Rih Quili of Mercury as
his sub-officers. They commanded eight non-coms
of the Petrol, who watched over the convicts.

Curt Newton and the Futuremen had gathered
with Ezraand Joan and the captain in the chart-



room just abaft the bridge.

"I don't say Kim lvanisplotting anything,” Curt
answered the captain's question. "But | do say that
if he had something in hismind, hedd prevent the
convictsfrom staging any premature outbresk -- as
hehas"

Ezra Gurney snorted. "Cap'n Future. | got dl the
respect in the world for your judgment, but this
time| think you're chasin' comets. How the devil
can Kim Ivan or anybody ese pull off anything,
when they'relocked up tight in cdllsthat they won't
leavetill we reach Cerberus?’

"Men can get out even achromaoy cdl, if they
have theright tools" Curt answered sgnificantly.
"And men like Kim Ivan and that snake Moremos
had crimina friends who would have been glad to
smugglethingsto them.”

"Not achancel" Ezraaffirmed. "I'll gakemy life
that not one of those space-scum has any kind of
tool or ingrument.”

"Y ou searched them when they were brought
aboard?' Curt asked.

"What kind of amateur outfit do you think the
Petrol is?' Ezrademanded injuredly. "O' course we
searched them. We used the X-Ray 'scanner’ on
each convict as he was brought into the ship.”
"Did you 'scan’ the cdlls, too, to make certain

that nothing had been planted in them?' Captain
Future asked keenly.

"No, we didn't do that, but there wasn't any need
to," the old marsha declared. "The Vulcan was
aways under guard, and nothin' could have been
plantedin her."

"Nevertheless, I'd like to use the 'scanner’ on the
cdlsnow," Curt said. "Any objection?’

"Oh, no, if itll ease your mind any," growled

Ezra. He glanced winkingly at Joan as he added,
"Youresuretakin' alot of precautions, Cap'n
Future. Must be somebody aboard you're worried
about."

RAG and Otho, bored by the discussion,

had got into one of their interminable

arguments. Curt left them with Joan, and went
down with Captain Theron and Ezraand the Brain
G

to conduct hisingpection.

TheVulcan, asaformer smdl liner, was built
along standard lines. It had three main decks, one
above the other. Top-deck held the big bridge-
room, the operational and chart rooms, and officer
quarters. Thelittle cabins occupied by the Petrol



officers and by the Futuremen were in the rear part
of this deck.

The mid-deck, which had formerly contained
passenger cabins, had been redesigned into a cell-
deck. Entranceto it was only through two massive
chromaloy doors, one fore and one aft. Both were
locked and had guards posted outside them at al
hours.

The cyc-deck, asthe lower deck of aliner was
usudly cdled, wasanoisy, crowded place. It'sfore
part was crowded with fudl tanks and supply-
rooms, and the whole stern of thislowest deck was
the big cyc-room in which the huge atomic
generators droned away to feed streams of atomic
power to the great rocket-tubes.

Captain Future and Simon and the captain
followed the old marshd down the zigzag
companionway to the fore door of the mid-deck. It
was locked, and two armed Patrol officers stood
guard outsdeit.

"Open her up an' bring the X-Ray 'scanner’,”

Ezra Gurney drawled to the guards. "Were goin' to
run alittleingpection.”

The"scanner” was brought by one guard while

the other unlocked the massive door. The
instrument looked like a powerful searchlight,
beside which was mounted an eyepiece that
resembled binocular tubes.

When Curt Newton entered the cell-deck

corridor with the others, alow, muttering growl ran
along the crowded cdlls. It quickly sudsided, but the
caged crimindsglared in slent hate at thetal,
redhaired planeteer who was the greatest enemy of
their kind.

"Y ou can see that these cell-doors can only be
opened by the outside control," Ezra Gurney was
saying to Curt. "Furthermore, thiswhole deck, like
the other compartments of the ship, can be
exhaugted of air by the master-vaves up inthe
bridge-room. If these fellows started anythin', we
could kill 'em dl in five minutes and they know it."
"Y ou certainly must admit thet thereisno

chance of abreak here, Captain Future,”" said
Captain Theron relievedly.

"It'sagood, tight set-up," Curt admitted.
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"Nevertheless, I'd like to 'scan'’ the cells. Whed the
machinedong, will you, Ezra?"

He began his X-Ray ingpection of each cdll

aong the corridor. The, searchlight projector of the



scanner flooded each cdll inturn withinvisble
Roentgen rays. Through the fluoroscopic eyepiece,
Curt Newton could have seen the tiniest scrap of
metd inthecdls.

But there was nothing. The gray-clad convicts

had not even any meta in their plastic belt-buckles
or shoes. Even their dishes, water-jugs and eating
utenglswere of soft fiber or unbaked clay.

Curt paused as he reached John Rollinger's cell.
The mad Earthman had been confined inacdll to
himsdlf. He sat muttering in acorner, paying no
attention to Captain Future'singpection.

"Hello, Rollinger -- how are you feding?' Curt
asked him.

The ex-scientist stared a him, but made no
answer. Hishaggard face and peculiarly burning
eyesgave them dl acregpy sensation.

"Hate to see aman with hismind shot like thet,"
muttered Ezrain alow voice. " 'Specidly, aman as
brilliant ashewas."

John Rallinger had been afamous biophysicig,
Curt knew. He had specidized in encephal ographic
research, testing the effect of various form of
radiation upon the human brain. Boldly using
himself as a subject, he was supposed to have
shattered hismind in his experiment.

" wonder if he'sredly as mad as helooks,"
Captain Theron said skeptically. "The prosecution
a histrid maintained hekilled hiscolleagueina
quarrdl, and then used faked insanity to excuse
himsdf.”

"Wl if hesfakin, it hasn't done him much

good," Ezrashrugged. "They sentenced him to
Cerberusjust the same, for ahomicida maniac has
to be locked up just the same as adeliberate killer."
OREMOS, the dender and wiry

Venusian murderer in the next cell,

glared at Cagptain Futurein sllent hatred ashis cell
was " scanned.”

M

But Kim Ivan, the big, battered Martian who
shared aneighboring cell with Boraball, fat
Uranian swindler, greeted Curt withacam grin.
"Nice of you to come down and visit usboys,
Future" said the big pirate. Hisfroglikegrin
deepened. "L ooking for something specia?' Curt
scanned that cdll twice running before he answered.
But there was no tool, instrument or tiniest scrap of
meta anywherein it, nothing whatever hidden. He
looked up a the grinning pirate.

"Y ou've kept things here pretty quiet, Kim," he



remarked. "Y ou seem to have the others pretty well
under control.”

"Sure, | won't et 'em start any trouble” Kim

Ivan affirmed. "I'm apeace-loving man, that'swhy."
Ezrasnorted. "A peace-loving man who led the
biggest pirate band since Rok Olor was on the
loose™

Thebig pirate laughed. "Aw, that'sall over and
done with now. | tell the boys, what's the use of
beating our brains out against these bars, when dl
itll get usis six months solitary when we reach
Cerberus.

Curt Newton finished his close ingpection of the
cdlls. When they had gone back of the cell-deck,
and its massive door was again locked and under
guard, EzraGurney chalenged him.

"Didn' find anythin’, did you?'

"No, not athing," Curt admitted. "Theresno

tool or wegpon of any kind hidden in those cdlls,
that'ssure.”

"We Patrol men ain't as deepy asyou seemto
think," the old marsha told him. "Those birds are
safetill we reach Cerberus, never fear.”

His apprehension somewhat dispelled, Curt had
felt lessworried about Joan's safety during thelong
days of the voyage that followed. At each world
where they stopped, the new prisoners brought,
aboard were thoroughly scanned. But no attempt to
smuggle tools or wegpons was detected.

Now they were drawing near to Neptune. The
eghth planet was gill morethan abillion miles
ahead, but that was only afew days of trave at the
great speed with which the Vulcan wasflying
through space.

At dinner in the officers messthat "evening’

before the night watch, Ezra commented upon their
approaching stop at the Water World.

"Remember |ast time you Futuremen an' Joan an'

| were out here, Cap'n Future? It was when we were
after the Wrecker."

Curt nodded grimly. "I'm not likely to forget

what happened to me on Neptunethat time, up in
the Black 1des.”

"Canyoutdl usabout it, Captain Future?'

eagerly asked Rih Quili, the young Mercurian
lieutenant, with hero-worship in hisvoice.

"Some other time," evaded Curt, unwilling to
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recal near-tragic memories.

"Wevedl finished dinner now."



"I ha-havent finished my p-p-prunes,” hadtily
stuttered George McClinton, the chief engineer.
Therewas aburst of laughter. McClinton, a
lanky, spectacled, sammering young Earthman,
was the butt of constant jokes because of his
inordinate fondnessfor prunes. He aways kept his
pocket full of dried ones, which he munched
ceaselesdly as he supervised the cyc-room.

"If wewait till you have enough prunes, well be
hereforever," Ezrasad dryly, getting up. "I'm goin’
toturnin.”

When Curt and Joan and Otho went to the
bridge-dack, they found Grag leaning againgt a
section of glassite window and looking
disconsolately back toward Earth. The big robot
turned to them.

"I wonder how Eek is getting dong, back

home," Grag said anxioudly. "I wish | had brought
himwithme."

EK was aqueer little interplanetary animdl

that was Grag's mascot. Otho had a

somewhat smilar pet, which he called Oog. Both
pets had been |eft in the Futuremen's Moon-
|aboratory when they had flown to Earth on the
errand that had unexpectedly resulted in thislong
voyage.

E

"Eek will bedl right, Grag," reassured Curt.

"The automatic feeding-arrangement in the Moon-
[aboratory will keep him fat and happy.”

"I know, but hell nearly die of londliness

because I'm not there," Grag affirmed. "Heé'ssuch a
sentimentd littlefelow.”

"Sentimenta? That miserable little moon-pup?!
cried Otho jeeringly. "Why, dl that little pest
knowsisto eat and deep. He has about as much
sentiment in him asaVenugan fish."

Grag swung wrathfully on the android. "Why,

you cockeyed rubber imitation of aman, if you
dander little Eek likethat again, I'll --"

Captain Future and Joan, chuckling, left them to
the inevitable argument which might go on now for
an hour. 1t was the favorite method of passing time
for Grag and Otho, to find new insultsfor each
other. Curt and the girl went back to a deck-
window out of earshot.

The sllence of the night watch reigned over the
ship. Its cycs and rocket-tubes had been cut, for its
speed of inertiawas now greet. In an unnatura
dtillness the Vulcan rushed on and on through the
vast. star-decked vault toward the distant green



speck of Neptune.

The vigafrom their window was a magnificent
one. The golden eyes of amillion million suns
steadily watched the soundless rushing ship. Jupiter
was awhite blob away back to the left, and the sun
itself wasonly alittle, fiery disk far astern. Far out
inthevoid, they could glimpseatiny red light
creeping Sunward across the starry background.
"That will be the bi-weekly Pluto-Earth liner,”
remarked Curt Newton.

Joan's brown eyes watched wistfully. "Don't you
wish we were aboard her, Curt? Therell belights,
music, dancing.”

Curt looked down at her. "What's the matter,
Joan?Isthistrip getting on your nerves?’

She amiled ruefully. "A little, I'm afraid. We're

so different from any other ship, with our cargo of
human misery and hate. | wake up sometimes
dreaming that the Vulcan will sall onlikethis
forever."

Curt nodded soberly. "Like the dead space-ship
in Oliver Owen's poem. Remember?

" 'Darkling she driftstoward the

outer dark,

Slently fdling, into eternity.™

"Beautiful, but depressing,” Joan sad, witha

little shudder. Sheturned away. "I'm going to turn
in, too. | have the guard-command in the next
watch."

Captain Future went back to hisown little cabin.
The Brain wasthere, his square case resting
quiescent upon asmall table. But Smon did not
look up or speak when he entered. Hislens-eyes
dared unseeingly.

Curt knew that the Brain was degp in one of his
unfathomabl e reveries of speculation. Simon's cold,
intellectual mind could loseitsdf for hoursin
contemplation of scientific problems. It washis
method of relaxation when he had no laboratory for
his endless researches.

Curt Newton dept soundly. Y et when he
suddenly awakened an hour later, it waswith every
nervethrillingly dert. Helisened. Thebig shipwas
gl rushing silently on through the vast deeps of
Space.

Then to his ears came suddenly the sound of
digant yellsand the crash of atom-guns. Ingtantly
10
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Curt was out of hisbunk and plunging acrossthe
cabin toward the door.



"Something'swrong! If the prisoners--"
Thewordsdied on hislips as he burst out into
the corridor. A mass of gray-clad convict were
pouring into the fore end of the passage, In their
front rank was Moremos, the Venusian murderer,
grasping an atom-gun.

Heamed ingtantly at Captain Future. And Joan
Randdl, who was emerging hastily from her cabin,
was plunging directly into thelineof hisam.
CHAPTERIII

Jailbresk

DOWN inthe cdll-

deck, afew hours before,

an odd atmosphere of,

tension gripped the scores

of prisoners asthe night-

watch began.

The massive doors at

the fore and aft ends of the

deck had been and locked

by the Peatrol officers, who

were now standing guard,

outsdethem. A few

uranite bulbsin the ceiling

cast avague, dim light

upon the shining chromaloy bars and the shadowed,
bruta faces behind them.

The hissing whisper of Moremostraveled aong
the row of barred doors. The Venusian's sibilant
voicewas SIkily vicious as he addressed the big
Martian piratein aneighboring cell.

"We're only three or four days out of Neptune --
| heard aguard say so today. | thought you were
going to get us out of here before we reached
Neptune, Kim Ivan?'

"Y es, what about it, Kim?" asked a squat Jovian
killer'srumbling voice. "Y ouve beentdling us dl
the way to keep quiet and that you'd manage a
break, but you haven't done anything yet."
"He'sjust been stringing us dong to keep us
quiet,” accused the quavering voice of awhite-
haired, rid-chewing Saturnian, ahoary old sinner
named Thuhlus Thuun. "I'll lay thet the Patrol men
put him up to giving usthat sory ."

A fierce, low babble of accusations, threats and
demandsingtantly arose from the prisoners. All
were addressed to the big Martian.

Then Kim Ivan's degp voice cut through the
babble, in low, harsh command. "Cut your blasts,
you chattering space-monkeys! Do you want the
guards coming in here?’



The authority in hisvoice, the authority that had
made this towering Martian one of the great pirate
leaders of histime, again Slenced them.

"l said I'd tage abreak, and I will,” Kim Ivan
continued harshly. "And what's more, tonight'sthe
night for it."

An dectric spark of excitement seemed to legp
along the crowded cdlls at his statement. The voices
broke out again, but in eager questions now.
"What's your plan, Kim?How are you going to

get usout of these cursed cdlls’

"Youll soon find out,” the big Martian

promised. "Now shut off your cycs and keep quiet
whilel gart."

The prisonersingantly became dill, though all
pressed againgt the bars of their cellsin asurge of
sudden hope. The only sound wasthe low,
monotonous muttering from the cdll of John
Rallinger.

Kim Ivan turned to his cdll-mate. Hisfellow
prisoner was Boraboll the swindler, afat Uranian
whaose moon-like yellow face was ludicrous as he
gaped at the big Martian.

"Kim, canyou redly doit?" he squesked. "How
are you so much asgoing to get out of thiscell,
when you have nothing to work with?”

"I havedl | need,” Kim Ivan replied. "My old

pals on the outside smuggled the Suff to me, before
we ever |eft Earth, 1t's hidden right herein the cell
withus™

"Areyou crazy?' gasped Boraboll. "There's
nothing hidden in here, not so much asapin. The
X-Ray scanner would have detected it if there was.”
"The cursed scanner wouldn't ever find my
equipment,” Kim lvan replied, with achuckle. He
was stripping off hisgray convict jacket, and there
was alook of triumph on hismassive, battered face
as he added, "I've got wit enough to outsmart the
Petrol, every time."

Boraboll watched him, open-mouthed. The big
Martian had filled the biggest of their soft food-
disheswith water from thefiber jug. Now Kim Ivan
tore adeeve off hisjacket, and bent over the dish
of water.

"Cdl-crazy!" muttered the fat Uranian to himsdlf
with sudden conviction. "He's gone clear cell-crazy.
11
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"He'sas ddirious as Rallinger."

Kim lvan wadded up the deeve of hisjacket and
thrust it into the dish of water. He turned around,



with asharp command.

"Now hand methat sdt." Pityingly, Boraboll
handed him thelittle fiber container of sdt. Kim
Ivan took it and squatted down, waiting and
watching thedish.

Gradually, acurious change came over the water
inthat dish. It turned blue, asthough it had
dissolved some dye or chemical in thejacket-deeve
that wasimmersed init. Kim Ivan waited until the
water was adark blue color, before taking out the
wadded deeve.

"Now the reagent,” muttered the big Martian,

and poured a carefully estimated quantity of salt
into the dark blueliquid.

The blue liquid began to seethe and bail, and
turned dark purple. Kim lvan's massive face flashed
alight of triumph.

"It works!" he muttered exultantly. "Boraboall,
we're asgood as out of here right now."

"But what isthat stuff?' Boraboll sammered,
looking bewilderedly a the seething purple liquid.
"It'san acid that eats through the toughest metal
asthough it were cheese," the big Martian retorted.
"The basic elements of the acid were mixed by a
smart outsde chemigt into agluey mixture that was
soaked into aregulation convict jacket, and then
dried. Thejacket was smuggled in to me by my
outside pas, aong with plans of thisship."

He chuckled as he added, " The scanner couldn't
show the chemicals soaked into my jacket. But they
needed only to be dissolved into water, and then to
have ordinary sodium chloride added to the
solution, to form one of the most powerful meta
acids known. Now watch it work!"

Kim lvan picked up the vessdl of seething liquid,
and carefully poured atrickle of it upon the cross-
bars of the cell's barred door.

The purple liquid foamed and hissed, egting

swiftly into the tough chromaloy bars. Careful to
avoid splashing himsdlf with the acid, the Martian
pirate continued the operation. In afew moments,
the crossbars were eaten through. He put down the
bow! of acid, and lifted out awhole section of the
door. Then he squeezed out into the corridor.
"Kim, how did you doit?' came the excited,
wondering exclamation of Grabo, the squat Jovian
crimina acrossthe corridor.

"Can you get therest of usout, too?' Moremos
asked swiftly. A chorus of amazement and excited
hope was rising from the rest of the convicts. Kim
Ivan quieted it with awave of hisbig hand.



"Takeit easy! I'll soon have you out of those
cursed cages.”

The cdl-doors did not have indidua locks. They
were al secured by a master dectro-lock whose
controls were outside the cell-deck.

But Kim Ivan knew what he was doing. He
secured his receptacle of purple acid and stooped
over acertain section of the corridor floor.

"The main wiring for the eectro-locks runs

under here," he muttered. "If the ship plansmy pas
sent meareright.”

He used atrickle of the acid to burn out atwo-
foot section of the metd floor-plate. This exposed
the tangle of wiring ingde thefloor. Kim Ivan
sudied it for severd minutes, then began working
with thewires.

Presently, hiswork bore results. With aloud
clicking, al thelocks of the scores of cell-doors
drew their bolts. He had actuated the master control
of thelocks.

The convicts swarmed ingtantly out into the
corridor. Brutal faces of Earthmen, Venusans,
Jovians, Saturnians blazed with fierce hope.

"Y ou've done wonders, Kim," Moremaos
gpplauded tensdly. "But now what?"

"Now," answered the big Martian with aflashin
his eyes, "we're going to seizethe ship! Then ho for
freedom!”

"The Patrol will hunt us down no matter where

we go, oncethey find out we've seized the Vulcan,”
muttered fat Boraboll doubtingly.

"Don't worry, I've got aplan,” reassured the
Martian. "The Patrol will never catch up to us
whereI'm figuring on going.”

Tuhlus Thuun, the hoary old Saturnian pirate,

gpat rid juice on the floor and demanded, "How're
we going to grab the ship? We're locked on this
deck, with Patrol men on guard outside both
doors."

Kim lvan grinned. "Theré's another way out of
here. The ship-plans showed that when this craft
was aliner, it had an emergency escape-hatch
leading from this passenger-deck to the top-deck.
The hatch was walled shut when they madethisa
prison ship. But | know whereitis."

E APPROACHED ablank section of

metal wall between two cells midway inH
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the main corridor. Motioning the others
peremptorily to stand back, the Martian poured his



remaining purple acid upon that wall.

Theliquid hissed and burned into the metd

pand. In afew moments, it had eaten out abig
section. Through the hole they looked into adark,
smdll escape-hatch whose ladders ran up toward the
top-deck.

Kim Ivan faced the swarming, eager convicts
grimly. "Now listen to me. I'm running this show,
and anyone who doesn't like that can speak up right
There was no challenge to the authority of the
towering, hard-faced Martian pirate. But a shrill
voice back in the throng laughed wildly.

"It'sonly thet crazy Rollinger," muttered

Moremos. He vicioudy shoved the staring, mad-
eyed Earthman back into hiscell.

"Thishatich will let usout into the forepart of the
top-deck," Kim Ivan continued rapidly. "Well jump
first on the ship officers on duty in the bridge and
chart-rooms. Once we have their guns, we can
overpower the others before they're awvake enough
to know what's going on. But no massacre --
undertand?

Moremos green face stiffened. "Y ou mean we're
not to blast down that devil Captain Future? He and
his cursed Futuremen have sent plenty of our pas
to Cerberug!"

A low growl of agreement came from the other
convicts.

"Y ou blockheads, they are the most valuable
hostages we could have aboard, if we're not fools
enough to kill them!" lashed Kim Ivan. "And we
may need hostages once the Patrol starts hunting
us"

Hisgrim reminder slenced them. "Now come

on!" the big Martian exclamed. "If luck'swith us,
well pull off afeat that'll go downin pirate

history!"

The mutineers poured up the escape-hatch after
their big leader. Kim lvan opened the unsesaled door
at itstop, and they emerged with asudden rush into
the top-deck just behind the chart-room.

Two pilots were on duty in the bridge ahead, and
Lieutenant K 'kan was checking the drift-gaugesin
the chart-room. The young Martian second officer
turned, appalled, and then reached swiftly toward
an darm-button.

Kim lvan's baled fist knocked him sensdess
before he could press the button. Old Tuhlus Thuun
eagerly snatched up the officer's atom-pistol.

"Get that pilot, Grabo!" yelled the Martian



leader furioudy.

One of the two pilots had evaded the Jovian
criminal and his group who had burst into the
bridge. The pilot, with ayell, was darting back
through the chart-room to escape.

Crash! Thefiery blast from old Tuhlus Thuun's
gun cut the man down in mid-gtride.

Theold Saturnian cackled. "Aint my am yet!
First man I'veled down for two years."

"Y ou old fool, there wasn't any need that!" raged
Kim Ivan. | told you to --

Crash! Crash!

"Where the devil'sthe Moremos?' cried the
Martian furioudy, striding hastily back toward the
main corridor of the top-deck.

Boraboll answered, hismoon-like yelow face
muddy with fear. "Moremoskilled Captain Theron
with hisown gun! He and the others have gone
back for the Futuremen!"

"I might have known that murderous Venusian
couldn't hold histrigger!" roared Kim Ivan. "Come
on!"

They burst into the top-deck longitudina

corridor, ssumbling over the dain bodies of Captain
Theron, aPatrol guard and a deck-hand.
CHAPTER IV

Trapped

A TENSE tableau met

their eyes. Ahead of them,

Moremos and a half-

dozen other mutineers

were charging the stern

corridor. Captain Future's

tal figure had just burst

out of hiscabin, and the

Venusian murderer was

rasnghisguntofirea

the hated planeteer.

Curt Newton's draw

was the swiftest in the

Solar System. His proton-

pistol came out of his holster with the speed of
light. Y et he could not fire, for Joan at this moment
emerged into the corridor. She was between him
and theVenusan.

"Joan, get back!" he yelled to her. She hesitated
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dazedly. Curt couldn' fire a the Venusian while
she stood between them. But Moremos, who had no
interest in the girl's safety, was going to shoot!



Curt's desperate expedient came with such
lightning speed that it seemed an indinctive
reaction rather than a deliberate decision.

Hefired the blazing white bolt of hisweapon,
aming at the metal wall of the corridor beside
Joan. Mogt of the energy of the oblique blast
burned into thewall. But apart of that blazing blast
of force was reflected and deflected on dong the
corridor toward the mutineers.

The deflected blast was not strong enough to be
fatal. But it was enough to scorch and daze
Moremos and the others. They recoiled.

Captain Future lunged forward, swept Joan

behind him, and triggered swiftly.

Hisblasts cut down two of the men beside
Moremos. The Venusian and the others hagtily
darted back out of the corridor.

"Holy space-imps, what's going on?" It was

Otho, his green eyes blazing and his proton-gunin
his hand, who had emerged with Grag from the
cabin they shared. Ezra Gurney, too, was
scrambling sartledly out.

"Mutiny!" Curt Newton cried. Hisvoice was

bitter with sdlf-reproach. "Just what | feared, and
yet | let it happen.”

OUNG Rih Quili, the Mercurian

lieutenant, and another Petrol officer had

wakened and come out to join them.

Y

A dtentorian voice echoed back to their little
group from the fore part of the top-deck. It
reverberated aong the corridors.

"Future, will you and the others surrender? Y ou
haven't got a chance. We hold the bridge and
control the ship."

"That'sKim Ivan," gritted Ezra. Histhin hand
clenched upon his atom-gun and he started forward.
"I'll show that cursed Martian!”

Grag and Otho started forward with him, but

Curt Newton held them back. "Don't be foolish!
There're scores of convicts up there and they've got
al the gunsinthe arsenal by now. They' d get usno
meatter how many of them we got first."

He glanced swiftly around, hisgray eyes

snapping. "We can't stay here. They'll come up the
aft companionway, and then they'll have us caught
between them. We'd better retreat down the aft sair
to the cyc-room. If we can hold the cyc-room
againgt them, welll get the upper hand over them
ya"

"l get it!" exclamed Otho. "If we hold the cyc-



room, we can keep the cycs shut off and prevent
them from taking the ship anywhere save Neptune.”
Hadtily, thelittle party entered the aft
companionway and went down its short, zigzag
dair to thelowest deck of the VVulcan.

The big cyc-room took up the whole rear half of
this deck. It was crowded with machinery -- the
huge, massive, cylindrical cyclotrons, thetangle of
fuel pipes and power-leads, the squat generators of
the auxiliary drive whose vibration-thrust was used
only in emergencies.

George McClinton ran bewilderedly toward

them. Thelanky young chief engineer had
gpparently just been aroused from his nearby bunk
by the Neptunian engineer on duty. Hewas
automaticaly popping adried pruneinto his mouth,
as his spectacled eyes blinked at them amazedly.
"Wh-what's going on?" he sammered. "Orluk
saysthat he h-h-heard shooting --"

"The cursed convicts have grabbed the bridge-
room and upper decks!" answered Ezra Gurney, his
faded eyes il raging.

C APTAIN FUTURE was snapping orders.
"Grag, you and Rih Quili lock the fore door and
watch it. Otho, take the &ft door.”

"You're not h-hurt, are you, M-m-miss Randal?"
the prune-loving engineer was asking anxioudy of
Joan.

"I'madl right," shesad. "But I'vefaled in my

duty. Thisisthefirs timethere hasever beena
bresk on the Vulcan.”

"It'smore my fault than yours or Ezras" Curt

sad bitterly. "I felt al along that that desperate
bunch might try something. That'swhy | came
along and took all the precautions | could. But they
somehow outsmarted me.”

There was aloud hammering at the fore and aft
doors of the cyc-room. The mutineers had
apparently discovered the whereabouts of the
group.

"They can't break in here," Ezramuttered
hopefully. "They know if they do, well blast ‘em
down asfast as they come through the door.”

Curt was searching the crowded cyc-room with
intent gray eyes. "Are there any space-suits down
here?' he asked McClinton.

"N-n-no," stuttered the lanky engineer
wonderingly. "Suits aren't ever k-kept down here,
for there'sn-n-no need for them here.”
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"WEell need them pretty quickly, if my guessis
right,” Curt exclamed. He pointed at two big
vavesinset in nichesin thethick wall of the cyc-
room. "Those are air-exhaust vaves, controlled
from the bridge-room. They're part of the valve
system designed to make possible the exhaustion of
ar from any section of the ship."

"Good God, | forgot al 'bout those exhausts!”
cried Ezra, aghast. "They were intended to enable
the ship's commander to quell any convict mutiny
in any part of the ship. If the convictslearn about
‘em and turn 'em againgt us--"

"They will, and quickly," Curt sngpped. "That

Kim Ivan seemsto know dl about this ship. Can
we fix those vavesto keep them from being
opened?’

"Therésn-n-no way!" answered McClinton,
paling. "Operation of the v-v-vavesisdl by r-r-
remote control through w-wiresin thew-wals."
"Then weve got to weld metal patches over the
vave-niches -- and quickly!" Captain Future cried.
"Y ou've got atomic welding-torches here? Get them
out, and bring some sheet metd stock.”

Asthey started to work with the sputtering

atomic torchesto cut metal patches that would sedl
the exhaugt-valve openings, the hammering on the
doors ceased.

Grag, Otho, Rih Quili and Ezraremained on

guard ingde those doors while Curt and McClinton
worked hadtily.

Before they had even cut out thefirst meta

patch, aloud voice bellowed through the cyc-room.
It came from the interphone that connected with the
bridge.

"Captain Future!™ it bellowed.

"ThisisKim lvan talking. Weve taken the

whole ship except the cyc-room. Y ou haven't a
chance. Unless you open the fore door and toss out
your atom-guns, 1'm going to open the cyc-room
exhaud-valves."

"That Martian devil!" gritted EzraGurney

furioudy. "He knew about the vave-system, dl
right.”

"What about it, Future?" bellowed the Martian's
voice. "I'm going to give you two minutes. Unless
you agree by then, the valves open!”

Stricken by the threat, the otherslooked at Curt.
His bronzed-face was a taut mask as he assessed
their hopeless Situation.

HEY could not sed the deadly vavesin

two minutes. That job would take a haf



hour, at least. Long before they finished it, the
vaveswould be opened and the air would puff out
of the cyc-room, daying themadl.

T

"They've got the doors locked on the other side
now, chief!" Otho reported.

"So we can't come out fighting," Curt gritted.

His eyes swung to Joan. Then he stepped to the
interphone. " Captain Future speaking, Kim Ivan!
What assurance have wethat if we do surrender
you won't blast down every one of us?"

"If I wanted to kill you, | could do it right now

by opening the cyc-room exhaust vaves," retorted
Kim Ivan. "l want to keep you for hostages. If the
Patrol catches up to us, you'll bevauableto us. |
giveyou my word that if you surrender, none of
youwill be harmed.”
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Curt looked at the othersin his silent group.

"You dl heard. What's your decison?’
"Lookslikethereain't any choice,” muttered
Ezrasomberly. "We can either dieright now, or
accept Kim lvan's proposition. It'sto hisinterest to
keep usdive as hostages, dl right. An', black-
hearted pirate though heis, he's got the reputation
of keepin' hisword."

Captain Future and the Futuremen might have
taken their chance and refused surrender, by
themsalves. But to sentence Joan to desath?

Curt's mind was decided by the threat to the girl.
He turned and spoke dowly into the interphone.
"All right, Kim lvan. We agree."

HE words were bitter in hismouth. It was

amog thefirg time the Futurernen had
acknowledged defeat and made quiet surrender.
T

Otho's eyeswere blazing, and Grag's huge meta
figurewas till rigidly ready for action.

But the Brain's chill, logica mind approved.
"Itisdl wecando,” rasped Smon. "Whilewe
live, we have a chance of reversang the Stuation.”
Curt unlocked the fore-door, which had now
been unbolted outside dso. Silently, he cast their
atom-guns out onto the landing.

Instantly, convicts appeared out there and
snatched up the weapons. Then thefierce, exultant
crowd swarmed into the cyc-room with Kim Ivan's
towering figure leading them.

The big Martian's battered red face was jovid
with high good humor at his success. But



Moremos, the Venusian, glared at the Futuremen
with a hatred reflected on the fierce faces of most
of the other mutineers.

Curt ignored the threat in their tigerish stare.

"What have you done with Captain Theron and the
others?' he demanded.

Kim Ivan looked uncomfortable. “They're dead,

all except four crewmen. | told the boys there didn't
need to be any killing, but they didn't follow my
orders. That'syour fault, Moremos."

Moremos had a sneer on his emerald-hued face

as he answered the Martian. "Y ou're too chicken-
hearted, Kim. If | had my way, we'd blast down all
the rest of them right now. Why should we let
Future and his paslive, when welve got achanceto
wipethem out?'

TheVenusan's venomous words kindled
explosive agreement among the mgority of the
mutineers.

"Moremosisright!" roared Grabo, the squat
Jovian. "Future and his bunch have sent lots of
good lads to Cerberus. Now we can pay 'em off."
Kim lvan's bull bellow rose above thefierce
tumult. "I'm giving the ordershereand | say we
don't kill these prisoners.”

Hisvoice rang with contempt. "Areyou dl 0
thick-headed you can't see our danger? When the
Vulcanfailsto arrive at Neptune afew days from
now, the whole Patrol will start out looking for it. If
they overtake us, well have these prisoners as
hostages.”

Hisgrim reminder of the Planet Patrol seemed to
sober the mutineers somewhat. Every one of them
had good reason to know the remorsaless efficiency
of that grest organization.

"The Patrol will hunt ustill they find us, all

right,” muttered fat Boraboll nervoudy. "They'll
comb thewhole Solar System.”

"They will," Kim lvan agreed. "But they won't

find usif you agree to my proposd. | propose that
we |leave the System atogether.”

APTAIN FUTURE and hisfellow-captives

were as startled by that proposal aswere

the mutineers.

C

"Leavethe system?" gasped Grabo, the Jovian.
"What do you mean?"

Kim lvan's eyesflashed. "I've thought it &l out.

If we stay in the System, no matter what wild moon
or agteroid we hide on, the Patrol will findly find
us. Our only chanceisto leave this Solar System



forever."

He swept hishand in agrandiloquent gesture.

"QOut there beyond Pluto's orbit isawhole universe
for our refuge! Out there acrossthe interstellar void
are stars and worlds beyond number. Y ou know
that exploring expeditions have dready visted the
worlds of Alpha Centauri, and returned. They found
those worldswild and strange, but habitable.”

The Martian's voice degpened. "'l propose that

we steer for Alpha Centauri. It'sbillions of miles
away, | know. But we can usethe auxiliary
vibration-drive to pump this ship gradudly upto a
gpeed that will takeit to that other star in severd
months. We have enough suppliesfor that long a
voyage. Once there, well have whole worlds for
our own! We can easily dominate the primitive
peoples that were found on those worlds."

The sheer audacity of the proposition held the
mutineersin sunned Slence.

Then Curt Newton saw their faceskindle with
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excitement.

"Kim'sright!" exclaimed Grabo. "If we stay here
in the System well be caught and sent to Cerberus
sooner or later."

"l sy, let'sgo,” dhrilled old Tuhlus Thuun. "The
voyage may belong, but a the end of it therell be
whole new worldsto loot."

Boraball, the fat Uranian, looked scared. "We
don't know what well run into out in uncharted
outer space. It'saterriblerisk.”

"Therisk isno greater than the onewell run if

we stay herein the System,” Grabo retorted. "Were
with you, Kim. It's starward ho!"

Stunned by dismay at what the daring decision
meant to them, the Futuremen and their fellow-
captives heard the mutineers fierce, excited chorus
of agreement.

"Starward ho!"

CHAPTERV

Wrecked

SHUDDERING and

cresking, the Vulcan

hurtled out into the gresat

deeps of interstellar space

at the highest speed of its

rocket-tubes. Days ago it

had crossed the Line, as

the orbit of Pluto was

cdled.



It was dready more

than four billion milesout

into the vast abyssthat

stretches between the

dars.

Asyet the mutineers had not dared make use of
the auxiliary vibration-drive. For the powerful
propulsion vibrations of that mechanismset up a
peculiar excitation of the ether which could be
spotted at great distances by the instruments of the
Panet Petrol. Not until they were il farther from
the System could the high speed drive be safely
used.

Down in the cell-deck, in one of whose cdllshe
was confined, old Ezra Gurney gloomily consdered
their Stuation.

"We're acouple o'billion milesfrom the System
now. Soon aswe get alittle farther, there won't be
any chance o' the Patrol overtakin' us. Then we
won't be any more use to these space-scum as
hostages."

"Y ou think they'll murder usthen?" asked Joan
Randall increduloudy from her own cdll. "But Kim
Ivan gave hisword they woudn't.”

"I know, an' Kim Ivan would probaly keep his
word, but the otherswon't,” Ezra predicted
pessmigticaly. "That snake Moremos an' the rest
like him arejust achin’ to put the blast on al of us.”
Curt Newton, confined in his own separate cell,
looked anxioudly acrossthe corridor at the barred
door of Joan's cell.

"It'smy fault, letting you in for this" hesad
ruefully. "I was overconfident, and they tricked me
neatly."

"Y ou know that isn't so, Curt," Joan denied
gtaunchly. "The Patrol wasin charge of thisship,
and wefdl down in spite of dl your warnings.”
The ghrill, insane laugh of the crazed Earthman
scientist came from farther down the corridor.

"| said that there was death on this ship!"

They had been imprisoned here for days, ever
sncethe mutineers seizure of the ship. The
electrolock cables had been repaired by Kim lvan,
and the Futureman and others had been confined in
separate cdls. Two mutineers armed with atom-
guns congtantly watched in the corridor.

There werefifteen of them imprisoned here,
Beside the Futuremen and Ezraand Joan, there
were George McClinton, the stuttering chief
engineer, and histwo assgtants; Rih Quili, the
young Mercurian lieutenant; three space-hands and



one Patrol guardsman; and John Rollinger, whose
insane babbling had so exasperated the mutineers
that they had reconfined him.

"If ever | get my hands on that Kim lvan,” Grag's
rumbling voicethregtened, "I'll teer himintolittle
bits-- dowly."

"Y oull do nothing of the kind!" promptly,

assarted Otho's hissing voice. "Y ou'll smply watch
whilel give him the Venusian water-torture.”
George McClinton, thelanky chief engineer,

was arguing through his barswith their two guards.
"| t-t-tll you, you've got to give me some p-p-
pruneswith my rations I'm s-starving for I-lack of
them."

"Cut your blasts, dl of you!" ordered the guards
harshly. "Y ou people are lucky just to beliving yet
-- you don't know how lucky."

Silencefdl upon the dim-lit deck of cdls.

Captain Future squatted down againgt the front wall
of hisown cdll, and seemed to doze.
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Actudly, Curt had never been more awake. His
position concealed from the vigilant guards the fact
that hisleft hand wastwirling arudelittle metd
drill which washiting ever deegper into the metal
floor.

Curt had not been idle during these days. From
the moment of their capture, he had racked his
brain for an expedient by means of which he might
turn the tables on their captors. He had found one
dim chance.

The control-cables of the master éectro-locks

ran beneath the corridor floor just outsde hiscell.
If he could drill through the floor of hiscell, out
beneath itswall, he could short-circuit the cables as
Kim Ivan had done, and thus unlock al their cell
doors.

He had nothing to drill with. They had al been
thoroughly searched with the scanner when they
were locked in. His cell contained nothing but the
fiber and clay dishesfor food and water, and aflat
meta bunk. But Captain Future had managed to
unbolt one of the metal rodsthat supported his
bunk. It was of harder meta than the floor.
ATIENTLY, Curt had shaped the end of

thisrod into adrill by grinding it againgt his
bunk-edge. For days now, he had been using it to
drill surreptitioudy through his cell-floor toward
thelock cables. He could work only in moments
when the guards were not directly watching him.



But hishopeswerefast risng ashefdt himsdf
nearing the vitd cables.

P

Suddenly the rough voice of Grabo, the Jovian,
interrupted Curt's tensaly hopeful work.

"Fetch Captain Future out of hiscell," the Jovian
pirate was ordering the two guardsin the corridor.
"Kim Ivan'sorders”

Curt Newton's heart sank. Had they discovered
his secret |abors?

His cell door was unlocked separately. He had
dready hadtily secreted hisdrill by restoring it to
position as a support of the bunk. Curt stepped
obediently into the corridor, the two guards
covering himwith theguns.

The red-haired planeteer looked at Grabo with
cool inquiry. "What does Kim Ivan want with me?"
"Youll find out on the bridge," the Jovian
answered harshly. "Get moving. One of you guards
come dong to cover him."

Grabo himsdf was not armed. Brawls among the
mutineers during the first days had resulted in so
many killingsthat Kim lvan had decreed that only
the guards of the prisoners should henceforth carry
atom-guns.

Curt waked calmly ahead of the Jovian and the
watchful guard, up to the bridge-room. Old Tuhlus
Thuun wasin the pilot-chair. The hoary Saturnian
criminal looked nervous, and there was aworried
expression on big Kim Ivan's massive red face.
Moremos was arguing angrily with them.

The broad sheet of the pilot-window, above the
complex instrument pand, framed a glittering vista
of interstellar space. The firmament was a great
drift of stars, amid which the white spark of Alpha
Centauri shone like a beacon in adirection dead
ahead.

Curt Newton's practised eyes, noticed at oncethe
tiny red lightswinking and flashing onthe
insrument- pane, and the buzzerswhirring.
"Future, we need some help,” Kim Ivan told

Curt bluntly. "Were running into something out
here, | don't know what. Tuhlus Thuun can't figure
it out, either.”

"I never did any piloting outsde the System
before," angrily defended the old Saturnian pirate.
"Everything is cockeyed out here beyond the Line."
"Y ou've been out here in deep space before,
Future,” Kim lvan said to Curt. "Can you figure out
what's got our instruments acting crazy?"

"Suppose | do, will you turn around and go back



to land us on Pluto?' Captain Future demanded.
T WAS Joan's safety he was thinking of .

There was a chance that he could bargain
theminto at least releasing the girl.

I

Before Kim Ivan could reply, Moremaos
answered for him. The venomous Venusian
murderer thrust his head toward Curt like agtriking
swamp adder of his native world. as he hissed:
"No! You're not dictating to anybody now,
Future! You'll either help usout or well blast you
down here and now."

"Go ahead and blast." Curt retorted. "It won't get
you out of your troubles. And you'll have plenty of
trouble, piloting deep space.”

Hewas bluffing, trying to high-pressure them

into agreeing to the bargain he had proposed. And
Kim Ivan cdled hisbluff.

"Y ou're not fooling anybody, Captain Future,”
sad thebig Martian. Y ou won' let this ship be
wrecked for lack of your help. Becauseif it's
wrecked, the Randall girl dies-- and you think
plenty of her."
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Curt winced. It wastrue. They held atrump card
in the fact that Joan's safety was tied up with that of
the ship.

"Let me seethose ingtruments,” Curt said

shortly, admitting defest. He still had his secret
plan of escape, he was thinking.

Old Tuhlus Thuun began avoluble explanation.

"l never saw instruments act so crazy! They
indicate a meteor-swarm or some other celestial
body near us, but the readings of its position they
giveareimpossiblel”

"That's because you're not alowing for ether-
drift and relativity space-warp,” Captain Future told
him. "Out here in deep space, you have to correct
for those factors.”

His keen gray eyes swung along the deep bank

of complicated dids. Thered tell-tale lights under
four of the meteorometers were blinking.

The readings of those meteorometers showed the
presence of abody of planetoidal dimensions,
severa hundred thousand miles away. That wasa
far greater distance than the instruments could
actudly function. The reading was being distorted
by ether-drift and space-warp and must be
corrected.

Curt Newton hagtily made nimble menta



cdculations. Trained in theroutine of correction by
hisown former interstellar voyages, he rapidly
reached a mental approximation of thetrue
readings of the instruments.

"The body indicated by those readingsisredly
dead ahead of ud" he exclaimed. " Shift your course
three arcsto port!"

"God!" screeched Tuhlus Thuun, stiffeningin

the pilot-chair and staring through the broad
window with dilated, bulging eyes.

For aheartbegt, they were al frozen by what

they saw asthey followed the old Saturnian's gaze.
They werelooking into the awful face of desth.
Inthe starry darknessfull ahead of the hurtling
ship, there had suddenly loomed up aspinning
world. It was no more than ahundred milesin
diameter. But it bulked gigantic asthey raced
headlong toward it.

"Dont try to brake!" yelled Curt franticdly to

the old Saturnian. "At this speed youll pile usup.”
Hiswarning went unheeded. Terror-stricken by
the awful apparition ahead, Tuhlus Thunn madly
jammed the brake-blast peda to the floor.

Next moment, the Vulcan seemed to explode
around them. The roaring shock sent the menin the
crowded bridge caroming into thewdlls.

Captain Future clutched astanchion. He heard

the scream of tortured metal coincident with the
reverberations of the explosion.

He dragged himsdlf erect. A dead slence

reigned, then was broken by oaths and cries of pain
from the other parts of the ship.

Kim Ivan, bleeding from agash on hisforehead,
dragged himsdlf indomitably to hisfeet. "What's
happened?' he husked dazedly.

"The bow rocket-tubes have back-blasted!" Curt
cried. "You can't use full brake-blasts at the speed
we had -- inertiaforces the blast back up the tubes.
| think the lateralslet go, too."

"Look at that!" shouted Boraball. The Uranian's
fat moon-face was amuddy yellow as he pointed
shakily ahead. "Were going to crash!”

A cold hand seemed to close around Curt
Newton's heart as he caught aglimpse through the
broad window. The tremendous force of the
disastrous brake-blast had sharply checked the
Vulcan's headlong rush toward the planetoid ahead.
But the crippled ship was till falling onward.

The uncharted little world aready filled haf the
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garry heavens before them. The thin, feeble light
from the digant Sun vagudy illumined it. Dark,
denseforestswere visible upon it. And a one point
on itssurface, agreat bed of smouldering volcanoes
flung alurid red glow.

"Thisisyour fault!" roared Kim Ivan to the
terrified old Saturnian.

"I lost my head!" shrilled Tuhlus Thuun. |

jammed the brake-blast peda before | redized.”
Captain Future jumped to the interphone. He
called the cyc-room: "What happened down there?
Did thetail-tubes go, too?"

The scared, hoarse voice of the mutineer in

charge of the cyc-room answered him. "Wegot a
dozen dead men down here-haf the cycsblew up
when the bow and lateral tubes back-blasted! The
tall-tubes didn't give way, though they seem to be
badly strained.”

" Switch the power of the remaining cycsinto the
tail rocket-tubes!" ordered Curt. "Then get out of
the cyc-room!™

He turned and hauled the stunned old Saturnian
out of the pilot-chair . "Give me those controls.”
OREMOS lesped forward, deadly

suspicion on hisface. "Wait aminute.

Future! Y ou're not pulling any of your trickg!"

M

"Tricks, the devil!" flamed Curt. "Werefdling
toward that planetoid, and in ten minuteswell
crash. We can't get away, for the bow and latera
tubes are blown, and the tail-tubes are strained and
can't be used for more than afew minutes of

firing."

He was seating himsdlf in the pilotchair and
grabbing the space-stick as he talked. "If we crash
on that planetoid, everybody in the ship dies. | don't
care a curse about you pirates. But I've got friends
aboard. Theresachance | can make asafe
landing.”"

"Go ahead and try, then!" exclaimed Kim Ivan.
"Get back and give him room, the rest of you!"

The Vulcan wasturning dowly over and over in
pace asit fell at gppallingly increasing speed
toward the mystery planetoid. Captain Future's eyes
tensdy estimated the distance of thelittle world, by
the graduated scale etched in the glassite window.
The hundred-mile sphere now filled most of the
firmament. The edges of itsdark green masswere
rimmed by a haze that told of athin aimosphere.
Superhuman tension gripped the watching
criminas asthe ship fell on toward doom. Curt's



brown face was like rock, his hands holding the
gpace-dtick intherigidly upright position that
would firethetail rocket-tubes when he depressed
the cyc-pedal.

"Weregoing to hit inaminute!" quavered fat
Boraball.

A wild scream cameto their ears from the lower
part of the ship. The mad shriek of John Rollinger.
"Areyou going to let us crash without even
trying?' roared Grabo to Captain Future.
Thefaling VVulcan was only miles abovethe
surface of the uncharted planetoid. They were
rushing down toward a convexity of greenjunglein
the center of which glowed the evil red volcanoes
and lava-beds.

Air whistled outsde the plunging ship, ina

risng roar. It was till turning over, asit fell.
Captain Future waited for one more turn.

"Do something, you fool!" yelled Boraboll in

terror.

"We'refaling toward those volcanoes!" shouted
another of the mutineers. Theiron-nerved Kim lvan
slenced them. "Shut up and let him donel”

The volcanic region of the mystery planetoid
gretched only afew miles beneath the plummeting
ship. The center of theinfernd activity wasa
double row of huge black craters separated by a
stupendous chasm. From the craters flowed lurid
crimson cataracts of molten rock that crept
duggishly down toward vast black beds of solid-
crusted lava.

Curt Newton was estimating their speed of fal

by split-seconds. He knew that the tail-tubes upon
which al depended would stand but afew moments
of firing before their strained walls exploded. 1t
required al the superb spaceman's nerve to wait for
the VVulcan to turn once more. Y et he waited, till the
ingtruments showed itstail pointed straight down.
Curt'sfoot instantly jammed the cyc-peda to the
floor. Theroar of raving power that lanced
downward from the tubes flung him deep in the
pilot-chair and jammed the others against the wall.
Thehull of the crippled ship grated and screamed
from the shock of decdleration.

"Weregoing to land in that laval" cried Grabo.
APTAIN FUTURE saw the glowing red

river that flowed from two volcanoes

rushing up toward them. It was straight benesth the
dowing ship.

C

His hands flashed desperately to the bank of
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individual rocket-tube throttles. He cut the tubeson
the starboard side of thetail.

The off-baance thrust of the remaining tubes

sent thefdling VVulcan lurching to port. It sagged
down toward the black lava beds beyond the fiery
river. Ingtantly, Curt cut in dl thetail-tubes again.
Crash! Crash! Theflaming tail of the ship came

to rest upon the solid crust of lava. In aflash, he cut
all tubes. The ship toppled over onitssdeand lay
dill.

"Good God, what alanding!" choked old Tuhlus
Thuun, hoarsdly.

Curt Newton, hisface haggard and dripping with
perspiration from superhuman strain, suddenly
raised hishand. "Ligten!”

The momentary sllence that had followed the
landing of the VVulcan was broken by ominous
cracking sounds benegth the ship. The prostrate
vessd shuddered violently asthe cracking sounds
became louder

"Weresnking into thelaval" ydled amutineer's
wild voice. "The ship'sweight is cracking the solid
crust -- it'sgoing to sink into the molten rock
beneeth!”

With the cry came alouder cracking, and asharp
lurching of the ship There was a screech of rending
metd plates. Scorching, superheated air laden with
choking sulphurous fumes flooded up through the
ship.

" She's going through the crust now!" bellowed
Kim Ivan. "Out of the ship, everybody!"

The mutineers scrambled madly down toward

the space-door of the cyc-deck. All else was
forgotten in thewild ingtinct to escape.

Curt Newton fought hisway down the
companionway with the scrambling convicts. But it
was toward the mid-deck he was struggling.

He paused briefly outsideits door to fling the
switch of the master electro-control. Then he
plunged into the cell-deck corridor. Theguardiiniit
had aready fled.

"Joan! Ezra" Curt cried chokingly through the
swirling smoke. "We've got to get out of herel”
Figureswere sumbling out of the unlocked

cdls, dipping upon thetilted floor, gasping asthey
bresthed the scorching sulphurous air.

Curt found the staggering figure of Joan and
seadied her with hisarm. EzraGurney'sgrizzled
face appeared through the smoke, a big bruise upon



his cheek and hisfaded eyeswild.

"Name o' the Sun, what happened?' he was
arying.

The Brain'sweird form flashed like aflying cube
through the swirling fumesto Curt'sside, hastily
followed by Curt and Otho.

"Y oung Rih Quili was stunned by the shock --
he'slyingin hiscdl!” cried Smon.

"I'll get him!" Cgptain Future yelled. "Ezra, get
Joan to the space-door! Otho, seeto McClinton and
the crew-men!"

He plunged back to Rih Quili's cell and picked

up the unconscious young Mercurian. A sharper
lurch of the settling ship staggered him ashe did so.
The sulphurous air was choking him. Asthe

fought up the tilted floor toward the door, he
glimpsed the dazed M cClinton and other crewmen
being rushed by Otho toward the exit. Grag was
coolly waiting for Curt. Through the mad uproar, a
shrieking of mad laughter smote their ears.
"Rollinger's back there!” Curt gasped. "Grag!"

HE great robot, who did not bresthe and

was not affected by the overpowering

fumes and heat, was aready clanking back to the
madman's cell. He returned quickly, clutching the
insandly struggling scientis.

T

They tumbled down to the space-door. Asthey
reached it, aviolent downward movement of the
snking Vulcan threw them out.

Curt hit asurface of rough lavathat was so
searingly hot that he cried out. He staggered up
with Rih Quili. Blinded by swirling smoke,
scorched by amost unendurable hest, he glimpsed
crevices cracking open in the solid crust around the
ship. Fiery red lava gushed from benegth.
"Thisway, Chief!" boomed Grag's tremendous
voice.

Captain Future struggled forward. The vague
figures of hisfriendsand of the fleeing mutineers
were dimly visblein the smoke ahead.

Crack! The crust of lavashook violently under
their feet. Curt turned and through the smoke he
glimpsed the Vlucan's black hull snking swiftly

into the hissing molten rock beneath the solid crugt.
He stumbled on, choking, scorched, half-

blinded. Presently the air seemed alittle purer. And
then it was no longer hot, jagged lavaunder his
feet, but black soil. He had reached the edge of the
lava-bed and was standing upon ground that doped
gently in the dusky light toward adistant wall of



weird jungle.

Kim lvan and the mutineers who had escaped
were standing here, but they paid no attention in
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this moment to Captain Future and his group. The
convictswere staring strickenly out acrossthe
smoking lavafied.

Curt Newton turned and looked. Out therein the
smoke, he saw the curved black hull of the Vulcan
finally disappearing beneath the cracked crust. A
pool of molten lavaglowed redly whereit had
been.

"She'sgone," muttered the big Martian pirate.

A heavy slencefollowed, unbroken for long
minutes. The appalling enormity of the disaster was
coming hometo themadl.

Captain Futurefelt anicinessin his heart that he
had never before experienced, as he redlized their
gtugion.

They were marooned here on an uncharted

idand of space, morethan four billion miles
outside the Solar System. A mere unknown speck
in the void, to which no other ship would ever
come.

They were utterly without tools or weapons.

And, worgt of dl, heand hisfriendsand the girl he
loved had asfellow castaways more than a hundred
of the most dangerous criminds of the nine worlds,
every one of whom cherished a bitter enmity
toward him.

CHAPTER VI

Mystery Planetoid

NIGHT was creeping

acrossthelittleworld, the

dusky day deepening into

complete darkness asthe

bright star of the distant Sun

sank beneath the horizon.

From the brooding black

jungleinthe distance, an

uncanny babble of weird

animal or bird cadlscameto

the ears of the stricken

castaways.

Their faceswere drawn

and haggard inthe lurid red light from the
volcanoes. From those towering black cratersin the
eadt, evil-glowing rivers of molten lava crept
congtantly downward like crawling snakes of fire.
Showers of burning ashes shot up ever and again



from the seething craters, and there was alow,
continuous growling and quivering of the ground
beneath them.

Curt Newton felt acold chill, despite the
sulphurous warmth of the air. It was so terribly
isolated from the universe of man, thisdrifting
gpeck of land in the vast, shorel ess sea of outer
space. And they were so utterly unequipped to deal
with whatever dien perilsit might hold.

Hefdt Joan shiver insde the protecting cicle of
hisarm, and looked down anxioudly at her.
"You'redl right, Joan? That shock jar you when
we crashed?'

"It didn't hurt me." Her face was very pale, her
eyes dark and wide as shelooked up a him. "I'm
just scared, | guess. Thisweird, forbidding place --
that well never get away from.”

"Never isalongtime" Curt said quickly. "Don't
worry about it now, Joan."

"Oh, Curt, you know we're marooned here
permanently!" Her voice brokein asob. "Weve no
ship, no weapons, no tools."

Captain Future could not answer that. Hisarm
tightened amost fiercely around her, asthoughin
protection against what wasto come. The
Futuremen and their dlies, like the mass of Kim
Ivan'smutineers, were il staring frozenly &t the
lava-beds in which the ship had perished.

"Did anyone manage to sdvage anything from

the ship?' Curt asked them.

George McClinton, the lanky young enginesr,
wasthe only one to answer. He pointed hesitantly
down &t afiber case at hisfest.

"I g-g-grabbed that up as| r-r-ran out of the
ship," he sammered.

"What isit? A tool-kit?' Curt Newton demanded
quickly.

McClinton's spectacled face |ooked abashed in
thered light. "N-no, it's only ac-c-case of p-prunes.
| j-just happened to seeit in the s-s-supply-room
door as | went past.”

"Blast me down!" swore old Ezra Gurney
furioudy. "Of dl the crazy, usdessthingsto snatch
up, that'sthelimit!"

A burst of laughter rose from the others at
McClinton's shame-faced admisson. It camefrom
the mutineers aswel| asthe Futuremen's party, and
it was hysterically loud. It was areaction on the
part of al from their own terrifying thoughts, their
redization of the gppdling Stuation in which they
stood.
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It eased that frozen tension alittle. Men relaxed
enough from their sunned rigidity of mind and
body to ingpect their burns and bruises. And Kim
Ivan strode out and turned to face the mutineers.
"Did any of you bring atom-guns out of the ship
with you?' the big Martian pirate demanded.

Curt stiffened. Heredlized ingtantly what wasin
Kim lvan'smind.

UT none of the mutineers answered in the
affirmative to the question. Grabo, the

Jovian, growled the explanation of thelack of guns.
B

"Y ou wouldn't let any of uswear alom-pistolsin
the ship," he snarled, "for fear wed kill each other
in brawls. And there wasn't any timeto go digging
them out of the arsend-room when the ship
crashed.”

Kim Ivan'svoiceroseto aroar. "Don't take that
sulky tonewith me. I'm still boss here! There may
not be an atom-gun on thisworld, but | can begt the
ears off any pair of you with my bare figgl"

None of the mutineerstook up the redoubtable
Martian's challenge. But Grag'sbig meta figure
moved clankingly forward.

"Do you think you can best the ears off me?"
rumbled the great robot.

Kim lvan faced the robot with an unflinching
scowl. "1 know you're stronger than any four of us,”
he admitted belligerenly to Grag. "But theréds more
than a hundred of us, remember that. We can pull
you down, big and tough asyou are.

New tension sprang into being, asthe mutineer's
hatred and antagonism toward the Futuremen's
party came again to the fore. Curt Newton redlized
that it would not take much to precipitate a
druggle.

"It s;emsto me," hiscool voicecut in, "that

weve had enough for one day without trying to kill
each other right now."

Kim Ivan roughly agreed. "We're groggy and
tired, and some of usare hurt. And there's nothing
to be gained by a scrap now. Well get someres,
and see how things stand in the morning.”
Thetendgon diminished. With little further talk,

the castaway's dropped to the warm ground and
gretched out exhaustedly.

Curt and hisfriends kept at alittle distance from
the mutineers. He noticed that Kim lvan himsdlf
was not deeping, but was keeping vigilant watch



fromwhere he sat.

Captain Future pillowed Joan's head on his knee.
"Try to get some deep, Joan.”

"M-m-maybe | could g-g-get some moss or
leaves from that jungle, to m-m-make a bed for
her," suggested George McClinton anxioudly.

"No, it's bad businessto go blundering into an
dieninterplanetary forest by night,” Curt answered.
"Y ou never know what queer kind of creatureis
waiting for you."

Silence and darkness held the makeshift camp of
aurvivors. No one fdt like talking, and most were
dready exhaustedly deeping. The only soundswere
the medley of uncanny calsfrom the garlit jungle,
and the low rumbling of the distant volcanoes. Now
and then, the ground quivered dightly under them,
with alow, muted growling.

Captain Future looked down at Joan's dark head,
upon hisknee. She was deeping, her face whitein
the starlight. He perceived that Grag, who never
dept, was standing watch nearby like an immobile
meta Satue.

John Rollinger was not deeping. The crazed
biophysicist was|ooking toward the distant jungle
in an dtitude of intent listening.

"Rallinger, what's the matter?' Curt asked in

low tones.

The Earthman turned dazed eyestoward him. "
hear voicestalking, indde my head. I'm afraid.
There's somebody on thisworld.”

"There's no one here," Curt soothed. "Go to

deep. You haven't anything to be afraid of .

The Brain had been brooding silently nearby.

Like Grag, Simon never dept. Now he glided to
Captain Future's side, and whispered.

"Lad, I've been thinking about this planetoid,” he
sad. "Theré's something puzzling about it. | mean,
al thisvolcanic and seismologic activity. There
shouldn't be volcanism on aworld thissmall.”

Curt was grimly amused. "Sameold Simon! All
our predicament meansto you isjust an intriguing
scientific problem.”

HE BRAIN'S metdlic whisper was cold

and annoyed. "If my reasoning isright, this
particular scientific problem has an important
bearing on our present predicament. Lad, you saw
the meteorometer readings on this planetoid before
we crashed on it. Can you remember its
approximate mass, direction and speed of drift, and
digtance from the Sysem?’

T



Captain Future was puzzled. "I think | can,
thought | don't see why it's so important. The mass
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of it istwo-thousands-Earth, postionisdightly
over four billion milesfrom the edge of the System,
and itsdrift isamost straight toward the System at
ten milesa second velocity --"

Curt stopped suddenly, as his keen scientific

mind abruptly redized the Sgnificance of the data
he was quoting.

"Good Lord, Simon, | didn't seeit before! This
planetoid is gpproaching the Limit!"

"Yes, lad," rasped the Brain. "And that accounts
for itsvolcanic activity."

Curt Newton was appaled. The ominousfact to
which the Brain had called his attention made their
predicament vastly more menacing.

In taut whispers, he and Simon Wright discussed
it with feverish intengity asthe night hours passed.
Between these two master-scientists sped
whispered formulae, equations and corrections, as
they sought to solve mentdly a problem which was
of direst import.

The sky inthe 'east’ beganto lighten at last. A
growing pallor crept across the sarry heavens. And
with it came asharper, more violent tremor of the
ground beneath them. The shock and the grinding
roar brought the deeping castawaysinto alarmed
wakefulness.

"Curt, what's happening?' Joan's smal hand
clutched his deeve as she awakened.

"It'sonly astronger seismic tremor,” he

reassured her. "But it's sun-rise now, Joan."

The Sun came up asabright, tiny disk hardly
larger than avery brilliant Sar. It cast afeeble
daylight acrossthe dien landscape of smoking
volcanoes, black lava-beds, and distant green
jungles.

Kim lvan stood, looking grimly around the
unfriendly vista. The other mutineers were getting
to thalr feet, staring about in dismd silence.
"Thisisadevil of aplaceto be marooned in,”
muttered Grabo, the squat Jovian.

Kim Ivan shrugged. "It's better than

Interplanetary Prison, anyway. Therell befruitsand
meet-animalsin that jungle. We can live here
indefinitdy.”

Captain Future grimly contradicted the big

pirate. "We can't live hereindefinitdy. Thislittle
world isn't going to exist indefinitely.”



The big Martian frowned at him. "What do you
mean?'

"l mean that in alittle more than two months,

this planetoid will be shattered and destroyed,”
retorted Curt.

"Bah, what are you trying to do, scare us?'
scoffed Kim Ivan, increduloudly.

Moremos, eyeing Curt Newton hatefully, hissed:
"We ought to settle these cursed Futuremen right
here and now. | say, let'srid oursalves of them for
good. All except thegirl."

Captain Future rarely lost histemper. But & the
evil implication in the Venusan'slast words, and at
the sudden pallor that cameinto Joan Randal's
face, Curt's bronzed face went adull red.
Hisvoice waslow and steady, but hisgray eyes
were fiery as he promised the Venusan murderer:
"Moremos, when the time comes you are going
to pay for that suggestion with your life"

The mutineers started threateningly forward, and
Grag and Otho sprang instantly to Curt'sside. But
Kim Ivan intervened roughly.

"Cut your blastd" he bellowed to hisglaring
followers. Then, with eyes narrowed suspicioudly,
he snapped to Curt: "What's this story of yours
about this planetoid exploding in two months?*
APTAIN FUTURE dowly withdrew his

flaming gaze from the Venusian. He

explained in short, grim sentences.

C

"Thisplanetoid is becoming interndly unstable.
That isbecause it isdrifting toward our Solar
System. The gravitationd influence of our System
IS Setting up seilsmic srainsingdeitsmass. The
quakes and volcanic activity here are due to those
interior srains. They'll becomeworse asit draws
nearer the System.

"Two months from now, this planetoid will be

S0 near the System that itstidal strainswill burst it
asunder. Roché's Limit, which determinesthe
critica distance a which acdegtid body nearing a
larger body will burgt into fragments, operatesin
the case of thisworldlet as though the whole
System were one great body it was approaching.”
Kim lvan seemed baffled by Captain Future's
scientific reference, and therewas il strong
skepticism on his battered red face.

He turned toward Boraboll, the Uranian. "What
about that, Boraboll? Y ou had a scientific
education. Does Future's claim make sense”?”’
Thefat Uranian's moonlike yellow face twitched



with fear, and hisvoice was husky. "It's true that
Roche's Limit will operate for the whole System as
though for one body, in affecting an ungtable
planetoid like this. If this planetoid gets much
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nearer than four billion miles; it will burg.”

Old Tuhlus Thuun added a shrill word. "This
planetoid isn't alot more than that from the System
now, according to what our instruments read before
we crashed. And it's heading toward the System, all
right.”

"Then Futuresright,” gasped Boraball, terrified.
"My God, thislittle world isgoing to burst under us
in two monthg"

The panic of thefat Uranian convinced the other
mutineers as nothing el se would have done. They
looked at each other in fear.

"Name o' the Sun!" exclaimed EzraGurney. "l
didn't think last night that we could bein aworse
jam, but thismakesit plenty worse."

Even big Kim Ivan looked alittle gppalled. He
muttered, "That's luck for you -- cast away on a
planetoid that'll explode benesth usin afew
weeks."

Curt Newton spokeincisvely. "Weve got just

one chance. That isto get away from here before
the catastrophe occurs.”

"Get away?' echoed the big Martian blankly.

"How the devil can we get away? Weve got no ship
now.
"Which means,” retorted Captain Future, "that

our only chance of lifeisto build aship.”

Kim lvan stared. "Build a ship, when we don't
have asingletool or piece of equipment? Build a
gpaceship, with our bare hands?"

"He'sraving," growled Grabo. "A spaceship
takestons of metd plates and girders, glassite for
instruments and ports, copper for cables and cails,
refractory aloy for rocket-tubes, and about forty
other eementsfor the cyclotrons, fue and other
parts. And weve just got our fingers!"

"We've got our fingers, and our brains." Curt
corrected. "Weve got the accumulated knowledge
of centuries of experimenters, from thefirst cave-
man who made a stone hammer on up to
yesterday."

His eyesflashed. "Why shouldn't we be ableto
gart from scratch? The primitive peoples of the
remote past did. All the raw dements we need
should be present on thisworld. And if we have



courage and skill enough to wrench them free and
build with them, we can save ourselves.”
Hisintengty seemed to make animpresson

upon the others. The mutineerslistened asthough
clutching at a precarious straw of hope.

But old Tuhlus Thuun shook hishead. He
muttered, "Nobody has ever built anything as
complicated as a spaceship from scratch, in the
whole history of the System.”

"It'snever been done," Curt admitted, "but that
doesn't say it can't be done.”

CHAPTERVII

TheTangle-Tree

SOMETHING of Curt

Newton's driving purpose

seemed to communicate

itself to the doubting

mutineers. They might hate

thisred-haired planeteer,

but they were nevertheless

impressed by him.

It was at such moments

that Captain Future's

geniusfor leadership

assarted itsdlf. The Brain

was more deeply versed in

scientific lore than he. Grag was stronger than he
was, and Otho swifter. But he was leader of the
Futuremen because of hisindomitablewill and
courage.

"If anybody could build aship out of nothing,
which | ill doubt, you Futuremen maybe could,”
muttered Kim Ivan.

"It'sworth trying!" Boraboll exclaimed
nervoudy. "Anything's better than just Sitting here
watingtodie.

A generd murmur of agreement came from the
mutineers. Appalled asthey were by the vista of
approaching doom, they grasped a any Straw.
"Therésjugt onething,” Curt saidincisvely. "If
we Futuremen are to try building a ship, we must
have absolute freedom of action and must have
authority to command the assstance of dl of you."
Moremosflared at that. "Me take ordersfrom
you, Future?Not inamillion years!"

"By God, you'l take ordersfrom me!" roared
Kim Ivan to the green-faced Venusian. "And I'm
agreeing to Future's conditions. We can't reasonaby
expect him to achieve thisfeat without the help of
usdl."

"It'sdl alot of nonsense,” shrilled old Tuhlus
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Thuun skeptically. "Nobody can build aspaceship
out o' nothing. It just can't be done."

" Suppose we do manage to build aship and get
away?What then?' Grabo demanded suspicioudly.
Curt was ready for that. "Then you'll agreeto set
mysdlf and my friends down on some inhabited
world of the System.”

He knew better than to demand more. If he could
once assure Joan's safety, the pursuit of the
mutineers could be taken up later.

"| agreeto that, Future," said Kim lvan

promptly. "Now how do we start?’

For amoment, even Captain Future was daunted
by that question. It made him redize to thefull the
gppall magnitude of the thing they were about to
atempt.

How did you start building abig, complicated
gpace ship when you had literdly nothing but your
bare hands? He groaned mentally as he envisioned
the complexity of thousands of massve and
delicate parts which must be correctly fabricated
and assembled to form anavigable vessd.

It wouldn't do to show doubt. He quickly looked
around the hodtile, dien vigaof the mystery
planetoid.

"Our first step necessarily must be to establish
safe living-quartersfor ourselves and investigate
for food," he declared. "Then well make
preliminary survey for sources of theraw meaterids
well need.”

Kim lvan assented to that with anod. "I'm

hungry dready, and getting more so by the minute.”
George McClinton had opened hisfiber case of
prunes. The lanky, spectacled engineer stopped
munching the dried fruit to inquire:

"Anybody w-w-want some prunes? They're very
nHrenourishing.”

"Not until I'm hungrier than | am now, will | egt
those danged things,” growled EzraGurney. "When
you was snatchin' up somethin', why didn't you
snatch up a case of beef or somethin'’ like that?*
Captain Future and Kim Ivan, after abrief
colloquy, had decided that they must find asuitable
spot for abase nearer to the jungle. From the jungle
must come whatever food they could glean. And
the sulphurous air that clung over these lava-beds
made proximity to them unpleasant.

HE whole party sarted toward thejungle.
Itsgreen wall waslessthan ahdf-mile



away. They could see birds or winged crestures

T

flitting above the roof of the forest, and deduced the
presence of avaried anima life from the calsand
noises they had heard during the night.

Joan asked Curt an earnest question asthey
tramped forward. "Curt, isit redly possible to build
aship?! know you could do it if anybody could,
but can anybody do that?*

"Joan, | don't know," he admitted. "But our lives
hang on the answer, and it'sup to usto find out.”
"If we had unlimited time and materids, it might

be done," remarked the Brain pessmigticaly. "But
to doit in two months, with no toolsto begin with
and criminasfor workers--"

Grag's deep voice shouted from behind them,
interrupting. "Hey, Chief, this crazy Rollinger won't
comedong.”

The crazed scientist, whom Curt had deputed
Grag to keep an eye on, was refusing to accompany
the party toward the jungle. Rollinger's haggard
face was distorted by overpowering fear, and his
eyes were wild as he babbled objection.

"l won't go therel" he cried, peering terrifiedly
toward the distant jungle. "They are there -- the
mighty ones. | heard Them spesking last night, in
my mind. They know we are here, and They don't
likeit."

"Who's hetalking about?' Grag asked puzzledly,
as Curt and Otho and Joan came back.

"He'sjudt raving again." Otho commented.
Roallinger'svoiceroseto ashrill pitch. "They
warned lagt night that we must not stay here, that
They will kill usif wedo!"

"Fick him up and bring him dong, Grag,"

ordered Curt. "We can't delay now to soothe him."
Roallinger sruggled franticdly, but waslikea
childinthe grip of the gresat robot.

"Do you suppose there redly could be

intelligent, malign life on thisworld?' Joan asked
Curt.

"I doubot it. Welve seen no Sgnsof inteligent life
here so far,” Captain Future replied. "Of course,
we'relikely to find some very queer plant and
animd life here. For this planetoid doesn't belong
to our own System. It'sawanderer of the
intergtellar void, atiny planet that must long ago
have been torn away somehow from its parent sun.”
He continued thoughtfully. "Perhapsit has

drifted through space for ages. Undoubtedly it hasa
radioactive core that has furnished sufficient



warmth to support life on its surface. Evolution
might take some weird paths upon alittle, isolated
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worldlet likethis™

The greenwadll of the jungle loomed before them
inthefeeble daylight.

The castaways halted and stood silently looking
at the dien, grotesque forest.

It was composed chiefly of towering tree-ferns,
whose colossal fronds wereinterlaced by lianas and
vines. Thorny underbrush decked with brilliant
scarlet and yellow flowers, and big pae-green
mosses choked much of the space between the
trunks of the mighty ferns.

"Theréssomekind of anaturd clearingin

there," Kim Ivan reported to Curt. "Want togo in
and look it over?'

Captain Future nodded, and he and the big
Martian pushed their way beneath the shadow of
the towering ferns. The air was hot and steamy
ingdethe jungle, and many transparent-winged
insects flashed about them.

"Makesyou think of the Jovian forests, and yet
everything isdifferent,” Kim Ivan said soberly.
"Ah, herewe are."

They emerged into the natural clearing that lay a
littlewithin thejungle. It was actudly alow knall,
afew yards high and severd hundred yardsin
diameter.

OTHING grew within this clearing except

afew dozen gigantic cacti. They were

dark, barrel-shaped growths twelve feet high,
spineess and with fluted Sdes.

N

"Lucky, finding anaturd clearing likethis" Kim
Ivan remarked. "It'sjust what were looking for,
intit?"

Curt nodded. "We can build a stockade of fern-
trunks around it for protection against possible
beasts of prey. And it looks as though we could dig
agpring a that moist patch of ground.”

He turned to go back and bring the others, but
Kim Ivan ddayed him with ahand on hisarm. The
big Martian pirate had an oddly earnest expression
on hismassive, battered red face.

"Future, wait aminute. | got something to tell

you."

Curt looked at him keenly. "What isit?"

Kim Ivan scratched hisear. "Well, it'slikethis. |
know you got it in for me because | led the mutiny.



Not that I'm excusing that -- | till say anything's
better than Interplanetary Prison. Though if the
boys had obeyed my orders, there wouldn't have
been any killing."

Curt Newton wondered what this rambling
introduction was leading toward. "' So what?"
"Well, | gave you my word we'd work with you

al theway, trying to build this ship, and I'm a.chap
who keepshisword,” Kim lvan went on. "But |
can't always control the boys. So -- watch out for
Moremos!"

Captain Future giffened. "Isthat Venusan

dready planing to make trouble?’

"He hatesyou like poison,” Kim Ivan said. "He
was saying alittle bit ago that held figured out how
to get you and your pals, when the time came. And
I'm afraid some of the boyswould sdewith him. I'd
keep an eye open for death-traps, if | wasyou.”
Curt said thoughtfully, "1 doubt if hed try

anything right away, for building thisspace shipis
hisonly hopeswell asours. But I'll watch out for
his clever little traps. And thanks for the warning,
Kim."

"Don't thank me," disclaimed the big pirate

bluffly. "I'm not worried about you for any reason
except that you're our only chance of getting off
this cursed little world. | know that we can't build a
gpace ship out of nothing, but maybe you can.”
They went back and brought the rest of the
castaways to the clearing which they had selected
for an encampment. Then Cgptain Future issued
orders which were backed up by Kim lvan's
authority over the mutineers.
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"Thefirst essential isto build a stockade for
protection and to find food," he declared. "Then we
can build hutsfor living-quarters, and start work
assembling materids and toolsfor the ship.”

He formed them into work and foraging parties.
The former were to bring sgplings and vines with
which to build arough wall around the clearing.
The foraging groups were to look for fruits, nuts or
other possible edibles, and bring them back to the
Brain for inspection.

"Ezra, you stay here with Joan," Curt told the old
marshd. "How areyou, Rih Quili?"

"Theinjured young Mercurian lieutenant

gingerly touched his bandaged head. "It till achesa
little, but I'm fit for work now."

"Better takeit easy,” Curt advised. " And, Ezra,



keep an eye on Rallinger dl thetime.”

OHN ROLLINGER had exhibited an amost
pitiful terror of the jungle, and had had to be
dragged by Grag to this clearing. The crazed
Earthman now crouched, looking about the place
with wild, scared eyes.

J

Curt, Grag, Otho and George McClinton formed
one of thework parties. They plunged into the
shadowy green jungle of giant tree-fernsand
choking underbrush, in search of suitable materiad
for the stockade.

"If we had just ab-b-bush-knife, it would be al-
lot eesier,” mumbled the lanky McClinton, who
was munching dried prunes as he marched.

"Why not wish for an atomic blagter, while
youreat it?" suggested Otho. "Besides, thisis
where Grag comesin handy. He can tear up trees by
the roots. Y ou never saw anybody so strong.”
"Meaning that you'retrying to flatter meinto

doing dl thework," growled Grag. "Wdll, it won't
go, my dippery rubberoid friend.”

They were dready deep in the green jungle. Big
tree-fernsreared their glossy trunksfor fifty to Sixty
feet, bearing masses of flat fronds and spore-pods.
Y et these were not true pteridophytes at dl, but the
result of awholly different line of plant evolution,
which appeared not to rely on photosynthessasa
source of life.

There were other and even stranger trees. Huge
oneslike banyans reached out many leaflesslimbs
from amassive centrd trunk. Otherslooked like
big horse-tails. Club mossesflourished inthe
spaces between the crowding trunks, and creeping
vineswere everywhere. Many of the vinesand the
thorny smdler shrubs bore unfamiliar fruits.

Insect life was abundant. But most of the winged
arthropods possessed perfectly transparent wings
and were hard to see. There were no true feathered
birds, but white, bat-winged crestures were
numerous and noisy in the tree-tops. And Curt
Newton found tracks and other traces of animals
that were gpparently several speciesof smal
rodents.

"There doesn't seem to be any sign of large
animas" Captain Future declared. "Though dl the
lifehereissodienit'shard totell.”

George McClinton's spectacled face was
discouraged as he looked about the green gloom of
thejungle.

"It's certainly w-w-wild enough." Grag was



dready a work, uprooting saplings and ripping off
big branches from the tree-fernsto be stripped into
stockade-poles. The other three pitched in, but the
huge robot had the advantage here. His stedl arms
could bresgk tough limbs that the others could not
tackle.

Leaving atrail of trimmed polesbehind him,

Grag advanced toward one of the big banyan-like
trees. He seized one of itsleafless, drooping
branches. Ingtantly, the branch retdiated by seizing
him. It and others of the scores of branches coiled
around him like tough plant-tentacles and dragged
him toward the centrd trunk.

"Hey, Chief, thistregsfighting back!" ydled

Grag darmedly.

"It'ssomekind of carnivorousform of plant-life
that can devour animagl" Captain Future cried.
"Tear those branches away, Grag."

"l can't!" shouted the robot. "The cursed things
arestrong as stedl! It'saregular tangle-tree.”
CHAPTER VIII

The Cubics

AT least twenty of the tentacle-

like limbs had now coiled around

Grag. They werelifting hismassve

figure toward the centrd trunk. This
wasacylindrica massof fiber

twelvefeet in diameter. Thetangle

of branches grew from itssides, and

itstop was a huge, hollow calyx.
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Curt and the other two sprang forward to aid the
robot. But they were themsalves gripped by other
branches. Asthey sought to free themsdlves, Grag's
struggling form was being hoisted up into the air
and held above the hollow calyx of the tangle-tree.
From inside the huge calyx spurted up streams

of gticky green liquid that smeared the helpless
robot from head to foot. Grag yelled with fury at
this, but the sticky juices continued to spurt over
him.

"Thething is covering Grag with itsdigestive
juicesbeforeit eatshim!™ exclamed Curt. "Try to
reech him."

But they couldn't reach him. Each of them had a
coiling branch around him. Only the fact that most
of the tangle-treg's branches were occupied with
Grag madeit possible for them to avoid being
drawvninaso.

Grag, bellowing in rage and completely covered



by gticky plant-juice, was now being drawn
remorsalesdy down into the hollow calyx of the
trunk. He disgppeared ingde it, though his muffled
roaring still sounded.

"Good Lord, hesg-g-gone!" ssammered
McClinton. "The thing has d-d-devoured him."

But after afew moments, during which they

fought to free themsalves, Grag was suddenly
drawn up again from the calyx of thetree.

The robot was held as before, while the sticky
digestivejuices of the carnivorous tree spurted
again over hisraging figure.

Otho uttered amirthful shout as he tore himsdlf
freefrom the branch holding him. "Thetree
couldn't digest Grag'siron carcassthat time, 0 it's
goingtotry again."

In fact, Grag was now being drawn back down
into the cayx of the massvetrunk. Again camehis
muffled bellowing. Curt and McClinton had by
now managed to release themsdves aso.

But there was no need for the three to spring
forward to Grag's aid. For now the robot was being
hoisted up again out of the calyx. And with an
amost human gesture of disgppointment and
disgust, the tangle-tree's gripping branches hurled
the robot away. He flew through the air and lit upon
the soft ground some distance away, with a
resounding thud.

Otho collgpsed in afit of laughter when they
reached Grag's Sde. "Thething couldn't digest
Grag, nohow! I'll never forget how he looked
squirming up there with the tangle-tree hopefully
squirting sap over him!*

"Laugh, you misbegotten son of atest-tube!™
roared Grag furioudy.

The big robot was aludicrous figure, smeared
from head to foot with thick green plant-juice.
Curt, too, was shaking with mirth. "It'slucky the
tree did happen to grab you instead of one of us,"
he consoled the angry robot. "Any one of uswould
havefound it no joke."

Grag ruefully tried to clean himsdlf off. "Of an

the screwy forms of lifethat | ever --"

Captain Future suddenly interrupted, holding up
hishand sharply. "Listen! | heard acry!"

A digant yell came to them through the green
gloom of theweird forest.

"One of the other parties has run into trouble!”
Curt exclamed. "Comeon!"

They plunged through the junglein thedirection
from which the cry had come. Now they could hear



achorus of darmed voices.

It was one of the work-parties headed by Grabo,
the Jovian, that was doing the shouting. The squat
Jovian pirate turned as Curt and his companions
appeared.

"Look at thosethingd" he exclaimed. "We don't
know what to make of 'em."

URT NEWTON stared. Hetoo, in all his
extensive experience with the strangelife

of far worlds, had seen no creatures such asthese.
C

There were six of the creatures, and they were
busgly working in alittle open glade of the forest.
Each of the thingslooked like a giant centipede,
with an oddly geometrica body eight feet long and
many square legs set dong it. They were carrying
dabs of gonedong.

A closer look reveded the amazing details of

their appearance. Each of these big creatures
appeared to be composed of scores of small, living
fleshy pink cubes. Each cube was four inches
square, and had two twinkling, bright little eyes and
asmal mouth-opening.

"Why, | never saw anything like these before,"
Captain Future muttered, stepping forward.

"Y ou haven't seen the hdf of it yet!" exclamed
Grabo. "They can split themsaves up when we Start
toward 'em. Look at 'em! They'redoing it again!"
Thewaeird, geometrical crestures had until now
ignored Curt Newton and the others, diligently
resuming their work of carrying away the stone
dabs.
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But now, as Captain Future approached, the
centipede creatures suddenly dropped the dabs and
then underwent an incredible transformation.

Their big, geometrical bodies disintegrated.

They broke up into the scores of living cubes of
which they were composed. Each cube was
revealed to be a separate, living creature. Each had
eight tiny clawsor legs, one a each corner of its
cubical body, aswell asits own eyes and mouth
and ears.

These hundreds of cube-crestures scurried

swiftly together, and joined into asingle big figure.
Theliving cubesjoined tightly, each to the next, by
ingtantly hooking their tiny claws together.

Silently and quickly asthough by magic, the
cubica creatures had combined to form atowering,
semi-human figure ten feet high. It advanced on



square, socky legswith its massive armsraised
menacingly toward the Futuremen.

"Get back!" Curt Newton cried warning. "The
cresturesthink we're hogtile.”

They hastily recoiled. Grabo and the mutineers
aready had fdlen back, and George McClinton was
gaping incredoudly.

The geometrical mongter hdted its advance. As
though satisfied they had nothing moreto fear, the
cube-creatures that composed it broke up into
separate units. Quickly, they recombined into the
sx centipede-figures. Then, carrying the stone
dabs, they camly disappeared into thejungle.
"Did | dream that or have | been drinking radium
highballs?' gagped Otho. "What the devil arethose
freskish little cubics?'

"That's agood name for them -- the Cubics,"
Captain Future commented. "Asto their nature, it
seems pretty obviousthat they're smal animas
who have devel oped to a great degree the faculty of
living in a cooperative community. Just likeahive
of bees or acolony of beavers, only more s0."
"But how can thelittle devils go through those
quick formations of theirswithout any hesitation or
discusson?' marvelled Grabo.

Curt thought he could guess. "They must be
constantly in telepathic rapport with each other.
Something likethe "hive mind" of the bees, even
further developed. Maybe the individud
intelligence of each Cubic poolsinto agroup-
intdligence, just astheir bodies combine. They're at
least semi-intelligent, judging from the way they
wereworking."

HE discovery of the Cubics made dl of

them more cautious in the hours of work

that followed. It wasincreasingly evident that their
former surmise was correct, and that evolutionin
plant and animd life had indeed followed strange
paths upon this age-long isolated planetoid.

T

What other uncanny formsof life might haunt

the dense fern-jungles, they wondered? And what if
the Cubics themsalves should prove definitely
hostile? They could be, Curt Newton realized,
formidable enemies. And the tangle-trees, which
seemed numerous, were a constant danger.

By sunset of that day, they bad gathered in the
clearing amass of strong poles sufficient to build a
stockade. The foraging parties had aso brought
back amass of fruits, berries and nuts. These were
of every shape and color, and most of them were



utterly unfamiliar in gppearance.

The Brain, whose knowledge of planetary

botany was encyclopedic, had ingpected the fruits
and had ruled out afew which he considered likely
to be poisonous. The castaways ate hungrily of the
others, finding abig, spherica, meaty nut the most
nourishing.

"Well need mest, too," Captain Future declared.
"Therearegmal animasin thejungle. Any of you
know anything about trapping?’

Grabo, the squat green Jovian, nodded. "1 used

to trap ‘diggers in thejungle north of Jovopalis,
when | was akid on Jupiter. All | needed wasa
cord to make into asnarefor their runways."
"Take acouple of men and get some snares set
tomorrow," Curt suggested. "Y ou can make the
cordsfrom srips of clothing.”

George McClinton distastefully put down avery
ripe, squashy yellow fruit of egg shape which he
had been eating.

"Too m-m-messy,” hesaid. "And it doesn't have
the f-f-flavor of a p-p-prune.”

Thetiny disk of the Sun wassinking again

toward the horizon. The shadows of the grotesque,
towering cacti in the center of the clearing grew
longer .

Night wasfaling. The sarswere aready

pricking forth in the dusking sky, and the heavens
eastward showed aquivering red glare from the
volcanoes and lava-beds there.

"I think," Curt decided. "that wed better keep a
fire going nights until we have our stockade up.
Weve dready learned that there are formidable
formsof lifeonthisworldlet.”
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A fire of dry fern-logs soon blazed up near the
center of the clearing. Curt had kindled it by
ariking sparks from his sedlite belt-buckle against
ahard stone. The castaways gathered around it as
though taking comfort from it asthe night
deepened.

Captain Future musingly looked around the
circle of many firdit faces. What an oddly assorted
company they were, he thought. Joan'slovely face,
and McClinton's spectacled, serious countenance.
Otho lalling indolently with dant eyeswatching the
blaze, and young Rih Quili's bandaged head. Kim
Ivan's massive, jovia red face, and Grabo and old
Tuhlus Thuun and fat Boraboll, and Moremaos
sulking festures and secretive eyes. And the Brain



poised outsdethe circle alittle, while big Grag
stood in the shadows keeping watch upon the
raving John Rollinger.

"Weve got afire and somefood,” Kim Ivan was
saying, "and tomorrow well put up astockade and
some huts. Then what?"

"Y es, what then?' Moremos asked Captain

Future with an open sneer. "Just how do we start
building a space ship with our bare hands?'

Curt answered tersdy. "Our first need will be
tools -- durable metal tools. Let's see how much
metal we have among us.”

Theresult of theinventory of their possessons
was discouraging. They had afew metd trinkets
and buckles. One of McClinton's engineers had a
smadl chromaoy wrench.

F course, they al had their gravity-belts.

Every interplanetary traveler constantly

wore his belt, whose compact gravitation-equaizer
made hisweight the same on any world. But they
couldn't sacrifice their belts, without suffering
dangerous effects from the low gravitation of the
little planetoid.

O

"| dso got abig package of chewin'rid, if that's
any good," dhrilled old Tuhlus Thuun.

" And | havethisc-c-case of p-prunes,” stuttered
McClinton.

"Thereisn't enough meta hereto do usany

good,” Curt Newton declared. "WEell have to make
our own stedlitetools, from scratch.”

"Say, what about Grag?' Otho asked. "Theré'sa
ton of meta in his carcass. If we melted him down
"l heard that!" bellowed Grag from out in the
shadows where he was watching Rollinger.

Kim lvan asked gloomily, "How're we going to
get seditefor tools?

Captain Future shrugged. "WEell haveto locate
iron deposits, and smelt the meta out, and make
our own dloys. It won't be easy, but it'sthe first
essentid step toward building aship.”

"And then what will be the next?' Boraboall
squeaked skepticaly.

"Then well try building an aomic smdter for
large-scale operations,” Curt answered. " Some of
us can be reconnoitering thisworldlet in the
meantime for the raw materials we're going to need.
Chromium, beryllium, manganese, copper, cacium,
and about forty or fifty others.

They dl seemed dashed by the magnitude of the



task proposed. To many of them, the difficulties
looked insuperable.

"How do we know well find any of those
elements here?' Ezra objected. "Those are elements
of our own Solar System, but this planetoid ain't a
part of our System. It'sfrom way off in the Galaxy,
yousad."

The Brain woke from his brooding reverieto
answer that. "The matter of thewhole Galaxy is
largely homogenousin nature, for dl itsstarshad a
common cosmic origin. The remotest suns show
the spectra of much the same e ements as our own
Sun. We should find most of the needed elements
here, though on thissmall body afew of them may
not be present.”

"Isthis planetoid redly awanderer from some
distant star-system?" Joan asked Curt with eager
interest.

He nodded. "It must be. Probably it wastorn
away from its parent-star by some gravitationd
disturbance, and has been drifting through the void
ever snce”

"A little gar, faling done through space for

ages," Joan murmured. "L et uscal it by that name
-- Adafdl!"

Thefire died down, and they split into separate
groupsto prepare for deep. George McClinton had
prepared amattress of soft fern-fronds for Joan,
which thelanky engineer shyly showed her.

"It's not m-m-much, but it's b-better than the
ground,” he stuttered, and retreated awkwardly
from her thanks.

Shelooked at Captain Future with pretended
indignation. "Why didn't you think of that?"

Curt grinned. "I don''t believe in pampering my
women."
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"Y our women!" she echoed scornfully. "There's
no other girl besde mysdf who'd wastetimeon a
crazy, foot-loose planeteer like you."

He chuckled as he turned away. The otherswere
aready stretched out, adeep. Thefirehad died to
glowing embers, but the red glare of the smoking
volcanoes eastward cast weird, flickering shadows
in the camp.

Curt went to where Grag was standing guard
besde John Rollinger. He bad bound the crazed
stientist's feet to prevent him from fleeing. For
Rollinger was till muttering and babbling in
unabated terror .



"I hear," Rollinger was muttering, his mad,
brilliant eyes staring into nothingness. "'l hear, but |
cannot obey --"

Grag asked uneasily, "What do you suppose he's
raving about? He gets on my nerves.”

"He'sjust delirious,” Curt said. "It'sapity -- a
finemind like that, irretrievably wrecked."
Captain Future stretched out tiredly on the
ground nearby. The night air was growing chill, and
he wrapped his zipper-jacket more tightly around
him.

As he dropped off to deep, the low, babbling
mutter of the crazed Earthman scientist was the last
sound in hisears.

CHAPTERIX

The Work Begins

CURT awakened

suddenly. It was till dark,

and everything was

drenched with acold dew.

But by the shifting of the

garry sky, he perceived that

he had dept for severd

hours.

He soon discovered what

had awakened him.

Roallinger'sravingshed

become louder and Shriller,

were ascending to a

frenzied pitch. Curt quickly rose and went over to
the spot where Grag was standing watch over the
madman.

"No, do not make me!" Rollinger was gasping.

"l cantdoit-- | can't!"

The man'sface wasfrantic in the starlight, and

his body was writhing and shuddering.

"Chief, he's been getting worse by the minute!™
Grag reported. "He keeps talking to somebody he
cdlsthe Dwdlers™

Curt knelt by the bound madman, and spoke
earnestly in an effort to reach that dimmed,
distorted mind.

"Rollinger, what are you afraid of 7'

The man'swild eyeslooked up a him, asthough
dimly recognizing him.

"The Dwdlerd™ gasped the madman. "The
hidden lords of thisworld, whose powers are
strange and mighty! They have been spesking to me
inmy mind, have been commanding meto do that
which | cannot do.”

Captain Future frowned. There was something



uncanny about the raw, shuddering terror of the
Crazed scientist.

"Chief, do you suppose there could be mdign
cregtures on thisworld that he can sense but we
can't?' Grag asked inalow voice. "Theré€'s
scientific proof thet an unhinged mind ismore
sengtive to outside telepathic influencesthan a
sound mind," muttered Grag.

Curt fdlt definitely uneasy. He straightened and
looked around the gtarlit, deeping camp.

"There don't seem to be any intruders here. You
didn't see anything strange, did you?"

Grag shook hishead. "No, nothing at al. And
everyone e se has been deeping, except for that
Neptunian mutineer, Luug, | saw moving around a
littlebit ago.”

"Maybe Luug saw something,” Captain Future
murmured. "I'll seeif hedid."

He went through the camp, searching the
deepersfor Luug. To hissurprise, he could not find
the Neptunian anywhere in the camp. The ex-bandit
had disappeared.

Kim lvan awoke with catlike dertness as Curt
renewed his search for the missng man. The big
Martian. ingtantly got to hisfeet.

"What's the matter? Something wrong?' he
demanded.

"I'm afraid s0," answered Captain Future. "Y our
friend Luug ismissing. Grag saw him moving
about, but now he'sgone.”

Others were awakening, aroused by the
Martian'sloud voice. They looked at each other
unessily.
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"Seeif anyonedseismissng,” ordered Kim
Iven, frowning.

They soon discovered that one other of the
mutineers had also disappeared, alittle Mercurian
ex-thief.

"Maybe the two of them just went out into the
jungle and will come back," suggested Boraboll,
the fat Uranian, hopefully.

"They wouldn't go prowling around in that
jungleby night,” Kim lvan said emphaticdly. "If
they |eft the camp, it was because they were
dragged out of it."

"Future seems to know more about it than
anyonedse" said Moremosinsnuaingly.

The gathered mutineers understood the
Venusan's velled accusation. They turned hard



eyes upon Curt Newton.

"I know no morethan you do,". Curt said

quigtly.

"Future couldn't have made away with Luug and
the other,"” Kim Ivan said loudly. "Not without
some sound that would've roused us dl.”

"l don't know," muttered old Tuhlus Thuun.

OHN ROLLINGER interrupted. The crazed
scientig, il lying bound under Grag's guard
nearby, was sobbing hysterically.

J

"We must leave thisworld!™ he screamed.
"Unlesswe leave, the Dwdlerswill kill usal!”
"What's he talking about -- the Dwdllers?' Kim
Ivan asked puzzledly.

"The hidden ones -- the mighty lords -- they
watch us now and they wait!" raved Rollinger.
Grabo, the Jovian, stirred uneadily, hisdark face
nervousin expression. "l don' likethisplace. It'sas
spooky as the Place of the Dead, on Jupiter.”
"Do you spose there could be critters of some
kind on this planetoid cunning enough to stedl into
the camp and carry away them two men?"' asked
EzraGurney.

Surely we'd have seen any creatures as
inteligent asthat,”" objected Joan, eyes bright with
concentration.

"I don't know," Curt muttered. "Everyhing about
thisplanetoid isdien, different from the life of our
own System. It comes from remote regions of the
gaaxy, and during itsages of isolation, its
evolution hastaken different paths.”

There was an uneasy slence. The night suddenly
seemed pregnant with mysterious menace. Thelow
cdlsof smdl animals and the squesk of birdsfrom
the dark surrounding jungle fell upon tensdy
ligening ears.

Had some formidable beast of prey actudly
entered the camp and dain the Neptunian and
Mercurian, it would not have have been so
terrifying asthis baffling disappearance of the two
men. It wasthe unearthly mystery of it that chilled
them. Their minds conjured pictures of maign and
dien creatures lurking out therein the dark,
watching and waiting.

"Themog intelligent-lookin' creetures weve

seen on this planetoid are the Cubics," drawled
Ezra. "Do you spose they're the Dwellers?’
"They didn't look of high inteligence" Curt sad
doubtfully. "Besdes, how could they enter the
camp and make off glently with two men?'



"Luug and the Mercurian must have went
deepwalking into the jungle and got grabbed by
some besadt," Kim Ivan growled.

"Just the same, | propose we post our own
guards at night to prevent any more 'degpwalking’,”
said Moremos, glancing toward Curt Newton.

For the remaining few hours of that night they

sat around thefire, talking in low voices. All
redlized more completely than ever beforethe dien
nature of thiswandering worldlet from outer space.
What dark riddlewasit hiding?

The coming of day was ardief to srained

nerves. Almost cheerfully, they breskfasted on fruit
and berries. Then Captain Future got to hisfeet and
incisvely addressed them.

"We've got to organize our operations, if wereto
get anywhere with the task ahead of us," he
declared.

He was a confidence-inspiring figure ashe

stood, histall, rangy figure and red head silhouetted
againg the pale sunrise, hiskeen gray eyes
sweeping their faces. But he was not nearly so
confident as helooked. Hewas alittle
overwhelmed by the audacity of what they were
about to attempt.

"Firgt, we've got to complete the stockade

around this knoll and build some huts" he stated.
"Others of us haveto form regular foraging parties
to supply fruit, roots, and small meat-animdsif
possble”

IM IVAN spoke up. "I'll superintend the

building of the stockade and huts. And

Grabo can take care of the food-supply. He says he
knows how to set traps for the animals whose traces
K
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wesaw inthejungle.”

Curt nodded. "I'll leave dl that to you, then,” he
told Kim Ivan. "The Futuremen and | will begin an
exploratory survey for the metdlic ores and other
materidswell require. That's our first step toward a
ship."

Thebig clear knoll soon was buzzing with

activity. Kim Ivan's stentorian voice bellowed
orders, supervising alarge party of the mutineersin
hauling fern-poles from the jungle and setting them
up in astockade and in framework for huts.

Grabo had chosen adozen of the men and had
goneinto the fern-forest to set the anima-snares he
had improvised from sirips of clothing. Other of the



men were dready bringing in fruits and roots.

Curt asked Ezra Gurney, "Will you stay here and
keep an eye on Moremos? | don't think hell try to
make any red trouble until we have built aship.
But | don't want to take any chances.”

"l understand,” nodded the veteran marshd. "I'll
watch that varmint.”

Captain Future and Grag and Otho and the Brain
st forth eastward upon their quest for ores,
accompanied by George McClinton and Joan. The
girl had ingsted upon going.

Curt headed toward the nearby region of

volcanic activity. All around that region were
chasms and crevasses that had been split by the
recent seismic disturbances.

"Our best chance of finding surface deposits of
iron, beryllium and the other oreswe need, isin
those chasms," he pointed out. "We haveto find the
suff in easly worked surface deposits at firgt, for
asyet we have no toolsfor mining.”

"When | think of all thework ahead of us, | wish

| was back home on the Moon,” Otho said
gloomily.

They approached the black fields of solidified

lava. Beyond that crusted expanse lay the smoking
vdleysthrough which camethe duggish red rivers
of molten rock that flowed down from the towering
volcanoes. The sulphurous fumes half-veiled the
forbidding vigta

Curt Newton turned to the Brain. "Simon, will

you reconnoiter as many of the chasms and gorges
asyou can? See what deposits of ores you can spot.
Well beworking northward, from here.”

The Brain glided off upon hismisson, looking

like aglittering flying cube as he shot away through
the pale sunlight upon histraction-beams. He was
quickly out of Sght.

George McClinton, to whom Simon was not as
familiar asto the others, looked after the Brain with
marveling wonder .

"If the Brain can f-f-fly like that so easily, w-w-
why couldn't he f-f-fly back to the System for
help?' he asked.

Curt shook his head. "Simon derives the power
for his beams from atiny atomic generator indde
hiscase. It holds acharge of fuel sufficient for
many hours activity, but not enough for along
flight in space”

"That remindsme," Grag said dismayedly, "I'll

be needing copper and other elementsfor fuel for
my own generators pretty soon. Otherwise, my



power will run down."

Otho told therobot, "That's al right -- when

your power runs out, we can make some swell tools
out of you. Yes, Sir, you're going to come in mighty
handy, Grag."

"Chief, will you make Otho quit threstening

me!" demanded Grag angrily. "Hes getting on my
nerves by histalk of usng mefor metd."

"He can use up some of hiswind climbing down
into this crevice and progpecting for iron, " Captain
Future said acidly asthey started forward.

They had been moving northward and had come
to adeep crevasse driven in the rock of the
planetoid by quakes. It was quite narrow and its
jagged walswere dmogt vertical.

THO'S rubbery figure went down the walls
asthough hewere afly. Presently his

voice echoed hollowly up to them.

O

"Y es, there's nickel-iron down here. Lookslike
the core of Agarfdl.”

"That'swhat | was hoping for ," Curt declared. "l
figured from its massthat Agarfal would have a
nickel-iron core like most planetoids and planets,
and that itsrock crust could not be athick one."
They went back to the jungle and secured a
quantity of tough vines from which they fashioned
agtrong, flexible ladder. Curt and Grag went down
thisinto the gloomy depths of the crevasse.
Glittering outcrops of nickdl-iron oreswere
plentiful in the bottom of the chasm. But digging
out the ore without tools was another matter. Here
Grag's great strength cameinto play. With afew
chunks of hard rock for hammers, the big robot
loosened small masses of ore.

Joan and McClinton had woven wicker baskets
which they let down by avinerope. Thusthe
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masses of ore were hauled to the surface. It was
dow, toilsome work. The day was waning when
they findly had enough of the orefor Captain
Future'simmediate purposes.

The Brain had returned and made hisreport. "
investigated a good many of the chasms. And |
found indications of copper, manganese, chromium
and severd other of the oreswe need.”

Helisted them all, and Curt Newton listened
intently. He asked then, "What about the beryllium,
cdciumand lead? They'revitd."

"I've not found any of them yet," admitted the



Brain. "There are sgns of possble beryllium: and
lead depositsin that huge gorge between the double
range of volcanoes. But | didn't risk going far down
intoit, for, that abyssishighly dangerous. The
terrific air-currents, heat and fumesfrom the lavaat
its bottom make it a veritable canyon of chaos.”
"The Canyon of Chaos sounds like agood name
for that place, at that," remarked Otho.

"It's hardly worth while naming placeson a

world that's going to blow up two months from
now," grumbled Grag.

The Sun was sinking when they returned to the
camp. The transformation there proved that Kim
Ivan and his men had been a work.

The stockade around the knoll was roughly
complete. A spring had been dug. The framework
of adozen huts was up, and severa had aready
been thatched with flat fronds. The huge, barrel-
shaped cacti in the clearing had been | eft
untouched, since to attempt to cut down those giant
growthswould have entailed immense labor for no
particular reason.

"Not bad,” Kim Ivan admitted when Curt
complimented him on the day'swork. "It won't take
uslong to finish up the huts now."

RABO and histrappers soon returned

from thejungle. "We eat tonight, and not

just fruit,” proclaimed the Jovian complacently.

G

They had snared four plump, rodent-like animals
ashig assmdl pigs. And they had brought severd
new varieties of ediblefruits.

"But that jungleisadevilish place.” sworethe
Jovian."Besde those cursed tangle-trees, there's
gmaller plantsthat eat insectsand birdsin the same
way. | never saw such evil plant-life asthisworld
hes”

Nevertheless, the animals made a palatable sort

or stew. Although he didn't eat. the Brain passed
upon the flesh as being harmless and containing
nutriment. He waved his eye-stalks questioningly
when Cgptain Future thoughtfully fished acouple
of bones out of the stew and offered them for his
ingoection.

"What isit, lad?' he asked.

"Note the glazed appearance of these bones,"

said Curt. "Just an interesting side problem, but do
you make the samething | do of the skeletdl
gructure of mammals here?'

"Siliciferous compoundd™ ex-clamed the Brain

at once. "The bony structure of crestures on



Adafal are built up from slicon. Altogether
different from Earthly specimens. It's
unmistekable.”

"Exactly,” said Captain Future, nodding. He
turned to spesk to one of the cooks.

"Savethe skins of those animasfor me” he
requested. "I'll need them tomorrow.

"To build the space ship?' sneered Moremos,
who had returned with the Jovian.

"Y es, to build the ship," Curt nodded, with a
camanile

He and Grabo scraped and cleaned the hides that
night, and he used strong fiber threads and athorn
needle to sew two of them together into arude but
effective bellows. Thishe mounted in arough
wooden frame.

It was late when he finished thiswork by the
firdight. Joan had retired to the smdlest hut, which
had been assigned for her use. Most of the
mutineers and others were aso dready adeep.
Grag had taken up histirdessand deepless
waich. And old Tuhlus Thuun and Boraboll were
remaining awake and watchful tonight, too.
"I'mgoingtoturnin,” Curt yawned,

draightening. "How's Rollinger?"

"Multtering alittle, but not as noisy ashewas

last night," Grag replied. "1 think he'squieting
down."

The crazed scientist was now confined in one of
the other small huts. He had been subdued and
slent dl during the day.

CHAPTER X

Dread Warning

CURT dept heavily. When he awakened and
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went out into the sunrise,

he found Kim Ivan

swvearing.

"Thereissomething

cursed spooky about this

place" declared the big

Martian. "l had queer

dreamsall night -- as

though somebody was

takinginsgde my mind."

Boraboll spoke

nervoudy. "Nothing

happened dl night. And

nothing came near the camp that we could see or



That day, while most of the mutineers resumed
thework of building the huts and replenishing the
food-supply, Captain Future and his party began the
next step of their task.

"Weve got iron ore, and now we've got to smelt
it out for stedl," Curt stated. " Since we don't have
any atomic smelter, well have to go back to ancient
ways."

He supervised the bringing of massve stones,

and the building of them into asmall furnace. They
had no cod with which to firethis, but the Brain
had located a deposit of combustible peat in one of
the swampy sections of the jungle.

Curt Newton attached his rude bellowsto the
stone furnace. He used its draft to fan the pest fire
he kindled insde. Then he arranged amass of the
nicke-iron ore insde the furnace. When the ore
became molten, heforced air through it by hard
pumping on the bellows.

"Thisarrangement goes back to primitive

times," he commented. "It's crude, but well haveto
use crude ways until we have sometools.”

When the forced air had reduced the oreto a
mass of molten iron, Captain Future added asmall
quantity of carbon.

"Hey, that isn't the way you make stedlite”
objected Otho.

"We can't make amodern stedlite aloy without
beryllium and other e ements which we haven't got
yet," Curt retorted. "Well haveto be satisfied at
first with this old-fashioned sted."

The product of hislaborsfor the day weretwo
chunks of solid stedl. One, which was much larger
than the other, was roughly shaped to serveasan
anvil. The other Curt attached to alimber wooden
handle, converting it into acrude but heavy
forging-hammer.

Joan looked alittle disappointedly at these two
unlovely products of their day'stoil.
"It'swonderful that you've been able to make
them, but they seem along way off fromabig,
complex gpace ship,”" she murmured.

"They're the seeds of aspace ship,” Curt old her.
"Y ou have to crawl before you can walk.
Remember that were sarting here completely
empty-handed. That means that were forced to
retrace alot of the steps by which thousands of
generations of men ascended from the discovery of
fireto the building of space ships.”

All during the next two days, he kept their
improvised furnace and forge at work. McClinton



was his chief helper, while Otho untiringly pumped
the bellows and Grag utilized hishuge strengthin
bringing fresh masses of ore from the surface
working they had discovered.

Kim lvan had detailed a party of the mutineersto
dig that ore and help transport it to the camp. The
Brain was away from dawn till dark each day,
searching .the face of Agtarfall for the other needed
elements. He had aready managed to locate
deposits of severd of them.

Thefirst thing which Captain Future best out

upon their forge was the stedl framework for a
larger and more efficient smelter. When that was
going, alarger amount of better quality sted began
to result.

"Weredill only in thefirst stages of tooling up,”
Curt declared. "We can't redly make any start on
ship-building until we have atomic power and an
atomic smdter for turning out high-grade light
dloys"

"Why don't you start on that right away, then?"
Joan wanted to know. "Be reasonable, woman,”
pleaded Captain Future. " An atomic power set-up
requires certain chemicaswhich we can't dig out
until we have strong sted toolsfor mining.”

HEY were concentrating now upon making

tough stedl picks, bars and other toolsfor

mining operations. Each tool had to be beaten into
shape upon their forge. The camp rang with the
clangorous hammering.

T

By now, the huts had been completed and a
routine system of gathering and preparing food set
up. These last few nights had brought no recurrence
of the mysterious disappearances, dthough severa
others beside Kim Ivan had complained of

36

THE FACE OF THE DEEP

uncannily oppressive dreams. The stockade gate
was guarded each night by a couple of the
mutinears.

"Now," said Captain Future on the fourth
morning, "we can start mining copper and the other
elements we need for the next step.”

"I told you of the copper-ore deposit | found,”
sad the Brain. "But I've till not located any
cacium, berylliumor lead."

"L et me scout for those and the other elements
we dtill lack," begged Otho. "I can maybe find them
where Smon would missthem.”

"All right, you can prospect the chasms



northwest of the volcanic area,” Curt acceded. "The
rest of uswill start copper-mining today ."

Otho departed upon his prospecting mission.
Captain Future, Grag, M cClinton and Rih Quili
gathered their new tools and started out for
preliminary work upon the copper deposit the Brain
had located. Joan was ready to accompany them,
but Curt firmly overruled her thistime, leaving her
standing rebellioudy outside the stockade. But
before they had gone far through thejungle, he
stopped.

"| thought | heard Joan calling,” he said.

"Ligten!"

They heard Joan's voice raised sharply again, in
an exclamation that had more of anger than fear in
it.

Instantly Curt plunged back through the jungle
the way they had come. When he cameinto sight of
the stockade, a sudden tide of red fury pulsed
through hisbrain.

Joan was struggling angrily in the arms of
Moremos. The green-skinned Venusian was
laughing as he drew her toward him.

"You arealittlewildcat," he chuckled.

Indl the years, Captain Future had killed more
than one man. But dways he had dain asthe
personification of stern, icy justice. He had dmost
never before fet the hot, raging desireto day that
now flung him forward.

Moremosthrust the girl away and recoiled
gartledly. Next moment Curt had him by the throat.
The Venusan fought furioudy, asavage hate
flaming in his eyes as he sought a deadly swamp-
man'sgrip.

"Curt, wait!" Joan pleaded appalled by the
terrible expression upon hisface, one she had never
seen there before.

Captain Future did not even hear her. Theraging
desreto kill bad momentarily made him forget dl
his own sKkill in super ju-jitsu. He broke Moremaos
deadly grip by sheer strength, and dammed the
Venusian down to the ground like adall. His
fingerstightened on the man'sthroat.

Then big hands gripped Curt's collar and pulled
him back off the VVenusian. Grabo and a score of
the other mutineers had come running from the
camp.

Moremos staggered up, hisfacelivid. hisvoicea
choking gasp. "Future. I'll pay you for this, too. It
addsto an old debt.”

"Let go of the Chief!" roared anew voice. Grag



had followed Curt back and now charged on the
scene, ready for battle.

"What the devil's going on here?' bellowed Kim
Ivan. The big Martian was pushing hisway through
the crowd.

"Future wastrying to kill Moremos!" squesked

fat Boraboll.

Curt made no explanations. But hisvoicewasa
throbbing whisper as he spoke to the Venusian.

"If ever you so much astouch Joan again,

nothing will Sop mefrom killing you."

A growl camefrom the mutineers. Their deep

and ancient feud against Futuremen and the Petrol
flamed quickly to the surface.

At that moment came alow, grinding roar from

far benesth ther feet. The ground quivered dightly
under them, and then shook wildly.

The powerful and unexpected shock threw them
from their feet. They heard the crash of some of the
huts collapsing, and a section of the stockade near
them fdl inward.

Thefat Uranian mutineer uttered a screech and
there were cries of alarm from others. Curt Newton,
scrambling to Joan's side, felt the ground rolling
and heaving sickeningly under them. Then the
shocks subsided, and the grinding roar of
diastrophism died away.

"Gods of space, that was the worst tremor yet!™
gasped Grabo.

They looked at each other in atense slence. All
realized that the quakes were now growing stronger
as Agarfall approached near the critical distance
from the System a which it would be shattered and
desroyed.

THO had st out in high spiritsupon his
prospecting expedition that morning. The

restless android, dwaysimpatient of monotony had
@)
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been chafing during the lasst few days of Sed-
making.

He swung eastward through the jungle and then
gtarted around the rim of the greet region of
earthquake-riven chasms and smoking black lava-
beds whose center was the towering double range
of active volcanoes. Ashe moved aong, he
mentaly listed the raw materiasthey till lacked.
"Cobdt, beryllium, lead, calcium, and about a
dozen others," Otho thought ruefully. "We might do
without afew of thosein apinch. But there just



can't be any space ship without beryllium and
cddum.”

Beryllium wasimportant, for it was the chief
ingredient of the metalic aloy whose strength and
lightness were necessary for the congtruction of a
gpace ship hull.

Cdcium was even morevitd. A smdl anount of

it was an absol ute necessity before aship's
cyclotrons could operate to produce atomic power.
For cacium wasthe only inhibitory catdys that
could control the production of atomic power from
copper, and prevent a disastrous explosion.
"Soit'sup to meto find the Suff,” the android

told himsdf determinedly.

The Brain had sketched for Otho arough
diagram of the chasms around the volcanic region.
Many of these Simon had not closely explored.
Otho began a systematic exploration of them.
The rubbery android could climb like no other
being in the System.

He went down into thefirst chasm by
imperceptible holds on the jagged wall.

Hiskeen, scientificaly trained eyes strained in

the dusk to inspect the rock formations.

With the smal steel hammer he had brought, he
tapped loose samples here and there. A streak of
bluish ore he uncovered at one spot proved to be
cobalt, one of the necessary materias. But he found
none of their other requirementsin that chasm.

He clambered back up out of it and stood
panting upon itsrim, looking alittle dashedly
across the wilderness of lavaand crevasses.

"No wonder Simon couldn't explore dl these
cracks," hethought. "I've picked mysdlf ajob.”
He resolutely went on to explore the next chasm.
Butinit, hefound nothing a dl. Otho felt
increasngly worried about the lack of beryllium
and calcium as he climbed back to the surface.
The beryllium would soon be needed for hull-
congtruction, and afew pounds of the calcium
catalyst must be found before their projected ship
could leave thisworld.

As he reached the surface, he suddenly recoiled.
A hdf-dozen weird creatures had emerged from the
jungle and were sllently marching acrossthe lava:
beds nearby. They looked like gigantic centipedes.
Then Otho recognized them as aband of the
Cubics, the weird little cooperative cubica
creatures they had dready seen. The things had
grouped together into the centipeda formations.
They were solemnly crossing the lava-beds



toward the towering double range of volcanoes.
"Now what the devil arethey going out there
for?' Otho wondered. "They must know it's
dangerous around the vol canoes.”

The Cubics were heading toward the gigantic
canyon between the vol cano-ranges, that which the
castaways had named the Canyon of Chaos.

The weird creatures gpproached a point some
distance dong the rim of that terrifying abyss, and
then disgppeared down into it.

"Holy space-imps, what reason can they have for
entering that devilish place?' muttered the android.
Y STIFIED and intrigued, Otho Started

out across the lava-beds after the Cubics.

He picked hisway asthey had done, across the hot
expanses of olidified lava

M

Swirling smoke made him cough and gasp for
breath. But he pressed on until he reached the rim
of the Canyon of Chaos at the point where the
Cubics had entered it. He peered down into the
abyss.

The Canyon was afearsome spectacle. Many
mileslong, amileinwidth, and amost that in
depth, its gloomy rock walls sank downward amost
verticaly everywhere. Far below, aglowing,
narrow river of crimson lavacrawled aong the
floor of thetitan gorge.

Sulphurous smoke and blasts of superhested air
screamed up from its depths. Thelavariver at its
floor, Otho perceived, bubbled up from fiery
gorings at the north end of the canyon and flowed
down itslength and away through an underground
chasm at the southern end.

"But where did the Cubics go?' he muttered,
trying to peer down through the rushing smokes.
Then Otho perceived that a precarious pathway
led downward from where he crouched, aong the
steep wall below him. The creatures he had
followed had obviously descended by that path.
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He was on the point of starting down after them,
when he glimpsed them returning up the pathway.
At once Otho ducked behind amass of rocks for
conceal ment.

The Cubics, dill joined in groupsto form the
centipede-like figures, emerged laborioudy from
the abyss. But now each of these cooperative
figures carried with it achunk of rock shot with
gray metdl.



"That rock islead-bearing,” Otho thought

swiftly. "That's good-we need lead. But what are
they going to do with it?"

There was no apparent answer to that riddle.

The Cubics started marching back acrossthe
lava-beds toward the jungle with their burdens.
Otho remembered now that when they had first
encountered the Cubicsthelittle cooperative
creatures had been carrying smilar chunks of rock
with them.

"Why, they cometo this canyon for lead-bearing
rock!" he thought astonishedly. "They must be
moreintelligent even than we figured. Wonder
what they do with it?"

He decided at once to enter the abyss and locate
the source of the lead ores.

L ead was one of the needed materialsthey had
not yet located. And there might well be other
required substances down there.

Y et even the hardy Otho hesitated afew
moments before entering that fearsome abyss. The
smoke and scorching air threatened to asphyxiate
even histough lungs. His own respiratory system
was much more resistant to fumes and gases than
the ordinary human's. Still, he took care to make
himself arude respirator from strips of cloth which
he tore from hisjacket and bound across his nose
and mouth.

HEN Otho started down the pathway. It

was S0. precarious, and had so many
sectionstorn out of it by recent seismic
convulsions, that only the agile android or creatures
like the Cubics could possibly descend.

T

Smoke-laden winds shrieked and howled

upward around him, as he made hisway dowly
down. Hot ashes rained congtantly upon him, from
the showers cast up constantly by the towering
volcanoesthat flanked the canyon. The evil glow of
thelavariver far below seemed to yawn for him.
Otho kept on. Presently he descried abig ledge
or shelf intheverticd wal close benesthhim. Ina
few minutes, he was standing upon thisledge. He
looked wonderingly around.

"Imps of the Sun, the Cubics never did dl thid"

he exclamed.

There were ancient mine-workings upon this
ledge. Tunnels had been driven back into the rock
wall for adozen yards, and marks of thetools
which had dug them were il evident.

It was obvious that the purpose of the tunnels



had been to tap severd rich veins of metdlic ores
here. Otho'strained eyes at once recognized the
glittering stresksin the rock.

"Not only lead deposits, but aso beryllium --

and plenty of it!" he exulted. "Now if we can only
find the calcium and afew others, wereal set as
far asmaterials are concerned.”

Then wonder returned to conquer his exultation.
Who had dug these shafts? Who had mined herefor
lead and other metals?

It could not have been the Cubics, he thought.
These cooperative little creatures appeared not to
make use of tools. They apparently came down here
and secured chunks of the lead-bearing rock which
had aready been loosened by the ancient mining
operations.

CHAPTERXI

Cosmic Mydery

OTHO advanced into one

of the, shafts. Something

uponitswall caught hiseye.

It was asmooth plate of

pure lead, affixed to the

rock. He discovered that it

was engraved closdly with

unfamiliar symbals

"Why, thet'swriting!" he

exclamed. "Then whoever

did themining herelong

ago wereintdligent

creatures -- maybe humans.”

He pried the soft lead plate out of the rock and
excitedly examined its engraved characters. They
were not, of course, in any language of the Solar
System. Here was a cosmic mystery, indeed!
"The chief and Simon will be plenty excited by
thisthing," Otho thought. "And by the beryllium
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and lead I'vefound.”

At that moment, there came adight quivering of
therock walsaround him. It put him ingtantly on
thedert.

"Better get out of here, and tell the others about
thig"

At the moment the words|l&ft hislips, hewas
thrown from hisfeet by aterrifc shock. Flattened
upon the floor of the ledge, he heard an awful
grinding roar as the whole Canyon of Chaos rocked
wildly.

It was the same unprecendentedly strong quake



which at this very moment was so startling to the
other Futuremen and the mutineers, back at the
camp. But it had disastrous effects here.

Otho heard a cracking, crashing reverberation
from above as he struggled to hisfeet on the
swaying ledge. Helooked up. A whole vast mass of
the canyon, wall above him had been split loose by
the shock and wasfaling toward him.

With asmothered yell, Otho plunged into the
nearest of the ancient mine-tunnels. Hewasnot a
moment too soon. A shower of boulders crashed
down upon the ledge, as ahuge mass of the rock
above solit loose and fell.

The shock gradudly died away. Otho picked his
way out onto the rock-strewn ledge, and then
uttered acry of consternation.

"Now how am | going to get out of here?"

The violent quake had split off. agreat section

of therock wall just above the ledge, destroying the
precarious path upward. There was agreat cleft in
thewadl| there, which even Otho could not hopeto
climb. He was trapped upon the ledge.

Otho, as helooked around in dismay, became
aware of alouder roaring and hissing beneath him.
He peered down into the canyon.

His dismay became acute. The molten lavariver
down there at the floor of the abysswasrapidly
risng. The shock had opened new rifts by which
the liquid lavawas pouring into the bottom of the
canyon faster than the single narrow outlet could
cary it awvay.

"Holy sun-imps, thisisared jam!" muttered the
android. "That lavawill be washing over thisledge
inan hour."

He peered intently through the swirling smoke,
endeavoring to discover someway of escape from
the ledge. There was none. And the lava continued
toriserdentledy.

How to get help? Captain Future and the others
didn't even know he was down herein the Canyon
of Chaos. He had to signd them somehow. How?
"I'd give my right arm for arocket signd-pistol
right now," he thought.

That thought brought avague possible expedient
into hisfertile mind. There might beaway of
sgnding the others,

Hopefully Otho began searching through the

mass of broken rock that now littered the ledge. He
finaly found some chunks of arock that he thought
might be suitable for his purpose. It was atawny
stone stresked with rich veins of orange minerd.



Otho experimentaly tossed asmal piece of it
down into therisng lava. Asthe rock melted and
vaporized in the molten river, asmall puff of
orange-colored smoke shot up fromit.

"Yes, that might doiit," Otho told himsdf. "Here
goes, anyway."

E assembled anumber of chunks of that

orange rock. Then be began tossing them
downinto thefiery lava

H

He dropped them in acertain order first asmal
chunk, then alarge one, then two small ones, and
so on.

From each chunk of rock, asit melted and
vaporized, abrilliant puff of orange smoke shot up
through the swirling fumesto the surface above the
canyon. The succession of short and long puffs of
orange smoke were spelling out Otho's messagein
the Futuremen's code. ,

"l-n C-h-a-0-s C-a-n-y-o0-n-c-o-m-e k g-u-i-c-k-I-
y-"

He cameto the end of bis message. Hopefully,

be peered up through the drifting smoke. Those
distinctive orange puffs should have been visble
from adistance. If the others bad only seen them.
But no one cameto answer bissignas. His

hopes declined. And the molten lavawas il
risng. The beat was becoming terrific. He
assembled more chunks of orange rock and
repested his smoke-puff message.

Again bewaited. There was till no answer. And
the crimson tide of rising lavawas now only afew
hundred feet below the ledge.

"This" muttered the undaunted android calmly,
"beginsto look serious. | won't have time for many
moresgnas”

Then be discovered that he had not enough of

the chemical-laden rock for even onemore signdl.
Therewere only afew chunksof it left.
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Otho used them to spdllout alast, incomplete
smoke-signd. "I-n C-h-a-0-s C-a-n-y-o-n --"

"If none of them seethat, this cursed placeis
liable to be the end of Otho's rocket-trail," he
muttered.

A few minutes passed. Then athrill of hope shot
through the android as he glimpsed asmadll, cubica
object flying down toward him through the swirling
fumes.

It wasthe Brain. And Simon Wright was having



adifficult time to beat againgt the wild currents of
up-steaming hot air. Otho yelled and waved his
arms, and his old comrade saw and came toward
him.

The Brain was quickly beside theledgethe. His
square, trangparent "body™” hovered intheair, his
lens-like eyes estimating the desperate Situation as
Otho explained his predicament.

"Humph, it'slucky for you that | saw your last
smoke-sgnd,” said Simon. "I've been
reconnoitering some of the chasms northesast of
here. | found somerich veins of magnesum and
cadmiumin one of them.”

"Y ou can talk about that later,” Otho said

hadtily. "Right now, how am | to get out of here?
That risng lavawill be over the ledge soon.”
"Wel, | can't possibly lift you out of here"

rasped the Brain. "I'll haveto find Curtisand Grag."
Simon'sgaze fell upon the inscribed lead plate
which Otho had wrenched from thewall of the
ancient shafts. "What's that?"

Otho explained hurriedly how he had found that
mysteriousrelic of the past.

"Why, that'samazing,” Simon exclaimed with
deep interest. "I believe those characters have a
resemblance to the Antarian language. Let me see
it

"For gpace's sake, Simon, forget your scientific
curiosity for now and go get the otherdl" howled
Otho.

"All right, but take care of that plate," cautioned
Simon. "l don't want to see it destroyed.”

"Y ou're worrying alot more about the cursed
plate than you are about me," Otho declared,
outraged.

The Brain shot up through the streaming smoke
and disappeared. Thelavawas il rising
menacingly, and the heat and fumesfromiit had
become dmost overpowering.

UT Otho fdlt reassured. He had unlimited
confidencein hisfellow Futuremen. He

crouched as far back on the ledge as he could get.
gasping for bresth againg the choking fumes.

B

It seemed along time to him before he heard a
yd| from above. Then along rope made of tough
vines knotted together was let down to him. The
agile android instantly grabbed it and was drawn
up.

Captain Future, Grag and the Brain greeted him
diversdly when he thankfully emerged onto therim



of the Canyon of Chaos.

"So we had to pull you out of another crazy

jam!" said Grag loudly. "Whét the devil wereyou
doing poking around in this place?"

"Did you find any beryllium or cacium, Otho?"
Curt asked.

"| found beryllium, lead and some other metas

in plenty, but it won't do us any good now," Otho
answered ruefully. "L ook, thelavadown thereis
covering the wholeledge.”

"That doesn't matter -- we can trace the
beryllium vein and mineit from up here" Captain
Future assured. "What about calcium?"

Otho shook hishead. "No sign of that.”

Curt frowned. "That's not so good. Weve now
found dmost every element well need, except
cacium. And we haven't found agrain of it."

"Y ou saved the lead plate?’ the Brain asked

Otho anxioudy. "Cur-tis, look &t this."

Curt was as astounded as Simon had been when
he learned of Otho's discovery of the ancient mine-
workings, and inspected the plate.

"Y ou say the Cubics were taking chunks of lead-
bearing rock out of the place?' he repeated
puzzledly.

"Y es, but the Cubics never sank those shafts,”
Otho replied. "It was done ages ago, by thelook of
them.”

"Thisisamygery," Captain Future said
thoughtfully. "It ssemsthat Agtarfall once had an
intelligent human or semi-human race. Who could
they have been? How long ago did they exist on
thisplanetoid?’

"Don't the symbols on that plate look something
like the characters of the Antarian language, that we
learned on our quest for the Birthplace?' the Brain
keenly asked the red-haired planeteer.

Simon was referring to a previous adventure of
the Futuremen, an epic quest amid the more remote
gars of the galaxy for the Birthplace of Matter.
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During that quest, they had had contact with natives
of the star Antares worlds and had learned
something of the Antarian language.

"It doeslook alittle like Antarian,” Curt

admitted.

"Maybe there are Antarians hidden on Agtarfall
yet?' Grag proposed. "Maybe they're the
mysterious Dwdlersthat Rollinger kegpsraving
about 7'



"That doesn't seem possible,” Curt muttered.

"Y et thereis some greet riddle about this planetoid
which we haven't guessed.”

"I think that with sufficient sudy | could

partidly trandate thisinscription,” saud the Brain
quickly. "1t might tell us something.”

"Later on, Simon," Captain Future agreed.
"We've got too much work on hand right now,
garting congtruction of aship. You dl know what
that shock meant. It meant that Adtarfdl is
sweeping toward doom !"

The day was dready far advanced, but before
they returned to the encampment, they had used
their geological knowledgeto trace the beryllium
vein to one of the chasms some, distance from the
volcanic area.

HEN they entered camp, Curt stiffened.
Moremaos was coming toward them. The
Venusian spoke earnestly.

w

"Captain Future, | want to gpologize for
molesting the girl thismorning. | was clear out of
orbit."

The Futuremen and the other mutineerswho
heard were equally astonished. But Curt Newton
eyed the Venugian unforgivingly.

"Then I'm to understand that you've had a
change of heart?' Curt asked dryly.

Moremos shrugged. "Theres no love lost
between us, you know that aswell as| do. But
we'redl inthe same boat, and Kim lvan gave his
promiseto you that there'd be no trouble. I'll stick
by thet."

When the Venusian had gone, Otho, looked after
him surprisedly. "'l never thought that he would
knuckle down."

"He'sonly nurang usdong until we have built a
ship and got away from here," Curt predicted.
"We're his only chance of escape, and he's smart
enough to redlize that. But once away from
Agarfall, look out! That Venusian hates meworse
than anyone ese here. Anyway, there shouldn't be
any moretroubleto interfere with our work."
URT waswrong. That very night, three

more men disappeared inexplicably from

the camp.

C

The disappearances were not discovered until
after breakfast the next morning. Then Grabo, who
was assembling hisforaging party for theday's
work in thejungle, discovered that one of hismen



wasmissing. A quick check disclosed that two
others of the mutineers were gone aso.

The disappearances were utterly baffling this

time. For the stockade of high, pointed poles now
formed a complete enclosure around the camp. The
only gate through it had been guarded dl night by
old Tuhlus Thuun and George McClinton. And
both the old pirate and the prune-loving engineer
ind sted that the three missing men had not gone out
the gate.

"We sat with our backsto that gate dl night!"
Tuhlusdeclared.

"That'sr-right," stuttered McClinton. "l wast-
trying to convince Tuhlus Thuun of thef-food
vaue of p-prunes. We were awvake dl thet-time."
"Those three men must have gone out the gate.
It'sthe only way out of the camp, and they're not
here now!" swore Kim lvan.

Boraboll's teeth were chattering with fear asthe
fat Uranian suggested, "Those Dwellers Rollinger
raves about took them for sure.”

"How could your supposed Dwdllers enter the
camp if they didn't come through the gate?' Captain
Future asked increduloudly.

"They might be queer creatures of the ground,
who could tunnd up through the soil." advanced
the terrified Uranian.

They made athorough search of the whole
surface of the knoll. But though they inspected
every foot of the ground, and even stirred. the ol
around the slis of the huts and the roots of the giant
cacti, they found no traces of such mole-like
monsters as Borabol | suggested.

"That sttlesit,” muttered Grabo. "The Dwellers
must be invisble mon-gsters of somekind.”

"Even invisble mongers couldn't comethrough
aclosed gate," sourly reminded Kim Ivan.

"If you ask me." drawled EzraGurney earnestly.

"| till say that the Dwellers are none other than
them Cubics. They could get in where nothin' dse
could, by bregkin' up and dippin' in one by one."
Some of the castaways were struck by thisidea
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Grabo sad, thoughtfully, "The Cubics community
must be near herein thejungle. Weve glimpsed the
crestures several times when we were out
foraging.”

Curt shook his head. "Even if the Cubics could

get in, they couldn't take three men out through the
stockade like that.”



Heturned to the Brain. "Simon, you never deep.
Did you hear or see anything during the night?'
"No, lad," wasthereply. "1 spent the whole night
attempting to trandate that Antarian lead tablet
Otho found in the Canyon of Chaos. | wastoo
engrossed to notice anything.”

Neither had Grag, it developed, heard anything.
All their attempts at solution of the menacing
mystery seemed to end in ablank wall.

"Wadll, | don't see that we can do anything but
double the watch from now on at the gate of the
stockade," Curt said. "Weve got too terrific ajob
on our handsto lose time investigating now."

In fact, the task ahead was beginning to look
impossible even to the indomitable planeteer. They
had spent nearly aweek with little more to show for
it than an array of sted tools. And within seven
more weeks, Astarfall would be shattered asit
approached the dreaded Limit.

UTURE drove the work that day with a
fierceness of purpose born of dreadful
apprehension. He pressed into service dl of Kim
Ivan's followers except those engaged in the task of
maintaining the food supply.

F

He divided them into two parties. One engaged

in mining copper ore from the chasmin which the
Brain had located a deposit. The other party began
excavating lead-bearing minerasfrom the vein
which Captain Future had traced from the Canyon
of Chaos.

"Future, I'm not kicking, but it seemsto me

we're not getting anywhere on aship,” said Kim
Ivan, wiping sweset from hisbrow. "What are we
digging dl thislead for? Y ou can't build a space
ship of lead.”

"You can't build aship,” Curt countered,

"without an atomic smelter and forge to turn out
your beams and plates. It would be hopelessto try
doing it by hand. Therefore, our first need isan
atomic smdlter "

He added, "That'swhat the lead isfor. To make
acyclotron for production of atomic energy, you
have to have inertron. Nothing e se will withstand
the explosion of disintegrating atoms. And inertron
isacompound of lead and other elements.”

"But why have you got the other lads digging
copper?' the big Martian wanted to know.
"Because acyclotron's heart isthe dectric
agpparatus that explodesits unstable atomic fuel by
apowerful charge,” Captain Future answered.



"Electrica gpparatus means coil-wire and
condensers, and they mean copper.”

He concluded grimly. "And that's only the half

of it. Well also haveto have cacium and a half-
dozen other substances before we can get going.
And we haven't even found some of them yet."
"Y ou make the thing sound impossible,”

groaned Kim lvan discouragedly.

Curt smiled grimly as he stooped again with his
pick at the toilsome work of loosening masses of
the lead-bearing rock.

"Cheer up, Kim. Once we manageto get acyc
built, thingswill go alittlefaser.”

Y et Curt Newton himself felt dark apprehension
al through thelong day of back-breaking toil. An
icy premonition of possible failure oppressed his
mind.

Had he, for once, set himsdlf and the Futuremen
too gigantic atask? To build a space ship out of
nothing! And to do it within aterribly short time-
limit, with dangerous criminalswho hated him for
workers, and withamaign mystery of thisaien
world menacing them?

He let none of the others see his doubts. He kept
hismein confident in spite of his bone-crushing
weariness, as they dragged their masses of lead and
copper ore back to the camp at the end of the day.
CHAPTERXII

Who Arethe Dwdlers?

KIM IVAN cameto Curt as

darknessfell.

"I've put acouple of men on

guard at each side of the

stockade tonight,” he

announced.

Curt nodded. "I'm going to

keep watch mysdlf tonight aso,

Kim."

"I'll watch with you, then,”
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the big Martian declared. "Though space knows I'm
tired enough to deep aweek."

The Brain had adiscouraging report for Captain
Future that night. Smon had spent the day
exploring the more distant chasmsin search of the
few dementsthey Hill lacked.

"l fill can't find any traces of calcium, lad.
There just doesn't seem to be any of it on this
world."

"That'sbad,” Curt admitted. "We smply haveto



find alittle of it, or no space ship we build will ever
take off."

His thoughts were somber as he sat with Kim
Ivan outside one of the huts later and kept watch
upon the deeping camp. Except for an occasiona
shuffle of movement by the guards around the
stockade-gate, and the low medley of bird and
anima noisesfrom thejungle, it was silent.

The great drift of starsthat belted the night sky
shed avague light upon the camp. The gigantic,
barrel-shaped cacti nearby threw grotesque
shadows. Near the fire poised the strange, cubical
shape of the Brain, intently studying by thefirdight
theinscribed |ead tablet of mystery.

Kim Ivan woke from agrowing drowsiness at a
low, wailing sound. "What's thet?"

"Only Rollinger garting again,” Curt answered
inalow voice

The raving mutter came from the hut inwhich
Grag kept patient watch over the bound madman. It
raoe dowly in pitch, grew mare frantic.

Captain Future suddenly stiffened. Joan Randall
had just emerged from her hut into the starlight.
She started to walk in an oddly rigid, mechanical
sride. Her face was white and expressionless.
"Joan, what'sthe matter?' he caled anxioudy.
There was no answer from the girl. In sudden
alarm, Curt sprang to her side and grasped her arm.
"Joan!”

Joan struggled to free hersdlf of hisgrasp, for a
moment. Then she suddenly shuddered violently,
and looked wildly around.

"Curt!" she gasped. Quivering, sheclungto him.
"Curt, they had me! They were drawing me out to
them.”

He soothed her. "Relax, Joan. You'vejust had a
nightmare, and started degp-waking."

Her fineface was palid with horror. "No, Curt --
it was more than anightmare! In my deep, they
hypnotized me somehow, drew me!”

Captin Future's brows knitted together. " Tell me
just what happened. Who or what are 'they'?"

It was some moments before the shuddering girl
could speak camly. The stamp of aterrible
experience dill in her dark eyes.

"I don't know what or wherethey are," she said
breathlesdy. "All | know isthat soon after | fell
adeep, | beganto fed cold, powerful minds that
somehow were reaching out to grip my mind.”
"Say, that'swhat | fdt alittle of in the bad

dreams| had the other night,” Kim Ivan interrupted



hagtily. "It was s0 bad, | woke up. Some of the
other chaps had the same kind of dreams.”

"But | didn't wake up. | couldn't, though |

wanted horribly to," Joan gasped. "Theicy grip of
those mental attackersheld mejust asarabbit is
held by asnake's eyes. And just like ahypnotized
rabbit, | felt mysdf getting up and waking out of
my hut. | knew that | was walking toward
something awful, but | couldn't stop until you
awoke me, Curt."

APTAIN FUTURE wasthoughtful ashe

held her protectingly in hisarms. He

looked over her dark head at Kim lvan.

C

"l beginto see now," he muttered. "The

Dwedllers, as Rollinger called them, are cregtures
who somehow use tremendous tel epathic power to
draw victims toward themselves. There's no other
explandtion.”

Kim lvan looked scared. ™Y ou mean that
something or things out there in the jungle reached
in here with hypnotic telepathy and dragged out al
our men that disappeared?”

"But whoever heard of acregature of prey that
drew itsvictimstoit by hypnotism?' exclamed
Otho.

Curt shrugged helplesdy. "Thelifeof this
planetoid has followed freakish paths of evolution,
for some reason.”

"I'm till bettin' that them Cubics are what's doin'
it," muttered Ezra Gurney darkly.

The commotion had aroused many in the camp.
They seemed stricken by achill horror asthey
speculated upon the mysterious Dwellerswho
somehow could reach into the camp by telepathic
power to seizetheir prey.

"You'l notice," Curt Newton commented. "that
none of us are ever mentaly attacked when were
awake. It'sonly in deep. when the conscious mind
isno longer on guard. that the Dwellers make their
telepathic attack."
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"M-m-maybe tha. explainswhy R-rallinger is
more sengtive to the th-thingsthan we are,”
stuttered George McClinton. "His c-conscious mind
is so shattered that he has n-n-no guard againgt the
Dweles”

The Brain had joined them. And Simon Wright
now imparted newsto them.

"I've been trying to trand ate that Antarian tablet



which Otho found. It's extremely difficult, and I've
only trandated afew phrases here and there. But
what I've deciphered seemsto refer to predatory
crestureswho use mentd attack to seizevictims.
Undoubtedly, the Dwellers.

"If you can trandaedl of that, it might tel us

more about the Dwellers and identify them for ud™
Captain Future exclamed. "There's some
tremendous riddle abouit this planetoid and its
grangeformsof life. The lead tablet may provethe
key to theriddle. Keep working onit, Smon."
There seemed nothing more they could do to
protect themselves until they should have found
some clueto theidentity of their attackers. And the
work that engaged them wastoo vita to halt for
any reason.

During the next days, the Futuremen kept their
improvised smdter running full blast. With painful
downess, they managed to refine aconsderable
quantity of copper, lead and other necessary metals.
Curt kept Kim lvan's men a work mining and
bringing in more of the ores. The mutineers swore
at the labor of the task, but were too conscious of
the life-or-death necessity of it to refuse. Twice,
strong tremors shook the surface of the planetoid in
those few days. And the activity of the volcanoes
nearby seemed becoming ominoudy gresater .
During these few nights, they had no more

attacks from the mysterious enemy and no more
disappearances. They were nearly al on the watch
thefirgt nights. But nothing happened. It was as
though the Dwellers were aware of their
watchfulness, and would not make their telepathic
attack when the humans were on guard.

Grabo and hisforagersfound no clueto the
identity of the Dwellersinthejungle. "Weve kept
our eyes open, but we haven't seen any creatures
who might be them,” reported the Jovian. "Except
for the Cubics and those big rodents and birds,
thereisn't much animal life here-- just awild mass
of those tangle-trees and other devilish queer
plants”

"If we could spare the time to beat thoroughly
through the jungle we might find the Dwellers”
Curt sad.

"But we can't. The days are going by and we till
have'.t even started real construction of aship.”
Thework of preparation for construction

seemed, indeed, agonizingly dow. Theterrific
necessity of building every tool. mechanism and
instrument they needed was making big inroads



intother limited time,

Captain Future and Grag and Otho and George
McClinton had begun building thefirst cyclotron,

or atomic power generator.

IRST, they had had to go back to steel-

making and forge big crucibles of heat-

resstant stedl. With these, they could handle the
softer metals of lead and copper and others, when
in amolten condition.

F

Curt built up aclay mold, with infinite care. Into
thisthey poured molten inertron, the dloy
composed of lead and tempering dements. When
the metal had cooled, they broke open the mold and
had asmall but massive cylindrica shell of

inertron. Thiswasto be the main power-chamber of
the cyclotron. The only openingsin the cylinder
werethe small ones at the top for the fuel-feed and
injector, and the bigger one for the power-take-off.
"Now to cadt thefittings" Curt said. "Thefud
feed-lines and the power take-off linesall haveto
be inertron, too, aswell asthe valves. And our only
way to get 'emisto cast ‘'em. Weve not the
€laborate equipment that you need for machining
inertron.”

"Oh, L-L-Lord," groaned George McClinton.

"I've worked with cycsfor years, b-b-but never
reglized what it was to b-b-build one."

Whilethey toiled to finish the fuel-feed, injector

and power-leads, the Brain was ranging out every
day to explore the chasms and gorges.

Cdcium waswhat Smon was|ooking for, most

of dl. Thevita catayst wasimperative If they were
to utilize the tremendous atomic energies locked up
in copper. But the Brain reported no success.

"l am beginning to fear," said Smon, "that there
isno accessble calcium on Agarfall.”

Curt bit hislip. "Weve got our makeshift cyc
amogt finished. But we can't use copper fud init
until we havealittlecdcium.”

Copper wasthe fuel most ordinarily used in
cyclotrons. That metd released more atomic energy
when disntegrated than did any other ordinary
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substance. It released so much energy, indeed, that
it would blow any cyclotron gpart unlessits
disintegration was dowed down by cacium.

"We c-c-could useiron for fuel, instead of c-c-
copper,” McClinton suggested. "It won't p-produce
half as much power as c-copper would, but it c-



could be used w-without the c-calcium cataly<.”
"It'swhat well haveto do, to get going,” Captain
Future agreed. "But we till must have cacium!
Only copper will release enough energy to power a
gpace-ship! Unlesswe get alittle calcium, any ship
we build will never take off."

He put McClinton to work upon casting the
inertron vaves and fittings. The lanky engineer
labored diligently, stopping only to munch afew of
his dried prunes now and then.

"They g-g-give me energy,” he defended when
Joan chaffed him about his addiction. "P-people
don't redize the vaue of p-prunes.”

"What'll you do when they'redl gone?' Joan
laughed. "Y our caseisamost empty ."

Helooked dismd. "I know. That'swhy I'm w-
working so hard to g-get the ship started. To get
back to c-civilization and p-prunes.”

Captain Future himself was engaged upon the
harder job of building the ectric firing-mechaniam
for their cyclotron.

A cyclotron is operated by disntegrating
powdered meta fue atomsinto their congtituent
electrons. Thisexploding cloud of free eectrons
wasin redity what people cdled atomic energy.
NCE the disintegration processwas

darted, It was self-continuing aslong as

the injector fed powdered fud. But to gtart it, it was
necessary to have atrigger-gpparatus cons sting of
an dectrostatic generator that would rel ease abolt
violent enough to start the disintegration within a
small trigger-tube attached to the main power-
chamber.

O

"How the devil do we build an eectrostatic
generator when we don't even have afoot of wire?!
Otho demanded.

"We makethewirefirg," Curt retorted.
"Thisthing gets more complicated the further we
gowithit," groaned the android.

But hefell to with Grag and Curt inthe
tremendoudy difficult task of drawing out the
necessary wire from their supply of smelted copper.
Joan's deft fingers wove fine fiber threads from
certain plantsinto the necessary insulation for the
wire. Curt wound the complex coils, upon wooden
frames. Gradually the e ectrostatic generator took
shape.

The inertron trigger-tube wasfitted into one of

the smd|l openingsof their cyclotron, withits
electrodesin placeinsdeit and with heavy copper



cablesrunning from it to the generator itsdlf.

The generator contained the condensers for

gtoring the charge, the transformer coils, and the
copper spheres, belts and brushes of an electrogtatic
machine which was to be turned by a geared crank.
"We're about r-r-ready,” said McClinton
hopefully, at last. "'l p-p-put the refined iron powder
into the f-f-fuel-hopper.”

Everyone of the castaways was gathered that
morning to witnessthe test of the vita cyclotron
upon which al of them had labored in someway or
other. An atmosphere of tension held them.

Grag had dready for some time been turning the
crank of the electrogtatic generator, building up the
chargein its condensers. Lacking instruments, Curt
had to cdculate mentally the amount of charge
avalable

"It should be enough to fire the trigger-tube," he
sad tautly. "Shovein theinjector, George."

The prune-chewing engineer eagerly obeyed,
pushing down the knob atop the massive little
cyclotron, injecting acharge of powdered iron into
it.

Captain Future ingtantly closed the heavy switch
that broke the copper cable connecting the
generator to the cyc. The stored dectric charge
flashed into the trigger-tube of the cyclotron.

There was a sharp detonation asthe terrific

electic bolt started the bit of fuel in the trigger-tube
disntegrating. Almost ingtantly, it wasfollowed by
aburgting, vibrating roar as the process of atomic
disintegration spread to the main charge of
powdered iron in the power-chamber .

Curt depressed the vave-lever atop the power
take-off. From that take-off tube, ajet of pale white
fire lanced out. It was a sword of atomic energy that
cut deep into the side of the knoll behind the
cyclatron.

"Sheworkd" ydled Otho, hisface aflame with
excitement.

"By space, you've doneit!" bellowed Kim Ivan.
"Weve got atomic power now!"

Weary as hewas, Curt Newton felt athrill of
inextinguishable pride in what they had done. In
two short weeks, they had retraced the whole
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higtory of human invention from fireto aomic
power .

They had started from nothing, asthefirst
primitive savages of Earth had done. The only



difference was that they had had the knowledge
dowly gathered by hundreds of generations, and
had been able to apply it.

"N-n-now do we start laying the f-frame of the
ship?' McClinton asked eagerly, but Captain Future
shook his head.

"Not yet. Weve got to build more cyclotrons

first. Well need them for the immense labor of
actua congruction. Then when weve built the ship,
our cyclotronscan beingdledinit asits
propulson machinery.”

URT drovethework relentlessy oninthe

next days, spending every possible minute

on the construction of more cyclotrons. Progress
was much faster now, for they could use the cyc
they had aready built to power an atomic smelter
that reduced the time of operations grestly.

C

But on that first night after com-pleting the

origind cyclotron, two more men had mysterioudy
disgppeared! Old Tuhlus Thuun and one of
McClinton's engineers vanished asinexplicably as
though they had been swallowed by thin air. And
the stockade wall had been guarded dl night!

Next night, another mutineer vanished. Few

dept on the following nights, so great wasthe
aarm and fear. Nothing happened those nights.
Than the vanishings started again.

Panic halted the operations of the mutineers.

Their terror was so grest that they refused longer to
assigt the Futuremen'slabors.

"There's no use of working to build aship!”

cried Boraboll when Curt tried to get them to
resume work. "Long before we get aship built, the,
Dwedllerswill have murdered dl of ud"

Curt felt baffled desperation. He had depended

on the mutineersto mine the great amount of meta-
ores necessary for construction. Their panicky
stoppage of work imperiled, al his hopes of
building aship in time to escgpe from this doomed
world.

"We demand that the cursed Dwellers be found
and destroyed before we'll go on working!™ shouted
one of therebels.

"We can't stop work now to search for the
Dwellers," Captain Future pleaded desperately.
"We're behind schedule asit is. In alittle more than
four weeks, Agtarfall isgoing to.be destroyed.” ,
Kim Ivan added his authority to Curt Newton's
plea. "Don't beidiots" the big Martian sormed his
followers. "The Dwellers may get same us, hut



unlesswebuild ashipintill weredl finished.”
Moremos nodded agreement. The Venusian
murderer not to have seen the force of arguments.
Itslogic was undeniable,

"You know | have no love for Future, but he's
rightinthis" sngpped Moremos. "We gtill haven't
the faintest clue asto what or where the Dwellers
are. We might spend weeks hunting for them
without success.”

But the superdtitious terror of most of the
mutineers was not to be alayed by cold reason. The
nearer danger loomed bigger to them.

"Weé're not going to work in those diggingsal

day and then be afraid to deep a night, lest we
vanish, too!" Boraboll squesaked.

Curt Newton felt a sense of frustration. He could
understand the terror of these men. But their
panicky strike wasthe last straw.

Unexpectedly, the Brain cameto hishelp. Smon
Wright glided to his side and spoke coolly.

"Tdl them to quit acting like scared children --
that | now have at least aclueto the Dwdlers” said
the Brain. "I've managed partidly to decipher that
inscribed tablet from the Canyon of Chaos."
"Simon, then you've found out something about
the mystery of this place?' demanded Curt.

"Yes, lad," answered the Brain. "I have at least
begun to solve theriddle of this planetoid's Strange
higory."

CHAPTER XIII

Tragedy of theVoid

FUTURE was more than a

littleexcied by thisin-

formation.

"Doesthat inscription

identify the Dwellers?* he asked

quickly.

"No," admitted Simon

Wright. "But it doesgivea

possible clueto them, if we
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could decipher al thewriting. Y ou see, the
inscription was the Antarian language, aswe
surmised. But none of us have more than sketchy
acquai ntance with that tongue from our brief
experiencewith it. And thiswriting seemsto bein
aquite ancient form of it. Many terms| could not
trandae”

"What became of the men who |eft that tablet?"
asked Joan wonderingly.



"I'm coming to that,” said the Brain. "It appears

that thislittle world we cdl Agarfdl hasastrange

and terrible history. But | shall read you my partial
trandationitsdf.”

Everyone listened with deep interest asthe

Brain'schill, metdlic voicerecited histrandation

of the old tablet.

"We men of Antares colonized thissmal world many
generations ago. Thisworld was then the moon of aplanetin
the system of **** near our own star. It possessed minera
resources, and to exploit those resources a band of our people
settled here and established mines. Each **** came ships
from Antares which brought us supplies and took away the
oreswe had mined.

"But then came unforeseen catastrophe. A dark star was
approaching the system **** of which thismoon wasa
member. The passing dark star came so close that its huge
gravitationd pull dragged thismoon fromitsorbit and flung it
off into space. The moon |eft that system and drifted steadily
out into the vast interstellar void.

"Our colonists had but afew ships of their own. These

could contain only asmal1 number of people. So only that
smd 1 number were able to escape the torn-away moon. There
was no escape for the others, for by the time ships could have
been assembled and come from Antares, this drifting world
wastoo far out in the trackless void.

"So some thousands of Antarian colonists were marooned
upon thismoon asit traveled steadily out into the face of the
deep. They knew that they were cut off forever from their
parent system, but they did not despair of life. For the
radioactive core of the moon **** sufficient heat to maintain
life upon it even in the sunless depths of the outer void.
"Farther and farther into the vast abysstraveled the

drifting moon, on into the remote **** a sector of the galaxy
which no ship had ever traversed. The older generation of
colonists passed away and anew generation was born who
had never known anything but thislittle world. It seemed that
generation would fol 1low generation without change, and that
some day the drifting moon would reach the distant star-
system of *** and perhaps attach itself to aplanet there.
"But out in the face of the deep aterrible thing began to
happen. The drifting moon had entered aregion of terrific
cosmic radiation. It was an area of spacein which cosmic
radiation swept in a concentrated current, dueto **** and
other obscure factors of space-warp. The result wasthat all
life upon thislittle world was drenched by constant
penetrating radiation which soon caused a subtle and fearful
change.

"Evolution began to speed up terrificaly upon our drifting
world. The unprecedented radiation produced **** and other
changesin the genes of every living species, which caused a



tremendous flowering of new mutations. Each species of
anima and plant life on the world began arapid new
evolution. And our human species, too, began to evolve.
"We humans became less and less human! New mutations
risng among us, such as**** radicaly atered the nature of
our species. By now it seems evident that we**** degtined to
evolve hideoudy onward into species entirely unhuman.

"But al the other forms of life on thisworld have dso

been evolving at terrific speed. Plant life here has developed
weird new carnivorous forms of trees and shrubs, animd life
has evolved into equaly uncanny and dien forms, and one
species of **** has evolved into such great intelligence and
menta power that it has been able to menace us by means of
hypnotic menta attack.

"Wefound away to protect ourselves from that dreadful
hypnotic attack of the**** Wedill cling to life, by means of
that protection. But our world istill traversing the region
**** cosmic radiation, and evolution stil1 continuesto ater
our human species with nightmare speed. We fear that by the
time thisworld hasfind 1y drifted out of the region of ****
radiation and the burst of evolution stops, we shal 1 have been
conquered by our evermore powerful enemies, and shall have
disappeared forever. And so we leave thistable as record of
our fate should ever men of Antares manageto reach this
world."

HEY weredl slent for alittle when the

Brain finished reading histrandation of the

tablet. All were gripped by an overpowing sense of

the cosmic tragedy that wasthe history of thislittle

world.

T

Aninhabited moon, torn avay from its netive

system and drifting fatdly out into the vast night of
theinterstellar void, never to return! They seemed

with their own eyesto look back and see that

Antarian, aman whom hideous evol utionary

changes had perhaps dready made inhuman,

writing upon the lead tablet histragic record of the

awful fate of hispeople.

Captain Future broke the silence. "So that isthe

reason for the unprecedentedly weird animal and

plant life of thisplanetoid! Out therein the abyss, it

passed through aregion of radiation that caused

nightmare evolutionary changein every species.”

"What do you suppose became of the people

who had been human?' Joan whispered.

"They must have perished entirely,” said the

Brain. "No doubt despite their attemptsto protect
themsdlves, they finaly succumbed to the hypnotic

attacks of the new species, whom we call the

Dwdlers”



Otho voiced an urgent question. "That'swhat I'm
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most interested in the Dwdllers. Doesn't the
inscription, tell just whet they are?"

"Yes, if we knew that, we could hunt the devils

out and destroy them,” put in Kim Ivan.
"Theinscription does not help us much there,”
denied the Brain. "It names the specieswho
evolved into the Dwdlers. But their scientific name
for that and other speciesis meaninglessto us.
Therésnoway | can trandate their scientific terms
Or: proper names."

"Try it anyway, Smon," urged Curt Newton.

"Our safety depends onit. Until we have someidea
what and where the Dwellers are, we're helpless, to
do anything againg them.”

Ezra Gurney made an emphétic assartion. "That
inscription just proveswhat | said before -- that the
Dweéllers are none other than the Cubics. It's clear
asdaylight. One o' the anima species here evolved
into them little cubic mongters, whose group-minds
are strong enough to carry out those telepathic
attacks."

" ill can't believe that the Cubics, arethe
Dwellers" Curt demurred "They just don't appear
to be of high enough intelligence. But if Smon can
trandate the gapsin theinscription, it will giveusa
clear clueto the Dwdlers. Then we can act.”

"1 will try, but I am not too optimistic of

success," ragped the Brain "I know dmost nothing
of the scientific terminology of the Antarian
language.”

"What are we going to do in th meantime?"
demanded Boraboll.

Captain Future reassured him. "WEell fix up an
darm-sgnd around the whole stockade. Then if the
Dwellersget amenta grip on any of usand try to
draw usout, therell be an darm that will rouse the
others"

That promise placated the uneasy castawaysa
little. Curt Newton worked hagtily to arrange the
aarm, grudging the time spent uponit.

He devised a strong cord of vegetablefibers,
which was so looped around the insde of the
stockade that anyone touching it would sound a
clamorous copper gong to which the cord was
attached.

"That will keep anyone from being drawn out

over thewadl," he pointed out. "And the gateis
guarded at night. Now, back to work!"



LL that day, Captain Future kept .the

others so busy that they had no time toA

think of the Dwellers. They finished their battery of
sx cyclotrons, and started the rigging of severa
atomic smdlters.

The smdterswere big inertron cruciblesinto
which large amounts of ore could be shoveled. A
stream of atomic energy brought through inertron
pipesto each smelter would burn out the minera
impurities and permit the molten refined metd
which remained to be suitably aloyed and run off
into cagting-molds.

"Twenty-two days -- were behind schedule,”
sweated Curt Newton that evening. "We should be
casting beams and plates by now. We've got to
speed up somehow.”

Weary asthe mutineers were that night from

their toil in the ore-diggings, few of them dept.
Their fear of the Dwellerswastoo great. They sat
in close groups around thefire, ligening nervoudy
for thedarm that would sgnify that the mysterious
enemy had hypnotically seized one of them and was
drawing him out of the camp.

But the darm did not come. And morning found
none of them missing. It reassured the men alittle,
though some contended that the Dwdlers had not
struck smply because they had been wakeful. The
hypnotic attacks had aways been made upon
deegping men.

The atomic smelterswere finished thisday.
During hiswork upon the smdlters, Captain Future
had detailed M cClinton and Grag to aspecid job.
Thiswasthe congtruction of severd very small
cyclotrons which could be used to power such
portable tools as atomic welders. They would be
neces-ary for the fabrication of the ship.

"Weve g-g-got the welders about ready,”
McClinton reported to Curt that afternoon. "How
areyou c-c-coming?"'

Captain Future straightened and mopped his
brow. He was grimy, swesting, haggard-looking
fromthedrivingtail.

"We're ready to cast the keel-beam now," he
said. "Otho and | have been preparing the mold.”
The mutineers, returning in troops from their

day's mining and dragging with them their rough
dedges laden with beryllium and chromium ores,
came flocking through the sunset to witnessthe
operation.

Curt and the Brain had aready sketched detailed
plansfor their projected space ship, working a



night by firelight to draw their desgnsonthin
sheets of lead. They had designed the smplest and
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smallest ship that would serve their need. And they
hed carefully planned so that it would require but
few different sizes of beams, plates and struts.

The moldsfor the beams had been accurately
fabricated from a perdurable cement made of
certain rocks ground to powder. To the biggest of
these molds was now connected the inertron spout
of the big aomic smdlter, which a this moment
throb- bed with power.

"The dloy should be thoroughly compounded by
now," Curt Newton declared. " Start her pouring,
Otho."

Otho opened the spout-valve. From the spout, a
dazzling stream of molten beryllium dloy poured
into thelong cement mold.

A cheer went up from ragged band who had
gathered to watch.

"Now we're getting somewherel” Kim lvan
exclamed. "WEell soon have aship to take us off
this cursed world, now we've cast the kedl."

"In h-honor of this occasion, t-tonight I'll est the
last of my p-prunes,” George McClinton declared.
"I've been s-saving them.”

Captain Future himself was perhapsthe least
excited of them dl. He knew only too well the vast
amount of work gtill to be donein short time.
Heturned, looking for Joan. And he was
surprised not to find her. Everyone ese was
present, and the stockade gate had been closed for
thenight.

"Where's Joan?" he asked McClinton sharply.
The spectacled engineer looked startled. "Why, |
d-don't know. Cometo t-think of it, | haven't seen
her for s-severa hours."

Without aword, Captain Future started arapid
search of the encampment. By thetime he had
finished, night wasfdling.

"She's not anywherein the camp!” he exclamed
worriedly. "And Ezra Gurney ismissng, too!"
CHAPTER XIV

Riddleof the Jungle

EZRA GURNEY had sat

al morning brooding over a

plan which had taken shape

inhismind. Andly inmid-

afternoon, the old marsha

hed risen decisvely to his



fedt.

"Il doit!" he muttered

resolutely. "No matter what

Cap'n Future says, I'm sure

I'mright.”

The old Planet Patrol

veteran was used to action.

Ezra had spent more than forty years out in the
great spaces and wild worlds. He had fought space-
piratesin the old lawless days, had brought order to
raw boom-towns on the interplanetary frontier, and
was now the oldest and most experienced officer in
the Patral.

But Ezrawas afighter, not ascientist, and thus
could be of no ad to the Futuremen in planning and
building the new ship. And Curt had tactfully
suggested that the work of mining ore or foraging
in the jungle would be too arduous for him, and had
requested that he spend hisdaysin seeing to it that
there were no dissensons or fightsin the camp.
"Too old, that'swhat he thinks of mel" snorted
Ezradisgustedly. "Me, that could still show these
young kiwis somethin' inascrap.”

Hisiron-gray hair amost bristled with.

indignation, and his keen, faded blue eyes snapped.
"Maybe hethinksI'm so old | got softenin’ of the
brain, too," growled Ezra. "Maybe that'swhy he
won't lisgen when | tell him that them Cubicsare
the Dwellers. | guess at that, he don't want to spare
time now to reconnoiter the Cubics. Timeisall |
have. I'm goin’ out there and scout the critters
mysf!"

His decison made, the old marsha proceeded to
put it into effect.

Grabo and the other foragers had reported that
each timethey had glimpsed any Cubics, thelittle
Ccreaures were going to or coming from the
northwest. It was logical to assume that their
community lay somewherein that direction.

Armed with agted bush-knife forged for
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Grabo's gang, he entered the green gloom of the
weird forest and made hisway in anorthwestward
direction. The great tree-fernslooming around him,
and the other grotesque trees and shrubs, made an
unearthly vista. He wondered, flegtingly, why the
jungle contained no huge cacti likethose at the
camp.

After afew moments of travel, he suddenly
stopped. There had reached hisearsaclear call



from behind him.

"Ezrd Wait!"

He recognized Joan Randall's voice. And the old
marshal's wrinkled face expressed dismay.

"That danged girl! She saw meleavin' the camp
and she'srun after meto stop me. Treatin' melikel
wasaruaway child"

Indignantly, he decided that he would not argue
with Joan. Hewould smply dip out of sght until
she had given up hunting him.

With that idealin mind, Ezra hastily melted back
into the jungle and sought concedlment ingde the
thick foliage of a grotesque, towering shrub whose
green limbs drooped limply like those of a
weeping-willow.

Those drooping limbs suddenly cameto life!
They wrapped themsalves around Ezra and began
drawing the old veteran into the shrub.

"Whet the devil!" swore Ezragtartiedly.

He dashed hadtily with his bush-knife. Swearing
and sputtering with rage, he hacked through one
after another of the clutching tendrils.

It took him several minutesto free himself. He
findly was able to tear loose from the grip of the
thing, and stood puffing some distance away.

OU SEE what happensto you when you

come dipping out here by yoursdlf!™

accused aclear, stern voice.

Y

Joan Randall had been attracted by the sound of
struggle. She stood, her hands on her hips, eyeing
him severdly.

"Y ou were starting out to find the Cubics," she
went on. "Y ou've been wanting to for days. It'sa
good thing | saw you dipping out of camp.”

"Y ou wouldn't have caught up to meif that
danged snaky bush hadn't .grabbed me," Ezra
Sputtered. "Blast meif | ever saw such quesr, evil
plant-life asthisworld hasl From the big tangle-
trees down to them nasty shrubs, most of the plants
here seem to prey on animals.”

"It'swhat you get for sneaking out thisway,"

Joan retorted unsympatheticdly. "I'm not going to
let you go any farther."

"Now, Joan, listen," wheedled the old veteran.
"I'm doin' thisfor Cap'n Future's sake. It'sto help
him that | want to investigate the Cubics."

Joan's pretty face was serious as she considered
this. Her brown eyes|ooked thoughtfully a him.
"You'reright, Ezra. WEIl go out together and
see what we can learn about the Cubics.”



Ezrds brief feding of triumph turned to dismay.
"But you can't come dong with me, Joan! Curt
would never forgive meif | took you.”

"Either | gowith you, or you dont go at al,” the
girl sad firmly. "Try to go on without me, and I'll
"Oh, dang al mule-headed women!" muttered

the old marshd. "They haven't got any business out
in gpace. When | was ayoungster, women stayed on
Earth and didn't go gdlivantin' dl over cregtion. All
right, come on.”

They dtarted together through the jungle,

threading their way through the more open glades
in anorthwest- ward direction.

"Grabo an' the others said every timethey saw
the Cubics, the critters were comin’ from or goin'in
thisdirection,” Ezraexplained. "They didn't think
thethings could live very far from here."

"I hopenot,” said Joan alittle anxioudy. "We
haven't many hours of daylight left.”

Ezraused his bush-knife to hack away through
thickets of vegetation around which they could not
detour. But they were careful to avoid dl tangle-
trees and other smilar carnivorous forms of plant-
lifewith which the old marsha had so lately had
his upsetting experience.

"Blast meif | don't think the plants on thisworld
have more strength and intelligence than the
animas," declared Ezra. "The way some of them
growthstry to grab aperson is uncanny."

"The Brain saysthat dl this unprecedented
evolution of plant-lifeis dueto the burst of
accelerated evolution when Agtarfall passed
through that reelm of cosmic radiation,” Joan told
him.

"Maybe 0, but it till seems creepy and

unnatura to me," grunted the old veteran.

They went on for mile after mile, whilethe

shafts of pae sunlightsthat struck through the
weird forest danted more and more toward the
horizon. They were by now penetrating into
completely unexplored jungle. For Grabo and his
51

THE FACE OF THE DEEP

foraging parties had been too engrossed by the
difficult task of gathering sufficient food to do any
unnecessary exploring.

HEY had kept an dert eye out for the

Cubics, but had so far seen none of the

srange cregtures. The only animd lifethey had
encountered were afew of the rodent-like animals



darting away in the thickets and anumber of the
bat-winged, featherless birds flying overhead.

T

Suddenly they struck a hard-packed, beaten trail
that led due westward through the jungle. Ezraand
Joan stopped, amazed.

"Why, the Cubics must have made this path!™
thegirl exclamed. "Y ou remember that Otho said
the creatures seemed to be in the habit of mining
'nd taking away ore from the volcanic area east of
here? This must be the path they use.”

"If that's so this path would lead usright to the
home or community of the Cubicd" Ezrasaid
excitedly. "Now were gettin' somewhere."

Joan hesditated. The Sun was now sinking toward
the horizon and the feeble daylight of thejungle
was darkening into a somber dusk.

"Perhaps we ought to turn back, and return
tomorrow," she suggested. "It'll soon be night.”
"Turn back when we're this close?" Ezra scoffed.
"Besdes, night iswhen we want to watch the
Cubics. If they'rethe Dwdlers, it'sat night that they
somehow make those telepathic attacks on our
camp.”

The reminder of those dreaded hypnotic attacks
was one not calculated to reassure the girl. But Joan
had courage, and she saw thelogicin Ezras
argument. Without further objection, she
accompanied him onward.

Their progress was now much morerapid, for
they were now following the beaten path. It ran due
west except at places where it swerved aside to
avoid aclump of tangle-trees or other dangerous
vegetation. Those dien growthsloomed dark and
for- bidding in the gathering dusk.

Stars were peeping forth in the darkening sky.

Far behind them, the heavens were lighted by the
quivering red glow of the smoking volcanoes.
Presently Ezraand Joan heard alow, persistent
sound from ahead. It sounded like the clash and
clatter of many hammers beating upon rock.
"Must bethe Cubics," Ezrasaidinalow voice.
"But what're they doin' to make that sound?’

"I don't know," answered the girl bewilderedly.
"WEe're very near."

They went with much more care, following the
path but ready to dart off it into the thickets at any
aarm. The din ahead came louder to their ears.
Then they came aoruptly into full view of an

ameazing spectacle.
The path debouched ahead of them into a broad,



flat dearing. Thisopen plain contained thelittle
city of the Cubics.

It was one of the strangest communities upon
which human eye had ever looked. There were
severa scores of smdl buildings, built and arranged
with mathematica precison. They looked like
stone beehives, each having only asingle opening.
They wereranged in concentric circles.

Hundreds upon hundreds of the Cubics were
vigbleinthiswerd little city. Thelittle cube-
shaped cregtures were engaged in bewildering,
activity. With their queer faculty of combination,
they were gathered into many different figuresthat
engaged upon severa inexplicable tasks.

There was arow of grotesque, four-armed
figurestwice the height of aman. They were
engaged in hammering and splitting chunks of rock,
using harder masses of rock for hammers. There
were other figureslike huge centipedes, who
carried the shattered rock away and sorted its
pieces.

And each of those big, grotesque figureswas
composed of scores of thelittle Cubicsl Anarm of
one of the hammers might be made up of ten
separate Cubics, hooked together. Joan and Ezra
could plainly seethetiny, twinkling eyesand
mouths in the faces of those congtituent cubes.
"Why, thisiscrazy!" muttered Ezra. "Why inthe
name o' the Sun are they workin' so hard, crushin’
that rock?"

"They're crushing the metalic ores out of it,"

Joan said quickly. "Look -- the centipede-ones take
the metal back to those big heaps.”

ZRA'S eyestraveled in the direction she
indicated. Behind thelittle Cubic city there
loomed colossal heaps of smdl fragments, hegps
big assmdl hills. The fragmentswere of meta
ingotsor rich ore.

E

"Why they must have been laborin'’ likethisfor
centuriesto amass al that metal orel™ gasped the
old marshd. "Therésmillions of poundsof it, and
it lookslike it had been gatherin' there for ages.”
He was stunned by the riddle of the Cubics
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tremendoustoil. Then athought occurred to him.
"Maybethisisthe answer, Joan. If these Cubics
are the Dwellers, maybe they've been attackin’ us
telepathically because weve been minin' metdl. It
seemslike these critters are crazy on minin' ore



themsdves."

"That might be the answer," Joan admittedina
whisper. "Let'stake a closer ook at those big ore-
heaps. We can circle around nearer.”

She and the old marshd started skirting around
the clearing to approach nearer that side of it on
which the vast hegps of ore towered. They moved
with extreme care in the dark jungle, to make no
sound.

Joan wasin the lead. Ezra suddenly descried a
snaky movement as of tentaclesin the thick foliage
just ahead of her.

"Look out, Joan -- you're walking into atangle-
treel" he shouted warning.

Thegirl recoiled in time. But next moment they
both realized with dismay that the clatter of the
Cubics activity had suddenly halted.

"They heard me!" Ezragroaned. "We got to beat
it out of here on full-rockets!"

They scrambled back toward the path and started
ahasty retreat away from the Cubic City. But it was
too late.

Cubicswho formed big centipedd figureswere
aready racing aong the path after them. Inan
instant they had overtaken and surrounded the old
veteran and thegirl.

Before the horrified eyes of Joan and Ezra, the
Cubicswho formed those figures abruptly shifted
into new, towering formations. They became giant,
semi-human shapes who advanced on the two
humanswith clutching arms.

CHAPTER XV

Secret of the Cubics

NO SOONER had

Captain Future discovered

the absence of Ezraand

Joan from the camp, than

heredized that it had but

onelogica explanation.

"Ezrasdipped off to spy

on the Cubicd" he

exclamed. "He's been

wanting to for days. He

thinksthey're the

Dwdles”

"B-b-but M-m-miss

Randa|?" asked George McClinton anxioudly.
McClinton's deep solicitude for Joan's safety

was obvious -- as obvious as the shy, whole-souled
admiration which the stuttering engineer had shown
for the girl agent Snce the beginning of the



Vulcan'svoyage.

"Joan would go after himif she saw him leaving
camp." Curt guessed. "But | would have thought
sheld have brought him back by now."

"Ezra can be plenty mule-headed when he gets
anideainto hishead," reminded Otho. "He
probably inssted on going on. and she went dlong!"
Curt was thoroughly alarmed. Night was aready
fdling upon thejungle. He knew from experience
what uncanny dangersit contained.

"Otho, Grag -- get picks for wespon and come
on!" he sad swiftly. "Were going after them. and
quickly."

Hewas himsdlf grabbing up one of the stedl

bars. They hastened toward the gate of the
stockade, and found that others had come with
them.

Grabo, the Jovian mutineer, was one of them. "l
know apath in therethat | think leads toward the
Cubics." hesad. "I'll go dong and show you."
"And I'm g-g-going, too." George McClinton
ingsted.

Kim Ivan was dready opening the gate of the
stockade, and the big Martian pirate swung along
with them asthey rapidly entered thejungle.
Grabo |led the way through th:e dark fern-forest,
avoiding tangle-trees and other dangers whose
location he knew. They soon reached the path.
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"We never followed it very far, but weve seen
the Cubicsusngit," the Jovian informed.

"Heres afresh dash by abush knife," called
Otho, bending over ahacked vine that had until
recently lain acrossthe path. "Ezraand Joan must
have gonethisway, dl right.”

Curt's anxiety mounted by the minute asthey
hurried westward along that beaten trail.
"Barging off into thisjungle by night, asthough
shewas gralling around in aVenusian park!" he
exclamed.

"Ligen!" said Grag suddenly, after they had
traveled somemiles.

The super-sensitive microphonic ears of the
robot could pick up sounds no one else could hear.
Grag ood, atowering, gleaming silhouettein the
garlight, motionlessand listening.

"l can hear alot of activity from somewhere far
ahead,” finally reported the robot. "It soundslike
rock being shattered.”

"You're crazy!" Otho jeered. "Who the devil



would be pounding up rock herein the jungle?’
"The Cubicswouldn't be -- or would they?' Kim
Ivan wondered. "Come to think of it, they're dways
carrying rock when you see them.”

Captain Futureimperatively enjoined slence,

and led theway on dong the path toward the west.
Presently he and the others could also hear the
distant sound of clashing rock that had reached
Grag'sears.

FEW minuteslater found them crouching

at the edge of the jungle and looking out at

the sarlit little city of the Cubics, within-
credulous astonishment. The stone beehive
structures, the hordes of Cubicsengaged in
crushing rock ores, the towering hegps of crushed
ore behind the village, al stunned them asthey had
50 recently dumfounded Ezraand Joan.

A

"Why, those Cubics are grinding out ore!" Otho
gasped. "And look, when they get it crushed out,
they smply carry it over to those big hegps and
dump, and then go get more. They're balmy as
Martian fool-monkeyd ™

"I'll be blasted!" Kim Ivan was swearingina
whisper. "Why would the little crestures crush out
al that ore when they haven't any usefor it?'

"l see Joan and Ezral" Grag announced. "L ook,
Chigf!"

With sharp relief, Curt Newton perceived that
Joan and Ezrawere sitting on the ground in front of
one of thelittle stone beehive buildings. A ring of
Cubics surrounded them, guarding them.
Obvioudy, the Cubics had taken the girl and the old
marshd prisoner but had not harmed them.
"They've not been hurt,” exclamed Othoina

low voice. "Now al weve got to doisto crashiin
there and bring them out."

The android raised his steel weapon, ashe and
Grag and the others prepared to follow Captain
Futurein asortieinto the community. "Wait a
minute," ordered Curt Newton. Therewasa
strange, frozen look on hisface.

Curt's eyes had been traveling over that bustling,
inexplicable scene. And a possible explanation of it
had entered his mind, one whose implicationswere
pardyzing.

The possibility that had occurred to him sent
through him an icy horror such as he had dmost
never before experienced. He seemed to see behind
thishaf-comic, purposdess activity of the Cubics,
aghagtly story.



"Good God!" he choked. "If I'm right, we're
looking at the most awful scene our eyes have ever
rested on.”

"Chief, what are you talking about?" whispered
Otho. "I can't see anything awful about those
Cubics breaking up ore for metal they don't know
how to use. It seemsfunny, to me."

"Yes, and look at the big hegps of it they've piled
up,” chuckled Kim Ivan. "They must have been
doing thisfor hundreds of years."

"Yes, for hundreds of years," muttered Captain
Future. Hisface was pdein the sarlight. "For
hundreds of years."

They stared at him, completely perplexed by the
emotion of horror that seemed to have
overwhelmed him.

"Ligen," he said after amoment. "If my guessis
right, we won't haveto fight these Cubicsto get
Ezraand Joan away. | want you to refrain from
making asingle hogtile move toward them when we
go out there. Let metalk to them."

"Tak to them?' echoed Otho increduloudy.

"But they won't understand you. They're only queer,
clever litleanimas”

"Maybethey will understand me," Captain

Future muttered. "Though | dmost hope they
don't."

Completely without understanding, the four
followed him out of the jungle as he stepped
graight into the starlight of the open clearing.
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Instantly they were glimpsed by the Cubics. At
oncethe noisy crushing and carrying of ore was
broken off, and the creatures came gliding toward
the five newcomers,

They gpproached menacingly, in the form of

huge, semi-manlike figures with upraised,
threatening arms. Curt Newton waited until they
were quite near, and then he spoke loudly to them.
He used aqueer language.

The Cubics stopped short! They froze where
they were, every eye of the grotesque little cubical
creatures saring at Captain Future,

"What's he saying?' murmured Kim lvan
wonderingly.

"He'staking to them in the Antarian tongue!™
Otho said dumbfoundedly. "I don't get it."

UT Captain Future's speech seemed to be

having apardyzing effect upon the

Cubics. Curt was saying to them, in the Antarian



languege:
B

"We come from the home world, from Antares.”
Hewaited. Had his appalling guess been right?

It seemed that it had, for the Cubics were now
betraying the wildest excitemen.

The creatures had not the intelligence or

memory to understand the meaning of hiswords,
Curt divined. But the language in which he spoke
was striking some deep, buried chord of memory in
their queer minds.

For the creatures had broken up their menacing
formations and were rushing forward and svarming
around Curt in aswvarm of swirling cubical bodies.
Ther little eyes were fixed upon hisface, and from
their tiny mouths camelittle, piping sounds
indicative of immense excitement.

Captain Future advanced toward the little city,
with Otho and the others amazedly following. The
Cubics continued to swarm around Curt eagerly.
All work had ceased, and every Cubic was
gathering.

Joan and Ezra saw them coming. Relief and
astonishment were both in the girl'sface as she
greeted Captain Future.

"Curt, how did you win over the Cubics? They
took us prisoner and they've been holding us here.”
" Joan, you and Ezra speak to the Cubics," he
ordered. "Say afew wordsto them in Antarian.

Y ou know | taught you afew phrases of it."
Wonderingly, the old marsha and the girl agent
obeyed. No sooner had the words | eft their lips,
than the attitude of their captors changed. The
Cubics who had been guarding them now clamored
pipingly around them aswell as around Captain
Future.

"What in the name o' the Sun does it mean?"
EzraGurney exclaimed. "How comejust hearin’
Antarian spoken has such an effect on these
critters?’

Curt answered solemnly. "Because these Cubics
are Antarians. At least, they're the remote
descendants of human Antarians.”

It was too staggering a statement for the others

to takeinimmediady. They looked
uncomprehendingly at theweird little creatures
swarming by the hundreds around them -- the tiny
cubica bodies, the queer, clawlikelittle limbs, the
twinkling eyes and piping mouths.

"These critters human once?' gasped Ezra. "you
must bejokin'."



Joan paled. That horror which had so shaken
Curt Newton was invading her mind as she began
to realize what he meant.

"Oh, Curt, no! Y ou can't mean that the human
Antarians who once colonized Agarfdl, who left
that inscribed tablet, changed into --"

"Into these Cubics, yes," Curt finished somberly.
"We wondered what had become of those human
colonigts. Well, herethey are.”

A stunned sllence held his companions, while

the unearthly little creatures continued their mad
dance of excitement about them.

"Every species of life upon thisworldlet suffered
tremendous evol utionary development when
Adarfal passed long ago through that region of
cosmic radiation,” Curt continued. "But evolution
canwork in adownward direction aswell asan
upward one. Some of the species on thisworld
evolved upward, notably its plant-life. But others,
like its human species, were subjected to a
progressve degeneration by the mutationa
changes.

"The Antarians here mutated gradudly into
unhuman form. We know from that inscription that
it was 0. They mutated into aform in which they
had logt the intelligence and memory that had been
theirs. Their former telepathic method of
communication developed prodigioudy, to
compensate for the diminishing of their szeand
strength. By necessity, they developed an uncanny
ability for physica and menta cooperation. That
ability isdl that has even kept them surviving,
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when intelligence and Sze and strength were
gradudly logt."

ORROR was on the face of every one of

Captain Future's companions, now. The

little Cubics were no longer comic, but tragic.

H

Thesetiny, semi-intelligent crestures -- the
descendants of men! The ghastliness of it shook
themadl.

"But why have they kept mining metas, dl these
centuries?' cried Kim | van. "They no longer have
theintelligenceto useit.”

"Racid memory," Curt answered somberly,
"persgsin aspecieslong after inteligenceislos.
In these Cubics has persisted the tradition of their
human ancestors who upon thisworld mined metd
which the ships of Antares cameto get."



"Good God!" whispered George McClinton
horrifiedly. " All these c-c-centuries, the c-creatures
have been faithfully m-massing ores because of that
tradition.”

Captain Future nodded. "That'swhy | spoke to
them in the Antarian tongue. | hoped it would strike
achord of racia memory. And it has. They havea
dim ideathat we are those who have comefor their
gathered metd."

Tearsglistened in Joan's eyes. There was
something terribly poignant about the excited
happiness of the smplelittle crestures swarming
around them.

The Cubics eagerly led Curt and his companions
toward the giant ore-hegps behind their community.
Therewasaquality of pridein their excited,
meaningless piping.

"Therésamost dl the metd herethat welll need
for our shp," Curt said aftr aquick examination of
the greet heaps. "Everything except calcium.”
"Blagt it, why isit we can find everything on this
world except the few pounds of calcium that arethe
most vitd of dl?' Otho muttered.

"Say, thiswill save usthe work of mining ores,

if the Cubicswill let us have what we need of these
metd piles" Grag declared.

Captain Future nodded. "And we need to save

al thetime we can, for we're far behind schedule
ontheship. I'm surethey'll let ushaveit."

He stepped forward, and gathered up an armful

of sample chunksfrom the greet pile of beryllium
ores. Ingtantly, asthough comprehending his
purpose, the Cubics rushed forward toward that
pile

The cregtures swiftly formed themsdved into
severd dozen of the big centipeda figureswhose
formation they took for carrying purposes. Other
Cubics became octopoid figures who rapidly |oaded
the centipeda oneswith masses of the beryllium
ore. They they stood, eyeing Curt expectantly.
"They're going to carry the Suff wherever we

want it," Captain Future guessed. "Poor devils--
they have some dim traditiona notion that weve
comein shipsto thisworld to get it."

He and Joan and the others started back through
the jungle, in the direction of the camp. Quickly the
Cubics carrying the masses of ore swung into the
jungle behind them and followed them dong the
path.

T WAS aweird procession through the dark
fern-forest, the eager piping of the Cubics



sounding incessantly asthey followed the humans.
I

But when they were dtill afew milesfromthe
camp, the attitude of the Cubics changed. They
began to move more dowly, to show an extreme
reluctance toward going farther in this direction.
Finaly they stopped atogether, putting down their
loads and clustering with dismayed pipings around
Captain Future.

"They won't go any farther!" said Otho
surprisedly. "1 wonder what they're afraid of 7

"| believe," Curt said thoughtfully, "thet they

know of something dangerousin the areain which
our camp islocated. That would explain why the
Cubics have never come close to the camp.”

"The Dwdlerd" cried Kim Ivan. "Future, they're
scared of the Dwdlers!”

"Say, that'sright,” Grag rumbled. "We thought

the Cubics might be the Dwdllers, but we know
now they're not. Who are the Dwdllers, then?"
"They're somewhere in the area around our

camp, whoever they are,” Curt Newton murmured.
"If the Cubics could only tell us."

Hetried to get into intelligent communication

with thelittle creatures. But it wasimpossible.
Ther only method of communication wastheweird
sxth-sense of cooperation by which they
interlocked their own minds and bodies. Their
piping sounds were utterly without meaning.

The only definite thing that could be gathered
from the actions of the Cubics wasthat the area
around the castaways camp held danger, and that
the crestures would not enter it. And the crestures
set up adistressed piping when Curt and his
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comradesfindly strode on and |eft them.

"We can have our own men comethisfar and
dedge that metal oreto camp,” Curt planned as
they went on. "And the Cubicswill let ushavedl
the other ores we need from those great hegps. It
save precioustime!”

Joan looked a him soberly. "When Agtarfal is
destroyed, those little creatures will dl perish?"
"Yes" said Captain Future heavily. "Therésno
possible way in which they could be saved. And
would you want to keep dive those pitiful
descendants of a once-human race?’

CHAPTER XVI

Dire Awakening

UPON the next



morning, Curt'simprovised

organization began the

work of casting the scores

of great beamsthat would

form the frame of the ship.

Theatomic smelters

throbbed and hummed. the

molten dloy hissed into the

cement molds, the shining

beams were |ater broken

free of themolds and the

sameroutinewas

immediately repested.

During the next days, a mass of numbered

beams and struts rapidly accumulated near the
towering, giant cacti at the center of the camp. Grag
and McClinton operated the smelters under Curt
Newton's direction, while Otho, Kim lvan and most
of the mutineers hauled the loads of oreto camp.
The Brain gill ranged out over the surface of
Adarfdl invain search of calcium. So far, they had
not found agrain of thevita catayst. And sofar,
the Brain had not been able to trandate the gapsin
the ancient inscription, which might have given
them aclueto theidentity of the Dwdllers.

"The Dwdlers are somewhere within afew

miles of our camp,” Curt reasoned. "We know that
from the actions of the Cubics. But what and where
are they? We've seen no creatures of high
inteligencein al thisarea”

"It'spossible, | suppose,” murmured the Brain,
"that that fellow Boraboll's suggestion had truth in
it, and that the Dwellers are subterranean or
invisble creatures. Rollinger'sravingsindicate
they're somewhere near."

Captain Future shook his head wearily. "It'sa
hideous riddle. And two more men disappeared last
night, despite our new system of guards."

Curt had indtituted aregime of guards designed

to halt the disappearances. It was evident that the
Dwelers only made their hypnotic attacks upon
desping men.

So Captain Future had posted guards over all the
deegpers, each night. He had ingtructed them: "If
you see any man get up and start deegp-walking, it
means he'sin the hypnotic grip of the Dwdlers. But
don't awaken him. Follow him. "

"Follow him?' the others had said Sartledly.

"But the Dwellerswill draw him right to them!"
Curt nodded. "Which meansthat by following

their victim, you'l beled right to the Dwellers



themsaves. At last well find out what they are and
wherethey lurk, and can take measures againgt
them.”

But here, again, the unearthly cunning of the
mystery Dwellers showed itself. Solong as Curt's
guards remained wakeful and watching the degping
men, not one hypnotic attack was made upon them.
It was obvious that the Dwellers were aware of
the watchers, and were too crafty to give
themselves away by drawing victimsto themsdves
while anyone was watching.

"Anyway, it seemsto have stopped the attacks
and that's something," Captain Future said. "We
need every man, now!"

For as these short days passed, the stark

necessity of accelerating construction of the ship
wasterribly evident. Timewasflying -- and each
day meant Agtarfall was nearer to the System and to
destruction.

Curt Newton soon began fitting the growing pile
of beamsinto the framework of the ship. The stout
metal girders, the curved ribs, were attached solidly
to the massive kedl by means of their atomic
welders. The torpedo-shaped framework of the
vessd took definite form.

"Let'scdl it the Phoenix," Joan suggested. "Ina
way, it'srisng out of the ashes of the old VVulcan.”
"WEell start tomorrow cagting plates, and making
the refractory alloy for the rocket-tubes,” Captain
Future said haggardly. "Weve got to go faster than
we have."
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HAT night two men disgppeared from

camp. The Dwellers had struck again.
Curt'saarm-signal around the stockade had failed.
And hisguards had failed, for they admitted they
had dept.

T

Curt had not the heart to blame them, for the

men were dl now nearing exhaugtion. Y et their
deep had cost two lives, and had increased the
terror of the Dwellers. Rollinger's shrieking was
Now incessant.

"I'll watch tonight mysdlf," Captain Future
declared.

All that day he swesated at the labor of producing
the plates which would be welded onto the torpedo-
like framework of the Phoenix. But heinsisted on
keeping hiswatch that night.

"Y ou're too exhausted yourself," Joan pleaded.



"Grag or Simon --"

"Gragisat the Cubics city with the party
trangporting ore, and Simon is searching night and
day for cacium,” heanswered. "I'll bedl right.”
But for once, Captain Future had overestimated
hisiron strength. Fagged by the superhuman gtrain
under which he had been laboring, hefdl adeep
before midnight as he sat listening to John
Rallinger's babbling.

In his deep, he dreamed. He dreamed that out of
depths of swirling darkness, a cold, vast, unseegble
intelligence was gpproaching him.

Hefdt theicy grip of it upon hisdazed mind.

And deep within Curt's subconscious, an ingtinct
shouted frantic warning.

"The Dwdlers-- they're seizing you!

He knew in his subconscious that that was what
was happening. But he could not wake, he could
not struggle. The tremendous power of the hypnotic
grip upon his dumbering mind and body was now
complete.

Curt dimly fet himsaf risng and moving

forward. That hel pless, unconquered corner of his
mind told him that he was being drawn asa
hypnotized victim toward the Dwedllers. But ill he
could not wake nor do anything to break the hold of
thosevad, icy intelligences upon him.

There came a sudden violent shock! Curt
suddenly found himsdlf lying on the ground,
awake.

He staggered to hisfeet. He had fdlen to the
ground near the pile of metd struts beyond which
towered the giant cacti. And the ground was
rocking and ralling violently under him like the
waves of asea.

"My God!" choked Curt Newton. "The Dwellers.
had me, but a sudden ground-quake knocked me
awake and saved me."

The quake was not subsiding. It was growing
every minute more violent, and everyonein the
camp was awakening in wild terror.

They weredl flung off ther feet, onto the

ground that rolled sckeningly under themwith a
dull, tremendousroar of diastrophism. The pile of
meta struts collgpsed with aclatter. Cries of terror
arose.

"Keep your headd" Captain Future shouted. "It's
another quake.”

"Look!" screamed Boraboll, pointing wildly to
the east.

The sky there was blazing with fire. Up from the



distant vol canoes were shooting huge geysers of
flaming lavathat painted the heavens crimson.
Vast clouds of steam and smoke and ashes
whirled up to vell that titanic eruption. Theair was
thick with sulphurous fumes, and hot ashesrattled
down upon them as the ground quivered ever more
wildly beneath them.

"The end of thisworld has come aready!"
hoarsdly yelled aterror-stricken mutineer .

HE darkness became Stygian asvast clouds

of smoke from the erupting volcanoes

filled thear. Windswere shrieking like fiends, and
the sckening heave and fal of the solid ground
benegth them continued.

T

Choking and gasping as he bregthed the
superheated, sulphurous fumes, Curt Newton
struggled to the side of Joan.

"Liedown!" heyelled to her over the tumuilt.
"Thiswill soon pass”

Grag's tremendous voice shouted through the
inferna uproar. "Chief, the ship'sframework is
going to break loosa!"

A new and appalling sound had entered the
symphony of destruction. It was the heavy rumbling
and thumping of agreat mass rocking on the
ground.

The heavy metd framewrk of the Phoenix was
rocking wildly initsrough cradle asthe quakes
continued. It threatened to roll free entirely, toroll
down the knoll and crush out their camp and
themsdves.

"Get away!" shrieked ascared mutineer. " Shell
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comeloose on usany minutel™

"No!" blared Captain Future's voice. "Weve got
to pin her dow ! Grag, get the dedges and some of
the smaller beamsfor stakes! Otho, grab those
dedge-cables and bring them!"

Not even theterrifying nature of their Stuation
could temper the ingtant loyalty and obedience of
the Futuremen. They sprang to obey.

And Curt found big Kim Ivan beside him ashe
ran to help Otho unfasten the tough, strong cables
by which they had drawn the ore-dedges.

"If she goes when we're beside her, well never
seethe Moon again!" gasped Otho asthey ran
toward the ship with the cables.

Clang! Clang! Grag towered like anincredible
meta giant in the sorm, usng the heaviest of the



dedgesto drive small, straight metal beams deep
into the ground beside the Phoenix.

The torpedo-shape:d framework, upon which
they had expended such tremendous toil and
thought, was leaning toward them thresteningly
with each new heave of the quake. If it broke loose,
it would smash itslf and them, too.

Curt and Otho fumbled furioudy in the darkness
to tiether cablesto the stakes and then to the lower
beams of the frame. Kim Ivan had found adedge
and was helping Grag drive more stakes, while
George McClinton had groped hisway to themto
hep.

"Tighten those cables! Put two more on each
Sde!" Curt shouted.

The framework was securely lashed down to the
stakes. Now the tremors seemed subsiding alittle.
But now the buffeting windswererisngtoagde
of hurricaneforce.

For two hours, they dl lay flat upon the ground
while the raging gale swept over them. By theend
of that time, the quakes had ceased except for an
occasiond quiver. The disastrophic roar of shifting
rock beneath had stopped, and the eruption of the
vol canoes seemed lessening.

AWN came asthe gdedied down. The

feeble, murky light disclosed a scene of
destruction in their camp. The grimed, haggard
castaways surveyed it in mute dismay.

D

The framework of the Phoenix was undamaged,
except for abent beam which could soon be
graightened. The huge barrd-like cacti il
towered unharmed at the high centrd point of the
clearing. But nearly everything else was wrecked.
Most of the stockade was down, al the huts but one
had collapsed, and their cyclotrons, tools and
supplies were covered with debris.

Captain Future discovered that none of them had
been serioudy injured, though there were many
bruises and minor hurts.

"By the Sun, | never thought I'd see another

day," declared Kim Ivan fedingly. "I sure thought
the cursed planetoid was cracking up.”
"Thisisawarning," Curt told them urgently.

"We can expect more and heavier cataclysms as
Adarfal draws nearer the System. Thisungtable
littleworld is starting to respond to the
gravitationa perturbationsthat in a couple of weeks
will shatter it completdly.”

"Can wefinish the Phoenix in time?" Joan asked



bregthlesdly.

"Wevegot to," Curt said tightly. "And we've got
to find the calcium which will enable usto operate
it

He detailed asmall number of the men to clear

up the battered camp. The rest he drove throughout
the day with unremitting energy.

Grag and George McClinton stiraightened the

few bent beams of the ship-frame, by softening the
meta with atomic welders and exerting pressure
upon it with improvised jacks. Meanwhile, Captain
Future and Otho supervised the ceasdless operation
of thebig smdters.

They toiled dl through that day casting the big
beryllium dloy platesfor the hull. The work parties
of the mutineers brought constant new loads of ore
upon their makeshift dedges. Therewasaquality
of scared desperation in the way the convicts
worked thisday. They had been thoroughly
impressed by the catastrophic outbreak of the night.
TheBrain, returning that evening from his
ceaseless search for calcium, reported that the
whole volcanic areawasin violent activity.

"New craters have broken out in the eastern
section, and the Canyon of Chaos has partly
collapsed onitself and isnow alarge lake of lava, "
he Stated.

Curt nodded grimly. "Theincreasing shocks are
dlowing theradioactive hellfire at Astarfdl's core
to gush to the surface. Itll get rapidly worse. But
what about the calcium?’

"Curtis, | haven't seen asign of the dement,”
Simon Wright confessed. "It and certain related
elements like potassum and scandium just do not
seem to exist upon thisworld.”
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"If we can only find afew pounds of the stuff,

it'll be enough,” Captain Future sweated. "Even a
pound or so would at least alow usto usethe cycs
long enough to take off."

That night Grag stood watch over the camp. But
sncethetirelessrobot could not aone keep watch
over dl the degpers, young Rih Quili shared his
guard.

But the next morning Rih Quili himsaf was
missing. It wastragicaly obviousthat the
Mercurian officer had fallen adegp and had been
seized hypnoticdly by the Dwellers.

EzraGurney raged. "l liked that, boy alot! If

ever | find out who the cursed Dwdllersare, I'll --



Cap'n Future, maybe them devilish tangle-trees are
the Dwdlers? Maybe they'reintdligent.”

URT shook his head haggardly. "No, they

can't bethe Dwellers. | admit that plant-life

on thisworld seemsto have evolved further than on
any planet I've ever visited. But the Cubics, who
know more than we do, show no fear of tangle-
trees. It isthisregion that they dread and refuse to
approach.”

C

The other castaways were |ess stricken by the
new disappearance than Curt had expected. Their
fear of the Dwdlerswas till greet, but even greater
now wastheir terror of the coming cataclysm.
Through the next days, Captain Future drove the
work around the clock. Their last two weeks were
dipping rapidly away. And the ominoudy
increasing volcanic activity and recurrent tremors
showed that the final catastrophe was neer.

They welded the big plates onto the framework

of the Phoenix, joining each plate to the next with
the atomic welder to form an airtight joint.
Presently, theinner hull of the torpedo-like ship
wasdl on. But they gtill must build on the outer
hull.

Captain Future put that work into the hands of
Grag and Otho, who trained the mutineers and
divided them into gangs that worked in successve
shifts. Curt himsdf, with McClinton and Kim lvan,
toiled to melt sand and minerasinto glasste for the
portholes and bridge-windows, to cast the inertron
rocket-tubes, and to fashion tight tanks for water
and oxygen.

Kim lvan, mopping swest from his brow and
staggering from sixteen hours of unresting |abor,
found one consolation.

"The only good thing about it isthat now were
working day and night both, the cursed Dwellers
havelet usdone" panted the Martian.

Curt nodded exhaustedly. "Tomorrow well

ingd| the cyclotronsin the ship, and fit the rocket-
tubes.”

"And then welll be ableto leave this cursed
planetoid!" exclaimed Moremaosforcibly.

"Not until wefind cacium,” warned Cgptain
Future.

The venomous Venusian's dark eyes narrowed.
"What do you mean -- till wefind calcium?1'm no
engineer, but I've rocketed enough to know that a
ship'scycsrun' on copper fuel, and we've plenty of
copper. In thisemergency, we can take off without



that catayst you talk about, surely.”

"You're af-f-fool, Moremos," said George
McClinton emphetically. "Without the cacium
catalyst, the released energy of c-copper would b-
blow us sky-high."

CHAPTER XVII

Dissster

THAT night camea

frightening series of sharp

shocks, like tremendous

gunnings underground. The

Phoenix rocked initscradle,

and greet jets of fire shot far

into the heavensfrom the

neighboring volcanoes

filling them with brilliance.

Joan Randall had

incredible newsfor Curt

when he awakened after that

night of fear.

"John Rallinger has recovered his sanity!” she
exclamed. "I think the shockslast night somehow
did it. He's asking for you."

Curt went with her to the physicist, who dl these
days had been confined a babbling madman in one
of the huts. Rollinger's spare face looked dazed but
sane as he stared up at Curt.

"Captain Future, they'vetold me what's
happened,” the physicist said hoarsdly. "I can't seem
to remember anything. Y et I'm clear enough in my
mind now."

"Takeit easy, Rallinger," Curt advised. "Y ou've
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had awonderful recovery, but you'll relgpseif you
undergo any strain now. I'll talk to you later ."

At regular intervas throughout that day came

the ominous thunder-gunnings from benesth round.
There was something terrifying about their
regularity. Y et the vol canoes seemed unusudly
quiet, not even smoke rising from them.
Thoroughly frightened by these new
developments, the castaways worked furioudy all
through the day under Captain Future's direction.
They hauled the Sx massve cyclotronsinto the
Phoenix, and bolted them fast. The fuel-feed and
power-lead pipes were ingtalled, the heavy rocket-
tubes were screwed into place, the hermeticaly
tight space-door was hung.

By sunset the men were dropping in their tracks.
The periodic sharp shocks had completely ceased



two hours before. A dead, heavy hush reigned, and
the air seemed thick and oppressive. Curt Newton's
worn brown face was dripping with perspiration as
he and M cClinton and Otho staggered amost
drunkenly out of the ship.

"Now -- the calcium,” Curt panted. "Weve less
than five daysin which tofindit, or perish.”
McClinton'sface was hopeess. "The Brain has
h-h-hunted al these weeks without finding ag-
gran."

A wild ydl interrupted them. It came from back
ingde the Phoenix. and wasin Boraboll's voice.
"Rollinger iswrecking the ship!"

Curt lunged back into the vessdl. John Rallinger
towered in its cyc-room, hisface flaming ashe
battered with aheavy bar at the cycs.

"Get him!" Curt yelled, plunging forward

himsdlf.

Thewhirling bar diced toward himin ablow
meant to shatter his skull. He ducked under it and
tackled Rallinger.

The crazed scientist seemed to have the strength
of ten men, and Curt's weary muscles could not
hold him. But Grag and the others were rushing
forward. In afew moments, Rollinger was bound.
Joan came running in to them, her face deathly
white and abig bruise on her forehead.

"It'smy fault!" she sobbed. "He seemed so sane
al day, that findly | untied his bonds as he asked.
Then he struck me down and ran toward the ship.”
Roallinger was looking up at them with an
expression of hatred and contempt upon hisface.
Then, abruptly, hisface changed before their gaze.
It distorted into what it had been before, the face
of amadman. A stiream of insane babblingsfell
fromhislips.

"They took my body!" whimpered the madman.
"They guessed that you mean to escape from here-"
Hetralled off in unintdligible mouthing.

"The Dwdlerd" swore Otho. "They've dways

had agrip on Rollinger's shattered mind. And
because they don't want their victimsto leave here,
they used him today to try to wreck the ship.”
"Good God, what kind of creatures are they that
can use such diabolical methods of attack?' cried
Boraboll, shaking wildly.

"Take Rallinger back to hishut,” Curt ordered.
"He didn't have timeto do any red damage.
Though, in afew minutes more- -"

The words were swept from hislipsby a
tremendous, booming sound that broke the heavy



hush. The ship quivered suddenly initscradle.
SHRILL yel from Ezrabrought them

tumbling out into the open. The ground

was shuddering like aharp-string. The booming
wasincreasing in volume and rapidity by the
second.

A

"The volcanoes are going to blow!" Curt

shouted. "Everybody get --"

For asecond time he was interrupted. And this
time the interruption was an explosive detonation
of such titanic magnitude as to sun them.

They glimpsed the crests of the distant volcanic
range hurtling into the sky in great masses of rock
and lava. Thewholetop of the range had blown off
Fery lavaraved up in spouting geysers, then was
hidden by atremendous wave of dark, smoky gases
that puffed outward gigantically.

"Into the ship!" Curt cried. "That burst of fumes
will asphyxiate usdl if it catchesud™”

They tumbled back into the ship, Grag dragging
the raving Rollinger in with them. Otho dammed
shut the heavy door.

It was not amoment too soon. The wave of
poisonous fumes rolled over the camp aminute
|ater. Everything outside was blotted from sight by
the swirling gases.

Then the fumes began to thin. The Phoenix was
il shuddering inits cradle. When thetitanic burst
of gases had been swept away, they staggered out
of thevessd.

They stood, appaled by what they saw.
Innumerable colossd fountains of lavawere
pouring up from the shattered craters and chasms of
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the neighboring volcanic area. And dready aten-
foot crest of the flaming molten rock wasrolling
toward the jungle and their camp.

"That lavawill wipe out everything herel”
Moremos shouted. "Our only chanceisto take off
inthe ship a once."

"No!" Captain Future cried. "'l tdll you, we can't
take off without calcium.”

"l don't believeyou!" flamed the Venusian.
"You're only stdling so that you and your friends
can dip away in the ship and leave the rest of us
here"

"It's better to risk starting without the calcium

than to stay here and bekilled by the laval" howled
Boraball.



"Listento me!" Curt Newton'svoice rang out.
"That lavamay rollover thejungle but it won't
touch usyet, for our camp ishbuilt on thisknoll. The
lavamay surround the knall, but won't be high
enough to cover it. Thereés gill achanceto find the
cacium. The Brain can till come and go even
though the lava surrounds us. You've got to trust in
me"

"I'mwith you, Future,” said Kim lvan promptly.

"I think we're sunk, but we gave you apromise and
well play it out to theend.”

"Then get your men to work hauling everything

up hereto the highest part of the knoll!" Cut
exclamed. "Put the ores, tools, food supplies,
everything up here between the ship and those
cacti. Otho, you and Ezra come with me and well
see Whether the lava can be deflected in any way."
Ezra Gurney and the android, aswell as
McClinton, raced beside Captain Future through
the jungle toward the oncoming flaming tide.

Curt's eyes desperately studied the topography

of the ground as they advanced. He was hoping that
some fresak of the surface might enable them to
build atemporary dam or wall to shunt the lava
away fromtheknoll.

His hope died within him asthey came closer to
the advancing tide. The crimson-glowing wave was
higher than aman, rolling forward with mgestic
downess, hissng and crackling asit ate thejungle
beforeit.

"Holy sun-imps, nothing can deflect that!" cried
Otho.

RASH! The hollow sound of the explosion

came from the camp behind them.C"That s-sounded like cycs exploding!" cried
McClinton.

Curt whirled. "Good God, if thosefools--"
Hedidn't finish. He was aready racing back
toward theknoll. Asheran up itslow dope, Kim
Ivan and Joan and others came stumbling
frantically to meet him.

"The ship?' cried Captain Future. "Did

Moremos --"

"Yes, hedid!" raged Kim Ivan. The big Martian
was mad with wild anger. "When we others were
hauling the stuff up out of danger, Moremos and
Boraboll and adozen other foolslike them tried to
take off in the Phoenix."

Curt and the others came into sight of the ship.
Anicy feding of utter despair clutched at his heart
ashesaw.

The cyclotrons had exploded when copper fuel



was released into atomic power without the
inhibitory cacium catay<t to control the violent
energy. The explosion had rent agreet holein the
gern of the ship.

The battered bodies of Moremos and Boraboll
and others who had been with them in the cyc-room
had been blown out of the gaping holein the hull.
Other stunned mutineers were staggering dazedly
besideit.

Ezra Gurney's voice was calm in despair. "So
thisisthe end. Wdll, we made agood try, didn't
we?'

Through murky vells of smoke and steam. the
risng Sun looked down upon aworld in dreadful
travail. Thewhole surface of Agtarfdl was
shuddering uneesily asthelittle planetoid felt the
increasing gravitationa grip of the planetary system
toward which it was rushing. The volcanic areawas
now ahell's-caldron of geysering lava, from which
an angry red tide had crept out like an ominous blot
over thejunglefor miles.

Only the rounded knall still, rose abovethe

hissing lavaflood which completely surrounded it.
Upon this clear knoll towered the stark, barrel-
shaped forms of ascore of grotesque, gigantic cacti.
And near those monstrous growth bulked the
metallic torpedo shape of the space ship around
which lessthan fifty men werefranticaly laboring.
"Weve got thefirst two cycsrepaired,” Crag
reported to Captain Future as the red-headed
planeteer came out of the ship. "How about the
hull?'

"Theinner hull is patched. Were ill working

on the outer one," Curt Newton panted.
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He swayed alittle from exhaustion as he stood,
passing his hand wearily across his bloodshot eyes.
For two days and nights of terror, Captain Future
had driven the survivorsin thislast burst of
seemingly hopeless activity. It was he who had
fought againgt the utter despair which had
possessed them after theill-starred attempt of
Moremos and the others had crippled the Phoenix.
"Areyou going to stand here and fold your

hands and wait to die?' Curt had lashed them. "Or
areyou going to keep fighting?"

"What'sthe use, Future," said Kim lvan

hollowly. "The cycs are wrecked, and the hull torn
open. And welve got only afew days left.”

"We can repair those cycs and the hull if we



hurry,” Curt had insgsted. "The lavawon't come up
over thisknall for awhile.

"Evenif wedo," Ezramuitered fatdigticdly,

"we dill can't get away without calcium. Look what
happened when Moremos and the rest of them tried
it

"Theres dill achancethat Smonwill find

cacium” Curt sad. "A chancefor life. Areyou
going to takeit?"

HEY looked a him, most of them, with

faces sck with hopeless discouragement." T The Brain has been looking for calcium all these
weekswithout finding it," said one mutineer. "He
can't find it now in acouple of days."

"Hemay," Curt sated, hisfacetightening. "And

if he doesn't, well till get away. For | promise you
that in that case, | will get the cacium.”

They stared.

"Curt, you can't be serious," protested Joan. "If

the Brain can't find calcium on thisworld, where
would you get it?'

"I'll getit,” Captain Futurereplied firmly. "I give
you my solemnword that | will. And | never broke
apromiseinmy life"

A faint gleam of hope stirred upon the faces of

the stricken castaways. There was no ground for
hope except their belief in Curt's promise. Y et they
clutched at this straw.

"WEIl haveto bring the cycs out of the ship and
repair their cracked jackets, " Captain Future was
continuing rapidly. "Also, ther€ll bethe job of
repairing that hole in the hull, and the wrecked
power and fud-pipes. Every minute counts, from
now on! Towork!"

Hisindomitable resol ution sparked the whole
frenzied effort that followed. Every pair of hands
was needed now. Joan hel ped with the others,
dragging masses of ore toward the smeltersto be
used in repairing the cycs.

The fearful disturbances were not dying down.
Instead, they were becoming worse. Tremendous
thunder of deep diastrophism continually shook the
ground under their feet. Strangling fumes drifted
over them, and then were torn away by the howling
winds

The hissng lavaflood was crawling toward

them from the east. They could hear the ominous
crackling and snapping asit rolled over thejungle
and lapped around the dopes of their knoll. It soon
completely surrounded the knoll. They were now
trapped here. The space ship wastheir only possible

way of escapel



That did not apply to the Brain. Smon Wright
could il fly out over the lavafloor, and he did so
againand againin hisques.

"Lad, I've been dmogt everywhere on this

world," he reported to Curt that evening. "It's
awaysthe same. No cacium!”

Curt'sface was dripping, hisred hair disordered,
his zipper-suit torn and soiled. He had been
working on getting out the cyclotrons.

"Keep at it, Smon," he urged tautly. "We don't
need much calcium, remember. A few pounds
would be enough. Even a pound to use as catalyst
in one cyclotron would be & |east enough to get the
ship off Agarfdl."

The Brainlooked a him closdly. "If | don't find
any, haveyou redly aplan for getting calcium or
was that promise of yours just a story to encourage
the others?'

"l have away of getting alittle calcium, enough

to dlow atake-off," Captain Futurereplied. "But |
only want to usethat way if everything dsefails.”
The Brain seemed startled, but Curt did not
elucidate. He had already strode back to the work
with the cycs.

That night was afearsome one. They had plenty

of light by which to work, for the surrounding,
glowing lavacast alurid red glare. By that terrible
illumination they toiled at the task of repairing the
wrecked cycs.

Before midnight aterrific eectric sorm raged
across the doomed planetoid. Blue lightning danced
and flashed incessantly, and the bawling hubbub of
thunder drowned the more ominous sound of
seigmic tremblings. Hot, hissing rain dashed down,
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battering the haf-blinded men.

Throughout the next day, the seething lava crept
dowly up the sdes of theknall. Curt and histoiling
men scarcely glanced at that inching, threstening
tide. They were becoming numb to danger.

L ate that afternoon, came two violent quakes.

The Phoenix shifted dangeroudy initscradle. And
the big atomic smelters were overturned, spilling
molten metd that dmost engulfed Curt and Grag
ganding nearby.

"Get those smelters back up!™ Captain Future
shouted. "Move them into thét little hollow near the
cacti. They'll be better braced there.”
"Thisisan-n-nightmare," George McClinton
stammered as he strained at the job with them.



"Well w-w- wake up back inthe V-Vulcan."
Over thedin camethe incessant, crazy shrieking
of John Rollinger . "Masters, spare us! Do not day
g

"He seemsto think the Dwellersare causn' dl
this"" EzraGurney said. "He's been prayin' to them
al day."

They got the smdtersupright in the little hollow
near the towering cacti and soon had themin
operation again. But their molds had been cracked
by the quakes and had to be repaired before they
could go on with thework of casting new jackets
for the wrecked cyclotrons.

Men dropped and lay unconscious, during the
fearful hours of that night of |abor. Joan, staggering
hersalf from wesakness and strain, worked to revive
them.

CHAPTER XVIII

Supreme Sacrifice

KIM IVAN was atower

of srength. The big Martian

pirate, his battered face

grimed and terrible, hiseyes

alittlewild, drovethe

fatering mutineerson

whenever they showed Sgns

of halting work.

"We may be outlaws and

pirates, but werefighters,

aren't we?' roared the

Martian, to them. "Thisis

the biggest fight we ever had. Nobody isgoing to
quit. Therell be no moretraitorslike Moremos. We
shdl work and survive together -- or we shall die
together!"

They got the new jackets onto the cycs with
fumbling hands. By morning they had moved the
cycs back into the Phoenix and re-installed them.
While McClinton superintended this, Curt and
otherswielded atomic weldersto repair therent in
the hull. Curt had not dept for forty-eight hours. He
was staggering when Joan came to him with food.
"Thejob'sadmost done," he said thickly.
"McClinton's hooking up the fudl-pipes now. Has
Simon come back?"

The Brain had been gone dl through the

previous day and the night.

"Not yet," Joan answered. "Oh, Curt, maybe he's
been caught by one of the quakes when hewas
exploring for cdcium.”

"Hell be back," Captain Future husked with



unguenchable confidence. "Maybe his staying so
long meansthat he hasfound cacium.”

There was suddenly alow moaning soundin the
ar. Winds and stresmers of smoke whirled
frightenedly from adozen different directions. They
felt acuriouslightness on their feet, asthough they
were snking.

"Ancther quake!" Curt yelled warning. "Down,
everybody!"

They flattened themsel ves upon the ground just
asthe shock hit. The ground seemed to riseand
snk beneath them with inconceivable rapidity, like
an elevator aternately ascending and descending.
A bursting, prolonged roar hit their ears. The
Phoenix bounced up and downinitscradle,
threstening to smash itskedl by its own weight.
"Gods of Mars, look at that " yelled Kim lvan.
Out there in the haze, miles away, whole new

fiery mountainswererisng mgesticaly into being.
The tortured throes of doomed Agtarfall were
buckling upitscrust.

Tremendous explosions of steam velled the
distant spectacle of planetary chaos. A new, higher
wave of |ava came hissing across the smouldering
crimson sea that surrounded the knoll. 1t splashed
higher againgt the Sdes of their elevation, breaking
infiery soray.

Choking from the fumes as he sumbled to his
feet, Curt Newton saw vaguely that John Rollinger
had escaped from his hut. The madman, hisbonds
apparently snapped by that last shock, was praying
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frenziedly upon hisknees.

"Masters, do not day us! Spareus!” hewas
praying insandy to the Dwellers.

APTAIN FUTURE, hisbrainrocking in

this hour of planetary doom, disregarded

the madman. ""He had glimpsed awavering shape
flying down through the smoke and steam.

C

"It's Simon!" he shouted. "He's come back!"
Buffeted about by the howling currents of hot

air, the Brain's glittering, transparent cube struggled
down toward them.

"Thecacium?' cried EzraGurney to him.

"I could not find any," said the Brain. He spoke
asthough with agreeat effort, hismetdlic voice
hestating and jerky. "Thereisno cacium.”
"Magers Magterd" came Rallinger'swild,

insane dhriek of imploration in the sunned slence



that followed Simon'sfateful news.

And Curt Newton suddenly noticed that, ashe
prayed, Rollinger was knedling in front of the big
clump of gigantic, barrel-shaped cacti.

Blinding revelation crashed into Captain Future's
brain. The vell was abruptly torn from the sinister
mystery of the planetoid.

"Good God!" he choked. "The Dwellers! I've
found them out, at last!" The otherslooked a him,
obvioudy believing that the superhuman strain had
unsegted hisreason.

Curt ran forward to the nearest of the giant cacti
infront of which the madman was knedling. He
laid his hand shakingly upon the fluted, spindess
sde of that mighty growth which towered high
above him.

"We've been blind," he choked. "We knew that
plant life had been tremendoudy developed by the
burgt of evolution through which Astarfall passed.
We knew that the tangle-trees and other plants had
developed the power to prey upon and ingest living
crestures. We should have known that plant
intelligence would have been developed too by that
evolutionary spurt!"

A look of awe came on their faces.

"What do you mean?' Kim lvan asked huskily.

"I mean that one species of the mutating plants

of thisworld developed intelligence to the point
whereit could use hypnotic mental power to draw
itsvictimstoit!" Cgptain Future cried. "I mean that
these giant cacti arethe Dwdllerdl”

"Curt, look out!" screamed Joan.

An opening had suddenly appeared in the fluted
side of the gigantic cactus-creature beside Curt
Newton. It was like a perpendicular, ditted mouth
that suddenly yawned in the elastic fiber body of
thething.

Curt, off balance, wasfdling in toward the
hideous, yawning maw. By a superb effort, the
Brain flashed through the air and thrust Captain
Future aside. Hefdl sprawling alittle beyond the
plant-monger.

The gaping dit-maw in the Sde of the greet

growth ingtantly closed.

"Name o' the Sun!" Ezra Gurney cried wildly.

"All our men that disappeared -- those things drew
them to themsalves and swallowed them!™

"And dl thistime weve been hunting the

Dwéllers, they've been right herein our own
camp!" Kim Ivan was saying dazedly.

Curt snatched up one of the heavy bush-knives.



"Comeon and help mel™ he panted. "Were going to
cut that creature open.”

"Curt, theré's no timefor mere revenge on the
Dwélers" pleaded the Brain.

"Thisisnot just revenge," Captain Future

flashed. "These plant-cregtures are intelligent. If
therés any calcium on this planetoid, they'll know
of it. And well makethisonetdl whereitis."
HEY snatched up the heavy bush-knives

and attacked the cactus-monster's mighty

base. Asthey started dashing into the tough fiber,
the hideous maw of the thing opened and closed in
vain effort to snatch them.

T

"Dont!" screamed Rollinger. Y ou are hurting

the Magter. They will destroy usal!"

Captain Future suddenly reded asinto hisbrain
came the impact of araging telepathic attack. A
furious thought-order to desi<t.

The othersfelt that mental resistance of the
Dweller, too. Kim lvan cried out.
"Thething'sfighting back telepathicdly! Thisis
likeacrazy dream.”

"Keep at it!" pressed Curt. "We know the
Dwélers can't dominate us hypnoticaly when our
conscious minds are awake. It can't sop us!”

The ground under them was shuddering

violently from new quakes, asthey fiercely dashed
deeper into the base of the monstrous growth.

Ten feet in diameter wasthe massivething, its
outer skin of eagtic plant-fiber shidding softer
plant-tissues of pae white. Severed capillaries bled
gicky sgp in horrible imitation of awounded
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animal asthey cut deeper.

The hypnotic resstance of the Dweller was
frantic, and their minds seemed clouded and
chaotic. Yet it could not overcomethem. They
dashed ever deeper -- and the whole towering,
barrel-like mass of the creature was finaly cut
through and toppled aside.

Curt Newton dashed carefully down through the
white fibrous tissues of the creature's base, until he
uncovered that which he sought.

"God, it'sthething'sbrain!" choked Ezra

Gurney.

Deep within the base of the giant plant-cresture
nestled a pink, convoluted mass of fiber. It pulsated
and quivered with uncanny life. From it branched
strange fibrous nerve-tendrils.



Brain of the Dweller! Brain of the greet plant
whose species had been evolved toward high
intelligence by that same burst of mutationswhich
had caused the degeneration of“the humans upon
this planetoid!

Curt Newton poised his heavy knife over that
helpless, quivering plant-brain. And he thought to
it, in aconcentrated mental message.

"I cankill you," Curt telepathed. "1 will kill you.
unlessyou give meinformation | require.”

Back into hismind came the quick telepathic

reply of the Dweller. "What do you wish to know?"
"I must know at once where upon thisworld we
can procure asmal quantity of calcium,” Captain
Future thought. "It is necessary to usif weareto
escape from this doomed planetoid.”

The answering thought of the Dweller was

shaply sartled. "What ?sit true that thisworld is
doomed?'

"It'sarting to crack open now!" Curt answered.
"Theendisclose a hand. Didn't you suspect that?"
"No, for we Magters have not visud or tactile
senseswith which to observe,” wasthereply. "We
have noticed increasing tremblings of the ground,
but had not thought that they implied a catastrophe
to thewhole world."

The cold, uncannily dien thought of the Dweller
continued broodingly. " So thisisthe end of our
glorious, brief history! For centuries, we have been
evolving to grester intelligence and menta power,
since the first mutations chanced to change usin
that direction. We have dreamed of making
ourselves the mental magters of dl thisworld, of
growing to such power that we could send our
thoughts far out into the universe to explore and
learn. And now that dream is ended.”

There was an overtone of weird tragedy in the
thing's brooding thoughts. But Curt Newton
desperately seized upon one possibility.

OU COULD dill liveif youtdl , uswhere
thereiscacium,” hethought, to thething.

"We could take your plant-body or roots and brain
with usin our ship. Y ou could grow again upon
another world.”

Y

"It isimpossible. Our bodies are so adapted to

the chemicd conditions of this planetoid that we
could not livein adifferent habitat,” answered the
Dwéller. "However, | would tdl you wherethere
wascdciumif | could. I bear you noill will. Itis
true that we were forced to catch and devour a



number of your party, but you forced ustoiit by
camping here. The amdl animason which we
formerly preyed would no longer approach this
place with you here. And our bodies had to have the
animd food upon which we subsg.”

The Dwdler continued hiscalm mentd

message. "But though | would help you if | could, |
cannot. Itismy belief that thereisnot, and has
never been, asingle aom of cacium onthis
world."

Curt felt the blood drain from his heart. "No
cacium here at dl? How can you know that, when
you can neither see nor hear nor move?”

The Dweller replied. "Welong ago investigated
the hitory of this planetoid by probing the minds
and knowledge of the degenerating human colonists
here. Welearned thus that thisworld wasamoonin
aplanetary system whose sun was completely
without calcium, potassium and severd other
elements. An atomic disintegration process Smilar
to the carbon-nitrogen cycle had burned out all
those elements before that sun ever gave birth to
worlds.”

Captain Future turned toward the others. He told
them what he had just heard from the Dweller.
"The Dweller is gpeaking thetruth," said the

Brain gravely. "That explanation of why Agarfdl is
with- out cacium isscientificaly probable. It
explainsthe slicon structure of the bones of the
junglepigs”

"Then -- thenit'sdl over for us?* Joan Randdl
whispered, her face very pae but her eyesfixed
steadily on Curt.

At that moment aviolent new quake rocked

them. They saw through the swirling haze that
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immense new bulks of rock wererigng with a
prolonged, grating roar from the lavanearby. The
knoll rose and fell beneath them like achip upon
the sea. A new, higher wave of lavarolled itsfiery
crest toward them.

"That new wave o' lavawill cover the knoll!"
ydled EzraGurney.

One of the mutineers clutched wildly at Captain
Futuresarm. "Y ou promised that if everything else
faled, you had away to at least get the ship off this
world!"

Curt Newton's haggard face s, hislips
tightening. The dreadful |ast expedient that he had
kept in mind dl these terrible days now stared him



full intheface.

He met it unflinchingly. He knew what he had to
do -- and there was small timeleft inwhichto doit.
Hisvoice rang like atrumpet through the din.

"Into the Phoenix, everybody. We're going to take
off."

"But, Chief!" expostulated Otho wildly. "You
know that as soon as we start the cycs without the
cacium cadyg, they'll blow again.”

"I have enough calcium to act as catdyst for one
cyclotron,” Curt answvered swiftly. "1 didn't tell any
of you, because | was hoping to get more. But one
cyc will be enough to get the ship off Agarfal.”
"It'sraining fire!" screeched one of the mutineers
interror.

A fiery deet wasindeed faling upon them from
the smoke-darkened heavens as the burning ashes
of the latest continuing eruptions descended.

HEY fought their way toward the ship.

Curt steadied Joan's staggering steps, and

ydled for Grag to bring the shrieking Rallinger.

T

Inside the Phoenix, he dammed shut the door to
keep out the wave of scorching, superheated air that
wasrolling up from the lavawhich now was
advancing to wash over the knall.

"Up to the bridge-deck, al of you!" he shouted.
"Therell beless danger thereif anything happensto
thecycs”

They dipped and tripped, for now the Phoenix
was rocking wildly inits cradle. Curt thrust Otho
into the pilot-chair, in front of which werethe
pace-dtick, throttles and few smpleingtruments
they had devised.

"Otho, | want you to pilot the take- off," Captain
Future ordered. "Now listen closdly. I've only
enough cacium cataylt for one cyclotron. I'll put it
in the Number One cyc. Y ou must only usethat one
cyc to power the take-off. And you must not let it
run for more than aminute, for by the end of that
time the cataylst will be used up.

"Inthat minute," hetold the android tensdly,

"you must get the ship off and start it in the
direction of the System. Then cut the cyc at once.
But do not start to take off, until ten minutes after |
have gone down to the cyc-room to put in the
cadyg."

Otho nodded his head understandingly. "1 get it,
Chief. Ten minutes after you go down, | cut inthe
Number One cyc, useitsfull power for one minute
to get the ship off, and then cut it off again.”



Curt Newton paused. His gray eyes bad a queer
brilliance in them as he met the gaze of histhree
old comrades.

"Simon - Grag - Otho -- just in case anything
should go wrong, | want to say that no man ever
bad finer pas. I'm thinking of the old dayson the
Moon, of al we four went through together.”

It was amoment of tense emotion, and that
emotion gripped Joan Randa as she clung to
Captain Future.

"Curt, do you think we're not going to make it?
Isthat why you're saying goodbye?!

"WEeIl makeit -- I'm surewewill," hetold her
earnestly. His eyes searched her face with strange
wigtfulness. He hdd her fiercely close, kissed her,
then turned abruptly away. "Remember, Otho -- in
ten minuted”

Curt's heart was bursting with overpowering
emotion as heflung himsdlf down the
companionway and back to the cyc-room.

George McClinton was there. McClinton

had,just unscrewed the heavy inertron top of the
massive Number One cyclotron. He clambered
hastily down off the towering cylinder as Curt burst
in.

"McClinton, get up with the otherdl" Curt cried.
"We're going to sart, and | want everybody else up
there out of harm'sway."

Thelanky engineer showed no sign of obeying.

He cametoward Curt, astrange smileon his
homely, spe tacled face.

"No, Captain Future." It was odd that in this
moment of superhuman drain hisstammer findly
left him. "1 know what you're planning to do. |
guessed it when you made that promiseto the
others. And I'm not going to let you do it.”

His voice was degp ashetold Curt, "Y ou mean
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too much to the System'sfuture, to do this. And you
mean too much to her."

There was afaraway tendernessthat transfigured
the engineer's homely face, as he spoke of Joan.
"But | don't mean much to the System or

anyone," George McClinton continued. "That'swhy
I'm doing -- thid"

The engineer'sright hand flashed out ashe

gpoke. He had a heavy wrench in that hand, and he
aimed the unexpected blow at Curt Newton's head.
Curt had no chance to dodge, so utterly
unforeseen was the attack. His skull rang, and he



sank unconscious.

CHAPTER XIX

TheCdl

CAPTAIN FUTURE

struggled back to

consciousness afew minutes

later to hear aburgting roar

and fed aviolent shock. H e

was pressed againgt the floor

by brief, terrific

acceleration.

The sensation passed

swiftly. His head began to

clear and hewas ableto

stagger to hisfeet. He

looked dazedly around.

The Phoenix was out in space. Its cyclotron had
operated for the brief, prearranged moment, and the
short blast of power from its rocket-tubes had flung
it out in the take-off.. It was rushing now toward
the gleaming flecks of the Solar System. Adarfal
was asmoky, fire-shot ball receding rapidly astern.
Curt looked wildly around the cyc-room.
"McClinton!"

Therewas no answer. Thelanky chief engineer
was gone. And Curt knew where he had gone.
The Number One cyclotron was ill hot from

that moment of operation that had enabled them to
take off. Curt Newton bowed his head against the
gde of the cyc, hisface working.

The othersfound him thuswhen they came

down into the cyc-room. Their voiceswereringing
with excitement and hope, but they were Sartled
into slence when Curt raised hishead.

Few men had ever seen tearsin Captain Future's
eyes. But they saw them now.

"Chief, what isit?' Grag cried anxioudy.
"What'swrong?'

Joan was looking puzzledly around. "Where's
George McClinton? | thought he was down here.”
Curt pointed back toward space. His voice was
choked. "McClinton is back there."

They read tragedy in hisface. "Curt, what do

you mean?'

"I mean that McClinton gave up hislifeto dlow
usto escape from Agtarfdl,” Captain Future
husked. "He supplied calcium to the Number One
cyc from the only possible source, the calcium of
his own body's skeleton.

"He knew the only possible source of calcium,
sgncetherewas none on Agtarfal, wasin our own



bodies. The average human body contains more
than apound of calcium. Enough to act as catdyst
inacyclotron for at least aminute! McClinton
knew that, and gave himsdlf so that we could

"My God!" cried EzraGurney. "Do you mean
that he --"

Curt Newton nodded heavily. "Y es. McClinton
got insde Number One cyc. When it was turned on,
the blast of atomic energy reduced his body to
ashes. But in those ashes was enough cacium-
catalyst to control the flow of energy and keep it
from wrecking the cyc during that minute.”

He added, "He knew I'd have stopped him. He
knocked me out; when | came down into the cyc-
room."

Curt did not tll them, would never tdll them,

that he had himsdalf had made desperate decision to
sacrifice hisown lifein the same way rather than
that they should al perish. But they dl understood
that now. And every surviving outlaw was
humbled.

"When you said good-by to us up in the bridge-
room --" Joan began. Then, as her stricken eyes
traveled from the silent cyclotron back to the vault
of space behind the stern window, she began to sob
wildly.

"Oh, Curt, that shy, sammering boy wedl
teased!”

He held her, soothing her. He heard the calm
voice of the Brain.

"It was afinething McClinton did. It istoo bad
that his sacrifice was probably al for nothing.”
"What do you mean?' cried Kim lvan. "We're
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Clear of Adafdl.”

"Y es, and we are rushing toward the System,”
answered the Brain. "But we gtill have no calcium.
We can 't operate the cyclotrons again. That means
we can't change course to land on any planet.
Unlesswe somehow get help, well fal hdplesdy
through the System toward the Sun.”

HEY looked at each other, stunned. Indl

their minds, the sameterriblefact had

become obvious. If they were to operate the
cyclotrons again, another of them must die!

T

EzraGurney yelled suddenly. "L ook back there
a Agafdl! Shesgoin'!”

They crowded to the windows. A we that made



them forget their own deadly peril fell upon them a
the spectacle of cosmic catastrophe they beheld.
Thelittle planetoid had entered itsfind
convulsions. The veils of smoke and steam were
momentarily torn from its surface, and they looked
upon its gppalling surface.

Grest riftswere opening in the crust of the
worldlet, radiating outward like spreading cracks.
Up from theserifts boiled the inferna core of the
planetoid. Whole sections of the surface sank
benesth thisburdting lavalike ice-floes submerging
beneath the sea.

Wild streams of fire and steam shot for hundreds
of miles out from the surface. For severa minutes,
the geography of the flaming sphere was fluid and
formless. Blue lightning wresthed the dying world.
Adarfal exploded! Asthecloven crust let the
hydrosphereinto itsinterior fiery core, theresulting
blast of expanding steam tore the crumbling
planetoid into fragmentsthat hurtled out in every
direction.

"She'sgone!” cried Ezrahoarsdly. "That wasthe
end of her!"

They heard the Brain's brooding voice. "The end
of the pitiful history of the Cubics, and the strange
dreams of the Dwellers.”

"Some of those fragments are coming after usl™
Kim Ivan exclamed. " And we can't dodge ‘em!”
"WEell haveto take our chance," Captain Future
sadtensdy.

The fragments of the exploded planetoid were
rushing after them with aspeed that would soon
overtake the Phoenix. They waited tautly.

They soon glimpsed jagged masses of rock
whirling past nearby. Smaller debris struck against
the Phoenix' sdes and stern with arattling clatter
that shook the ship in every beam. Then it was soon
over.

"Theinner hull wasn't holed by any of that

debris," Grag soon reported.

"Then that danger ispad,” said the Brain. "But
well soon be rushing into the System. Our speed
will accelerate by the hour aswefdl toward the
Sun. What are we going to do?

Aganthar terrible dilemmafaced them.

Without calcium, they could not operate the cycsto
reach any planet. And they had but one source of
the element, and that was their own bodies.

Kim Ivan spoke up. "Captain Future, I've been
thinking. It was your work and McClinton's
sacrifice that saved me and my boys from that



world's end. We owe you something for that. |
propose that we boys draw |ots among ourselves.”
"Agreed!" roared the voices of dl the mutineers

in chorus.

"Oh, no!" Joan sobbed. "No more of us must die
inthat terrible way! Please, Curt!"

"Well find another way," Captain Future
promised. "We've got to -- now."

He went up with them to the bridge-room. The
Phoenix’' was rushing sllently on. TheLine, the
edge of the System, was not so far ahead. For the
planetoid had been steadily gpproaching it during
all these past weeks.

The bright little disc of Pluto gleamed, ahead of
them and far to the | ft. Beyond lay the shining
gpecks of theinner planets and the brilliant, small
sphere of the Sun.

"If we could only cal for help to the Petrol
somehow," Curt muttered. " A cruiser could essily
contact us before we fell in through the whole
System to death.”

Ezrashrugged hopelesdly. "Weain't got no way

to call -- no audiophone.”

T HAD beenimpossible, of course, for them

to undertake the construction of a complex
audiophone transmitter when they had built the
ship. They had barely completed the ship itsdlf in
time. But now their lack of atransmitter seemed to
spel| their doom.

I

"Could we build asmdl transmitter?* Joan

asked hopefully:

Curt shook hishead. "By thetimewe got it
finished, wed be crashing in through the inner
planetsto the Sun. And even then, if wehad a
transmitter, we'd have no power to operateit. We
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gill couldn't usethe cyclotrons.”

The Brain, hovering beside them, spoke
thoughtfully. "Thereisapossible solution. Y ou
know that my serum-case embodiesasmal atomic
motor which furnishes power to the generator of
my traction-beams and the pumps which repurify
the serum. Y ou could take out that motor and
generator from my 'body" and soon convert them
into asmdl improvised audiophone tranamitter.”
Captain Future protested. "No, Simon! You
would die when the pumps and purifiers stopped
working and your vita serum becametoxic!"

"l would not die at once," the Brain said coally.



"I would live for twenty-four to forty-eight hours,
though | would lgpse into unconsciousness during
that time as my serum becametoxic. In that time,
you might be ableto receive help in answer to your
cdl. You could then revive me."

"But if help didn't come soon enough, it would
betoo late ever to revive you!" Curt exclaimed.
"The power of your motor would be exhausted.”
The Brain's metdlic voice was annoyed. "Y ou
arebengillogicd, Curtis. Itiscertanly preferable
that | should take that risk than that we should all
perish. Remember what you had intended doing."
Thelogic was unassailable, yet Captain Future
gl hesitated. His haggard face was deeply moved
as helooked into the lens-like eyes of hisold
companion.

"Simon, if thisshould cost your life--"

"Come. come, you know how | abhor
sentimentality,” interrupted the Brain annoyedly.

Y et hismetallic voice seemed oddly softer ashe
added, " Get on with it and stop wasting time."
TheBrain glided to the shelf-like table beside

the instrument pandl -- the navigation-desk. His
transparent cube rested there, waiting.

Sweat stood out on Curt Newton's brow as he
and Otho got their meager supply of toolsand
began work. Deftly, quickly, they unbolted the
bottom section of the Brain's strange body which
contained its motive mechanisms.

They removed it, disconnecting and clamping
thetiny pipes and cables which connected with the
serum-case proper. Now the Brain was merdly an
isolated living brain in atrangparent box of serum.
His powers of speech, hearing, movement, had
been dtripped from him.

Captain Future worked with utmost speed now.
Every minute counted, for the Brain'shours of life
were now numbered. Rapidly, he and Otho and
Grag took apart the mechanisms that had enabled
Smontolive

The amdl, powerful atomic motor, with itsown
compact charge of calcium catalyzed fuel, they set
asde. They dissembled the motors from the serum-
pumps and hooked them to the generators that had
produced the Brain's magnetic traction-beams.
They thus set up acomplete new circuit which
would emit eectro-magnetic wavesin the
frequency-range of audiophone usage. Thelittle
atomic motor was connected to furnish the power .
Curt Newton connected thislittle improvised
transmitter to the makeshift antenna-sphere which



Grag had prepared and attached outside the space-
door.

He used the microphonic "ears' of the Brain for
microphones.

"It'sfinished,” Curt announced findly. "Turn it

on, Otho."

The atomic motor throbbed with power. The
generators began to hum, casting their roughly-
tuned wave out into space.

Curt spoke into the microphones. " Ship Phoenix,
Captain Future commanding, cdling al Patrol
vesselsor other shipsl We need help in the form of
cacium supplies We are gpproaching the Line
from outer space, in the following gpproximeate
postion.”

He gavethefigures of their position asthey had
caculated it. Then he again repested the call.

For the next few hours, Curt repeated the
message a regular intervas. Thelast time, thelittle
atomic motor went dead on the last words,
"She's played out!" Otho reported. "Fuel's clear
gone. No wonder, when weve been running it full
load dl thistime.”

"Do you suppose our message was heard?' Joan
asked Curt tensdly.

"Therésno way of tdling," he muttered. "Weve
no receiver. All we can do iswait.”

The Phoenix rushed silently on and on toward
the Line. In torturing suspense, Captain Future
peered haggardly out into the star-flecked void.
The superhuman strain under which he had been
laboring for many daystook itstoll. He dept. his
head against the window.

It was many hours later that he was awvakened by
Otho shaking his shoulder.

"Chief, comelook at Simon!™ begged the

android fearfully.

Curt rubbed red-rimmed eyes dazedly. That his
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exhausted dumber had been long, he knew from a
glance a the planets far ahead. They were brighter,
nearer.

Joan and the others were deeping druggedly.
Curt hastened with Otho to the shelf on which
rested the now lifeless cubical case of the Brain.
Helooked into the transparent cube. Its colorless
serum had now assumed adark tinge.

"What's happening, Chief?" Grag asked
anxioudy.

Curt's answer was adry whisper. "The serum, no



longer repurified, isbecoming toxic. Simonis
dying.”

"But Simon can't die!" burst out the great robot.
"Why, weve been together, he and Otho and I, dll
my lifel Even before you were born!"

Curt Newton felt anicy, utter despair. He looked
at them numbly. And then came a hoarse cry from
Ezra Gurney, watching at the window.

"Cap'n Future, | saw arocket-flash in space
ahead of ug"

Curt and the others feverishly plunged to the
window, and scanned the vault. But there was
nothing save the cold, mocking eyes of the gars.

"| -- | guessI'm gettin' ddlirious,” faltered Ezra
"No !" Grag bellowed suddenly. "L ook there!™
They 4till could see nothing. But the robot's
super-keen photoel ectric eyes had seen. And
presently they caught it, too.

A long, dim cruiser with the familiar emblem of

the Planet Patrol upon its bows was driving toward
them through the void.

By thetimethat cruiser cameinto magnetic

contact with the Phoenix. and space-suited men
from it entered their ship, Curt Newton and the two
Futuremen were waiting in the airlock.

The young Venusian captain of the Patrol

cruiser, when hetook off his helmet, stared at Curt
and the others unbdievingly.

"Captain Future! It'sredly you and Agent

Randdl and Marsha Gurney, too! But tell us, what
happened to the Vulcan? We've been searching for
weeks, and then we heard your faint call yesterday."
"No timeto explain now!" cried Curt. "The
cdcium, man! Whereisit!"

The astonished Venusian thrust aheavy sack
toward him. "I brought this much dong. We have
as much more asyou need inthe cruiser.”

URT raced back up to the bridge. His

bands were shaking as he tore open theC

sack and placed alittle of the preciouscalciumin
the catal yst-chamber of the atomic generator from
the Brain's body.

The copper fuel was aready in the mechanism.
They worked with frantic speed, reassembling the
apparatus back into the case of the Brain. They
could hear it start humming at once, operating
pumps and purifiers.

They waited for minutesthat to Curt seemed
eternities. The dark tinge of the serum inthe Brain's
case dowly faded away. But that was all.
"Weweretoo late,"" Otho whispered strickenly.



"Too lateto revive Smon."

Then the Brain spoke. Simon. Wright abhorred
show of emation. He would have died rather than
to have displayed hisfedings now.

Hesad metdlicaly, "Wdl, what are you dll
garing at? The experiment was a success, wasn't
it?'

The Phoenix landed on the spaceport of Tartarus
City, on frigid Pluto, two days later. With it landed
the Patrol cruiser that had brought them salvation.
Its officers came to take charge of the mutineers
and trangport them out to the prison moon.

Kim lvan and his men trooped out into the chilly
dusk and stood quietly while the Patrol guards
gathered around them.

"Y ou won't have any trouble with us, boys," the
big Martian said tersdly. "We've been so closeto
death that were not going to find Interplanetary
Prison such abad place for awhile.”

Curt Newton went toward the towering Martian.
Hehdd out hishand quietly. "Kim, will you shake
hands?'

The big pirate's battered face grinned a him as

he extended hisfist. "I'm glad theré's no hard
fedings, Future. We went through quite alot
together."

"Wedid," Curt nodded. " And I've anideawell
meet up again.”

"Oh, sure, when you come out to Cerberus

prison vigting," said the Martian ruefully.

"Kim, Moremaos and the other men who actudly
killed the VVulcan's officers are dead, and they did it
againg your orders," Curt said. ." That won't be held
againgt you and your chaps. And theréssuch a
thing as commutation of sentencesfor men who
have had enough of outlawry and would liketo
blast agtraight rocket-trail."

Kim Ivan's massive face flamed. "Future, me

and my boyswon't mind Interplanetary Prison one
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little bit, if we have that to hopefor!"

Curt Newton grinned in turn. "'I'm not promising
anything, you big ruffian. But I've an ideawell
meet up on the space-trails some day."

When the convicts were gone, Curt turned. Grag
and Otho had resumed their interminable argument.
The Brain had gone with EzraGurney.

But Joan was standing in thefrigid dusk,

looking up at the dark vault of the heavens. Shedid
not turn when he reached her side.



"Curt, | wasthinking," she said softly. "It's
where he would have wanted to be buried -- in
He did not need to ask of whom she spoke.

He put hisarm around her shoulders as he
answered dowly.

"Y es, Joan. Any spaceman would want such
burid, to have his ashes scattered out there on the
face of the deep.”

And they stood slent, gazing out into the vast
vault of that shoreless seain which aworld and a
hero had perished.
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