,Harbmgers of uuer annihllatwn were they, the silent, grim guardum;-‘ E
from outer space, hangmg :mplacably over the panic-stricken cities of -
“Earth. ... And only one man dared to ask the question for a million
,aoula— ‘What new cosmic patiern of terror had the New Masters
- jashwned from their heartless knowledge, that they themselves dared o
not reveal—until the hour of Doom? ‘

 AthurC.
. \Clarkg




IETER VAN RYBERG shivered, as he

o gren’s room. He looked at the thermo-
stat and shrugged his shoulders in mock
resignation.

“You know, Chief,” he said, “although
.--we’ll be sorry to lose you, it’s nice to feel
.:that the pneumonia death-rate will soon
~-be _falling.”

" “How do you know?” smiled Stormgren.

% “The next Secretary-General may be an

- Eskimo. The fuss-some people make over

a few degrees centigrade!”

Van Ryberg laughed and walked over to

the curving double window. He stood in -

silence for a moment, starmg along the

partly finished.
“WelI ” he said, with a sudden change of
tone ‘“are you going to see them?”

e always did, when Iie came into Storm-"
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Overnight, Earth had become a protector-
ste in some shadowy, star-strewn empire
beyond the knowledge of Man. . . .

.

“Yes, I think so. It usually saves trouble
in the long run.”

Van Ryberg suddenly stiffened and
pressed his face against the glass.

“Here they are!” he said. “They’re com~-
ing up Wilson Avenue. Not as many as I
expected, though—about two thousand, I'd
say.”

Stormgren walked over to the Assistant-

Secretary’s side. Half a mile away, a small
, but determined crowd -carried banners

o s

avenue of great white buildings, still only ‘ along the avenue towards Headquarters - -

Building. Presently he could hear, even
through the insulation, the ominous sound
of chanting voices. He felt-a sudden wave



and- angry slogans!

Y The crowd had now come-abreast of the

building: it must know that he was wateh-
ing, for here and there fists were being
shaken in the air. They were not defying
him, though I:he‘ gesture was meant for
him to see. As pygmies may threaten g
giant,  those angry fists were directed
against the sky some fifty miles above his
head. .
And as likely as not, thought Stormgren,
Karellen wags looking down at the whole
thing and enjoying himself hugely.

This‘ was the first time’ that Stormgren

only taken it because the League would
employ any refusal as ammunition against

him. He. knew that the gulf was far too -

wide for any agreement to come from
this meeting.

object of your visit is to register a formal

“Then do you consider,”

interjected
Stormgren, “that Europe, and

customs,’frontiers, and all the rest of that
—that medievg] pbaraphernalig 9”

“I don’t quarre] with Federation as an
ultimate objective, though some of my
Supporters might not agree. My point is
that it must come from ~ithin, not he
Superimposed from without, we must work
out our own destiny-—we have g3 right to

. the Freedom

independence. . There must-be no more in
terference in ‘human affairg!” ¥

Stormgren sighed. Al this he had hearg’
a hundred times before, and he knew that
he could only give the old answers thgy
League had refused to ae-
cept. He had faith in Karellen, and they
had not. That was the fundamenta} dif-
ference, and there was nothing he eoulq.
do about it. Luckily, there was nothin
that the "reedom League could do either.

“Let me ask you a few questions,” he
said. “Can you deny that the Overlords
have brought security, peace-and prosper-
ity to the -worldo” '

.“That is true. But they have taken oyr
freedom. Man does._not live—"

“By bread alone. Yes, I know—but this
is the first age in which €very man wag
sure of getting even that. In any case,
what freedom have we lost compared with
that which the Overlords have given yug
for the first time in human history?”

“Freedom to control our own lives, under
God’s guidance.”

Stormgren shook his head.

“Last month, five hundred bishops, car- -
dinals and rabbis signed a joint declara-
tion pledging support for the Supervisor’s
policy. The world’s religions are against
you.” ’

“Because so few people realize the dan-
ger. When they do, it may be too late.
Humanity will have lost its initiative and
will have become 3 subject race.”

Stormgren did not seem to hear. He wag
watching the crowd below, milling aim-
lessly, now that "it had lost its leader.
How long, he wondered, would it be be-
fore men ceased to abandon their reason
and identity when more than a few of
them were gathered together? Wainwright
might be a sincere and honest man, but
the same could not be said of many of his
followers.

Stormgren turned back to hig visitor.

“In three days I shall be meeting the
Supervisor again. I shall explain your ob-
jections to him, since it is my duty to rep-
resent the views of the world. But it wil]
alter nothing.” )

Rather siowly, Wainwright began again.

“That brings me to another point. One
of our main objections to the Overlords,
as you know, is their secretiveness. You

.are the only human being who has ever

spoken with Karellen—ang eéven you have
never seen him. Is it surprising that many
of us are suspicious of his motives?”

“You have heard his speeches. Aren’t
they convincing enough?”



‘Frankly, words are not sufficient. Ido
“know which we resent more—Karel-
's.omnipotence, or his secrecy.”

tormgren was silént. There was noth-

T WAS, of course, only a very small oper-
: I ation from their point of view, but to
“‘Earth it was the biggest thing that had
had been no warn-
-~ing, but a sudden shadow had fallen across
a score of the world’s greatest cities, Look-
_ing up from their ‘work, a million men saw
in that heart-freezing instant that the
human race was no longer alone,
-, -'The twenty great ships were unmistak-
ble symbols of a science Man could not
hope to matech for centuries. For seven
‘days they floated motionless above his
ities, giving no hint that they knew of
his existence. But none was needed-—not
“Dy charice alone could those mighty ships
“have come to rest so brecisely over New
“York, London, Moscow, Canberra, Rome,
~Capetown, Tokyo.
Even before the ending of those unfor-
‘gettable days, some men had guessed the
truth. This was not a first tentative con-
“tact by a race which knew nothing of Man.
“Within those silent,
ter psychologists were studying humanity’s

Karellen, Super-
Visor for Earth, made himself known to the

There was little doubt but that its
cholarship and virtuosity, its tantalizing
glimpses of knowledge still untapped, were
eliberately designed to convince Mankind

knew that their
aYs of precarious sovereignty were ending.
ocal, internal governments would still re-
tain their bowers, but in the wider field of
International affairs the supreme decisions
had passed out of human hands. Argu-:
ents, protests—-alljwereifutile.h No weapon .
14 touch those brooding. giants, and

d""anaﬁ11 Wouldiﬁtté;; -

.ing, even among your s
. time this secrecy

“ yet: somehow:lag,

S : B |
Earth had become a protectorate in some
shadowy, star-strewn ‘empire beyond the
knowledge of Man. , ST
In a little while the tumult had subsided, -
and the world went about its  business - -
again. The only change g suddenly awak- -
ened Rip Van Winkle would have noticed -
was a hushed expectancy, a mental glane-" -
ing-over-the-shoulder, ‘as Mankind waited. -
for the Overlords to show themselves and -~
to step down from their gleaming ships.
" Five years later, it was still waiting.

» * *

The room was small and, save. for-the
single chair and the table beneath :the . -
vision-screen, unfurnished. As was intend-:
ed, it told nothing of the. creatures who .. : -
had built it. There was only the one Ro) ¢ CECRORR
trance, and that led directly to the airloek -
in the curving flank of the great ship.
Through that lock only Stormgren, alone - .
of living men, had ever come to meet -
Karellen, Supervisor for Earth, B
The vision screen was empty now, as it .
had always been. Behind that rectangle
of darkness lay utter mystery—but there .
too lay affection and. an immense and - 7
tolerant understanding of mankind. An -
understanding which, Stormgren knew, - -
could only have been -acquired through. -
centuries of study, » R
From the hidden grille came . that calm, .
never-hurried voice with its undercurrent
0f humour—the voice which ‘Stormgren -
knew so well though the world had hegrd- -
it only thrice in history. . RRTRE
“Yes, Rikki, I was listening, What did you -
make of Mr, Wainwright?” e
“He’s an honest man, whatever his Sup---
porters may be. What are we going to'do, .
about him? The ‘League itself isn’t danger< - :
ous, but some of its more extreme-suppor~
ters.are openly advocating violence. Tve -
been wonderirig for some time if-1 -should "
put a guard on my house. But I hope At
isn’t nécessary” SO
 Karellen evaded the point in the annpy=:
ing way he sometimes. had, S
“The detalls of the European Federatl
have been out for-a month now. Has there.
been a substantial Increase in the seven
percent who disapprove of me, or the nine-
percent who Don’t Know?”. = .
“Not_yet, despite the press _reactions
What Pm worried about is-a.general feel-

Karellen’s sigh was
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- That’s your feeling: -
The guestion was: T}
Stormgren- didn’t _bothei &

affairs makes ; -
BRiE i doesn’t exactly “Help min
- Karellen with Some spirit, “I_wish

what idealistic colonial] policy.”

“Then can’t you at least give us some
reason for yoyur concealment? Because
-we .don’t understand it; it annoys us and
gives rise tg all sorts of rumors.”

Karellen gave that deep, rieh laugh of
his, just tpp musical . to pe altogether
human,

“What am T Supposed to pe now? Dopeg
still hold the field? 19

“Can’t yoyu EVer be seriong?”

“My dear Rikki,” said Karellen, “it’s only
by not taking the | i
that 1 retain

Despite himselr, Stormgren Smiled.

“That doesn’t help me 3 great deal, doeg
it? I have to 80 down there gng conyinee
men that although You won’t

You can’t defy it forever.”

“Of all the problems that faced us when
we came to Earth, this wag the most difg.-
‘cult,” admitteq Karellen. “You have trust-
ed our wisdom in other thingksurely you
can trust ys in thisg!”

“I trust you,” said Stormgren, “but
Wainwright doesn’t, nor do his Supporters.
Can you really blame them if they put g
inte upon your unwilling-
ness to show yourself?”:

“Listen, Rikki,» Karellen
length.

dom League.
to the agendgy

Now, Please, can we return
and start recording agajn?

FAMOUS FaNTASTIC MYSTERIES

: 'maxei,a?beweg;;mfm» settling th

ver L. . - question than my predecessory-
Do you really Appreciale” he. condin- - L
ued earnestly, “hoy difficult this state of -

: &%’ef” yreaciwdnem 23, an

“few housand years . ,

€4 A NY luck, Chiefo
) anxiously,

“I don't kriow,” Stofmgren replied wear-
on hig

es down
the seat.

iy as he threw the g}
desk and collapsed intp
len’s consulting
OF whatever he
any promises.”

“Listen.” said Pje

may be. Ha won't maka

- “Td's an ingenious theory.
with what little T do know about Karellen's
background.” -

“And how much is thato”

“Well, he Was a professor of astropolitics ‘

on a world he -calls Skyrendel, and he put
up a terrific fight before they made him
take this job. He bretends to hate it, but

him which he seems can’t im-
agine what it is. And that’s reaily all 1
know.” )

“He could easily haye made it up, My
theory is that his little fleet’s lost in Space
and looking for 2 new home. He deesn’t
want us to know how few he and his com-

“You,” said Stormgren with sreat sever-
ity, “have been reading science-fiction in
office hours.”

Van Ryberg grinned,
““The ‘Invasien from Space’ didn’t turn

“Your explanation, ag Usual, is much too
ingenious tg be trae. Though we can only

a;sked van Ryberg |

his superior now, wheever

But it clasheg

4
5
]
b
El

b
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~“infer its existence, there must be a great
civilization behind the Superviser—and one
that’'s known about Man for a very long
time. Karellen- himself must have been
studying us for centuries. Look at his
command of English, for example. He
taught me how te speak it idiomatically!”

“I sometimes think he went a little too
far,” laughed van Ryberg. “Have you ever
discovered anything he doesn’t know?”

“Oh, yes, quite often—but only on trivial
points. Yet, taken one at g time, I don’t
think his mental gifts are quite outside the
range of human achievement. But no man
could possibly do all the things he does.”

*“That’s more or less what I'd decided al-
ready,” agreed van Ryberg.
around Karellen forever, but in the end
© we always- come back to the same ques-
‘tlon—why the devil won’t he show him-
. self? Until he does, I'll go on theorizing
and the Freedom League will go on ful-
minating.” -

He cocked a rebellious eye at the ceil-
ing. .
“One dark night, Mr. Supervisor, I'm

going to take a rocket up to your ship
- and climb in through the back door with
my camera. What (
be!”

If Karellen was listening, he gave no
sign of it. But, of course, he never did
give any sign.

& o3 *

It was completely dark when Stormgren
_awoke. How strange that was, he was for
8 moment too sleepy to realize. Then,
as full consciousness dawned, he sat up
with "a start and felt for the light-switch
beside his bed. .

" In the darkness his hand encountered a
bare stone wall, cold to the touch. He

- froze instantly, mind and body paralyzed

by-the impact of the unexpected. Then,
Scarcely believing his senses, he kneeled
on the bed and began to explore with his
finger tips that shockingly unfamiliar wall.

He had been doing this for only a mo-

ment when there was g sudden ‘click’ and-

2 section of the darkness slid aside. He
_.caught a glimpse of a man silhouetted

-against g dimly lit background: then the
-door closed again and the darkness re-
- turned. 1t happened so swiftly that he saw
. Dothing of the room in which he was lying.
. An instant later, he was dazzled by the
; lght of a powerful electric torch. The
beam flickered across his face, held him

- steadily for a moment, then dipped to il- -

“We can argue

a scoop that would )

Sefp3
luminate the whole bed—which was, he
now saw, nothing more than 8 mattress
supported on rough planks. o

Out of the darkness a soft voice Spoke to
him in excellent English but with an ac-
cent which at first Stormgren could not
identify.

“Ah, Mr. Secretary, I'm glad to see you're
awake. I hope you feel all right.”

The angry questions he was ‘about .to
ask died upon his lips. He stared back
into the darkness, then replied calmly,
“How long have I been unconscious?”

“Several "days. We were promised that
-there would be no after-effects. I'm glad to
see it’s true.”

Partly to gain time, Ppartly to test his own
reactions, Stormgren swung his legs over
“the side of the bed. He was still wearing
his night-clothes, but they were badly
crumpled and seemed to have gathered
considerable dirt. As he moved he felt a
slight dizziness—not, enough to be trouble-
some, but sufficient to convince him that
he had indeed been drugged.

The oval of light slipped across the room
and for the first time Stormegren had an
idea of its dimensions. He realized that he
was underground, possibly at a great
depth. If he had been unconscious for sev-
eral days he might be anywhere. on Earth.

The torch-light illuminated a pile of
clothes draped over g Packing ecase.

“This should be enough for you,” said
the voice from the darkness, “Laundry’s
rather d problem here, so we
couple of your suits and half a8 dozen
shirts.”

“That,” said Stormgren without humor,
“was considerate of you.”

“We’re sorry about the absence of furni-
ture and electric light. This place is con-
venient in some ways, but it rather lacks
amenities.”

“Convenient for what?” asked Stormgren

a5 he climbed into a shirt. The feel of the
familiar cloth beneath his fingers was
strangely reassuring.
‘ “Just—convenient,” said the voice. “And
by the way, since we’re likely to spend a
good deal of time together, you’d better
call me Joe.”

“Despite your
Stormgren,

nationality,”
“I think I could pronounce

.your real name. It won’t bé worse than

many Finnish ones.”

There was a slight bause and the light
flickered for an instant, -

“Well, I should have expected it,” said

Joe resignedly. “You must have plenty of
practice at this sort of thing.” :

grabbed a-

r

retorted -

R
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- sition. T “suppose you were born in. Po-
land, and bicked up.your English in Britain
“during the War? I should think you were
stationed quite a while in Scotland, from
_your r’s.” - ) “

“That,” said the other very firmly, “is
quite enough. As you seem to have fin-
ished dressing-—thank you.”

HE walls around them, though ocea-

Sionally faced with concrete, were most-
ly bare rock. It was clear to Stormgren
that he was in some disused mine, and he
could tHink of few more effective prisons.
Until now the thought that he had been
kidnaped had somehow failed to worry him
greatly. He felt that, whatever happened,
the immense resources of- the Supervisor
would soon locate and rescue him. Now he
was nof so sure—there must be g limit
even to Karellen’s powers, and if he was
indeed buried in some remote continent
all the science of the Overlords might be
unable to trace him.

There were three other men round the
table in the bare but brightly lit room.
.They looked up with interest and more
than a little awe as Stormgren entered.
Joe was by far the most outstanding
character—not merely in physical bulk.

The others were nondescript individuals,

probably Europeans ,also. He would be
able to place them when he heard them
talk.

“Well,” he said evenly, “now perhaps
you'll tell me what this is all about, and
what you hope to get out of it.”

Joe cleared his throat.

“I'd like to make one thing clear,” he
said. “This has nothing to do with Wain-
wright. He’'ll be as surprised as anyone
else.”

Stormgren had rather expected this. It
gave him relatively little satisfaction to
confirm the existence of an extremist
movement inside the Freedom League,

“As a madtter of interest,” he said, “how
did you kidnap me?” -

He hardly expected a reply, and was
taken aback by the other’s readiness—
€ven eagerness—to answer. Only slowly
did he guess the reason.

“It was all rather like one of those old
Fritz Lang films,” said Joe cheerfully. “We
weren’t sure if Karellen had a watch on
you, so we took somewhat elaborate pre-
cautions. You were knocked out by gas in
the air-conditioner—that was easy. Then
we carried you out into the car and drove
off—no trouble at all. All this, I might say,

©f.. . FAMOUS FANTAS
- “It’s a useful hobby for & man-in my po- -

MYSTERIES .. -
wasn't’ ‘done- by any ‘of ‘our-people. We
hired—er-—professionals for the job. Karel.
len may get them-in fact, he’s supposed
to—but hell be no wiser. When it left
your house, the car drove into a long read
tunnel not a thousand kilometers from
New York. It came out again on schedule
at the other end, still carrying a drugged
man extraordinarily like the Secretary- .
General. About the same time a large
truck loaded with metal cases emerged in
the opposite direction and drove to g
certain airfield where one of the cases
was loaded aboard s freighter. Meanwhile
the car that had done the job continued
elaborate evasive action in the general di-
rection of Canada. Perhaps' Karellen’s
caught it by now: I don’t know. .
“As you'll see—I do hope you appreciaté

TIC.

. my frankness—our whole blan depended

on one thing. We’re pretty sure that Karel-
len can see and hear everything that hap-
bens on the surface of the Earth—but un-
less he uses magie, not science, he can’t
see underneath it. So he won’t know about

that transfer in the tunnel. Naturally
we've taken a risk, but there were also

one or two other stages in your removal
which I won’t go into now. We may have
to use them again one day, and it would
be a pity to give them away.”

Joe had related the whole story with
such obvious gusto that Stormgren found
it difficult to be appropriately furious.
Yet he felt very disturbed. The plan was
an ingenious one, and it seemed more
than likely that whatever watch Karellen
kept on Rim, he would have been tricked
by this ruse.

The Pole was watching Stormgren’s re-
actions closely. He would have to appear
confident, whatever his real feelings.

“You must be a Iot of fools,” said Storm-
gren scornfully, “if you think you can
trick the Overlords like this. In any case,
what conceivable good would it do?”

Joe offered him g cigarette, which
Stormegren refused, then lit one himself.

“Our motives,” he began, “should be
pretty obvious. We've found that argu-
ment’s useless, so we have to take other
measures. - Whatever powers he’s got,
Karellen won’t find it easy to deal with
us. We’re out to fight for our indepen-
dence. Don’t misunderstand me. There’ll
be nothing violent—at . first, anyway. But
the Overlords have to use human agents,
and we can make it mighty uncomfortable
for them.”

Starting with me, I
Stormgren.

suppose, thought



~“What do you intend to"d0 With mes™
asked Stormgren at length. “Am I 3 hos-
tage, or what?” - - )
~“Don’t worry—we’ll look after you. We
expect some visitors in.g day or two, and
until then we’ll entertain you as well as
“we can.” :
He added some words in his own lan-
.guage, and cne of the others produced g
- brand-new pack of cards.
“We got these especially for you,” ex-

- --plained Joe. His voice suddenly ' became
=.-grave. “I hope you’ve got plenty of cash,”
- .he said anxiously. “After all, we can hard-
* 1y accept checks.”
.~ Quite overcome, Stormgren stared blank-
-."ly at his captors. Then it suddenly seemed
_7'to him that all the cares and worries of of-
+« fice had lifted from his shoulders. Whatever

happened, there was absolutely nothing he
-eould do about it—and now these fantastic
criminals wanted to play poker with him.
- Abruptly, he threw back his head and
-laughed as he had not done for years.

DURING the next three days Stormgren
analyzed his captors with some thor-
oughness. Joe was the only one of any im-
‘bortance, the others were nonentities—the
riffraff one would expect any illegal move-
ment to gather round itself,
 Joe was an altogether more complex in-
dividual, though sometimes he reminded
Stormgren of an overgrown baby. Their
interminable poker games were punctuated
with violent political arguments, but it
:-became obvious to Stormgren that the big
Pole had never thought seriously about
.- the cause for which he was fighting. Emo-
~tion and extreme conservatism clouded all
-his judgments. His country’s long struggle
- for independence had conditioned him so
- completely that he still lived in the past.
- He was a picturesque survival, one of those
- who had no use for an ordered way of life,
~When his type had vanished, if it ever did,
“the world would be 2 safer but less inter-
-esting place. ‘ o
There was little doubt- as far as Storm-
~gren was concerned, that-Karellen had
-failed to locate him.- He was not surprised
-When, five or six days after his capture, Joe
~told him to expect visitors. For some time
the little group had shown increasing nerv-
‘Ousness, and the prisoner guessed that the
-leaders of the movement, having seen that

~ GUARDIAN ANGEL "

o

-the coast was clear, were at last coming -

fitO’ collect him. ‘ .
.-They were already’ ‘waiting, - gathered
‘round -the rickety-table, when Joe -waved

him- politely . into’ the ‘living - room: : The -

~pencil -and-

fo5.

“three fthu'g; ‘had 'iamhed, and even Jbe'

seemed somewhat restrained; Stormegren
could see at once that he was now con- .
fronted by men of a much higher caliber.
There was intellectual force, iron determ-
ination, and ruthlessness in these six men. .
Joe and his like were harmless—here were
the real brains behind the organization.
With a curt nod, Stormgren moved over
to the seat and tried to look self-possessed.
As he approached, the elderly, thick-set
man on the far side of the table leaned
forward And stared at him with*pierci_ng
gray eyes. They made Stormgren 50 un-_
comfortable that he spoke ﬂrst‘—somet};ing' :
he had not intended to do. '
“I suppose you've come to
What’s my ransom?” :
He noticed that in the background some-
one was taking down his words in g short-:
hand notebook. It was all very business--—
like.
The leader replied in a musical Welsh ac-
cent, R
“You could put it that way, Mr. Secre-. .
tary-General. But we're interested in in-"
formation, not ecash. You know what our
motives are. Call us a resistance move=-
ment, if you like. We believe that sooner:
or later Earth will have to fight for its in-
dependence. We kidnaped you partly to~
show Karellen that we mean business ang* "
are well organized, but largely because.
you are the only man who ean tell us. -
anything of the Overlords.
sonable man, Mr. Stormgren. Give us your
co-operation;-and you can have your free- "
dom.” ' L
“Exactly what do you wish to know?” -
asked Stormgren cautiously. )
“Do you know who, or what, the Over-
lords really are?” ” " v
Stormgren almost smiled. L
“Believe me,” he said, “I'm quite as anxi=
ous as you to discover that.” o Coo
““Then youll answer our questions?” ... ..
“I make no promises. But I may.” .-
‘"There was a slight sigh of relief from S
Joe and . a-rustle of anticipation went o
round the. room.- o I
“We have a general idea,” continued the . -

other, “of the circumstance

discuss terms;

of co-operation. . -~ e
- He: Telt- in: his -pockets -and -produced
an: -0ld-. envelope, - Skgtchin

You're a rea- .
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rapldly while he conversed, he bega;
. “You Know, of course; that a small flying

~machine, with no- obvious means of pro-. But ve

:{pulsion, calls for me at ‘regular-interyals
- /and takes me up to Karellen’s ghip. There
- .. .is ‘only -one. small room in that maechine, - :
iand.it’s quite bare apart from a.couch:and.-

_.itable. The layout is something like’ this.”

1 As- Stormgren talked, it seemed to him
‘that his mind was operating on two.levels
! simultaneously. On the one hand he was

Itrying to defy the men who had captured

~ {him, yet on the other he was hoping that

ithey might help him to unravel Karellen’s
isecret. He did not feel that he was be-
itraying the Supervisor, for there was noth-
.. "Ing here that he had not told many times
{before. Moreover, the thought that these

;;men could harm Karellen in any way was -

.+ fantastic.

: - The Welshman conducted most of the
{;interrogation. It was fascinating to wateh
i'that agile mind trying one opening after
“'another, testing and rejecting all the

‘i theories that Stormgren himself had aban- :
~ i doned long ago. "Presently he leaned back"

+with a sigh and the shorthand writer laid
‘down his stylus.

- “We're getting nowhere,” “he said re-
‘signedly. “We want more facts, and that
‘means action-—not argument.” The pierc-
'ing .eyes stared thoughtfully at Storm-
;-gren. For a moment he tapped nervously
:on the table—the first sign of uncertainty
: that Stormgren had noticed. ‘Then he con-
‘ tinued: )
S “I'm -a little surprised, Mr, Secretary,
‘ithat you’ve never made an effort to learn
more about the Overlords.”

! “What do you suggest?” asked Storm-
‘gren coldly. “I've told you that there’s
‘only ene way out of the room in which
‘I've had'my talks with Karellen—and that
leads straight to the airlock.”

“It might be Dpossible,” mused the other,
“to -devise instruments which could teach
'us. something. I'm no scientist, but we
‘can look into the matter. If we give you
"your freedom, would you be willing to as-
-sist with such a plan?”

“Once and for all,” said Stormgren an-
igrily, “let me make my position perfectly
‘clear. Karellen is working for a united
‘world, and Tl do nothing to help his ene-
‘mies. What his ultimate plans may be,
‘I don’t know, but I belleve that they are
;good. You may annoy him, you may even
delay the achievement of his aims, but it
'will make no difference in the end. You
‘may be sincere in believing as you do:
‘Y can understand your fear that the tradi-

.. There was no reply: the man -Opposita-
neither moved nor spoke. He sat with lipg
half open, his eyes now lifeless -and-bling;
Around him the others were equally mo- -
tionless, frozen in strained, unnatural attf-
tudes. With a little .8asp of pure herrer,-
Stormgren rose to hig feet and backed
away toward the door. As he did" so the
silence was suddenly broken.

“That was a nice speech, Rikki.
think we can go.” -

“Karellen! Thank God—but what have
you done?”- -
- “Don’t worry. They’re all right. voy -
cancall it a paralysis, but it's much subtler
than that.- They're simply living a few
thousand times more slowly than normal,
When we're gone, theyll never know what
happened.” :
" “Youlll leave them here until the police
come?”

“No: I've.a much better plan. m letting
them go.” : -

Now 1

STORMGREN felt an illogieal sense of
relief which he did not care to analyze.
He gave a last valedictory glance at the
little room and its frozen occupants. Joe
was - standing - on one foot, staring very
stupidly at nothing. Suddenly Stormgren .
laughed and-fumbled in his  pockets.
“Thanks for the hospitality, Joe,” he
sald. “I think Tl leave a souvenir.”
On a reasonably clean sheet of paper
he wrote carefully:

BANK OF MANHATTAN

Pay “Joe” the sum of Fifteen Dollars
Thirty-five Cents ($15.35). -

R. Stormgren.

As he laid the strip of paper beside the
Pole, Karellen’s voice inquired: “Exactly
what are you up to?” :

“Paying a ‘debt of honor,” explained
Stormgren. “The other two cheated, but
I think Joe played fair.”

He felt very gay and light-headed as he
walked to the door. Hanging just outside
it was a large, featureless metal sphere
that moved aside to let him pass. He
guessed that it was. some kind of robot,
and it explained how Karellen had been
able to reach him through the unknown
layers of roek overhead.



“You've half a mile to go,” said the sphere.

“Carry on for a. hundred yards,” said
the sphere, speaking. in Karellen’s voice.
“Then turn to the left until I give you
further instructions.”

He ran forward eagerly, though he real-
ized that there was no need for hurry.
The sphere remained hanging in the
corridor, and Stormgren guessed that it
was the generator of the paralysis field.

A minute later he came across a second
"Sphere, walting for him at a fork in the
corridor. . :

“You’ve half a mile to go,” it said. “Keep
to the left until we meet again.”

Six times he eéncountered the spheres
on his way to the open. At first he won-~

dered if somehow the first robot had
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slipped ahead of him ; then he guessed that
there must be a chain of them maintain-
ing a complete circuit down into the
depths of the mine. At the entrance g
Eroup of guards formed g piece of im-
probable still life, watched over by yet
another of the ubiquitous spheres. On
the hillside a few yards away lay the little
flying machine in which Stormgren had
made._ all his journeys to Karellen,

He stood for a moment blinking i the
fierce sunlight. As he climbed into the
little ship, he had a last glimpse of the
mine entrance and the men frozen round
it. Quite suddenly 2 line of mietal Spheres
raced out of the opening like §i1ver cannon
balls. Then the door closed behind - him
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and with a sigh of relief he sank “back
upon, the familiar couch. = = -~ s

- _For a while Stormgren waited until he -
- had recovered his. breath, then he uttered

a .single; - heartfelt syllable:

“Weu?n . ‘

“I'm sorry I couldn’t rescue you before.
But you’ll-see how very important it was
to wait until all the leaders had gathered
here.”

“Do you mean to say,” spluttered Storm-
gren, “that you knew where I was all the
time? If I thought—” ;

“Don’t be so hasty,” answered Karellen,
“or at any rate, let me finish explaining.”

“It had better be good,” said Stormgren
darkly. He was beginning to suspect that
he had been no more than the bait in an
elaborate trap.

“I've had a tracer on you for some time,”
began Karellen, “and though your late

. friends were correct in thinking that I
couldn’t follow you underground, I was
able to keep track until they brought you
to the mine. That transfer in the tunnel
was ingenious, but when the first car
ceased to react, it gave the show away
and I soon located you again. Then it was
merely a matter of waiting. I knew that
once they were certain I'd lost you, the
leaders would come here and I'd be able
to trap them all.”

“But you're letting them go!”

“Until now,” said Karellen, “I did not
know which of the two billion men on
this planet were the heads of the organi-
zation. Now that they're located,- I can
~trace their movements anywhere on Earth.
That's far better than locking them up.
They’re effectively neutralized, and they
know it.”

That rich laugh echoed round the tiny
room.

“In some ways the whole affair was a
comedy, but it had a serious purpose. It
will be a valuable object lesson for any
other plotters.”

Stormgren was silent for a while. He
was not altogether satisfied, but he could
see Karellen’s point of view and some of
his anger had evaporated.

“It’s a pity to do it in my last few weeks
of office,” he said, “but from now on Pm

. going to have a guard on my house. Pieter
can be kidnaped next time. How has he
managed, by ‘the way? Are things in as
big a mess as I expect?”

“You’ll be disappointed to find how little -

your absence%ha.s ‘mattered. I've watched
Pieter carefully this past week, and have
deliberately avoided helping him. On the
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whaole he’s done very well—-but he’s not the
man to take your place.” - = :

“That’s Iucky for him,” said Stormgren,
still rather aggrieved. “And have you had
any word from your superior about—about
showing yourself to us? I'm sure now that
it’s the strongest argument yeur enemies
have. Again and again, they told me, ‘We'll
never trust the Overlords until we can see
them..”

Karellen sighed.

“No, I have heard nothing. But I know

- what the answer must be.”

Stormgren did not press the matter.
Once he might have done so, but now for

-the first time -the faint shadow of a plan

had come into his mind. What he had re-
fused to do under duress, he might yet at-
tempt of his own free will.

PIERRE DUVAL showed no surprise when
Stormgren walked wnannounced into
his office. They were old friends, and there
was nothing ‘unusual in the. Secretary-
General paying a personal visit to the chief
of the Science Bureau. Certainly Karellen
would not think it odd, even if by any -
remote chance he turned his attention to
this corner of the world.

For a while the two men talked business
and exchanged political gossip; then, rath-
er hesitantly, Stormgren came to the point.
As his visitor talked, the old Frenchman
leaned back in his chair and his eyebrows
rose steadily millimeter by millimeter until
they were almost entangled in his fore-
lock. Once or twice he seemed about to
speak but each time thought better of it.

When Stormgren had finished, the scien-
tist looked nervously around the room.

“Do you think he was listening?” he
said.

“I don’t believe he can. This place is
supposed to be shielded from everything,
isn’t it? Karellen’s not a magician. He
knows where I am, but that’s all.”

“I hope you're right. Apart from that,
won’t there be trouble when he discovers
what you’re trying to do? Because he will,

- you know.”

“I'll take that risk. Besides, we under-
stand each other rather well.”

The physicist toyed with his pencil and
stared into space for a while.

“It’s a very pretty problem. I like it,” he
said simply. Then he dived into a drawer
and produced an enormous writing-pad,
the biggest Stormgren had ever seen.

“Right,” -he began, seribbling furiously.
“Let me make sure I have all the facts.
Tell me everything you can about the-
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room in which you have your interviews.
Don’t omit any detail; howeveér trivial it
seems.”

_Finally the Frenchman studied his notes
with puckered brow.

J“And that’s all you can tell me?”
'llYes.”

‘He-snorted in disgust.

- “What about lighting? Do you sit in total
~darkness? And how about heating, ventila-
tion...”

Stormgren smiled at the characteristic
-outburst.

“The whole ceiling is luminous, and as
far as I can tell the air comes through
~the speaker grille. I don’t know how it
-leaves; perhaps the stream reverses at in-
‘tervals, but I haven’t noticed it. There’s
no sign of any heaters, but the room is
‘always at normal temperature. As for the
achine that takes me up to Karellen’s
8hip, the room in which I travel is as fea-
tureless as an elevator cage.”

There was silence for several minutes
hile the physicist embroidered his writ-
g-pad with meticulous and microscopic
doodles. No one could have guessed that
behind that still almost unfurrowed brow,
the world’s finest technical brain was
orking with the icy brecisign that had
made it famous,

Then Duval nodded to himself in satis-

-faction, leaned forward and pointed his
Pencil at Stormegren.

“What makes you think, Rikki,”* he
asked, “that Karellen’s vision screen, as
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you call it, really is what it pretends to
be? Doesn’t it seem far more probable that
your ‘vision screen’ is really nothing more
complicated than a sheet of one-way
glass?” -

Stormgren was so annoyed with himself
that for a moment he sat in silence, .re-..
tracing the past. From the beginning, he -
had never challenged Karellen’s story—yet
now that he came to look back, when had
the Supervisor ever told him that he was-
using a television system? He had just. .
taken it for granted: the whole thing had -
been a piece of psychological trickery, and- -
he had been completely deceived. He tried” -
to console himself with the thought that'
in the same circumstances even Duval
would have fallen into the trap.

“If you're right,” he said, “all I have to - -
do is to smash the glass—” -

Duval sighed.

“These non-technical laymen! Do you
think it’s likely to be made: of anything -
you could smash without explosives? And.
if you succeeded, do you imagine that
Karellen is likely to breathe the same air - -
as we do? Won’t it be nice for both-of -
you if he flourishes in an atmosphere of
chlorine?” : i

Stormgren turned rather pale. e

“Well,*what do you suggest?” he asked “:
with some exasperation, '

“I want to.think it over. First of all we've o
got to find 'if my theory is correct, ang. ..
if s0 learn something about the materigl =~
of the screen. I'll put some of my best men

e
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on -the job—by the way, I suppose you
‘carry a brief-case when you visit the Su-
pervisor? Is it:the one you’ve got there?”

““Yes.” : : :

“It's rather small. Will you get one at
‘least ten centimeters deep, and ‘use it from
now on 80 that he becomes used to seeing
it?” -

-“Very well,” said Stormgren doubtfully.
"Do you want me to carry a concealed
X-ray set?”

The physicist grinned. -

“I don’t know yet, but we’ll think of
‘something. Il let you know what it is in
“about a month’s time.”

He gave a little laugh.

“Do you know what this all reminds
me of?”

“Yes,” said Stormgren promptly, “the
time you were building illegal radio sets
" during the German. occupation.”

- -Duval looked disappointed.

“Well, I . suppose I have mentioned that

once or twice before.”

TORMGREN laid down the thick folder

»J of typescript with a sigh of relief.
. “Thank heavens that’s settled at last,”
he said. “It's strange to think that those
few hundred pages hold the future of Eu-
rope.”

Stormgren dropped the file into - his
brief-case, the back of which was now only
six inches from the dark rectangle of the
screen.’ From fime to time his fingers
played across the locks in a half-conscious
~nervous reaction, but he had no intention
of pressing the concealed switeh until the

‘meeting was over. There was a chance
that something might go wrong—though
Duval bad sworn that Karellen would de-

- teet nothing, one could never be sure.

“Now, you said yowd some news for me,”
“Stormgren continued, with scarcely con-
cealed eagerness. “Is it about—"

“Yes,” said Karellen. “I reeelved the
Policy Board’s decision a few hours ago,
and am authorized to make an important
statement. I don’t think that the Freedom
League will be very satisfied, but it should
help to reduce the tension. We won’t re-
cord this, by the way.

“You’ve often told me, Rikki, that no
matter how unlike you we are physically,

the human race will soon grow accus- .

tomed to us. That shows a lack of im-
agination on your part. It would probably
“be true in your case, but you must remem-
ber that most of the world is still unedu-
ested by any reasonable standards, and
is riddled with prejudices and supersti-
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tions that may take another hundred years
to eradicate: - - ' »

“You will grant us that-we know some-
thing of human psychology. We know
rather accurately what would -happen if
we revealed ourselves to the world in its
present state of development. I can’t go
into details, even with you, so you must
accept my analysis on trust. We can, how-
ever, make this definite promise, which
should give you some satisfaction. In fifty
years—two generations from now—we shall
come down from our ships and humanity
will at last see us as we are”

Stormgren was .silent for a while. He
felt little of the satisfaction that Karellen’s
statement would have once given him.
Indeed, he wis somewhat confused by his
partial success, and for a moment his
resolution faltered. The truth would come
with the passage of time, and all his plot-
ting was unnecessary and perhaps unwise,
If he still went ahead, it would only be
for the selfish reason that he would not
be alive fifty years from now.

Karellen must have seen his irresolution,
for he continued:

“I'm sorry if this disappoints you, but
at least the political problems of the near
future won’t be your responsibility. Per-
haps you still think that our fears are un~
founded, but believe me, we’ve had con-
vincing proof of the dangers of any other
course.”

Stormgren leaned forward, breathing
heavily. _

“I always thought so! You have been
seen by Man!”

“I didn’t say that,” Karellen answered
after.a short pause. “Your world isn't the
only planet we’ve supervised.”

Stormgren was not to be shaken off so
easily.

“There had been many legends suggest~
ing that Earth has been visited in the past
by other races.”

“I know. I've read the Historical Re-
search Section’s report. It makes Earth
look like the crossroads of the Universe.”

“There may have been visits about which
you know nothing,” said Stormgren, still
angling hopefully. “Though since you
must have been observing us for thousands
of years, I suppose that’s rather unlikely.”

“I suppose it is,” said Karellen in his
most unhelpful manner. And at that
moment Stormgren made up his mind.

“Karellen,” he said abruptly, “I'll dragt
out the statement and send it up to you
for approval. But I reserve the right to
continue pestering you, and if I see any
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ropportunity, I'll'do my best to learn your
i secret.”

“Pm perfectly well aware of that,” re-
'plied the Supervisor, with a suspicion of a
: chuckle.

“And you don’t mind?” »

“Not in the slightest—though I draw the
line at atomic bombs, poison gas, or any-
thing else that might strain our friend-
- ship.”

‘Stormgren wondered what, if anything,
Karellen had guessed. Behind the Super-
visor’s banter he had recognized the note
;of understanding,
tell?—even of encouragement.

“I'm glad to know it,” Stormgren replied
in as level a voice as he could manage. He
rose to his feet, bringing down the cover
of his case as he did so. His thumb slid
along the catch.

“I'll draft that statement at once,” he
repeated, “and send it up on the teletype
‘later today.” -

While he was speaking, he pressed the
button—and knew that all his fears had
‘been groundless. Karellen’s senses were
‘no finer than Man’s. The Supervisor could
have detected nothing, for there was no
-echange in his voice as he said good-by and
spoke the familiar code-words that opened
the door of the chamber.

Yet Stormgren still: felt like a shoplifter
"leaving a department store under the eyes
i of the house detective, and breathed a
. sigh of relief when the airlock doors had
: finally closed behind him.

perhaps—who - could

i

66 ADMIT,” said van Ryberg; “that some

of my theories haveh’t been -very
bright. But tell me what you think of this
one.”

“Must 1?”

Pieter didn’t seem to notice.

“It isn’t really my idea,” he said modest-
ly. “I got it from a story of Chesterton’s.
Suppose that the Overlords are hiding the
fact that they've got nothing to hide?” °

“That sounds a little complieated to
me,” said Stormgren, interestedly.

“What I mean is this,” van Ryberg con-
tinued eagerly. “I think that physically
they’re human beings like us:.. They real-
ize that we’ll tolerate being ruled by crea-
tures we imagine to be—well, alien and
superintelligent. But the human race be-
ing what it is, it just won’t. be bossed
around by creatures of the same species.”

“Very ingenious, like all your theories,”
said Stormgren. “I wish you’d give them
Opus numbers so that I could keep up
with them. The objections to this one—"

But at that moment Alexander Wain-~
wright was ushered in.

Stormgren wondered what he was think-
ing. He wondered, too, if Wainwright had
made any contact with the men who had
kidnaped him. He doubted it, for he be-
lieved Wainwright’s disapproval of violent
methods to be perfectly genuine. The ex-
tremists in his movement had discredited
themselves thoroughly, and it would be a
long time before the world heard of them
again.

‘ °=°=°=0=0=0==0=0F'—I0=01_—'10=

!
o

o
|

HAITI -V00DO - SAVAGES HEBELLIUN
Theodore Roscoe’s bewitching -

THE LITTLE DOLL DIED

April Issue on sale March 3rd.
- () — () -

() — () ——

An enchantmgly mysterious Cleo, unmarred
by time yet fifty centuries old, lived under

;
THE NINTH I.IPE !

the timeless curse of ancient
Egypt in modern England.




- The head of the Freedom League Hstened' i
in silence while the draft was read _to him..

-Stormgren hoped that he appreciated this

~‘gesture, which had been Karellen’s idea.-

Not for another twelve hours would the
rest of the world know of the promise that
had been made to its grandchildren.

“Fifty years,” said Wainwright thought-
- fully. “That is a long time to wait.”

“Not. for Karellen, nor for humanity,”
Stormgren answered. Only now was he
beginning to realize the neaftness of the
Overlords’ solution. It had given them
the breathing space they believed they
needed, and it had cut the ground from
beneath the Freedom League’s feet. He
did not imagine that the League would
- capitulate, but its position would be ser1-
ously weakened.

. Certainly Wainwright realized this as
well, as he must also have realized that
Karellen would be watching him. For he
said very little and left as quickly as he
could; Stormgren knew that he would not
see him again in his term of office. The
Freedom League might still be a nuisance,
but that was a problem for his successor.

There were some things that only time
could cure. Evil men could be destroyed,
but nothing could be done about good men
who' 'were deluded.

* * ®

“Here’s your case,” said Duval. “It’s as
good as new.”

“Thanks,” Stormgren answered, inspect-
ing it carefully none the less. “Now per-
haps you can tell me what it was all about
—and what we are going to do next.”

The physicist seemed more interested in
his own thoughts.

“What I can’t understand,” he€ said, “is
the ease with which we’ve got away with it.
Now if I’'d been Kar—"

“But you’re not. Get to the point, man.
What did we discover?”

Duval pushed forward a photographic

record which to Stormgren looked. rather
like the autograph of a mild earthquake.

“See that little kink?”

“Yes. What is it?”

“Only Karellen.”

“Good Lord! Are you sure?”

“It’s a pretty safe guess. He’s sitting,
or standing, or whatever he does, about
two meters on the other side of the screen.
If the resolution had been better, we might
even have calculated his size.”

Stormgren’s feelings were very mixed
as he stared at the scarcely visible de-
flexion of the trace. Until now, there had

been no proof that Karellen even had a
material body. The evidence was still in--
direct, but he accepted it with httle ques~ -
tion.

Duval’s voice cut into his reverie.

“Yow’ll realize,” he, said, “that there’s
no such thing as a truly one-way glass.
Karellen’s screen, we found when we
analyzed our results, transmits light about
a hundred times as easily in one direction
as the other.” With the air of a conjuror _
producing a whole litter of rabbits, he
reached into his desk and pulled out a pis-
tol-like. object with a flexible bell-mouth.
It reminded Stormgren of a rubber blun-
derbuss, and he couldn’t imagine what it
was supposed to be.

Duval grinned at his perplexity.

“It isn’t as dangerous as it looks. All
you have to do is to ram the muzzle against
the screen and press the trigger. It gives
out a very powerful flash lasting five sec-
onds, and in that time you’ll be able to
swing it around the room. Enough light
will come back to give you a good view.”

“It won’t hurt Karellen?”

“Not if you aim low and sweep it up-
ward. That will give him time to accom-
date—I suppose he has reflexes like ours,
and we don’t want to blind him.”
~ Stprmgren looked at the weapon: doubt-
fully and hefted it in his hand. For the
last few weeks his conscience had been
pricking him. Karellen had always treated
him with unmistakable affection, despite
his occasional devastating frankness, and
now that their time together was draw-
ing to its close he did not wish to do any-
thing that might spoil that relationship.
But the Supervisor had received due warn-
ing, and Stormgren had the conviction
that if the choice had been his, Karellen
would long ago have shown himself. Now
the decision would be made for him—when
their last meeting came to its end, Storm-
gren would gaze upon Karellen’s-face.

If, of course, Karellen had a face.

* * *

The nervousness that Stormgren had
first felt had long since -passed away.
Karellen was doing almost all the talking,
weaving the long, intricate sentences of
which he was so fond. Once this had
seemed to Stormgren the most wonderful
and certainly the most unexpected of all
Karellen’s gifts. Now it no longer appeared
quite so marvelous, for he knew that like
most of the Supervisor's abilities it was
the result of sheer intellectual power and
not of any special talent.

{Continued on page 127)
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dom League. It has been very quiet for
he past month, and though it will re-
ive again, it is no longer a real danger.
“Indeed, since it’s always valuable to know
.~ what your opponents are doing, the League
s 5 very useful institution. Should it ever
“get into financial difficulties T might even
~subsidize it.”

Stormgren had often found it difficult
. to tell when Karellen was joking. He kept
“his face impassive.
- “yery soon the League will lose another
-of its strongest arguments. There’s been
~'a good deal of criticism, mostly rather
“ichildish, of the special position you have
- held for the past few years. I found it
“very valuable in the early days of my ad-
“ministration, but now that the world is
moving along the lines that I planned, it
" can cease. In the future, all my dealings
--with Earth will be indirect and the office
" of Secretary-General can once again be-
<“come what it was originally intended to
= be.
“During the next fifty years there will

=a generation from now, 1 shall reach the
“ padir of my popularity, for plans must be
" put into operation which cannot be fully
_“explained at the time. Attempts may-even
" be made to destroy me. But the pattern
- of the future is clear enough, and one day
. a1l these difficulties will be forgotien—even

to a race with memories as long as yours.”

HE last words were spoken witﬁ:.such a

peculiar emphasis that Stormgren im-

mediately froze in his seat. Karellen never-

made accidental slips and even his indis-

~cretions were calculated to many decimal

«po not worry,” he said, “about the Free- '
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- for free lucky. t's foot and sample of Bell-ans.” Do it now.

A PARE TIME
ce ;m‘::sz.

A 00 PO EDEDL . e S YOURS
for_selling - 100 boxes -greeting “cards _at- $1. Stas -
.7 [ Sionery of napking with nome on.. Send for selling
, Plon & on opp L. Costs hing. to try
* . @AERIT, 370 PLANE ST, DEPT. 21, NEWARK 2, W, 1,
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. STUDY AT HOME for Business Success
- -and LARGER PERSONAL EARN-
“INGS. 40 years expert instruction—aver
114,000 students enrolled, LL.B. Degree
--awarded;  All text material furnished.
' Easy payment plan, Send for FREE
BOOK-—*“Law "and - Executive Guid-
ance” —=NOW!
MERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
: -Dept, 25-B; 646 N. Michigan-Ave., Chicago 11, Illinois

GET INTO _
ADVERTISING

B enTs
E A S ANTED

L~ Remember it’s FREE! Write:
ERE E PRICING PRESS, Dept. PF
LES KIT 203 Lafayetts Si. N. Y. 13, N, Y.

MAKE MONEY
ADDRESSING ENVELOPES

~Do this profitable easy work In the privacy of your home in
spare timeo, experience Y. Our lete instructions
show you hew, and also reveal names and addresses of many
firms _who constantly address thousands of envelopes. Send
only ili-—wlth your name and address and we wilf send you
..everything to_get started Immediately.

: The Congress: Co,, Dept. 469 1043 Canorees i,

High School Course
Il JU{ Many Finish in 2 Years

time and sbilities permit. Course

éentedmol work — prepares for coliege

exams, Standard H, 8. texts supplied. Dl?lomnﬂ
8. rubjects already completed. £n¢le aubjects

fa o 3 hool education h"rl; %: tg:n ug’v-nwmﬁ
businoss an: Mﬂm and socilly. n cappod

mmoi -Bo a High School araduate. Start your training
But! on request. No

- AmericanSchool, Dept, 1449 Drexelat58th, Chicago 37

PP PERSONAL STAMP

SMITH'S N

rQ dmaﬁ chromium plated case with self
contained ink pad, Fits Pocket or
Purse. No. 1A one line name only 95c. No. 2A two line
name and town $1.29. No. 3A three line name, street and city
$1.39. Send M.0. or Check, no C.0.D.8. Order Today. -
MAURICE C. SMITH CO,, INC.

pt. -6 861 Broad Street, Providence 7, R, .
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_FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

‘have promised. I am sorry

. Stormgren’s eyes were open, but his gaze
was fixed far beyond the dark barrier of
the screen. He was looking into the fu-
ture, imagining the day he would never
see, ; :

- -“‘On that day,” continued Karellen, “the
human mind- will experience one of its
very rare - psychological discontinuities.
But no permanent harm will be done—the
men of that age will be more stable than
their grandfathers. We will always have
been part of their lives, and when they
meet us, we will not seem so—strange—

| as we would do to you.”

Stormgren had never known Karellen
in so contemplative a mood, but this gave
him no surprise. He did not believe that
he had ever seen more-than a few facets
of the Supirvisor’s personality—the real
Karellen was unknown and perhaps un-
knowable to human beings. And once
‘agaln Stormgren had the feeling that the
Supervisor’s real interests were elsewhere.

“Then there will be another pause, only
a short one this time, for the world will be
growing impatient. Men will wish to go
out to the stars;, to see the other worlds
of the Universe and to join us in our work.
For it is only beginning—not s thousandth
of the suns in the Galaxy have ever been
visited by the races of which we know.
One day, Rikki, your descendants in their
own ships will be bringing civilization to
the worlds that are ripe to receive it—just
as we are doing now.”

Karellen had fallen silent and Storm-
gren had the impression that the Super-~
visor was watching him intently.

“It is a great vision,” he said softly. “Do
you bring it to all your worlds?”

“Yes,” sald Karellen, “all that can under-
stand it.”

Out of nowhere, a strangely disturbing
thought came into¢ Stormgren’s mind.

“Suppose, after all, your experiment fails
with Man? We have known such things
in our own dealings with other races.
Surely you have had your failures too?”

“Yes,” said Karellen, so softly that
Stormgren could scarcely hear him. “We
have had our failures.”

“And what do you co then?”

“We wait—and try again.”

There was a pause lasting perhaps ten
seconds. When Karellen spoke again, his
words were muffled and so unexpected that )
for a moment Stormgren did not react.

“Good-by, Rikki!”






