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JEST 89,000 VOLTS

"Comeon, Jerry," Chuck caled out cheerfully from inside the rude shed that the two chums had fixed
up asasimplelaboratory. "The old particle acceerator isfired up and rarin’ to go!"

"I'm fired up and rarin’ to go too," Jerry whispered into the delicate rose ear of lovely Sally
Goodfellow, hislips smacking their way aong her jaw towards her lips, hisinsidious hands stedthily
encircling her wast.

"Silly! Sdly giggled and wriggled free of his powerful, yet tender embrace with asolid blow of the
hedl of her hand againgt his chin. Y ou know that | like Chuck just asmuch as| likeyou.” Then, with a
saucy toss of her shoulder-length locks she was gone, and Jerry looked after her longingly, fingering his
bruised jaw.



"Come on, Jarry, the accumulators are crackling with barely restrained power,” Chuck shouted.
"Herel come."

Jerry entered the shed and closed and locked the door carefully behind him, for there were discoveries
and yetunpatented inventions here that would set the largest corporationsin the land to licking their lips. It
just so happened that these two young men, gtill students at a secluded State College in drowsy
Pleasantville, had two of the keenest mindsin the country, perhaps the entireworld. Tal, dark-haired,
broad-shouldered Jerry Courteney, handsome as a Greek god with awhimsical smile forever playing
about hislips, would never be taken for the topnotch engineer that he was, the man who walked off with
every medd and every award in every field that he chose to study. Helooked less like a scholar than the
rugged frontiersman he redlly was, for he had been born up on the far northern border of our country, on
ahomesteaded ranch in Alaska north of the Arctic Circle. In that rough environment he had grown up
with hisfour strgpping brothers and strapping father, who strapped them al quite well when they got out
of line, as high-spirited boys ever will. The otherswere dl ill there, hewing aprecariousliving from the
virgin wilderness, but much as he loved theicy slences and whispering trees, Jerry had been bitten by the
bug of knowledge, just as hisarmswere bitten by the ravenous mosquitoes so his skin was tougher than
shoe leather, and had made his way from school to school, scholarship to scholarship until he reached
State College.

Chuck van Chider, no less of agenius, had had afar easer time of it. A blond giant of man with arms
asthick asastrong man'slegs, he was the heart and spirit of the State Stegasauri, the championship
footbal team, the man who could open aholein any line, who could carry the ball through any number of
grappling foe. When he remembered to. Twice during the last season he had stopped stock till with the
game surging around him as a solution to acomplicated mathematical problem suddenly presented itself
to him. He went on to win these games, so histeammates never minded the blank moments, and hewas
aso the heir to the van Chider millionswhich aso did not make him any enemies. Born with aplatinum
spoon in hismouth, hisfather had prospected a platinum mine on the very spot where the Pleasantville
Mental Hospital now stood; he had never known want. Before the mine had played out, the shrewd
Chester van Chider had sold out and used the money to buy the tiny cheese works outside of town. By
the addition of inert ingredients and deliquescing agents to the sturdy cheese he had built aworld wide
market for Van Chider Cheddar - and afortune for himsaf. Though discontented radicals from the
lunatic fringe often said his cheese tasted like rancid sealing wax, the public at large loved it, mostly for its
ddliquescing agents which absorbed water from the atmosphere so that after afew days, if you didn't eat
fast enough, you had more cheese than you started with. Chester van Chider was a shrewd businessman,
unlike the greedy operators who bought his platinum mine only to have it play out afew weeks|ater, this
blow being so great that most of them ended up in the aforementioned looney bin built on the minesite.
The keen business mind of the father was reflected in the mathematical genius of the son.

In some ways as different as night and day, blond and dark-haired, wiry and stocky, the two friends
were very much alikeinside. They had strong hearts and rugged digestions - and minds that were as keen
as any that could be found. All around them, in the cluttered |aboratory that had once been a smple shed,
lay thefruits of their mutual genius. A tossed-aside bit of breadboard circuitry that would one day
revolutionize long-line transmission of dectricity, abit of scribbled paper that eaborated asmple
equation for squaring the circle. These were the playthings of their ever-curious minds - and their latest
plaything now filled the room and hummed with life. A massive, hulking, 89,000-volt particle accelerator
that they had put together from surplus e ectromagnets and arusty water boiler. High-density batteries of
their own invention brimmed full of eectricity, and dl that was required now wasto throw the great gang
switch to send the charged particles smashing into the target. "Put the rubidium on the target area, will
you?' Chuck called out, busily at work adjusting a meter, histhick, strong fingers as ddlicate asthose of a
master watchmaker at the precise job.



"Right on," Jerry answered and reached for the sample of the rare meta they were bombarding - but
seized instead apiece of Van Chider Cheddar from the large whedl they aways kept nearby. It wasa
moment of youthful madness, a harmless jest brought on perhaps by the tillwarm memory of those
precious lips againgt which his had so recently rested. Filled with the joy of life, he prized the damp piece
of cheese free and dapped it onto the chamber and sealed and evacuated it.

"Stand clear," Chuck shouted. "There she blows!" With amighty crackling the batteries discharged
completely, and the sharp smell of ozonefilled theair. Visble only as a sudden fine beam of purple Ught,
the particles struck the target and vanished.

"Experiment eighty-three,” Chuck said, licking a pencil and making anote on the chart. The clamps
pulled free and the cover came away and he looked in at the target and his eyes bulged and the pencil fell
from hislimp fingers. "I'll be double gosh-darned!” he whispered. Jerry could contain himself no longer
but burgt out laughing at hisfriend's astonishment "Just ajoke," he gasped through the laughter. "1 put
some cheesein place of the rubidium.”

"Thisischeese?' Chuck asked, and withdrew a spherica black lump from the target area.

Thistime it was Jerry's turn to gape and gasp, and Chuck enjoyed agood chuckle at hisfriend's
discomfiture. But the fun once over, they turned their attention to the sudden mystery.

"It was cheese before it was bombarded,” Jerry said, suddenly serious, looking at the shiny black
pellet through astrong lens.

"There are anumber of unusua chemicasin my father's cheese. Somehow they united under the
bombardment to form this new compound, once the large quantities of hydrogen and oxygen had been
freed from the water. What can it be?"

"We can find out easily enough - but | have just had anidea. Takeavacuumtube. . . ."

"Of course, | had the same obviousidea. Put this new substance in place of the cathode and hook it
up and seewhat kind of signdl it produces.”

"Exactly my idea." Jerry smiled. "But we need aname for this substance.”

"I think chedditefillsthe bill."

"Bangon!"

They cracked the glass casing of ahulking PF167 power tube and put the mysterious fragment of
cheddite in place of the cathode, Jerry deftly wiring it into the circuit while Chuck took aglassrod and
quickly blew anew envelopefor the tube. A few moments more sufficed to wire the tubeinto a
breadboarded amplifier circuit and to switch the power on.

"Giveit somemorejuice," Jerry said, frowning at the meters hooked up to the output of the circuit.

"She'staking al we have now," Chuck answered, spinning the great theogtat to itsfind stop.

"Wdll, then there's something mighty fishy here. Look. The current is pouring into the circuit - but itis
not coming out! Not aneedle hasflickered from the stops. Whereis dl that energy going?”’



Chuck scratched hiswide jaw in puzzlement. "It's not coming out as volts or ohms or watts, that isfor
sure. So it must be radiant energy of adifferent kind. Let's hook up ahunk of aerid to that output and
seewhat kind of signdl it is putting out.”

A handy metal coat hanger served that function well and was wired into the circuit while test
instruments were set up around it.

"I'll giveit just amillivolt firet,” Jerry said as he threw the switch.

What happened next was as soundless as it was shocking. The moment the current went into the
circuit something was broadcast from the coat hanger-aerial, because a coat-hanger-shaped chunk of
wall ingtantly vanished. It happened soundlessly and in afraction of asecond of time. Jerry hurled off the
current, and they rushed to the wall. Through the new opening they could see the board fence that circled
the backyard - and the same strange force had a so taken a coat-hanger-shaped section from the fence
aswell.

"And spreading,” Chuck mused. "That hole in the fenceistwo or threetimes as big asthefirst
opening.”

"Not only that," Jerry said, squinting aong the edge of the hole. "If you look, you'll see a stub of amast
next door where the Grays new color TV aeria used to be. And, let me think for asecond, yes, I'm
right. That missing section of fence iswhere the landlady's cat deepsin the afternoon. And he was
deeping therewhen | camein.”

"Thiswill take somethinking out,” Chuck said asthey hammered boards over the opening in thewall
"We had better keep it to ourselves for awhile. I'll send an anonymous check to the Graysfor their
aerid.”

"We better think about an anonymous cat for my landlady aswell.”

A sudden knocking on the door startled them both, and they exchanged glances, for it wasthe
landlady calling to them. Mrs. Hosenpefer was a good woman, though advanced in years, awidow who
had run her home as a boardinghouse ever since her husband, a switchman on the railroad, had met a
tragic end under aboxcar that his advancing desfness had prevented hearing approach. Somewhat guiltily
the two young men opened the door to face the white-haired widow wringing her hands with despair.

"I don't know what to do,” shewailed, "and | know | shouldn't bother you out here, but something
terrible has happened. My cat" - both listeners recoiled at the word "has been stolen. Poor Max, who
would do that to asweet harmlessanimd like that?"

"Just what do you mean 'stolen'?" Jerry asked, fighting desperately to keep the tenson out of hisvoice.
"l can't imagine why, some people will do awful things these days, it must be the drugs. Here | thought
my Max was adegp on the fence out there” - the two listening men stirred ever so dightly at the words -
"but he wasn't. Kidnapped. | just had aphone call from the sheriff in Clarktown that somebody had
thrown Max through awindow or something right into the middle of the Unreformed Baptist choir
practice. Max was very angry and scratched the soloist. They caught him and called me because of the
tag on hiscollar."

"Thiscal came through now?" Jerry asked, innocently.



"Not aminute ago. | rushed right out hereto ask for help.”

"And Clarktown iseighty milesaway,” Chuck said, and the chums exchanged pregnant, significant
glances.

"I know, an awful distance. How can | get my darling Max back?"

"Now don't you worry an instant,” Jerry said, gently ushering the bereaved woman out. "Well drive
right over and get Max. It'sin the bag.” The closing door shut off her cries of gratitude, and the
experimenters faced each other.

"Eighty miles" Chuck shouted.

"Ingtantaneous transmisson!”

"Weve doneit!"

"Donewhat?"

"l don't know - but whatever itis, | fed it isagreat step forward for mankind!"
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A SHOCKING DISCOVERY

"Well just have to go back to the old drawing board" Chuck sighed gloomily, looking at the large hole
in the ground where the boulder had been and at the larger holein the nearby hillside. "Wejust can't
control the cheddite projector no matter how hard we try."

"L et me have one more go," Jerry muttered as he probed the depths of the device with along-shanked
screwdriver. For security's sake they had built their invention into asmal portable Japanese television s,
and so cunningly contrived theinner wiring that it still functioned asa TV aswell. Jarry finished his
adjustment and switched the set on. Therewas aquick glimpse of avampire sinking hisfangsinto agirl's
fair neck before a secret button activated the cheddite projector. The TV screen now displayed a
complex wave form which changed shape as further adjustments were made.

"I think thisisit." Jerry grinned as he sghted along the aerid. "1'm going to focus on that stick and
move it over by theridge there. Here goes.”

There was no sound or visible radiation from the device, but the cheddite force sprang out, unseen yet
irresgtible. The gtick did not move. However, agreat rock a hundred yards away disappeared in a
fraction of a second and reappeared over the lake behind them. The sudden tumultuous splashing was
followed ingtantly by awave of water that washed around their ankles.

"Our problemis control." Chuck grimaced unhappily, wiping off the TV set.



"There hasto beaway,” Jerry said, hiswords asfirm asthe set of hisjaw. "We know that the
cheddite produces awave of kappa radiation that drops anything initsfield through into the lambda
dimension where space time laws as we know them do not exist. It appears from the mathe. matical
model you congtructed that this lambda dimens on, while congruent with oursin every way, isredly very
much smaller. What was your estimate?"

"Roughly, our spira gdaxy whichisabout eighty thousand light-years acrossis, in thelambda
dimengion, about amile and ahdf wide."

"Right. So anything moving a short distance in the lambda dimension will have moved anincredible
distancein our own dimension when it emerges. That'sthe theory dl right, and it checks out to fifteen
decimd places - but why can't we make it work?'

It wasthen that Jerry redlized that he wastalking to himsalf. Chuck had that glazed look in hiseyes
that meant his brain was churning away busily at some complex mathematical theorem. Jerry recognized
the signs and smiled understandingly as he packed the cheddite projector and test equipment into the
back of their battered jeep. He had just finished doing this when Chuck snapped back to redlity as
suddenly as he had I ft.

"l haveit. Molecular interference.”
"Of course!" Jarry said gleefully, sngpping hisfingers.

"It's obvious. The kapparadiation is deflected ever so minutely by the atmosphere. No wonder we
couldn't contral the results. Well haveto carry on the rest of the experimentsin avacuum. But it will be
somejob to build abig vacuum chamber."

"There's one we can use not far away," Chuck said with achuckle. " Just one hundred miles. . ."

They burst out laughing together as Jerry pointed straight up. ™Y ou're so right - thereés al the vacuum
we need up there. Just amatter of getting to it."

"The Pleasantville Eagle will take care of that. Well say that were testing, what? Navigationa
equipment. They'll let usborrow her ."

The Pleasantville Eagle was the plane that flew the footbal team to dl its games. Sinceit wasa 747, it
flew most of the spectators aswell. Both Jerry and Chuck were trained pilots, aswell as superbrifle
shots and champion polo players, so had relieved the pilot at the controls many times. They had modified
and improved most of the eectronic equipment on the big plane so it seemed only naturd that they would
have improvementsfor the navigationa rig aswell. They would have no trouble getting permission to test
fly the plane, none at dl. Particularly since Chuck's dad had donated the plane to the school in thefirst
place.

They hurried back to the lab and had just finished building the cheddite projector into a navigation
frequency receiver when there came afamiliar light tapping at the door. Both young men prang to open
it, scuffling goodnaturedly before throwing it wide.

"Hi," Sdly Goodfellow said cheerfully, strolling in casudly, avison in agreen cotton summer frock,
amogt the same green as her lovely eyes, her shoulder-length hair the color of golden cornsilk. "What are
you two guys up to now?"



"Same old stuff,” Jerry said offhandedly as Chuck winked broadly behind the girl's back. No one, they
had agreed, no one was to know about the cheddite projector until they had tested it thoroughly. They
had taken their oath on that, and as much asthey loved Sdly with every fiber of their beings, they would
not break that oath.

"What old stuff?" Sally asked, not deceived for an ingtant.

"Improved navigation aid. You'rejust in timeto drive usto thefield so we caningdl it on the Eagle.
We havethe jegp engine gpart, rebuilding it.”

Sdly arched one delicate eyebrow. "Y ou redly think I'll buy this story about navigationd aids? | know
that is one thing your new invention is not. Remember how you told me the flying wing design was akid's
kite? And the pardysis vibrator was a soldering gun? So what do weredly have here?’

Both of them had the good mannersto blush, but in response to her questioning they only returned
mumbled evasions and rushed to load the equipment into the back seat of her yellow convertible. Seeing
that fronta attack had failed, she decided on subtlety which worked well for her for she had afine mind,
amost as good asthat of her father, Professor Goodfellow, the school president.

"Sit up herewith me, Chuck," she said, patting the front seat invitingly. "Jerry can ride in back and look
after your old equipment.”

Chuck was only too eager to oblige, and they chatted happily all the way to the airport, driving into the
glory of the summer sunset. Sally parked under the grest wing of the Pleasantville Eagle so they could
unload. Jerry saw Old John shuffling between the buildings with histrusty mop and pail and called him
over to help them. Old John was an indtitution at thisingtitution, ablack gentleman of advanced years.

"Dat's some mighty heavy stuff you have dere. Too much for an old man like me." But therewasaglint
of ungpoken humor in hiseye as he bent to lift the hundredpound transceiver in one hand. A lifetime of
hard labor had made no weskling of him.

They made their way through the cavernous plane to the flight deck above the nose, where they set to
work at once with their soldering ironswhile Sally watched with growing curiosity.

"Do you have the axis-traction forceps?’ Jerry asked, haf buried in the equipment. "I redlly need them
to get at this baby,"

"They're not here," Chuck answered after rooting through the tool box. "Maybe we left them in the
car. I'll golook."

He made hisway back through the now-darkened plane to the car and found the forceps where they
had did under the front seat. Whistling quietly through histeeth, he was making hisway back through the
gloom of the great cabin when avoice called to him.

"Chuck. Over here."

It was Sdlly, sitting by awindow and beckoning him toward her, thelast light of day touching her
swest profile with gold. He went over to her, and she smiled.

"There's something | want to show you," she said, and when he was close, she pulled forward the top
of her scoopneck dress. "No bra," she husked.



Eveninthat dim light the blush that suffused Chuck'sfair skin could be seen asarisng tide of scarlet.
Y et, despite his shyness, hisreflexeswere ill hard at work. "Not until you tell me what the new invention
is" Saly laughed saucily, dapping aside his questing wrist as she pushed shut the neck of her dress.
"Saly, honey, you know | cant, gee, we have an oath. . . ."

"l have something twice as good as an oath,” she murmured, pulling her dressforward again. " See?
Theinvention?'

"It's, well, hard to say." His voice wasthick and turgid.

"Youll find away." She guided hishand. "Here, thiswill help."

In an dmost hypnotized voice Chuck began to talk. But, even asthe first words | eft his mouth, he
heard atiny clinking sound and, his attention drawn now, was aware of adarker form in the darkness of
the cabin. With gresat reluctance he drew away from Sdlly and turned on the light above the sedt.

"Who'sthere?' he cdled out, clenching one grest fist. "Come out.”

Therewas arustle afew rows down, and afamiliar figure emerged.

"Just cleaning out the ashtrays, suh,” Old John said. " Gotta be spick-'n-gpan for the next game.”

They both laughed, and Chuck patted the old man on the shoulder. "Better go clean thetraysin the aft
section,” hesad kindly.

Old John ambled off, and Sally sat down again, Chuck dropping heavily beside her, and they were just
getting back on thejob where they had left off when the rasping of the loudspeakers caused them to
jump up hurriedly.

"Chuck," Jerry'svoice said. "Just about done up here. Bring that forceps on the double, and welll seeif
thisold thing redly works."

There was repressed excitement in the tiny cabin as Jerry made the last connections.

"There," he said, leaning back and wiping his greasestained hand on apiece of cloth. "Ready to go. All
that has to be doneisto take her up and try her out.”

"Oh, please," Sdlly begged. "Please let me come with you. | know it is something exciting.”

"Exciting isn't theword for it!" Jerry chortled. "Thisisthe greatest ball of wax to ever come down the
pike, you wait and see. Once we prove the theory tonight.

"The whole world will know by tomorrow when we break the news," Chuck said. "So why don't we
tell Saly now? She's agood sport and won't spill the beans.” They nodded in silent agreement with each
other.

"Why not?" Jerry grinned. "It is only something that will revolutionize transportation, that'sdl. | won't
go into exactly how it works, it'salittle complicated, and besides, it'sa secret. But to put it Smply the
cheddite projector here will move this entire plane a couple of hundred milesin afraction of asecond,



bang, just like that."
"What asaving on fud!" Sdly gasped.

"You're not just whistling 'Dixi€," Chuck agreed. "But more than just the saving in fuel will bethe
saving in time. With this gadget aboard, al a plane hasto do istake off and hover over the airport, press
the button, and zing they are over the other airport, maybe all the way across the country.”

"It could be important for defense too,” Jerry said, suddenly serious. "The Air Force will haveto be
thefirst to know."

"If it works," Chuck said, inserting anote of caution into the conversation. "But by tomorrow we will
know for certain.”

"For you," agutturd, husky voice, rich with menace, said, "there will be no tomorrow. I'm taking
over." Asonethey spun about and |ooked at the open doorway, their jaws dropping in unison. Old John
stood there, but suddenly, as though amask had been ripped away, they saw that Old John was not as
old asthey had thought. Was that powder that turned his hair gray at the temples? He stood straighter,
aert, asneer dashed across his fegtures,

A Russian 7.62mm Shpagin M 1941 PK'S submachine gun was cradled in hisarms, the gaping, deadly
mouth pointing unswervingly in their direction.

3

AN UNEXPECTED JOURNEY

Shocked, unbelieving silencefilled the cabin like agray fog. Chuck shook his head as though to clear
it, for this Stuation wasimpossible, SAly spoke, gasping, spesking for them dl.

"Thisisimpossble!™

In response the sneer on Old John's features only widened, and he dapped the blue stedl of the gun
with one hand. "Thisis not only possible but it isa 7.62mm PK'S capabl e of firing twenty-two shotsa
second - so put up your hands,”

They raised their hands.

"Think of what you are doing," Jerry entreated, appeding to the man's higher senses. "Y ou're throwing
up agood salary, security, afine penson soon, for what? For some desperate plan that cannot possibly
work. Who paid you to do this - the Black Panthers!"

"l am far beyond your petty bourgeoisinternd disruptionary feuds,” he sneered vicioudy, reaching into
his pocket, while the gun barrd never wavered afraction of an inch, and taking out agreen cap which he
pulled on at ajaunty angle over one eye. As hishand came away, they al gasped in unison for there,
blazoned boldly on the front, was a great red star with the gold letters CCCP below it. He smiled coldly



at their congternation, "Y ou will now stop calling me by my cover name and will refer to me by my
correct title of Lieutenant Johann Schwarzhandler of the Soviet Secret Police” Ashe said this, he clicked
his heelstogether, the sound loud in the tiny cabin.

"You cant meanit." Chuck gaped. "Y ou're no Russian. | mean you don't look like a Russian. | mean,
you know, Russians, blond hair and cigarettes hanging from their lips. . . ."

"Prgudiced capitalist honky swine! Y ou think that every black manin theworld isawilling daveto his
imperidist magters. Y ou forget that there are parts of the world where the free air of socialismis breathed
by the unshackled arms of workers freed from the repressive toils of the so-caled free enterprise system.
My father, who was born on One Hundred and Twenty-fifth Street in the city of New Y ork, breathed
that free air while rductantly serving in your warmongering Army in Germany and married my mother,
who was from the People's Democratic Republic of Germany, but enough, | waste my breeth talking to
you. Sufficeto say that after my father's untimely death my mother returned to her ancestral home, and |
grew to stalwart manhood under the snapping red flag of freedom.”

"Treacherous turncoat Commie swine," Jerry murmured through clenched teeth.

"Hattery will get you nowhere. Now do as| say-" Chuck stepped forward, mighty fists clenched, and
the muzzle of the gun swung toward him. Ingtantly, Jerry dived for Johann. But the Soviet py wastoo
fast for him. He stepped back and swung the gun, and a single shot cracked out, booming loudly in the
confined space. Jarry dropped, agrowing red stain on his shirt, and Sally screamed.

"Do not move," their captor ordered. ™Y ou have no chance to escape, as| have just demonstrated,
sncel am aperfect shot. That single bullet penetrated Jerry's biceps, and you will find the spent dug
lodged in the second volume of American Airportsin the navigator's cubby. Now - about face and march
out of herel"

They had no recourse but to obey. Sally wrapped her scarf around the neat hole drilled in Jerry'sarm,
and they walked reluctantly down the brightly illuminated corridor of the plane until they cameto thetoilet
area.

"Far enough,” the Soviet spy called out. "Each of you into one of the booths, and | want to see the
occupied lightscome on.”

With dragging feet they followed the crud ingtructions, and Jerry had onelast glimpse of Sdly's
endearing smile and the wave of atiny hand before the prison door clanged shut behind her. Then Jerry
entered hisown cdl and busied himsalf washing and cleaning hiswound and binding it up again, gritting
histeeth and ignoring the pain. Suddenly his sengtive nogtrils twitched, and he jumped about. Yes! There
wasaglowing red light at the crack around the door, and the paint was beginning to blister. Muttering an
oath under his breath, he unbolted the door and hurled hisweight againgt it. It did not even quiver. The
thud of hisbody and his groan as he redized he had hit the door with the wrong shoulder were echoed
by sardonical laughter from the corridor outside.

"Yes," awickedly jubilant voice called out, "The doors to your cells are welded shut, for | brought the
oxyhydrogen torch with me that you so carefully provided. Now that you are secure | can tell you that
not only am | an excellent shot, but | am also an expenenced pilot with thousands of hours on aircraft of
al kinds. Y ou undoubtedly thought | would attempt to sted your invention and escape and that you
would then track me down and recapture me." The silence that followed indicated the acuteness of this
observation. "Wdll, you werewrong. | shdl now fly this plane to Mother Russia, where expertswill go
over itinch by inch, and dso over you inch by inch aswdl!"



Hiswild laughter sounded over the thud-thud of their helpless bodies bounding off the crud sted of
their cels. He knew that if he had told them earlier of hisplan, they would have died fighting rather than
be carried into foreign bondage. But now it wastoo late. The sound of Johann's retreating footsteps
sounded the death knell to their hopes.

"It'sal over then?' Sdly sobbed, her voice clearly heard by the others through the thin but sturdy walls
of their prison.

"Nothing isover until deeth drawsthe fina curtain” Chuck said stoutly to cheer her up. "I'll put my
mind to this"" Heingtantly began thinking and lost contact with the others no matter how loudly they
shouted and banged on the wall. Jerry gritted histeeth and clenched hisfists and ignored the pain that
toreat hisarm.

"I just don't know theword 'defeat’,”" he said grimly, and Sally took heart from his words and washed
her tearstained face, then sat on the john and put her makeup back on. She had faith in Jerry.

But Jerry waslosing faith jn himsdlf. First one engine, then another started, until dl four of the giants
were rumbling with power and the great plane surged forward toward the runway. What could he do?
He swept the limited environs of his cell with the eyes of atrapped anima. How could he escape? He
redlized then that amixture of panic and pain was beginning to take over and that would not do.
American grit was not defeated that easily. He took a deep breath and forced himsdlf to think.

Two minutes of concentrated thought gave him the answer. By that time they were airborne, which
wasal for the good since the noise of the engines would cover any sounds he might make. He carefully
emptied al money, rubbers and credit cards from his plastic wallet and with infinite patience and his
pocketknife he cut thewalet into thin shredsin the stainless stedl sink. He then added a pecific amount
of liquid soap and kneaded the resultant mixture to adoughy mass. Any ninth-year chemistry student
could have figured this one out, and he marveled at his downessin taking so long to think of it. Thesetwo
innocent substances, plastic and soap, when mixed in the proper proportions and heated to the correct
temperature - he held his cigarette lighter under the sink for exactly four minutes and twelve seconds -
polymerized into a powerful explosive. It wasready! Working quickly, he pressed the plastic mixtureinto
the doorjamb from roof to floor, whereit instantly congedled. Then, getting afirm grip with hisfingersand
tensing his powerful muscles, hetore off the top of the monomatic toilet, exposing itsinnards. Rushing
againgt time, he pulled out the length of wire that controlled its operation and pushed its bare copper ends
into the now-dtiffened plastic explosive.

"All or nothing, " he said jauntily and pressed himsdlf asfar back in the corner as he could and held a
wad of wet paper towe s before his face and, with forceful decision, pressed the switch to flush the toilet.
The diverted current raced through the wires and into the plastic explosive. . . .

If there had been awatcher in the corridor, which there wasn't, he would have seen acrackling red
explosion gout out from around the door, followed by aburst of smoke, followed by the door itself which
flew into the chairs opposite. Followed by aragged, smoke-stained and scorched, yet till jubilant figure
that staggered to freedom clutching the wet paper towels.

"What wasthat?' Chuck cdled out, jarred from introspection by the explosion.

"Theliberty bell,” Jerry said and coughed out alungful of smoke. "Let'sjust hope our Russky friend on
the bridge didn't hear it. Now ook at that - he was obliging enough to leave the torch here.”



Moments later the doors were open and the three friends reunited. While the two men shook hands
firmly and began planning their bid to retake control of the plane, theindustrious Sdly found afirst-aid kit
and put unguents on Jerry's burns and redressed the wound in hisarm.

"Rush him and grab him," Chuck growled, his greet fists clenching as though they dready had the
enemy neck in their grasp.

"He'stoo shrewd for that," Jerry disagreed. "He'd shoot us like clay pigeons before we got halfway to
him. We need a better plan. Any shooting and someone gets hurt or the planeiswrecked. | have the
feding hewould rather dive thisthing into the ground than surrender.”

"Y ou're right. We need sound thought, not brutal violence, and that's my clueto put on the old thinking
cap." Hiseyesglazed in afamiliar fashion, and Jerry, ever aman of action, ignored his burns and bruises
and pulled Sally down into the seat next to him and got his arm around her and nibbled hisway up her
neck to her mouth and was putting al of him into agustatory soul kiss when Chuck snapped hisfingers
and rgoined them, too carried away by hisnew ideato notice the rapid pulling away, straightening of
clothing and wiping of chins.

"Hereit is, and it can't be stopped. Y ou remember we set up the cheddite projector to work through
the radar aeria on top of the plane, right?"

“Right!"

"Okay. So thefield envelops the entire plane. What | am going to do - me, not you, Jerry, so don't
argue, not with that busted wing - is sneak into the radio operator's cubby where weingtaled the
equipment. Even if that Russky spotsme, | can reach it before he can plug me. Then I'll have a couple of
seconds before he can set the automatic pilot and come after me. Two secondsisall | need. I'll set the
direction on ahundred and eighty degrees and give it athousandth of avolt, and you know what that
means.”

Jerry's forehead puckered as he did some quick caculation. "Asnear as| canfigureit, that will put the
plane over the middle of Hudson's Bay in Canada.”

"Rightl Therewill bejust enough fuel left by then to reach an arfidd in Canada, but not enough tofiy to
Russiaor Sheriaor Cuba. We can play it by ear from there.”

"A good plan, and the only chance we have. Let'sgo!" The muttered roar of the great engines covered
their approach asthey crept stedthily through the firgt-class lounge toward the open door of the pilot's
compartment. Through the opening they caught aquick glimpse of the hijacking spy's head as he st at
the controls, outlined against the star-filled sky beyond. Chuck shook hands quickly with hisfriends and
smiled happily when Sally stood on tiptoe to give him aquick kiss. Then, with awry wave of hishand, he
began creeping forward.

He had amost reached the door to the radioman's cubby when something disturbed Johann, some
noise heard or perhaps aspy's highly developed sixth sense. At first he moved his head uneasily; then he
looked about suddenly and spotted the burly American so close behind him. Heroared a brutal cursein
some crude foreign tongue and grabbed up the submachine gun and fired - dl in the ingtant. But Chuck,
with asuperb dive of findy tuned athlete's muscles, had plunged through the door an instant before the
bullets tore into the spot where he had been.

Johann wasright behind the screaming dugs, running forward with his gun ready and still mouthing



curses, when Chuck hit the controls. A spin of two dias, and he dammed home the actuator switch just
as Johann burst in on top of him.

Something happened. Something impossible to describe, atwitching sensation perhaps that each of
them felt through their entire body, through the entire fabric of space. It was asthough their insdeswere
nothing but an immense string on abass viol and something had plucked that string. It wasindeed an
unusud sensation, and even asit occurred, other things were happening.

The gresat jet engines gasped and died.

Johann gave Chuck aquick chop with the butt of the gun that plunged him into unconsciousness, then
spun about. The stars beyond the window seemed sharper, more clear - and something else.

Light flooded the cabin asthe greet airship tilted and an immense planet swam into view below. Filling
haf of the sky, glowing with reflected sunlight. A planet far greater than Earth.

And girded with great glinting rings that floated in space around it.

4

A VICTORIOUS BATTLE ENDS IN TERROR

The Russian spy was petrified by the sight, stock till and gaping. It was asght to paralyze anyone,
and concedled in the ship behind him Sally had been seized by the same paralysis. But not Jerry! He had
been expecting something and had planned for this moment, in fact was scarcely aware of what was
happening outside the plane. The instant that Johann had appeared and turned his back Jerry raced
soundlesdy to the attack, hurling himsalf forward like ahuman bullet. In fact, if there had been observers,
they would have discovered that he had broken the Olympic record for the ten yard dash. The pardysis
was only momentary, and the spy was turning and raising his gun but - too late! - for Jerry was upon him,
hisarm drawn back, hisfist cocked. Before the gun could come up, the decadent enemy jaw felt the full
impact of agood American fist indl itsfury, and that wasthe end of the bal game.

Unconscious, the spy stretched his length upon the deck while Saly retrieved the falen gun and Jerry
rubbed his sore hand, which was dready beginning to swell and turn red; it fet asif half the boneswere
broken. At this moment there was a groan from the cubby, and Chuck appeared, rubbing at his sore
neck.

"Sorry about that," he said, nodding at the great planet swimming in space beyond the window. "I was
kind of rushed. It lookslike | misread the decima on the knob and gave the machine atenth of avolt
ingtead of athousandth."

"A tenth of avolt did that?" Sally gasped, speaking for dl of them. "What would have happened if you
had used one hundred and eleven volts?’

There was awe in Chuck's voice that finally broke the silence that enwrapped them. "A tenth of avolt
to go from Earth to Saturn. We have the universe in our palms.”



"It theair getting alittlethinin here?' Sally asked, suddenly frightened.

"Yes" Jerry responded. "We are in interstellar space where there is no oxygen; that iswhy the jets
stopped. This planeisreasonably artight, but | imagine our air isleaking out dowly through the
compressors. . . ."

"We're going to die!" Saly screamed and began to tear at her hair.

"There, there," Chuck said reassuredly. "Well work something out." He camed her and wiped away
the sudden beading of sweat that had sprung to her forehead and opened her tight clamped fingers and
removed the great handfuls of lovely blond hair.

"We have aproblem here,” Jerry said, bemusedly.

"But not one that can't be solved!" Chuck smiled, and hisfriend smiled in return. They would buckle
down and lick thisthing.

"First off let'stie up our spy friend so he doesn't cause any moretrouble,” Jerry suggested. "My arm's
ahit sore, so you had better take care of that, Chuck. Take plenty of wire and tie him down to one of the
charsin the cabin. And bring back some of those little bottles of vodka. | think Sally will fedl better if we
pour acouple of thoseinto her. And I'll put my thinking cap on and find away out of this."

Theair in the cabin was agood ded thinner and cooler by the time Chuck came back. Thethird
miniature bottle of vodkarattled against the wal, and Sally was getting a glazed ook about the eyes.
Jerry pointed at a glowing sphere that had gppeared below the twisting plane, while Saturn rode high
above them.

"If I'm not mistaken that is Titan, Saturn's biggest moon. | have been watching and we seemto bein
her gravitationd field and dropping down toward her.”

"Lesh go home," Sdlly said suddenly. "Press the button on your new erector set and lesh go home."

"It'snot that easy, SAly darling,” Jerry explained, pressing her hand in hisin areassuring manner. "If
we activate the cheddite projector now, thereisno way of telling where we will end up. Before we throw
the switch again, we have to aign the resonant frequencies, determine the angle of the solar ecliptic,
vibrate the oscillator and. . . ."

"Bullsh-shit," Sdly muttered. " Press the frigging button and get usthe hell out of here."

"There, there," Chuck said tenderly and led her back to the cabin to curl up in the seat acrosstheaide
from the glowering spy, who had regained consciousness and who was now straining againg his
unyielding bindings and muttering cursesin foreign tongues continuoudy.

"Herésathought,” Jerry suggested when Chuck had rejoined him at the controls. "We know that Titan
has an atmosphere and we seem to be dropping that way. Break out the emergency oxygen cylinders,
and welll hold out until we hit the atmosphere. If there is enough oxygen in the atmosphere, we can do a
power landing; if not, adead stick will have to do. Once down we can caibrate and align the cheddite
projector on the solid lunar base so when we activate the mechanism again we will certainly end up back
on Earth."



"Great," Chuck enthused. "I'll get the oxy going back there - wait, there it goes by itsdf.” Asthe
pressure dropped, the emergency system had been activated and oxygen masks had dropped down in
front of al four hundred seetsin the great plane. Jerry put on his mask while Chuck dug out a
walkaround cylinder and mask and went back to the cabin. Johann tried to bite him when he offered him
the mask but relented as his eyeba ls began to bulge and then permitted his enemy to fix themask in
place. Sdlly was adegp, snoring and gasping dternately, and settled down nicely with the mask and a
blanket pulled up over her. After that Chuck went through the plane and tied knotsin al the dangling
plastic oxygen tubes over al the seatsto prevent further loss of this precious gas. By the time he had
rgoined Jerry he saw that the moon Titan was swelling quickly below them.

"All okay," Chuck said, dropping into the copilot's seat and pulling a his sore fingers. "How doesit
look ahead?'

"Not bad. A littlelift from the controls, so | think we are at the edge of the atmosphere.”

"Doesn't look too darn hospitable," Chuck mused, looking down at the landscape of ice-covered
mountains, glaciers, snowfields and barren wastes.

"l don't know." Jerry smiled. " Sort of reminds me of home. So here we go!"

"If that reminds you of home, I'm beginning to see why you came south. Do you redlize that the
temperature down there is minus two hundred degrees?’

"Doesn't sound too bad,” Jerry muttered, dl his attention on flying the plane. "Plenty of lift now, but the
motors won't catch.”

"Probably because the atmosphere conssts of methane, anmonia vapor, nitrogen and inert gases -
and no oxygen."

"Y ou took the words right out of my mouth. So dead stick it is. Full flaps, drop the landing gear, and
let'shavethelights.”

Down and down they swooped, hurtling toward the jagged frozen peaks below, anightmare
wilderness of fanged rocks and glaring frozen gasthat sparkled in multiple colors as the strong lights
penetrated the shadows.

"If | can clear that ridge," Jerry murmured, "it may be better on the other side.”

Fighting the controls with every particle of his strength and skill, he rode the giant 747 like a behemoth
charger of the skies, firm in the saddle and strong on the reins. The great ship quivered as the nose came
up, about to gtall, while the black fangs of rock reached out hungrily for them. Basing the nose down ever
s0 lightly to prevent the stall, they did over the escarpment with only feet to spare between the ship and
certain desth.

"That icefidd, there, off to port!" Chuck shouted jubilantly.
"That'sthe ball game!" Jerry chortled, and tilted the plane into a sharp turn.
Smoothly and easily they drifted down from out of the midnight sky and sped in silence over the

smooth ice before dropping to a perfect eighteen-point landing. The air brakes popped up, and the wheel
brakestook hold, and instants |ater they quivered to ahalt. Thefirst men on Titan!



"Werethefirs men on Titan," Chuck said, "and | think maybe we're going to have to stay here.”

"Don't be awet blanket! AU we haveto do is aign the cheddite projector like | said, and wham-o,
we're back on Earth."

"That's right. But we were excited and we sort of forgot that the projector isunrdiablein an
atmosphere.”

"So what's the problem? We take off again and fire away from up on top."
"Takeoff?'

"Sure. Rig afeedline from the oxygen tanks to the engines and away we go."
"Hmmm, yes, that should work. But we have another problem.”
"Likewhat?'

"I've been looking out the window, and that is the third creature with tentacles, a hideous beak, and
four bulging eyesthat | have seen climb up onthewing."

"Say!" Jerry spun about to seefor himself. "Do you think thereislife on this moon?”

Before he could answer, ashrill scream pierced through the air, and on the instant both men were
running at breakneck speed back to the cabin. Sdly was standing on the back of her seat and pointing
with quivering finger at the window, till screaming. They followed her finger and smiled and helped her
down, still screaming, and tried to soothe her.

"There, there," Jerry said, soothingly, "it'sjust anative of this moon. All the natives have tentacles,
hideous beaks, and four bulging eyes." She screamed louder.

"It can't get in, so don't worry." Chuck laughed, and she stopped screaming. Not because of his
reassurance, but because her mask had come off while she screamed, and she was unconscious from
deficient oxygenation of her blood. They put her gently back in her seat and adjusted the oxygen flow.
The cabin was silent except for the scratch, scratch of the Titanians beaks on the windows.

"Loosen my bonds," Johann said. "They aretoo tight and are cutting off my circulation.”

"Y ou would try to escape then," Chuck said curtly. "So you will have to suffer just what a Red
Commie spy deserves.”

"Schweinhund!™

"I have agraduate degree in German so | know what you are saying, and it doesn't bother me." Sally
had recovered consciousness and had listened to this exchange and could not beer it.

"Stopit!" she cried. "Herewe are, millions of milesfrom home, four lost Americans, and you carry on
likethat. Enough!™

"Silence, woman," Johann said sternly. "I am citizen of Democratic Republic of East Germany and a



Soviet agent. Not American.”

"But you are," sheingsted. "1 know one half of you is East German. But the other half is American!
Y our father was agood American, and that makes you as good an American as any of us.”

Silencefilled the great cabin, and they saw alarge tear form at the comer of each of the spy'seyesand
then course down his cheeks. When he spoke, his voice was hoarse with emotion.

"Of course. They lied to me. Made metheir own. Never told me | was an American. Deprived me of
my birthright. When dl thetime | was as American as gpple pie!"

"Right!" Chuck said, tearing the binding wires free from John's body. ™Y ou're one of us."

"| can get apassport, pay income tax, vote in the Presidentia election, go to baseball games and eat
hot dogdl" "Darn right!" Jerry shouted as he pumped John's hand. Then Chuck shook his hand, and John
turned to kiss Sally but redlized maybe he was an American but not that American, so he shook her hand
aswell.

"It's great to be part of the team again." John grinned and knuckled the tears from his cheeks. "What
can | doto help?'

"We have alittle problem,” Jerry explained. "We have to take off so the cheddite projector will be
able to work, but thereis no oxygen in the atmosphere here. So we have to rig a supply of oxygen from
the tanks hereto theengines. . . ."

"I'm afraid that's out,” Chuck said after mumbling some quick equationsto himsdlf. "I've worked out
the amount of oxygen the engines need and how much we have in the tanks and | figure we have just
enough to move us one hundred and ten feet. Allowing no time for engine warm-up.”

"Then that's out.” Chuck grimaced, siriking hisfist into his open pam. "So well just haveto find
another way."

"That seems sort of obvious.” John smiled. "Being an American hasredlly stirred up my old brain box,
and I'm thinking in aredigtic capitdistic way, instead of davishly socidigtic, and believe me, it works
wonders! The answer isright outsde that window."

They dl looked and Sally started screaming again at the sight of the beaks, eyes and tentacles. John
went on.

"While| was gitting there, | had plenty of timeto look at those critturs and think about them. What
attracted them to this plane? Not just curiosity, they don't seem that type, but something. Not heat, our
temperature would be like ablowtorch to them. And | noticed that they are most thick out there around
the air compressors.”

"Oxygen!" Jerry sad, snapping hisfingers. "Of course. Asit leaks out, they suck it up. They like
oxygen. Which provesthat this planet once had an Earthlike atmosphere, and these creatures are nothing
but degenerate descendants of the former inhabitants. They must have a source of oxygen. All we haveto
doisfind it and we can take off. We're going out there.”

"The Titanianswill attack usfor the oxygen in our blood,” Chuck said, redigtically.



"Thenwell fight,” John said, jaw set firmly. "And they'll know they've beenin afracas.”

Preparations were quickly made. They sawed through the floor to gain access to the forward cargo
hold, where the team’s luggage was stored. Since the temperature outside was 200 degrees below zero,
they had to bundle up warmly. Each of them put on layer after layer of footbal clothes and padsand
helmetsto protect their heads, dinging portable oxygen tanks at their waists. Sally was busy too, using
needle and thread that she found in her purse to make them dl gloves from the cheerleaders uniforms.

Chuck wore his own uniform with his big number one blazoned front and back. They found number
two for Jerry, who, though he could play football of course, did not go out for it Snce he wastoo busy
captaining the hockey team, aswell as captaining the fencing and chess teams. Since John was new to the
team and not enrolled in the school, he smilingly settled for ninety-nine.

"We need wegpons," Chuck said, taking command of the team. "I'll use the ax from the rescue kit."
"Hest istheir enemy, so the oxyhydrogen torch ismine,” Jerry added.

"I | use the dcohol from thefirst-aid kit, | can clean al the lubrication from my submachine gun, and it
will fire & two hundred degrees below zero," John concluded.

"Here we go, team,” Chuck said. "Lock the door behind us, Sdlly, and only open it if we knock three
times”

"Good luck, boys," Saly said, and patted each rugged shoulder asit rushed by her into the fight.

The battle was joined. Evidently the smell of hot oxygen drove the Titaniansinto afrenzy of lust, and
they hurled themselvesto the attack with aterrible fury. Back to back the Americans faced them and
coolly wreaked havoc in their hideousranks. Tirelessly the great arm of Chuck roseand fell likea
butcher's over the block, and tentacles and eye-bulging headsflew in all directions, green ichor spurting
likerain. Nor was Jarry being duggard. Historch cut through the advancing ranks of the enemy likea
sword of victory, Szzling them into dismembered and cooked fragments. Coolly, John sighted his gun and
fired only single shots, yet every single shot went true, right between the second and third eye of a
hideous head and into the maformed brain behind it. And still they came. And il they died. To facethe
enemy the comrades had to climb the mounting pile of dead bodies that grew about them, and so the
daughter went on until the last of the vile attackers met hiswell-deserved fate. Smoke curled from the hot
barrdl of the gun, ichor dripped from the nowlowered ax, and the oxyhydrogen torch was turned off to
savethegas.

"Well done, men," Chuck said, and they clambered and dipped down the forty-foot-high mountain of
corpsesto the ground. "Anyone hurt?"

"A few scratches." The otherslaughed. "Nothing that counts.”

"Then let's go get that oxygen. During the battle | noticed that most of the Titanians were coming from
that direction, and if you look closdly at that ridge, you will see akind of white band toward the bottom.
I'll bet my bottom dollar that that isfrozen oxygen!”

They hurried toward the ridge, but before they could reach it, tragedy struck.

A shrill scream pierced the thin Titanian atmosphere, and they stopped as one and spun about on their
hedls. To see asight so awful that it would be branded in their memoriesforever.



The cabin door stood open, and dropping down from the wing were adozen of the hideous Titanians.

And carried in their midst, wrapped about by dimy tentacles, was the screaming, struggling, lovely
form of Sdly Goodfellow.

5

DEFEAT RUDELY SNATCHED FROM THE JAWS OF VICfORY

Paralysis gripped them, but only momentarily. Before the enemy had dithered another foot with the
captive girl, the vengeful Americanswere hot on their trail, weapons avave.

"Chin up, Sdly!" Chuck bellowed. "Here we come!™

"l don't think . . . she can hear you," Jerry answered between gasping breaths. " She has no oxygen
tank, so sheisadready unconscious.”

And so shewas, her screams were silenced, and she hung limply down the repulsive back of her
captor. The fleeing Titanians |ooked back, easy enough to do since it could be seen now that they had
four more eyesin the backs of their heads, and upon spotting the rushing avengers, they took defensive
action. Half their number stopped and waited, frigid grasping tentacles raised for the attack. The battle
was quickly joined. Headsflew right and left, and sundered tentacles littered the ground like so many
sdamis, and the Earthmen barely dowed in their rush. But more were waiting for them, and they were
dispatched just as neatly. Now the coast was clear, the last of the rear guard dead, and only thefleeing
Titanian with the unconscious girl acrossits shoulders remained.

But the holding action had succeeded in gaining this disgusting creature needed time, and just asthey
were onto the thing, it darted down a gaping trench in the ground. Without athought, other than to save
Sdly, the three companions ingtantly followed it into the unknown. Thiswas raw courage, the spirit that
built the frontier and put men on the Moon. Unhesitatingly they went to whatever fate faced them ahead.

Asit twigted. the trench deepened and then plunged into a black cave mouth. This cave was dimly
illuminated by some sort of natural growth on the walls, apparently aplant or vegetable of some kind that
gave off aghastly greenish glow just as do some forms of plankton in the seas of Earth. There was just
enough light ro make out the fleeing figure of the kidnapper, and they went after it at full speed. It darted
into aside tunnel before they could catch up with it, and then into another, dwaysjust outside their reach
asthough toying with them, leading them on. Give them crediit, they did not consider their own peril for an
ingtant but instead plunged on. They were just upon the fleeing Titanian when it emerged into alarger
cave and scuttled ditheringly acrossitsrough floor. After it they went, and they were just about to seize
and render it when aburst of illumination flooded down upon them. By reflex they shielded their eyes,
and when they could ook up, they saw the source of this unexpected light.

From floor to rough celling high above the great chamber in the rock was covered with the
light-emitting plants. Ledges ran about the walls, and on the ledges stood numberless Titanians with
whips, and upon agiven signa they had begun to whip the smple vegetable life. Apparently this abuse



dirred the hapless plantsto unusud activity, and they burned with cold light, rippling in agony benegth the
merciless assault. But the Titanians had no pity, even if they had had the capacity for pity, and lashed on.
With their eyes now accustomed to the light the Earthmen saw asight that made their blood run cold.

Againg thefar wall, on adais or throne of crudely carved stone, sat a Titanian at least twice asbig as
al the others, twice as ugly too, outdoing them in loathsomeness. A rough crown of some shining meta
sat onits head, and there was atremendous but crudely cut diamond set into the front of it. But these
factsthey were scarcely aware of, for what froze their gaze and raised their heartsinto the throats was
the sght of Sdlly held in the thing's tentacles while other of its tentacles caressed her ivory limbsreveded
through the rentsin her thin summer frock that was partiadly torn away from her fair body. Y et, under this
repulsve embrace, Sally was strangely unmoving. In fact her ivory limb was|ooking alot morelikeivory
al thetime since, on second glance it could be seen that it was frozen solid.

"She'sfrozen solid,” Jerry gasped.
"Shewasthe best,” Chuck gulped and took off hishelmet and held it before his chest.
"Don't give up hopeyet," John whispered. "If we can get her out of this, wecan. . . ."

"Eef you atempt too reesist, you vill al diel" the creature on the throne hissed, laying off caressing his
prisoner long enough to signal with atentacle. Instantly al of the entrancesto the cave werefilled with
Titanians carrying long, curved daggers, shaped very much like Arab scimitars except for alack of a
guard of any kind. Bubbling laughter came from the king as he saw their looks of astonishment.

"Y ou are surprised, no? Beefore thees you faced only my oxygen workers driven mad by your hot
oxygen. Now you see my finest troops.”

"But - you speak our language?’ Jerry said.

"Naturally. We have crystal detector radios of immense power, and we listen to your radio broadcasts
and have learned your tongue. Alwayswe wait for the rocketsto land, the first explorersto arrive. Our
plans are made. We kill, capture the ship and leave this barren world, where we are trapped with an
ever-diminishing supply of oxygen. At last we have donethis! Y ou will be held prisoner and tortured to
tell us everything you know about how to operate your flying ship and then you will die horribly. Seize
them!"

At this command the minions surged forward and the light plants writhed under increased whipping.
But their prey was not that easy to capture! With asingle voice the Earthmen shouted ‘Geronimo!’ and
attacked the king in unison. It seized four immense blades from behind its throne, but before it could
wield them, asingle well-placed bullet found its target between itsthird and fourth eye, and it dumped in
death, and Sally did from its nowloosened embrace.

"Grab Sally before she hitsthe ground!" Jerry shouted.

"She might break!"

Thiswasared danger, frozen solid as she was, and the two men forgot everything to save the woman
they loved and leaped and caught her and raised her gently in their arms while John stood behind them,
his gun on full automatic, spraying screaming degth to the howling hordes.

Y et still they came on, daggers raised for vengeance, and John flashed a brief look over his shoulder to



seethat Sally was safe. As soon as he saw this, he raised hisgun and in aburst of bullets shot the
whippersfrom their balconies. Their agonized cries ended in splats upon the floor, and with the whipping
stopped, the cavern was once again plunged into stygian gloom.

"Ich mochte ein Einzelzimmer mit Bad im ersten Stock!"
["I spotted adoor behind the throne, so grab onto me and we can escape that way."]

Jarry shouted this gutturaly in German, knowing that the other two would understand this language,
a0 knowing that the Titanians spoke English and would understand anything spoken in thislanguage.
And it worked! He threw Sdlly, frozen possibly for eternity in aposition of stark fear, over one shoulder
and felt Chuck seize her ankles and knew, despite the darkness, that John had his hand on Chuck's
shoulder. Soundlesdy heled them to the door and pushed it open, stepping into the black unknown
beyond, fearlesdly, preferring that to the certain death awaiting them in the throne room, from which there
now emerged agreat clashing and screaming.

"Well done," John whispered. "They're killing each other back there, thinking that we are il in their
midgt. I've closed the door and sedled it - so let'shave some light.”

Jary lit the welding torch, and they saw that they were in aroughly hewn tunnd that vanished into the
darkness ahead.

"I'll take Sdlly now," Chuck said, his deed as good asword, relieving Jerry of his precious frozen
burden. "L ead on and make tracks because my oxygen isamost gone." And tracksthey did make at a
steady ground-egting jog of over seven mph, the only sound the thud of their feet and their hoarse
breathing eating away at the diminishing oxygen supply. Suddenly, far ahead, they saw alight patch of
darknessin which swam distant points of light.

"The end of thetunnd,” Jerry said, switching off thetorch. "And thoselook like stars or I'll eat my hat.
Bedert because we have no ideawhat, or what thing, may be waiting out there."

Silently and grimly they advanced, weapons ready, to burst suddenly out upon theicy plain. They were
aone, close beside acliff and not too distant from the 747, which rested solidly, windows glowing a
warm welcome.

"Look," Jerry pointed, drawing their attention to awhite band of materid in the cliff and to the chunks
of the same white substance on the ground. "I'll be darned if that's not oxygen - and old kingy had a
private tunnd for a congtant supply. . ."

"No" - gasp - "oxygen!" John gasped, and they hurried quickly to the plane.

With new tanks snapped into place and afresh supply of thelife-giving substancefilling their lungs,
they were ready for anything, and it was Jerry who spoke, detailing a carefully worked-out plan.

"All the Titanians out there are dead - but I'll bet dollars to doughnuts that there will be plenty of live
ones aong mighty soon. So we had better get ready and get out of here before they put acrimp in our
plans - after dl, we cant kill al of them."

"Wish we could,” John growled, and the others growled instant agreement before Jerry went on.

"So hereiswhat we do. We dig out the frozen oxygen and fill the forward hold with it, that'sthe job



for you two. While you're doing that, I'll hook up feedpipes from thishold to al the enginesand dsorig
an dectric heater in the hold. When the hold isfull, we sedl it, turn on the hegter, the solid oxygen
sublimatesto agas, is piped to the engines, we turn on the fuel flow-"

"-and away we go!" Chuck enthused. "Foolproof. But what about Sally?”

At hiswordstheir happy expressions faded, and they looked at the hapless girl, till frozeninan
attitude of horror, who was leaning against the corner of thewall by the bar. It was John who cracked
that frozen moment of gloom, clgppng his chums upon the shoulder.

"Don't worry, | told you shewould be dl right, but no time to explain now. Let's put her in one of the
johnswith ahunk of frozen oxygen, and shell keep OK."

They went to work with awill. Working like maniacs, they dug and tore at the seam of oxygen,
dragging the frozen chunks back on aded improvised from a stretcher used by the football team. Nor
was Jerry just Stting on his duff, for with the energy and skill of amechanica genius, which hewas, he
had replumbed fud linesand air ducts, rigged an e ectric heater from torn-out galey sovesand generaly
fixed the great enginesto operate in an oxygenfree aimosphere. The hold was dmost full, and they were
trundling up the last load of oxygen when ashrill and alien wailing could be heard acrossthe frozen plain.

"Herethey come," John said grimly. "L oad the oxy aboard and I'll hold them off until we're ready to
go." And this stalwart American, solong mided but now returned to his homeland, was as good as his
word. He ran forward shouting a battle cry, whether it was "Remember Pearl Harbor!" or "Remember
the Maine!" or whatever is not important; what isimportant isthat one man faced that ravening dien
horde with asmile upon hislips. Shot after well-placed shot rang out, each one bringing down at least
three of the screeching, dagger-waving Titanians, and the attack was dowed. But their numbers pressed
on, and by sheer weight they forced him back, step by reluctant step, until he was almost under thewing
of the Pleasantville Eagle.

"Thisismy last clip,” he shouted back over his shoulder, pulling the trigger on the instant and exploding
to green shreds the head of an importune enemy.

"Therel" awelcomevoice caled out in reply, and three dark cylindersflew over hishead. "Put abullet
through each of those and get indde. We're ready to go!"

And he had just three bullets left. Only a superb marksman could have hit those small targets under the
tricky light of Saturn, exhausted and faced by an attacking horde of monsters. But he did it, almost
casualy, asmile playing about hislipsall thetime. Three shotsrang out, dmost as one, and each
container burgt into coruscating flame. Wails of pain and anger broke out from the Titanians, who were
forced back by the only thing they redlly feared. Heat! Taking advantage of the moment's respite, John
dived for the doorway and dammed it shut behind him.

"Oxygen pressure up to two atmospheres and still rising,” Chuck called out, bent over a pressure
gauge that had been rigged in the floor leading to the hold below.

"Then hold onto your hats because herewe go!" Jerry cdled out jubilantly from the pilot's seet ashe
jammed the throttle home and fired up the outboard starboard engine. They held their breaths,
unknowingly, asthe engine whined over dowly, protesting at these strange conditions. Over and over it
turned while the Titanians pressed close for the atack, whining and grumbling and not catching at all,
dower and dower.



"The batteriesare dmost dead,” Jerry cried. "Turn out dl the lights, everything that draws electricity,
even the monomatic toilets, so | cantry again.”

Darknessfdl ingtantly inside the plane as the switches were thrown, and they waited in hushed silence
as Jerry threw the starting switch again.

"What were those bombs?* John asked. "I didn't know we had any explosive aboard."

"Just something | rigged out of used oxygen cylindersin case you needed some help. Filled with jet fuel
and chunks of frozen oxygen. The fud meted the oxygen, which pressurized the cylinders, which blew up
when you shot them, and the inflammable mixture wasignited by your hot bullets.”

Hiswords wereinterrupted by asudden popping explosion from the engine, and they held their
breaths while acloud of smoke and flame was g ected from the exhaust. The popping dowed, almost
stopped, picked up again; then the engine burgt into the full-throated roar of full power, drowning out
forever the screams of the incinerated Titanians who were blown away by the exhaust. Histwo
companions pounded the pilot on the back asthe other engines caught one after another until the great
ship was vibrating with barely restrained power. Chuck did into the copilot's seat and readied himsdlf at
the controls.

"l just had athought,” he said as he reached to release the whedl brakes. "Did you dign the cheddite
projector?’

"| thought you would never ask." Jerry laughed. "It wasthefirst thing | did while the oxygen was
warming up. She's now lined up to fourteen decima points and A-OK and ready to go. And I've done all
the settings and locked the controls. All we have to do istake this barge up to thirty thousand feet, aim
the nose directly at Polaris, aso called the North Star, point the starboard wing at the outermost point of
Saturn'sring - and pressthe firing button! Well appear at twenty-eight thousand nine hundred and fifty
feet over centrd Kansas, give or take afew feet.”

"Great! So herewe go!"

The Pleasantville Eagle turned ponderoudy about and started back down theicein the very tracksit
had made on landing, crushing and incinerating the surviving Titanians asit went. Faster and faster until it
was yearning to leap from the ground. Then, throttlesfull back; it hurled itsdlf into the air, free of the
jagged crags below, and pointed its nose towards mighty Saturn.

"What amoment!" Chuck enthused.

"Yes" Jarry said, and the smile was suddenly erased from hisface. "Everything isfine - except for
poor Saly." At these words Chuck's smile went the way of the other's, and only John till smiled across
the cabin.

"| told you not to worry," he said, and instantly four worried eyes, two burning black, two icy blue,
were fixed upon him.

"What do you mean?' Jerry choked out for them both.

"Hereiswhat we are going to do."



6

LOATHSOME GARNISHEE AND A MINDLESS HUSK

"Before| redized | was an American, you will remember that | was a secret Soviet agent. Some
strange things happened then, let metell you, but that is another story atogether. But | did alot of training
in Siberia, and on one secret mission there | took an advanced degree in brain surgery, which had to do
with something el se, but while | wasworking at the underground hospital in Novaya Zemlya, | got to
chatting with the other doctors, you know, sort of talking shop, and they showed me some things they
were working on. Onething | remember was deep freezing, dways akind of problem in Siberia, asyou
can imagine, and they had worked out a secret technique for reviving people who were caught out in
blizzards and things and were frozen solid just like Sdlly back therein thejohn.”

"And you know. . . 7" Jerry choked over the words.

"Sure, | took it al in and could do it standing on my head. All we need isthe servicesof a
well-equipped hospital with hypothermia equipment and afew odds and ends. Just turn meloose, and in
acouple of hoursyou'll have your Sdlly again just as good as new."

"Yippee!" Jerry shouted and pulled the plane up in an immense curve toward Saturn. "Pleasantville
General Hospital and Rest Home here we come!”

Upward they climbed and on course, and the dtimeter needle dowly unwound. Chuck was a the
controls of the cheddite projector and testing the circuits when he caled out, " Jerry - were getting
unwanted resonance in the beta kappa circuit.”

"Must beingtahility in thewoofer. I'll take care of it." He waved John toward the pilot's seet. "Take
over and keep her on course. Align the nose with Polaris, the wingtip with Saturn's rings and sing out
when the needle on the sengitive radar altimeter touches thirty thousand feet.”

"Roger," John said firmly and took the controls. Higher and higher the great wings of the Pleasantville
Eagle soared with John resolutdly at the controls, Jerry and Chuck laboring over the vitd circuitry of the
cheddite projector.

"Coming up on point zero," John caled back. "How are you doing there?"

"In the green - ready whenever you are.”

"Okay, watch it now. Ship aligned perfectly, atimeter unwinding. Ready. . . five. .. four. . . three. ..
two...one... HACK!"

And afirm thumb was thrust home on the activator button.

Once again that strange sensation plucked at the very fiber of their beings as the kappa radiation
hurled them headlong into the lambda dimension to emerge once again in normd space. And the engines

stopped.



"l think werre aleetle high," Jerry laughed, looked at the green globe of the planet far below them. "But
gravity will bring us down quick enough.” Chuck was squinting out of the window, aquizzica expresson
pulling a hisfesatures. "Funny," he muittered,

"but | don't see the Moon."

"Not only that,” John answered, alook of concentration marked on hisface, "but the congtdlations just
arent right.”

They nodded silent agreement, and when Jerry spoke, he spoke for them al.

"l hateto say it, guys, but I'm afraid that isn't Earth down there. Not only that, but I'm afraid it isn't
even any planet in our solar system. Perhaps something has gone wrong with the cheddite projector. Il
check it out."

"No," John said huskily. He was staring at the sengitive radar dtimeter like abird petrified by a snake,
sweat suddenly bursting out on hisbrow. "I'm afraid | goofed. All those years behind theiron curtain
didn't redly do me any good. Jerry, you told me to sound off when the altimeter hit thirty thousand fedt,
right?'

"Bangon."

"Well, and | hateto say thisgang, dl the planes| have ever flown have aways had dtimetersthat read
inmeters, so | converted feet to meters and let you know when we hit that spot.”

"Approximately one-third of our needed dtitude," Jerry intoned in ahollow voice. "Still ingde the deep
atmosphere which interferes with the kapparadiation.” John was no longer smiling as he uneasily eyed the
great, cocked fist of Chuck that was dowly being drawn back into firing position. Jerry came between
them and calmed them down.

"Easy doesit. Anyone can make amistake - and we've gotten out of worse pinches before.
Remember that old king of the Titanians and what happened to him!" They dl laughed at that memory,
and the tension was eased. John lowered his head, chagrined.

"Gee, I'm sorry. Something must have snapped inside my head for meto goof up like that. Well get
out of this. Land on that planet, aign the cheddite projector, then take off, and home we go!*

"And we can put some more ice in the head with Sdlly. Shelll keep OK."

After that it was just waiting asthey fell. The cabin heaters were on, and fresh Titanian oxygen was
being pumped into the air, and soon they could ped off the extralayers of clothing. Chuck found some
cans of cola, and they thawed and drank them, pretending not to notice when John poured seven
miniatures of bourbon into his. They knew hefelt bad about the mistake, and they were good enough
gportsnot to rub it in. More frozen oxygen was packed in with Saly, gtill exhibiting alook of frozen
horror, and they took turns grabbing alittle shut-eye, not knowing what would befall them on the planet
ever growing larger below. When thefirst wigps of aimosphere began to whistle againgt the skin of the
ship, Chuck took the controls and waggled them.

"Almost there. Better strap in because this might be abit rough. 1 think we picked up some velocity in
thefdl." They certainly had. Air tore a the wings until the edges began to glow and the deicer boots
burned away. Chuck stayed rock-firm at the wheel and sent them bouncing in agreat arc out into space



again only to fal back once more into the atmosphere. Again and again he did thisuntil their great speed
was dowed to under athousand miles per hour, and only then did he let the ship Sink deeper into the
atmosphere.

"Oceans, continents,” Jarry said. "Almogt like Earth. Makes you kind of homesick."
"That big continent, the one there," John said, pointing.

"| think that one looks the most like North America”

"Sure enough,” Chuck agreed. "And that's the way we are going to head.”

Heavy cloud layers covered the continent in question as they swooped in low over what could have
been one on Earth - how far away now! A great storm center seemed to be active here and Jerry pulled
up to go over thetop of it. Apparently thunderstorms were worse on this planet than on Earth, for
lightning glared and exploded continualy within the clouds and the rumble of thunder could be heard even
through the insulated cabin walls. They went on seeking clear weather on the far Sde of theimmense
storm.

"Good news, guys,” Jerry chortled. "I've turned off the oxygen flow since this atmosphere seemsto
have more than enough to run the engines on.”

"Y ou know," Chuck mused, "there is something kind of funny about that thunder and lightning. If the
ideawasn't so downright dim and stupid | would amost say that-" The great 747 bucked suddenly, and
there was a solid thud felt through the meta fabric and a hole more than ayard in diameter appeared in
the port wing.

"-those were explosions out there, shells and bombs and stuff, as though awar were going on.” While
he mused over this, Jerry had pulled back on the whedl and fed full power to the engines and the
leviathan of the skiesroared up and away from the tumult below.

"l don't think we should mix inawar," John opined. Jerry nodded agreement. " Particularly since that
hole in the wing ruptured our main fud tank and we only have about fifteen minutes fue left.”

"That isannoying,” Chuck agreed. "Better buckle your seat belts, guys,” and he turned on the 'seat
belts and 'no smoking' sgnsashe said this.

The Pleasantville Eagle clawed itsway back into the Sky reaching for atitude to stretch its meager fuel
supply to the upmogt, fighting to clear the immense area of the strange battlefield below. They were
above the clouds, droning away merrily, while the fuel needlesloudly clicked, one by one, against their
bottom pins. Then came the moment they had awaited and feared as, one by one, the greedy engines
sucked in thelast drops of fue, then gurgled and gasped into silence. The instant the powerful thrust
stopped the ship fell off into adive, plunged toward the woolly clouds below it, diving into their misty
embrace. None of the three comrades said anything, but if pulses hammered faster and jawvs were
clenched more firmly, who was to blame them? Anything could be waiting below the clouds.

What was waiting, they saw when they plunged through the bottom of the fleecy layer, was not very
much of anything at al. From horizon to horizon, shadowed by the thick clouds above, lay asandy waste
barren of life of any kind.

"l don't think we should land down there," John said, speaking for al of them.



Jerry dretched the glide with dl his consderable talent, but though he could fight, he could not win
againg the inexorable grip of gravity that clutched at the 747 with greedy fingers. The featurel ess desert
flashed by below them, ever closer, and dimly far ahead arange of mountains appeared.

"Quick, the glasses!" Chuck exclaimed, leaning forward and peering intently into the distance. John
dapped them into his hand, and in an ingtant he had them trained on the ground. "There's afort there of
somekind, | can seeaflag waving over it, and explosons dl around it, morefighting | guess. Yes, there
are vehiclesof somekind circling it, firing, and guns on the wall firing back. | can see the defenders now!
Why, they're dmost human except maybe they have an extra couple of arms, but what does that
metter!”

"Who arethey fighting?' Jerry asked, concentrating firmly on the controls.

"Hard to tell - wait - one of their carsjust got blown over, the driver is crawling out and . . . ugggh!*

"Ugggh?'

"That'sthe word for it. A thing with asort of repulsive purplish yellow body like atree trunk with sort
of openingsdl over it, four legs like smdler tree trunks and black tentacles sprouting on top where ared
person would have ahead.”

"Wl that's enough for me!" Jerry shouted for them dl.
"Wejust haveto comein on the side of the humanoids
"and show those uggghs what real humans can do.”
"Right!" Chuck agreed. "But what can we do?"

"Y ou've got apoint there. Any ideas, guys?"

It was John, trained spy and saboteur, who quickly came up with the answer. "All the seats dismount
easly. Make aturn and come back over the enemy and well show them what men can do against those
purple scum.” And show them they did. Asthe Pleasantville Eagle svooped down likeits avenging
namesake, from the opened emergency doors on each side dropped a stream of metal seats. Dropped
graight and true as though aimed by computing bombsights, each seat plunging headlong onto one of the
fleeing vehidles.

And the ruse worked. It was not obvious how much damage the chairborne attack had done, but it
had apparently broken the spirit of the enemy, for they now fled with their tentacles tucked between their
legs, across the desert to vanish in the range of hills. Cheersbroke out in the cabin, and through the
whistling dipstream, echoing cheers could be heard from the defenders below. Jerry whipped the plane
about in atight turn and with their last bit of speed brought the Eagle safely home to roost on the smooth
desert floor, braking to astop in the shadow of thefort'shigh walls.

"Here," Jerry said, passing on the eectric razor to the others after he had used it. "L et's neaten up, give
these guystheright impression.”

They dl agreed on this, and by the time they had used deodorant too and brushed the last green stain
of Titanian ichor from their clothing, combed their hair and renewed Sdlly's frozen oxygen areception



committee was waiting for them at the foot of thefolding Stairway that automatically dipped out of the
plane's side when the entrance was opened. Step by step they descended to the historical moment when
humanoid met humanoid for the first time across the trackless oceans of space. Each group examined the
other with unabashed curiosity. What the diens saw was, of course, the three Americans. What the
Americans saw were three diens. They had very smooth, white, shining skin, and when thefirst one
rased his sted helmet in greeting, they saw that the humanoids were hairlessaswell. The pupils of their
eyes were shaped like the number 8 and were bright pink. They wore no clothes but instead were
draped about with aleather harness from which were suspended a number of weapons aswell as other
items not eadly identifiable. Then, upon a shouted signa from their leeder - the onein front whose helmet
was gold instead of black like the others - they pulled out their swords and raised them in salute. The
three Americans jumped to attention and returned the sal ute snappily, although John raised his clenched
fist first before remembering and quickly touching hisforefinger to his brow, hand and forearm straight,
longest way up and shortest way down, like the others. Then the stedl of the swords rasped back into the
scabbards, and the leader stepped forward:

"Sdrah stvoo eetyeh,” he gurgled in adeep voice.

"Though we are strangers from across the deeps of space and do not speak your fine though
incomprehensible language, neverthelesswe come in peace and bring you greetings from the men of
planet Earth, and particularly the United States," Jerry answered.

"Daw braw yeh oo traw,” John said. "Hewas just saying hello in Russian, and | told him good morning
back."

"Jumping Jehoshaphat,” Chuck whispered. ™Y ou don't think they're Commies, do you?' They al
stepped backward cautioudly.

"No Commies," the leader said, smiling atoothless grin, since he had abony ridge instead of teeth, and
raisng hishdmet again in greeting. "We are the Ormoloo who battle againgt the repulsve Garnishee from
whom you saved us and for which wewill beinterndly grateful.”

"Y ou speak English pretty well for an Ormoloo,” Jerry said.

"For many years our powerful radio receivers have been picking up radio transmissions from your
planet, and we have studied them and have learned your language. Men of Earth and of the great country
the United States of America, | return your greetings and welcome you in peace to our planet Domite.
Everything we haveis at your disposa on this most momentous occasion. A banquet has been prepared
in'your honor, and we beg you to grace our table with your noble democratic presences.”

"Lead theway," Chuck said, and they did.

The three Earthmen looked around with wonder at the insde of thefort. In someway it was very
much like adesert fort on Earth with plastered walls and a crendllated top above the firing step. But here
the resemblance ended, for the Ormol oo had afantastic assortment of strange weapons, some of which
defied description. They then and there determined to examine these later to see how they worked. The
leader, who had introduced himsdlf as Steigen-Sterben, turned and smiled histoothless grin back at
them.

"Later you must examine our wegpons and see how they work," he said.

They nodded agreement and entered the banquet hall, where each was conducted to a place of honor



at the long table. The table was bare except for aclay bowl before each placefilled with cool water.
After they were dl seated, Steigen-Sterben raised his hand and dl of the heads were lowered ashe

spoke.

"Oh, Great Spirit who livesin the Other World above, we thank you for what you have provided.”
The prayer over, they raised their heads, and Chuck nudged Jerry in the ribs and whispered.

"They must be great guys, with religion and everything,” and Jerry agreed.

Now the waiters gppeared carrying great baskets, and with three-pronged tines, they scooped out
mounds of what looked like green grass and deposited them on the bare table before each diner. As
soon asthey had dl been served, Steigen-Sterben signaled, and they al fell to with awill, bending over
and munching up mouthfuls of the grass. All except the three Earthmen, who were not sure what to do
until Jerry broke the ice and picked up some of it and put it in his mouth and chewed and swallowed
quickly, then drained hiswater bowl.

"Jumping horseflies” hewhispered, "That grassisgrass.”

"| seeyou are not egting,” Steigen-Sterben said. "1 must gpologize for our smplefare, but we
Ormoloo are gtrict vegetarians, for religious principles of course, and never vary our diet.”

"Well, some of my best friends are vegetarians,” Jerry rushed to explain so no insult would befelt. "But
we guys herewe're, well, omnivores for the most part. But go ahead and eat, don't let us stop you.”

"Noinsult fet," Steigen-Sterben mumbled through aluscious mouthful. "WEell be through pretty soon.”
The three companions looked around at the blank walls and sipped their water, and sure enough, insde
of aminute the Ormoloo had finished their banquet, the last blade lapped up and the table licked clean.

"Let metdl you about thiswar," Steigen-Sterben lowed, licking alast green fragment from hislips.
"For over ten thousand of your Earth years we have been locked in this struggle, for the Garnishee are
ruthless demons and would kill usdl, horribly, if they had their way. So back and forth the war rages, for
we are evenly matched, and it appearsit will go on for ten thousand years more.”

"Would you mind my asking why you arefighting?' Chuck asked.

“No, | wouldn't."

"Why areyou fighting?"

"Wefight to maintain our free way of life, to worship the Great Spirit in our own manner and to wipe
out to the last evil individud of the hideous Garnishee."

"Would you mind my asking why you didike them?' Jerry said. "'| mean other than the fact they are
pretty nasty-looking and dl that."

"l hestate to tell you, to profane your ears with the horrors of their way of life."
"We can takeit, "John said, speaking for them all.

"Rather than tell you, for it ishard to speak the unspeskable, let me show you."



At asignd thelights dimmed, and ahidden movie projector sprang to life, usng onewhitewal asa
screen. Strange music sobbed and wailed, and credits and titles in an unknown script appeared. Thefilm
wasin color and seemed to be well made, except that the voice over wasin atotaly incomprehensible
language. When the credits ended, the three friends gasped because the speaker was adisgusting
Ormoloo, with dl hisrepulsve detalsin living color. His black tentacleswaved, and it could be seen that
one of the openingsin the centra trunk was a mouth that opened and closed. A ring of eyesran around
what would have been the creatureswaist, had it had awaist.

"Ugly beggar,” Jerry said, and the others nodded agreement.

"Not only that," Steigen-Sterben said, "but they smell very badly aswell.”

Now the creature on the screen rose, and picking up astick, it sstumped over on itsfour postlike legs
to adiagram, which it began to point at with the stick. The diagram was a smple drawing of an Ormoloo
with dotted lines across many different parts of his body.

"What doesit mean?" John asked.

"Unhappily" - Steigen-Sterben sighed - "you will find out quickly enough.”

They did, indeed, find out quickly enough. The scene changed, and a dead Ormoloo was stretched out
on awooden block while the speaker sawed him apart with a powerful bandsaw.

"Enough!” Jerry shouted, springing to hisfeet and knocking over hischair. Thefilm vanished, and the
lights came back on. Steigen-Sterben sat with head lowered and, finally, explained in ahushed voice.

"Thiswaswhat | dared not speak of. The Garnishee seek only to capture us and est us, for they are
mongers”

"Mongtersindeed!" Chuck roared, jumping up and knocking over hischair. "I know | spesk for usall
when | say that we will give you every aid within our power to wipe these fiends from the face of your
far planet!”

All the Earthmen nodded solemn agreement, and as one, the Ormol oo jumped to their feet and saluted
and cheered themsalves hoarse, shouting, "Hip, hip, HOORAY!" over and over again.

"And | think | know away to do that," Jerry said thoughtfully. "1 am consdering aweapon far stronger
than anything you have here, awegpon | could build that would wipe out your enemiesto thelast fiend.”

"Y ou wouldnt," Steigen-Sterben said, smiling broadly and putting afriendly arm or two around Jerry's
shoulders, "careto tell me about it, would you, old man?"

"Not just yet. | have to work some bugs out of it before | do that. But first we have something more
pressing to worry about. Before the frozen oxygen runs out, we have to do something about Sdly.”

"Could | examine your hospital?" John asked.

"Of course," Steigen-Sterben said, "but you must not expect it to be up to the fine standards of a
hospitd like your Pleasantville Generd Hospitd and Rest Home. . . "

"Y ou've heard about that here?' Chuck gasped.



"Of course. | listened to the radio program myself about its unique modern wonders and remember it
clearly. That iswhy | say ours are crude by comparison. Y ou see we Ormol 0o have no pain nerves or
bloodstream as you do.” To prove the point he drew his sword and plunged it through the body of the
Ormoloo next to him who never batted an eyeid but went on licking a grass blade from hishand. When
the sword came out, only atiny hole could be seen that ingtantly sealed up. "Our blood goes from cell to
cdl by osmosis so we need neither heart nor blood vessals. Also, our bodies are very resistant to
infections. Our hospitals are, well, just a sort of wooden table, a couple of knives and saws and alot of
needles and thread. If parts are too damaged to save, we hack them off, that's about all.”

"Yes, | understand,” John mused. "But | had something alittle more complex in mind for Sally. Look -
you must have machine shops and tools, things like that?"

"Of course. Thereisacomplete machine shop here for servicing our wegpons and machines.”

"Then that'sthe answer. | can make theinstruments | will need; it won't take long. I'll fix thingsup
whileyou guysget Sdly in here”

He was as good as hisword, for no sooner had the two others put on their insulated gloves and
carried Sdly in from the refrigerated john than they found him in the middie of awell-equipped hospita
room.

"I'll need some help. Are either of you up to asssting?'

"l have agraduate degree in open-heart surgery,” Chuck said. "Will that help?’
"Good. Y ou can pass me the instruments. What about you, Jerry?'

"My only graduate medical degreeisin proctology, so maybe | better just watch."

The newly built revasculator pumped, throbbed and gurgled, the hysterisis-anniliilator hissed, the
corpuscular recongtitutor clicked passionately - and al these machines under the deft control of John,
who indeed was amaster surgeon. Benegth histender ministrations Saly's tender body, still clad inthe
remnants of her gay summer frock, relaxed and lost the glassy frozen look. Within minutes she had
softened agood deal, though, of course, her heart was not beating, nor was she bresthing.

"Theintravascular oxygenator is supplying oxygen directly to her brain cdlls,”" John said calmly, while
his hands flashed busily about their tasks. "Asyou know if the blood supply to the brainis cut off for
more than two minutes, the brain beginsto deteriorate, and even if the patient lives, it will beonly asa
mindless husk. We can only hope that Sally froze quickly back there on Titan, or she will be a beautiful
but mindless husk. Now, stand back if you please, for | shal apply two hundred and thirty volts of direct
current with these paddies directly to her heart which will surpriseit into beeting again, and shewill, |
hope, be restored to young and vitdl life.”

The paddles were applied, the switch thrown, Sdlly's body contracted with the shock, and she leaped
ayard into the air. When she came down, her eyes were wide open, and she put her knucklesto her
mouth and screamed loudly over and over again.

"Husk. . . ." Both the young men who loved her sighed.

"Perhgps not,” said John, injecting a note of hope into what appeared to be an inevitable and tragic



occasion.

"Perhaps she was frozen so fast her memory was frozen aswell, and she thinks sheis still a prisoner of
the loathsome Titanians.”

"It'sus, Saly," Jerry said hopefully. Y ou're safe, do you hear that, safel™

Shelooked around her, dazedly, her eyes till empty of anything resembling intelligence.

-

A GREAT VICTORY BUT TRAGEDY STRIKES

"Well, thanksfor trying, John," Jerry said wearily.

"Yeah," Chuck added in the same gloom-ridden tone of voice. "Y ou did your best. But it wasjust too
late. Sheisahapless vegetable forever.”

"Vegetable, my foot," Sdly said angrily. "What on earth are you talking about? And what happened to
those loathsome Titanians that were here just amoment ago?”

"It worked!" they shouted in unison, and there was agreat dedl of hugging, backdapping and furtive
knuckling of tears from eye corners. Once the hysterical moment was over they explained to Sdly, in
detail, what had happened. They had but 