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Foreword

In "Tarrano the Conqueror" is presented a tale of the year 2430A.D.Ña
time somewhat farther beyond our present-day era than we are beyond
Columbus' discovery of America. My desire has been to create for you
the impression that you have suddenly been plunged forward into that
timeÑto give you the feeling Columbus might have had could he have
read a novel of our present-day life.

To this end I have conceived myself a writer of that future time, ad-
dressing his contemporary public. You are to imagine yourself reading a
present day translation of my original textÑa translation so free that a
thousand little colloquialisms will have crept into it that could not pos-
sibly have their counterparts in the year 2430.

Apart from the text, you will occasionally find brief explanatory foot-
notes. Conceive them as having been put there by the translator.

If you find parts of this tale unusual or bizarre, please remember that
we are living now in a comparatively ignorant day. The tale is not inten-
ded to be fantastic or full of new and strange ideas. I have used nothing
but those developments of our present-day civilization to which we are
all looking forward as logical probabilitiesÑwoven them into a picture
of what life in America very probably will be five hundred years from
now. To that extent, the tale itself is intended to be only a love story of
adventure and romanceÑwritten, not for you, but for that future
audience.
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Chapter1
The New Murders

I was standing fairly close to the President of the Anglo-Saxon Republic
when the first of the new murders was committed. The President fell al-
most at my feet. I was quite certain then that the Venus man at my elbow
was the murderer. I don't know why, call it intuition if you will. The
Venus man did not make a move; he merely stood beside me in the press
of the throng, seemingly as absorbed as all of us in what the President
was saying.

It was late afternoon. The sun was setting behind the cliffs across the
river. There were perhaps a hundred and fifty thousand people within
sight of the President, listening raptly to his words. It was at Park Sixty,
and I was standing on the Tenth Level. 1 The crowd packed all twelve of
the levels; the park was black with people. The President stood on a bal-
cony of the park tower. He was no more than a few hundred feet above
me, well within direct earshot. Around him on all sides were the electric
megaphones which carried his voice to all parts of the audience. Behind
me, a thousand feet overhead, the main aerials were scattering it
throughout the city, I suppose five million people were listening to the
voice of the President at that moment. He had just said that we must re-
main friendly with Venus; that in our enlightened age controversies
were inevitable, but that they should be settled with sober
thoughtÑaround the council table. This talk of war was ridiculous. He
was denouncing the public news-broadcasters;moulders of public opin-
ion, who every dayÑevery hourÑmust offer a new sensation to their
millions of subscribers.

He had reached this point when without warning his body pitched
forward. The balcony rail caught it; and it hung there inert. The slanting
rays of the sun fell full upon the ruffled white shirt; white, but turning
pink, then red, with the crimson stain welling out from beneath.

1.New York City, about where Yonkers now stands
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For an instant the crowd was stunned into silence. Then a murmur
arose,and swelled into shouts of horror. A surge of people swept me for-
ward. I could not see clearly what was happening on the balcony. The
form of the murdered President was hanging there against the rail; a
score of government officials were rushing toward it; but the body, top-
pling over the low support, came hurtling downward into the crowd,
quite near me; but I could not reach itÑthe throng was too dense.

The shouts everywhere were deafening. I was shoved along the Tenth
Level by the press of people coming up the stairway. Shouts, excited
questions; the wail of children almost trampled under foot; the screams
of women. And over it all, the electrically magnified voice of the traffic
director-general in the peak of the main tower roaring his orders to the
crowd.

It was a panic until the traffic-directors descended upon us. We were
pushed up on the moving sidewalks. North or south, whichever direc-
tion came handiest, we were herded upon the sidewalks and whirled
away. With a hundred other spectators near me I was shoved to a side-
walk moving south along the Tenth Level. It was going some four miles
an hour. But they would not let me stay there. From behind, the crowd
was shoving; and from one parallel strip of moving pavement to the oth-
er I was pushed alongÑuntil at last I reached the seatsof the forty mile
an hour inside section.

The sceneat Park Sixty was far out of direct sight and hearing. The
park there had already been cleared of spectators, I knew; and they were
doubtless bearing the President's body away.

"Murdered!" said a man beside me. "Murdered! Look there!"
We were across the river, into Manhattan. The Tenth Level here runs

about four hundred feet above the ground-street of the city. The man be-
side me was pointing to a steel tower we were passing. It was several
hundreds yards away; on its side abreast of us was a forty-foot square
news-mirror, brightly illumined. On all the stairways and balconies here
a local crowd had gathered, watching the mirror. It was reporting the
present sceneat Park Sixty. As we sped past the tower I could seein the
silver surface of the mirror the image of the now empty park from which
we had been so summarily ejected. They were carrying off the
President's body; a little group of officials bearing it away; red, broken,
gruesome, with the dying rays of the sun still upon it. Carrying it slowly
along to where an aero-car was waiting on the side landing stage.

We were past the mirror in a moment.
"Murdered," the man next to me repeated. "The President murdered."
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He seemed stunned, as indeed everyone was. Then he eyed meÑmy
cap, which had on it the insignia of my calling.

"You are one of them," he said bitterly. "The last word he saidÑthe
lurid news-gatherers."

But I shook my head. "We are necessary.It was unfortunate that he
should have said that."

I had no opportunity to talk further. The man moved away toward the
foot of a landing stage near us. A south-bound flyer had overtaken us
and was landing. I boarded it also, and ten minutes later was in my of-
fice in South-Manhattan.

I was at this time employed by one of the most enterprising news-or-
ganizations in Greater New York. There was pandemonium in there that
evening. My supper came up in the pneumatic tube from the public
cookery nearby, but I had hardly time to taste it.

This, the evening of May 12, 2430, was for meÑand for all the
EarthÑthe most stirring evening of history. Events of inter-planetary im-
portance tumbled over each other as they came to us through the air
from the Official Information Stations. And weÑmyself and a thousand
like me in our officeÑretold them for our twenty million subscribers
throughout the Anglo-Saxon Nation.

The President of the Anglo-Saxon Republic was murdered at 5:10. It
was the first of the new murders. I say new murders, for not in two hun-
dred years had the life of so high an official been wilfully taken. But it
was only the first. At 6:15word camefrom Tokyohama, 2 that the ruler of
Allied Mongolia was deadÑmurdered under similar circumstances.And
ten minutes later from Mombozo, Africa, the blacks reported their leader
killed while asleep in his official residence.

The Earth momentarily was without leadership!
I was struggling to get accounts of these successivedisasters out over

our audiophones. Above my desk, in a duplicating mirror from
Headquarters, I could seethat at the palace of Mombozo a throng of ter-
rified blacks were gathered. It was night thereÑa blurred sceneof flash-
ing lights and frightened, milling people.

GreysÑnext to meÑhad a mirror tuned to Tokyohama. The sun there
was shining upon almost a similar scene of panic. Black and yellow
menÑon opposite sides of the Earth. And between them our white races
in turmoil. Outside my own window I could hear the shouts of the
crowd that jammed the Twentieth Level.

2.Tokyo-Yokohama, Japan
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Greys leaned toward me. "Seveno'clock, Jac.You've got the arrival of
the Venus mail. Don't overlook it É By the code, man, your hands are
shaking! You're white as a ghost!"

The Venus mail; I had forgotten it completely.
"Greys, I wonder if it'll get in."
He stared at me strangely. "You're thinking that, too. I told the British

National Announcer it was a Venus plot. He laughed at me. Those Great
Londoners can't seetheir fingers before them. He said, 'That's your lurid
sense of newscasting.'"

Venus plot! I remembered my impressions of the Venus man who was
beside me when our President fell.

Greys was back at his work. I swept the south shore of Eastern Island3

with my finder, and picked up the image of the inter-planetary landing
stage,at which the Venus mail was due to arrive. I could seethe blaze of
lights plainly; and with another, closer focus I caught the huge landing
platform itself. It was empty.

The station-master there answered my call. He had no word of the
mail.

"Try the lookout at Table Mountain," he advised me. "They may be
coming down that wayÉ . Sure I'll let you knowÉ . What a night! They
say that in MediterraniaÑ"

But I cut off; it was no time to chat with him. Table Mountain, Ca-
petown, had no word of the mail. Then I caught the Yukon Station. The
mail flyer had come down on the North Polar sideÑwas already cross-
ing Hudson Bay.

At 8:26 it landed on Eastern Island. A deluge of Venus despatches
overwhelmed me. But the mail news, before I could even begin to handle
my section of it, was far overshadowed. Venus, now at 8:44was calling
us by helio. The messagecame in the inter-planetary code, was decoded
at National Headquarters, and from there flashed to us.

The ruler of the Venus Central State was murdered! An almost inco-
herent message.The murder of the ruler, at a time co-incident with 6:30
in Greater New York. Then the words:

"City beingattackedÉ Tarrano,bewareTarranoÉ You arein dangerofÉ
"

In danger of what? The messagebroke off. The observers,behind their
huge telescopesat the Potomac Headquarters, saw the helio-lights of the
Venus Central State go dark suddenly. Our own station flashed its call,
but there was no answer. VenusÑevening star on that dateÑwas

3.Now Long Island
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sinking to the horizon. But our Observatory in Texascould seethe planet
clearly; and gave the same report.

Communication was broken. The authorities of the Venus Central
StateÑfriendly to us in spite of the recent immigration controversyÑhad
tried to warn us.

Of what?
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Chapter2
Warning

It must have been nearly nine o'clock when a personal messagecame for
me. Not through the ordinary open airways, but in the National Length,
and coded. It came to my desk by official messenger,decoded, printed
and sealed.

JacHallen, Inter-Allied News. Come to me, North-east Island at once, if
they can spare you. Important. Answer.

Dr. Brende.
Our Division Manager scanned the messagecuriously and told me I

could go. I got off my answer. I did not dare call Dr. Brende openly, since
he had used the code, but sent it the same way. I would be up at once.

With a word of good-bye to Greys, I shoved aside my work, caught up
a heavy jacket and cap and left the office. The levels outside our building
were still jammed with an excited throng. I pushed my way through it,
up to the entrance to the StatenBridge. The waters of the harbor beneath
me had a broad band of moonlight upon them, dim in the glare of the
city lights. I glanced upward with satisfaction. A good night for air-
traveling.

My small personal air-car was on the stage near the bridge entrance.
The attendant was there, staring at me as I dashed up in such haste. He
handed me my key from the rack.

"Going far, Jac?What a night! They'll be ordering them off if many
more go upÉ . Going north?"

"No," I said shortly.
I was away, rising with my helicopters until the city was a yellow haze

beneath me. I was going northÑto Dr. Brende's little private island off
the coastof Maine. The lower lanes were pretty well crowded. I tried one
of the north-bound at 8,000 feet; but the going was awkward. Then I
went to 16,000.

But Grille, the attendant back at the bridge, evidently had his finder on
me, out of plain curiosity. He called me.
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"They'll chase you out of there," came his voice. "Nothing doing up
there tonight. That's reserved. Didn't you know it?"

I grinned at him. In the glow of my pitlight I hoped he could seemy
face and the grin.

"They'll never catch me," I said. "I'm traveling fast tonight."
"Chaseyou out," he persisted. "The patrol's keeping them low. General

Orders, an hour ago. Didn't you know it?"
"No."
"Well, you ought to. You ought to know everything in your business.

Besides, the lights are up."
They were indeed; I could seethem in all the towers underneath me. I

was flying north-east; and at the moment, with a following wind, I was
doing something over three-fifty.

"But they'll shut off your power," Grille warned. "You'll come down
soon enough then."

Which was also true enough. The evening local-expressfor Boston and
beyond was overhauling me. And when the green beam of a traffic
tower came up and picked me out, I decided I had better obey. Dutifully
I descended until the beam, satisfied, swung away from me.

At 8,000feet, I went on. There was too much traffic for decent speed
and the directors in every pilot bag and tower I passedseemedwatching
me closely. At the latitude of Boston, I swung out to sea,off the main ar-
teries of travel. The early night mail for Eurasia,4 with Great London its
first stop, went by me far overhead. I could make out its green and
purple lights, and the spreading silver beam that preceded it.

Alone in my pit, with the dull whir of my propellers alone breaking
the silence of the night, I pondered the startling events of the past few
hours. Above me the stars and planets gleamed in the deep purple of an
almost cloudless sky. Venus had long since dropped below the horizon.
But Mars was up thereÑapproaching the zenith. I wondered what the
Martian helio might be saying. I could have asked Greys back at the of-
fice. But Greys, I knew, would be too busy to bother with me.

What could Dr. Brende want of me? I was glad he had sent for
meÑthere was nowhere I would rather have gone this particular even-
ing. And it would give me a chance to see Elza again.

I could tell by the light-numerals below, that I was now over Maine. I
did not need to consult my charts; I had been up this way many times,
for, the BrendesÑthe doctor, his daughter Elza, and her twin brother Ge-
orgÑI counted my best friends.

4.Now Europe and Asia
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I was over the sea,with the coastof Maine to my left. The traffic, since
I left the line of Boston, had beenfar less.The patrols flashed by me at in-
tervals, but they did not molest me.

I descended presently, and located the small two-mile island which
Dr. Brende owned and upon which he lived.

It was 10:20 when I came down to find them waiting for me on the
runway.

The doctor held out both his hands. "Good enough, Jac. I got your
codeÑwe've been waiting for you."

"It's crowded," I said. "Heavy up to Boston. And they wouldn't let me
go high."

He nodded. And then Elza put her cool little hand in mine.
"We're glad to see you, Jac. Very glad."
They took me to the house. Dr. Brende was a small, dark man of sixty-

odd, smooth-shaven, a thin face, with a mop of iron-grey hair above it,
and keen dark eyes beneath bushy white brows. He was usually kindly
and gentle of mannerÑat times a little abstracted;at other times he could
be more forceful and direct than anyone with whom I had ever had
contact.

At the house we were joined by the doctor's son, Georg. My best
friend, I should say; certainly, for my part, I treasured his friendship very
highly. He and Elza were twinsÑtwenty-three years old at this time. I
am two years older; and I had beena room-mate with Georg at the Com-
mon University of the Potomac.

Our friendship had, if anything, grown closer since my promotion into
the businessworld. Yet we were as unlike as two individuals could pos-
sibly be. I am dark-haired, slim, and of comparatively slight muscular
strength. RestlessÑfull of nervous energyÑand, they tell me, somewhat
short of temper. Georg was a blond, powerful young giant. A head taller
than IÑblue-eyed, from his mother, now deadÑsquare-jawed, and a
complexion pink and white. He was slow to anger. He seldom spoke im-
pulsively; and usually with a slow, quiet drawl. Always he seemedlook-
ing at life and people with a half-humorous smileÑlooking at the human
pageant with its foibles, follies and frailtiesÑtolerantly. Yet there was
nothing conceited about him. Quite the reverse.He was generally wholly
deprecating in manner, as though he himself were of least importance.
Until aroused. In our days of learning, I saw Georg onceÑjust
onceÑthoroughly angered.

"É Came up promptly, didn't you?" Georg was saying. He was lead-
ing me to the house doorway, but I stopped him.
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"Let's go to the grove," I suggested. We turned down from the small
viaduct, passed the house, and went into the heavy grove of trees
nearby.

"He's hungry," Elza declared. "Jac, did you eat at the office tonight?"
"Yes," I said.
"Did you really?"
"Some," I admitted. In truth the run up here had brought me a thor-

oughly hearty appetite, which I just realized.
"I was pretty busy, you know," I added. "Such a nightÑbut don't you

bother."
But shehad already scurried away toward the house. Dear little Elza! I

wished then, for the hundredth time, that I was a man of wealthÑor at
least, not as poor as a tower timekeeper. True, I made fair moneyÑbut
the urge to spend it recklessly dominated me. I decided in that moment,
to reform for good; and lay by enough to justify asking a woman to be
my wife.

We reclined on a mossy bank in the grove of trees, so thick a grove
that it hid the house from our sight.

The doctor extinguished the glowing lights with which the tree-
branches were dotted. We were in the semi-darkness of a beautiful,
moonlit night.

"Don't go to sleep, Jac!"
I became aware that Georg and his father were smiling at me.
I sat up, snapping my wits into alertness. "No. Of course not. I guess

I'm tired. You've no idea what the office was like tonight. Roaring."
"I can imagine," Georg said. "You were at Park Sixty when the Presid-

ent fell, weren't you?"
"Yes. But I wasn't supposed to be. I wasn't assigned to that. How did

you guess?"
"Elza saw you. She had our finder on youÑI couldn't push her away

from it." His slow smile was quizzical.
"On me? In all that crowd. She must have searched about very care-

fully toÑÑ"
I stopped; I could feel my cheeks burning, and was glad of the dim-

ness there under the trees.
"She did," said Georg.
"I sent for you, Jac," Dr. Brende interjected abstractedly, "becauseÑÑ"
But Georg checked him. "Not now, father. SomeoneÑanyoneÑmight

pick you up. Your wordsÑor read your lipsÑthere's light enough here
to register on a finder."
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The doctor nodded. "He's afraidÑyou see, Jac, it's these VenusÑÑ"
"FatherÑplease. It's a long chanceÑbut why take any? We can insu-

late in the house."
The chancethat someonewho shouldn't be, was tuned to us as we sat

there in that lonely grove! With the doctor's widespread reputationÑhis
more than national prominenceÑit did not seemto me to be such a long
chance either, on this, of all nights.

"As you say, no use in putting private things into the public air," I re-
marked; and I felt then as though a thousand hostile eyesand ears were
watching and listening. "We can talk of what everybody knows," Georg
commented. "The Martian Ruler of the Little People was assassinatedan
hour ago. You heard that coming up?"

"No," I said; but I had imagined as much. "Did they sayÑ"
"They said nothing," Dr. Brende put in. "The flash of a dozen helioed

wordsÑno more."
"It went dark, like Venus?"
"No. Just discontinued. I judge they're excited up thereÑthe Bureau

disorganized perhapsÑI don't know. That was the last we got at the
house, just before you came down. There may be something in there
nowÑyou Inter-Allied people are pretty reliable."

The ruler of the Venus Central State,the leading monarch of Mars, and
our three chief executives of EarthÑmurdered almost simultaneously! It
was incredibleÑany one of the murders would have been incred-
ibleÑyet it was true.

There had been timesÑin the Inter-Allied Office, particularlyÑwhen I
had been insulated from aerial eavesdropping. But never had I felt the
need of it more than now. A constraint fell over me; I seemed afraid to
say anything. I think we all three felt very much like that; and it was a re-
lief when Elza arrived with my dainty little meal.

"Any word from Mars, Elza?" her father asked.
She sat down beside me, helping me to the food.
"I did not look," she answered.
Shedid not look, becauseshe was busy preparing my meal! Dear little

Elza! And becauseof my accursedextravaganceÑmy povertyÑno word
of love had ever passed between us!

I thought I had never seen Elza so beautiful as this moment. A slim
little thing, perfectly formed and matured, and inches shorter than I.
Thick brown hair braided, and hanging below her waist. A faceÑpretty
as her mother's must have beenÑyet intellectual as her father's.
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I had taken Elza to the great music festivals of the city, and counted
her the best dressed girl in all the vast throng. Tonight she was dressed
simply. A grey-blue, tubular sort of skirt, clinging closeto the lines of her
figure and split at the side for walking; a tight-fitting bodice, light in col-
or (a man knows little of the technicalities of such things); throat bare,
with a flaring rolled collar behindÑa throat like a rose-petal with the
moonlight on it; arms bare, save for the upper, triangular sleeves.

It must suffice; I can only say she was adorable. Almost in silence I ate
my meal, with her beside me.

Georg went into the house once, to consult the news-tape. It was
crowded with Earth eventsÑexcitement, confusion every-
whereÑinconsequential reports, they seemed,by comparison with what
had gone before. But of helios from Mars, or Venus, there were none re-
ported. Of Venus, the tape said nothing save that each of our westward
stations was vainly calling in turn, as the planet dropped toward its
horizon.

I finished my mealÑtoo leisurely for Georg and the doctor; and then
we all went into the house, to the insulated room where at last we could
talk openly.

As we entered the main corridor, we heard the low voice of the Inter-
Allied news-announcer, coming from the disc in a room nearby.

"And VenusÑÑ"
The words caught our attention. We hurried in, and stood by the Inter-

Allied equipment. Georg picked up the pile of tape whereon the
announcer's words were being printed. He ran back over it.

"Another helio from Venus!" he exclaimed. "Ten minutes ago."
And then I saw his lips go tight together. He made no move to hide

the tape from Elza, but she was beside him and already reading it. Her
fingers switched off the announcer's droning voice.

"Pacific CoastalStation," Elza read. In the sudden silence of the room
her voice was low, clear, and steady, though her hands were trembling.
"P.C.S.10.42Venushelio.'Defeat!BewareTarrano!Notify your Dr. Brendein
Eurasia, danger.'"

We men stared at each other. But Elza went on reading.
"P.C.S.10.44Venushelio.'Lost! No more!Smashingapparatus!'TheVenus

sendingstationwent darkat 10.44.30.Hawaiianstationwill call later,but have
little hopeof re-establishingconnection.Tokyohama10.46Official, via Potomac
National Headquarters. Excitement here continues. Levels crowdedÑÑ"

Elza dropped the tape. "That's all of importance. Venus Central Station
warning you, father."
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A buzz across the room called the doctor to his personal receiver. It
was a message in code from Potomac National Headquarters. We
watched the queer-looking characters printing on the tape. Very softly,
in a voice hardly above a whisper, Georg decoded it.

"Dr. Brende,seeP.C.S.10.42,warning you, probablyof Venus immigrants
now here.Do you needguard?Or will you cometo Washingtonat oncefor per-
sonal safety?"

"Father!" cried Elza.
Georg burst out. "Enough of this. We cannotÑdare not talk in here.

Father, comeÑÑ"
We went out into the corridor again, acrosswhich was the small room

insulated from all aerial vibrations. In the corridor a figure was stand-
ingÑthe one other member of the Brende householdÑthe maid-servant,
a girl about Elza's age. I knew her well, of course, but this evening I had
forgotten her existence.Shewas standing in the corridor. Did I imagine
it, or had she been gazing up at the mechanism ten feet above the
floorÑthe mechanism controlling the insulated room?

"You wish me, Miss Elza? I thought I heard you call."
"No, Ahla, not 'til later."
With a gesture of respect, the girl withdrew, passing from our sight

down the incline which led to the lower part of the house.
It was a very small incident, but in view of what was transpiring, it

gave me a shock nevertheless.
For Elza's maid was a Venus girl!
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Chapter3
Spy in the House

The insulated room was small, with a dome-shaped ceiling, no windows,
and but one small, heavy door through which we entered, closing it care-
fully behind us.

"At last," Dr. Brende exclaimed. "Now we can talk freely."
But I was not satisfied. "That girl, AhlaÑcan you trust her?"
They all looked at me in surprise. When one is close to danger, some-

times one recognizes it least; with Ahla in this household for over a year
now, they could not imagine her an enemy.

"I saw her looking up at the insulator," I added swiftly. "Out there in
the corridor. Am I talking wild? Perhaps I am. But she seemedstartled;
and she was standing just under the insulator, wasn't she?"

"ButÑ" began Elza.
"Wait," I exclaimed. "When I first saw the President fall, at Park Sixty, I

felt that a Venus man had done it. Theseother murdersÑthey're all the
same. Done by Venus men of the Cold Country."

"Ahla's country," Elza murmured.
"Yes. Exactly. And the Venus Central State has been attacked and has

fallen. An assassinationon Mars, and three here on EarthÑall simultan-
eously. It's one gigantic plot, I tell youÑand the Cold Country of Venus
is at the bottom of it."

Georg jumped to his feet. "I'll see if the room has been tampered with."
He was back presently. "The insulator is intact. I set the alarm bell. If

she touches itÑ"
"Where is she?"
"In the cookery, where she should be. I told her we would eat in an

hour. That ought to keep her busy."
Dr. Brende made an attempt at a smile. "I think we are all a little over-

wroughtÑthough with reason, no doubt. Sit down, Jac.Elza, come here
by me. Don't look so solemn, child."
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He drew Elza to him, with his arm about her. I would have spoken,
but his gesture checkedme. "I have much to say, Jac.I think I understand
these events, perhaps better than any of you. Let me go back two
yearsÑwhen I was in the Venus Central State."

I nodded my remembrance; and he went on:
"At that time the authorities there were greatly perturbed. They were

menaced by rebellion in the Cold Country. They would not let the Cold
Country people into the Central State,for it is already overcrowded. You
did not know that, did you?"

"You mean the threatened rebellion?" I asked. "They were trying to
keep it secret, but we heard rumors."

"Just so. And Jac,I will tell you why they kept it secret. The Central
Statewas encouraging emigration to the Earth. The Venus Cold Country
is a poor place to live inÑand on a whole its inhabitants are miserable
people. Villainous, too, I should say. The Central State did not want
them within its borders; and so it kept secretits troubles with themÑand
encouraged emigration to the Earth.

"WeÑas you knowÑmake no distinction between Venus people. We
are friendly with the Central State,and the Cold Country is governed by
itÑor was until tonight. Thus, you see,we have been in the position of
having to receive these renegade immigrants. Shut out from all the good
land and decent climate of Venus, they began coming here.

"But we did not want them, and of late we have beenholding them off,
cutting the quota allowed very materially. Last week, as you also know,
in Triple Conference, our three races decided to allow at each Inferior
Conjunction of the Earth and Venus, so small a quota that the Central
State protested vigorously.

"The controversy has beenhot; but the Central StateÑtrying to foist off
its undesirables on usÑknows it is in the wrong. And fundamentally, it
is friendly to usÑI think it has proven that in the last two hours."

Again I would have spoken, but he went on at once.
"I know you're familiar with most of this, Jac.But you news-gatherers

sometimes reason in too lurid a fashion. Let me go on. Mars was drawn
into the affair. To extricate ourselves, we offered to admitÑunder tem-
porary guardÑall Venus immigrants who would passon at onceÑat the
first astronomical opportunityÑto Mars. This would have beenvery nice
for usÑbut not for Mars."

"They are hot-headed, in Mars," Georg commented.
"Quite so," said the doctor. "But very direct and forceful, nevertheless.

They met our suggestion with a law excluding Venus immigrants
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entirely. It was this, I think, that precipitated tonight's eventsÑthough of
course they must have been brewing for a long time."

"This TarranoÑ" I began.
"I heard of him when I was in Venus," said Dr. Brende. "He was at that

time a lower official in the Cold Country. Evidently he has risen in his
world.

"I come now to conjectureÑbut I think it must be fairly close to truth.
Tarrano, leading the Cold Country, has risen to open rebellion. His at-
tack upon the Central State must have come suddenlyÑ"

"You mean, just this evening?" Elza asked.
"No, of course not. But hoping to quell the rebellion, the Central State

has suppressed news of it. At such a timeÑwith this controversy going
onÑsuch reports would only injure the Central State's inter-planetary
position. That's obvious, isn't it? Then tonight, when things were desper-
ate, the Central Stategave out its call. Tarrano has conquered Venus, I'm
sure. And at the last, before destroying its helio, the Central Statetried to
warn us."

"Of what?" I demanded. "And what about these murders?"
"Done by emissariesof Tarrano, no doubt. For revenge, becauseof the

Martian and Earth legislationÑor forÑ"
"I think we should not speculate too much," said Georg. "At least, not

on that line. They warned you personally, father. We were so careful to
keep everything secretÑ"

Dr. Brende mopped his forehead. He was trying to appear calmÑI
knew he did not want unduly to alarm Elza; but I could seethat he was
laboring under great emotion nevertheless.

"Things get out, Georg," he said. "We have been carefulÑyes. But two
years ago, when I visited the Central State, I told them there what I
hoped to accomplish. There were no grave inter-planetary problems
thenÑI thought I had no need of great secrecy.And since then, though,
we have been very carefulÑ"

Careful! With a Venus girl from the Cold Country living in their
household! Truly, humans are a strange mixture of sagacity and folly!

"The Central State has heard something concerning you," Georg said.
"That could easily happenÑprisoners captured from Tarrano's forces, for
instance. With dispatchesÑor perhaps some intercepted aerial message."

What was this secret they were discussing? I was the only one in the
room who did not know it. And why had Dr. Brende sent for me
tonight?
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I asked him both questions. His face went even more solemn than it
had been before.

"I sent for you, Jac,becausein a measure I anticipated what has now
befallen. Danger specifically to us Brendes, I mean. We count you as our
friendÑ"

How it warmed my heart to hear him say that; and to seethe glance
that Elza cast me!

"ÑOur friend. I am an old manÑyou are young. Yet you are wise, too.
We need you tonight."

He raised his hand when I would have told him how glad I was to be
with them.

"You know something of my work," he said, as a statement, rather
than a question. "I should say, mine and Georg's and Elza's, for they
have both helped me materially."

I knew that Dr. Brende had for years been one of the Earth's most em-
inent researchphysicians. It was he who discovered the light vibrations
which had banished forever the dread germs of several of the major dis-
eases. He did not practice; his work was research only.

He went on: "Jac,I have found what for years I have been striving to
findÑa vibration of light, though it is invisibleÑwhich so far as I can de-
termine, kills every bacillus harmful to man. There is nothing new in the
ideaÑI have been working at it all my life. Sunlight! Altered and modi-
fied in several particulars, yet sunlight nevertheless. How strange that
for countless centuries, man never realized the blessed boon of sun-
lightÑthe greatest enemy of all disease!

"Each year, as you know, I have conquered some of what we call the
major diseases.A few of themÑcancer 5 , for instanceÑpersisted in elud-
ing me. Its bacilliÑyou can easily recognize the tiny purplish, horned
rods which causewhat we popularly call cancerÑjust would not die. No
form of light or other vibration I could devise, seemed to hurt
themÑunless I used a vibration harmful, even fatal, to the blood-con-
tents itself: I killed the cancerÑin the words of you news-gatherersÑbut
I also killed the patient."

His eyes smiled at the jest, but his face remained intensely serious.
"Then, Jac,I solved that problemÑjust a few months ago. And upon

the heels of it I solved another, of infinitely more importance." He
paused slightly. "I have learned how to kill, or at least arrest, the bacillus
of old age. It is a bacillus, you know. We grow old becauseevery day we
live beyond the ageof thirtyÑthe bacillus of old age is attacking us. I call

5.A medical word, translated here as cancer, though possibly not that
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them the Brende-bacilliÑthese tiny, frayed discs that make us grow old.
I have seen themÑand killed them!"

It dawned on me slowly, the import of what he was saying.
"You meanÑÑ"
"He means," said Georg, "that at present we cannot only banish dis-

easeÑall diseaseÑbut we can keep your body from aging. Not perman-
ently, doubtlessÑbut with the span of life lengthened threefold at least.
Only by violence now need you die prematurely."

This then was the secret the existence of which Tarrano had learned.
He hadÉ .

But Dr. Brende was quietly voicing my thoughts.
"It seemsobvious, Jac,that this Tarrano at least suspects that I have

made some such discovery as this. That he would withhold it from man-
kind, for the benefit of his own race,seemsalso obvious. That he is about
to make an attempt to get it from me, I am convinced."

I remembered the wording of the messageof warning from the Central
State."Your Dr. Brende, in Eurasia."I mentioned it.

"Our main laboratory is there," Georg said. "In Northern Siber-
iaÑisolated from people so far as possible, and in a climate advantage-
ous for the work."

Elza spoke for the first time in many minutes.
"We have guards there, JacÑeight of our assistantsÉ . Father, I called

Robins a while ago. He said everything was all right. But don't you think
we should call him again?"

The doctor had drifted into deep thought. "What? Oh, yes, Elza. I was
thinking we should go there. My notesÑdescriptions of how to build a
larger apparatusÑlarger than the small model I have installed
thereÑmy notes are all there, and I want them. And I don't think, at such
a time, I should trust Robins to bring them."

"What shall I send to Headquarters?" Georg asked. "They wanted an
answer, you remember."

"I'm going there to the PotomacÑtell them that. Tell them we will
come there for safety. But first I must get my notes, and the model."

As Georg went to the door, something in his attitude made us all start
to our feet and follow him. No alarm from the insulator had come, yet
for myself I had not forgotten that Venus girl outside.

Georg was at the door, tenseas though to spring forward assoon ashe
opened it. I was close behind him.

"WhatÑÑ"
"Wait, Jac! Quiet! I just want to seeÑin case sheis doing something."
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He jerked open the door suddenly and bounded through, with me
after him.

The corridor was empty. But there was a whirring coming from the in-
strument room.

We leaped across the padded corridor. In the instrument room, Ahla
the maid sat at the table with a head-piece clasped to her ears. She was
talking softly but swiftly into the transmitter. In the mirror beside her I
caught a glimpse of the place to which she was talking. A sort of
caveÑflickering lightsÑa crowd of dark figures of Venus men, seem-
ingly armed.

Shemust have heard us coming. A sweep of her white arm dashed the
mirror to the floor, smashing it. Then she cast off the head-piece, and
leaping to her feet, faced us, blazing and defiant.
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Chapter4
To the North Pole

"You stand back! You do not touch me!"
The Venus girl fairly hissed the words. Her eyes were dilated; her

white hair hung in a tumbling, wavy massover her shoulders. Shestood
tenseÑa frail, girlish figure in a short, grey-cloth mantle, with long grey
stockings beneath.

We were startled. Georg stopped momentarily; then he jumped at her.
It was a false move, for before we could reach her, with a piercing cry,
she was tearing at the instruments on the table; her fingers, with burns
unheeded, ripping the delicate wires, smashing the small mirrors, fling-
ing everything to the floor.

A few secondsonly, but it was enough. Shewas panting when Georg
caught her by the wrists, and we others gathered around them.

"Ahla!" Elza cried in horror.
I can appreciate the shock to Elza, who had trusted, even loved this

girl.
Dr. Brende stood in confused astonishment, staring at the wreck of the

instrument table. From a naked wire a little black coil of smoke was com-
ing up. I fumbled about and switched the current out of everything.

We were cut off from all communication with the world. It gave me a
queer feelingÑmade the small island we were on seem so remote.

Georg was shaking the girl, demanding with whom she had been talk-
ing and why. But she fell into sullen silence, and nothing we could do
would make her break it. It infuriated me, that stubbornness; it was all I
could do to keep from harming her in my efforts to make her talk.

Georg, at last, pulled me away; he led the girl to a couch and sternly
bade her sit there without moving. She seemed willing enough to do
that; she still had not spoken, but her eyes were watching us closely.

Dr. Brende was examining the smashedinstruments. "Ruined. We can-
not use them. Those messagesÑwe must send them. I must talk to
RobinsÑÑ"
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We went into the corridor, out of earshot of the girl, but where we
could watch her. That we were in immediate danger was obvious, and
we all realized it. Ahla had told some of her people that we were here on
the island; doubtless was planning to have them come here at once and
seize us.

How far away from us were they? I had seenin the mirror the interior
of a cave-like room. Where was it? Might it not be near at handÑover on
the mainland? Might not these enemies arrive on the island at any
moment?

Georg suggested that we send our messagesfrom the aeros. We had
my own carÑand a larger car of the Brendes. More than ever now, Dr.
Brende was worried over the safety of his Siberian laboratory; but from
the aero we could talk to Robins.

We went to the landing stage. I wanted to tie up Ahla, but as Georg
said, she could do nothing now that the instrument room was out of
commission. We admonished her sternly to stay where she was, and left
the house.

On the open landing stagemy small aero was lying where I had left it;
but a moment's glance showed us it was wreckedÑits instruments and
its driving mechanism demolished!

There was no doubt about it now; Ahla had planned to keep us on the
island while her people came and seized us. Fortunately the Brende car
was well housed and barred. We saw that the gates had been tampered
with, but with the limited time Ahla had to work in, shehad beenunable
to force them. We swung them wide, and to our infinite relief found the
car unharmed.

At once Dr. Brende called Robins. But the laboratory did not answer!
"It may be your sending apparatus," I suggested. "Send your message

down to HeadquartersÑwith their high power they'll get Robins quickly
enough."

He tried thatÑsending also his answer to the previous coded message
Headquarters had sent him. It was now 11:45. We waited some eight
minutes, during which time I rushed back to the house. Ahla was sitting
obediently where I had left her.

"You stay there," I told her. "If you move, I'll break every bone in your
rotten little body."

Back at the landing stage I found Dr. Brende in despair. Headquarters
could not raise Robins. They had relayed the messageto Wrangel and
Spitzbergen IslandsÑbut the stations there reported similarly. Dr.
Brende's laboratory did not answer its call.
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This decided us. We had no wish to remain where we were. The
Brende car, far larger than the small one of mine, was fully equipped and
provisioned. We rolled it out, and in a moment were flying in the air.

Dr. Brende's car was large, commodious, and smooth-riding. A pleas-
ure to fly in such a car! Georg was at the controls. I sat close beside Elza
in the semi-darkness,gazing down through the pit-rail window to where
the island was dropping away beneath us. It was a perfect night; the
moon had set; the stars and planets gleamed in an almost cloudless sky.
Red Mars, I saw, very nearly over our heads.

It was now midnight, and for the moment we chanced to have the air
to ourselves. We rose to the 10,000-foot level, then headed directly
North. It carried us inland; soon the seawas out of sight behind. Lights
dotted the landscapeÑa town or city here and there, and occasionally a
tower.

Dr. Brende was poring over charts, illumined by a dim glow-light be-
side him. "Can we get power all the way, Georg?É Elza child, hadn't
you better lie down? A long tripÑyou'll be tired out."

"Call Royal Mountain 6 ," Georg suggested."Ask them about serving us
power; I'll stay 10,000or below. Under one thousand, when we get fur-
ther north. Ask them if they can guarantee us power all the way."

The station at Royal Mountain would guarantee us nothing on this
night; they advised us to keep low. Their own power-sending station
was working as usual. But this nightÑwho could tell what General
Orders might come? Everyone's nerves were frayed; this Director de-
manded gruffly to know who we were.

"Tell him none of his business," I put in. My own nerves were frayed,
too.

"Quiet!" warned Georg. "He'll hear youÑand it is his business if he
wants to make it so. Tell him we are the Inter-Allied News, father. That
is true enough, and no use putting into the air that Dr. Brende is flying
north."

Royal Mountain let us through. We passedwell to the east of it about
12:45Ñtoo far away to sight its lights. The cross-traffic was somewhat
heavier here. Beneath it, at 5,000and 6,000feet, a steady stream of cars
was passing east and west.

We were riding easilyÑlittle wind, almost noneÑand were doing 390
miles an hour. You cannot bank or turn very well at such a speed; it is in-
jurious to the human body. But our course was straight north. Dr.
Brende showed it to me on his chartÑnorth, following the 70th West

6.Now Montreal
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Meridian. Compass corrections as we got further northÑand astronom-
ical readings, these would take us direct to the Pole. I could never
fathom this air navigation; I flew by tower lights, and landmarksÑbut to
Dr. Brende and Georg, the mathematics of it were simple.

At two o'clock we had crossed the route of the Chicago-Great London
Mail flyer. But we did not seethe vessel.The temperature was growing
steadily colder. The pit was inclosed, and I switched on the heaters.Elza
had fallen asleep on the side couch, with my promise to awaken her at
the first sign of dawn.

At two-thirty, the Greater New York-East Indian Express overhauled
us and passed overhead. It was flying almost north, bound for Bombay
and Ceylon via Novaya Zemlya. It was in the 18,000-footlane. The air up
there was clear, but beneath us a fog obscured the land.

At intervals all this time Dr. Brende had been trying to raise
RobinsÑbut there was still no answer. We did not discuss what might be
the trouble. Of what use could such talk be?

But it perturbed us, for imagination can picture almost anything. Ge-
org even felt the strain of it, for he said almost gruffly:

"Stop it, father. I don't think you should call attention to us so much.
Get the meteorological reports from the PoleÑwe need them. If they tell
us this weather will hold at 10,000 and below, we'll make good time."

Soon after three o'clock we swept over Hudson Strait into Baffinland.
We were down to 4,000feet, but the fog still lay under us like a blanket.
It clung low; we were well above it, in a cloudless night, with no wind
save the rush of our forward flight.

Then came the pink flush of dawn. True to my promise I awakened
Elza. But there was nothing for her to see;the stars growing pale, pink
spreading into orange, and then the sun. But the fog under us still lay
thick.

We were holding our speed very nearly at 380 an hour. By day-
lightÑabout five o'clock, after a light mealÑwe were over Baffin Bay. I
had relieved Georg at the controls. The headlands of North Greenland
lay before us. Then the fog lifted a little, broke away in places.The water
becamevisibleÑdrift and slush-ice of the Spring, with lines of open wa-
ter here and there.

And then the fog closed down again, lifting momentarily at six o'clock
when we passed over the north-western tip of Greenland. The tower
there gave us its routine signal, which we answered in kind. There was
little traffic along here; a few local cars in the lowest lanes.
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Shortly after six, when we were above Grantland, another of the great
trans-Arctic passengerliners went over us. The SanFranciscoNight line,
for Mid-Eurasia and points South. It was crossing Greenland, from San
Francisco, Vancouver, Edmonton, to the North Cape, the Russias, and
African points south of Suez.

At seven o'clock, with the sun circling the lower sky, the fog under us
suddenly dissipated completely. We were over the Polar ocean. Masses
of drift ice and slush, but for the most part surprisingly clear. At eight
o'clock, flying lowÑno more than a thousand feetÑwe sighted the steel
tower with foundations sunk into the ocean's depths which marks the
top of our little Earth.

We flashed by the tower in a moment, answering the director's signal
perfunctorily. Southward now, on the 110th EastMeridian, without devi-
ating from the straight course we had held.

It was truly a beautiful sight, this Polar ocean.Massesof ice, glittering
in the morning sunlight. A fog-bank to the left; but everywhere else
patches of green water and floes that gleamed like millions of precious
stones as they flung back the light to us. Or again, a mass of low, solid
ice, flushed pink in the morning light. And behind us, just above the ho-
rizon, a segment of purple sky where a storm was gatheringÑa deep
purple which was mirrored in the placid patches of open water, and
darkened the ice-floes to a solemn, sombre hue.

Elza was entranced, though she had made many trans-Polar trips. But
Georg, now again at the controls, kept his eyes on the instruments; and
the doctor, trying vainly once more to talk with his laboratory, now so
close ahead of us, sat in moody silence.

It was 9:38when we sighted, well off to the right, the rocky headland
of Cape Chelusin 7 Ñthe most northerly point of Eurasia. A long, low
cliff of grey rock, ridged white with snow in its clefts. We swung toward
it, at greatly decreasedspeed, and at an altitude of only a few hundred
feet.

This was all a bleak, desolate regionÑcuriously soÑand I think, one of
the very few so desolate on Earth. As we advanced, the Siberian coast
spread out before us. Mountains behind, and a strip of rocky lowland
along the sea.There were patches of snowÑthe mountains were white
with it; but on the lowlands, for the most part the Spring sun had already
melted it. The Spring was well advanced; there were many open chan-
nels in the water over which we were skimmingÑdrift-ice, and slush-ice
which soon would be gone.

7.Now Cape Chelyuskin, Laimur Peninsula, Siberia
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Cape Chelusin! It was here that Dr. Brende had placed his Arctic
laboratoryÑas far from the haunts of man as he could findÑa hundred
miles from the nearest person, so he told me. And as I gazed about me I
realized how isolated we were. Not a car in the whole circular panorama
of sky; no sign of vessel on the water; no towns on the land.

It was just after ten in the morning when we dropped silently to the
small landing stage a hundred yards or so from the shore. We disem-
barked in the sunlight of what would have been a pleasant December
morning in Greater New York; and I gazed about me curiously. A level
lowland of crags with the white of snow in their hollows; a collection of
broad, low buildings nearby, with a narrow steel viaduct running down
to them from the landing stage. And behind everything, the frowning
headland of the Cape.

The buildings stood silent, without sign of life. There was no one in
sight anywhere. No one out to greet us; I thought it a little strange but I
said nothing.

We started down the viaduct. Under us, in patches of soil, I could see
the vivid colors of the little Arctic flowers already rearing their heads to
the Spring sunlight. I called Elza's attention to them. A vague apprehen-
sion was within me; my heart was pounding unreasonably. But this was
Dr. Brende's affair, not mine; and I wanted to hide my perturbation from
Elza.

The viaduct reached the ground; a path led on to the houses.
Suddenly Dr. Brende called out:
"Robins! Robins! Grantley! Where are you!"
The words seemed to echo back faintly to us; but the buildings re-

mained silent.
"You'd better wait here with Elza," Georg said.
"I'll go onÑsee whatÑÑ"
He checked his words, and started forward. But Dr. Brende was with

him, and in doubt what to do I followed with Elza.
We entered the nearest building, into a low, dim room, with doors on

the sides. In the silence I seemed to hear my heart pounding my ribs.
Elza's face was pale and perturbed, but she smiled very courageously at
me.

"Wait!" said Georg. "You wait here."
He turned into a side door leading to another room, and in an instant

was back with a face from which the color had departed.
"They're not in there," he said unsteadily. "ElzaÑyou go outside with

fatherÉ . They must be around somewhere, Jac. Come, look."
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There was a rustle behind us. Arms came around me, pinning me. I
heard Elza scream,saw Georg fighting two dark forms which had leaped
upon him.

I was flung to the ground, but I foughtÑthree men, it seemed to be,
who were upon me. Then Georg's voice:

"Jac! StopÑthey'll kill you."
I yielded suddenly, and my assailantsjerked me to my feet. A group of

Venus men were surrounding us. Georg, his jacket torn to ribbons, was
backed up against the wall with three or four Venus men holding him.

And on the floor nearby Dr. Brende lay prone, with a crimson stain
spreading on his white ruffled shirt, and Elza sobbing over him.
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Chapter5
Outlawed Flight

Dr. Brende was dead. We knew it in the moment that followed our sud-
den assault and capture. Elza knelt there sobbing. Then shestood up, her
tears checked;and on her facea look of pathetic determination to repress
her grief. Now that we had yielded, the Venus men, searching us for our
weapons, cast us loose. We bent over Dr. Brende, Georg and I. Dead. No
power in this universe could bring him back to us.

Georg pressed his lips tightly together. His face, red from the exertion
of his fight, went pale. But he showed no other emotion. And, as he
leaned toward me, he whispered:

"Got us, Jac! Say nothing. Don't put up any show of fight."
Elza now was standing against the wall, a hand before her eyes.I went

to her.
"Elza, dearÑÑ"
Her hand pressed mine.
Our captors stood curiously watching us. There seemed to be at least

ten of themÑmen as tall as myself, though not so tall as Georg. Swarthy,
gray-skinned fellowsÑone or two of them squat, ape-like with their
heavy shoulders and dangling arms. Men of the Venus Cold Country.
They were talking together in their queer, soft language. One of them I
took to be the leader. Argo was his name, I afterward learned. He was
somewhat taller than the rest, and slim. A man perhaps thirty. Paler of
skin than most of his companionsÑgray skin with a bronze cast.Dressed
like the others in fur. But his heavy jacket was open, disclosing a ruffled
white shirt, with a low black stock about his throat.

A shifty-eyed fellow, this Argo. Smooth-shaven, with a mouth slack-
lipped, and small black eyes. But his features were finely chiseled; and
with that bronze cast to his skin, I guessed that he was from the Venus
Central State.He seemedmuch perturbed that Dr. Brende was dead. Oc-
casionally he burst into English as he rebuked one of the others for the
killing.
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No more than a moment had passed. Georg joined Elza and me. We
stood waiting. Georg whispered: "They killed Robins and his helpers. In
thereÑÑ" He gestured. "I saw them lying in there. If only I hadÑ"

Argo was standing before us. "This is a very pleasant surpriseÑ" He
spoke the careful English of the educated foreigner. His tone was ironic-
al. "Very pleasantÑ"

Abruptly he turned away again. But in that instant, his eyeshad roved
Elza in a way that turned me cold.

They led us away, down a padded hallway into the instrument room.
It was in full operation; our Inter-Allied news-tape was clicking; the low
voice of the announcer droned through the silence. I started toward the
tape, but Argo waved me away. He had volunteered us nothing, and
again Georg advised silence.

Argo had given his orders. Through a window I saw men carrying ap-
paratus from the house. A small metal frame of sun-mirrors, prisms and
vacuum tubes. Georg whispered: "Father's model."

The man with it passedbeyond my sight. Others came along, carrying
the cylinders of booksÑDr. Brende's notesÑand a variety of other
paraphernalia. Carrying it back from the shore toward the headlands of
the Cape, where I realized now they had an aero secreted.

Argo was at a mirror; he had a head-piece on; he was talking into a
discÑtalking in a private code. I could seethe surface of the small mir-
ror. A room, with windows. Through one of the windows, by daylight,
palms and huge banana leaves were visible. A room seemingly in the
tropics of our own hemisphere.

Argo was triumphantÑexplaining, doubtless, that he had captured us.
Mingled with his voice, the Inter-Allied announcer was saying:

"Greater-New York 10.32 Martian Helio, via Tokyohama:Little People
ProclamationÑÑ"

A man standing near the tape switched off the droning voice. At the
receiving table, every few secondscame the buzz of the laboratory's call.
Wrangel Island again calling Robins; but no one paid any heed. Argo fin-
ished at the mirror. He glanced over the tape, smiling sardonically. Then,
methodically, deliberately, he swept the instruments to the floor, jerked
out the connections, turned out the currentÑwrecked it all with a few
strokes. A moment later we were taken away.

Outside, from back by the low reachesof the Cape, we saw an aero
rising. They had loaded it with Dr. Brende's effects, and in it half of the
men were departing. It rose vertically until we could see it only as a
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speck in the blue of the morning skyÑa speck vanishing to the north
over the Pole.

With four or five of the menÑall those remainingÑArgo took us three
to the Brende car. We did not pass Dr. Brende's body, lying there in the
outer room. Elza and Georg gazed that way involuntarily; but they said
nothing. The greatest grief is that which is hidden, and never once after-
ward did either of them show it by more than an affectionate word for
that father whom they had loved so dearly.

Soonwe were back in the Brende car in which we had landed no more
than an hour before. It was a standard Byctin modelÑevidently Argo
and his men knew how to operate it perfectly. We were herded into the
pit, and in a moment more were in the air.

Argo seemednow rather anxious to make friends with us. He was in a
high good humor. His eyesflashed at me sharply when I questioned him
once or twice; but he offered us no indignities. To Elza he spoke com-
mandingly, but with that deference to which every woman of birth and
breeding is entitled from a man.

We rose straight up and, at 18,000feet, headed northward by a point
or two west. We would pass the Pole on our rightÑtoo far to sight it
with the naked eye, I realized; but I knew, too, that the Director there
would seethe distant image of us on his finder, even though we refused
connection should he call us. And we had no right to be up here in the
18,000-foot lane. They'd order us downÑshut off our power, if
necessary.

We could not escapeobservation on this daylight flight. Heading this
way, it would take us past the Pole and on southward, down the
Western Hemisphere over the Americas. We could not refuse connection
for long. We would be challenged, then brought down. Or, if Argo
answered a call, some Director would examine our pit with his find-
erÑwould seeElza, Georg and me as prisoners. We could gesture sur-
reptitiously to himÉ .

My thoughts ran on. Argo's soft, ironic voice brought me out of them.
"We will answer the first call that comes,"he said smilingly. "You un-

derstand? We are the Inter-Allied News on Official Dispatch." He was
addressing me, his glance going to the insignia on my cap. "You are of
the Inter-Allied?"

"Yes," I said.
"What's your name?"
I did not like his tone. "None of yourÑ"
"Quiet, Jac," Georg warned.
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"Jac Hallen," I amended.
"Yes. Division 8, Manhattan," he read from my cap. "Well, when the

first Director callsÑfrom the Pole perhapsÑyou will tell him we are
Inter-Allied Officials. He will seeus hereÑI do not believe, the way we
are sitting, that he will think anything is wrong. He will seeus of Venus.
There are Venus men employed by the Inter-Allied. Is it not so?"

I had to admit that it was. He nodded. "You will fool the Directors, Jac
Hallen. You understand? You will get the reports on weather today
down the 67th Meridian West. And ask if we can have power to the
Equator and below." His eyes flashed. "And if you attempt any trick-
eryÑyou will die. You understand?"

I did, indeed. And I knew that his plans were well laidÑthat I would
be helpless to give us over without paying for it with my lifeÑwith the
lives of Elza and Georg as well.

From up here in the 18th lane, the Polar ocean lay a glittering white
and purple expansebeneath us. Then, again, a fog rolled out down there
like a blanket. We passedthe Pole, a hundred miles or more to one side,
and headed Southward. No challenge. Under us, occasional local cars
swept by; but up here we were clear of traffic.

Elza prepared our lunch, in the little electric galley forward of the ob-
servation pit. The Great London-East Indies Mail Flyer crossed us, com-
ing along this samelevel. It was headed toward the Pole from the British
Isles. Its pilot challenged us before it had come up over the horizon. A
crusty fellow. His face in the mirror glared at me as I accepted connec-
tion. He ordered me down, Inter-Allied or no.

Argo was at my elbow. His pencil-ray dug into my ribs. Had I made a
false move it would have drilled me clean with its tiny burning light. I
told the pilot we would descend.It placated him; but he saw Argo's face,
mumbled something about damned foreignersÑgeneral orders probably
coming tomorrow to clean out VeniaÑdamned well rid of the traitors.
Then he disconnected. Venia, Georg and I were sure, was where Argo
was now taking us. But the rest of his comments I did not clearly under-
stand until later.

We descended,and the flyer came up over the horizon and passedus
overhead. We were pointing southward now, had picked up the 67th
West Meridian and were following it down. The Hays station8 chal-
lenged us; but they were satisfied with my explanation. Argo had us up
in speed around four hundred miles per hour. We went down Davis
Strait, over Newfoundland, avoiding the congested cross-traffic of mid-

8.Hayes Peninsula, Northwest Greenland, near the present site of Etah
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afternoon in the lowest lanes, and out over the main Atlantic. Night
closed down upon us. It was safer for Argo now. We flew without lights.
Outlawed. Had they caught us at it, we would have been brought down,
captured by the patrol and imprisoned. Yet Argo doubtless considered
the chanceof that lessdangerous than a reliance upon my ability to trick
the succeeding directors.

With darkness we ascended again to the upper mail lanes. Over the
main Eastern Atlantic now, and out here this night, there was little local
traffic. The mail and passenger liners went by at intervalsÑthe spread-
ing beamsof their lurid headlights giving us warning enough so that we
could dive down and avoid being caught in their light. I prayed that one
of their lights might pick us up, but none did.

North of Bermuda, a division of the North Atlantic patrol circled over
us. The ocean was calm. Argo dropped us to the surface. We floated
there like a derelictÑdark, silent, save for the lapping of the water
against our aluminite pontoons. The patrol's searching beams swept
within a hundred feet of usÑmissed us by a miracle. And as the patrol
passed on, we rose again to our course.

Argo gave us one of the small cabins to ourselves that night. He was
still deferential to Elza, but in his manner and in the glitter of those little
black eyes, there was irony, and an open, though unexpressed, admira-
tion for her beauty.

We slept little. Georg and IÑone or the other of usÑwas awake all
night. We talked occasionallyÑnot much, for speculation was of no
avail. We wondered what could be transpiring abroad through all these
hours. Hours of unprecedented turmoil on Earth, and on our neighbor-
ing worlds. We wondered how the Central State of Venus might be
faring with the revolution. Would they ask aid of the Earth? This Tar-
ranoÑmerely a name to us as yet, but a name already full of dread.
Where was he? Had he been responsible for all this? Dr. Brende's secret
was in his hands now, we were sure. What would he do next?

About three o'clock in the morningÑa fair, calm nightÑour power
died abruptly. We were in the Caribbean Seanot far above the Northern
coast of South America, at 15¡ North latitude, 67¡ West longitude. Our
power died. Elza was fast asleep, but the sudden quiet brought Georg
and me to alertness. We joined Argo in the pit. He was perturbed, and
cursing. We dropped, gliding down, for there was no need of picking a
landing with the emergency heliocopter batteriesÑglided down to the
calm surface. For a moment we lay there, rockingÑa dark blob on the
water. I heard a sudden sharp swish. An under-surface freight vessel,
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plowing from Venezuelan ports to the West Indian Islands, came sud-
denly to the surface. Its headlight flashed on, but missed us. It sped past.
I could seethe sleek black outline of its wet back, and the lines of foam as
it sheered the water. We lay rocking in its wake as it disappeared
northward.

Then, without warning, our power came on again. An inadvertent
break perhaps; or maybe some local or general orders. We did not know.
Argo was picking from the air occasional news, but he said nothing of it
to us; and he was sending out nothing, of course.

Dawn found us over the mountains. The Director at Caracas chal-
lenged us. Argo kept me by his side constantly now. Dutifully we
answered every call. The local morning traffic was beginning to pick up;
but we mingled with it, at 8,000 feet and more, to clear the mountains
comfortably.

Elza again cooked and, with Argo joining us, we had breakfast. Argo's
good nature continued, as we successfully approached the end of our
flight. But still he volunteered nothing to us. We asked him no questions.
Elza was grave-faced, solemn. But shedid not bother Georg and me with
woman's fears. Bravely she kept her own counsel, anxious only to be of
help to us.

We passedover the Venezuelan Province, over the mountains and into
Amazonia, headwaters of the great riverÑstill on the 67th Meridian
West. The jungles here were sparsely settled; there were, I knew, no
more than a dozen standard cities of a million population, or over, in the
whole region of Western Brazilana. As we advanced, I noticed an unusu-
al number of the armed government flyers above us. Many were hover-
ing, almost motionless, as though waiting for orders. But none of them
molested us.

Near the 10th parallel South latitude, we passed under a fleet of the
white official vessels,with a division of the Brazilana patrol joined with
them. A hundred vesselshovering up there in an east and west lineÑa
line a hundred miles long it must have been.

Hovering there, for what? We did not know; but Argo, leering up at
them insolently, may have guessed. They challenged us, but let us
through.

"You are the last one in," this sub-director of the patrol told us. I could
seehim in our mirror ashis gazeexamined our pitÑa dapper, jaunty fel-
low with the up-tilted mustache affected in Latina. "Last one inÑyou
Inter-Allied are a nuisance."
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He was more particular than those directors we had passedbefore. My
badge and my verbal explanation were not enough. He made me show
him the Inter-Allied sealwhich I always carried, and I gave him the pass-
code of the current week.

"Last one in," he reiterated. "And you wouldn't get in now without
those refugees with you. Venia's closed after noon of today. Didn't you
know it?"

"No," I said.
"Well, it is. They shut off the power early this morning for all low vi-

brationsÑyours and under. Brought 'em all down for a general traffic in-
spection. Then changed their minds and threw it on again. But if you're
coming out north again, you've got to get out by noon. And you go in at
your own peril."

He assumed that Argo and his men were Venus refugees going with
me into Venia! I only vaguely understood what might be afoot, but I did
not dare question him. Argo's side glance at me was menacing. I agreed
with this director obediently and broke connection.

We seemednow to have passedwithin the patrol line. There were no
more official vesselsto be seen.We clung low, and at 12¡ South, 60¡ 2O'
West, at 10:16that morning we descendedin Venia, capital of the Central
Latina Province, largest immigrant colony of the Western Hemisphere. 9

We landed on a stageof one of the upper crescentterraces.A crowd of
Venus people surrounded us. Even in the turmoil of our debarkation, I
wondered where the official landing director might be. None of the gov-
erning officials were in sight. The place was in confusion. Crowds were
on the spider bridges; the terraces and the sloping steps were jammed.
Milling, excited people. The foreign police, pompous Venus men in
gaudy uniforms, were herding the people about.

But none of our Earth officials! Where were they, who should have
been in charge of all this confusion?

My heart sank. Something drastic, sinister, had occurred. We had no
time to guesswhat it might be. Argo drove us forward, with scant cour-
tesy now, down in a vertical car, through a tunnel on foot to what they
called here in Venia the Lower Plaza. We crossed it, and entered one of
their queerly flat buildings at the ground level; entered through an arch-
way, passed through several rooms and came at last into a room whirr-
ing with instruments.

Argo said triumphantly, yet humbly: "Tarrano, MasterÑwe are here."

9.Now Matto Grosso State, Brazil
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A man at a table of helio-sending instruments turned and faced us. We
were in the presence of the dread Tarrano!
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Chapter6
Man of Destiny

Tarrano! He rose slowly to his feet, his gaze on us for an instant, then
turning to Argo.

"So! You took them? Well done, Argo!"
His gesture dismissed his subordinate; Argo backed from the room.

From a disc, an announcer was detailing dispatches. Tarrano frowned
slightly. He advanced to us as we three stood together. I had heard Elza
give a low, surprised cry as we entered. Shestood with a hand upon my
arm. I could feel her trembling, but her face now was impassive.

Georg whispered to me: "This TarranoÑÑ"
But our captor's voice checked him. "Come this way, please." He sig-

nalled, and three men came forward. To them he issued short com-
mands; they took their places at the instrument tables. Then he led us
from the room through an arch, over a small trestle, into a tiny inner
courtyard. A tropical garden, surrounded by blank circular walls of the
building. A patch of blue sky showed above it. A garden secluded from
prying eyes, with only a single spider bridge crossing overhead. Vivid
flowers and foliage made it a bower. Brown bark paths laced it; a tiny
fountain splashed in the center.

Tarrano sat on the rim of the fountain; he gestured to a white stone
bench where we three sat in a row, Elza between us. It made me feel like
a child.

"Your father is dead." He was addressing Elza; and then Georg. "That
is unfortunate. He was a good man. I'm sorry."

His voice was soft and musical. He sat there on the fountain rim, an el-
bow on his crossedknees,chin resting in his hand, his eyesstudying us.
A small, slight figure of a man, no more than thirty-five. Simply dressed;
white trousers of the tropics, with a strip of narrow black down the leg-
fronts; a girdle of gold; ruffled white shirt, with sleeves that flared a
trifle, and a neck-pieceof black. From his belt dangled a few instruments
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and several personal weaponsÑbeautifully wrought, smallÑalmost
miniaturesÑyet deadly-looking for all that.

He was bareheaded;black hair closely clipped. A face smooth-shaven.
Thin, with a nosehawk-like, and black eyesand heavy brows. His mouth
was thin-lipped, though smiling now, disclosing even, white teeth. Yet a
cruel mouth, with the firm jaw of determination and power under it. The
familiar gray Venus skin, but with that bronze cast of the people of the
Central State.

At first glance, not an unusual or particularly commanding figure. Yet
the man's power of personality, the sheer dominant force of him, radi-
ated like a tower code-beam.No one could be in his presencean instant
without feeling it. A power that enwrapped you; made you feel like a
child. Helpless. Anxious to placate a possible wrath that would be dev-
astating; anxiousÑabsurdlyÑfor a smile. It was a radiation of genius,
humbling every mediocre mortal it touched.

I felt itÑfelt all this from the moment I cameinto his presence.Felt like
a child, sitting there on that bench. Vaguely frightened; sullen, with
childish resentment at my superior. And over it all, my man's mentality
made me angry at myself for such emotions; angry at the consciousness
of my own inferiority, forced upon me now more strongly than ever any-
thing or any one had made me feel it before.

Tarrano was smiling gently. "É killed your father. I would not have
had it so. YetÑperhaps it was necessary. The Lady ElzaÑÑ"

I could feel Elza trembling again. Georg burst out: "What do you want
of us? Who are you?"

Tarrano's slim gray-brown hand came up.
"The Lady Elza remembers meÑÑ" He seemed waiting with his

gentle smile for her to speak.
"They called you Taro then," she said. Her voice was the small, scared,

diffident voice of a child.
"Yes. Taro. A mere sub-officer of the Central State. But destined for

bigger things than that, asyou see.They did not like what they called my
ambitious waysÑand so they sent me to the Cold Country. That was
soon after I had met you and your father, Lady Elza. You hardly re-
marked me thenÑI was so insignificant a personage. But youÑI re-
membered youÑÑ"

Still there was in his voice and on his face nothing but kindness and a
queer whimsical look of reminiscence. He broke off at the buzz of a disc
that hung from his belt by a golden chain. He jerked it loose from its
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snap, and to his ear clasped a small receiver. Like a mask his gentleness
dropped from him. His voice rasped:

"Yes?É " The receiver murmured into his ear. He said: "Connect
himÑI'll listen to what he has to say."

A moment; then on the tiny mirror fastened to his wrist with a strap, I
saw a face appearÑa face known throughout our EarthÑthe face of the
War-Director of Great London. Tarrano listened impassively. When the
voice ceased, he said without an instant's hesitation: "No!"

A decision irrevocable; the power almost of a deity seemedbehind its
finality. "No! IÑwillÑnotÑdoÑit!" Careful, slow enunciation as though
to make sure an inferior mentality could not mistake his words. And
with a click, Tarrano broke connection. The mirror went dark; he hung
his little disc and ear-piece back on his belt. Again he was smiling at us
gently, the incident forgotten alreadyÑdismissed from his mind until
the need to consider it should again arise.

"I remember you, Lady Elza, very well." A vague wistfulness came in-
to his voice. "I wish to speak with you aloneÑnowÑfor a moment." He
touched two of the metal buttons of his shirt-front together. A man ap-
peared in the narrow tunnel-entrance to the garden. A small man, no
more than four and a half feet tall; a trim, but powerfully made little fig-
ure, in the black and white linen uniform worn also by Tarrano. Yet
more pretentiously dressed than his superior. A broad belt of dangling
weapons; under it, a sash of red, encircling his waist and flowing down
one side. Over his white ruffled shirt, a short sleevelessvest of black silk.
A circular hat, with a vivid plume. A smooth-shaven face; black hair
long to the baseof the neck; a deep, red-brown complexion. A native of
the Little People of Mars, here in the service of Tarrano. He stood stiff
and respectful in the tunnel entrance.

Tarrano said crisply: "Wolfgar, take thesetwo men to the fourth tower.
Make them comfortable."

I met Georg's eyes.Leave Elza here alone with this man? Georg burst
out: "My sister goes with me!"

"So?" Tarrano's heavy brows went up inquiringly. A quizzical smile
plucked at his lips. "You need have no fear. The Lady ElzaÑÑ" He
swung to her. "NotÑafraid, are you?"

"IÑno," she stammered.
"She'll come with us," I declared; but the stoutness of my words could

not hide my fear. Tarrano was still smiling; but as I took a protecting step
toward Elza, his smile died.
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"YouÑwill goÑwith WolfgarÑboth of you." That same slow finality.
His face was impassive; but under his frowning bushy brows, his eyes
transfixed me. It was as though with his paralyzing ray he had rooted
me to the spot. And Georg beside me. Yet he had not moved from his
careless attitude of ease on the fountain-rim; the little conical golden
weapon dangled untouched at his belt.

Elza was frightened. "Jac! You must do what he says. I'mÑnot afraid."
Again Tarrano was smiling. "NoÑof course not." His gazewent to Ge-

org. "You are her brotherÑyour fear is very natural. So I give you my
wordÑthe honorable word of TarranoÑthat she shall come to no harm."

Elza murmured: "Go, Georg." Afraid for us, and doubtless she had
good reason to be. It struck me then as queer that Tarrano should waste
thesewords with us; but I realized, as did Elza and Georg, that we were
treading very dangerous ground. Georg said, with a sudden dignity at
which I marveled:

"Your word is quite enough." He gestured to me. With a last glance at
Elza, standing there frightened, but for our sakesstriving not to show it,
we let this Wolfgar lead us away.

Elza later told us what occurred. With her father, shehad beentwice to
the Venus Central StateÑthe visit of two years ago Dr. Brende had men-
tioned to me, and a former one. It was upon this first trip Elza had met
Tarrano. He was an under-officer then, in the Army of the Central
StateÑhis name then was Taro. SheÑherself no more than a slip of a girl
at that timeÑremembered him as a queerly silent young
manÑinsignificant in physique and manner. He had escortedher once to
a Venus festival; in a strange, brooding, humble, yet dignified fashion, he
had spoken of love. She had laughed, and soon forgot the incident. But
Tarrano had not forgotten. The daughter of the great Dr. Brende had
fired his youthful imagination. Who knows what dreams even
thenÑborn of the genius asyet merely latentÑwere within him? He had
never crossedElza's mind from that time, until today she saw and recog-
nized him.

When they were alone, still without moving from his seat, he signed
her to come to him, to sit on the carpet of grass at his feet. She was
frightened, but she would not show it. He made no move to touch her;
he gazed down to meet her upturned, fascinated stare, still with his
gentle, whimsical smile.

"Queer that I should meet you again, Lady Elza. Yet, I must admit, it
comesnot by chance,for I contrived it. My prisoner! Dr. Brende'sdaugh-
ter, held captive by little Taro!"
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It seemed to amuse him, this whimsical reminiscence of those days
when he was struggling unknown. "I want to confesssomething to you,
Lady Elza. You were so far above me thenÑdaughter of the famous Dr.
Brende. Yet, as you remember, I aspired to you. And nowÑI have not
changed. I never change. I stillÑaspire to you."

He said it very softly, slowly. Sheflushed; but for that moment fear of
him dropped from her.

"Oh," she said. "IÑI thank you for such a complimentÑÑ"
"A compliment? Yes, I suppose it is that now. You wondered, didn't

you, why I was so lenient with your brother and that JacHallen when
they would have refused me obedience?That is not my wayÑto be leni-
ent." He said it with a sudden snap of crispness,but his eyeswere twink-
ling. "It was because of you, Lady Elza."

"Me?" she murmured.
"YouÑof course. BecauseIÑwant you to like me." His fingers invol-

untarily touched a stray lock of her hair as she sat there at his feet, but
when she moved her head away he withdrew his hand. His slow voice
went on:

"Back in those other days, Lady Elza, the little Taro had strange
dreams. A power within himÑhe could feel itÑhereÑÑ" His gaze was
far away; his fist struck his breast. "He could feel itÑthe urge to fulfill
his destinyÑfeel it within him, and no one else knew it was there.

"ThenÑyou came.A shy, rather pretty little girl, he realizes now, is all
you were. But thenÑyou seemed a goddess. A new dream aroseÑa
dream of you É I frighten you, child?" His tone was contrite. "I do not
mean to do that. I am too hasty. Queer, isn't it, that I can make men, na-
tions, worlds, obey meÑbut I have to bide my time with a fragile little
woman?"

His mood changed; he stirred. "I could bend you to my willÑbreak
youÑlike that!" His lean fingers snapped. Then his hand dropped, and
again he relaxed. "But of what use?É Your respect? I have it now.
Respectand fear come to me from everyone. It is something more than
that I want from you."

She would have spoken, but his gesture stopped her. "Queer that I
should want it? Yes, I think perhaps it is. The little Taro was very queer,
perhaps very impressionable. He knew he had nations and worlds to
conquerÑa destiny to fulfill. Not alone because of you, little Elza. I
would not make you think that. But for you to share. The great Tarrano,
master of the universe, and his Lady Elza! Worlds for you to toy with,
like gems on a thread adorning your white throatÑÑ"
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He must have swayed her, the sheer power of him. Impulsively she
touched his knee. "I am not worthÑÑ"

His face clouded with a frown. "I would not try to buy your loveÑÑ"
"Oh," she said. "No, I did not meanÑÑ"
"I would not try to buy you. I want to share with youÑthese

worldsÑas your due. To make myself master of everything, so that you
will look to me and say, 'He is the greatest of all menÑI love him'É .
Soon I will be the greatest of all men throughout the ages. And very
gentle always, with you, Lady ElzaÑÑ"

A buzz came from the disc at his belt. He answered the callÑlistened
to a voice.

"So?Bring him here." He disconnected. "É very gentle with you, my
ElzaÑÑ"

His voice drifted away. He seemedwaiting; and Elza, her head whirl-
ing with the confusion of it all, sat silent. A moment; then Argo ap-
peared, driving a half-nude man before him. A native official of Venia,
stripped of his uniform. Argo flung him down in the garden path, where
he cowered, his face ashen, his eyes wild, lips mumbling with terror.

Tarrano barely moved. "So?You tell me he was asleep at the mirrors,
Argo?"

"Master, I could not help it! Sincefirst you made your move in Greater
New York at Park Sixty, I have sat there. Two nights and a dayÑÑ"

"And you fell asleep without asking for a relief?"
"Master, IÑÑ"
"Did you?"
"Yes. I did not realize I was sleepingÑÑ"
A gesture to Argo, and the man was flung closer to Tarrano's feet. Elza

shrank away.
"Left a mirror unattended. So?É The wire, Argo." He took the length

of wire, gleaming white-hot, as the leering, gloating Argo turned the cur-
rent into itÑTarrano took it, lashed it upon the poor wretch's naked back
and legs. Welts arose,and the stench of burning flesh. A measured score
of the passionless strokes made him writhe and scream in agony.

It turned Elza sick and faint. Shuddering, she crouched there, hiding
her face until the punishment was over and the half-unconscious culprit
was carried away.

"Very gentle with you, my ElzaÉ ."
She looked up to find Tarrano smiling at her; looked up and stared,

and wondered what might be her fate with such a man as this.
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Chapter7
Prisoners

From the garden where Tarrano was talking with Elza, the Mars man
Wolfgar led us to the tower in which we were to be imprisoned. Quite
evidently it had been placed in readiness for us. A tower of several
rooms, comfortably equipped. As we crossed the lower bridge and
reached the main doorway, Wolfgar unsealed a black fuse-box which
stood there, and pulled the relief-switch. The current, barring passage
through every door and window of the tower, was thrown off. We
entered. My mind was alert. This man of the Little People could not
again turn on that current without going outside. Once it was on, like an
invisible wall it would prevent our escape.But nowÑcould not Georg
and I with our superior strength overpower this smaller man?

I caught Georg's glance as our captor led us into the lower roomÑan
apartment cut into the half-segment of a circle. Georg, at my elbow,
whispered: "No use! Where could we go? Could not get out of the
cityÑÑ"

The hearing of the Little People is sharp. Wolfgar turned his head and
smiled. "You will be quite secure hereÑdo not think of escape." His
bronzed fingers toyed with a cone at his belt. "Do not think of it."

Soon he left us, with the parting words: "You may use the upper circle
of balcony. The current rises only from its rail." He smiled and left us. A
pleasant smile; I felt myself liking this jailer of ours.

We took a turn of the tower. There were three bedrooms; a cookery,
with food and equipment wherein evidently it was intended that Elza
could prepare our meals; and two bath-apartments, one of them fairly
luxurious, with a pool almost large enough for a little swimming; tubes
of scent for the water and the usual temperature rods.

"Well," I remarked. "Obviously we are to be comfortable." I was trying
to be cheerful, but my heart was heavy with foreboding nevertheless.
"How long do you suppose they'll keep us here, Georg? And whatÑÑ"
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His impatient gesture stopped me. His mind was on ElzaÑalone
down there in the garden with TarranoÑas was mine, though I had not
wanted to speak of her.

There was an instrument room, up the circular incline in the peak of
the tower! We heard the hum of it; and when we went up there, the first
thing we saw was a mirror tuned in readiness for us to view the garden
we had just left. This strange Tarrano, giving Georg the visible proof that
he would keep his word and not harm Elza. We could seein this mirror
the image of the scenedown thereÑElza and Tarrano talking. But could
not hear the wordsÑthose were denied us. We saw the culprit brought
in; the punishment with the white-hot wire-lash, and a few moments
later Elza was with us.

During the hours which followed, we made no attempt to escape.Such
an effort would have been absurd. The current controls were outside,
beyond our reach.Visibly, we were free, with open, unbarred archesand
casements.But to pass through one of them, the barring current struck
you like a wall, with darting sparks when it was touched. As Wolfgar
had said, we had accessto the upper balcony; the waist-high rail there,
with its needle-points of electrodes, sent up a visible stream of the Nth
ElectronsÑa dull glow by daylight; at night a riot of colors and snapping
sparks.

Through this barrage an inner vista of the city was visible; towers,
arcades, landing-stages and spider bridges a hundred feet or so above
us; the lower levels beneath,and through a canyon of walls we could just
make out a corner of the ground-plaza, with its trees and beds of flowers.

A queerly flat little cityÑtropical with banana trees and vivid foliage
in every corner plot of the viaducts. At night it was beautiful with its ro-
mantic spreading lights of soft rose and violet tubes, and there was a fair
patch of open sky above usÑa deep purple at night, star-strewn.

Under other circumstances our imprisonment would not have been
irksome. But thesehours, most critical of any in the history of the nations
of Earth, Venus and Mars, unfolded their momentous events while we
were forced there to helpless idleness. All sending apparatus of our in-
strument room was permanently disconnected. But the news came in to
us from a hundred sourcesÑrolled out for us in the announcer's droning
words; printed for permanent record upon the tapes and visible images
of it all constantly were flashing upon the mirrors.

We spent hours in that instrument roomÑone or the other of us was
almost always there. Save that we were ourselves isolated from
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communication, we were in touch with everything. A whim of this Tar-
rano; perhaps a strain of vanity that Elza should see and hear of these
events.

So much had occurred already during those hours of our trip over the
Polar ocean and back that we scarcecould fathom it. But gradually we
pieced it together. Underlying it all, Tarrano's dream of universal con-
quest was plain. In the Venus Cold Country he had started his wide-
flung plans. Yearsof planning, with plans maturing slowly, secretly, and
bursting now like a spreading ray-bomb upon the three worlds at once.

In Venus, the Cold Country had conquered its governing Central
State. Tarrano's army there was in full control. The helio station in the
Great City was now reinstated. The Tarrano officials had already set up
their new government. With notification to the Earth and Mars that they
demanded recognition, they were sending the usual routine helio dis-
patches and reports, quite as though nothing had occurred. The mails
would proceed asbefore, they announced; the one due to leave this after-
noon for the Earth was off on time.

It was all very clever propaganda for our Earth public consumption.
TarranoÑwho was visiting our Earth at present, they saidÑhad been
chosenMaster of Venus. His government desired Earth's official recogni-
tion, and asked for our proclamation of friendliness in answer to their
own. The present Ambassadors of the Venus Central State to the
EarthÑthere were three of them, one each in Great London, Tokyohama
and MombozoÑthis new government requested that we send them back
to the Great City as prisoners of the Tarrano forces. Other Ambassadors,
representing the new government, would be sent to the Earth.

All this occurred during the first few hours of our imprisonment in the
tower. And during the day previous, at 7 P.M. this nightÑ70¡ West
Meridian TimeÑthe governments of our Earth met in Triple Conference
in Great London. Three rulers pro temÑWhite, Yellow and BlackÑto re-
place the three who had been assassinated.The responsibility for the as-
sassinationswas placed by the Council upon Tarrano. But thisÑfrom his
headquarters here in VeniaÑhe blandly refused to accept, denying all
knowledge of the murders. Venia was the principal Venus immigrant
colony of Earth's Western Hemisphere. It had already beenclosed by our
Earth Council; its inhabitants interned aspossible alien enemies,pending
diplomatic developments. This was the meaning of that line of official
vesselslying there to the north on guard. No one could leave Venia, and
for a day Venus refugees had been ordered into it from everywhere.
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At 8:40 this evening came from Great London our ultimatum to Tar-
rano. A duplicate of it went to the Great City of Venus via the Hawaiian
Station. The Earth would not recognize the Tarrano government of
Venus. We would hold to our treaty of friendship with the Central State.
We would remain neutral for a time. But Tarrano himself we declared an
outlaw. His presencewas required in Washington to stand trial for the
assassinations,and the delivery in Washington of Dr. Brende's notes and
model was demanded.

The ultimatum carried a day of grace; the alternate was a declaration
of war by the Earth, and our immediate attack upon Venia. It was the
same proposition which our War Director had previously made unoffi-
cially to Tarrano while he was there in the garden with Elza and which
Tarrano so summarily had rejected.

The ultimatum came to us in the tower as we sat listening to the
announcer's measured tones. Elza exclaimed:

"But why do they wait? Father's model must be here. Tarrano, the
leader of all thisÑis here. Within the hour those vessels of war could
sweep in hereÑcapture TarranoÑrecover father's modelÑÑ"

Georg interrupted quietly: "No one knows if the model is here. That
other car from the laboratoryÑwe don't know where it went. The
plundered laboratory has been found, of course. No station up there is
near enough to have eavesdropped upon our capture, but the whole
thing must have come out by now. But that aero with the model may
have met an inter-planetary vesselÑthe model may be on the way to
Venus by now."

"Georg," I exclaimed, "do you know the workings of that model? Could
you build another without the notes?"

He nodded solemnly. "Yes. And they know that, in Washington. I
could build another. But they know by now, that I, too, am in Tarrano's
handsÑÑ"

"And he will kill you, of course, to destroy that knowledge and keep
the secret for himselfÑÑ" I did not say it aloud, for Elza's sake; but I
thought it, and I realized that Georg was thinking it also.

Dr. Brende's secret of longevity was the crux of all this turmoilÑthe
lever by which Tarrano was raising himself. Scoresof facts amid the tu-
multuous news of these hours showed us that. For months, throughout
Venus, Tarrano had spread the insidious propaganda that he alone had
the secretof immortalityÑthat when he was made ruler, he would use it
for the benefit of his followers.
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Converts to Tarrano's cause were everywhere. In the Central State
many welcomed the coming of his army. And now from the Great City
his propaganda was being sent to the Earth. Murmurs from our own
Earth public were beginning to be heard. The ignorant lower classes
seemedready to swallow anything. A new beneficent ruler who guaran-
teed everlasting life! Throughout the ages people have flocked to that
same standard!

In Mars, much the samewas transpiring. At almost her closestpoint to
the Earth thesedays, Red Mars sent us constant helios from the midnight
sky. The Little People had appointed a new ruler to take the place of him
who had been assassinated.The Council there put the assassination to
unknown causes.Tarrano was held blameless.The Little People declared
themselves neutral. But they gave prompt official recognition to the Tar-
rano government of Venus. And everywhere throughout Mars the public
was stirred by the thought of everlasting life.

"Fools!" muttered Georg. "That Little People governmentÑthey'll have
a revolution of their own to fight at this rate. Can't you seewhat Tarrano
is doing? Working everywhere with propagandaÑworking on the pub-
licÑthe gullible public ready always to swallow anythingÑÑ"

On Earth, lay the crisis. Our own governments only had taken a firm
stand. What could Tarrano do with this ultimatum? Either he must yield
himself and the Brende secret, or a war in which he would be immedi-
ately overwhelmed here in Venia would follow.

It was nearly ten o'clock that first night. Elza had gone to the balcony.
We heard her call us softly, but with obvious tenseness.Out there we
found her pointing excitedly. A few hundred feet away and somewhat
below us was a tower similar to our own. In one of its oblong casements
a glow of rose-light showed. And within the glow was the full-length fig-
ure of a girl. We could seeher plainly, though a small image at that dis-
tance with the naked eye, and our personal vision instruments had been
taken from us. A slender, imperial figureÑa young girl seemingly about
Elza's age. Dressed in a shimmering blue kirtle, short after the Venus
fashion, with long grey stockings beneath. A girl with flowing waves of
pure white hair to her waistÑa girl of the Venus Central State. She
seemed, like ourselves, a prisoner. An aura or barrage was around her
tower. She stood there, back in the tower room, full in the rose-light as
though surreptitiously trying to attract our attention.

As we gathered on our balcony, behind the glow of our own barrage,
shegestured to us vehemently. And then, with one white arm, shebegan
to semaphore. One arm, and then with both. Georg and I recognized
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itÑthe Secondary Code of the Anglo-Saxon Army. We murmured the
letters aloud as she gave them:

"I amÑÑ " Abruptly she stopped. A violent gesture, and she disap-
peared; her rose-glow went out; her tower casement was dark. On a
lower spider bridge Tarrano had appeared. He was crossing it on foot to-
ward our tower, his small erect form advancing hastelessly,with the fig-
ure of Argo behind him.

He reached our lower entrance, cut off the barrage there, and entered.
Argo replaced the barrage, lingered an instant, gazing upward at us with
his habitual leer. Then he retraced his steps across the bridge and
disappeared.

A moment more, and in our lounging apartment Tarrano faced us.
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Chapter8
Unknown Friend

"Sit down." Tarrano motioned us to feather hassocksand stretched him-
self indolently upon our pillowed divan. With an elbow and hand sup-
porting his head he regarded us with his sombre black eyes,his face im-
passive, an inscrutable smile playing about his thin lips.

"I wish to speak with you three. The Lady ElzaÑÑ" His glance went
to her briefly, then to Georg. "She has told you, perhaps, what I had to
say to her?"

"Yes," said Georg shortly.
Elza had indeed told us. And with sinking heart I had listened, for it

did not seem to me that any maiden could resist so dominant a man as
this. But I had made no comment, nor had Georg. Elza had seemedun-
willing to discuss it, had flushed when her brother's eyes had keenly
searched her face.

And she flushed now, but Tarrano dismissed the subject with a ges-
ture. "ThatÑis between her and meÉ . You have been following the gen-
eral news, I assume?I provided you with it." He rolled a little cylinder of
the arrant-leaf, and lighted it.

"Yes," said Georg.
Georg was waiting for our captor to lay his cards before us. Tarrano

knew it; his smile broadened. "I shall not mince words, Georg Brende.
Between men, that is not necessary.And we are isolated hereÑno one
beyond Venia can listen. As you know, I am already Master of Venus. In
MarsÑthat will shortly come. They will hand themselves over to meÑor
I shall conquer them." He shrugged. "It is quite immaterial." He added
contemptuously: "People are foolsÑalmost everyoneÑit is no great feat
to dominate them."

"You'll find our Earth leaders are not fools," Georg said quietly.
Tarrano's heavy brows went up. "So?"He chuckled. "That remains to

be seen.Well, you heard the ultimatum they sent me?What do you think
of it?"
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"I think you'd best obey it," I burst out impulsively.
"I was not speaking to you." He did not change the level intonation of

his voice, nor even look my way. "You are to die tomorrow, Jac
HallenÑÑ"

Elza gave a low cry; instantly his gaze swung to her. "So?That strikes
at you, Lady Elza?"

She flushed even deeper than before, and the flush, with her instinct-
ive look to me that accompanied it, made my heart leap. Tarrano's face
had darkened. "You would not have me put him to death, Lady Elza?"

She was struggling to guard from him her emotions; struggling to
match her woman's wit against him.

"IÑwhy no," she stammered.
"No? Because he isÑyour friend?"
"Yes. IÑI would not let you do that."
"Not let me?" Incredulous amusement swept over his face.
"No. I would notÑlet you do that." Her gaze now held level with his.

A strength came to her voice. Georg and I watched herÑand watched
TarranoÑfascinated. She repeated once more: "No. I would not let you."

"How could you stop me?"
"I wouldÑtell you not to do it."
"So?"Admiration leaped into his eyes to mingle with the amusement

there. "You would tell me not to do it?"
"Yes." She did not flinch before him.
"And you think thenÑI would spare him?"
"Yes. I know you would."
"And why?"
"BecauseÑif you did a thing like thatÑI shouldÑhate you."
"HateÑÑ"
"Yes. Hate youÑalways."
He turned suddenly away from her, sitting up with a snap of alertness.

"Enough of this." Did he realize he was defeated in this passagewith a
girl? Was he trying to cover from us the knowledge of his defeat? And
then again the bigness of him made itself manifest. He acknowledged
soberly:

"You have bested me, Lady Elza. And you've made me realize that
IÑTarranoÑhave almost lowered myself to admit this Jac Hallen my
rival." He laughed harshly. "Not so! A rival? Pah! He shall live if you
wish itÑlive close by you and meÑas an insect might live on a twig by
the rim of the eagle'snestÉ . Enough!É I was asking you, Georg Brende,
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of this ultimatum. Should I yield to it?" He had suppressed his other
emotions; he was amusing himself with us again.

"Yes," said Georg.
"But I have already refusedÑtoday in the garden. Would you have me

change? I am not one lightly to change a decision already reached."
"You'll have to."
"Perhaps. Perhaps not. Of one thing I am sure. I cannot let them de-

clare war against me just now. I have no defense, here in Venia. Scarce
the armament for my handful of men. Your vesselsof war would sweep
down here and overpower me in a breathÑtrap me here helplessÑÑ"

"Of course," said Georg.
"And so I must not let them do that. They want me to come to Wash-

ington with the Brende modelÑdeliver it over to them. YetÑthat does
not appeal to me. Tomorrow I shall have to bargain with them further. I
could not deliver to them the Brende model." He was chuckling at his
own phrasing. "NoÑno, I could not do that."

"Why?" demanded Georg. "Isn't the model here?"
"It isÑwhere it is," said Tarrano. He became more serious. "You, Ge-

orgÑyou could build one of those models?"
Georg did not answer.
"You could, of course," Tarrano insisted. "My spy, AhlaÑyou remem-

ber her, the Lady Elza's maid for so long? She is here in Venia; she tells
me of your knowledge and skill with your father's apparatus. Soyou see,
I realize I have two to guardÑthe model itself, and you, who know its
secret."

He now became more openly alert and earnest than I had ever seen
him. The light from the tube along the side wall edged his lean, serious
face with its silver glow. "I've a proposition for you, Georg Brende.
Between men, such things can be put bruskly. Your sisterÑher personal
decision will take time. I would not force it. But meanwhileÑI do not
like to hold you and her as captives."

The shadow of a smile crossedGeorg's face. "We shall be glad to have
you set us free."

Tarrano remained grave. "You are a humorist. And a clever young fel-
low, Georg Brende. YouÑas Elza's brotherÑand as your father's son
with your medical knowledgeÑyou can be of great use to me. SupposeI
offer you a place by my side always? To share with meÑand with the
Lady ElzaÑthese conquestsÉ . Wait! It is not the part of wisdom to de-
cide until you have all the facts. I shall confide in you one of my plans.
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The publics of Venus, Mars and the EarthÑthey think this everlasting
life, as they call it, is to be shared with them."

His chuckle was the rasp of a file on a block of adamant. "Shared with
them! That is the bait I dangle before their noses.In reality, I shall share
it only with the Lady Elza. And with youÑher brother, and the mate you
some day will take for yourself. Indeed, I have a maiden already at hand,
picked out for youÉ . But that can come laterÉ . Everlasting life? Non-
sense!Your father's discovery cannot confer that. But we shall live two
centuries or more. Four of us. To seethe generations come and goÑfrail
mortals, while we live on to conquer and to rule the worldsÉ . Come,
what do you say?"

"I say no."
Tarrano showed no emotion, save perhaps a flicker of admiration.

"You are decisive. You have many good qualities, Georg Brende. I won-
der if you have any good reasons?"

"Becauseyou are an enemy of my world," Georg declared, with more
heat than he had yet displayed.

"Ah! Patriotism! A good lure for the ignorant masses,that thing they
call patriotism. For rulers, a good mask with which to hide their unscru-
pulous schemes.That's all it is, Georg Brende. Cannot you give me a bet-
ter reason?You think perhaps I am not sincere?You think I would not
share longevity with youÑthat I would play you false?"

"No," Georg declared. "But my father's work was for the people. I'm
not talking patriotismÑonly humanitarianism. The strife, suffering in
our worldsÑyou would avoid it yourselfÑand gloat while others bore
it. YouÑÑ"

"Youth!" Tarrano interrupted. "Altruism! It is very pretty in the-
oryÑbut quite nonsensical. Man lifts himselfÑthe individual must look
out for himselfÑnot for others. Each man to his destinyÑand the weak
go down and the strong go up. It is the way of all lifeÑanimal and hu-
man. It always has beenÑand it always will be. The way of the universe.
You are very young, Georg Brende."

"Perhaps," Georg said, and fell silent.
Tarrano abruptly rose to his feet. "Calm thought is better than argu-

ment. You have imaginationÑyou can picture what I offer. Think it over.
And if youth is your troubleÑÑ" His eyeswere twinkling. "I shall have
to wait until you grow up. We have a long road to travelÑempires can-
not be built in a day."

He paused before Elza with a grave, dignified bow. "Goodnight, Lady
Elza."
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"Goodnight," she said.
He left us. We stood listening to his footsteps as he quietly descended

the tower incline. At his summons, the barrage was lifted. He went out.
From the balcony we saw him cross the spider bridge, with Argo at his
heels.As they vanished into the yawning mouth of an arcadebeyond the
bridge, again came that rose-glow in the other tower. We saw again the
girl with flowing white hair standing there. And now she was waving us
back.

"She wants us inside, where we can't be seen,"Georg murmured. We
drew back into the room, standing where we still could see the girl. I
wondered thenÑand we had discussed it several times these last
hoursÑif the interior of our tower were under observation by some dis-
tant guard. We felt that probably it was, visibly and audibly; and we had
been very careful of what we said aloud.

But now, if we were watched, we could not help it; we would have to
take the chance. The figure of the girl showed plainly down there
through the other casement. And again, with slow-moving white arms
she began to semaphore. A queer application of the Secondary Code,
which always is used officially with coral-light beams over considerable
distances. But it sufficed in this emergency. Slowly she spelled out the
letters, words, phrases.

"I am Princess MaidaÑÑ"
Georg whispered to us: "Hereditary ruler of the Central StateÑÑ"
I nodded. "Watch, GeorgÑÑ"
"PrisonerÑÑ" came next:"Like yourselves, and we must escape."
Shepaused a moment, letting her arms drop to her sides, shaking the

glorious waves of her white hair with a toss of her head. Then, at a ges-
ture from Georg that he understood, she began again:

"Escape tonightÑÑ"
I half expected that any moment Tarrano or one of his men would

burst in to stop this. But the signals continued.
"I amsendingyou a friendÑtonightÑsoonÑhe will cometo you.With plans

for our escape. A good friendÑÑ"
Her tower abruptly went dark. Cautiously I gazed down from our bal-

cony. Argo had appeared on the spider bridge; he was pacing back and
forth. Did he suspect anything? We could not tell, but it seemed not. It
was the midnight hour; a brilliant white flash swept the city to mark it.

In a low corner of the balcony, behind the glow of our barrage, we
crouched together, whispering excitedly. But cautiously, for we knew
that the microphonic ears of a jailor might be upon us. The Princess
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MaidaÑhere in Tarrano's hands! She was sending us a
friendÑtonightÑsoon; a friend who would help us all to escape.

"By the code!" Georg exclaimed. "If we could get to WashingtonÑif I
could be there now in this crisisÑwith my knowledge of the Brende
lightÑÑ"

Far above our personal safety, our lives, lay the importance of Georg's
knowledge. With the Brende secretÑthrough himÑin the hands of the
Earth Council, Tarrano's greatest lever to power would be broken. Our
Earth public would sway back to patriotic loyalty. The Little People of
Mars unquestionably would remain friendly with us, with the Brende
light to be developed on Earth and shared with them. They would see
Tarrano perhaps, for what he wasÑa dangerous, unscrupulous enemyÉ
. If only Georg could escapeÉ .

An hour went by with murmured thoughts like these.A friend coming
to help us? How could he reach us? And how help us to escape?

We crouched there, waiting. ArgoÑobviously on night guardÑstill
paced the bridge. The city was comparatively dark and silent; yet even
so, there seemed more activity than we felt was normal. Occasional
beams flashed across the narrow segment of our sky. The crescent ter-
races, visible through a shallow canyon of buildings to the left, were a
blaze of colored lights with the dark figures of people thronging them.
The mingled hum of instruments was in the night air; sometimes the
snap of an aerial; and the steady, clicking whir of the night escalatorson
the city street levels and inclines.

It seemed hours that we waited. The green flash of the second hour
past midnight bathed the city in its split-second lurid glare. Elza had
fallen asleep, beside us on the feathered hassock of our balcony corner.
But Georg and I were fully alertÑwaiting for this unknown friend. Ge-
org had smoked innumerable arrant-leaf cylinders. Through the insu-
lated tube, from a public cookery occasionalhot dishes were passing our
dining room for us to take if we wished. But we had touched none of
them. From the food stock on hand, Elza had cooked our two simple
meals. But now, with Elza asleep, Georg left me and returned in a mo-
ment with steaming cups of taro. We drank it silently, still waiting. Argo
still paced the bridge on guard. Presently we saw the figure of Wolfgar
join him. The two spoke together a moment; then Argo disappeared;
Wolfgar paced back and forth on guard in his place.

At 2:30 the Inter-Allied announcerÑfor half an hour past quite si-
lentÑbrought us to our feet, his monotone droning from the disc in our
instrument room:
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"GreaterNew York, Inter-Allied Unofficial 2:27A. M. Tarranorepliesto the
Earth Council UltimatumÉ ."

Our start woke up Elza. Together we rushed into the instrument room.
"With manyhoursyet beforetheEarth Council Ultimatum expires,it is un-

officially reportedthat Tarranohassenthis notein answer.Its text, wearereli-
ably informed,is now in thehandsof our Governmentsat GreatLondon,Great-
er New York, Tokyohamaand Mombozo.Helios of it also havebeensent to
Tarrano'sown governmentof Venusand to theLittle Peopleof Mars. Wehave
as yet no further detailsÉ ."

A buzz cameas he ended, with only the click of the tape continuing as
it printed his words. A period of silence, then again his voice:

"Official 2:32A. M. Inter-Allied News:TarranorejectsUltimatum. His note
to Earth Council complete defiance. Official text followsÉ ."

We listened, dumb with amazement and awe. Tarrano's note was in-
deed, complete defiance. He would not yield up the Brende light. Nor
would he deliver himself in Washington for trial. In the suave, courteous
language of diplomacy, he deplored the unreasonable attitude of the
Earth leaders. Ironically, he suggested that they declare war. He would
be overwhelmed in Venia, of course.He had no meansof defending him-
self against their aggression. But at the first flash of hostile rays, the
Brende model would be destroyed forever. And Georg BrendeÑthe only
living person who had the knowledge to replace the modelÑwould die
instantly. The Brende secret would be lost irrevocably. It was unfortu-
nate that humanity on Earth, Venus and Mars, should be denied their
chancefor immortality. Unfortunate that the Earth leaders were so head-
strong. They were enemies, in reality, of their own peopleÑand enemies
of the peoples of Venus and Mars. But if the Earth Council wished war
with TarranoÑthen war let it be.

"A bluff," I exclaimed. "He would lose everything himself. It's
suicideÑ"

"Not suicide," Georg said soberly. "Propaganda. Can't you see it? He
knows the Earth Council will make no move until the ultimatum time
has expired. Hours yet. And in those hours, he is working upon the pub-
lics of the three worlds."

The announcer was silent again. Below us, in our tower, we heard a
footstep. The barrage had been lifted to admit someone,then thrown on
again. Measured footsteps were coming up our incline. We stood mo-
tionless, breathless.A moment; then into the room cameWolfgar. He did
not speak. Advancing close to us as we stood transfixed, he jerked an in-
strument from his belt. It whirred and hummed in his hand. The room
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around us went blackÑa barrage of blackness and silence, with
ourselves and Wolfgar in a pale glow standing within it as in a cylinder.
The isolation-barrage. I had never been within one before, though upon
drastic occasion they were in official use.

Wolfgar said swiftly: "We cannot be seen or heard. I have been in
charge of the mirror observing youÑI have thrown it out of use. The
Princess MaidaÑ"

"You areÑthe friend?" Georg whispered tensely. Elza was trembling
and I put my arm about her.

Wolfgar's face lightened with a brief smile; then went intensely seri-
ous. "Yes. A spy, trusted by Tarrano for yearsÑbut my heart is with the
Princess Maida. We must escapeÑall of usÑnow, or it will be too late."

He stopped abruptly, and a look of consternation came to him. The
black silence enveloping us had without warning begun to crackle. The
metal cone in Wolfgar's hand glowed red with interference-heatÑbut he
clung to it, though it burned him. Sparks were snapping in the blackness
around us. Our isolation was dissolving. SomeoneÑsomethingÑwas
breaking it down, struggling to get at us!
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Chapter9
Paralyzed!

The isolation barrage which Wolfgar had flung around us was dissolv-
ing. SomeoneÑsomethingÑwas in the room, breaking down the bar-
rage, struggling to get at us. We stood huddled together; Elza clinging to
me, Georg beside us, and Wolfgar, gripping the small cylinder which
was glowing red in his hand from intense heat.

Georg muttered something; the snapping sparks of the barrage
blurred his words. But I heard Wolfgar say swiftly:

"We're trapped! You, of all of usÑyou Georg Brende, must escape."
The rest of his words to Georg I did not catch. He was thrusting a

weapon into Georg's hands; and giving hurried advice and explanations.
"Princess Maida É sheÉ in that other tower É you, so much more

important than the rest of usÉ ." PhrasesI heard; but only phrases,for in
those few secondsI stood dumbly confused, fascinated by watching the
blacknessin which we had enveloped ourselves now breaking into lurid,
angry sparks.

A distant corner of the room became visible; outlines of the wall-
beams; the growing glare of a wall-light in a tube over there. And
through the brightening gloomÑthe figure of a lone man standing.
Tarrano!

I heard Georg mutter: "Jac!Make a show of fight! Hold him! But care-
fulÑcareful of Elza!"

Behind me there camean electrical flash; the pungent smell of burning
cloth. Georg was no longer beside us!

Elza was still clinging to me in fright. I shook her off. Wolfgar flung
his smoking, uselesscylinder to the floor. The blackness at once sprang
into light; the sparks died. Tarrano was standing in the room, quietly, be-
fore us. Standing with a grim, cynical smile, regarding us.

But only for an instant did he stand quiet. Across the room, creeping
for the balcony doorway, I was aware of the figure of Georg. Tarrano
saw him also; and with a swift gesture snapped back to his belt the
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interference cylinder with which he had uncovered us; then plucked at
another weapon, gripped it to turn it upon Georg.

Everything was happening too swiftly for coherent thought. I leaped
toward Tarrano, with Wolfgar rushing beside me. Elza screamed.
Tarrano's hand was leaving his belt. I reached him; flung out my fist for
his face.

But in that instant the weapon in Tarrano's hand was brought upon
me. My paralyzed muscles made my arm and fist go wide. My blow
missed him; he stepped aside; and like a man drunk with baro-wine, I
stumbled past him, halted, swayed and struggled to keep my footing.

Wolfgar had felt it also; he was reeling near me, holding himself from
falling with difficulty. I was unarmed; but there were weapons hanging
from Wolfgar's belt. His numbed fingers were groping for them. But the
effort was too great. The blood, driven back from his arms, left them
powerless; they fell dangling to his sides.

A few seconds;but we had occupied Tarrano during them. Georg was
through the balcony doorway and beyond our sight. Elza was standing
motionless, too frightened to move. I felt myself growing numb,
weighted to the floor as though my feet had taken root. My arms were
hanging like wood; fingers tingling, then growing cold, dead to sensa-
tion. And a numbness creeping up my legs; and spreading inward from
my arms and shoulders. In a few moments more, I knew the numbness
would reach my heart.

Tarrano had not moved, save that single step side-wise to avoid my
onslaught. As I stood there now with my face like fire and my brain
whirling with the blood congested in it, I heard his quiet voice:

"Do not fear, Lady Elza. This JacHallenÑas I promised youÑis quite
safe with me."

His gesture waved her aside, that she should not come within those
deadly vibrations he was flinging at us. And I saw his other hand lift a
tiny mouthpiece from his belt; heard his voice say into it: "Argo? Argo!
That Georg BrendeÑÑ"

He stopped; a look of annoyance came over his face.Argo did not an-
swer! Dimly to my fading sensescame the triumphant thought, the real-
ization that Argo outside, upon whom Tarrano depended to seize Ge-
orgÑhad failed.

Action had come to Tarrano. He snapped off his weapon. Released
from it, Wolfgar and I wilted to the floorÑlay inert. The returning blood
in my limbs made them prick as with a million needles.To my sight and
hearing, the room was whirling and roaring. I felt Tarrano bending
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swiftly over me; felt the forcible insertion of a branched metal tube in my
nostrils; a hand over my mouth. I struggled to hold my breathÑfailed.
Then inhaled with a gasp, a pungent, sickening-sweet gas. Roaring,
clanging gongs sounded in my earsÑroaring and clattering louder, then
fading into silence. A wild, tumbling phantasmagoria of dreams. Then
complete unconsciousness.
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Chapter10
Georg Escapes

I come now to recount events at which I was not present, and the details
of which I did not learn until later. Fronted by Tarrano, in those few
secondsof confusion, Georg made his decision to escapeeven at the cost
of leaving Elza and me. He murmured his hurried good-bye. The mo-
ment had arrived. He could see Tarrano dimly through the sparks. He
leaped backward, through that wall of electrical disturbance which sur-
rounded us. The sparks tore at him; burned his clothing and flesh; the
shock of it gripped his heart. But he went through; crept for the balcony.
It was dark out there. He would have rushed for Tarrano instead of the
balcony, but as he came through the sparks he had seenthat the barrier
surrounding our tower was momentarily lifted. Argo had cut it off to ad-
mit Tarrano a few moments before. He had not yet replaced
itÑabsorbed, doubtless, in watching in his finder what Tarrano was do-
ing with us. He must have seen Georg reach the balcony; and jumped
then to replace the barrier. But too late. Georg was over the balcony rail
with a leap. The insulated tubes were thereÑupright gleaming tubes of
metal extending downward to the platform below. Tubes smooth, and as
thick as a woman's waist.

Georg slid down them. The barrage, above him on the balcony, had
been replaced. He saw below him the figure of Argo come running out.
A weapon in each hand. The burning pencil-ray swung at Georg, but
missed him as he came down. Had it struck, it would have drilled him
clean with its tiny hole of fire. Then Argo must have realized that Georg
should be taken alive. He ran forward, swung up at Georg the paralyz-
ing vibrations which Tarrano at that instant was using upon Wolfgar and
me.

Georg felt them. He was ten feet, perhaps, above the lower platform;
and as he felt the numbness strike him, he lost his hold upon the tube-
pipe. But he had presenceof mind enough to kick himself outward with
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a last effort. His body fell upon the onrushing Argo. They went down
together.

Argo lay inert. The impact had knocked him senseless,and had struck
his weapon from his hand. Georg sat up, and for a moment chafed his
tingling, prickling arms and legs. He was bruised and shaken by the fall,
but uninjured.

Within our tower, Tarrano was still occupied with us. Georg leaped to
his feet. He left Argo lying thereÑran over the spider-bridge; down a
spiral metal stairway, across another bridge, and came upon the small
park-like platform which stood at the bottom of the other tower. He had
passed within sight of a few pedestrians. One of them shouted at him;
another had tried mildly to stop him. A crowd on a distant terrace saw
him. A few of their personal flashes were turned his way. Murmurs
arose.Someoneat the head of one of the escalators,in a panic pulled an
alarm-switch. It flared green into the sky, flashing its warning.

The interior-guardsÑseated at their instrument tables in the lower
rooms of the official buildingsÑhad seen Georg in their finders. The
alarm was spreading. Lights were appearing everywhereÉ . The mur-
murs of gathering people É excited crowds É an absurd woman leaning
down over a far-away parapet and screaming É an ignorant, flustered
street-guard on a nearby upper terrace swinging his pencil-ray down at
GeorgÉ . Fortunately it fell short.

For a moment Georg stood there, with the gathering tumult around
himÑstood there gazing up at that small tower. The tower wherein the
PrincessMaida was confined. It was dark and silent. Black rectangles of
doors and casements,all openÑbut barred by the glow of the electrical
barrage surrounding it.

Georg jerked from his belt the cylinder Wolfgar had given him. Metal-
lic. Short, squat and ugly, with a thick, insulated handle. He feared to use
it. Yet Wolfgar had assured him the Princess Maida was prepared. He
hesitated, with his finger upon the switch-button of the weapon. But he
knew that in a moment he would be too late. A searchlight from an aerial
mast high overhead swung down upon him, bathing him in its glare of
white.

His finger pressed the trigger. A soundless flash of purple enveloped
the tower. Sparks mounted into the airÑa cloud of vivid electrical
sparks; but mingled with them in a moment were sparks also of burning
wood and fibre. Smoke began to roll upward; the purple flash was gone,
and dull red took its place. The hum and angry buzz of outraged
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electricity was stilled. Flames appeared at all the tower casementsÑred
flames, then yellow with their greater heat.

The trim and interior of the tower was burning. The protons Georg
had flung at it with his weapon had broken the electrical barrage. The in-
terference heat had burned out the connections and fired everything
combustible within the tower. A terrific heat. It began to melt and burn
the blenite. 10 The upper portion of the tower walls began to crumble.
Huge blocks of stone were shifting, tottering; and they began to fall
through the glare of mounting flames and the thick black smoke.

Georg had tossed away his now useless weaponÑemptied of its
charge. He was crouching in the shadow of a parapet. The city was now
in turmoil. Alarm lights everywhere. The shrilling of sirens; roaring of
megaphoned commands É women screaming hystericallyÉ .

A chaos,out of which, for a few moments, Georg knew no order could
come. But his heart was in his mouth. The Princess Maida, within that
burning buildingÉ .

He had located the tiny postern gate at the bottom of the tower where
Wolfgar had told him she would appear. The barrage was gone; and in a
moment she cameÑa white figure appearing there amid the smoke that
was rolling out.

He rushed to her. A figure wholly encasedin white itan 11 fabric with
head-mask, and tubes from its generator to supply her with air. Wolfgar
had smuggled the equipment in to her for just this emergency. Shestood
awkwardly beside GeorgÑa grotesque figure hampered by the heavy
costume. Its crescent panes ofitanoidbegoggled her.

Behind him, Georg could hear people advancing. A guard picked
them out with a white flash. The mounting flames of the tower bathed
everything in red. A block of stone fell near at hand, crashing through
the metallic platform upon which they were standing. Broken, it sagged
beneath their feet.

Georg tore at the girl's head-piece, lifted it off. Her face was pale,
frightened, yet she seemedcalm. Her glorious white hair tumbled down
in waves over her shoulders.

"WolfgarÑheÑÑ" She choked a little in the smoke that swirled
around them. Georg cut in: "He sent meÑGeorg Brende. Don't talk
nowÑget this off."

10.A cement or mortar used in stone constructionsÑevidently partially combustible
11.A universal insulating fabric, as rubber insulates electricity and asbestos bars heat
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He pulled the heavy costume from her. She emerged from itÑslim
and beautiful in the shimmering blue kirtle, with long grey stockings
beneath.

A spider incline was nearby. But a dozen guards were coming up it at
a run. With the girl's hand in his, Georg turned the other way. People
were closing in all around themÑan excited crowd held back by the heat
of the burning tower, the smoke and the falling blocks of stone. Someone
swung a pencil-ray wildly. It seared Georg like a branding-iron on the
flesh of his arm as it swung past. He pulled Maida toward the head of an
escalator a dozen feet away. Its steps were coming upward from the
plaza at the ground level. Half way up, the first of an up-coming throng
were mounting it.

But Georg again turned aside. He found Maida quick of wit to catch
his plans; and agile of body to follow him. They climbed down the metal
frame-work of the escalator sides; down under it to where the inverted
steps were passing downward on the endless belts. Maida slid into one
of them, with Georg after her, his arms holding her in place.

They huddled there. No one had seenthem enter. Smoothly the escal-
ator drew them downward. Above them in a moment the tramp of feet
sounded close above their heads as the crowd rushed upward.

They approached the bottom, slid out upon a swinging bridge which
chanced at the moment to be empty of people. Down it at a run; into the
palm-lined plaza at the bottom of the city.

Down here it was comparatively dim and silent. The alarm lights of
the plaza section had not yet come on; the excitement was concentrated
upon the burning tower above. The crowd, rushing up there, left the
plaza momentarily deserted. Georg and Maida crossed it at a run, scur-
ried like frightened rabbits through a tunnel arcade,down a lower cross-
street, and came at last unmolested to the outskirts of the city.

The buildings here were almost all at the ground level. Georg and
Maida ran onward, hardly noticed, for everyone was gazing upward at
the distant, burning tower. Georg was heading for where Wolfgar had an
aero secreted.A mile or more. They reached the spotÑbut the aero was
not there. They were in the open country nowÑVenia is small. Planta-
tionsÑan agricultural region. Most of the houses were deserted, the oc-
cupants having fled into the city as refugees when threats and orders
came from Washington the day before. Georg and Maida came upon a
little conical house; it lay silent, heavy-shadowed in the starlight with the
glow of the city edging its side and circular roof. Beside it was an incline
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with a helicopter standing up there on a private landing stageÉ . Georg
and Maida rushed up the incline.

A small helicopter; its dangling basket was barely large enough for
twoÑa basket with a tiny safety 'plane fastened to its outrigger.

In a moment Georg and the girl had boarded the helicopter. She was
silent; she had hardly said a word throughout it allÉ . The helicopter
mounted straight up; its whirling propellers above sent a rush of air
downward.

"These batteries," said Georg. "The guards in Venia can't stop us. An
aeroÑeven if we had itÑI doubt if we could get power for it. They've
shut off general power by now, I'm sure."

She nodded. "YesÑno doubt."
As they mounted upward, the city dwindled beneath themÑdwindled

to an area of red and green and purple lights. It was silent up here in the
starlight; a calm, windless nightÑcloudless, save for a gray bank which
obscured the moon.

Ten thousand feet up. Then fifteen. The city was a tiny patch of blen-
ded colors. Light rockets occasionally mounted now. But their glare fell
short. Georg's mind was busy with his plans. Had the helicopter been
seen?It seemed not. No rocket-light had reached it; and there was no
sign of pursuit from below.

Maida crouched beside him. He felt her hand timidly upon his arm;
felt her shy, sidelong glance upon him. And suddenly he was conscious
of her beauty. His heart leaped, and as he turned to her, she smiledÑa
smile of eagertrust which lighted her face like a torch of faith in the spire
of a house of worship.

"You are planning?" she said. "You know what it is we must do?"
He said: "I think so. The volan12 out there is large enough for two.

You'll trust yourself to it with me? You're not afraid, are you?"
"Oh, no," she said. "What you say we must do, we will do."
"We must go higher, Maida. Then, you seeÉ ."
He told her his plans. And mounting up there into the silent canopy of

stars, his fingers wound themselves into the soft strands of her hair
which lay upon him; and his heart beat fast with the nearnessof herÉ .
Told her his plans, and she acquiesced.

Twenty thousand feet. The cold was upon them. Shivering himself, he
wrapped her in a fur which the basket contained. At 25,000,they took to
the vol plan. It was a padded board a dozen feet long and half as wide.

12.A small winged board without power, used for emergency descents by volplaning
down from disabled aeros
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Released,it shot downward; a hundred feet or more, with the heavens
whirling soundlessly. Then Georg got the wings open; the descent was
checked; the stars righted themselves above, and once again the earth
was beneath.

They had strapped themselves to the board, and now Georg undid the
thongs. Together they lay prone, side by side, with the narrow, double-
banked wings beneath the line of their shoulders, and the rudder-tail be-
hind them. Flexible 'planes and tail, responding to Georg's grip on the
controls.

Fluttering, uncertain at first, like a huge bird of quivering wings, they
began their incline descent. A spiral, then Georg opened it to a straight
glide northwardÑrushing downward and onward through the starlight,
in a wind of their own making which fluttered the light fabric of Maida's
robe and tossed her waves of hair about her.

A long, silent glide, with only the rush of wind. It seemedhours, while
the girl did not speak and Georg anxiously searchedthe sky ahead. Un-
derneath them, the dark forests were slipping past; but inexorably com-
ing upward. They were down to 5,000feet; then Georg saw at last what
he had hoped, prayed for, but almost despaired of. A beam of light to the
northwardÑthe spreading beam of an oncoming patrol. It was high
overhead; but it came forward fast. A sweeping, keenly searching beam,
and finally it struck them. Clung to them.

And presently the big patrol vessel was almost above them. It hung
there, a dark winged shape dotted with colored lights. A signal flashÑa
sharp command to Georg, but, of course, he could not answer. Then the
Director's finder picked him out. The volan was fluttering, spiralling
slowly as Georg struggled to hold his place.

And then the patrol launched its tender. It came darting down like a
wasp. A moment more, and Georg and Maida were taken aboard it. The
volan fluttered to the forest unguided and was lost in the black treetops,
now no more than a thousand feet below.

Surrounded by amazed officials, Maida and Georg entered the patrol
vessel.Georg Brende, escapedsafely from Tarrano! The Brende secretre-
leased from Tarrano's control! The Director flashed the news to Wash-
ington and to Great London. Orders came back. A score of other vessels
of this Patrol-Division came dashing upÑa convoy which soon was
speeding northward to Washington with its precious messenger.
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Chapter11
Recaptured

In Washington during those next few days, events of the Earth, Venus
and Mars swirled and raged around Georg as though he were engulfed
in the Iguazu or Niagara. Passivehimself at firstÑa spectator merely; yet
he was the keystone of the Earth Council's strength. The Brende secret
was desired by the publics of all three worlds. Even greater than its real
value as a medical discovery, it swayed the popular mind.

Tarrano possessedthe Brende secret.The only model, and Dr. Brende's
notes were in his hands. Washington had ordered him to give them up,
and he had refused. But now the status was changed. Georg held the
secretalsoÑand Georg was in Washington. It left the Earth Council free
to deal with Tarrano.

During those days Georg was housed in official apartments, with
Maida very often near him. Inactive, they were much together, discuss-
ing their respective worlds. The Princess Maida was hereditary ruler of
the Venus Central StateÑthe only living heir to the throne. When
Tarrano's forces threatened revolution from the Cold Country she had
been seized by spies, brought to Earth, to Tarrano in Venia, and im-
prisoned in the tower from which Georg had so lately rescued her.
Wolfgar for years had been her friend and loyal retainer, though he had
pretended service to Tarrano.

In the Central State,Maida, too young to rule, had beenrepresented by
a Council. The public loved herÑbut a majority of it had gone astray
when she disappearedÑlured by Tarrano's glowing promises.

Maida told Georg all this with a sweet, gentle sadnessthat was pathet-
ic. And with an earnest,patriotic fervorÑthe love of her country and her
people for whom she would give her life.

Sheadded: "If only I could get back there, GeorgÑI could make them
realize the right course. I could win them again. Tarrano will play them
falseÑ youknow it, and so do I."
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Pathetic earnestnessin this girl still no more than seventeen!And Ge-
org, sitting beside her, gazing into her solemn, beautiful face, felt that in-
deed she could win them, with those limpid blue eyes and her words
which rang with sincerity and truth.

They sat generally in an unofficial instrument room adjoining the gov-
ernment offices. A room high in a spire above the upper levels of the
city. And around them rolled the momentous events of which they were
the center.

The time limit of the Earth Council's ultimatum to Tarrano expired.
Already Tarrano had answered it with defiance. But on the stroke of its
expiration, came another note from him. Georg read it from the tape to
Maida:

"To the Earth Council from Tarrano, its loyal subjectÑÑ"
A grimly ironical note, yet so worded that the ignorant masseswould

not see its irony. It stated that Tarrano could not comply with the de-
mand that he deliver himself and the Brende model to Washington be-
cause he did not have the model. It was on its way to Venus. He now
proposed to recall it. He had already recalled it, in fact. He assured the
Council that it was now on its way back, direct to Washington. He had
done this because he felt that the Earth leaders were making a mis-
takeÑa grave mistake in the interests of their own people. Georg Brende
was in WashingtonÑthat was true. But Georg Brende was a silly, con-
ceited young man, flattered by his prominence in the public eye,his head
turned by his own importance. Dr. Brende had been a genius. The son
was a mere upstart, pretending to a scientific knowledge he did not
have.

"Trickery!" exclaimed Georg. "But he knows the people may believe it.
Some of them undoubtedly will."

"And you cannot thwart your public," Maida said. "Even your Earth
Council, secure in its power, cannot do that."

"Exactly," Georg rejoined. He was indignant, as well he might have
been. "Tarrano is trying to avoid being attacked. TimeÑany delayÑis
what he wants."

The note went on. TarranoÑseeking only the welfare of the
peopleÑcould not stand by and seethe Earth Council wreck its public.
Tarrano had reconsidered his former note. The Brende model was vital,
and since the Earth Council demanded the model (for the benefit of its
people) the people should have it. In a few days it would be in Washing-
ton. Tarrano himself would not come to Washington. His doing that
could not help the public welfare, and he was but human. The Earth
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Council had made itself his enemy; he could not be expected to trust his
life in enemy hands.

The note closed with the suggestion that the Council withdraw its
patrol from Venia. This talk of war was childish. Withdraw the patrol,
and Tarrano himself might go back to Venus. He would wait a day for
answer to this request; and if it were not grantedÑif the patrol were not
entirely removedÑthen the Brende model would be destroyed. And if
the publics of three worlds wished to depend upon a conceited, ignorant
young man like Georg Brende for the everlasting life, they were welcome
to do so.

A clever piece of trickery, and it was awkward to deal with. One had
only to watch its effect upon the public to realize how insidious it was.
Tarrano had told usÑin the tower in Venia: "I shall have to bargain with
them." And chuckled as he said it.

A seriesof notes from the Earth Council and back again, followed dur-
ing the next few days. But the patrol was not withdrawn; nor was war
declared. The Earth Council knew that Tarrano had not ordered the
model backÑnor would he destroy it. Yet if the Earth forces were to
overwhelm Tarrano, and the model were lost, a revolution upon Earth
could easily take place before Georg could convince the people that he
was able to build them another model.

This delayÑwhile Tarrano was held virtually a prisoner in
VeniaÑwas decided upon at the instigation of Georg himself.
HeÑGeorgÑwould address the publics of the three worlds. With Maida
beside him to influence her own public in Venus, they would convince
everyone that Georg had the secretÑand that he alone would use it for
the public good.

Youthful plans! Youthful enthusiasm! The belief that they could win
confidence to their causeby the very truthfulness in their hearts! The be-
lief that right makes mightÑwhich Tarrano would have told them was
untrue!

Yet it was a good plan, and the Earth Council approved it, since it
could do no harm to try. And it perhaps would have been successfulbut
for one thing, of which even at that moment IÑin VeniaÑwas aware.
Tarrano's trickery was not all on the surface. He had written into that
noteÑby a code of diabolically ingenious wordingÑa secret messageto
his own spies in Washington. Commands for them to obey. A dozen of
his spies were in the Earth government's most trusted, highest ser-
viceÑand some of them were there in Washington, close around Georg
and Maida as they made their altruistic plan.
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The attempt was to be made from the high-power sending station in
the mountains of West North America.13 Our observatory was there; and
the only one of its kind on the Earth. It was equipped to send a radio
voice audibly to every part of the Earth; and by helio, also to Mars and
Venus, there to be re-transformed from light to sound and heard
throughout those other worlds. And moving images of the speakers,
seen on the finders all over the Earth, Venus and Mars simultaneously.
The power, the generating equipment was at this station; and no matter
where in the sky Venus or Mars might be, from the Mountain Station the
vibrations of mingled light and sound were relayed elsewhere on Earth
to other stations from which the helios could be flashed direct.

To Skylan, as the Mountain Station was popularly called, Georg and
Maida were taken in official aero under heavy convoy. Yet, even then, at
their very elbows, spies of Tarrano must have been lurking.

The official flyer landed them on the broad stage amid deep, soft
snow. It was nightÑa brief trip from the late afternoon, through dinner
and they were there. A night of clear shining starsÑbrilliant gems in
deep purple. Clear, crisp, rarefied air; a tumbling expanseof white, with
the stars stretched over it like a close-hung canopy.

They were ushered into the low, rambling building. The attempt was
to be made at once.Mars was mounting the easternsky; and to the west,
Venus was setting. Both visible from direct helios at that momentÑRed
Mars, from this mountain top, glowing like the tip of an arrant-cylinder
up there.

In the brief time since the party had left Washington, the worlds had
been notified. The eyes and ears of the millions of three planets were
waiting to see and hear this Georg Brende and this Princess Maida.

The sending room was small, circular, and crowded with apparatus.
And above its dome, opened to the sky, wherein the intensified helios
shaded so that no ray of them might blind the operators, were sputtering
as though eager to be away with their messages.

With a dozen officials around him, Georg prepared to enter the send-
ing room. He had parted from Maida a few moments before, when she
had left him to be shown to her apartment by the women attendants.

As she moved away, on impulse he had stopped her. "We shall suc-
ceed, Maida."

Her hand touched his arm. A brave smile, a nod, and she had passed
on, leaving him standing there gazing after her with pounding heart.
Pounding, not with excitement at the task before him in that sending

13.The Rocky Mountains, in the United States or possibly Alberta
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room; pounding with the sudden knowledge that the welfare of this frail
little woman meant more to him than the safety of all these worlds.

At last Georg stood in the sending room. The officials sat grouped
around him. Maida had not yet arrived from her apartment. There was a
small platform, upon which she and Georg were to stand together. He
took his place upon it, waiting for her.

Before him was the sending disc; it glowed red as they turned the cur-
rent into it. Then they illumined the mirrors; a circle of them, each with
its image of Georg upon the platform. The white lights above him
flashed on, beating down upon him with their hot, dazzling glare. The
reflected beams from the mirrors, struck upward into the dome over-
head. The helios up there were humming and sputtering loudly.

Beyond the circle of intense white light in which Georg was standing,
the spectatorssat in gloom behind the mirrors. Maida had not come. The
Skylan Director, impatient ordered a woman to go for her.

Then, suddenly, Georg said to this Director:
"IÑthese lightsÑthis heat. It makes me feel faintÑstanding here."
Georg had stumbled from the platform. Between two of the mirrors,

shaded from the glare, the perturbed Director met him. Moisture beaded
Georg's forehead.

"I'llÑbe quite all right in a moment. I'm going over there." He smiled
weakly. A dozen feet away there was an opened outer casement. It
looked down twenty feet, perhaps, to the deep snow that covered the
station's grounds. The Director started with Georg; but Georg pushed
him violently away.

"No! No! You let me alone!" His accentswere those of a spoiled child.
The Director hesitated, and Georg, with a hand to his forehead, wavered
toward the casement. The Director saw him standing there; saw him
sway, then fall or jump forward, and disappear.

They rushed outside. The snow was trampled all about with heavy
footprints, but Georg had vanished. From the women's apartment, the
attendant came back. The Princess Maida could not be found!

And in those moments of confusion, from outside across the starlit
snow, an aero was rising. Silent, blackÑand no one saw it as it winged
away into the night.
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Chapter12
Tara

I must revert now to those moments in the tower room when Tarrano
dissolved the isolation barrage which Wolfgar had thrown around us.
Georg escaped, as I have recounted. TarranoÑthere in the tower
roomÑrendered me unconscious. I came to myself on the broad divan
and found Elza bending over me.

I sat up, dizzily, with the room reeling.
"Jac!Jac,dearÑÑ" She made me lie back, until I could feel the blood

returning to my clammy face;and the room steadied, and the clanging of
the gongs in my ears died away.

"IÑwhy, I'mÑall right," I gasped. And I lay there, clinging to her
hand. Dear little Elza! In that moment of relief that I had come to my
senses, she could not hide the love which even now was unspoken
between us. Tarrano! I lay there weak and faint; but with the pressure of
Elza's hand, I did not fear that this Tarrano could win her from me.

Wolfgar was standing across the room from us. He came forward.
"You did not die," he said; and smiled. "I told her you would not die."
It was now morning. Wolfgar and Elza told me I had been uncon-

scious some hours. We were still imprisoned as before in the tower. Ge-
org had escapedwith Maida, they said; or at least, they hoped so. And
they described the burning of the other tower. The city had been in a tur-
moil. It still was; I could hear now the shouts of the crowd outside. And
turning as I lay there, through the casement I could see the blackened,
still smoking ruins of Maida's tower; the broken iron terrace; the spider
bridge melted away, hanging loose and dangling like an aimless
pendulum.

The latest news, Elza and Wolfgar could not give me. The instrument
room of our tower had been disconnected by Tarrano when he left some
hours before. As they said it, we heard a familiar buzz; then the drone of
an announcer's voice. Tarrano's guard had doubtless observed my recov-
ery and had had orders to throw current into our instruments. Strange
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man, this Tarrano! He wished the news spread before us again. Confid-
ent of his own dominance over every crisis, he wanted Elza and me to
hear it as it came from the discs.

We went to the instrument room. I found myself weak, but quite un-
injured. Elza left us there, and went to prepare food which I needed to
strengthen me.

The public events of those hours and days following, I have recounted
as Georg saw them and took part in them in Washington. We observed
them, here in the tower, with alternate hopes and fears. Our life of im-
prisonment went on much asbefore. Occasionally, Tarrano visited us, al-
ways making us sit like children before him, while at his easehe reclined
on our divan.

But he would never give us much real information; the man always
was an enigma.

"Your friend Georg has a wonderful plan," he announced to us ironic-
ally early one evening. He smiled his caustic smile. "You have seen the
tape?"

"Yes," I said. It was Georg's plan to address with Maida, the publics of
Earth, Venus and Mars.

Tarrano nodded. "He and the Princessare going to convince everyone
that I am an impostor."

I did not answer that; and abruptly he chuckled. "That would be un-
fortunate for meÑif they could do that. Do you think they'll be able to?"

"I hope so," I said.
He laughed openly. "Of course. But they will not. That long note of

mine to your governmentÑyou read it, naturally. But you didn't read in
it my secret instructions to my agents in Washington, did you? Well,
they were there in itÑmy commandsÑthe letters ending its words made
another message."

He was amused at our discomfiture. "Simple enough? Yet really an in-
tricate code in itself. It made the phrasing of the main note a little diffi-
cult to compose, that was all." He sat up with his accustomed snap of
alertness, and his face turned grim. "Georg will never address his audi-
ence.Nor the PrincessÑshe will never appear before those sending mir-
rors. I have seento that." Again he was chuckling. "No, no, I could not let
them do a thing like that. They might turn people against me."

Elza began indignantly: "YouÑyou areÑÑ"
His gesture checked her. "Your brother is quite safe, Lady Elza. And

the Princess Maida also. Indeed, they are on the point of falling in love
with each other. Natural! And perfectly right. It is as I would have it."
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His strong brown fingers were rubbing each other with his satisfac-
tion. "Curious, Lady ElzaÑhow fortunate I am in all my plans."

"I don't think you are," I said. "Our government has you a prisoner
here. They didn't withdraw the patrol as you demanded, did they?"

He frowned a trifle. "No. That was too bad. I rather hoped they would.
It would have been a stupid thing for them to doÑbut still, I almost
thought they'd do it."

I shook my head. "What they will do is sweep down here and over-
whelm you."

"You think so?"
"Yes."
He shifted himself to a more comfortable position. "They are playing

for timeÑso that when I fail to produce the model as I agreed, then the
public will realize I am not to be trusted."

"Exactly," I said.
"Well, I am playing for time, also."
He seemed so willing to discuss the thing that I grew bolder.
"What have you to gain by playing for time?" I demanded.
He stared. "You would question me, Jac Hallen? How absurd!" He

looked at Elza, as though to share with her his amazement at my
temerity.

Wolfgar said suddenly to Tarrano: "You will gain nothing."
Tarrano's facewent impassive. I understood him better now; that cold,

inscrutable look often concealed his strongest emotions. He said evenly:
"I should prefer you not to address me, Wolfgar. A traitor such as

youÑthe sound of your voice offends me."
It struck me then as very strangeÑas it had for days beforeÑthat Tar-

rano should have failed to punish Wolfgar. I would have expecteddeath;
least of all, that Tarrano would have allowed Wolfgar to live here in the
tower, in comparative easeand comfort. Tarrano's words now answered
my unspoken questions. He was not looking at Wolfgar, but at Elza.

"You, WolfgarÑdeserve death. You know why I cannot kill you? Why
I let you stay here in the tower?" A faint, almost wistful smile parted his
thin lips; he did not take his eyes from Elza.

"I am greatly handicapped, Wolfgar. The Lady Elza here would not
like to have me put you to death. She would not even care to have me
mistreat you. Sheis very tender hearted." He raised a deprecating hand.
"Ah, Lady Elza, does that surprise you? You never told me I must be le-
nient with this traitor? Of course not."

"IÑÑ" Elza began, but he stopped her.
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"You see,Lady Elza, I have already learned to obey you." He was smil-
ing very gently. "Learned to obey even your unspoken commands."

I wondered how much of this attitude might be sincere, and how
much calculated trickery. Could Elza, indeed, control him?

Shemust have had much the same thought, for she said with a forced
smile: "You give me a great deal of power. If youÑwish to obey me,
you'll set us freeÑsend us all to Washington."

That amused him. "Ah, but I cannot do that."
She gained confidence. "You are willing to be very gracious in things

which do not inconvenience you, Tarrano. It is not very impressive."
He looked hurt. "You misinterpret. I will do for you anything I can.

But you must remember, Lady Elza, that my judgment is better than
yours. I would not let you lead us into disaster. You are a gentle little
woman. Your instincts are toward humane treatment of every-
oneÑtoward mercy rather than justice. In all such things, I shall be
guided by you. JusticeÑtempered with mercy. A union very, very beau-
tiful, Lady Elza É But, you see, beyond thatÑyou are wrong. I am a
man, and in the big things I must dominate. It is I who guide, and you
who follow. You see that, don't you?"

The sincerity in his voice was unmistakable. And my heart sank as I
watched Elza. Her gaze fell, and a flush mantled her cheeks.Tarrano ad-
ded quietly: "We shall have no difficulty, you and I, Lady Elza. Each of
us a place, and a duty. A destiny togetherÉ ."

He broke off and rose quickly to his feet. "Enough. I have beenweak to
say so much as this."

He turned to leave us, and I becameaware of a woman's figure stand-
ing in the shadows of the archway acrossthe room. Shestarted forward
as Tarrano glanced her way. A Venus woman of the Cold Country. Yet,
obviously, one of good birth and breeding. A woman of perhaps 30
years, beautiful in the Venus cast; dressed in the conventional bodice
breast-plates and short skirt, with grey stockings and sandals.

Within the room, she regarded Tarrano silently. There was about her a
quiet dignity; she stood with her tall, slim figure drawn to its full height.
Her pure white hair was coiled upon her head, with a rich metal orna-
ment to fasten it. And from it, a mantle of shimmering blue fabric hung
down her back.

Tarrano said: "What are you doing up here? I told you to wait below."
Her face showed no emotion. But there was a glitter to her eyes, a

glow in their grey depths like alumitein the hydro-flame of a torch.
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Shesaid slowly: "Master, I think it would be very correct if you would
let me stay here and serve the Lady Elza. I told you that before, but you
would not listen."

Tarrano, with sudden decision, swung toward Elza. "This is the Elta 14

Tara. She was concerned that I should allow you to dwell here alone
with this JacHallen, and this traitor from Mars." His tone conveyed in-
finite contempt for us.

The woman said quickly: "The Lady Elza would be glad of my com-
panionship." She shot a swift glance to Elza. What it was meant to con-
vey, I could not have said. Perhaps Elza understood it, or thought she
did. She spoke up.

"I would like to have you very much, indeed." She added to Tarrano,
and there was on her face a look of feminine guile:

"You, of course, could not refuse me so small a favor? After all your
protestationsÑÑ"

He gestured impatiently. "Very well." And he added to Tara: "You will
serve the Lady Elza as she directs."

He stalked away into the darkened passage. In the gloom there, he
stopped and again faced us; the light from a small blue tube in there il-
lumined him dimly. He was smiling ironically.

"I shall maintain the instruments for you. The mirrors will show you
Georg and Maida. They are just about arriving at the Mountain Station.
Watch them! You will see how far they progress with their wonderful
speeches."

He left us. We heard his measured tread as he stalked down the tower
incline. The barrage about the tower was lifted momentarily as he went
out. Then it came on again, with its glow beyond our casements,and its
low electrical whine.

I was just turning back to the room when a sound behind me made me
face sharply about. My heart leaped into my throat. The woman Tara
had produced from about her person a weapon of some kind. She
thought she was unobserved, but from the angle at which I stood, I saw
her. A gleaming metal object was in her hand. And then she launched
itÑa small flat disc of metal, thin, and with its circular edge keen as a
knife-blade.

Whirling with a very soft hum hardly audible, it left her hand and
floated upward acrossthe room. Circling the casementsup near the ceil-
ing, and then heading downward straight for Elza! And I saw, too, that
the woman was guiding it by a tiny radio-control.

14.EltaÑa term or title denoting rank by birth
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The thing was so unexpected that I stood gaping. But only for an in-
stant. I saw the deadly whirling knife-disc sailing for ElzaÉ . It would
strike her É shear her white throatÉ .

With a shout of horror and anger, I leaped for the woman. But
Wolfgar, too, had seen the disc and he went into action quicker than I.
The divan was beside him. He snatched up a pillow; flung it upward at
the disc. The soft pillow struck the disc; together, entangled, they fell
harmlessly to the floor.

I was upon the woman, snatching the handle of the control-wire from
her hand, wrenching its connection loose from her robe. Under my on-
slaught, she fell; and I kneeled beside her, gripping her while she tore at
me and screamed with hysterical, murderous frenzy.
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Chapter13
Love--and Hate

I did not harm this Tara, though I was sorely tempted to; and after a mo-
ment we quieted her. She was crying and laughing by turns; but when
we seatedher on the divan shecontrolled herself and fell into a sullen si-
lence. Elza, pale and frightened at her escape, faced the woman, and
waved Wolfgar and me aside. Strange little Elza! Resolute, she stood
there, and would brook no interference with her purpose. Wolfgar and I
withdrew a pace or two and stood watching them.

Tara's breast was heaving with her pent emotion. Shesat drooping on
the divan, her face buried in her hands.

Elza said gently: "Why did you do that, Tara?"
There was no answer; only the woman's catching breath as she

struggled with her sobs. Across the background of my consciousness
camethe thought that Tarrano or one of his guards would doubtless mo-
mentarily appear to investigate all this turmoil. And I was vaguely con-
scious also that from our instrument room the sounds of an unusual
activity were coming. But I did not heed them. Elza was insisting:

"Why did you do that, Tara? Why should you want to harm me?"
Tara looked up. "You have stolen the man I love."
"I?"
"Yes. TarranoÑÑ"
Shebroke off, set her lips firmly together as though to repress further

words; and her fine grey eyes,filled with unbidden tears, were smolder-
ing to their depths with hate.

Impulsively Elza sank to the floor beside the woman. But Tara drew
away.

Elza said: "TarranoÑhe is a wonderful man, Tara. A geniusÑthe
greatest figure of these three worldsÉ ."

My heart sank to hear her say it!
"É a genius, Tara. You should be proud to love himÉ ."
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"YouÑÑ" The woman's writhing fingers seemed about to reach for
Elza. I took a sudden step forward, then relaxed. Elza added quickly:

"But I would not steal Tarrano from you. Don't you realize that?"
"No!"
"But it's true."
"No! No! You have stolen him! With your queer Earth beautyÑthat

colored hair of yoursÑthose rounded limbsÑyou've bewitched him! I
can see it. You can't lie to me! I made him angry once and he admitted
it."

"No, I tell you!"
"I say yes. You've stolen him from me. He loves youÑand he mocks

and laughs at meÑÑ"
"Tara, wait. I do not love Tarrano, I tell you. I would not have

himÑÑ" How my heart leaped to hear her say it so convincingly. She
added:

"He loves me, perhapsÑbut I can't help that. He has me prisoner here.
I am forcedÑÑ"

"You lie! You are playing to win him! What girl would refuse?You say
yourself he is the greatest man of the ages.You lie when you tell me you
do not want him!"

Elza had taken the woman by the shoulders. "Tara, listenÑyou must
listen! Are you mated with Tarrano?"

"No! But years ago he promised me. I took his name then, as we do in
the Cold Country. They still call me Tara! YearsI have waited, true to my
promiseÑwith even my name of maidenhood relinquished. His
nameÑTara! And now he tossesme asideÑbecause you, only an Earth
woman, have bewitched him."

"I didn't want to bewitch him, Tara." Elza's voice was very gentle; and
a whimsical smile was plucking at her lips. "You think I want him be-
cause he is a geniusÑthe greatest man of our time?"

"Yes!"
"Is that why youwant him?"
"No, I love him."
"You loved him before he was very great, didn't you?"
"Yes. Back in the Cold Country. When he was only a boyÑand I was

no more than a girl half grown. I love him for himself, I tell youÑÑ"
Elza interrupted; and her voice risen to greater firmness, held a quality

of earnest pleading.
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"Wait, Tara! You love Tarrano for himselfÑbecause you are a woman
capable of love. It is the man you loveÑnot his deeds, or his fame or his
destiny. Isn't that so?"

"Yes. IÑÑ"
"Then won't you give me credit for being a woman with instincts as

fine as your own? The love of a good woman goes unbidden. You can't
win it by conquering worlds and flinging them at her feet. Tarrano
thinks you can. He thinks to dazzle me with his feats of prowess. He
wants to buy my love with thrones for me to grace as queen. He thinks
my awe and fear of him are love. He thinks a woman's love is born of re-
spect, and admiration, and promises of wealth. But you and I, TaraÑwe
know it isn't. We know it's born of a glanceÑborn in poverty and sick-
nessÑadversityÑevery ill circumstanceÑborn without reasonÑfor no
reasonat all. Justborn! And if anything elsegives it birthÑit is not a true
woman's love. You and I know that, Tara. Don't you see?"

Tara was sobbing unrestrainedly now, and Elza, with arms around
her, went on:

"You should be proud to love Tarrano. If I loved him, I would be
proud of him, too. But I do notÑÑ"

A step sounded near at hand. Tarrano stood in the archway, with arms
folded, regarding us sardonically.
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Chapter14
Defying Worlds

"So?"Tarrano eyed us, evidently in no hurry to speak further, seemingly
amused at our confusion. Had he heard much of what the two women
had said? All of it, or most of it, doubtless, with his instruments ashe ap-
proached. But, even with the knowledge of Elza's vehement appraisal of
him, he seemed now quite imperturbable. His gaze touched me and
Wolfgar, then returned to the women.

"So?It would seem, Tara, that your plan to wait upon the Lady Elza
was not very successful." He dropped the irony, adding crisply: "Tara,
come here!"

Sherose to her feet obediently, and stood facing him. Humble, fearful,
yet a trifle defiant. For a moment he frowned upon her thoughtfully;
then he said to Elza:

"Your policy of mercy is very embarrassing, Lady Elza." He made a
deprecating gesture, and again his eyes were twinkling. "This woman
threatened your life. My guards were laxÑthough I must admit they had
good excuse,with the other tasks which I thrust upon themÉ . Your life
was threatenedÑyou escaped by the merest chance of fortune. You
know, of course, what justice would bid me do to this would-be
murderess?"

Elza was on her feet, standing beside Tara. She did not answer.
Tarrano now was smiling. "I must let her go unpunished? Embarrass-

ing, this merciful policy to which you have committed me! YetÑyour
will is my law as you knowÑthough I feel that some day it will involve
us in disasterÉ . You, Tara, will not be punished, much as you deserve
it." He paused, then said as an afterthought: "You, JacHallen, I thank
you for what you tried to do in thwarting the attack. You acted in very
clumsy fashionÑbut, at least, you doubtless did your best." Gravely he
turned to Wolfgar. "I shall not forget, Wolfgar, that, in an emergency,
you saved the life of Lady ElzaÉ . Enough! These are busy moments.
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You chosean awkward time to raise this turmoil. Come with meÑall of
you."

He summoned Argo and two other guards. Unceremoniously, and
with more haste than I had ever seen in Tarrano, he led us from the
building. A hint of his purpose came to me, as he bade Elza gather up
her few personal belongings, and gave them to a guard to carry.

In a group, he herded us acrossthe spider bridge. It was early evening,
but night had fully fallen. The city was ablaze with its colored lights. We
crossed the bridge, passed through a tunnel-arcade, and came out to a
platform which was at the base of a skeleton tower. Its naked girders
rose some sevenhundred feet above us. The highest structure in the city.
A waiting lifting-car was there. We entered, and it shot us upward.

At the top, the narrowed structure was enclosed into a single room
some thirty feet square. A many-windowed room, with a small metal
balcony surrounding it outside. Immediately above the room, at the very
peak of the tower, was a single, powerful light-beam; its silver searching
ray swept the cloudless, starry sky in a slow circle.

The room was crowded with instruments. Unlighted, save by the re-
flected glow of its many image-mirrors, all of which seemedin full oper-
ation. A dozen intent men sat at the tables;a silent room, but for the hum
and click of the instruments.

Tarrano said softly: "We have been very busy while you below were
engaged with your petty hates."

He seated himself at a table apart, upon which was a single mirror,
and he gathered us around him. The mirror was dark. He called:

"RaxÑlet me see MarsÑyou have them by relay? The Hill City?"
The mirror flashed on. From an aperture overhead, a tiny beam of the

blue helio-transformer came down to it. In the mirror I saw an image of
the familiar Hill City. A terraced slope, dotted with the cubical buildings,
spires and tunnel mouths. An empty channel15 curved down across the
landscape from the north.

A distant scene,empty and lifeless save for black puffs which rose in
the air above the city.

Tarrano called impatiently: "Closer, Rax!"
The image dissolved, blurred; turned red, violet, then white. We

seemednow upon a height closeabove the city. It was seething with con-
fusion. Fighting going on in the streets. Animals and men, fighting; a
crowd of the Little People thronging a public square, with beastsof war
charging them.

15.Canal, as it now is thought to be
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The Hairless Men; I had heard of them, with their animals trained to
fight, while theyÑthe humansÑlurked behind. A mysterious, almost
grewsome race, to us who live on EarthÑthese hairless dwellers of the
underground Mars. Dead-white of skin; sleek and hairless; heavily
muscled from the work of their world; and almost blind from living in
the dark.

They were swarming now into the Hill City of the ruling Little People.
The beasts,at their commands, were running wild through the streetsÉ
dripping jaws, tearing at the women É the childrenÉ .

I felt Elza turn away, shuddering.
Tarrano chuckled. "The revolt. It came, of course, as I planned. This

Little People governmentÑit was annoying É Colley!"
"Master?"
"Send the message,Colley. Fling it audibly over Mars! Tell the rulers

of the Little People that if they send up the green bomb of sur-
renderÑTarrano will spare them further bloodshed. Tell them that I am
not giving the Brende secret to Earth. In a moment I shall defy the Earth
Council. Promise them that the Brende secret is going to Mars. Assure
them they will have everlasting life for everyoneÉ . Wohl!"

"Master?"
"Give me the Cave Station."
The mirror went dark. Then it turned a dazzling yellow. A cavern in

the interior of Mars. A dark sceneof wavering yellow torches. Around a
table of instruments sat a score of hairless men. Tarrano snatched up a
mouthpieceÑmurmured slowly into it. I could seethe leader of the hair-
less men nod after a time, as the messagereached him. And I saw him
turn away to issue swift orders as Tarrano had commanded.

Tarrano said brusquely: "Enough!É Wohl!"
The mirror went dark. A voice called: "Master, the green bomb has

gone up from the Hill City! Do you wish to see?"
"NoÉ . Give me Venus. Olgan! Are they quiet on Venus?"
"Yes, Master."
"Congratulate them that we have conquered the Little People. Tell

them Mars is ours now! Tell them I am coming to Venus at onceÑwith
the Brende modelÉ ."

"Master, you wish to see Venus? I have direct communicationÑÑ"
Another voice interrupted. "The Earth Council, Master! They demand

an explanation of why you say the Brende model is going to Mars. You
have promised it to Earth. They demandÑÑ"
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Tarrano rasped: "Tell them to wait É I don't want Venus, OlganÉ .
Megar! Give me the Earth Mountain Station."

He turned to me, and his voice dropped again to that characteristic
sardonic drawl:

"We must see how your friend Georg Brende is faring."
The mirror showed Georg, standing irresolute on the platform before

the sending discs.
Tarrano called: "The Princess MaidaÑcan't you locate her?"
The sceneblurred momentarily, then showed us the outside of the Sta-

tion. A white expanseof snow, with purple starlit sky above. From a side
door of the building, as we watched, the figures of two women ap-
peared. A woman leading Maida. As they came out, with Maida all un-
suspecting, from the shadows a group of men pounced upon
themÑdragged Maida away.

Tarrano laughed. "Enough!É Show me Georg Brende againÉ .
Hurry!"

We saw Georg waver and leap through the window, fall into the
snow, where, from the shadows of the building, other men rushed out
upon him É hurried him away after the captive MaidaÉ .

Tarrano's laugh was grim and triumphant. "Ha! We win there, also!
Enough! Nunz? NunzÑnow you can give me the Earth Council! Where
is it sitting? Washington, or Great London?"

"Washington, Master."
"Very wellÉ . No, never mind connecting me. You speak for me. Tell

them I've changed my mind. The Brende model is not coming to Wash-
ington. Tell them Georg Brende is lost to them, also. Tell them I declare
war! TarranotheConquerordeclareswar on the Earth! Tell them that, with
my compliments. Tell them to come down here and overwhelm meÑit
ought to be very easy!"
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Chapter15
Escape

That Tarranoshould thus defy the Earth, when by every law of rational
circumstance the move seemedto spell only his own disaster, was char-
acteristic of the man. He stood there in the instrument room at the peak
of the skeleton tower in Venia and rasped out to the Earth Council his
defiance. Silence followedÑsilence unbroken save by the hiss and click
of the instruments as the message was sent.

And then Tarrano ordered thrown upon himself the lights and send-
ing mirrors so that his own image might be available to all of the public
and Earth officials who cared to look upon it. Within the circle of mirrors
he stood drawn to his full height; his eyes flashing, heavy brows
lowered, and a sardonic smileÑalmost a leerÑpulling at his thin lips.
The embodiment of defiance. Yet to those who knew him wellÑas I was
beginning to know himÑthere was in his eyes a gleam of irony, as
though even in this situation he saw humor. A game, with worlds and
nations as his pawnsÑa game wherein, though he had apparently lost,
with the confidence of his genius he knew that the hidden move he was
about to make would extricate him.

"Enough," he rasped.
The mirrors went dark. He turned away; and still without appearance

of hastehe drew Wolfgar, Elza and me to the balcony. Together we stood
gazing over the lights of the city below us.

A cloudless, starry sky. Empty of air-craft; but to the north just below
the horizon, we knew that the line of war vessels was hovering. Even
now, doubtless, they had their orders to descend upon us. Tarrano
seemedwaiting, and I suppose we stood there half an hour. Occasionally
he would sight an instrument toward the north; and by the orders he
gave at intervals I knew that preparations for action on his part were un-
der way.

Half an hour. Then abruptly from below the northern horizon lights
came upÑspreading colored beams. The Earth war vessels! A line of

84



them as far as we could seefrom left to right, mounting up into the sky
as they winged their way toward usÑa line spreading out in a broad arc.
And then, behind us, I saw others appear. We were surrounded.

It was a magnificent, awe-inspiring sight, that vast ring of approaching
colored lights. Red, green and purpleÑslowly moving eyes.Light-rock-
ets sometimes mounting above them, to burst with a soundless glare of
white light in the sky; and underneath, the spreading white search-
beams, sweeping down to the dark forest that lay all about us.

Soon, in the white glare of the bombs, we could distinguish the actual
shapes of the vessels.Still Tarrano did not move from his place by the
balcony rail. He stood there, with a hand contemplatively under his chin,
as though absorbed by an interest in the scenepurely impersonal. Was
he going to give himself up? Stand there inactive while these armed
forces of the most powerful world in the Solar Systemswept down upon
him?

Abruptly he snapped his instrument back to his belt. He had not used
it since the hostile lights had appeared. Previously, I knew, he had been
watching those lights, with the curved ray of the instrument when the
lights themselves had been below the horizon.

He turned now to me. "They are here, JacHallen. Almost here. And I
am at their mercy." His tone was ironic; then it hardened into grimness.
He was addressing me, but I knew it was for Elza's benefit he spoke.

"I came here to Earth, JacHallen, for certain things. I find them now
accomplished. I belong here no longer." He laughed. "I would not force
myself into a war prematurely. That would be very unwise. I thinkÑwe
shall have to avoid thisÑengagement. I amÑslightly outnumbered."

He called an order, quite calmly over his shoulder. I suppose, at that
moment, the Earth war vesselswere no more than five miles away. The
whole sky was a kaleidoscope of darting lights. In answer to his order,
from the peak of our tower a light bomb mountedÑa vertical ray of
green light. The bomb of surrender!

Tarrano chuckled. "That should halt them. Come! We must start."
He held a brief colloquy with a Venus man who appeared beside him.

The man nodded and hastenedback into the instrument room. The green
light of our bomb had died away. The lights in the sky began fad-
ingÑthe whole sky fading, turning to blackness! I became aware that
Tarrano had thrown around our tower a temporary isolation barrage.
For a few momentsÑwhile the current he had at his command could
hold itÑwe could not be seen on the image finders of the advancing
vessels.
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Tarrano repeated: "That should hold themÑI have surrendered! They
should be triumphant. And outside our barrage, our men will bargain
with them. Ten minutes! We should be able to hold them off that long at
least. Come, Lady Elza. We must start now."

With a scant ceremony in sharp contrast to his courteous words to
Elza, he hurried us off. Three of usÑElza, Wolfgar and myself, with one
attendant who still carried Elza's personal belongings. Hurried us into
the vertical car which had brought us up into the tower. It descended
now, down the iron skeleton shaft. Outside the girders I could seeonly
the blackness of the barrage, with faint snapping sparks.

Silently we descended.It seemedvery far down. And suddenly I real-
ized that we were going lower than the ground level. The barrage sparks
had vanished. The blackness now was a normal darkness; and in it I
could seeslipping upward the smooth black sides of the vertical shaft in-
to which we were dropping. And the sulphuric smell of the barrage was
gone. The air now smelt of earthÑthe heavy, close air of underground.

I do not know how far down we went. A thousand feet perhaps. The
thing surprised me. Yet in those moments my mind encompassedit; and
many of Tarrano's motives which I had not reasoned out before now
seemed plain. He had come from Venus to the Earth, possibly several
months ago. Had come directly here to Venia and set up his headquar-
ters. His purpose on EarthÑas he had just told meÑdid not lie with war-
fare. While he was here his forces had conquered the Great City of
Venus, and just now, the Hill City of Mars. He controlled Venus and
MarsÑbut he was still far from ready to attack the Earth.

He had come to the Earth in person for several important purposes.
For oneÑhe desired the Brende model and Dr. Brende's notes. He had
them now; they were, in reality, at this present moment in the Great City
of Venus. Also, with the Brende secretÑto control it absolutelyÑhe had
to have Georg Brende. Well, as I was soon to realize, Georg was now his
captive. And the Princess Maida? His purpose in holding her was two-
fold. She had, now as always in the Venus Central State, a tremendous
sentimental sway upon her people. Tarrano had abducted her, forcibly to
remove her from the sceneof action, so that during her unexplained ab-
sencehis propaganda would have more influence. He had brought her
here to Earth; and now his plan was to have Georg Brende and her fall in
love with eachother. He still hoped to win Georg to his cause,by giving
him the PrincessMaida, if for no other reason.And with Maida married
to GeorgÑand Georg in Tarrano's serviceÑMaida herself would turn
her influence in Venus to consolidate her people to Tarrano.
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These, in part, were Tarrano's present plans and motives. They were
working out well. AndÑas he had saidÑthe Earth did not concern him
now as a battle-ground. Later É But even with this sudden insight
which seemed to come to me, I was inadequate to grasp what later he
was to attempt.

While thus occupied with my thoughts, we were steadily descending
into the ground under VeniaÑdropping out of sight while above us, per-
haps by now, the eager warcraft of Earth were overwhelming the city.
Tarrano had not spoken; but when at last our little car bumped gently at
the bottom, he said smilingly: "We are here, Lady Elza."

We left the car, and passed into a dim-lighted cavern. I saw a lateral
black tunnel-mouth yawning nearby, with a shining rail at its top and
bottom, one above the other. And between the rails was a metal vehicle.
A long, narrow car; yet with its turtle-back and its propelling gas-tube at
the rear, with a rudder on eachside of the tube, I realized that it was de-
signed also for sub-sea travel. A small affair. Ten feet at its greatest
width, and fifty or sixty feet long.

There was nothing startling in this evidence of underground and sub-
sea transportation. But that it should be here in primitive Venia sur-
prised me. Then I realized that Tarrano had been here perhaps many
months. Quietly, secretly he had constructed this underground road. For
his escape,I could not doubt it. Indeed, I did not doubt but that the man
had anticipated practically every event which had occurred.

We found in the car, or boat if you will, a variety of attendants and
personal belongings. Tara was there; I saw her sitting alone on one of the
distant rings of seats.And Argo was among usÑand others whom I had
learned to know by sight and name. It was the party and equipment
which Tarrano had probably originally brought with him from Venus.
We, the last arrivals in the car, took our places. The doors slid closed.
The car vibrated slightly; purred with its forward motors. We were
started.

It was not a long trip. How far we went I have no means of knowing.
But after a time, by the changed motion and sounds, I realized that we
were traversing water. Then above us after another interval, they opened
a hatchway. The pure fresh air of night streamed in upon us. Every light
in the boat had been extinguished. At Tarrano's command I followed
him up the small spider incline and through the hatchway. We stood on
a little circular space of the turtle-deck, well aftÑan observation space
enclosed by a low metal rail. A few feet below us dark glossy water was
slipping past.
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At a lazy hastelesspace, we were passing along what I saw to be a
broad river. The Riola Amazonia 16 I afterward learned it to be. Heavy
banks of luxurious foliage, dark and silent. Inundated in places. And
after a few moments we slackened,turned sharply into one of the inund-
ated coves and nosed slowly amid a tangle of the jungle bank.

And then I saw, hidden here in the recessesof this pathless forest, a
small inter-planetary flyer, painted a hazy grey-blue. Around and over it
the vegetation had been carefully, cunningly trained. A few cautious
lights illumined it now; but without them, and even in daylight, I knew
that from above it could never be seen.

Our party entered itÑa small but surprisingly luxurious vessel. The
foliage from above it was cut away by ready workmen; and in half an
hour more we were rising from the forest. Straight up, into that cloudless
sky. The land dropped away beneath us; visually concave at first as the
circular horizon seemed to rise with us. The sky overhead fortunately
was emptyÑnothing in sight to bar our outward flight. And we carried
no lights.

In a moment or two, so swiftly did we gather velocity, the lights of
VeniaÑa distant patch of themÑwere visible. Then, further away, I
presently saw the grey expanse of open sea. And as we mounted, the
simulated concavity of the Earth turned convex. I had never seen it
thusÑhad never been so far above its surface before. A huge grey ball
down there which was our Earth. Outlines of seaand land. Then contin-
ents and oceans,enveloped by patches of cloud area. A grey ball, chan-
ging to a glowing, vaguely dull red; then silver. DwindlingÑgleaming
brighter silver on one side where the sunlight struck it.

We were in the realms of outer, inter-planetary space!

16.Evidently the upper Amazon
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Chapter16
Playground of Venus

After a trip uneventfulÑsave that to me, taking it for the first time, it
was an experience never to be forgotten in a lifetimeÑwe landed at the
Great City of Venus. We had sent no messagesduring the trip, and with
our grey-blue color, I think we escapedtelescopic and even radio obser-
vation by the Earth. Into our vessel'ssmall instrument room, where Tar-
rano spent most of his time, reports of the news occasionally drifted in.
But his connectionÑsmall and inadequateÑwas often broken. Nor did
Tarrano this time seem interested in having Wolfgar, Elza and me learn
the news. Yet it was not unfavorable to him. I gathered that the Earth
formally had acceptedhis declaration of war. Relations with VenusÑand
with Mars also, had been discontinued. The mails no longer left. The he-
lios were stopped. But, so far as I could learn, the Earth was undertaking
no offensive action. For the present, certainly.

Soon we were beyond reach of all messagessave helios, which were
not in operation. And in another day news began reaching us from
Venus. But from this Tarrano barred us.

I saw Venus, as we dropped upon it, first as a tremendous lovely cres-
cent of silver beneath us. A crescent first, and, as hours passed, the
darkened area took shape. A ball hanging there in space. Growing al-
most momentarily larger. Soon we could distinguish cloud areas. Then
the landÑthe water. A ball filling half our lower segment of sky. Then all
of it.

We reached the Venus atmosphere, passedthrough cloud masses,and
out again into the brilliant sunshine. Below us, glowing with the glory of
mid-day, lay the Venus Central State.Rolling hills with distant mountain
peaks, the highest of them far-away, glittering white with the sunlight on
their snow-caps.

A land of warmth and beauty. Dazzling green, with a luxuriant veget-
ation, tropical yet strange.
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As we dropped lower, I sat alone, gazing downward. We were passing
over the land now, at an altitude of no more than twenty thousand feet.
A vivid land. Vivid sunlight; inky shadows; a green to everythingÑa sol-
id, brilliant green. Amid it, spots of other colors; splashes of yellow;
patches of scarlet as though some huge field were massed with scarlet
blossoms. And trailing silver threadsÑrivers and streams. Or again glit-
tering silver lakes nestling in the hills.

A fairyland of beauty. Yet as I gazed, it seemednot the fairyland of a
child. Not childish, but mature; for I could not miss in its aspect, a
warmth, a quality of sensuousness.A land of dalliance and pleasure of
the senses.And I realized then why the Venus people derived all their
advancement of scienceand industry from Earthly and Martian sources.
A hand of luxury and physical ease. People, not primitiveÑbut
decadent.

I became aware of Wolfgar at my elbow. "It is very beautiful, eh, Jac
Hallen?"

"BeautifulÑyes. You've been here before, Wolfgar?"
He nodded. "Oh yes. Soon we will reach the Great City. That too is

strange and beautiful."
Elza saw us together and joined us. The Great City presently cameinto

distant view. Wolfgar, with that gentle voice and smile characteristic of
him began to describe to us what we should see. Abruptly Elza said:

"I have never really thanked you, Wolfgar. You saved my lifeÑthere
when Tara attacked me."

He gestured. "Your thanks are more than such a service deserves."
As though the subject had suggested Georg and Maida to him, he ad-

ded, "I am wondering where Georg Brende and the PrincessMaida may
be."

I fancied then that I saw a quality of wistfulness in his eyes.A gentle
little fellow, this Mars man. Queer and brooding, with strange thoughts
not to be fathomed. He added as though to himself: "I have often
wonderedÑ" Then stopped.

Elza and I had discussed it. We felt sure that Georg and Maida had
been taken to Venus. They could have had only a few hours' start of
ourselves. Yet this vessel we were in was unusually slow. We felt con-
vinced that they had already arrived on VenusÑhad been there perhaps
already for a day.

We discussed it now with Wolfgar as the Great City came under us;
but soon we fell silent, gazing down into this beautiful capital of the
Central State.
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It lay in a broad hollow, a large, irregular circular bowl surrounded by
gently sloping hillsides. The bowl was entirely filled by waterÑa broad
flat lake of silver which from this height showed us its pearly bottom. On
the waterÑseen from aboveÑthe houses seemed floatingÑclusters of
lily pads on a placid shining pool. They were, in reality, flat cubical
buildings solidly built of rectangular blocks of stone, standing just above
the water level on solid stone foundations. Always green and
whiteÑstones like blocks of smooth, polished marble, set in green and
white patterns. Balconies and cornices of what might have been gleam-
ing, beaten copper. Flat roofs, edged with scarlet flowers.

Some of the buildings were low and small. Others of several stories,
pretentious and ornate. One very large, like a palace, standing alone on
its verdant island.

The houses were mostly gathered in clusters of various shapes and
sizes.Yet a semblanceof order prevailed. Winding streets of open water
lay between the groups. There were trellised walks and arching spider
bridges, sometimes over the streets, sometimes joining one house to
another.

Here and there I saw lagoons of open water, dotted with small green
islands like parksÑislands on which the vegetation grew far higher and
more luxuriant than any even in the tropics of our Earth. Vegetation al-
ways under careful training and control. Profuse with flowers, vivid and
gigantic. The houses too, were roofed with gardensÑsometimes with
pergolas and trellises of the aerial scarlet blossoms. OccasionallyÑthese
latter details I observed as we descended close upon the cityÑI saw
houseswith a tiny swimming pool on the roofÑa private pool hidden in
masses of colored flowers.

A playgroundÑthe playground of Venus. It seemed very back-
wardÑuncivilized. And then Wolfgar pointed out the surrounding hill-
sides.On them, cleared of their vegetation, our modern civilization stood
gaunt and efficient. Towers, aerials, landing stages,aerial trams, factor-
ies, tall stacks over the dynamo houses belching thick black smoke,
which artificial wind-generators carefully blew away from the city.

In the midst of their hillside ring of necessarymodernity, the people of
the Great City had kept their playground inviolate. Work, science, in-
dustryÑall necessary.But the real businessof life was pleasure. Art, mu-
sic, beautyÉ . And I am not far from thinking that unless abused, their
formula is better than ours.
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Chapter17
Violet Beam of Death

We landed on a stage at the summit of one of the nearer hillsides. Our
comingÑunheralded since we had carried no sending instru-
mentsÑcreated a furor. The workers rested to watch us as we disem-
barked. It was not so different a scene,here on the hill, than might have
occurred on Earth. We took a moving platform, down the hill, to the
water's edge. A barge was awaiting usÑa broad flat vessel with gaudy
trappings. A scoreof attendants lined its sides,eachwith a pole to thrust
it through the shallow water. And on its high-raised stern, beneath a can-
opy was a couch upon which Tarrano reclined, with us of his party at his
feet.

A royal barge, queerly ancient, barbaricÑreminding me of the flat,
motionless pictures of Earth's early history. Yet it was a symbol here on
Venus, not of barbarism, but of decadence.

We started off. I may have given a false idea of the size of the Great
City. Its lake, indeed, was fully fifteen miles or more in diameter. Half a
million people lived on or close around that placid stretch of water.

The news of Tarrano's arrival had instantly spread. Graceful boats, all
propelled by hand, thronged our course. From them, and from every
house-window, balcony and roof-top, a waving multitude cheered the
coming of the Master. The new Master, to whom so recently they had
given their allegianceÑthe Master who in return was to endow them
with life everlasting.

It was a gay, holiday throngÑcheering us, tossing flower-petals down
upon us as we passedmajestically beneath the bridges. Yet among these
gaudily dressed women and men with the luster of wealth and ease
upon them, others mingled. Others of a lower class,poorly dressed,with
the badge of servitude upon them, enthralled in a social peonagewhich I
did not yet understand.

"Slaans," Wolfgar called them. A term half of derision, half contempt.
And Wolfgar pointed one out to me. A huge grey, surly-looking fellow
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passing in a one-man shell or boat of tree-fibre. He gazed up at us as he
went byÑa furtive glance of cold, sullen fury. Unmistakable. And I saw
it again on others of his kindÑmen, women, even children who gazed at
us with big, round eyes.A dumb, sullen resentment, with a smouldering
fury beneath it.

During the trip, which may have taken an hour, I remarked something
also, which did not at the time seemsignificant but very soon I was to re-
call it and understand its import. Argo, of course, was still with us. As
we embarked upon the barge, a man evidently an official of the Great
City had paid his humble respects to Tarrano and then withdrawn to a
further part of the vessel,drawing Argo with him. I saw the two in close
conversation. The official evidently was telling Argo something of im-
portance. I could seeArgo growing indignant and then his eyes gleam-
ing, a leer upon his cruel lips.

During the trip Tarrano sat calm, half reclining on his couchÑsat
watching with his keen expressionless eyes the applause of the multi-
tude. It was, I think, and I believe he felt it also, the height of his career
up to that timeÑthis triumphant entry into the greatestcity of Venus. He
did not speak, just sat watching and listening, with a half smile of tri-
umph pulling at his mouth. Yet I know too, that those keen eyes of his
did not miss the sullen glances of the slaans.

The weather, as always in the Venus Central State,was warmÑa lux-
urious tropic warmth. And now I feltÑas I had seen from aboveÑthe
languorous, sensuousquality of it all. Music, mingled with the ripple of
girlish laughter and cheers, came from the houses as we passed. Soft,
fragrant flower-petals deluged us. The very air was laden heavy with
exotic perfumes from the flowers which were everywhere.

We arrived at last at what appeared to be a palaceÑa broad, low
building of polished stone, on an island of its own. It was the building I
had noticed when first we saw the Great City from above. Gardens were
about the building, and on its roof. Flowers lined its many balconies.

We drew up to a stone landing-place.
"The palace of the Princess Maida," Wolfgar whispered.
But I had no time to question him. Attendants appeared. A queer mix-

ture. Incongruous men of science,armed with belts of instruments. They
greeted Tarrano humbly; escorted him away.

Other attendants. Natives of the city, in the flowing, bright-colored
robes we had seen everywhere. A group of themÑlaughing young
girlsÑdescended upon us.

"The Princess Maida bids you welcome."
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They hurried us into the building. I was surprised. Tarrano had seem-
ingly ignored us. It was quite as though we were honored guests, arriv-
ing in the Central State when Maida was its ruler.

Led by the girls, we passed upward into the building past splashing
fountains, cascadesof perfumed water with tubes of silver light gleam-
ing in its midst; and were thrust at last into a room.

The girls withdrew. Across the floor-polished stone, with heavy
woven rugs upon itÑGeorg and the Princess Maida advanced upon us.

Our greetings were brief. I could have talked to them both for a day,
questioning them; and they, no doubt, had asmuch to ask of us. But they
were solemn, grave and anxious.

"Not now, Jac,"Georg said to check me. "Elza dearÑI have been so
worried over you."

"ButÑÑ" I demanded.
"JacÑthe situation hereÑour own causeÑthe safety of our Earth it-

selfÑthis TarranoÑ"
But Maida stopped him. "The very air has ears. Not now." Her glance

turned to Wolfgar; her slim hands went out to greet him. "Wolfgar, my
friend. It is good to see you here."

Wolfgar knelt before her, gazed for one instant into her eyes,and then
with head bowed, brushed the hem of her robe to his face.

She laughed gently. "Stand up, Wolfgar. I would not be the Princess
Maida to you now. OnlyÑyour friend. Your grateful friend."

There was a sudden soundless flash. From acrossthe room a beam of
violet flame darted at us. It struck just between Maida and Wolfgar, ashe
rose from his knee. Both of them involuntarily stepped backward, apart
from each other. And between them, breast high, the flame hung level
across the room. Maida was on one side of it; all the rest of us, on the
other.

I turned. At the door, Argo had appeared. From a black object in his
hand, the beam was streaming. He rested the black thing on a wall ledge
so that the beam hung level.

"Stand where you are, all of you." He started toward Maida, behind
the beam from the rest of us.

Georg made as though to leap forward, but Wolfgar restrained him.
"Wait! You don't understandÑthat's death!"

I saw now that the violet light had encircled us. Only Maida and Argo
were outside it. He was approaching her, with a cylinder in his hand.
The ray from it struck her without power of movement or speech.Her
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eyes, terrified, turned to us. Again Georg would have leaped, but
Wolfgar shouted, "Wait! That's death! Don't you understand?"

Argo was leering. "Death? Yes! If you touch that violet light! Death, of
course. But you won't touch it! You will stand and watchÑstand silently
for you know that if you shout, the vibrations will bring the beam upon
you. You won't moveÑyou'll stand and watch me kill your Princess
MaidaÑnot quicklyÑshe is too beautiful for that. You, Georg
BrendeÑyou, Wolfgar, traitor from Mars. You shall see your Princess
Maida dieÑthis would-be traitoress to my Master Tarrano!"

With all the strength of his puny body Wolfgar flung Georg back-
wardÑsafely away from the deadly violet beam. And then, without
warning, without a cry which would endanger us, the little Mars man
sprang headlong, into and through the violet beam of death.
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Chapter18
Passing of a Friend

Wolfgar was not dead; but when we picked him up it was obvious that
he was dying. The violet beam vanished as his body struck itÑvanished
with a hiss and splutter, and a puff of sulphuric smoke that mingled
with the smell of burning garments and flesh.

Georg and I leaped forward. Argo was standing transfixed by surprise
at what Wolfgar had done; and as the beam died, Georg was upon him.

"One moment!"
The quiet, commanding voice of Tarrano. He must have come quickly,

when informed by the finders of Argo's treachery. Yet he stood now at
the arcade entrance, drawn to his full height, frowning with lowered
brows, but wholly without appearance of haste.

"One momentÑstand aside, all of you."
Argo cowered. The rest of us moved aside. Elza came toward me, and

I put my arm around her. Poor little Elza! She was shivering with fright.
Tarrano seemed not to need information as to what had transpired.

His eyes, roving over us, saw the lifeless, seared body of Wolfgar lying
on the floor.

"Too bad," he said. Then his gaze swung to Argo.
"MasterÑÑ"
"Silence!"
There was on Tarrano's face and in his voice an expression, a tone

quite new to me. A quiet grimness. More than that. A quality of deadli-
nessÑof inexorable deadliness which could well have chilled the
stoutest heart that fronted it.

"Come here, Argo." Tarrano stood quite motionless. "Argo!"
"Master! Master, youÑÑ"
"Come!"
Argo was on the floor. Shaking with terrorÑfor he, probably better

than any of us, understood what was comingÑdragged himself to
Tarrano's feet.
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"Stand up!"
"Master, have mercyÑÑ"
"Stand up! Are you a man?"
Argo's legs would barely support him, but he struggled to get himself

erect. With a wrench, Tarrano tore the robe from Argo's chest.
"Master! Master! Have mercy!"
In Tarrano's hand I saw a needle-like piece of steel. A dagger, yet it

was more like a needle.
"MasterÑOhÑÑ"
Tarrano had stabbed it gently into the man's chest. A mere prick into

the flesh, and a tiny drop of blood oozed out.
For a moment Argo stood swaying. Eyes white-rimmed with mortal

terror as he stupidly looked down at the drop of blood. A moment, then
the injected poison took effect. He tottered, flung his arms above his
head and fell. Lay writhing an instant; then twitching; and then quite
still.

Tarrano turned away, his face impassive. "Unfortunate. He was a good
man in many waysÑI shall be sorry to lose his services." He saw me
with my arm around Elza, and he frowned.

"So?"
Instinctively, involuntarilyÑand I hated myself for itÑI dropped my

arm.
Georg exclaimed: "WolfgarÑheÑÑ"
Tarrano turned from me. "He is not deadÑbut he will die. There is

nothing we can do. I'm very sorryÑvery sorry indeed."
A sincere regret was in his tone. We lifted Wolfgar up, carried him to a

depression in the floor by the wallÑa shallow, couch-like bowl half-
filled with down.

On the floor we gathered, seated on cushions; and presently Wolfgar
regained consciousness.His face was not burned. It lighted with a dazed
smile; and his eyes, searching us, picked out Maida.

"You are safeÑI'mÑso glad."
His voice was low and labored; and at once his eyes closed again as

though the effort of speaking were too great.
Maida was sitting near me at Wolfgar's head, bending over him. She

had recovered from her terror of Argo; and as she leaned down, gazing
at the dying Wolfgar, I think I have never seenso gentle, so compassion-
ate an expression upon the face of any woman.
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Elza whispered: "There must be something we can do. The men of
medicineÑthe lightsÑthe healing lights! Georg! Cannot you use
father'sÑÑ"

They were only an overwrought girl's excited ideas, of course.
Wolfgar's lungs were seared;even as Elza spoke, he coughed, and blood
welled from his mouthÑblood which Georg quickly wiped away.

Tarrano was on his feet behind us, with folded arms; and as he looked
down, I saw on his face alsoÑthe face which a few moments before had
been grim with deadly menaceÑa look now of gentle compassion very
much like Maida's.

"No use," he said softly. "We can do nothing. He will die."
Again Wolfgar's eyesopened. "DieÑof course."He tried to raise one of

his burned hands, but dropped it back. "Die? YesÑof course. In just a
momentÉ ." His eyes, already dulled, swung about. "Who is
thatÑcrying? There's no needÑto cry."

It was little Elza beside me, struggling to suppress her sobs.
Wolfgar's slow, labored voice demanded: "That isn'tÑmy Princess

Maida cryingÑis it? I don't wantÑher to cryÑÑ"
"No," said Georg gently. "Maida is hereÑright here by you. She isn't

crying."
His gazefound Maida's face."Oh, yesÑI can seeyouÑPrincess Maida.

You're not cryingÑthat's good. There's nothing toÑcry about."
He seemedfor a moment to gather a little strength; he moved his head

and saw Tarrano standing there behind us.
"Master?" He used the old term with a whimsical smile. "IÑcalled you

thatÑfor a long time, didn't I? You have a right to consider me a
traitorÑÑ"

"A spy," said Tarrano very gently. "Not a traitor. That you would have
been had you served meÑa traitor to your Princess."

Wolfgar's head tried to nod; relief was on his face. "I'mÑglad you un-
derstand. I would not want to dieÑhaving you think harshly of meÑÑ"

"You are a manÑI honor you." Abruptly Tarrano turned away and
strode acrossthe room. And always since I have wondered if he left that
scene of death because of the emotion he could not hide.

Georg said: "You should not talk, Wolfgar."
"But IÑwant to talk. I haveÑonly a few minutes. Just theseÑlast few

minutesÑI want to talk to myÑPrincess Maida. You'llÑexcuse usÑthe
Princess Maida and meÑwon't you? Just for these lastÑfew minutes?"

We withdrew beyond his fading sight.
"MyÑPrincess MaidaÑÑ"
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His voice still reached us. She leaned closer over him. Her tears were
falling now, but as she spoke she strove for calmness.

"WolfgarÑÑ"
His eyes were glazing, but they dung to her. "PrincessÑÑ"
"No," she said. "Just MaidaÑyour friend. The woman you have given

your life for." Her voice almost broke. "Oh, Wolfgar! Never shall I forget
that. To give your lifeÑÑ"

"It isÑa great honor." The gesture he made to check her words of
thanks exhausted him. His eyes closed; for a moment he seemed not to
breathe. As Maida leaned down in alarm, her beautiful white hair
tumbled forward over her shoulders. A lock of it brushed Wolfgar. He
could not lift his hands, but they groped for the tresses,found them and
clung. Her white waves of hair, with his fingers, shriveled, burned black,
entwined in them.

Again his eyelids cameup. "You won't leave meÑPrincess Maida. Not
for theseÑlast few minutes?"

"No," she half whispered.
"YouÑcannotÑif you would." His whimsical smile returned. "You

see? I amÑholding you."
For a moment he was silent. His eyesstayed open, staring dully at her.

His face and lips were drained now of their blood.
"You'reÑstill there?"
"Yes, Wolfgar."
"YesÑof course I know you are. But IÑcannot see you very

wellÑnow. You lookÑso far away."
She put her face down quite close to him. Her eyes were brimming

with tears.
"OhÑyes," he said. "That's betterÑmuch better. Now I canÑsee

youÑvery plainly. I was thinkingÑI wanted toÑtell you something.
ItÑwouldn't be right to tell youÑexcept that I'll soonÑbe gone where it
won't make any difference."

He gathered all his last remaining strength. "IÑlove youÑPrincess
Maida."

She forced a gentle smile through her tears. "Yes, Wolfgar."
"I mean," he persisted, "not as my PrincessÑjust asÑa woman.

TheÑwoman I've always loved. That's been my secret. You see? It
wouldÑalways have beenÑmy secretÑthe little Mars man WolfgarÑin
love with his Princess Maida. YouÑdon't think it too impertinent of
meÑdo you? I meanÑconfessing it nowÑjust atÑthe end?"

"No," she whispered. "No, Wolfgar."
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"Thank youÑvery much." His breath exhaled with a faint sigh. "Thank
youÑvery much. I wanted to tell you thatÑbefore IÑgo. AndÑif you
wouldn't mindÑI want toÑcall youÑjust Maida."

"Just Maida, Wolfgar. Yes, of course, I want you to call me that." Her
voice was broken. She brushed away her tears that he might not notice
them.

"Yes," he agreed. His staring eyes were trying to seeher. "My Maida.
You'reÑvery beautifulÑmy Maida. IÑwonderÑyou see,I'm taking ad-
vantage of youÑI wonder if you'd say youÑlove me? I'd be so
happyÑjust to hear you say it."

As I sat there behind them, I prayed then that she might say it.
"I love you, Wolfgar."
"Oh," he whispered. "You did say it! My Maida saysthat she loves me!"

Happiness transfigured his livid face. But his smile was whimsical still.
"You'reÑvery kind to me. PleaseÑsay it again."

"I love you, Wolfgar."
"YesÑthat's how I always dreamed it would sound.

IÑloveÑyouÑWolfgar."
His voice trailed away; a film was settling over his staring eyes.Then

again his lips moved. "Maida saysÑ'I love you, Wolfgar' É I'mÑso
happyÉ ."

Quite suddenly she realized that he was gone. Her pent-up emotion
came with a sob.

"Wolfgar! My friendÑmy wonderful, loyal friendÑdon't die, Wolfgar!
Don't die!"
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Chapter19
Waters of Eternal Peace

Little Wolfgar was gone. It seemed at first very strange, unreal. It lay a
shadow of grief upon our spirits, for many hours a deeper shadow than
all those grave events impending upon which hung the fate of three
worlds.

Tarrano ordered for Wolfgar a public burial of ceremony and honor in
the waters of eternal peaceÑordered it for that same evening. Once
again Tarrano demonstrated the strangenessof his nature. His arrival to
take possessionof Venus had been made the occasionof a great festival.
"The Water Festival," they called it, which was held only at times of uni-
versal public rejoicing. It was planned now to do honor to Tar-
ranoÑplanned for this same evening. But he postponed it a night; to-
night was for Wolfgar.

We were still captives in Tarrano's hands, as we had been on Earth in
Venia. Yet here in the Great City of Venus a curious situation arose.Tar-
rano himself explained it to us that afternoon. An embarrassing situation
for him, he termed it.

"Very embarrassing," he said, with eyes that smiled at us quizzically.
"Just for your ears alone, you understand, I am willing to admit that I
must handle these Great City people very carefully. You, Princess
MaidaÑyou are greatly beloved of your people."

"Yes," she said.
He nodded. "For that reason they would not like to know you are vir-

tually a captive. And you, Georg BrendeÑreally, they are beginning to
look on you asa saviorÑto savethem from diseaseand death. It is rather
unflattering to meÑÑ"

He broke off, then with sudden decision added:
"Soon you two will realize that to join me will be your best course.

And best for all the worlds, for it will bring to them all peaceand health
and happinessÉ . No, I ask no decision from you now. Nor from you,
Lady Elza." His gaze softened as he regarded herÑsoftened almost to a
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quantity of wistfulness. "You know, Lady Elza, for what I am striving. I
mayÑindeed I shallÑconquer the worlds. But you hold in the palm of
your little white hand, my real rewardÉ . Enough!"

And then he offered us a sort of pseudo-liberty. We might all come
and go about the Great City at will. ApparentlyÑto the public
eyeÑallied to Tarrano. The Princess MaidaÑas beforeÑhereditary
honored ruler; with Tarrano guiding the business affairs of State, as on
Earth our Presidents and their Councils rule the legendary Kings and
Queens. The one ruling in fact; the other, an affair of pretty sentiment.

It was this condition which Tarrano now desired to bring about. With
Georg already beloved for his medical knowledge; and flying rumors
(started no doubt by Tarrano) that the handsome Earth man would some
day marry their Princess.

MyselfÑthe irony of it!ÑI was appointed a sort of bodyguard to the
Lady ElzaÑthe little Earth girl whose presencein the Great City would
help conciliate the Earth and bring about universal peaceÑwith Venus in
control.

So ran the popular fancy, guided by Tarrano. We were given our
pseudo-liberty, watched always by the unseen eyesof Tarrano's guards.
And there was nothing we could do but accept our status. Tarrano was
guiding his destiny cleverly. Yet underneath it all, unseen forces were at
work. We sensedthem. The slaansÑsubmissive at their menial tasks, but
everywhere with sullen, resentful glances. Perhaps Tarrano realized his
danger; but I do not think that he, any more than the rest of us, realized
what the Water Festival was to bring forth.

That nightÑour first night on VenusÑmidway between the darkness
of sunset and the dawnÑwe buried Wolfgar. The air was soft and warm,
with a gentle breeze that riffled the placid waters of the lake. Overhead,
the sky gleamed with a myriad starsÑreddish stars, all of them like Red
Mars himself as seen through the heavy Venus atmosphere. Largest of
them, the Earth. My birthplace! Save Elza here with me on Venus, that
tiny red spot in the heavens,red like the tip of a lighted arrant-cylinder,
held all that was dear to me!

The funeral cortegeÑa solemn line of panoplied boats, started from
the palace. Boats hung with purple fabric. In single file they wended
their way through the city streets.From every landing, balcony, window
and roof-top, the people stared down at us. The street corners were hung
with shaded tubes of light, shining down with spots of color to the
water.
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As we passed,the people bowed their heads,hands to their foreheads,
palms outward. The gesture of grief. From one building came a low mu-
sical chant.

"Honor to Wolfgar! The man who gave his life for our Princess.Honor
to Wolfgar!"

We came to the edge of the city. The lake here narrowed to a riverÑa
length of winding river opening to the pond which was the burial place
of Eternal Peace.On Tarrano's barge, with Elza and Georg, we led the
way. Maida was not with us. I asked Tarrano where she was, but sol-
emnly he denied me.

At the burial watersÑon the sloping banks of which a silent throng
had gatheredÑwe landed. And following us, the other vessels of the
cortege came along and stopped beside us. The pond was dotted with
white markers for the graves. The whole scene unlighted, save for the
stars, and the red and purple aural lights of the Venus heavens, which
mounted the sky at this midnight hour. A great, glowing arcÑthe reflec-
ted glow from a myriad cluster of tiny moons and moon-dust, encircling
Venus. The soft light from it flooded the water and the tombs with a
flush of red and purple.

As we lay there against the bank, with that silent throng breathlessly
watching, from down the river came the last vessel of our cortege. It
made a sceneI shall never forget. The bier. Draped in purple. A single,
half-naked slaanpropelling it with a sweep from its stern. The body of
Wolfgar lying on its raised prowÑhis dead, white face,with peaceupon
it. Beside the body, the lone figure of Maida, kneeling at Wolfgar's head,
with her white, braided hair falling down over her shoulders. Kneeling
and staring, almost expressionless;but I knew that with her whole heart
she was speeding the soul of Wolfgar to its eternal peace.
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Chapter20
Unseen Menace

That day following the burial of Wolfgar, there was nothing of import-
ance occurred. No news from the Earth could get in. I felt that the Earth
might be planning an attack. Probably was, since war had beendeclared.
Yet that of course was months away.

Tarrano apparently was engaged in the pleasurable triumph of the
coming Water Festival. All day he seemedengaged in planning it. But I
knew that he was engagedsecretly with far sterner things concerning the
Cold Country, which lay a day's journey from us. But what they were, I
did not know.

The Water Festival was all we talked of. That afternoon, Tarrano de-
scribing it, said smilingly:

"They say it is for me. But, Lady ElzaÑit is I who plan itÑfor you. You
have not seenthe Red Woman." A gleam of amusement played upon his
lips; but as he regarded Elza, I saw another lookÑof speculation, as
though he were gauging her.

"The Red Woman, Lady Elza. She will preside tonight. You will find
herÑvery interesting. We will watch her together, you and I."

I did not know then what he meant; but I remembered the words later,
and understood only too well.

Just after sundown, when I chanced to be in a small boat alone, near
the palace, the first of two significant incidents occurred. From the shad-
ows beneath a house, the head of a swimming man emerged. A slaan,
and he gripped the sides of my boat as I drifted.

"Wait, Earth man." He spoke in the quaint universal language, which I
understood, though imperfectly.

I gazed at him. A bullet-like head, with sullen, blazing eyes.He added:
"We do not blame youÑor your woman, ElzaÑor the Princess Maida.
Have no fear, but guard yourself well tonight."
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Before I could speak he had sunk into the water, swimming beneath it.
I could see the phosphorescenceof his moving body as he swam away
into the shadows beyond my line of vision.

The other incident came a moment later. As I was gazing down into
the water I saw a moving metal shape. A triangular metal head, as of a
diver's cap. More than that, it turned upward; and behind its pane was a
man's face. Unfamiliar to meÑyet the face of an Anglo-Saxon man of
Earth! Unmistakable! It stared at me a momentÑno more than three or
four feet below my boat. And then it moved away and vanished.

I had no opportunity to speak alone with Elza, or Georg or Maida that
entire evening. Always Tarrano was with us. We sat upon the palacebal-
cony, we men smoking our arrant-cylinders. Tarrano talked and joked
like a care-free youth. He was very courteous to Elza, with a holiday
spirit upon him. But his eyes never relaxed; and often I could see him
measuring her.

The aural lights mounted the sky. The holiday spirit which was on
Tarrano was spreading everywhere throughout the city. Boats gayly be-
deckedÑin such contrast to the funeral cortege of poor Wolfgar just the
night beforeÑbegan passing the palace on their way to the festival wa-
ters. Men and laughing girls thronged them. All with red masks covering
their faces.The men in grey tight-fitting garments, with conical caps and
flowing plumes; the girls in bright-colored, flowing robes, and tresses
dangling with flowers entwined in them.

The balcony upon which we sat was close above the water level. The
barges, of every size and kind, glided past. Sometimes the girls would
shower us with flower petals. One small boat paused before us. A girl
stood up to wave at me. Her hand, held up with the loose robe falling
back from her slim white arm, offered me a huge scarlet blossom. The
love offering. As I hesitated, her laughter rippled out. Shetore the mask
from her face. Her red mouth was smiling; her eyes, provocative, were
dancing with mischief. She tossed the flower into my face as her escort,
with a shout of mock anger, pulled her back to him.

Their boats glided on.
Other boats passed; some with girls gayly strumming instruments of

music. One boat with a man strumming, and a girl on a small dais, dan-
cing with a whirl of black veils. As they cameopposite to us another man
in the boat reached up and pushed the girl overboard. She fell into the
water with a scream of laughter; came up like a mermaid and they
pulled her aboard, the veils and her hair clinging to her.
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At last Tarrano signified that we must go. It was upon me then to
make an effort to draw back, to keep Elza and Maida at the palace with
Georg and me. My heart was heavy with foreboding. Amid all this
laughter and musicÑpleasure of the sensesreigning supreme here in the
Great City tonightÑI could not miss a sense of impending evil. The
slaanspropelling the boats were stolid and grim. Not for them, this dalli-
ance. Not for their women, this music and laughter, these daring cos-
tumes to display their beauty. The slaanwomen, drab with work, were
slinking about unnoticed. Often I would seea boat of them slip by, furt-
ively, in the shadows. Drab women, watching these beauties, resentful,
sullenÑand with what purpose smouldering in their hearts I could only
guess.

The very airÑto me at leastÑseemed pregnant with impending evil. I
know that Georg felt it too. Often I had caught his eye as he regarded
me. Once he started to whisper to me aside, but like a flash, Tarrano with
his microphonic ear, turned to interrupt us.

I wanted to stay with Elza at the palace.Suddenly I was afraid of Tar-
rano, more afraid for Elza than I had ever been.And who, and what was
this Red Woman? Maida knew, of course. Maida had been very solemn
for hours; thoughtful, almost grim.

And the slaan in the water who said he did not blame us. He had
warned us to guard ourselves. But how? There were no weapons. On
this night of pleasure nothing would have been more incongruous.

And that metal cap in the water with a man's face behind it? An Earth
man of my own race! What did it mean?

I was perturbedÑfrightened. But I did not demur when Tarrano led
us to his flower-bedecked barge. Of what use?

We were paired. Georg with Maida; Elza with Tarrano. And I? Tar-
rano told me curtlyÑand with a smile of ironic amusementÑthat when
we reached the festival so handsome a man as I would have no trouble
engaging the attention of some Venus maiden.

On cushions in the barge we reclined while our slaanspoled us along
the streets.Tarrano was feeding sweets to Elza as though they were gay
young lovers. Poor little Elza! She was frightened. Her face was a trifle
pale, her lips set. But she, too, knew that we were wholly in Tarrano's
power, and she made the best of the situation. Sometimes she would
laugh gayly; but I could not miss the note of fear in it.

The progress of our barge was slow. Boats clustered around us, their
occupants pelting us with flowers. A deluge spray of perfume was
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turned on usÑa heavy, exotic scent, almost cloying. It lay redolent on
our garments for hours.

Presently Tarrano gave us masks. And long robes for Maida and Elza
to cover the gay holiday dresses they were wearing.

At the edge of the city a canal had been dug through the hillside. We
passed slowly through it, under archways of dangling colored lights,
around a sharp bend and came upon the Water Festival. AndÑwith im-
pending tragedy for the moment forgottenÑI gazed for this first time at
such a scene of pleasure and beauty as I had never even imagined.
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Chapter21
Love, Music--and a Warning

The Water Festival! As our barge rounded a bend in the canal, under the
archways of dangling colored lights, the festival spread before us. Invol-
untarily I stood up to gaze. The canal opened into an artificial lakeÑa
broad circular sheet of water some 800helans17 in diameter. Sloping hill-
sides enclosed the lakeÑhillsides which I saw were terraced with huge
banks of seats in tiers one above the other.

The seatswere crowded with people. White ribbons of roads gave ac-
cess from the neighboring countryside for land-surface vehicles, and
there were stagesfor the accommodation of air-craft. The rural populace,
and people from the nearby smaller cities, had gathered to view this na-
tional spectacleÑa million or more of them probably, with their indi-
vidual electrical telescopes for direct distant vision, and small pocket
mirrors for that which otherwise would be hidden. A million people at
least, seated here on these gigantic spreading tiers.

The lake itself was thus the stage as it were, of a tremendous arena.
Tiny artificial islands dotted the lakeÑa hundred of them. Islands, some
no more than a few feet broad; some larger, and in the center of the lake,
one quite large. All the islands were covered with luxuriant vegetation.
The tiny ones were no more than shadowed nooks of leaves and flowers.

Between the islands, crooked lanes of the placid water wended their
way in and out, broadening into occasional lagoons. Bridges crossed the
lanes; archways of lights spanned them at intervals.

From this distance the whole scenewas a riot of color and great red
and purple auroral lights of Venus, which at this midnight hour rode the
upper sky, tinged everything vividly. The archway lights were soft rose,
silver and gold. Some of the tiny islands, from sources hidden were
bathed in bright silver. Others darker, in deep purple and red; still oth-
ers, quite unlighted, dim and shadowed, touched only by the reflected
glow from those near them.

17.About 4,000 feet
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From the main island lights were flashing into the sky; occasional color
bombs mounted and burst, painting the heavens.

A riot of color. And then as we approached, I becameaware of sound
and movement aswell. Music from scoresof unseensources.Music from
single isolated instruments floating softly over the waterÑlovers playing
accompaniment to their pleading voices; or again, groups of voicesÑthe
curiously mellow voices of young girlsÑand, on an island apart, music
from an aerial carrying strains from the public concelan.18

It was all music of a type unfamiliar to me of Earth. The intellectuality
of our Earth music was missing. This music of Venus was built upon
queer minor strains; unfinished cadences;a rhythm of the sort we of
Earth could never encompass. I listened, and felt the appeal of my
senses.The lavish, abandoned music of barbarism? I had almost thought
it that. Yet it was not. Rather was it decadent. This whole scene;the col-
or, the music, the heavy cloying scents with which the night air was
redolent; the warm, sensuousabandonment, felt rather than made obvi-
ousÑit was not barbarism, but decadence.And I realized then how close
are the two extremes.A reversion to type, merely. And I knew, then, that
from the pinnacle of civilization which we of Earth had reached, naught
lay before us but this.

Music everywhere throughout the festival. And movement. As we
floated out of the canal, passing slowly along one of the broader water-
ways, boats and barges slipped past us. Barges crowded with revelers.
And the small boats, generally with but a man and a girlÑfugitive
couples with the holiday spirit upon them, seeking the shadowed nooks
of islands for their love-making.

In one lagoon we came upon such a boat. The man in itÑa gay youth
in red and black motley, with the mask fallen from his laughing, perspir-
ing faceÑwas in its stern, manipulating it with a long, thin paddle. The
girl was lying face down on cushions in its prow. She was facing for-
ward, with her long white hair tumbling about her. Around the boat
were clustered a number of other boats.Eachwas small, with only a man
in it. A ring of boats, besieging the girl. Our barge paused to watch. A
boat would dash forward, its occupant standing up to thrust it on. But
the girl, swung to meet it by the efforts of her escort, would turn her cyl-
inder of alcholite19 upon the attacker. Befuddled, her adversary would re-
treat; or another, momentarily drunk, would fall into the water to be
sobered.

18.Orchestra
19.A scent or perfume, highly intoxicating
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All with gay shouts of laughter; until at last the couple were victorious
and scurried away to their island.

We passed on. There were mimic battles often on the islands. A hid-
den couple found out and dragged back. A lone man attacked and pelted
with flowers by a band of marauding girls. A diving platform at one end
of an oval lagoon. Girls mounting it to dive into the red-shimmering wa-
ter, where waiting youths were swimming, and by their prowess in
downing other contenders would seizeupon the girls and carry them off
to where a barge was loading its passengers for the main island.

To this main island we cameat last. It was heavily wooded, and inden-
ted with shallow, placid waterways. In one of them we landed; and amid
a sudden quiet and awe at the presenceof Tarrano, we went ashore.Ge-
org walking with Maida; Tarrano forcing Elza to hold his arm; and I, be-
side Elza until Tarrano sternly bade me walk behind.

We were masked, but the revelers knew us. Amid the throng with
which the island was packed, we moved slowly forward toward a gay
pavilion which was in the center of the grove. Music came from itÑa
broad, roofed-over pavilion with a dancing floor in the depression of its
center space, and tiers of balconies above it.

Within the pavilion, where the air was heavy with the smell of wine,
arrant-smoke, intoxicating whiffs of surreptitiously used alcholite-cylin-
ders and sensuousperfumes upon the garments of the womenÑin here,
the throng pressed around us; the dancers stopped to gaze; the music
momentarily hushed; the spectators on the balconiesÑgirls reclining on
cushions with young gallants seatedbeside them with trays of food and
drinkÑall turned to crane down at us.

"Honor to the Master Tarrano!"
A girl shouted it. A murmur of applause swept about us.
Abruptly Tarrano removed his mask. His face, which had been con-

cealed,showed with the flush of pleasure and his lips were parted with a
smile of gratification and triumph. But, as the red silk mask was doffed,
another took its placeÑthe mask of imperturbabilityÑthat grave, in-
scrutable look with which he always masked his real emotions.

"Honor to the Master Tarrano!"
Tarrano raised his hand; his quiet, calm voice carried throughout the

silent room.
"There is no Master here tonight. No MasterÑonly the Mistress of

Love. Let us honor her. Let herrule us allÑtonight."
For just an instant his gaze seemed to linger upon Elza; then he

gravely replaced his red mask. Applause swept the room; the music
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started again. The lights overhead began whirling their kaleidoscope of
colors down upon the dancers.

We took our places in a canopied enclosure upon the first balcony,
some twenty feet above the dance floor. Tarrano refused the cushions; he
placed Elza deferentially upon them, and spread food and drink and
sweet-meats before her. Near them sat Georg and Maida. I would have
sat between Elza and Georg, but Tarrano pulled me away from them.

"You are wanted below." He said it very softly, for my ears alone; but
through his mask I could see his eyes blazing at me.

"They are diving into the pool outsideÑcannot you hear them, Jac
Hallen?" Impatience came to his voice; in truth, I must have been staring
at him witless. "Maidens out there, JacHallen, who are seeking hand-
some youths like yourself for escort. Must I speak plainly? You are not
wanted here. Go!"

"IÑÑ"
"Another word will be your last." His voice was still almost emotion-

less,but I did not miss the gesture of his hand to his belt. "You had best
obey, Jac Hallen."

I was hardly so witless as not to realize the truth of his admonition. I
turned away; and with all the laughter and movement around us, I think
that Georg, Maida and Elza did not see me go.

For the spaceof an hour or more, I stood alone on the lower floor of
the pavilion, watching the balcony where Tarrano and the others sat.
Stood there alone, feeling helpless and with my heart heavy with fore-
boding. Beneath my grey robe I was dressed in holiday fashion of the
Great CityÑberibboned and gartered, with feathers at my scarlet
shoulders for all the world like a male nada. 20 My red mask I kept on,
and folded my cloak around me.

The dance floor was crowded. I saw now that it was cut into small
circles marked with blackÑcircles in diameter about the length of a man.
At intervalsÑperhaps five minutes apartÑa signal in the music caused
eachof the dancing couples to selecta circle and to dance wholly within
it. And then one of the circles, by mechanical device, was raised into the
air above all the others. The couple on it, thus prominent, danced at their
best, to be judged by Tarrano for a prize.

For an hour I stood there. I could seeElza plainly. She had removed
her mask. Her face was flushed, her lips laughing. Once, in a chancesi-
lence, her shout of applause rang out. The quality of abandonment in it
turned me cold. Did I seeTarrano's hand move back to his belt? Was he

20.A popinjayÑfop
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intoxicating her? Then I saw Maida make a gestureÑwave something
from beneath her cloak at Elza. A scent to sober her? It seemed so, for
Elza looked confused; and I saw Maida flash her a look of warning.

Abruptly, from an alcove near me, a group of girls rushed out. Their
cloaks and white veils fell from them as they camemy wayÑlaughing as
they ran for the doorway leading outside to the pool. I was in their way
and they bumped into me; one of them gripped me. I tried to jerk loose,
but she clung. A slim girl, enveloped in her long, white tresses.Her eyes
laughed at me; her red mouth went up alluringly to my face.

"I love youÑ you, JacHallen." Her arms wound about my neck as she
clung. I was trying to cast her off when her fingers lifted a corner of my
mask.

"I was afraid you were not JacHallen." Her whisper was relieved, and
it had suddenly turned swift and vehement. "I am sister to MaidaÑmy
name, Alda. I am to warn you. When Tarrano danceswith the Red Wo-
manÑwhen they go up on the raised circleÑ you dropto thefloor! You un-
derstand? Keep down, or the rays might strike you! But be here, inside,
and watch. And afterward, go quickly to join the Princessand your Elza.
You understand?"

Sheclung to me, with her slim, white body pressed against my cloak.
To anyone watching us, she would have seemed merely making love.
Her eyes were provocative; her lips mocking me. But she was whisper-
ing, "Drop to thefloor whenTarranodanceswith theRedWomanÑdropor the
rays might strike you!"

Another girl was plucking at me from behind. Alda shouted: "You
shall not have him!" and cast me off. But I heard her whisper, "Comeout-
sidefor a momentÑthencomeback!"Ñand then, aloud, shecried to the oth-
er girl, "You shall not have him! He is coming to watch me dive and
swim! I am more beautiful than youÑyou could not win him from me!"

I let them drag me out into the grove by the scented pool.
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Chapter22
Revolution!

I realize that I am, by nature, not overly observant; and in those mo-
ments, when I stood out there beside the pool, I think I came most for-
cibly to appreciate how little I habitually observe that which is not read-
ily apparent. An incident now occurred to bring it home to me; and,
quite suddenly, a score of things which I had seen during the past two
hours at the festival were made plain.

Music, feasting, merry-making, love! In the midst of it all, an under-
current of events was flowing. Unseen eventsÑbut I had partly seen
some of them, and now, at last, I began to understand.

In the main hall of the pavilion, midway to its roof, a line of mirrors
was placed along the wall facing Tarrano. A hundred small mirrors, side
by side. On them were moving images of what was taking place in dif-
ferent parts of the festivalÑso that Tarrano and the others might seethe
merry-making, not only in the pavilion, but elsewhere,as well. It was in-
teresting to watch the mirrorsÑand sometimes amusing. The sceneof a
gay battle of boats in a nearby lagoon; the diving girls in the pools; a
view from the sky above of the whole scene;another, looking upward at
the color bombs bursting overhead; a bridge on which a dozen girls were
besiegedby as many men, who sought to climb upward from their boats
underneath, flowers for missiles, and the alcholite fumes which held off
the attackers, or, perchance,caused a girl to fall into the water, to be in-
stantly captured.

Other mirrors, eavesdropping upon the secluded islands, making pub-
lic, for the amusement of the spectators in the pavilion, the furtive love-
making of couples who fancied themselves alone.

All this I had seen.And now I remembered that, occasionally, a mirror
had gone dark, and then turned suddenly to a scenesomewhere else. I
understood now. Quiet incidents against Tarrano were in progress. The
mirrors were being tampered with, that none of these events should be
shown.
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There were, scattered throughout the festival, fully a hundred men of
Tarrano's guard. Some of them I knew by their uniforms; others were
concealedby red masks and robes like myself. When first we entered the
pavilion, some twenty or thirty of them had been there with us. But
many of them did not stay; and now I remembered that, one by one, I
had seen them slip away, lured by the slim, white shapes of girls who
came from the pool to beguile them.

I realized now that these girls of the scented pool were very possibly
all working for Maida. Most daring of all at the festival, these fifty girls
who now disported themselves in the water at my feet. All beautiful,
none beyond the first flush of earliest maturity. Slight, grey-white
nymphs, laughing as they discarded their hampering veils, tossing their
white hair as they plunged into the shimmering pool. Seemingly the
most seductive, most abandoned of everyone.

Yet, as I stood there, I saw three of them climb from the water and,
with gay shouts, rush into the pavilion. Back in a moment; and with
them a flushed manÑone of Tarrano's guardsÑflushed and flattered at
their attention. His hat was gone, his robe disheveled, as the girls fought
for him. They stopped quite close to me; and I saw that one of them was
Alda.

"You shall not have him!" she shouted to her companions. "He is mine!
He loves meÑnone of you!"

From her thick hair I saw her draw a tiny cylinder, wave it in the
man's face.And, with another laugh, she flung her arms around his neck
and fell with him into the water. I watched the splash and the ripples
where they went down. In a moment, the girl came upÑ but the man did
not. In all the confusion of the crowded pool, it was not very obvious.

A dozen, perhaps, of such incidents, which now, that I was alert to un-
derstand, were apparent. The mirrors might have shown some of
themÑbut the mirrors always went dark just in time.

Tarrano's guards were disappearing. And now I saw a slaanskulking
in the shadows of the shrubbery nearby. And I noticed, too, that this
pool at my feet had a stream flowing outward from itÑa waterway con-
necting it with the main lake. And I remembered the Earth man in sub-
seagarb whom I had seen.Were there many Earth men down here in the
water?

"When Tarrano dances with the Red Woman, you drop to the floor."
I remembered Alda's words and her admonition, "Be inside the pavil-

ion." And presently I caught her glance as she was poised for a
diveÑand it seemed directing me to leave.
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Wrapped in my drab cloak, I went back inside. The merry-making had
increased; the place was more crowded than ever. I had been there but a
moment when a gong sounded. The music stopped. In the hush Tarrano,
on the balcony, rose to his feet.

"The tri-night hour 21 is here." He removed his mask; his face was
grave, but a slight smile curved his thin lips. "Let us seeourselves now as
we really are."

He slipped his robe from his shoulders and stood in his festive cos-
tume. For so slight a man, I was surprised at the strength of him. Bands
of gold-metal encircled his naked torso; a broad girdle of purple cloth
hung from his waist. His bare limbs were lean and straight; sandals of
red were on his feet. And a band about his forehead with a single feather
in it.

Yet, for it all, he was no male nada, but every inch a man. Gravely smil-
ing, as, with a gesture, he bade them all discard their masks and robes.
From overhead the colored lights turned white. And in the glare, the
robes and masks were dropped. Costumes grotesque, some of them; oth-
ers symbolic; others merely beautiful. Vivid colors. Dancers daringly
garbed, with whom the girls from the pool now mingled.

A moment of breathless silence; then ripples of applause from the
spectators. And then the music and the dancing went on.

Barbaric costumes?Some frankly imitated the bygone ages of Venus,
Mars and Earth. But the spirit that prompted them was decad-
enceÑnothing more.

Presently, as I stood unmasked in my effeminate garb, holding myself
aloof from the girls who would have carried me off to the dancing floor,
I saw the roof of the pavilion roll back. The open sky spread above us.
And from it came down an effulgence of silver light, from a source high
overhead. It bathed us all in its soft radiance; and, simultaneously, the
lights in the pavilion went out. A single golden shaft rested on Tarrano.
Elza, Georg and Maida were still there. In the golden light I could see
them quite plainlyÑcould seethat Elza was flushed with suppressed ex-
citement. Not the alcholite fumes now. Georg, too, seemed very alert.
And Maida. There was, indeed, a tensenessabout them allÑan air of
vague expectancy which made my heart beat faster as I realized it.

Was Tarrano totally unaware of what was about to happen? Was he
unaware of this hidden, lurking menace to him, which now, to me, was
so obvious? I could not believe that; yet, he was imperturbable, solemn
as ever.

21.Half-way between midnight and dawn
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A shaft of golden light upon Tarrano. The darkened chamber. The sil-
ver radiance coming down upon us in a shaft from the sky. A hush lay
upon the room. The music had ceased;now it began again, very soft, eth-
ereal. Everyone in the room was gazing upward. From high overhead in
the silver shaft a shapeappeared, slowly floating downward. A woman's
figure. It came down, supported by what mechanical or scientific device
I never knew. It seemed floating unsupported.

Within the pavilion, suspended in mid-air, I saw that it was a woman
in filmy red veils. Poised on tip-toe in the air. Arms outstretched, with
the red veils hanging from them like wings. A woman fully matured.
White hair piled in coils on her head, with a huge, scarlet blossom in it. A
face, somewhat heavy of feature, powdered white; with glowing eyes,
dark lidded; and a scarlet mouth. A face,an expression in the smoulder-
ing eyes, the full lips half partedÑa face and an expression that seemed
the very incarnation of all that is sensuousin humans. The Red Woman!
The living symbol of all that lay beneath this festive merry-making.

The Red Woman! For a moment she hovered there before us. A shaft
of red light now came down from above. It caught her, bathed her in its
lurid glow. On her face came a look of triumph, and a leer almost in-
solent, asslowly shebegan fluttering through the air toward Tarrano. He
rose to meet her. Whispered something aside to Elza.

Close before him, the Red Woman hovered. And now a circle-dais
from the floor came up to her. Sherested upon it; began a slow, sinuous
dance; one by one loosening the veils; the red light deepening until it
painted her body red in lieu of the draperies.

No frivolous mockery here. Intense, smouldering eyesas she held her
gaze on Tarrano's face and slowly raised her arms in invitation to him.
At her gesture, he rose to his feet. Yet I knew he was not under her spell,
for his lips were smiling, bantering.

But he rose obediently, and stepped from the balcony to the upraised
dais. Around his neck the Red Woman wound her armsÑwhite arms
stained red by the lurid light.

A flash! I did not seefrom whence it came; but within me some sub-
conscious impulse made me drop to the floor. The light from overhead
was out. Momentary darkness. A woman's screamof terror. Then others.
The sound of running feet; bodies falling. Panic in the crowd. Confusion
everywhere.

Then light from somewhere came on. People were tramping me. I
fought them off, climbed to my feet. On the dais the Red Woman lay
dead. Huddled in a heap, with a brand of black searing her forehead.
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Slaans were leaping about the roomÑhuge, half-naked
menÑbrandishing primitive knives. Flashing steel, buried in the backs
of the fleeing merry-makers. Other figuresÑEarth men they
seemedÑgripping the slaans, staying their murderous fury.

Tarrano? I did not seehim at first. The air above the floor of the pavil-
ion was full of snapping sparksÑa battle of some unknown rays. The
mirrors were shattered: glass from them was falling about me. Then, in
the semi-gloom on the balcony, Tarrano's figure materialized. Invisible
before, the hostile rays upon it now made it apparent. But Tarrano
seemedproof against the rays. I could seehe was unharmed; and as he
stood there, no doubt using a curved, duplicating beam, the like of
which I have seen used in warfare, the image of him seemed to shift.
Then it doubledÑtwo images, one here, one further down the balcony.
Then still othersÑappearing and disappearing, always in different
places,until no one could have said where the man himself really was. A
dozen Tarranos, each enveloped in hostile sparks, each with his face
grinning at us in mockery.

Abruptly, I heard Georg's voice shout above the din: "Elza! Elza is
gone!"

The images of Tarrano faded. He, too, was gone.
And then I saw Maida on the balcony, standing with upraised arms.

Her voice rang out.
"Down with Tarrano! Death to Tarrano!" And then her pleading

command:
"Slaans, no more bloodshed! Be loyal,slaans, to your Princess Maida!"
And Georg calling: "Loyalty, everyone, to your Princess Maida. Loy-

alty! Loyalty!"
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Chapter23
First Retreat

I must recount now what Elza later told me, going back to those mo-
ments when Elza sat upon the balcony watching Tarrano and the Red
Woman. The significance of what had been transpiring at the Water
Festival was not clear to Elza; she did not know what was impending,
but asshesat there with Tarrano beside her, a senseof danger oppressed
her. Danger which lay like a weight upon her heart. Yet several times she
found herself laughingÑhilarious; and from Maida's warning glance,
and the steadying odor which Maida wafted to her, she knew that Tar-
rano was using the alcholite fumes to intoxicate her.

The Red Woman and Tarrano were upon the dais. There came a flash;
then darkness. Elza went cold with terror. She sat stiff and silent, while
around her surged that turmoil of confusion. The smell of chemicals was
in the air; her skin prickled as with a million tiny needles where sparks
now began to snap against it.

How long she crouched there, or what was happening, Elza did not
know. But presently she heard Tarrano's voice in her ear.

"Come, Lady Elza, I must get you out of this." In the darkness his face
glowed wraith-like. Then she felt his hand upon her arm.

"Come, we must leave here. I would not have you endangered."
With a haste and roughness that belied the calm solicitude of his

words, he pulled her to her feet. There was light in the pavilion now.
Elza saw dimly the turmoil of struggling figures; and then she saw the
scene duplicatedÑsaw it shift and sway in crazy fashion. Though she
did not know it, she was looking out along the curved rays which Tar-
rano was sending from them. Sparks were snapping everywhere. A
second image of Tarrano appeared to the left of herÑshe saw it in a mir-
ror nearbyÑyet he was at her right, gripping her arm.

"Hurry, Lady Elza."
She found herself being dragged along the balcony; stumbling over a

body lying there; feeling a surge of heat and electric disturbance beat
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against her face. Then Tarrano had her in his arms, carrying her. She
heard him curse as a sudden wave of fire seemedto strike themÑhostile
rays bringing a numbness to musclesand brain. Tarrano was fumbling at
his belt; and through a shower of sparks he stumbled onward with his
burden.

Elza's senseswere fading. Vaguely she was conscious that Tarrano
was carrying her down an incline to the ground. Grateful, cool air. Stars
overhead. Trees; foliage; shimmering water. The screamsand confusion
of the pavilion growing fainterÉ .

When Elza regained consciousness,she was lying in the bottom of a
little boat, Tarrano beside her.

"So? You have awakened? We are quite safe, Lady Elza."
Sheand Tarrano were alone in the boat. It was long and very narrow,

with its sides no more than a foot above the water. Tarrano sat at its
chemical mechanism. A boat familiar to us of Earth. A small chemical-
electric generator. The explosion of water in a little tank, with the result-
ant gasesejected through a small pipe projecting under the surface at its
stern. The boat swept forward smoothly, rapidly and almost silently,
with a stream of the gas bubbles coming to the surface in its wake.

"Quite safe, Lady Elza."
She saw that Tarrano's face was blackened with grime. His garments

were burned, and hers were also. He was disheveled, but his manner
was as imperturbable as ever. He made her comfortable on the cushions
in the boat; drew a robe closer around her against the rush of the night
air.

Elza was unhurt. Shesaw now, with clarifying senses,that they were
plying along a narrow river. Banks of foliage on each side; the auroral
lights in the sky; occasionally on the hillsides along the river, the dim
outlines of a house.

It was all a trifle unrealÑlike looking through a sunglass that was
darkenedÑfor around the boat hung always a vague pall of gloom. Tar-
rano spoke of it.

"Our isolation barrage. It is very weak, but the best I can contrive.
From thesehills the naked eye,now at night could hardly penetrate itÉ .
A precaution, for they will be searching for us perhapsÉ . Ah!É "

A white search-ray sprang from a house at the top of a hill nearby. It
leaped acrossthe dark countryside, swept the waterÑwhich at that point
had broadened into a lagoonÑand landed upon the boat. It was a light
strong enough to penetrate the barrageÑthe boat was disclosed to ob-
servers in the house. But Tarrano raised a small metal projector. A dull-
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red beam sprang from it and mingled with the other. A surge of sparks;
then Tarrano's red beam conquered. It absorbed the white light. And
Tarrano's beam was curved. It lay over the lake in a huge bow, bending
far out to one side. Yet its other end fell upon the hostile house. The
white search-ray from the house was submerged, bent outward with
Tarrano's beam. From the house, the observer could only gaze along this
curved light. He saw the image of the boatÑnot where the boat really
wasÑbut as though the ray were straight.

Elza, staring with her heart in her throat, saw a ball of yellow fire
mount from the house. It swung into the air in a slow, lazy parabola,
came down and dropped into the lake. But it fell where the marksman
saw the boat, a safe distance to one side. A ball of fire dropping into the
water, exploding the water all around it for a distance of a dozen feet.
Like a cascade, the water mounted.

Tarrano chuckled. "A very bad marksman."
Other bombs came. It turns me cold when I think how orders like this

could have come from the Great CityÑthese bombs which had they
found their mark would have killed Tarrano, but at the expense of the
life of Elza. They did not find their mark. Tarrano continually changed
the curve of his beam. The image of the boat shifted. A few moments
only; and riding the waves of the bomb-tossed water, they rounded a
bend, back into the narrow river and were beyond range.

Tarrano snapped off his ray. "Quite safe, Lady Elza. Do not be
alarmed. I doubt if they will locate us again. They should be very busy
now in the Great City. I'm surprised they could even think to notify this
Station we have just passed."

We were indeed very busy in the Great City during those hours, as
you shall presently hear.

Tarrano and Elza were not again disturbed. How far they went in the
boat she does not know, but at last they landed in a sheltered cove. An
air vehicle was there. Tarrano transferred Elza to it, and in a moment
more they were aloft.

The vehicle was little more than an oblong platform, with a low rail-
ing. A platform of a substanceresembling glascite-transparent; and with a
glasciteshield V-shaped in front to break the rush of wind and yet give
vision. A mechanism, not of radio-power, but of gravity like the space-
flyers. Such platforms had been,but were no longer in use on Earth. Elza
had never seen one. It was a new experience for her, this flying with
nothing above one, nothing to the side, or underneath save that
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transparent substance. To her it was like floating, and at times falling
headlong through the air.

They rose no more than a thousand feet at first, and then swept paral-
lel with the ground. At a tremendous speed; even at this height the
forests seemedmoving backward as the ground moves beneath a surface
vehicle.

Dark, somber forests of luxuriant tropical vegetation. It was now near-
ing dawn; the auroral lights were dropping low in the sky; the great
Venus Cross of Dawn was rising, its first two stars already above the line
of hills to one side.

Then the sky out there flushed red; a limb of the glorious Sun of Venus
came up. A new day. And even though the air was warm, within Elza
was ashiver.

"It is very wonderful to me, my Elza, this being alone with you."
He sat beside her, gazing at her with his calm, impenetrable eyes. It

was near noon of that day following their escapefrom the Water Festiv-
al. They had flown possibly two thousand miles. The Sun had risen, but
after a timeÑsince their enormous speed and change of latitude had af-
fected the angle at which they viewed itÑthe Sun now was hanging al-
most level, not far above the horizon.

Beneath the platformÑa mile below nowÑlay a tumbled waste of na-
ked crags. The borders of the Cold Country! Tarrano's stronghold! The
birthplace of his dreams of universal conquest.

Elza was staring downward. A barren waste. Rocks bare of verdure.
Grey, with red ore staining them. A desolation of empty rock, with grey
flat shadows. And far ahead, the broken, serrated ranks of mountains
with rocky peaks, white-hooded with the snow upon their summits. The
Cold Country. Bleak; forbidding.

This brittle air was cold; yet Elza and Tarrano were warm. Before the
platform, a ray dartedÑa low-powered ray of a type that was to be so
great a factor in the warfare into which we were all so soon to be
plunged. It heated the air, so that the platform rushed always through a
wind that was balmy.

"What did you say?" Elza looked up to meet Tarrano's steady gaze.
"I said it is wonderful to be thus alone with you, my Elza."
"Oh." She looked away.
He persisted; but his voice was gentle and earnest."Soon we will be at

my home, Lady Elza. And nowÑthere are some things I would like to
say while I have the opportunityÉ . You will listen?"
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"Yes," she said; and tried to keep from him the trembling within her.
"I'll listen, of course."

He nodded. "Thank youÉ . My Elza, you have heard me talk of con-
quering the world. My dreamÑmy destiny. It will come to pass, of
course. YetÑ" A smile pulled at his lips. "Do you know, my Elza, what
you and I are doing now?"

She stared, and he did not wait for her to answer.
"We're making my first retreat. I wonder if you can realize how I feel,

having to admit that? Tarrano in retreat!É Our escapefrom Venia? Pouf!
That was a jest. I was there on Earth merely to get you, and the Brende
model. I had no thought of conquering the Earth just then. I accom-
plished my two purposesÑand leftÉ . It was not a retreat, merely a
planned departure.

"But this, my Elza, is very different. I did not wish to do what I am do-
ing now. I had plannedÑI had thought, had actually hoped, that I might
maintain myself in the Great City. You see,I tell you this, little girl, be-
causeÑwell I am a lonely man. I walk aloneÑand because I am hu-
manÑit does me good to have someone to talk to. I had hoped I might
maintain myself in the Great City. Last nightÑat the start of the Water
FestivalÑI began to realize it was impossible. I should have enlisted the
RhaalsÑthe men of science,Elza. But I had no time, and they are very
aloof. I could have won them to me had I tried." He shrugged. "I must
confess I was over-confident of my strengthÑthe strength of my posi-
tion. The Rhaalsstayed out of the affairÑstayed in their own city, which
has always been their policy. That was what I expected, but now I seeI
should have had their aid. I didÑwell what I did to guard against the
unhappy outcome you witnessedÑwhat I did was wrongly planned.
You see, I take all the blame. I alone am responsible for my destiny.
There are some who in defeat cry bitterly, 'Luck! That cursed luck was
against me!' Not so! Leadership is not a matter of luck. Destiny is what
you make it. You see?

"And so now I am making my first retreat. A set-back,nothing more. I
shall launch my forces from the City of Ice, instead of marshalling them
from the Central State as I had planned. And Mars is still mine. I still
control Mars, little ElzaÉ . A set-back just nowÑand it bothers me. It
hurts my prideÑand as you know, my Elza, Tarrano is very proud."

Shehad been listening to him, her fingers plucking idly at her robe. He
bent closer to her; his voice turned tender. "I was thinking that per-
hapsÑjust perhaps you would scorn Tarrano in his triumphs, you might
feel differently toward him nowÑin his first retreat. Do you?"
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She forced her eyes up to his again. "I'mÑsorryÑfrom your view-
point, I meanÑthat things are going wrong."

He smiled gently. "You are very conservative, Lady Elza. You want
very much to avoid hypocrisy, don't you?"

"Yes," she said frankly. "You could hardly expect me to be sorry at
your defeat."

"Defeat?" He rasped out the word, and his laugh was harsh. "You are
too optimistic. Defeat? Things going wrong? That is not so. A slight set-
back. A strategic retreatÑand in a week I will have regained more than I
have lostÉ . Oh, Lady Elza! I who would nowÑand alwaysÑbe so
gentle with youÑwhy we are almost quarreling! That is not right. For
the lives of a thousand of my servants, I would not have used that tone
to you just now. Forgive meÉ .

"I was saying, my ElzaÑcould not you feel more kindly to me now. A
little hope from those gentle eyesof yoursÑa little word from those red
lipsÑa word of hope for what some day might be for usÑyou and
meÑ"

She dared to try and turn the subject. "You mentioned the Brende
modelÑwhere is it? Have you it in the Cold Country?"

He frowned. "Yes.And I will use itÑfor you and me alone. You've al-
ways known that, haven't you? Just for you and me, my Elza." He took
her hand. "Won't you try and love meÑjust a trifle?"

Shedid not move. "IÑdon't know." Then she faced him squarely. "I do
not love you, Tarrano." Something in his eyesÑa quality of pleading; a
wistful smile upon his lipsÑsuddenly struck her aspathetic. Strangeand
queerly pathetic that such a man as he should be reduced to wistfulness.
Emotion swept her. Not love. A feeling of sympathy; a womanly desire
to lighten his sorrow; to sympathize and yet to withhold from him the
happiness he sought.

"I do not love you, Tarrano. But I do respect you. And I am sorryÑ"
"Respect! I have told you I can command that from everyone. But

loveÑyour loveÑ"
"I would give it if I could, Tarrano."
"You meanÑyou're trying to love meÑand cannot?"
"I meanÑOh, I don't know what I mean, save that I do not love you

yet."
He smiled. "I think you speak the truth when you say you do not

know what you mean. Your love! If I had it, I should know that I would
have it always. ButÑhaving it notÑ" He was very sincere, but his smile
broadened. "Having it not, my Elza, there is no power in all the heavens
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that can tell me how to get it. It may be born in a moment from nowÑor
never. Who can tell?"

Shewas silent; and after a moment, he added: "Enough of this. I would
ask you just one thing. You are not afraid of me, are you?"

"No," she said; and at that moment she meant it.
"I would not have you ever be afraid, Lady Elza. Love is not conceived

by fear. And you must know I could never force my love upon you. For
if I didÑI should withhold forever the birth of this love of yours which is
all I seekÑthis love I am trying to breathe into lifeÉ . Enough!"

He did not mention the subject again. For hoursÑeating what meager
stock of tabloid food with which their vehicle was provisionedÑthey
flew onward. Rising now to top the line of jagged mountains. Over them
the platform swept. In the crisp air the snow down there gleamed blue-
white; the ice with an age-old look filled the valleys between the peaks.

The arctic! It was nothing like the Polar regions of Earth. Stark desola-
tion. A naked land seemingly upheaved by some gigantic cataclysm of
nature, lying tumbled and broken where it had fallen in convulsive
agony; and then congealed forever in a grip of ice.

The Sun hung level as the vehicle advanced. In theselatitudes it would
swing side-wise in a slow, low arc, to dip again below the horizon and
vanish. Here in the Cold Country it was morning of the Long Day.
Summer!

On over the crags and glaciers Tarrano guided their frail flying plat-
form. Houses occasionally showed nowÑhuts of ice, congealed
dwellings, blue-white in the flat sunlight.

And then at last, over the horizon camethe ramparts of a city. The City
of Ice! The size of itÑthe evidencesof civilization here in this brittle land
of deadly coldÑmade Elza gasp with wonderment.
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Chapter24
Attack on the Palace

I must take you back now to the Water Festival and the events in the
Great City which followed it. Slaansin murderous frenzy were plunging
through the throng of erstwhile revelers. Maida could not quell them.
The revolt which she had started against Tarrano seemednow a self-cre-
ated monster to destroy us all.

But there were Earth men among us. A hundred of them, no more.
They had come from Washington that same day; had landed, I learned
later, secretly near the Great City, sent with our Earth Council's plans to
communicate with Maida. Beneath the water, coming individually, they
had entered the festival; and helping Maida's girls (the diving girls
whom I had encountered) they had made away with most of Tarrano's
guards.

In those first moments of frenzy, I got to the balconyÑjoined Maida
and Georg. Elza was gone! My heart went cold, but in those hurried,
frantic moments, grave disaster as it was, I did not dwell upon it.

"We must get awayÑback to the palace!" Georg exclaimed as I joined
them.

The Earth men on the main floor were holding the slaanspartially in
check. Bodies were lying in a welterÑI shall not describe it. Then ab-
ruptly, upon a table a huge slaan leapedÑhis garments blood-stained
from his victims, a blade of dripping steel in his hands. He shouted
above the tumultÑwords not in the universal language, but in the dia-
lect of the slaans. His command carried throughout the building. Other
slaanstook it up; we could hear it echoed outside as others shouted it
over the waters.

The bloodshed abruptly ceased.The slaansleaped away from the Earth
men, who were glad enough to let them goÑrushed for the archways of
the pavilion. Outside, we could hear the water splashing. Swim-
mersÑand boats scurrying off. Then comparative silence. The scream of
a slaanwoman in the grove nearby, still desiring vengeance;the groans
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of the dying at our feet; the hiss and splutter of weapons discarded, with
circuits still connected. And over it all, the great whine of a danger
whistle, which some distant official had pluggedÉ . A lull. And around
us lay strewn stark tragedy where a few moments before had been
festive merry-making. A crimson scene,with the body of the Red Wo-
man lying like a symbol in its midstÉ .

Within an hour we were back at the palace. The whole city was seeth-
ing. Boats and lights were everywhere. Control of everything seemed
lost. Warning signals shrilled in crazy fashion. Public mirrors were dark,
or turned to places and time wholly irrelevant.

In the palace itself we soon secured a semblanceof order. Maida's girls
were here, with wet veils and long dank tressesclinging to their sleek
bodies. Lips painted alluring red. But eyeswhich now were solemn and
grim. Their demeanor alert and business-like. Unconscious of themselves
they moved about the palace, executing Maida's orders.

A dozen or so of Maida's personal retainers were hereÑand most of
the Earth men. Keen-eyed young men of the Washington Headquarters
Staff. One of themÑTomm Aften by name, a ruddy, blue-eyed fel-
lowÑwas in command. He stayed close by Georg and me.

The city was seething. But out of the chaos was coming a comparat-
ively orderly menace.We could senseit at first; and then in a few brief
minutes so swift that we had no time to prepareÑthe menace became
obvious and was at hand.

The slaanshad withdrawn from the festival for a greater, more organ-
ized effort. Their revolt against Tarrano in which Maida had joined, was
bigger, more deep-rooted than a mere revolt. It was against Maida her-
self. Trickery of the downtrodden slaansagainst the ruling class.Against
the old order of government. Even against the Rhaals, who in their dis-
tant city were all-powerful, but who obeyed the laws and took no part in
anything.

Revolution! From down the waterways of streets which converged in-
to the broad lagoon before the palace, boats began arriving. Boats
crowded with slaans. Disheveled, unkempt men and women with primit-
ive weapons of steel and wire brandished aloft. They surged into the la-
goon. A murderous, frenzied mobÑthoughtless of itself, suicidal to at-
tack us, yet daring everything in its frenzy.

Soon the lagoon was crowdedÑa chaos of pushing, shoving boats.
Then the boats began landing, disgorging their occupants, wild-eyed
slaans each a potential murderer. The gardens of the palace were
presently jammed with them. They did not at first come within our
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threshholds; they stood milling about under the palms, trampling the
tropic flowers, screaming threats and epithets at us. But waitingÑas a
mob always doesÑfor some leader to advance, that they might follow
him upon us.

We stood on the palace roof-top. I must confess that we were in a
flurry for the moment. There were undoubtedly weapons at hand, but I
at least did not have them, nor did I know where they were. Excusable
flurry possibly for the thing had come so quickly, and most of us were
strangers here of but a few hours.

The roof had a low railing waist-high, but broad. We stood clustered
behind it. In the garden beneath, the mob was shouting up at us. And,
before I could stop her, Maida had leaped to the top of the rail. Georg
and I clutched at her, then steadied her.

"SlaansÑ"
But they would not hear her. Shouts went up; a roar of threats. The

press of additions to the mob landing from other boats, forced the front
ranks forward. They were now on the palace steps, jammed there wav-
ing their weapons yet still hesitating to advance.

"SlaansÑmy peopleÑ"
Maida's frail voice was lost in the uproar. Then a missle was thrown

upwardÑa portion of a broken generatorÑa heavy chunk of metal. It
barely missed Maida, and fell with a thump to the roof behind us. Then
came othersÑa rain of them about us. I tried to pull Maida back, but she
fought me, her voice still calling out its appeal.

With a bound, Georg was up on the rail beside her. AftenÑthe young
Earth manÑhad quietly handed him a cylinder. Georg waved it at the
mob.

"SlaansÑ" His stronger voice caught their attention. A sudden hush
fell.

"SlaansÑit is I, Georg Brende. Your PrincessMaida rules you now only
under me. A new ruler, slaansÑthe man of EarthÑGeorg Brende who
must be obeyedÑGeorg Brende, soon to be husband of your PrincessÑ"

But they would not hear him out. The din from them submerged his
voice. His lips snapped tight as abruptly he ceased talking; his brows
lowered grimly and I saw his finger press upon the cylinder.

Maida's voice screamed: "Georg! Have mercy! Do not kill them!"
Shespoke barely in time. His cylinder swept upward. The rays from it

caught only the upper portions of the palms and the tree tops. The fo-
liage withered, shriveled before that soundless, invisible blast.
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Not a blast of heat. The mob, surprised, then frightened, stared up-
ward. The soft tropical foliage in a great wide swath was dead, with na-
ked sticks of limbs. Black, then turning white. Not with heatÑbut cold.
Ice was forming from the moisture in the humid air. And then the sud-
den condensation brought snowÑa thick white fall of it sifting down in-
to the palm-laden garden; falling gently, then swirling in a sudden wind
which had begun.

As though itself stiffened by the cold just overhead, the mob stood
transfixed. Then a murmur of horror came.And I saw through the veil of
whirling snow, that into some of the trees slaanshad climbed. Their bod-
ies, frozen now, slid and fellÑblack plummets hurtling downward
through the swirling snow-flakes.
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Chapter25
Immortal Terror

To Elza, approaching with Tarrano on the tiny flying platform the City of
Ice, the place seemed truly like a child's dream of Fairyland. The rude
snow huts of the Arctic of our Earth were all that she had ever conceived
could be built of frozen water. Here, in the outskirts of the city, she saw
indeed, quite similar huts. But further inÑornate buildings several stor-
ies high. Shecaught a vague glimpse of them only, as the platform flew
above them and descended in the center of the city.

They had passed over great outer encircling rampartsÑa huge wall
many helans longÑbuilt entirely of ice blocksÑfortifications like that
fabled wall which in the dim history of our Earth had once encircled a
portion of the domain of the Yellow Race.

The platform came down before a central buildingÑthe Palaceof Ice.
Even in this dim daylight of the Cold Country summer, the great build-
ing gleamed and glittered resplendent. A building of many levels, stor-
ied and winged, with spider bridges and aerial arcades connecting the
wings. Frescoed everywhere! ornate with carved design chipped in ice
blocks hard as marble. Rolling terraces of snow and ice surrounded
itÑlawns of smooth white, with winding paths of ice. A many balconied
building; towers, spires and minarets crowning it. All blue-white. Glit-
tering. Seemingly fragile; from a distance, a toyÑa sample of the ultra-
skill of some master confectioner, as though the whole thing were a toy
of sugar for children to admire. But at close rangeÑsolid; in the cold of
this terrible region, as solid as though constructed of blocks of stone.

With the flying platform landed, and its warming rays cut off, attend-
ants rushed forward. Tarrano and Elza were wrapped in furs at
onceÑheavy furs which covered them from head to foot.

"Well! Well, Graten!" Tarrano greeted his subordinate smilingly.
"Things are in condition here? You got my message?"

"Yes, Master. All is in good fashion here. We welcome you."
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In his furs, with face almost hidden, Elza could not seewhat manner
of man this was.

They entered the palace. Frescoed; carved everywhere, within as
without. The main doorway led into a palatial hall, carpeted with furs. It
was warm. Tarrano discarded his fur, and helped Elza out of hers.

"You like my home, Lady Elza?"
"It'sÑbeautiful," she answered.
His smile showed amusement at the wonder and awe which stamped

her expression. He added very gently:
"I had in mind when I built it, the hope that you would be pleased."
A comfortable interior warmth. Elza noticed little blurs of red light be-

hind wire cages here and there. The warmth came from them; and a
glow of pale white light from the tubes along the wall.

A woman hurried to them. Tara! Elza recognized her at once. Tara,
looking very pretty in a pale blue robe, with her hair done high upon her
head. The woman who loved Tarrano; he had sent her on here to be rid
of her, when he went to the Great City. Shecame forward. Pleasurewas
on her face at seeing Tarrano; but her glance as she turned it momentar-
ily toward Elza, held again that smouldering jealousy.

Tarrano was evidently in a mood of high good humor.
"You welcome me prettily, Tara." She had flung her arms about him.

"Tara, my dear isÑÑ"
"MasterÑyou come but in time. They are working the Brende instru-

ment. Already they haveÑÑ"
"They? Who?" He frowned. His words were hard and cold as the ice-

blocks around him.
"Woolff. And the son of Cretar. Many of themÑusing it now!"
Tarrano drew Elza with him. Tara led the way. Through glowing

white hallways, an arcade; down steps and an inclineÑto burst at last
through a tunnel-like passage into a room.

"So? What is this, Cretar?"
A room littered with apparatus. A dozen men were about. Men

scantily dressed in this interior heat. Short, squat men of the Cold
Country; flat-nosed, heavy faces;hair long to the base of the neck. In a
corner stood the Brende instrument, fully erected.A light from it seemed
penetrating the bared chest of a man who was at that moment standing
in its curative rays.

He whom Tarrano called Cretar, took a step forward.
"Master, weÑÑ"
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"Making yourselves immortal?" The anger had left Tarrano's voice;
irony was there instead.

"MasterÑÑ"
"Have you done that?"
"MasterÑyes! Yes! We did! Forgive us, Master."
The man before the instrument had retreated from it. Elza saw now

that all the men were shrinking back in terror. All save Cretar, who had
fallen tremblingly to his knees. Yet Tarrano showed no anger. He
laughed.

"I would not hurt you, Cretar! Get up, man! I am not angryÑnot even
annoyed. Why, your skin is turning orange. See the mottles!"

On the flesh of all the menÑsave the one who had beenchecked in the
act of using the instrumentÑa bright orange mottling was apparent.
Cretar exclaimed:

"The immunity to all diseases, master. It is itself a dis-
easeÑharmlessÑand it combats every other." He laughed a little wildly.
"We cannot get sick now. We cannot dieÑwe are immortal. Come,
MasterÑlet us make you so!"

Tarrano whispered: "You see,Lady Elza?The orange spots! Thesemen
of medicine here have used the Brende secret to its full. Immune from
disease!"

"Let us treat you, Master. This immortalityÑÑ"
On Cretar's face was a triumphant smile, but in his eyes lay a terror.

The man who had not been treated stood against the wall watching with
interest and curiosity. But the others! They crouched; wary; alert eyes
like animals at bay.

Tarrano laughed. "Treat me! Cretar, you know not with what you have
been trifling. Immortal? You are indeed. Diseasecannot touch you! You
cannot dieÑsave by violence!"

He swung to Elza. "These men, Lady ElzaÑthey are strong-muscled.
In health now more perfect than any other humans. You are frailÑa frail
little woman. And unarmed. I bid youÑstrike one of them!"

She stared; but as she suddenly faced about, she caught in part his
meaning. Before her Cretar shrank back, his face gone white, his teeth
chattering.

"What's that behind you?" Tarrano's voice simulated sudden alarm; he
scuffled his feet on the floor. The men jumped with fright; nerves un-
strung, they cowered.

"What manner of men!" Tarrano's laugh was contemptuous. "Oh, Lady
Elza, let this be a lesson to all of us! To cure diseaseis well. To prevent
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itÑthat too is good. But immortalityÑDr. Brende never intended it, you
know he did not, Lady ElzaÑthe belief that we have everlasting life here
on this planeÑthe Creator never intended that. With all danger of death
goneÑsave violenceÑthese immortals here fear violence so greatly that
they are men no longer!

"Immortal terror! God forbid I should ever feel it! Or you, Lady Elza. A
lesson for us all, who would be so un-Godly as to seek and think we
have found what only the Creator Himself can bestow!"
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Chapter26
Black Cloud of Death

I must revert now to that time in the gardens of Maida's palace at the
Great City when we stood upon its roof-top, threatened below by that
mob of slaans. Georg stood with the cylinder in his hand, waving it. The
palm foliage was freezing. Down through the swirling snow fell the
frozen bodies of the slaanswho had climbed into the gigantic palm
fronds. The thuds as the bodies struck the ground sounded horribly
plain in the stillness. Georg was still waving his cylinder. Snow and ice
were gathering everywhere. Incautiously he lowered the weapon; a brief,
momentary chillÑthe congealing breath of the Arctic in this warm palm-
laden gardenÑswept the horror-stricken crowd.

"Georg, have mercy!"
Maida's frightened, pleading words brought Georg to his senses.He

snapped off the cylinder and dropped it behind him to the palace roof-
top. He was trembling and white as he stood with his arm around
Maida. Weapons so drastic as this one were seldom used. Indeed, it was
law throughout both Venus and the Earth that no civilian should possess
them. The power for wholesale death in his hand, and which without
wholly meaning to, he had so nearly used to its full effect, had unnerved
him.

Without the ray, the wind soon died. The warmer air mounting,
melted the ice; the snow ceasedfalling. But the swath of shriveled foliage
remainedÑa hideous scar cut into the luxuriant tropical growth.

The mob had forgotten its threats, its evil intent. Silent for a moment, it
now burst into outcries. Motionless: then milling about, struggling aim-
lessly with itselfÑstruggling to retreat. A panic of terror. The boats in the
lagoon were retreating. The slaansalong the fringe of shore began hur-
riedly to embark. The groups huddled at the palace steps were trying to
shove the others back. In a rout they tumbled into their boats and scur-
ried away. Maida's voice, striving to reassure them, was unheard.

And presently the scarred, trampled garden was empty and silent.

133


	Foreword
	Chapter 1
	Chapter 2
	Chapter 3
	Chapter 4
	Chapter 5
	Chapter 6
	Chapter 7
	Chapter 8
	Chapter 9
	Chapter 10
	Chapter 11
	Chapter 12
	Chapter 13
	Chapter 14
	Chapter 15
	Chapter 16
	Chapter 17
	Chapter 18
	Chapter 19
	Chapter 20
	Chapter 21
	Chapter 22
	Chapter 23
	Chapter 24
	Chapter 25
	Chapter 26
	Chapter 27
	Chapter 28
	Chapter 29
	Chapter 30
	Chapter 31
	Chapter 32
	Chapter 33
	Chapter 34
	Chapter 35
	Chapter 36
	Chapter 37

