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The ManWho Evolved

By Edmond Hamilton

..........
ot

7y
(Ilustration by Paul)

It was a great b'rain. It lay in the chamber, its surface ridged and
i by innumerable fine convolutions,
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HERE were three of us in Pollard’s
house on that night that I try vainly
to forget. Dr. John Pollard himself, Hugh
Dutton and I, Arthur Wright—we were the
three. Pollard met that night a fate whose

horror none could
" dream:; Dutton has
since that night inhab-
ited a state institution
~ reserved for the insane,
and I alone am left to
tell what happened.

It was on Pollard’s
invitation that Dutton
and I went up to his
“isolated cottage. We
three had been friends
and room-mates at the
New York Technical
University. Our friend-
ship was perhaps a lit-
tle unusual, for Pol-
"lard was a number of
years older than Dut-
‘ton and myself and
was different in tem-
perament, beirig rather
quieter by nature. He
had followed an inten-
sive course of biolog-
ical studies, too, in-
stead of the ordinary

engineering  courses
Dutton and I had tak-
en.

As Dutton and 1
drove northward along
the Hudson on that af-
ternoon, we found our-
selves reviewing what
we knew of Pollard’s
career. We had known
of his taking his mas-
ter’s and doctor’s de-
grees, and had heard
of his work under
Braun, the Vienna biol-
ogist whose theories

had stirred up such turmoil. We had heard
casually, too, that afterwards he had come
back to plunge himself in private research
at the country-house beside the Hudson he

THE MAN WHO EVOLVED

THERE is no more fas-
cinating subject of
speculation for man than
that concerning his change
through the millions of
years of his life from the
simple one-celled animal to
his present high state of
development.

Even today emment biol-
ogists differ as to the forces
that raised us from the
primordial slime and gave
us the intelligence and
power to create a greal
civilization — with its im-
pressive mechanical forces,
its art, literature and cul-
ture.

The doctrine of Darwin
that we changed because
only the fittest species could
survive does nolt explain
anything.
Shaw that we changed be-
cause we wanted to change
is more understandable but
less convincing. Science is
working feverishly to find
the true force or forces
that cause mutations.

The second question that
we dwell upon is what will

. be the road of our evolu-

tion? Is our path a spiral,
ever upward to newer and
newer glories and greater
achievements? Or does the
mystic future hold things
that are strange, incredible
or even horrible? Our well-
known author answers some
of these questions in this
most engrossing siory.

‘“The ‘idea of.
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had inherited. But since then we had had
‘no word from him and had been somewhat
surprised to receive his telegrams inviting
‘us to spend the week-end with him.

It was drawing into early-summer twi-

light when Dutton and
I reached a small riv-
erside village and were
directed to Pollard’s
place, a mile or so be-
yond. We found it
easily enough, a splen-
did old pegged-frame
house that for a hun-
dred-odd years had
squatted on a low hill
above the river.- Its
outbuildings were .
clustered around the
big house like the
chicks about some pro-
tecting hen.

Pollard himself came
out to greet us. “Why,
you boys have grown
up!” was his first ex-~
clamation. “Here I've

remembered you - as
' Hughie and Art, the

campus trouble-raisers,
and you look as though
you belong to business
clubs and talk everlast-
ingly about sales-re-

~ sistance!”

“That’s the sobering
effect of commercial
life,” Dutton explain-
ed, grinning. “It
hasn’t touched you,
you old oyster—you
look the same as you -
did five years ago.”

He did, too, his
lanky figure and slow

‘smile and curiously

thoughtful eyes having
changed not a jot. Yet

Pollard’s bearing seemed to show some
rather more than usual excitement and I
commented on it.

“If I seem a little excited it’s because this
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is & great day for me,” he answered.

“Well, you are in luck to get two fine fel-
lows like Dutton and me to trail up to this
hermitage of yours,” I began, but he shook
his head smilingly.

“l don’t refer to that, Art, though I'm
mighty glad you've come. As for my hermi-
tage, as you call it, don’t say a word against
it. I've been able to do work here I could
never have done amid the distractions of a
city laboratory.” .

His eyes were alight. “If you two knew
what—but there, you’ll hear it.soon enough.
Let’s get inside—I suppose you’re hungry?”

“Hungry—not I” 1 assured him. “I
might devour half a steer or some trifle like
that, but I have really no
appetite for anything else

today.”

" “Same here,” Dutton
paid. “T just pick at my
food lately. Give me a
few dozen sandwiches and
a bucket of coffee and I
consider it a full meal.”

“Well, we’ll see what
we can do to tempt your
delicate appetites,” said
Pollard, as we went in-
side.

We found his big house
comfortable enough, with
long, low-ceilinged rooms
- and broad windows look-
ing riverward. After put-
ting our bags in a bed-
room, and while his housekeeper and cook
prepared dinner, Pollard escorted us on a
tour of inspection of the place. We were
most interested in his laboratory.

It was a small wing he had added to the
house, of frame construction outside to har-
monize with the rest of the building, but
inside offering a gleaming vista of white-
tiled walls and polished instruments. A big
cube-like structure of transparent metal
surmounted by a huge metal cylinder re-
sembling a monster vacuum tube, took up
the room’s center, and he showed us in an
adjoining stone-floored room the dynamos
and motors of his private power-plant.

Night had fallen by the time we finished
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dinner, the meal having been prolonged

by our reminiscences. The housekeeper and
cook had gone, Pollard explaining that the
servants did not sleep in the place. We sat
smoking for a while in his living-room, Dut-
ton looking appreciatively around at our
comfortable surroundings.

“Your hermitage doesn’t seem half-bad,
Pollard,” he commented. “I wouldn’t mind
this easy life for a while myself.”

“Easy life?” repeated Pollard. “That’s
all you know about it, Hugh. The fact is
that I've never worked so hard in my life
as I've done up here in the last two years.”

“What in the world have you been work-
ing at?” I asked. “Something so unholy
you’'ve had to keep it
hidden here?”

A Mad Scheme

OLLARD chuckled.
“That’s what they
think down in the village.
They know I'm a biologist
and have a laboratory
here, so it’s a foregone
conclusion with them that
- I'm doing vivisection of
a specially dreadful na-
ture. That’s why the ser-
vants won’t stay here at
night.” ¢
“As a matter of fact,”
he added, “if they knew
down in the village what
Pve really been working on they’d bé ten
times as fearful as they are now.”

“Are you trying to, play the mysterious
great scientist for our benefit?” Dutton de-
manded. “If you are you’re wasting time
—I know you, stranger, so take off that
mask.”

“That’s right,” 1 told him. “If you’re
trying to get our curiosity worked up you'll
find we can scram you as neatly as we could
five years ago.”

“Which scramming generally ended in
black eyes for both of you,” he retorted.
“But I've no intention of working up your
curiosity—as a matter of fact I asked you
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up here to see what I've been doing and
help me finish it.”

“Help you?” echoed Dutton.
we help you do—dissect worms?
week-end, I can see right now!”

“There’s more to this than dissecting
worms,” Pollard said. He leaned back and
smoked for a little time in silence before
he spoke again.

“Do you two have any knowledge at all
of evolution?” he asked. :

“I know that it’s a fighting word in some
states,” I answered, “and that when you say
it you've got to smile, damn you.”

He smiled himself. “I suppose you'’re
aware of the fact, however, that all life on
this earth began as simple uni-cellular proto-
plasm, and by successive evolutionary muta-
tions or changes developed into its present
forms and is still slowly developing?”

“We know that much—just because we're
not biologists you needn’t think we’re totally
ignorant of biology,” Dutton said.

“Shut up, Dutton,” I warned. *“What’s
evolution got té do with your work up here,
Pollard?”

“It is my work up here,” Pollard answer-
ed. :

He bent forward. “I’ll try te make this
clear to you from the start. You know, or
say you know, the main steps of evolution-
ary development. Life began on this earth
as simple protoplasm, a jelly-like mass from
which developed small protoplasmie organ-
isms. From these developed in turn sea-
creatures, land-lizards, mammals, by suc-
cessive mutations. This infinitely slow evo-
lutionary process has reached its highest
point so far in the mammal man, and is still
going on with the same slowness.

“This much is certain biological knowl-
edge, but two great questions concerning this
process of evolution have remained hitherto
unanswered. First, what is the cause of
evolutionary change, the cause of these slow,
steady mutations into higher forms? Sec-
ond, what is the future course of man’s
evolution going to be, what will the forms
into which in the future man will evolve,
and where will his evolution stop? Those
two questions biology has so far been un-
able to answer.”

“What can
Soméd
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Pollard was silent a moment and then

said quietly, “I have found the answer to

one of those questions, and am going to
find the answer to the other tonight.”

We stared at him. “Are you trying to
spoof us?” I asked finally.

“P'm absolutely serious, Arthur. I have
actually solved the first of those problems,

have found the cause of evolution.”

“What is it, then?” burst out of Dutton,

“What it has been thought by some biolo-
gists for years to be,” Pollard answered.
“The cosmic rays.” ‘

“The cosmic rays?” I echoed. “The
vibrations from space that Millikan discov-
ered?”

“Yes, the cosmic rays, the shortest wave-
length and most highly penetrating of all
vibratory forces. It has been known that
they beat unceasingly upon the earth from
outer space, cast forth by the huge gener-
ators of the stars, and it has also been known
that they must have some great effect in one
way or another upon the life of the earth.”

“I have proved that they do have such an
effect, and that that effect is what we call
evolution! For it is the cosmic rays, beat-
ing upon every living organism on earth,
that cause the profound changes in the
structure of those organisms which we call

‘mutations. Those changes are slow indeed,

but it is due to them that through the ages
life has been raised from the first proto-

plasm to man, and is still being raised
higher.”

¢4 OOD Lord, you can’t be serious on
this, Pollard!” Dutton protested.

“I am so serious that I am going to stake
my life on my discovery tonight,” Pollard
answered, quietly.

We were startled. “What do you mean?”

“I mean that I have found in the cosmic
rays the cause of evolution, the answer to
the first question, and that tonight by means
of them I am going to answer the second
question and find out what the future evolu-
tionary development of man will be!”

“But how could you possibly—"

Pollard interrupted. “Easily enough. T
have been able in the last months to do
something no physicist has been able to de,
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to concentrate the cosmic rays and yet re-
move from them their harmful properties.
* You saw the cylinder over the metal cube
in my laboratory? That cylinder literally
gathers in for an immense distance the cos-
mic rays that strike this part of earth, and
reflects them down inside the cube.

“Now suppose those concentrated cosmic
rays, millions of  times stronger than the
~ordinary cosmic rays that strike one spot on
earth, fall upon a man standing inside the
cube. What will be the result? It is the
cosmic rays that cause evolutionary change,
and you heard me say that they are still
changing all life on earth, still changing
man, but so slowly as to be unnoticeable.
But what about the man under those terrifi-
cally intensified rays ?- He will be changed
millions of times faster than ordinarily, will
go forward in hours or minutes through the
evolutionary mutations that all mankind
will go forward through in eons to come!”

“And you propose to try that experi-
ment?” I cried. ;

“I propose to try it on myself,” Sald Pol-
lard gravely, “and to find out for myself the
evolutionary changes that await human-
kind.”

“Why, it’s insane!” Dutton exclaimed.

Pollard smiled. “The old cry,” he com-
mented. “Never an attempt has been made
yet to tamper with nature’s laws, but that
cry has been raised.”

“But Dutton’s right!” I cried. “Pollard,
you’ve worked here alone too long—you’ve
let your mind become warped—"

“You are trying to tell me that I have
become a little mad,” he said. “No, I am
sane—perhaps wonderfully sane, in trying
this.”

His expression changed, his eyes brooding.
“Can’t you two see what this may mean to

humanity? As we are to the apes, so must
the men of the future be to us. If we could
use this method of mine to take all mankind
forward through millions of years of evolu-
tionary development at one stride, wouldn’t
it be sane to do so?”

My mind was whirling. “Good heavens,
the whole thing is so crazy,” I protested.
“To accelerate the evolution of the human
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race? It seems somehow a thing forbid-
“den.”

“It’s a thing glorious if it can be done,”
he returned, “and I know that it can be
done. But first one must go ahead, must
travel on through stage after stage of man’s
future development to find out to which
stage it would be most desirable for all
mankind to be transferred. I know there
is such an age.”

“And you asked us up here to take part'
in that?”

“Just that. I mean to enter the cube and
let the concentrated rays whirl me forward
along the paths of evolution, but I must
have someone to turn the rays on and off at
the right moments.”

“It’s all incredible!” Dutton exclaimed.
“Pollard, if this is a joke it’s gone far
enough for me.”

For answer Pollard rose. “We will go
to the laboratory now,” he said simply. “I
am eager to get started.”

I cannot remember following Pollard and
Dutton to the laboratory, my thoughts were
spinning so at the time. It was not until
we stood before the great cube from which
the huge metal cylinder towered that I was
aware of the reality of it all.

Pollard had gone into the dynamo-room
and as Dutton and I stared wordlessly at
the great cube and cylinder, at the retorts
and flasks of acids and strange equipment
about us, we heard the hum of motor-gen-
erators. Pollard came back to the switch-
board supported in a steel frame beside the
cube, and as he closed a switch there there
came a crackling and the cylinder glowed
with white light.

Pollard pointed to it and the big quartz-
like disc in the cubical chamber’s ceiling,
from which the white force shafts shot down-
ward.

“The cylinder is now gathering cosmic
rays from an immense area of space,” he
said, “and those-concentrated rays are fall-
ing through that disk into the cube’s inter-
ior. To cut off the rays it is necessary only
te open this switch.” He reached to open
the switch, the light died.
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" The Ml.l_l. Who Evolved
UICKLY, while we stared, he removed

his clothing, donning in place of it a
loose white running suit.

““I will want to observe the changes of my
own body as much as possible,” he explain-
2d. “Now, I will stand inside the cube
and you will turn on the rays and let them
play upon me for fifteen minutes. Rough-
ly, that should represent a period of some
fifty million years of future evolutionary
change. At the end of fifteen minutes you
will turn the rays off and we will be able to
observe what changes they have caused. We
will then resume the process, going for-
ward by fifteen-minute or rather fifty million
year periods.” :

“But where will it stop—where will we
quit the process?” Dutton asked.

Pollard shrugged. “We’ll stop where
evolution stops, that is, where the rays no
longer affect me. You know, biologists have
often wondered what the last change or

fimal development of man will be, the last.

mutation. Well, we are going to see tonight
what it will be.”

He stepped toward the eube and then paus-
ed, went to a desk and brought from it a
gealed envelope he handed to me.

“This is just in case something happens
to me of a fatal nature,” he said. “It con-
tains an attestation signed by myself that
you two are in no way responsible for what
I am undertaking.”

“Pollard, give up this unholy business!”
I cried, clutching his arm. “It’s not too
late, and this whole thing seems ghastly to
me!”

“I'm afraid it is too late,” he smiled. “If
I backed out now I'd be ashamed to look in
a mirror hereafter. And no explerer was
ever more eager than I am to start down
the path of man’s future evolution!”

He stepped up into the cube, standing
directly beneath the disk in its ceiling. He
motioned imperatively, and like an automa-
ton I closed the door and then threw the
switch. -

The cylinder broke again into glowing
white light, and as the shafts of glowing
white force shet down from the disk in the
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cube’s ceiling upon Pollard, we glimpsed -
his whole body writhing as though beneath
a terrifically concentrated 'ele:g'ical force.
The shaft of glowing emanations, almost hid

him from our view. I knew that the cosmic -

rays in themselves were invisible but
guessed that the light of the cylinder and
shaft was in some way a transformation of
part of the rays into visible light.

Dutton and I stared with beating hearts
into the cubical chamber, having but fleet-
ing glimpses of Pollard’s form. My watch
was in one hand, the other hand on the
switch. The fifteen minutes that followed
seemed to me to pass with the slowness of
fifteen eternities. Neither of us spoke and
the only sounds were the hum of the gener-
ators and the crackling of the cylinder that
from the far spaces was gathering and con-
centrating the rays of evolution.

At last the watch’s hand marked the quar-~
ter-hour and I snapped off the switch, the
light of. the cylinder and inside the cube
dying. Exclamations burst from us both.

Pollard stood inside the cube, staggering
as though still dazed by the impact of the
experience, but he was not the Pollard who
had entered the chamber! He was trans-
figured, godlike! His body had literally ex-
panded into a great figure of such physical
power and beauty as we had not imagined
could exist! He was many inches taller and
broader, his skin a clear pink, every limb
and muscle molded as though by some mas-
ter sculptor.

The greatest change, though, was in his
face . Pollard’s homely, good-humored
features were gone, replaced by a face
whose perfectly-cut features held the stamp
of immense intellectual power that shone
almost overpoweringly from the clear dark
eyes. It was not Pollard who stood before
us, I told myself, but a being as far above
us as the most advanced man of today is
above the troglodyte!

He was stepping out of the cube and his
voice reached our ears, clear and bell-like,
triumphant.

“You see? It worked as I knew it would
work! I'm fifty million years ahead of the
rest of humanity in evolutionary develop-
ment!”
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“Pollard!” My lips moved with dif-

ficulty. “Pollard, this is terrible—this
change—"

His radiant eyes flashed. “Terrible? It’s
wonderful! Do you two realize what I now
am, can you realize it? This body of mine
iz the kind of body all men will have in
fifty million years, and the brain inside it
is a brain fifty million years ahead of yours
in development!”

E swept his hand about. “Why, all

this laboratory and former work of
mine seems infinitely petty, childish, to me!
The problems that I worked on for years I
could solve now in minutes. I could do
more for mankind now than all the men
now living could do together!”
~ “Then you're going to stop at this stage?”
Dutton cried eagerly. “You’re not going
further with this?”

“Of course I am! If fifty million years
development makes this much change in
man, what will a hundred million years, two
hundred million make? T'm going to find
that out.”

I grasped his hand. “Pollard, listen to
me! Your experiment has succeeded, has
fulfilled your wildest dreams. Stop it now!
Think what you can accomplish, man! 1
know your ‘ambition has always been to be
oie of humanity’s great benefactors—by
stopping here you can be the greatest! You
can be a living proof to mankind of what
your process can make it, and with that
proof before it all humanity will be eager to
become the same as you!”

He freed himself from my grasp. “No,
Arthur—I have gone part of the way into
humanity’s future and I’'m going on.”

He stepped back into the chamber, while
Dutton and I stared helplessly. It seemed
half a dream, the laboratory, the cubical
chamber, the godlike figure inside that was
and still was not Pollard.

“Turn on the rays, and let them play for
fifteen minutes more,” he was directing.
“It will project me ahead another fifty mil-
lion years.”

His eyes and voice were imperative, and
I glanced at my watch, and snicked over the
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switech. Again the cylinder broke into
light, again the shaft of force shot down
into the cube to hide Pollard’s splendid fig-
ure.

Dutton and I waited with feverish inten-
sity in the next minutes. Pollard was
standing still beneath the broad shaft of
force, and so was hidden in it from our
eyes. What would its lifting disclose?
Would he have changed still more, into some
giant form, or would he be the same, hav-
ing already reached humanity’s highest pos-
sible development?

When I shut off the mechanism at the
end of the appointed period, Dutton' and 1
received a shock. For again Pollard had
changed!

He was no longer the radiant, physically
perfect figure of the first metamorphosis.
His body instead seemed to have grown thin
and shrivelled, the outlines of bones visible
through its flesh. His body, indeed, seem-
ed to have lost half its bulk and many inches
of stature and breadth, but these were com-
pensated for by the change in his head.

For the head supported by this weak body
was an immense, bulging balloon that meas-
ured fully eighteén inches from brow to
back! It was almost entirely hairless, its
great mass balanced precariously upon his
slender shoulders and neck. And his face
too was changed greatly, the eyes larger and
the mouth smaller, the ears seeming smaller
also. The great bulging forehead domina-
ted the face.

Could this be Pollard? His voice sound-
ed thin and weak to our ears.

“You are surprised to see me this time?
Well, you see a man a hundred million years
ahead of you in development. And I must
confess that you appear to me as two bru-
tish, hairy cave-men would ‘appear to you.”

“But Pollard, this is awful!” Dutton
cried. “This change is more terrible than
the first . . . if you had only stopped at
the first . . . ”

The eyes- of the shrivelled, huge-headed
figure in the cube fired with anger. “Stop
at that first stage? I'm glad now that I

didn’t! The man I was fifteen minutes
ago . . . fifty million years ago in devel-
opment . . . seems now to me to have been
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half-animal! ‘What was his big animal-like
body beside my immense brain?”

“You say that because in this change
you're getting away from all human emo-
tions and sentiments!” 1 burst. “Pollard,
do you realize what you’re doing? You're
changing out of human semblance!”

“I realize it perfectly,” he snapped, “and
I see nothing to be-deplored in the fact. It
means that in a hundred million years man
will be developing in brain-capacity and
will care nothing for the development of
body. To you two crude beings, of what
is to me the past, this seems terrible; but
to me it is desirable and natural. Turn on
the rays again!”

“Don’t do it, Art!” cried Dutton.
madness has gone far enough!”

Pollard’s great eyes surveyed us with cold
menace. “You will turn on the rays,” his
thin voice ordered deliberately. “If you
do not, it will be but the work of a moment
for me to annihilate both of you and go on
with this alone.” :

“You'd kill us?” I said dumfoundedly.
“We two, two of your best friends?”

'His narrow mouth seemed to " sneer.
“Friends? I am millions of years past such
irrational emotions as friendship. The
only emotion you awaken in me is a con-

tempt for your crudity. Turn on the rays!”

“This

The Brain Monster

IS eyes blazed as he snapped the last
order, and as though propelled by a
force outside myself, I closed the switch.
The shaft of glowing force again hid him
from our view.
- Of our thoughts during the following
quarter-hour I can say nothing, for both
Dutton and I were so rigid with awe and
horror as to make our minds chaotic. I
shall never forget, though, that first moment
after the time had passed and I had again
switched off the mechanism.
The change had continued, and Pollard—
I could not call him that in my own mind—
stood in the cube-chamber as a shape the
sight of which stunned our minds.
He had become simply a great head! A
huge hairless head fully a yard in diameter,
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supported on tiny legs, the arms having

‘dwindled to mere hands that projected just

below the head! The eyes were enormous,
saucer-like, but the ears were mere pin-holes
at either side of the head, the nose and
mouth being similar holes below the eyes!

He was stepping out of the chamber on
his ridiculously little limbs, and as Dutton
and I reeled back in unreasoning horror, his
voice came to us as an almost inaudible
piping. And it held pride!

“You tried to keep me from going on, and
you see what I have become? To such as
you, no doubt, I seem terrible, yet you two
and all like you seem as low to me as the
worms that crawl!”

“Good God, Pollard, you’ve made yourself
a monster!” The words burst from me
without thought.

His enormous eyes turned on me. “You
call me Pollard, yet I am no more the Pol-
lard you knew, and who entered that cham-
ber first, than you are the ape of millions of
years ago from whom you sprang! And all
mankind is like you two! Well, they will
all learn the powers of one who is a hun-
dred and fifty million years in advance of
them!”

“What do you mean?” Dutton exclaimed.

“I mean that with the colossal brain I
have I will master without a struggle this
man-swarming planet, and make it a huge
laboratory in which to pursue the experi-
ments that please me.”

“But Pollard—remember why you started
this!” I cried. “To go ahead and chart the
path of future evolution for humanity—to
benefit humanity and not to rule it!”

The great head’s enormous eyes did not
change. “I remember that the creature Pol-
lard that I was until tonight had such foolish
ambitions, yes. It would stir mirth now,

if I could feel such an emotion. To bene-
fit humanity? Do you men dream of bene-
fitting the animals you rule over? I would

no sooner think of working for the benefit
of you humans!”

“Do you two yet realize that I am so far
ahead of you in brain power now as you are
ahead of the beasts that perish? Look at
M T

He had climbed onto a chair beside one
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of the laboratory tables, was reaching
among the retorts and apparatus there.
Swiftly he poured several compounds into a
lead mortar, added others, poured upon the
mixed contents another mixture made as
swiftly.

There was a puff of intense green smoke
from the mortar instantly, and then the
great head—I can only call him that—turned
the mortar upside down. A lump of shin-
ing mottled metal fell out and we gasped as
we recognized the yellow sheen of pure gold,
made in a moment, apparently, by a mixture
of common compounds!

“You see?” the grotesque figure was ask-’
ing. “What is the transformation of ele-
ments to a mind like mine? You two can-
not even realize the scope of my intelli-
gence!

“I can destroy all life on this earth from
this room, if T desire. I can construct a
telescope that will allow me to look on the
planets of the farthest galaxies! I can send
my mind forth to ‘make contact with other
minds without the slightest material con-
nection. And you think it terrible that I
should rule your race! I will not rule
them, I will own them and this planet as

i

you might own a farm and animals!

“You couldn’t!” I cried. “Pollard, if
there is anything of Pollard left in you, give
up that thought! We’ll kill you ourselves
before we’ll let you start a monstrous rule
of men!”

“We will—by God, we will!” Dutton
cried, his face twitching.

We had started desperately forward tow-
ard the great head but stopped suddenly in
our tracks as his great eyes met ours. I
found myself walking backward to where I
had stood, walking back and Dutton with
me, like two automatons.

“So you two would try te.kill me?”
queried the head that had been Pollard.
“Why, I could direct you without a word to
kill yourselves and you'd do so in an in-
stant! What chance has your’ puny will
and brain against mine? And what chance
will all the force of men have against me
when a glance from me will make them
puppets of my will?”

STORIES

DESPERATE  inspiration  flashed

through my brain. “Pollard, wait?”
I exclaimed. “You were going on with the
process, with the rays! If you stop here
you'll not know what changes lie beyond
your present form!”

He seemed to consider. “That is true,”
he admitted, “and though it seems impossi-
ble to me that by going on I can attain to
greater intelligence than I now have, I want
to find out for certain.”

“Then you’ll go under the rays for an-
other fifteen minutes?” I asked quickly.

“I will,” he answered, “but lest you har-

“bor any foolish ideas, you may know that

even inside the chamber I will be able to

\ read your thoughts and can kill both of you

before you can make a move to harm me.”

He stepped up into the chamber again,
and as I reached for the switch, Dutton
trembling beside me, we glimpsed for a mo-
ment the huge head before the down-smiting
white force hid it from our sight.

The minutes of this period seemed drag-
ging even more slowly than before. It
seemed hours before I reached at last to
snap off the rays. We gazed into the cham- -
ber, shaking.

At first glance the great head inside
seemed unchanged, but then we saw that it
had changed, and greatly. Instead of be-
ing a skin-covered head with at least rudi-
mentary arms and legs, it was now a great
gray head-like shape of even greater size,
supported by two gray muscular tentacles.
The surface of this gray head-thing was
wrinkled and folded, and its only features
were two eyes as small as our own.

- “Oh my God!” quaked Dutton. “He’s
changing from a head into a brain—he’s los-
ing all human appearance!”

Into our minds came a thought from the
gray head-thing before us, a thought as
clear as though spoken. “You have guessed
it, for even my former head-body is disap-
pearing, all atrophying except the brain. I
am become a walking, seeing brain. As I
am so all of your race will be in two hun-
dred million years, gradually losing more
and more of their atrophied bodies and de-
veloping more and more their great brains.”

His eyes seemed. to read us. “You need
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not fear now the things I threatened in my
last stage of development. My mind, grown
infinitely greater, would no more now want
to rule you men and your little planet than
you would want to rule an anthill and its
inhabitants! My mind, gone fifty million
years further ahead in development, can
soar out now to vistas of power and know-
ledge unimagined by me in that last stage,
and unimaginable to you.”

“Great God, Pollard!” 1 cried.
have you become?”

“Pollard?” Dutton was laughing hysteri-
cally. “You call that thing Pollard? Why,
we had dinner with Pollard three hours ago
—he was a human being, and not a thing
like this!”

“I' have become what all men will be-
come in time,” the thing’s thought answered
me, “I have gone this far along the road of
man’s future evolution, and am going on to

“What

the end of that road, am going to attain the

development that the last mutation possible
will give me!”

“Turn on the rays,” his thought continued.
“I think that I must be approaching now the
last possible mutation.”

I snapped over the switch again and the
white shaft of the concentrated rays veiled
from us the great gray shape. 1 felt my
own mind giving beneath the strain of hor-
ror of the last hour, and Dutton was still
half-hysterical.

The humming and crackhng of the great
apparatus seemed thunderous to my ears as
the minutes passed. With every nerve keyed
to highest tension, I threw open the switch
at last. The rays ceased, and the figure in
the chamber was again revealed. :

Dutton began to laugh shrilly, and then
abruptly was sobbing. I do not know
whether I was doing the same, though I have
a dim memory of mouthing incoherent
things as my eyes took in the shape in the

chamber.
~ It was a great brain! A gray limp mass

four feet across, it lay in the chamber, its
surface ridged and wrinkled by innumerable
-fine convolutions. It had no features or
limbs of any kind in its gray mass. It was
simply a huge brain whose only visible sign
_ of life was its slow, twitching movement.
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* From it thoughts beat strongly into our
own horror-weighted brains.

“You see me now, a great brain only, just
as all men will be far in the future. Yes,
you might have known, I might have known,
when I was like you, that this would be the
course of human evolution, that the brain
that alone gives man dominance would de-
velop and the body that hampers that brain
would atrophy until he would have develop-
ed into pure brain as I now am!

“I have no features, no senses that I could
describe to you, yet I can realize the uni-
verse infinitely better than you can with
your elementary senses. 1 am aware of
planes of existence you cannot imagine. I
can feed myself with pure energy without
the need of a cumbersome body, to trans-
form it, and I can move and act, despite my
lack of limbs, by means and with a speed and
power utterly beyond your comprehension.

“If you still have fear of the threats I
made two stages back against your world
and race, banish them! I am pure intelli-
gence now and as such, though I can no
more feel the emotions of love or friendship,
neither can I feel those of ambition or pride.
The only emotion, if such it is, that remains
to me still is intellectual curiosity, and this
desire for truth that has burned in man since
his apehood will thus be the last of all de-

sires to leave him!”

The Last Mutation

(11 BRAIN—a great brain!” Dutton

was saying dazedly. “Here in Pol-
lard’s laboratory—but where’s Pollard? He
was here, too . . .7 -

“Then all men will some day be as you
are now?” I cried.

“Yes,” came the answering thought, “in
two hundred and fifty million years man as
you know him and as you are will be no
more, and after passing all the ' stages
through which I have passed through to-
night, the human race will have developed
into great brains inhabiting not only your
solar system, no doubt, but the systems of
other stars!”

“And that’s the end of man’s evolutionary
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road? That is the highest point that he
will reach?”

“No, I think he will change still frem
those great brains into still a higher form,
the brain answered—the brain that three

hours before had been Pollard!—“and I am’

going to find out now what that higher form
will be. For I think this will be the last
mutation of all and that with it I will reach
the end of man’s evolutionary path, the last
and highest form inte which he can devel-
op!”

“You will turn on the rays now,” the
brain’s order continued, “and in fifteen
minutes we \nll know what that last and
“highest form is.’

My hand was on the switch but Dutton
had staggered to me, was clutching my arm.
“Don’t, Arthur!” he was exclaiming thick-
ly. “We've seen horrors enough—let’s not
see the last——get out of here . . . ”

“I can’t!” I cried. “Oh God, I want to
stop but I can’t now—I want to see the end
myself—I’ve got to see . . . ”

“Furn on the rays!” came the brain’s
thought-order again.

“The end of the road—the last mutation,”
I panted. “We've got to see—to see—" |
drove the switch home.

The rays flashed down again to hide the
great gray brain in the cube. Dutton’s eyes
were staring fixedly, he was clinging to me.

The minutes passed! Each tick of the
watch in my hand was the mighty note of a
great tolling bell in my ears.

An inability to move seemed gripping me.
The hand of my watch was approaching the
mintte for which I waited, yet I could not
raise my hand toward the switch!

Then as the hand reached the appointed
minute I broke from my immobility and in
a sheer frenzy of sudden strength pulled
open the switch, rushed forward with Dut-
ton to the cube’s very edge!

The great gray brain that had been inside
it was gone. There lay on the cube’s floor

instead of it a quite shapeless mass of clear,’

jelly-like matter. It was quite motionless
save for a slight quivering. My shaking
hand went forth to touch it, and then it was
that I screamed, such a scream as all the
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tortures of hell’s cruelest fiends could net
have wrung from a human throat.

The mass inside the cube was a mass of
simple protoplasm! This then was the end
of man’s evolution-road, the highest form
to which time would bring him, the last mu-
tation of all! The road of man’s evolution
was a circular one, returning to its begin~
ning!

From the earth’s bosom had risen the first
crude organisms. Then sea-creature and
land-creature and mammal and ape to man;
and from man it would rise in the future
through all the forms we had seen that night.
‘There would be super-men, bodiless heads,
pure brains; only to be changed by the last
mutation of all into the protoplasm from
which first it had sprung!

I do not know now exactly what follow-
ed. I know that I rushed upon that quiver-
ing, quiescent mass, calling Pollard’s name
madly and shouting things I am glad I can-
not remember. I know that Dutton was
shouting too, with insane laughter, and that
as he struck with lunatic howls and fury
about the laboratory the crash of breaking
glass and the hiss of escaping gases was in
my ears. And then from those mingling
acids bright flames were leaping and spread-
ing, sudden fires that alome, I thmk now,
saved my own sanity.

For I can remember dragging the insane-
ly laughing Dutton from the room, from the
house, into the cool darkness of the night.
I remember the chill of dew-wet grass
against my hands and face as the flames
from Pollard’s house soared higher. And
I remember that as I saw Dutton’s crazy
laughter by that crimson light, I knew that
he would laugh thus until he died.

* * *

So ends my narrative of the end that came
to Pollard and Pollard’s house. It is, as |
said in beginning, a narrative that I enly
can tell now, for Dutton has never spoken
a sane word since. In the institution where
he now is, they think his condmon the re-
sult of shock from the fire, just as Pollard
was believed to have perished in that fire,
I have never until now teld the truth.

But 1 am telling it now, hoping that it
will in some way lessen the horror it has
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left with me. For there could be no horror
greater than that we saw in Pollard’s house
that night. I have brooded upon it. With
my mind’s eye I have followed that tremen-
dous cycle of change, that purposeless, eon-
long climb of life up from simple proto-
plasm through myriads of forms and lives
of ceaseless pain and struggle, only to end
in simple protoplasm again.

Will that cycle of evolutionary change be
repeated over and over again upeon this and
other worlds, cesseleesly, purposelessly, un-
til there is no more universe for it to go on
in? Is this colossal cycle of life’s changes
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as inevitable and necessary as the cycle that
in space makes of the nebule myriad suns,
and of the suns dark-stars, and of the dark-
stars colliding with one another nebula
again?

Or is this evolutionary cycle we saw a
cycle in appearance only, is there some
change that we cannot understand, above and
beyond it? I do not know which of these
possibilities is truth, but I do know that the
first of them haunts me. It would haunt the
world if the world believed my story. Per-
haps I should be thankful as I write to know
that I will not be believed.
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OLA, my daughters (sighed the Mat-
riarch) it is true indeed, I am the only
living one upon Gola who remembers the in-
vasion from Detaxal, I alone of all my gen-
eration survive to recall vividly the sights

and scenes of that past era. And well it is
that you come to me to hear by free commun-
ication of mind to mind face to face with
each other.

Ah, well I remember the surprise of that
hour when through the mists that enshroud
our lovely world, there swam the first of the
great smooth cylinders of the Detaxalans,
fifty tas* in length, as glistening and sil-
very as the soil of our land, propelled by
the man-things that on Detaxal are supreme

*Since there is no means of translating the Golan
measurements of either length or time we can but
guess at these things. However, since the Detaxalan
ships each carried a thousand men it can be seen that
the ships were between five hundred and a thousand
feet in length.
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he Conquest of Gola

By Leslie F. Stone

even as we women are supreme on Gola.

In those bygone days, as now, Gola was
enwrapped by her cloud mists that keep from
us the terrific glare of the great star that
glows like a malignant spirit out there in
the darkness of the void. Only occasionally
when a particularly great storm parts the
mist of heaven do we see the wonders of the
vast universe, but that does not prevent us,
with our marvelous telescopes handed down
to us from thousands of generations before
us, from learning what lies across the dark
seas of the outside.

Therefore we knew of the nine planets
that encircle the great star and are subject
its rule. And so are we familiar enough
with the surfaces of these planets to know
why Gola should appear as a haven to their
inhabitants who see in our cloud-enclosed
mantle a sweet release from the blasting heat
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We were astounded by what we saw. Geble interested herself
only in the men, standing rigidly where our beam had caught them.

and blinding glare of the great sun.

So it was not strange at all to us to find
that the people of Detaxal, the third planet
of the sun, had arrived on our globe with a
wish in their hearts to migrate here, and
end their days out of reach of the blistering
warmth that had come to be their lot on
their own world.

Long ago we, too, might have gone on ex-
ploring expeditions to other worlds, other
uriverses, but for what? Are we not happy
here? We whe have attained the greatest of
civilizations within the confines of our own
silvery world. Powerfully strong with eur
mighty force rays, we could subjugate all
the universe, but why? :

Are we not content with life as it is, with

our lovely cities, our homes, our daughters,
our gentle consorts? Why spend physical
energy in combative strife for something
we do not wish, when our mental processes
carry us further and beyond the conquest
of mere terrestrial exploitation?

On Detaxal it is different, for there the
peoples, the ignoble male creatures, breed

for physical prowess, leaving the develop-

ment of their sciences, their philosophies,
and the contemplation of the abstract to a
chosen few. The greater part of the race
fares forth to conquer, to lay waste, to strug-
gle and fight as the animals do over a morsel
of worthless territory. Of course we can
see why they desired Gola with all its treas-
ures, but we can thank Providence and our-
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selves that they did not succeed in “commer-
cializing” us as they have the remainder of
the universe with their ignoble Federation.

H yes, well I recall the hour when first
they came, pushing cautiously through
the cloud mists, seeking that which lay be-

STORIES

_we did not know then, but later we learned.

Not grasping the meaning of our beam sta-
ticns, the commandants of the ships consid-
ered the city below them entirely lacking in
means of defense, and were conferring on the
method of taking it without bloodshed on
either side. :

neath. We of Gola
were unwarned until
the two eylinders hung
directly above Tola,
the greatest city of that
time, which still lies in
its ruins since that me-
morial day. But they
have paid for it—paid
for it well in thousands
and in tens of thou-
sands of their men.
We were first ap-
prised -of their coming
when the alarm from
Tola was sent from the
great beam station
there, advising all to
stand in readiness for
an emergency. Geble,
my mother, was then
Queen of all Gola, and
I was by her side in
Morka, that pleasant
seaside resort, where I
shall soon travel again
to partake of its re-
juvenating waters.
With us were four of
Geble’s consorts, sweet
gentle males, that gave
Geble much pleasure
in these free hours
away from the worries
of state. But when the
word of the strangers’
descent over our home

MERICANS ‘are fond

of ridiculing the cus-
toms, habits and tempera-
ments of people of other
aations. Similarly other
nations pick our peculiari-
ties as a source of amuse-
ment. We all think thai
what we do, think or say is
natural and inevitable, and
that the aclions of others

are “queer”.

Similarly if we were to
travel to a sirange world,
and find different forms of
intelligent life, we would
be monsirosities to those
people, as much as they
would be to us. We would
find it more difficult than
we imagine to even esiab-
lish the most elementary
form of communication, be-
cause our mental processes
would have practically
nothing in common. That
is all assuming that our
mission is friendly. But if
it is hostile, there is no
doubt but that our career
on that sitrange world,
would be, as our author
shows here, short and
sweet. Here is a different
and unusual story that you
cannol help but enjoy and
chuckle over.

It was not long after

" our arrival in Tola that

the first of the ships
began to descend tow-
ard the great square
before the palace.
Geble watched without
a word, her great mind
already scanning the
brains of those whom
she found within the
great machine. She
transferred to my mind
but a single thought as
I stood there at her
side and that with a
sneer “Barbarians!”
Now the ship was
settling in the square
and after a few mo-
ments of hesitation, a
circular doorway ap-
peared at the side and
four of the Detaxalans
came through the op-
ening. The square
was empty but for
themselves and their
flyer, and we saw them
looking about survey-
ing the beautiful build-
ings on all sides. They
seemed to recognize the
palace for what it was
and in one accord
moved in our direction.

Then Geble left the

city, Tola, came to us, all else was forgotten.
With me at her side, Geble hastened to the
beam station and there in the matter trans-
mitter we dispatched our physical beings to
the palace at Tola, and the next moment
were staring upward at the two strange
shapes etched against the clouds.

What the Detaxalan ships were waiting for

window at which we stood and strode to the
doorway opening upon the balcony that
faced the square. The Detaxalans halted in
their tracks when they saw her slender grace-
ful form appear and removing the strange
coverings they wore on their heads they each
made a bow.

Again Geble sneered for only~the male-

<
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things of our world bow their heads, and so
she recognized these visitors for what they
were, nothing mere than the despicable males
of the species! And what creatures they
were!

Imagine a short almost flat body set high

upon two slender legs, the body tapering -
in the middle, several times as broad across -

as it is through the center, with twd arms
almost as long as the legs attached to the
upper part of the torso. A small column-
like neck of only a few inches divides the
head of oval shape from the body, and in
this head only are set the organs of sight,
hearing, and scent. Their bodies were like
a patch work of a misguided nature.

Yes, strange as it is,
my daughters, practically
all of the creature’s fac-
- ulties had their base in
the small ungainly head,
and each organ was per-
force pressed into serving
for several functions. For
instance, the breathing
nostrils also served for
scenting out odors, nor
was this organ able to ex-
clude any disagreeable
odors that might come its
way, but had to dispense
to the brain both pleasant
and unpleasant odors at
the same time.

Then there was the
mouth, set directly ~be-
neath the nose, and here again we had an
exampie of one organ doing the work of two
for the creature not only used the mouth
with which to take in the food for its body,
but it also used the mouth to enunciate the
excruciatingly ugly sounds of its language
forthwith.

Guests From Detaxal

NEVER before have I seen such a poorly
organized body, so unlike our own
highly developed organisms. How much
nicer it is to be able to call forth any organ
at will, and dispense with it when its useful-
ness is over! Instead these poor Detaxalans
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had to carry theirs about in physical being
all the timesso that always was the surface
of their bodies entirely marred.

Yet that was not thé only part of their
ugliness, and proof of the lowliness of their
origin, for whereas our fine bodies support
themselves by muscular development, these
poor creatures were dependent entirely upon
a strange structure to keep them in their pro-
per shape.

Imagine if you can a bony skeleton some-
what like the foundations upon which we
build our edifices, laying stone and cement
over the steel framework. But this skeleton
instead is inside a body which the flesh,
muscle and skin overlay. Everywhere in

their bodies are these
cartilaginous structures—
hard, heavy, bony struc-
tures developed by the
chemicals of the being for
its use. Even the hands,
feet and head of the crea-
tures were underlaid with
these bones, ugh, it was
terrible when we dissected
- one of the fellows for
~ study. I shudder teo
think of it.

Yet again there was
stil another feature of
the Detaxalans that was
equally as horrifying as
the rest, namely their out-
er covering. As we view-
ed them for the first time

out there in the square we discovered that
parts of the body, that is the part of the head
which they called the face, and the bony
hands were entirely naked without any sort
of covering, neither fur nor feathers, just the
raw, pinkish-brown skin looking as if it
had been recently plucked.

Later we found a few specimens that had
a type of fur on the lower part of the face,
but these were rare. And when they doffed
the head coverings which we had first taken
for some sort of natural covering, we saw
that the top of the head was overlaid with
a very fine fuzz of fur several inches long.

We did not know in the beginning that
the strange covering on the bodies qf the
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four men, green in color, was net a natural
growth, but later discovered sthat such was
the truth, and not only the face and hands
were bare of fur, but the entire body, except
for a fine sprinkling of hair that was secarce-
ly visible except on the chest, was also bare.
Neo wonder the poor things covered them-
selves with their awkward clothing. We ar-
rived at the conclusion that their lack of fur
had been brought about by the fact that al-
ways they had been exposed to the bright
rays of the sun so that without the dampness
of our own planet the fur had dried up and
fallen away from the flesh!

Now thinking it over I suppose that we
of Gola presented strange form to the peo-
ple of Detaxal with our fine circular bodies,
rounded at the top, our short beautiful lower
limbs with the circular foot pads, and our
short round arms and hand pads, flexible
and muscularlike rubber.

But how envious they must have been
of our beautiful golden coats, our movable
eyes, our power to scent, hear and touch
with any part of the bedy, to absorb food
and drink through any part of the body most
convenient to us at any time. Oh yes, laugh
though you may, without a doubt we were
also freaks to those freakish Detaxalans. But
no matter, let us return to the tale.

On recognizing our visitors for what they
- were, simple-minded males, Geble was chag-
rined at them for taking up her time, but
they were strangers to our world and we
Golans are always courteous.
of course to try to communicate by thought
transference, but strangely enough the fel-
lows below did not catch a single thought.
Instead, entirely unaware of Geble’s overture
to friendship, the leader commenced to
speak to her in most outlandish manner, con-
torting the red lips of his mouth into various
uncouth shapes and making sounds that fell
upon our hearing so unpleasantly that we
immediately closed our senses to them. And
without a word Geble turned her back upen
them, calling for Tanka, her personal secre-
tary.

ANKA was instructed to welcome the
Detaxalans while she herself turned to
her own chambers to summeon a half dezen of

Geble began ,
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her council. When the council arrived she
began to discuss with them the problem of
extracting more of the precious tenix from
the waters of the great imland lake of
Notauch. Nothing whatever was said of the
advent of the Detaxalans for Geble had dis-
missed them from her mind as ereatures not
worthy of her thought. :

In the meantime Tanka had gone forth to
meet the four who of course could not con-
verse with her. In accordance with the
Queen’s orders she led them indoors to the
most informal receiving chamber and there
had them served with food and drink which
by the looks of the remains in the dishes
they did net relish at all.

Leading them through the rooms of the
lower floor of the palace she made a pre-
tence of showing them everything which
they duly surveyed. But they appeared to
chafe at the manner in which théy were be-
ing entertained.

The creatures even made an attempt
through the primitive method of conversing
by their arms to learn something of what
they had seen, but Tanka was as supercilious
as her mistress. When she thought they
had had enough, she led them to the square
and back to the door of their flyer, giving
them their dismissal.

But the men were not ready to aceept it.
Instead they tried to express to Tanka their
desire to meet the ruling head of Gola. Al-
‘though their hand motions were perfectly
inane and incomprehensible, Tanka could
read what passed through their brains, and
understood more fully than they what lay
in their minds. She shook her head and
motioned that they were to embark in their
flyer and be on their way back to their
planet.

Again and again the Detaxalans tried to
explain what they wished, thinking Tanka
did not understand. At last she impressed
upon their savage minds that there was noth-
ing for them but to depart, and disgruntled
by her treatment they reentered their ma-
chine, closed its ponderous door and raised
their ship to the level of its sister flyer. Sev-
eral minutes passed and then, with thanks-
giving, we saw them pass over the eity.

Told of this, Geble laughed. “To think of
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‘mere man-things daring to attempt to force
themselves upon us., What is the universe
coming to? What are their women back
home considering when they sent them to us.
Have they developed too many males and
think that we can find use for them?” she
wanted to know.

“It is strange indeed,” observed Yabo,
one of the council members. “What did
you find in the minds of these ignoble crea-
tures, O August One?”

“Nothing of particular interest, a very
low grade of intelligence, to be sure. There
was no need of looking below the surface.”

“It must have taken intelligence to build
those ships.”

“None aboard them did that. I don’
question it but that their mothers built the
ships for them as a playthings, even as we
give toys to our ‘little ones,’ you know. I
recall that the ancients of our world per-
fected several types of space-flyers many
ages ago!”

“Maybe those males do not have
‘mothers’ but instead they build the ships
themselves, maybe they are the stronger sex
on their world!” This last was said by
Suiki, the fifth consort of Geble, a pretty
little male, rather young in years. No one
- had noticed his coming into the chamber,
but now everyone showed their surprise at
his words.

“Impossible!” ejaculated Yabo.

Geble however laughed at the little chap’s
expression. “Suiki is a profound thinker,”
she observed, still laughing, and she drew
him to her gently hugging him.

A Nice Business Deal

ND with that the subject of the men

from Detaxal was closed. It was reopen-
ed, however, several hours later when it was
learned that instead of leaving Gola alto-
gether the ships were seen one after another
by the various cities of the planet as they
circumnavigated it.

It was rather annoying, for everywhere
the cities’ routines were broken up as the
people dropped their work and studies to
gaze at the cylinders. Too, it was upsetting
the morale of the males, for on learning
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that the two ships contained only creatures
of their own sex they were becoming en-
vious, wishing for the same type of play-
things for themselves.

Shut in, as they are, unable to grasp the
profundities of our science and thought, the
gentle, fun-loving males were always glad
for a new diversion, and this new method
developed by the Detaxalans had intrigued
them.

It was then that Geble decided it high

time to take maiters into her own hands.
Not knowing where the two ships were at
the moment it was not difficult with the ob-
ject-finder beam to discover their where- .
abouts, ‘and then with the attractor to draw
them to Tola magnetically. An ous later
we had the pleasure of seeing the two ships
rushing toward our city. When they ar-
rived about it, power brought them down to
the square again. :
- Again Tanka was sent out, and directed
the commanders of the two ships to follow
her in to the Queen. Knowing the futility
of attempting to converse with them without
mechanical aid, Geble caused to be brought
her three of the ancient mechanical thought
transformers that are only museum pieces
t> us but still workable. The two men were
directed to place them on their heads while
she donned the third. When this was done
she ordered the creatures to depart immed-
iately from Gola, telling them that she was
tired of their play.

Watching the faces of the two I saw them
frowning and shaking their heads. Of course
I could read their thoughts as well as Geble
without need of the transformers, since it
was only for their benefit that these were
used, so I heard the whole conversation,
though I need only to give you the gist of
it.

“We have no wish to leave your world as
yet,” the two had argued.

“You are disrupting the routine of our
lives here,” Geble told them, “and now that
you've seen all that you can there is no
need for you to stay longer. I insist that you
leave immediately.”

I saw one of the men smile, and thereupon
he was the one who did all the talking (I
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say “talking” for this he was actually doing,
mouthing each one of his werds although
we understood his thoughts as they formed
in his queer brain, so different from ours).

“Listen here,” he laughed, “I don’t get the
hang of you people at all. We came to
Gola (he used some outlandish name of his
own, but I use our name of 'course)\with
the express purpose of exploration and ex-
ploitation. We come as friends. Already
we are in alliance with Damin (again the
name for the fourth planet of our system
was different, but I give the correct appela-
tion), established commerce and trade, and
now we are ready to offer you the chance to
join our federation peaceably.
~ “What we have seen of this world is very
* favorable, there are good prospects for busi-
ness here. There is no reason why you
people as those of Damin and Detaxal can
not enter into a nice business arrangement
congenially. You have far more here to
offer tourists, more than Damin. Why, eX-
cept for your clouds this would be an ideal
paradise for every man, woman and child
or Detaxal and Damin to visit, and of course
with our new cloud dispensers we could
clear your atmosphere for you in short order
and keep it that way. Why you’ll make mil-
liens in the first year of your trade.

“Come now, allow us to discuss this with
your ruler—king or whatever you call him.
Women are all right in their place, but it
takes the men to see the profit of a thing
like this—er—you are a woman aren’t you?”

HE first of his long speech, of course,
was so much gibberish to us, with his
prate of business arrangements, commerce
and trade, tourists, profits, cloud dispensers
and what not, but it was the last part of
what he said that took my breath away, and
you can imagine how it affected Geble. 1
could see straightway that she was intense-
ly angered, and good reason too. By the
looks of the silly fellow’s face I could guess
that he was getting the full purport of her
thoughts. He began-to shuffle his funny
feet and a foolish grin pervaded his face.
“Sorry,” he said, “if I insulted you—I
didn’t intend that, but I believed that man
holds the same place here as he does on
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Detaxal and Damin, but 1 suppose it is just
as possible for woman to be the ruling fac-

tor of a world as man is elsewhere.” .

That speech naturally made Geble more
irate, and tearing off her thought trans-
former- she left the room without another
word. In a moment, however, Yabo ap-
peared wearing the transformer in her place.
Yabo had none of the beauty of my mother,
for whereas Geble was slender and as
straight as a rod Yabo was obese, and her
fat body overflowed until she looked like a
large dumpy bundle of yat held together in
her furry skin. She had very little dignity
as she waddled toward the Detaxalans, but
there was determination in her whole manner
and without preliminaries she began to scold
the two as though they were her own con-
sorts.

“There has been enough of this, my fine
young men,” she shot at them. “You’ve had
your fun, and now it is time for you to return
t» your mothers and consorts. - Shame on
you for making up such miserable tales
about yourselves. I have a good mind to
take you home with me for a couple of days,
and I’d put you in your places quick enough.
The idea of men acting like you are!”

For a moment I thought the Detaxalans
were going to cry by the faces they made,
but instead they broke into laughter, such
heathenish sounds as had never before been
heard on Gola, and I listened in wonder in-
stead of excluding it from my hearing, but
the fellows sobered quickly enough at that,
and the spokesman addressed the shocked
Yabo.
“I see,” said he, “it’s impossible for your
people and mine to arrive at an understand-
ing peaceably. I'm sorry that you take us
for children out on a spree, that you are
accustomed to such a low type of men as is
evidently your lot here.

“I have given you your chance to accept
our terms without force, but since you re-
fuse, under the orders of the Federation I
will have to take you forcibly, for we are
determined that Gola become one of us, if
you like it or not. Then you will learn
that we are not the children you believe us
to be.

“You may go to your supercilious Queen
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now and advise her that we give you exactly
ten hours in which to evacuate this city, for
precisely on the hour we will lay this city in
ruins. And if that does not suffice you we
will do the same with every other city on
the planet! Remember ten hours!”

And with that he took the mechanical
thought transformer from his head and
tossed it on the table. His companion did
the same and the two of them strode out of
the room and to their flyers which arose
several thousand feet above Tola and re-
mained there.

The Triumph of Gola

URRYING into Geble, Yabo told her
; what the Detaxalan had said. Geble
was rechmng on her couch and did not both-
er to raise herself.

“Childish prattle,” she conceded and with-
drew her red eyes on their movable stems
into their pockets, paying no more heed to
the threats of the men frem Detaxal.

1, however, could not be as calm as my
mother, and I was fearful that it was not
childish prattle after all. Not knowing
how long ten hours might be I did not wait,
but crept up to the palace’s beam station
and set its dials so that the entire building
and as much of the surrounding territory it
could cover were protected in the force zone.

Alas that the same beam was not greater.
But it had not been put there for defense,
only for matter transference and whatever
other peacetime methods we used. It was
the means of proving just the samé that it
was also a very good defensive instrument,
~ for just two ous later the hovering ships
above let loose their powers of destruction,
heavy explosives that entirely demolished
all of Tola and its millions of people and
only the palace royal of all that beauty was
left standing!

Awakened from her nap by the terrific

- detonation, Geble came hurriedly to a win-
dow to view the ruin, and she was wild with
grief at what she saw. Geble, however, saw
that there was urgent need for action. She
knew without my telling her what T had done
to protect the palace.
showed no sign of appreciation, I knew that

And though she
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I had won a greater place in her regard than
any other of her many daughters and would
henceforth be her favorite as well as her
successor as the case turned out.

Now, with me behind her, she hurried to
the beam station and in a twinkling we were
both in Tubia, the second greatest city of
that time. Nor were we to be caught nap-
ping again, for Geble ordered all beam sta-
tions to throw out their zone forces while
she herself manipulated one of Tubia’s
greatest power beams, attuning it to the
emanations of the two Detaxalan flyers. In
less than a ous the two ships were seen
through the mists heading for Tubia. For
a moment I grew fearful, but on realizing
that they were after all in our grip, and the
attractors held every living thing powerless
against movement, I grew calm and watched
them come over the city and the beam pull
them to the ground. s

With the beam still upon them, they lay
supine on the ground without motion. Des-
cending to the square Geble called for Ray
C, and when the machine arrived she herself
directed the cutting of the hole in the side
of the flyer and was the first to enter it with
me immediately behind, as usual.

We were both astounded by what we saw
of the great array of machinery within. But
a glance told Geble all she wanted to know
of their principles. She interested herself
only in the men standing rigidly in what-
ever position our beam had caught them.
Only the eyes of the creatures expressed
their fright, poor things, unable to move so
much as a hair while we moved among them
untouched by the power of the beam because
of the strength of our ewn minds.

They could have fought against it if they
had known how, but their simple minds were
too weak for such exercise.

Now glancing about among the stiff forms
around us, of which there were one thous-
and, Geble picked out those of the males
she desired for observation, choosing those
she judged to be their finest specimens, those
with much hair on their faces and having
more girth than the others. These she or-
dered removed by several workers who fol-
lowed us, and then we emerged again to the
outdoor's.
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Using hand beam torches the picked speci-
mens were kept immobile after they were
out of reach of the greater beam and were
borne into the laboratory of the building
Geble had converted into her new palace.
Geble and 1 followed, and she gave the or-
der for the complete annihilation of the two
powerless ships.

HUS ended the first foray of the people

of Detaxal. And for the next two tels
there was peace upon our globe again. In
the laboratory the thirty who had been res-
cued from their ships were given thorough
examinations both physically and mentally
and we learned all there was to know about
them. Hearing of the destruction of their
ships, most of the creatures had become
frightened and were quite docile in our
hands. Those that were unruly were used
in the dissecting room for the advancement
‘ of Golan knowledge.

After a complete study of them which
yielded little we lost interest in them scienti-
fically. Geble, however found some pleas-
ure in having the poor creatures around her
ard kept three of them in her own chambers
so she could delve into their brains as she
pleased. The others she doled out to her
favorites as she saw fit.

One she gave to me to act as a slave or
in what capacity I desired him, but my in-
terest in him soon waned, especially since
I had now come of age and was allowed to
have two consorts of my own, and go about
the business of bringing my daughters into
the world.

My slave I called Jon and gave him com-
plete freedom of my house. If only we had
forseen what was coming we would have
annihilated every one of them immediately!
It did please me later to find that Jon was
learning our language and finding a place
in my household, making friends with my
two shut-in consorts. But as I have said I
paid little attention to him.

So life went on smoothly with scarcely a
change after the destruction of the ships of
Detaxal. But that did not mean we were
unprepared for more. Geble reasoned that
there would be more ships forthcoming when
the Detaxalans found that their first two did
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not return. So, although it was sometimes
inconvenient, the zones of force were kept
upon our cities.

And Geble was right, for the day came
when dozens of flyers descended upon Gola
from Detaxal. But this time the zones of
force did not hold them since the zones
were not in operation!

And we were unwarned, for when they
descended upon us, our world was sleeping,
confident that our zones were our protection.
The first indication that I had of trouble
brewing was when awakening I found the
ugly form of Jon bending over me. Sur-
prised, for it was not his habit to arouse
me, | started up only to find his arms about
me, embracing me. And how strong he
was! For the moment a new emotion swept
me, for the first time I knew the pleasure
to be had in the arms of a strong man, but
that emotion was short lived for I saw in
the blue eyes of my slave that he had rec-
ognized the look in my eyes for what it was,
and for the moment he was tender.

Later I was to grow angry when I thought
of that expression of his, for his eyes filled
with pity, pity for me! But pity did not
stay, instead he grinned and the next instant
he was binding me down to my couch with
strong rope. Geble, I learned later, had
been treated as I, as were the members of
the council and every other woman in Gola!

HAT was what came of allowing our

men to meet on common ground with
the creatures from Detaxal, for a weak mind
is open to seeds of rebellion and the Deta-
xalans had sown it well, promising domin-
ance to the lesser creatures of Gola.

That, however, was only part of the plot
on the part of the Detaxalans. They were
determined not only to revenge those we
had murdered, but also to gain miastery of
our planet. Unnoticed by us they had con-
structed a machine which transmits sound
as we transmit thought and by its means had
communicated with their own world, advis-
ing them of the very hour to strike when all
of Gola was slumbering. It was a masterful
stroke, only they did not know the power
of the mind of Gola—so much more ancient

than theirs.
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Lying there bound on my couch I was able
to see out the window and trembling with
terror I watched a half dozen Detaxalan fly-
ers descend into Tubia, guessing that the
same was happening in our other cities.. I
was truly frightened, for I did not have the
brain of a Geble. I was young yet, and in
fedr I watched the hordes march out of their
machines, saw the thousands of our men
join them.

Free from restraint, the shut-ins were hav-
ing their holiday and how they cavorted out
in the open, most the time getting in the way
of the freakish Detaxalans who were certain-
ly taking over our city.

A half ous passed while I lay there watch-
ing, waiting in fear at what the Detaxalans
planned to do with us. I remembered the
pleasant, happy life we had led up to the
present and trembled over what the future
might be when the Detaxalans had infested
us with commerce and trade, business pro-
positions, tourists and all of their evil prac-
tices. It was then that I received the mes-
sage from Geble, clear and definite, just as
all the women of the globe received it, and
hope returned to my heart.

There began that titanic struggle, the
fight for supremacy, the fight that won us
victory over the simple-minded weaklings
below who had presumptuously dared to con-
quer us. The first indications that the pow-
er of our combined mental concentration at
Geble’s orders was taking effect was when
we saw the first of our males halt in their
wild dance of freedom. They tried to shake
us off, but we knew we could bring them
back to us.

At first the Detaxalans paid them no heed.
They knew not what was happening until
there came the wholesale retreat of the Golan
men back to the buildings, back to the cham-
bers from which they had escaped. Then
grasping something of what was happening
the already defeated invaders sought to re-
tain their hold on our little people. Our
erstwhile captives sought to hold them with
oratorical gestures, but of course we won.
We saw our creatures return to us and un-
bind us.

Only the Detaxalans did not guess the sig-
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nificance of that, did not realize that inas-
much as we had conquered our own men,
we could conquer them also. As they went
about their work of making our city their
own, establishing already their autocratic
bureaus wherever they pleased, we began to
concentrate upon them, hypnotizing them
to the flyers that had disgorged them.

And soon they began to feel of our power,
the weakest ones first, feeling the mental
bewilderment creeping upon them. Their
leaders, stronger in mind, knew nothing of
this at first, but soon our terrible combined
mental power was forced upon them alse
and they realized that their men were de--
serting them, crawling back to their ships!
The leaders began to exhort them into new
action, driving them physically. But our
power gained on them and now we began to
concentrate upon the leaders themselves.
They were strong of will and they defied us,
fought us, mind against mind, but of course
it was useless. Their minds were not suited
to the test they put themselves too, and after
almost three ous of struggle, we of Gola were
able to see victory ahead.

At last the leaders succumbed. Not a sin-
gle Detaxalan was abroad in the avenues.
They were within their flyers, held there by
our combined wills, unable to act for them-
selves. It was then as easy for us to switch
the zones of force upon them, subjugate them
more securely and with the annihilator beam
to disintegrate completely every ship and
man into nothingness! Thousands upon
thousands died that day and Gola was indeed
revenged.

Thus, my daughters, ended the second in-
vasion of Gola.

Oh yes, more came from their planet to
discover what had happened to their ships
and their men, but we of Gola no longer
hesitated, and they no sooner appeared be-
neath the mists than they too were annihila-
ted until at last Detaxal gave up the
of comquering our cloud-laden world. Pex-
haps in the future they will attempt it again,
but we are always in readiness for them
now, and our men—well they are still the
same ineffectual weaklings, my daugh-
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THE END



