A good officer on a modern merchant marine ship has a great deal of highly
specialized knowledge. But if that man somehow found himself an officer on a
mer chant spaceship, his special knowledge would seem pretty useless—ordinarily.
But not that trip!
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"Everything happens —on my watch" thought Quentin Dale bitterly. If the converter had to give
trouble he would far sooner it happened on his off-duty hours. Then he could go aft to give ahand. He
was weak, he knew, on magnetronics—and feared that the Board's examiners would soon discover this
when he sat for his Master Astronaut's certificate.

The Second Pilot dumped in his chair and gloomily, not without apprehension, regarded the power
meters, whose needles seemed afflicted by St. Vitus Dance. The Old Man would know what was
wrong, he reflected. If he could see what the Old Man was doing about it he would learn far more than
all the textbooksin creation could ever teach him. He— A sudden surge of power through the drivers cut
short the train of histhoughts, forced him deep down into the thickly padded chair.

A groan made him turn his head. 1t was Chief Pilot Saunders. His cap was missing, and he looked
more than usudly untidy.

"Ruddy nearly pulled my guts out, that one," he grumbled. "I wonder how the passengers are taking
it—"

"What are you doing adong here, Number One?’

"Far too many people in the engine room, Dae. The Old Man and the Commander aregoing at it
hammer and tongs, can't agree on the cause of the trouble. Pawson and Jenkins are doing the fetching
and carrying, and al the cadets are standing around with their big, ugly mouths wide open. | wasin the
way—s0 | came dong herefor alittle peace and quiet.”" He eased himsdlf into the other chair. "Ah, that's
better.” Then— "How isshe going, Dae?!

"As per plotting machine," the Second Pilot waved his hand in the generd direction of that instrument.
"And the screens have nothing to report.”

"Good. I'll take over. Y ou'd better trot along aft and watch the great minds at work. It's high time
you learned something about magnetronics! Go on! If you don't, I'll wander down to the lounge and try
to get better acquainted with thefair Leonoral”

"Not bloody likely!" Ddewas out of his seat in aflash. “Thanksamillion, Number One! I'll
remember you inmy will!"

Heroseto hisfeet—alittle unsteadily, for the erratic, intermittent changes in accel eration were not
conducive to equilibrium—and made hisway to the—ladder?—no; companionway, | think . . . after
all, sheisa passenger ship ... better throw in a few fancy trimmings ... companionway giving access
to...

"What was that, dear?"

"For the third time, George, | wonder if we shall have a quiet night tonight?"

... thebody of thevessdl. He. . .

“ George!"

"Yes, honey!"

"Must you pound that blasted typewriter? You've only got a short leave—and you think more
of your stories than you do of me!"



"I do not. But | must have something in hand for when we get back to New York. That's the
wor st of these short runs—too little time for writing. And all your pay off goes in Income Tax,
Wine Bills and Superannuation. No stories, no silk stockings, Jane my dear."

"It wouldn't be so bad if you did sell something. Cameron said that your last effort stank."

"He said nothing of the kind. Anyway, | thought the love interest made the story. And | rather
liked Natalya—"

"That was obvious. Rather like Natalie, wasn't she? | always suspected that you were sweet on
her. Now | know."

"Shewas," said Whitley patiently —and carefully—" just a good boozing pal. Nothing else.

She—-
A heavy explosion shook the house.

Windows rattled violently, but did not quite break. Flakes of plaster fell from the ceiling, some
of theminto the already clogged and dirty machinery of George Whitley's typewriter. From
upstairs came the sound of a child crying. Jane rose quickly front her seat by the fire and hurried
out of the room. Whitley heard her feet on the stairs, swift yet light.

He sighed, got up and went to the mantel piece for a pipe cleaner. He began, halftheartedly at
first and then with increasing enthusiasm, to poke among the springs and levers of his ancient
portable, among a dozen varieties of highly unsuitable lubricating oil and specimens of dust front
the atmospheres of half the seaports of the world. He didn't mind the dust, it acted as a silencer of
sorts. But great hunks of celling were another matter.

The door opened silently.

"It'sall right," said Jane. "The beastly thing didn't wake her up properly. | wonder where it
was?"

"Sounded Hampstead way to me. But we heard it, that's the main thing. It's the ones you don't
hear—"

"I know, I know. And now you'll tell me that they aren't really weapons at all, but the first
gpaceships, and that Ley says that a man could go up three hundred milesin one. It's bad enough
having you spending your leave hammering away at your old typewriter without your going into
frenzies of admiration for these horrible V weapons.” Her voice changed. "But can't you
remember, George? Can't you remember? If only you could. It would be a shield over
London—over England!”

"I'vetried, my dear,” The face he turned to his wife was suddenly drawn and strained. "You
know I'vetried. And they tried up at the Admiralty, too. In any other country I'd have had a really
rough time —not that it wasn't bad enough here. All that they know, and all that | know, isthat |
made some kind of disintegrating ray out of bits and pieces—and wiped out a bomber squadron. If
only Quentin Dale had had the savy to put it down in writing!"

Jane ran her hand through her red hair.

"But he didn't,” she said practically. A vertical furrow appeared between her brows. "But the
others?"

"None of them even saw the thing —though they saw it working. They're all back to normal,
now, by the way. All except young Watkins. He's still trying to get his release so that he can
become a Commando!"

Jane persisted.

"But suppose you are dreaming of him again—Quentin Dale, | mean. Dreaming that you are
him —and you get a sudden shock, as you did before. Wouldn't—?"

"No go, honey. | don't pretend to know yet if Dale was only something dredged up from my
own subconscious, or if he did really come back in Time. But hisworld is dead—and he is dead.
Or, at any rate, it isno longer on the main stream of probability—"

"How do you know?"

"I don't know—it's all a matter of feeling. But | carried on with my dream whilst he was



raising hell in my place. He ... | ... was captured by the Aryans. Alive. And they tried to make me
talk. If I'd known the things they wanted of me, | would have talked.” He buried hisfacein his
hands. "It was too bad to tell anybody—even you, my darling. And then everything sort of faded
out, and | wasinadim, gray Limbo till | was called back. And I've never been able to write about
Quentin Dale and hisworld since—"

"But this—" Jane picked up one of the typewritten sheets. "Quentin Dale!"

"Not the Quentin Dale. He was first cousin to the Gray Lensman. Thisis Quentin Dale
Il—strange, how | can't get away from that name—and heis Second Pilot of Martian Maid and
livesin a vaguely communistic, peaceful World Sate. Rather a useless young puppy, too—"

"But perhaps he knows something."

"Not him!"

Whilst she was talking, Jane was laying the table for supper. Absently, George Whitley
watched her movements. It was the kind of scene all too familiar to the man ashore—but
something for the sailor to store in his memory against long, lonely middle watches. Then

"Here!" he demanded, "what's the big idea?"

Jane colored.

"It was unintentional, George, | assure you. In any case, it's all we have. Unless you care to
run round the corner for some fish and chips—"'

"Too late—and too lazy. This1l do me."

He opened one of the bottles of beer on the table, filled Jane's glass and his own. Their glasses
met, their eyes met, over the frugal meal of nightmare-inducing bread and, cheese and pickles.

"Here'sto my dream,” toasted Whitley gallantly. "And here's to my dreams!™

"Here'sto your dreams!” responded Jane.

It may have been a distant explosion that woke Jane, it may have been the strenuous efforts of
her digestion to cope with the indigestible meal. In all probability it was her husband. He was
twitching like a dog hunting dream rabbits, and he was talking softly but distinctly.

"Look at the meters!” he said as though to himself. "Look at the meters!” A long pause,
then—"What are you doing here, Number One? As per plotting machine—And the screens have
nothing to report. Not bloody likely! Thanks a million, Number One! I'll remember you in my will!"
His legs started to work and the bedclothes began to slide over the end of the bed. "Good

evening, Miss Sarr ... Strange how | always get the feding that 1've known her before somewhere... .
somewhen . .. No, | don't know what the trouble is; I've just come down from Control. Yes, I'll let
you have the dope as soon as | can. Cheerio for now." Another long pause. "Hey! What's the
rush? Where are you all going? I'mgoing in—"

The V-2 landed at the bottom of the road. For those at the end of its trajectory there was swift
and sudden extinction. For those to whom distance lent a certain safety, but who were within the
radius of blast, there was a brief but devastating fury of broken glass, fallen ceilings and flying
debris.

In the next bedroom the infant Patricia set up a howl of sheer terror. Jane snatched up the
emergency torch beside the bed, made to rush to the side of her child. She paused. Something was
wrong, terribly wrong. Sailorwise, George invariably awoke on occasions such as these with all
his wits about him. But now—

Jane shone the torch full in his face.

Then, for the first time, she screamed.

Looking at her from her husband's eyes was a bewildered and frightened stranger.

When Whitley-Dale reached the engine room door he was amost bowled over by the rush of juniors
and cadets from that compartment.
"Hey! What'sthe rush? Where areyou al going?"



"Something'swrong!" shouted Pawson. "They yelled to usto get out and get clear!”

"I'mgoingin!"

Later, hefound it hard to analyze hismoatives. It was, he had to admit, curiosity rather than courage.
And there was, undeniably, astrong eement of pure braggadocio. The door was diding shut—not fast,
but fast enough to make haste on his part necessary.

So it wasthat he wasright in line with the narrowing opening when the converter let loose. Violet
lightnings blinded him and he felt the sting of unknown radiations on hisface and hands. There was very
little sound—just athin, high whine, felt rather than heard. And there was a sense of unbearable tension
which, mercifully, lasted only for an infinitesma fraction of a second. Somewhere, something snapped.

Hewas il alive. Hisface and hands were smarting but, asfar as he could judge, no serious damage
had been done. But hefelt asense of loss, adreadful sensation that he had been wrenched in two. For
long seconds he floated there—for Martian Maid was no longer accd erating—gazing about him with a
certain dim wonder at the familiar, yet weirdly unfamiliar, details of this part of the ship. At last heredized
what waswrong. He was no longer seeing his surroundings through Quentin Dal€'s eyes. No, that wasn't
it. Helooked down &t hisuniform, it was no uniform that he had ever worn, would ever wear. He was
seeing his surroundings through Quentin Dal€'s eyes—but with his own mind. He hoped hopeesdy that
itwasdl adream.

"Dael Wake up, man! Areyou hurt?'

Whitley looked at Saunders appedingly.

"Hit me, Number One," he pleaded. " Give me asmack in the puss—as hard as you can!"

"Areyou nuts?'

"No. .. | dontthink so. Just dazed, | guess. A good, hard dap might bring me round.”

Saunders grunted.

"This hurtsyou more than it hurts me," he paraphrased. Theforce of his blow brought tearsto the
other's eyes, dammed him with abone-shaking thud against the bulkhead.

And hedidn't wake up. " Satisfied?’

"Er...yes. Quite"

"You il look groggy. I'll take charge here. Doctor!" A middle-aged man came forward, the red
under the gold of his epaul ettes denoting his profession. " Smear some of that goo of yoursover Dae
here, will you? And then you can carry on up to Control, Number Two, and get afix and run up our
probable orbit."

Whilst Saunders and the others busied themsal ves with tasks just outside Whitley's comprehension
the doctor produced ajar of ointment from the satchel he carried. Its odor was pleasantly aromatic. It
was not until he felt its soothing coolness that Whitley redized how much hisface and hands had been
smarting.

"Roll up your deeves, Number Two. Hm-m-m. That'sdl right. Lucky for you, young man, that the
shield wasin place between the converter and the door—"

"But the others?’

"They'll not be worrying about burns—even supposing that there's enough of them |eft to get burned!
Look!"

Whitley followed the surgeon's pointing finger. He saw adid—and its needle registered zero in any
man'slanguage.

"The hull must have been ruptured. And they tell me that they weren't wearing spacesuits. Y ou're
fixed, now. Run dong up to your Holy of Holies and do your sumg!™

It was indeed fortunate that Whitley knew the ship. He had imagined—or remembered?—her so
vividly that he was able to make hisway to Control without any difficulty. Along the guiderails he pulled
himself, past cargo compartments, past storerooms and accommodeation, until he came to the lounge.

At the sght of the golden girl—for that was how he was dwaysto think of he—he amost forgot his
purpose. Her hair was the color of not too-new gold braid, warmly mellow, and her skin put himin mind
of one of those luscious, golden peaches. The short, becoming nurse's uniform revedled rather than hid a



disturbing figure. True—he had written of her, but hisimaginings—or memories—fell far short of the
gorgeous actudity. He envied the passengers, most of whom had been rendered hopelesdy spacesick by
the sudden transition to free fal, who were now the objects of her tender, albeit professonal, solicitude.

She adjusted the straps holding an elderly archaeologist in his chair, gave him a paper bag together
with full ingtructions, then turned to greet the Second Pilot.

"Well, Mr. Dale, what kind of mess has the executive department got usinto now?"

"l can't quitesay, Le. .. Miss Starr. But it's serious. The captain is dead, and the navigator—"

Thelittle mocking lights died in the blue eyes.

"Not so loud—" shewarned, waving her hand towards her charges. "Not that they'rein any
condition to overhear— But what's happened?’

"l can't say." He met her stare of incredulity with one of frank bewilderment. "Honestly, | can't. There
was some kind of exploson—and | wasjust intimeto get it bang in the face. I'm ill abit dazed, |
guess—"

"Sounds like the converter. But—"

But George Whitley found the spectacl e of the sufferers scattered about the lounge even more
engrossing than that of the glamorous Miss Starr. It issaid that mal de mer isas much psychologica as
physica. The same will, doubtless, be said about spacesickness. Quentin Dale had experienced freefdll.
George Whitley had known it only in hisimagination. The actudity wasworse, much worse.

"Give me one of those bags!" he gulped. "Better make it two!"

He grabbed a handful from the astonished nurse and fled up and away for the Control Room.

"Now what 7' demanded George Whitley bitterly. "Now what?"

Hetried |etting hismind go blank, tried to let the memories of the egregious Mr. Dale take charge.
But it was no go. Thetrouble, he decided, was that he had been too much in possession of hisown
faculties when the transfer had taken place. Had the strange little world of Martian Maid been utterly
dien to him—George Whitley—he might have got somewhere by the smple expedient of |etting Nature
takeits course. Asit was, he was on the verge of knowing, trembling on the very brink of becoming a
fully fledged astronaut, but—paradoxicd as it may seem—he knew too much. And too little.

He looked around him.

There, in arack, was an obvious sextant. Which meant that he got afix by taking the angles
subtended by — something— and — something. The Sun? Probably. And what else? The Firgt Point
of Aries?

He had a sudden rush of brainsto the head. In hisown time Nautical Almanacsinvariably contained
worked examples of dl the standard navigationd problems. The same should—must—apply to the
ephemerae used by these latter day navigators. Eagerly, he looked over the Control Room bookshelf.
But he was doomed to disappointment. He was not to know it—but every article of equipment carried
by theliners of space was alegacy from the days of chemica fue, of the time when—if aship wereto
get anywhere—meass had to be reduced at al costs. And formulas carried in the brains of the crew are,
obvioudy, so much lighter than those same formulas printed on paper, beit never so thin and flimsy.

Finaly abandoning his search for worked examples which would dlow him to navigate by substitution
Whitley found the plotting machine. How many times he had written the words— "He ran up afresh orbit
on the plotting machine," he would not like to say. But now he was face to face with one of the things.
And he didn't know what to do with it.

It had akeyboard, rather like that of atypewriter. Above this keyboard was aframe, enclosing a
cube of light-spangled nothingness. The bright light in the center was, he thought, the sun. The other lights,
with their faintly luminous, amost circular orbits must be the planets.

He examined the keys. Some bore signsfamiliar to him, homely plus and minus, the orthodox
symbols for multiplication and divison. Others were strange, but not too dien. "V"son their Sdes, facing
thisway and that, exclamation marks. . And some seemed to be part and parcel of a mathematics far
beyond hisken.

Experimentaly, at random, he punched akey. The machine clicked to itself, and a spot of light



appeared no more than half an inch from the centra luminary. He punched one or two more, and acurve
of violet incandescence extended itsalf from the tiny Sun to the outermost borders of the frame. Whitley
felt happier. He had found out how to run up an orbit—there remained only to discover what data he had
to feed into the enigmatic machine before him. He felt surethat if he cudgeled his brainsfor long enough
he would be able to remember the gist of the severd articles he had read, from timeto time, in
science-fiction magazines. He smiled wryly. He had dways argued that the first astronauts would have a
big edge over the first aviators, inasmuch as everything had aready been worked out —even down to the
technique of space navigation. He wished that, in his own stories, he had devoted moretimeto
technicditiesand lessto persondities.

He strapped himsdlf in to the chair that his body had vacated only a short while before, settled down
for agood session of intense cerebration. In this he was less successful than he might have been, for the
unfamiliar glory of the naked stars beyond the crystal clear viewports claimed dl his attention. He could
not repress afedling of exultation that he was among those who were pushing Man'sfrontier out to those
same sars.

"I shall haveto call you 'George'. People will wonder if | call you "Quentin'. In any case, it'sa
foul name."

"It isnot. It has been in the family for generations—"

"S0 has a tendency towards varicose veinsin mine. Oh, | wish | knew whether you really are
what you claim, or only the more interesting half of a case of schizophrenia.

Perhaps— But that can wait till the morning. Good night."

"Aren't you--?"

"No. | shall be sleeping in the next room, Good night."

"But she can't be!" Whitley was aroused from hisreverie by the incredulous voice of Saunders. "She
can't be. Look at the Sun, man!"

"Eh? Oh, the orbit— To tell the truth, old man, I've clean forgotten my navigation. Must have been
the blast. Blast does funny thingsto you. I—"

"And you never dreamed of getting us on the intercom and asking me to send somebody else up. Oh
no. That would have been far too smple. If you're interested, it looks to me as though we've flung
oursdalves somehow into afine cometary orbit—which meansthat in afew daysweroast! Out of the
way!"

Saunders grabbed the sextant. With rapid precision he took the angles subtended by sun, planet and
star. Benegth his practiced fingers the scribbling pad became covered with anetwork of hieroglyphs. He
went to the plotting machine, and those same practiced fingers played the kind of tattoo that Whitley was
wont to play upon the keyboard of hisown, long familiar typewriter.

Within the cubica framework dl vanished but the smilacra of Sun and planets. Then aspot of light
representing the ship cameinto being. From it ran a curve of violet luminescence, close, too close, to the
Sun. Saunders cursed. He punched yet another key, and from a dot beneath the machine a sheet of
paper was pushed out. The Chief Filot regarded it, puzzlement writ large on his broad face, then screwed
itintoabdl, and flung it from himirascibly.

"I wish," he said dowly and hitterly, "that you'd clear your offa from Pansy'sinnards when you've
finished playing silly beggarswith her."

Vicioudy he stabbed down with athick forefinger, then again. The machine whirred and another
sheet of paper emerged from the dot.

Thisone, obvioudy, was more satisfactory. Its formulas agreed with the curve displayed graphicaly
in the three dimensiona chart. But this gave no cause for satisfaction—rather the reverse, thought
Whitley, watching Saunders face.

"And now what?' demanded the Chief Pilot. Obvioudy, no answer was required, but the other felt
impelled tofill the breach in the conversation.

"Theradio—" he ventured.



"A blinding glimpse of the obvioud" snarled Saunders. "And you know aswell as| do that our
chances of being reached and taken in tow before we roast are completdy nil."

Whitley thought, hard. Wesk though he wasin dedling with these | atter day technicdities he knew the
shipwel.

"The auxiliary converter,” he suggested. "And the steering jets—"

"No good. Given the time—and the fuel—they'd kill our momentum. The latter we might manage, but
the firs— NO."

"Not kill it, Number One, but use it! Look, there's Venus. Couldn't we throw ourselvesinto a closed
orbit around her? Or, perhaps, land. Grazing €llipses, you know—" He was rather proud of that one. |
must writeto Willy Ley about it, he thought.

"Land on Venus?' Whitley felt asthough he had just uttered a gross obscenity in arefined drawing
room. " Land—on Venus? Are you completely nuts? But the other idea ... it'sachance. Run up al the
dope, will you, while | go aft and get the auxiliary converter linked up with the steering jets? But | forgot.
You can't. Areyou sure you can't? What use are you, Number Two?"

"I don't know. But if I'm ever going to handle that thing | shall have to start at the bottom.”

"Never mind. The quack can giveyou arun over later." He seized atelephone. "That you, Pawson?
Ligen—isthe skin airtight yet? Good. No, never mind the fancy trimmings, start straight away feeding the
A.C. into the steering jets. Yes, you'll haveto shut it off. What are the emergency batteriesfor, anyhow?
I'll be dong in acouple of seconds." He turned to Whitley. "Now, Dale, you stay here. If any bdlsring,
or anything out of the ordinary happens call me a once. On this phone." He thrust the instrument into the
other's hands. "Pawson will be dong to maketheinitia caculations.

Then he was gone, his gross form vanishing through the open doorway with surprising rapidity.

The next few days were a nightmare to George Whitley. He was not used to being a passenger, yet
he had no choice but to stand to one side and watch the others engaged in tasksthat, in spite of their
being on the very verge of his comprehension, were still incomprehensible. The devil of it wasthat he
knew the ship. Shewas his ship. Every smallest detail was as he had envisaged it for his story. He knew
the crew and the passengersintimately, with the exception of those charactersthat he had not troubled to
develop. In one thing only had hisimagination been at fault. He had seen Venus as a popul ous world with
great windjammers—on a planet with perennid trade winds what need for power?—plying their trade
between the idand empires. Martian Maid was to have made her forced landing in the Venusian sea, her
crew were to have falen into the hands of pirates. No, not space pirates—just the kind of buccaneer that
one dways associates with sail and salt water.

But Venus, obvioudy, was not colonized.

Thevery nameof Venus, to put it mildly, stank.

Hewould have liked to have asked the others just what was the state of affairs on the Star of the
Morning and the Evening but did not care to expose hisignorance il further. He would find out
eventudly, he knew.

And so he spent dl of hiswaking hoursin Control—not as ared watch officer but what, in hisown
time, he had been wont to cal aglorified puri wallah. Just alookout, pure and Smple. Therewas no
doubt about hissmplicity. He had hismealsthere,

And it wasthere that he was visited by the surgeon, accompanied by hisaide.

"Well," said the officer, "if you can't remember, you can't remember. And that'sdl thereistoit. Asa
matter of fact, if it'sany comfort to you, such cases aren't too rare. The funny part about yoursis not that
you remember too little—but that you remember too much. The usud victim of thistype of blowup—if
he survives, that is—seemsto have the idea that he'saman from some other age; just atempora traveler
dumped into an environment utterly dien to him. But you—Y ou know al of us, you know the ship. It's
only your specidized knowledge that has been wiped out.”



"But he has changed, Doc." Whitley felt uncomfortable under Leonora Starr's close scrutiny. "He's
not Quentin Dae as we knew him. He's more mature, somehow. And hes—different.”

"Rubbish, Leo. Well, Dale, | must be getting down to look at the passengers. One or two are finding
the prospects of a possible landing on Venus conducive to a nervous breskdown.”

"Will you want me, Doc?'

"Why, yes, Leo. Y ou do more good to the men than | could ever do. Why?"

"Oh, nothing. It'sjust that | thought | might be able to drag Mr. Da€e'slost memories back into the
light if you left mewith him."

"Hm-m-m. Possibly. Asaqudified nursng sster you should know more practica psychology than a
humble G.P. Yes, you can stay."

"Thisisthe Admirdty, George."

"But they'll never see me. I've learned enough about this cockeyed world and time of yoursto know
that a mere Second Mateis practicaly aminus quantity.”

"Yes, they'll see you. Look in your pocket, your breast pocket. That's where George always
kept hiscards. Now . . . here'sa pencil . . . just write on the back of one, | remember.' That's

right. Now sign it. No, not Quentin Dde you fool. George Whitley. That's better. Hey, you with the
brass buttons! Will you take this card up to the First Sea Lord, or whoever's in charge? No, we
have no appointment. Yes, it isurgent. And | can tell you right now that my Lords Commissioners
are going to take a very poor view of you if we get turned away fromtheir very doorstep. Mr.
Whitley has been here before.”

"Here he comes back, Jane. Suppose they do let usin—what do | tell them?"

"That you've remembered how this ray of yours worked; that you can protect London from
the VV weapons.”

"But | haven't remembered. And | told you that | was very shaky on magnetronics.”

"You know mor e than any man alive today. And you'll have time to experiment. And if the
gadget should blow up—then you stand a chance of getting switched back to your own time."

"Thank God for that!"

"What? Oh, so they'll see us, will they? | told you so. Come along George and tell your tale to
the nice admirals."

"Cigarette?'

"Thank you, Leonora."

Whitley took alittle cylinder from the proffered case, tapped the end smartly on his thumbnail to
igniteit, then put it to his mouth. He looked sideways at the girl, who was strapped in the other chair. He
was too shy to look at her directly. Contributary to his embarrassment was the knowledge that, in his
other—but not more real—life, he had given the heroine of his story arough passage.

"Leonora?"' Fine eyebrows arched quizzicaly over the blue eyes. "Coming on, arent we? Wdl, I'm
going to cut out the 'Mister' and just call you Dde. | could cal you Quentin, but it'safoul name.”

"Itisnot. | thought of it. | meanit'sbeenin my family for generations.”

"S0o has atendency towards varicose veinsin mine. But you're not Quentin Dae. I'm sure of that.

Y ou may, of course, just be the more interesting half of a case of schizophrenia—but | don't think so.
Besides—I'vejust read Mdinowski's The Mass Subconscious in Relation to the Space-Time
Continuum." And— But who are you?"'

Whitley dragged at his cigarette.

Helooked away from the girl, out through the viewports to where Venus, a huge, flawless pearl,
hung among the lesser gemsin the black-velvet-lined jewd box that was interplanetary space. The
temptation to drop the masquerade was overwhel ming—but he had no ambition to find himself ina
lunatic asylum, or itslatter day equivalent. Helooked again at the girl. There was something about her
that reminded him of Jane, something that he could trust implicitly. Y et, professond teller of tal talesthat



hewas, he hesitated to tell thistale the utter fantasy of which lay only in the fact that it wastrue. Had his
companion been of hisown sex hewould never, in dl probability, have told the truth.

"My nameis Whitley," he said, "George Whitley. | come from the Twentieth Century. Dde, |
Uppose, isone of my remote descendants. Potential immortaity of the germ plasm, you know: continuity
of theworld line and so forth—"

"Nuts" said the girl. "Completely, utterly and irrevocably nutd" But there wasthat in her eyeswhich
belied her words. "At least, that'swhat I'd say if | didn't know you weren't Quentin Dale. But go on."

"l don't know quite where to begin—"

"That's smple. Who are you, where do you come from, and how did you get here?

"Do you have such athing as science-fiction in your time?"

"Yes. Do you havefan clubsin yours?"

"Yes. Wdll, you know what afan is, evidently. That's something towardsit. | was. .. am ... one.
Worsg, | started to write the stuff. Not without,” he said modestly, "a certain success. My redl
profession, however, isthat of aship's officer. Surface ships, of course, on Earth's seas.”

"Oh! Windjammers and galleons and things! Y ou know, that age of seatransport has dways
fascinated me'

"Not windjammers. And certainly not galleons. We wandered around in iron cargo boxes driven
either by one of the forms of steam engine, or by internal combustion engines. There was glamour, |
suppose, otherwise they'd have got nobody to sail their blasted ships. Unfortunately by the timeit wore
off it wastoo late to make afresh start elsewhere.

"Well, | was at seaduring World War 1. My ship wasin avery important Convoy; so important that
the future course of the war depended upon its getting through. At thetime | was writing one of my
science-fiction stories—agtory of the future. | imagined the whole Solar System, with the exception of a
colony of free men on Mars, under theiron hedl of afascist dictatorship. | got to the part where my hero,
having stolen the plans of a secret weapon from the fascigts, cracked up on one of the asteroids. He was
being hotly pursued by the Aryan Navy, and his only hope wasto try to assemble the weapon from
makeshift materias and fight off dl attemptsto capture him.

"l was dreaming of this, with mysdlf in my hero's place. As hisweagpon blew up in my dream—the
alarm bdlls rang aboard my ship. The shock of one or the other—or both—caused atransfer of
persondities. | was him, and hewas me."

"What happened?’

"He died. Unpleasantly. But it was | that died. Do you understand?”

"| think s0. And what else?"

"Well, hismind wasin my body, back on Earth, in the Twentieth Century. Apparently he was clever
enough to pass himself off as me. But he was determined to make his beastly wegpon and change the
course of higtory."

"And—7?"'

"He did. Hefought off adetermined bomber attack. But the weapon, being made of makeshift
materials, blew up—and back | came, completely dazed, to ascene of unparaleled confusion. And
they've been trying ever sSince to get the secret of the blasted thing from me.”

"But how come you're here and now?"

"The same kind of thing happened again. | was home on leavein London, and | waswriting astory
about this future. | had a dream about it—with mysdlf as Quentin Dale—and just asthe converter blew
up here aV-2 must have landed there."

"V-2's? What were they?"

"The great granddaddies of thisbeast," he patted the control pand affectionately, "but they used 'em
aslong-range artillery.”

Hefdl slent. Up till now he had not thought of Jane and Patricia. The bewildering wonder of his
experience had driven al esefrom hismind. He redlized dully that he should have thought of them long



before this, but told himself that al the worry in the world would make not oneiota of difference to what
had aready happened. But the mere fact that he was here, in Quentin Da€'s shoes, was proof postive
that Petricia, at least, had survived whatever unpleasantness had occurred. Or wasit? He looked intently
at hisdim reflection in the polished control panel. There was, he had to admit, a certain faint resemblance
to the central character of along forgotten episode of his past.

"The ancestral ape from thefamily tree, in person,” Leonora Starr's voice was faintly mocking. Then
anote of solicitude crept in. "But what's the worry, Dae?!

"I'm wondering what happened to Jane and Petricia They're my wife and daughter,” he hastened to
explain. "l fed just lousy clearing out like thisand leaving them in acity under fire."

"Don't worry. It wasn't your fault. And if it comes to a showdown the London of your timeis
probably far preferable to an out-of-control spaceship hell bent for Venud”

"Yes, Venus. I've been wanting to ask—but haven't dared to display my ignorance. In my story it
wasn't abad sort of a place—"

"But thisisn't your story. Somebody ese" she amiled at the fancy, "isfeeding histhoughtsinto the
dictograph. Do you know what they call Venus? The Planet of No Return. True, they haven't sent many
expeditions—only six al told —but each one has been better equipped than the last. And their ships have
just dipped down benesth the eternal clouds and—they've never come out again. If only radio
communication were possible from the surface! Then the next corners would have known what it was
they had to fight."

"Hm-m-m. Charming prospect. But we should be safe enough in a closed orbit.”

"That'swhat you think. But please remember that dl that kind of thing went out with the coming of
atomic power. Y ou people il have to know the theory of it all for your examinations—but not for
generations has anybody doneit in practice.

"Which reminds me. For an aleged man from another age you are remarkably well versed in some
aspects of astronautics. Other cases of thistempora transfer of personality have been known—~but
invariably the victims have been completely lost and bewildered in the new environment."”

"Mord! Read science-fiction,” replied Whitley.

Broad on the beam, VVenus was a snow-covered continent in the sky. Ever and again, intermittent,
disconcerting, came the thunder of the steering jets. To Whitley they were dmost terrifyingly violent, but
to those accustomed to the full-throated roar of the main drive they were but afeeble echo of Martian
Maid's rightful song of power.

Over the controls sat Saunders, his surprisingly agile fingers playing over the keyboard like those of
some mader pianist. At the plotting machine Pawson fed in data, caled the resultant figuresto hischief in
clipped, staccato accents. Jenkins was aft in the engine room, anxioudy watching over hislittle converter
lest it follow the example of the late prime source of power. Fascinated spectators were the cadets and
George Whitley.

Whitley watched Saunders. He saw how the beads of perspiration trickling down the chief pilot's
face were driving him dmost to desperation. He knew that the other would have sold his soul to have
been able to put up ahand to wipe them away—and knew that he dare not take either hand from the
controls. With the pitifully weak power at his disposa there would be no second chance if he muffed the
maneuver.

Whitley put hishand in his pocket and felt for his paper hand-kerchief. He didn't careif Saundersdid
think that he wastrying to curry favor—this was something useful that he could do. Before he could carry
out his intention the engine room telephone buzzer broke the tense silence. The cadet who was nearest
the instrument answered, saying "Control” in aboyish, striving-to-be-officid voice. Then: "Mr. Saunders!
Mr. Saunders, sir!"

"Yes?' The chief pilot did not look up from his controls, but his voice was taut with anxiety. "Y es?
What isit?"

"Mr. Jenkins sayswill you cut thedrive, dr! At once, Sir!”

"Tdl him| cant!”



"Mr. Jenkins saysthat if you don't cut the drive fagt, gir, therell be no stern left to this ship!™

Saunders hands made alast rapid pass over the instrument board, then fell limply to hisside.

"That'smucked it," he said bitterly, to nobody in particular. "That's mucking well mucked it. Why
they couldn't leave well enough adone and leave us with the old Mark VI converters, Heaven done
knows. And it would be usto make the first run with these mucking Mark VIII'sl"

"What now, Number One?"

"Unless Jenkins gets the auxiliary converter fixed in time—"

"He saysit will take at least Six hours, Sr'—interpolated the cadet.

“... It meansthe grazing elipsesthat Dale here has been burbling about. And, persondly, | think we
should be better off if welet her crash. Was the parachute checked at Port Massngham?* he fired
suddenly at Whitley.

"Yes," replied the tempora castaway automaticdly. It had been in his story, anyhow.

"And when do we make first contact. Pawson?"

"At 18:00 G.M.T, just two and a half hoursfrom now."

"Wdll, well go aft and try to get things straightened out beforeit'stoo late. Dae, you stay here and
giveusabuzz if you want ug”

Those two and ahaf hours were the longest that Whitley had ever spent in his life. They weren't the
longest that he had spent in other people's lives—alike period as Quentin Dale in the hands of the
vengeful Aryanswas severd eternitieslonger. Still, thiswas quite long enough for the tastes of most
people. Had he been able to make computations regarding the future course of eventsit would not have
been so bad. But his status was that of auniformed passenger.

Through the ports blazed the white glory of Venus. He would have thought it beautiful, wereit not for
the information he had gleaned concerning the state of &ft fairs on that planet. It wasn't much—only that
there was something there definitely letha to vistorsfrom outside.

Andyet, it was beautiful. Reativeto Martian Maid Venuswas now in quadrature. Half of the
gphere shone dazzling white, the other haf wasin darkness. But it was not darkness unrelieved. Electrical
storms must have been raging below the eternd clouds, for every now and again an evanescent violet
glow suffused the dark face with afleeting opa escence.

Abruptly Venuswas no longer a sphere. It was avast bowl. The ship, apparently, hovered
somewhere above its center. It seemed that she was motionless—until one looked at the racing shadow
fast leading her on to the dark sde. And then thelittle shadow was one with the vast shadow of the
Venusan night.

Almost smultaneoudy athin, high screaming became audible. It may have been imagination, but it
seemed that the temperature of the control room rose suddenly and appreciably. Whitley picked up the
phone and pressed the button.

"Mr. Saunders? First contact established,” he said.

"Then that'sthat. Hang on there, anyhow. Even if the auxiliary jets can't pull usout of this mess now,
they can, at least, help usto make adecent landing.”

The screaming of tortured atmosphere ceased. The ship was once again in her native eement. It
would be severd hours before the next contact—exactly how long he could not say. But there was
nothing now to see on the Venusward side but the darknesslit by itsflickering haf lights. On the other
sdewere the stars—but Whitley had become blaséin asurprisingly short time. Hefelt in his breast
pocket for his case and took out a cigarette.

"Thanks. I'll have one, too—"

Sim fingerstook the case from hishand before he could return it to its resting place. Whitley turned.
Standing—or, to be more exact, floating in the air—behind him was Leonora Starr.

"Thought you'd be londly,” shesaid. "So | came dong to keep you company. Here's some
sandwiches and coffee.”

"Thanks!" Whitley gratefully accepted the packet and the thermocarton. "But what about the
others?'



"They're being taken care of. Don't worry about them. . . . And so were the foolsthat are going to
rush in where angelsfear to tread.”

"Who told you?'

"Saunders. | had the job of breaking the joyful newsto the passengers. Oh, they took it very well.
But | had ahard time tearing myself away from that old goat Dr. Gillespie, the archaeologist. Do you
know—he has atheory that Venusisinhabited by an intelligent race?

"Andwhy not?'

"But that's not al of it. According to him these brainy VVenusians once possessed the secret of
interplanetary travel—he babbled alot about mysterious lightsin the sky and some scientist of what must
have been your age called Fort—and they resent most keenly anybody el se being able to do what they
did in the past. So they just nobble them. Fantastic, isn't it?"

"Maybe. But remember that | am—or was—a professiona fantasy hound. Doesn't seem too odd to
me. And some of Fort's mysterious happenings do seem to prove to the fact that ships have comein
from Outside. And the fact that so many of these suppositious vessals seemed to land in or take off from
the sea presupposes an aguatic or amphibiousrace. And | supposethat Venusis nearly dl water. We
used to think so."

"We shdl soon find out.”

Whitley dozed alittle after the girl left him. He possessed the faculty of instantaneous awakening in
the event of anything's being amiss, and so it was that the second contact found him nervoudy dert with
the first sounds of atmaospheric skin friction.

There wasn't anything he could do about it except report it to those working aft. Saunders grunted an
acknowledgment but did not seem to attach any great importance to the pronouncement. But it seemed
to Whitley that the period of atmaospheric flight was gppreciably longer than it had been on the previous
occasion. But there was nothing that he could do about it.

Then he decided that there was. Something had been worrying him for some little time—something
most definitely wrong on which he couldn't quite place afinger. He had tried to placeit by having
recourse to Quentin Dae's memories—but, they, as always, remained just on the wrong side of
accessihility. It seemed hardly likdly that anything in his own, Twentieth Century experience would supply
the key to the problem. But he had read well if not wisdly, science-fiction stories without number aswell
as standard works on rocketry.

Suddenly he saw what was amiss. Martian Maid was coming in bowsfirst. Thiswould mean that the
steering jets would be useless to brake her momentum when she entered the atmosphere for the last time.
Therewas, of course, adim chance that Saunders would be able to swing her—»but with only the feeble
output of the auxiliary converter to oppose both inertiaand air pressure that was doubtful.
Furthermore—only when coming in stern first could the parachute be used.

Herang the engineroom again. "Y es?' Saunders voice betrayed the fact that his nerves must be on
edge. "What isit?'

"Hadn't we better swing her, Number One? Once she's inside the atmosphere for kegps we shan't
have a chance."

"Swing her?' The chief pilot's voice was that of aman dog-tired and on the verge of collapse. "Swing
her?Y ou can do what you please with her!"

So that was that. It was obvious that he could expect no help or encouragement from aft. He didn't
even know whether or not he would be doing theright thing. But, he told himsdlf, the principles of
practica rocketry could not be so vastly different from the mass of theory laid down in hisown time. He
had seen thelittle set of controls labeled Gyroscope. He had assumed that they governed the motions of
the flywhed with which the direction of the ship's head was set when falling free. Now helooked at them
more closdly.

There were three buttons. One was marked " Gyroscope in fore and &ft plane,” one"Gyroscopein
athwartships plane’ and the other “ Gyroscopein vertica plane.” Hefound time to wonder how one
decided which was port and starboard and which was up and down.



In this case he couldn't be sure whether to set the whed to "Athwartships' or “Vertical." One of the
two would mean that he was merdly rotating the ship on her longitudina axis. Unless dl these ups and
downs and ports and starboards referred to the axis of the gyroscope and not to the direction of rotation.
Therewas only one way to find out.

He pressed the button marked "Fore & Aft." Somewherein the bowels of the ship an electric motor
hummed briefly. Good. The humming ceased. Whitley next pressed the button labeled " Start.” The
humming began again—thistime on adightly different key. He feared at firgt that he had made the wrong
choice. Thiswould not have mattered had there been ample power at his disposd—but lightsand all
kinds of auxiliary machinery had been running off the emergency batteries ever sncethe small converter
had been called upon to usurp the functions of the main drive.

Right ahead was Orion, sprawling in lazy splendor acrossthe frosty black of the airless heavens. The
ship's nose—the intersection of the struts of the transparent structure made a good cartwhed sight—was
centered fair and square on the nebula of the giant's Belt. As Martian Maid swung in her orbit around
Venus an East-West motion should have been—and was—imparted to the fixed stars. But now her head
was swinging from South to North aswell. Castor and Pollux, the Heavenly Twins, cameinto view, then
the great Sickle of Leo, thelion of the northern sky. The Grest and Little Bears came next in the dow
procession, followed, after aninterva, by the Herdsman.

When the Eagle swung into view Whitley decided that he was far enough round. He pressed the
button marked "Stop" and hoped for the best.

To him came Leonora Starr, bearing athermo-carton of teaand afresh supply of sandwiches. She
looked apprehensively out of the portsto where the Planet of No Return hung vast, dark and menacing.
She shivered. Then—

"You'l haveto bring her down, Dde."

"Who? Me?'

"Yes, you. They had aflashback from that beastly little converter—and Saunders and Pawson are
temporarily blinded. Doc saysit will last for severa hours—"

"But Jenkins—"

"Youknow . . . ordoyou?... that he'sonly just out of histime. Just a cadet with a smattering of
engineering knowledge on top of his collegetraining.”

"But even the cadets—"

"Y ou can't get out of it, Dale. Y ou swung the ship just now; that shows you know something about
the job. Y ou probably know just as much about this grazing elipse business as anybody here—which
isn't very much, | admit. But here'sthe crux of the whole matter. In your own time you werea
responsible officer. The shipsin which you served were as different—as ships—from thisone aschak is
from cheese. But you were aresponsble officer with lives under your feet as you walked the poop or the
bridge or whatever you called it. Y ou couldn't afford to make mistakes."

"BU—"

"Theresno 'but’ about it. Jenkins frankly admitsthat he hasn't got the nerve. The dogs would try their
hands at it willingly—but | wouldn't trust those puppies with acage of white mice. Y ou do it—and that's
find!"

Whitley lay back in hischair. Hetook a pull of the hot, strong tea through the tube of the
thermo-carton. He grinned.

"After dl, Leo," heremarked, "it doesn't make much difference. Asfar as| can seeit just boils down
to a choice between accidenta death in a crack-up and being murdered by some person or persons
unknown.”

Whitley knew, when Martian Maid grazed for the fourth time, that thiswasit. Had he known how to
use the ingruments they would have confirmed the hunch—but his hunch was so strong that he didn't
bother to ask Pawson who, white and shaken, had taken his place in the other chair, to check up.

The amost intolerable keening of atmospheric friction did not die away asit had done in the past.



Instead its pitch became gppreciably lower. They could fed the ship vibrating as the molecules of air
rushed over and around the countless little irregularities of what appeared to the eye to be a perfectly
smooth metal skin. The periscope was now in use, Looking into, it Whitley could see nothing but white,
opague cloud under his stern. Ahead, the stars were still visible. He heard one of the two cadets who
werein Control say to the othe—"Take agood look at the stars, Bill. It'sthe last you'll ever see of
them!"

"Cheerful little swine," thought Whitley absently. " Trouble is that they're probably right. Wonder
if Cameron would give me a good obituary in Stellar Soriesif he knew? Look good, wouldn't it?
One of our most promising young authors has perished whilst making a bollix of a landing on
Venus. Meanwhile—what does A do next?"

Abruptly the starry sky was gone. All that could be seen from forward was featureless mist—not
white or gray but of adelicate golden tint. It reminded him of Leonora. " Come off it," hetold himsdf, "
thisisno time for daydreaming. Evenif it isonly a dream.” He put up his hand to mop his face—for
it had grown almost unbearably warm. He looked at the air speed indicator. It was no help to him—the
needle was hard against the stop.

"This converter,” he said to Jenkins. "l suppose—"

"Didn't | tdl you? Wdll, it'slikethis. If you switch on, it will convert itself into power.”

"And the result?"

"Number Six bulkhead should hold—after dl, it'swhat it's built for. But therell be no stern left.”

"Well just haveto land without astern. Look, Jenkins, we're coming down completely
blindfold—and | must get the way off the ship before we crash into amountainsde—if there are
mountains here. And | daren't release the parachute at this speed—"

As he spoke the golden light faded fast and then died. It was dark now, but adarknesslit by almost
continua flashes from below. Unrdieved blackness would have been better than this intermittent
effulgence, it confused rather than aided the senses. Whitley thought he saw, in the periscope mirror, a
great, shadowy massalittle to starboard of their uncharted course. It may have been imagination, it may
have been nothing more substantia than cloud, but it made his mind up. He pressed the firing key.

The deck came up and hit him. Dimly, asfrom very far away, he heard minor crashes and rendings as
the sudden decedleration torefittings of dl kindsloose from the bulkheads. But, as he was to discover
later, therewas surprisingly little structural damage. The ship had been built to stand far grester
accderations, it was only the suddenness of it al that tested various unimportant gear to breaking point.

Dazed, he shook his head. Blood was streaming from his nose and tasted sickly salt in hismouth. He
could not see—and then he was seeing dimly through ared mist. He shook his head again. The mist
cleared, but hisvision gppeared to have been impaired. Then an intensdy vivid lightning flash forced upon
him the redlization that this was because only onelamp in the control room remained unbroken. By its
light he could just seethe air speed indicator. The needle had pushed past its centra position of Zero,
was gtill recording aforward motion. Then, dowly at firgt, but with increasing rapidity, it fell back. Asit
passed zero Whitley pressed the button marked " Parachute Release.”

Just below the nose acircular strake of plating did sternwards. From the recess, which ran right
around the hull, billowed the big parachute. They saw itsfolds and convolutions dide past the view-ports,
and then it was open above them. Annular in shape, it was. Through the opening directly above, an
opening bardly greater in diameter than the hull, they could have seen the sky—if there had been any sky
to see.

The motion now wasthat of adescent in anot too rapid el evator —provided that one could imagine
that the skyscraper which it served was being violently rocked by the worst earthquakein al history.
Whitley expected the pendulum motion to diminish with the passage of time, but it becameworse. The



Venusan upper ar must have been like abailing cadron. The cloud was thinning now, and they could
just see from Control the nearer guy ropes of the parachute. Outlined asthey were with pae St. ElImo's
Firethey stood out with startling clarity againgt the dark, formless midt. It was frightening to see them, first
on one side and then on the other, hang in bights as the ship swung, and then come taut with ajerk that
must surely have snapped any Twentieth Century cordage. Whitley became aware that a definite rotary
motion had been imparted to the ship in addition to her swing. The combination of the two was peculiarly
nauseeting. He gulped. But he couldn't afford to be sick.

Morewith the idea of occupationa thergpy than anything e se he turned to Jenkins.

"What about someflares?' he demanded.

The engineer groaned.

"Hares, Pettigrew!" he ordered weskly.

The cadet addressed staggered feebly to alocker. Hetook from it acylinder about six incheslong
and three in diameter. He unscrewed the cover o f atube to one side of the control room, inserted the
flare and replaced the cover. He did something—Whitley didn't see quite what—and with startling
abruptness a blinding, blue-white sun burst into being beneath the ship. The intense radiance was
reflected from the mists dl around them and from the underside of the parachute. Theinterior of Control
was aslight as high noon in thetropics.

Whitley looked into the periscope. The glare was blinding—»but that, initself, wasagood sign. It
showed that some, at leadt, of the lenses and mirrors had escaped destruction in the explosion. He
snapped afilter into place. He could seethe flareitsalf now, adiffused ball of radiance drifting rapidly to
onesde. Inthe center of thefield of view wasadark, circular patch. Those object glassesright aft must
have gone.

Sowly at firgt, and then with increasing rapidity, thelight of the flare diminished. The parachute lines
were once again visble aslines of fire etched upon the circumambient night. Only the flickering barrage of
thelightning relieved the darkness. It seemed that it was far brighter than before. It may be, thought
Whitley, that it just seems s0 bright because the flare has gone. It may be—

Once again, helooked into the periscope. Coincident with his action astresk of lightning played in
brief, incandescent splendor directly below the ship. It seared itsdf upon hisretinain al its subtle tracery
of veining and velling—atracery unblurred by any intervening cloud.

"Another flare, Pettigrew quick!" Hard on hiswordsthe light was released, the projector was aready
loaded. "L ook into the periscope, Jenkins, tell me what you see! That last flash of lightning has blinded
me”

"We're out of the clouds, Dale. We're dill along way up. Can't see much, that blasted flareis hanging
right under us"

"When do weland?'

Whitley swung at the sound of the voice that had come to mean much to him. He had often heard,
and often used, the expression "asight for sore eyes." Looking at Leonora he forgot that his own eyes
were dill watering and smarting.

"What'sit to you?' He had to be brusgue, rude even. He did not want the others to see how much he
cared for the girl. She would know that no offense was meant.

"Just idle curiosity. Asamatter of fact the passengers, now that they've recovered from having their
vertebrae poked through the tops of their skulls, are getting rather restive. And it'sdl that we can do to
restrain Saunders. He's convinced that you're plunging us dl to certain destruction.”

"| probably am.”

"Look!"

Therewasthat in young Pettigrew's voice which made ingtant attention imperative. They dl swung,
followed his pointing finger. They saw something vast and dark sail past Control on hugeflat wings. It
was gone before they could gain more than the most fleeting impression.

"What wasit?'

"Don't know. It seemed to come flapping up from below somewhere.”

"Wasit aflying machine?'



"No. No. | saw itseyes—"
"Hereit comesagan,” cdled Jenkins. "And it's brought dl itspaswithit!"

Like asguadron of huge, ungainly bombersthe flying thingswinged into Sight. There was some
attempt at formation, even, athough any regularity must have been hard to achieve in that magl strom of
conflicting aerid crosscurrents. They flew asfly certain Earthly seabirds, rising and faling, banking and
turning, with barely aquiver of their broad, flat pinions.

Therewaslittle doubt thet they were reptilian—or the Venusian equivaent of reptilian. Apart from
their size they could dmost have passed for living reconstructions of the pterosauria of Earth's past. The
wings were not quite the same —they were broader, less graceful —but the general plan of the beasts
wassurprisngly smilar.

Deterred by thetracery of the parachute rigging they hovered level with the control room, regarding
its occupants with avid eyes. Their jaws opened and shut, revealing yellow teeth. From their mouths
dripped agreen dime.

"Wonder if the natives arefriendly?" cracked somebody.

"They're certainly hungry,” returned Leonorawith a shudder, "'I'm used to being stared a—but not in
that way."

"Turn thelight off, somebody," suggested Whitley. "Perhapsif they can't see usthey'll go away.

Pettigrew complied.

Theflarewas till faling and burning below them. There was no longer cloud al around them to
reflect itsradiance into Control, but the underside of the parachute il filled its functionsin that respect.
Turning off the one, feeble lamp |&ft to them made no difference. Theflying reptiles still hovered, Hill
gtared in through the big ports with an interest that was purely gastronomical.

Theflare died. With its extinction, as though the coming of the dark gave them added courage, two
of the mongtrogities camein to attack. Thosein Control could still see them, for their eyes and mouths
glowed with a green luminescence. It is doubtful whether they would ever have been able to penetrate the
tough plasti-glass, but they never got past the rigging. Thiswas gtill hanging dack and jerking tight with
Martian Maid's pendulum swing, and it so happened that one of the creatures became inextricably
entangled. It must have got at least adozen round turns around neck, and wings, and tail.

It was tough. It seemed that it must be decapitated, torn to pieces, each time the cordage snapped
taut.

But it lived. It stayed in one piece. And it struggled.

To the motion to which al had become, to agreater or lesser degree accustomed, was added anew
movement. The ship was shaken violently—asisarat by aterrier. Leonora had | eft the door open when
she came up from the body of the ship, and now from below drifted curses and frightened screams.

Stanley, one of the cadets who was hel ping to maintain order between decks, poked his head
through the opening. "Mr. Saunders wants to know what is happening, sir. The passengers want to
know—"

"Tdl them "nothing’," lied Whitley. "Td them that everything is under control!"

Pettigrew took it upon himself to release another flare. By itslight the confused jumble of eyes,
mouths and wings outside the port sorted itself out. They saw that the thing's mates had cometo its
assistance, that with tooth and claw they were tearing at the parachute rigging. Asthey watched,
fascinated, they saw one guy rope part, and then another. They had been designed to stand up to al the
stressesthat Martian Maid would be subject to in any emergency—but she was aregular trader. A
landing on VVenuswas not on her itinerary.

"I'd better go down," said Leonora. In her voice the desire to put metal decks between herself and
the unpleasant Sght struggled with the disinclination to remove herself from the ranks of those who knew
what was happening. "1'd better go down. After dl, it is my job. Don't breathe aword to the passengers,
Stanley, I'll handle them. 1'd better handle Mr. Saunders and Mr. Pawson, too. Let me know if the worst
comesto theworst, Dale.”

"I'll keep you informed. I'll—" He had his eye glued to the periscope eyepiece, wasignoring the



struggle outside. "L ooks like water down there. And plenty of it. And one or two idands.”
"About twenty guys gone,” reported Jenkins without emotion. "There go another two."
"We haven't far to go now."

The seaunder his stern did not look inviting. Even from this height the wave crestswere plainly
vighble. It seemed literaly boiling around theidands, with their off-lying reefs, that he could see. A
dreadful thought occurred to him. What if it were boiling? Really boiling ? Time enough to crossthat
bridge when he cameto it. There was nothing that he, nor anybody else, could do about it.

With the breaking of most of the guys on one side the ship had ceased her gyrations. The undamaged
haf of the parachute filled and held the wind. By some freak of chance the whole affair achieved acertain
dability. Martian Maid was still making consderable leeway, but now she was dso gliding into the teeth
of the hurricane. That wasto the good. When she did hit—be it land or water—the force of the impact
would be congderably diminished.

He became aware that the violent shaking had stopped. A sound like a cheer made him turn his head.
"What isit?" he demanded, "the United States Marines?"

"I don't know what it was, Number Two. Something big, with astreamlined body and wings. It just
swooped out of the night and nobbled the beast that was tangled in the guys—and a couple more with it.
It looked likeaflying fish."

"Maybeit was. But dip down, one of you, give Miss Starr my compliments and tell her landing
stations. Wed better get strapped in, too."

He could not see very well now. With their accel erated rate of fal they had overhauled and passed
thelast flare, which now hung low in the sky to leeward. Below the ship was black mystery, and
confusion worse confounded by the unsteedly, fitful glare of the lightning. Another flare, he concluded,
would only dazzle him. And according to the rough estimate he had made of drift they should, with luck,
just make one of the larger idands he had seen. They should—

The downward motion stopped, became an entirdly new and utterly sickening movement. With her
gern just skimming the crests of the heavy seas Martian Maid skittered over the surface, her nose
upheld and dragged to leeward by the parachute. At times shewould incline at a steep angle from the
vertical, and then some freak gust would baloon thefolds of silk and she would straighten with ajerk.

But it couldn't last. Eveninthis hurricaneit couldn't last. Y et more of the guy ropes parted, the wind
spilled from the parachute and the bows toppled and fell with dow deliberation into the chaotic welter
beneath. Asthe ship assumed the horizontal agrest breaker reared itself above her burst and twisted
gtern, broke with irresistible force against the already overstrained Number Six bulkhead. Had it not been
aready weakened by the explosion it would have held. But plates and frames buckled and gave. Through
the central well poured aflood of warm, brackish water. The next seadid not bresk. Freskishly, the
gernlifted to it. Before those in Control had timeto collect their scattered wits they were struggling and
drowning, hopelesdy trapped by the very straps and webbing they had donned for their safety.

George Whitley'slast thoughts, as he fumbled clumsly with the fastenings of his safety belt, were
bitterly ironica. If he had come al the way in Time and Space only to be drowned, he might just aswell
have stayed put.

Hethought at first that it was Jane bending over him. Then his eyes cleared, and he saw that it was
Leonora. He heard the doctor say "H€ll be dl right now," and wished that the quack felt as bad as he
did.

Leonora— But she belonged in that crazy dream about Martian Maid. He felt the deck lift and
scend beneath him and knew that, wherever he was, he was aboard no spaceship.

He could hear, somewhere, the howling of the wind, the roar of ahungry sea, the ominous drumfire
of amost continuous thunder. It must be somewhere in the Tropics, he thought. For the air was hot, and
smelt of swamps and mud, and there was that indescribable spicy smell hut, somehow, far more
sckly—that one gets on the offshore breeze from Java.

The woman—who was she ?—was bending over him again.



"Dale, wake up! Wake up!" Then— "George! Wake up!"

"I am awake," hesad irritably. "What's the hurry? Isit one bell?*

His eyes came ungummed properly and he was able to look at his surroundings. He looked first at
the golden girl. Her once trim uniform was a mess, there was along scratch over her right eye and her
hair was wet and looked as though she had been dragged through a hedge backwards. She looked
worried, so Whitley tried to force what he hoped was a reassuring grin. "There's nothing to worry about,”
he said vagudly and optimidtically.

"Thereid Thereis Comeand see!”

Why couldn't these people leave him aone? Why— He closed his eyes again, only to jerk them open
when somebody's hand connected with hisface with aresounding dap. Thistime he woke up properly.
He rose unsteadily to hisfeet, glanced swiftly around at the scene of confusion. Gear of al kinds,
persona effects, stores and cargo were littered around. What should have been decks were now
overhead. It was hard to say which was the new deck, for the ship wastilted at an angle of roughly
forty-five degreesfrom the vertical.

"I'm going aft," hesaid. "l can't see anything from down here."

"Y ou might thank Leo for saving your life," said the doctor stuffily. "She pulled you dl out, one by
one"
"Skipit," said thegirl. "The most important thing now isto help Daeto save everybody. Mind if |

come dong with you, George?"

"The pleasureisming," hereplied automatically. Thefed of aship in aseaway beneath hisfeet was
making him fed himself once more. Asthey picked their way over the assorted wreckage he asked, "Any
casudties?'

"None among the passengers. They'rejust badly shaken up and one or two of the women are
hysterical. And Saunders and Pawson are out for the count. But—"

"y e

"Y oung Pettigrew. | didn't get him out in time—"

"He'sjust thefirst,” thought Whitley. " Perhaps he was lucky. Perhaps—"

His mind, trying to escape from the grim forebodings that it had raised, began to take notice of the
date of affairsingde the ship. The forward bulkheads of the cargo bins had burst. Thiswas hardly
surprising, asthey were not constructed to stand any real weight. The after onestook al the strain during
both acceleration and deceleration.

In spite of himself he began to become interested. To a seaman, the nature of an outward genera
cargo from Earth to Mars could not fail to be more than ordinarily intriguing. He saw broken cases from
which showed the dull gleam of metd, of polished wooden buitts. Rifles? In this day and age? The Sght of
severd blocks and pulleys made him homesick for his own time. And there were coils of wire, thin and
fantadticdly flexible.

And then they cameto the twisted remains of the Number Six bulkhead. Whitley clambered through
the most convenient opening, to find himsalf standing on areasonably level meta platform. What it had
been before explosions and the sea had bent and battered this part of the ship beyond recognition he
could not say. But it was useful now.

It was very dark between the flashes of lightning. The continuous thunder was amost drowned by the
screaming wind and the roaring, hungry sea. Surprisingly, Whitley's vantage point was well protected.
Over hishead, to windward, curved the remains of one of the big tail fins. All that reached himwasan
occasional shower of warm spray.

Gratefully, heinhaled deeply and filled hislungswith the fresh arr. It had been hot and stifling insde
the ship. And then he found that the same conditions prevailed outside. True, theair wasin violent
motion, but that could not conced the oppressive warmth and humidity, the sickly stench of swamps and
corruption.

"What do you make of it?" screamed avoicein hisear.

"So far, we're lucky!" he bellowed in reply. "With her nose down like this shelll tend to ride head to
sea. And | suspect that the remains of the parachute are till out forward. They'll make agood sea



anchor!"
"A what?"
"A seaanchor!”
He began to cough—overmuch shouting had always had this effect on him.
Leonorathumped his back.
"Never mind!" shesaid. Then—"Isthat a light?'

Whitley strained hiseyesto leaward. At this moment the lightning began to play amost continuousdly
aong hisline of sght. Dazzled, he had to desist. He felt something thrust into his hands. He could tell
what it was by thelong familiar fed—apair of prismatic binoculars.

"| found these among the cargo, Sir," came Stanley'svoice. "'l thought they might be useful.”

"They are. Good lad!"

The lightning ceased and there was ardatively long spell of darkness. He could see the light now,
without the glasses, alittle to theleft of the line of drift. It was ruddy, and seemed to blink with
mechanica regularity. He found himsdf counting, as he had so often donein the past to determine the
period of aflashing or occulting navigational aid. Andone. .. andtwo . .. and three. . . But alighthouse
here? On Venus?Y et there was no reason why, presuming the existence of intelligent beings making the
seather highway, there should not be.

He didn't know whether to be relieved or disappointed when the powerful lenses showed him a
distant, conica hill, topped with an intermittent glow and a plume of ruddy smoke. A volcano.

But it had, at least, served its purpose insofar as it had warned him that Martian Maid wasdriving
fast on to alee shore. And he was helpless. In asurface ship of hisown time, engindless hulk though she
may have been, he could, asalast resort, have let go his anchors and hung on like grim death. For frantic
moments his mind played with the possibility of making some heavy weight fast to the end of the
parachute lines, of thus converting his sea anchor into a sheet anchor. Sure, it was afineidea. But how
was he going to get it there?

"Any of those flares saved from the control room?"

"Yes" replied the cadet. “ The locker was burst open and they floated up.”

"Arethey watertight?'

"Why, yes." There was a certain puzzlement in the lad's voice. Surely the second pilot should have
been ableto tell him things.

"Good. Nip down and grab acouple, will you?'

"l havetwo here, Sr."

"Better ill. Thanks. Let's see, how do |—?"

"Judt pull the cap off, sr.”

AsWhitley pulled he thought, " Thank God that's something they haven't made needlessly
complicated.” Theflarefizzed briefly, burst into sudden, blinding lifein hishand. With apurdy reflex
action he cast it from him. Thewind took it, and it must have sailed for fully haf amile beforeit fel into
the water.

At first there was no improvement in conditions asfar as an efficient lookout was concerned. The
intense blue-white light, risng and faling on the wave crests, dazzled rather than aided, was even more of
ahindrance than the lightning had been.

But the flare was subject to surface drift only. The ship, pushed before that terrific wind, was making
appreciable way through the water. In asurprisingly short space of time she overhauled the light, and then
she was down wind from its steedy glare.

And lessthan amile distant. Whitley saw great columns of spray rise high inthe air where the
shouting seas drove to destruction on along, low line of jagged black rocks.

The dranding, when it came, was surprisingly gentle. Martian Maid lifted on the crest of aseathat
amogt judtified the hyperbole "mountainous,”" and for long seconds hung over the reef. It seemed that she
must clear it, must ride the storm into the calmer water beyond. But from forward came the dreadful



grating of metal on rock, the screaming of tortured plates and girders. The huge seapassed on in awelter
of whitewater. And when it was gone the ship did not fdl into the trough but lay with dmost her full
length exposed.

"We should be safe," shouted Leonora, "until morning!™”

"Wearen't!" bellowed Whitley.

"This seawill soon pound usto pieces. And if we dip off the rockswere donefor. She must be
holed for'ard!"

"What do we do about it?"

"Abandon ship!”

"All right for those of uswho can swim well. But these second-and third-generation Martian
colonists— They adways regard water as something far too preciousto splash around in!"

"Nobody mentioned swvimming!™

"A reft?!

"No!" Then heturned to the cadet who had been standing by waiting for orders. " Stanley! What'sthe
breaking strain of those drums of fine wire among the cargo?"

"l don't know, Sir, but it's M.M.C. cargo. Mr. Haydon isamining engineer. He should know!"

"AsK himto report up here, will you?'

After along interva the Martian clambered up among the wreckage of the engine room. By the light
of the fresh flare that Whitley had just lit he looked badly frightened. He was frightened, and didn't care
who knew it. Marswas never likethis.

"I'm Haydon," he said. "What do you want?"

"Those drums of wire—I take it that they're consigned to your concern?'

"Yes"

"What's the breaking strain?"

"Can't say for sure. About a hundred tons."

"A hundred tons?' gasped Whitley. "Did you say a hundred?"

"Yes. What did you expect? A thousand?'

The other ignored the crack. He was trying to adjust his mind to the fact that wire rope of about the
Size and texture of boat lacing was stronger than the heaviest hawsers with which he had had dedingsin
his own time. Thiswas better than he had expected. He toyed with the idea of working on an endless
whip done—but at adistance of close on a quarter mile—so he estimated the distance from the beach
—there would be far too much catenary.

"Stanley! Organize aworking party. If Mr. Rawson or Mr. Jenkins arein circulation yet ask them to
come up here, And | want one, maybe two, of those drums of wire. And some of those blocks. And a
differentid purchase”

"What are you going to do, Dae?'

"A breeches buoy, Leo. You seethat tree," he pointed to something like an oversized feather duster
ontop of alow cliff. "Somebody will have to swim ashore with an end of thiswire and makeit fast to it.
Then we st it up tight aboard the ship with apurchase. But you'll seeit al donel™

"l shant!"

"Why not?"

"Because I'm the one who's swvimming ashore!

"Ligten, George,” shedrew him further into the lee of the twisted tail fin where it was comparatively
quiet and she did not have to shout, "please forget al your archaic ideas of chivary. They're very swest, |
know, but in this case they just aren't practicable. I'm the only person here qudified for the job. The
colonigts hate water—and when you spacehounds are on leave you think more of getting outside liquids
than getting ingde. And I—as you should know—was with Oscar Oberon's Aquacade before | joined
the Service. Look!"—she pointed to the seato leeward of the reef, a sea deceptively calm but with al
kinds of treacherous eddies and undertowsjust visiblein the harsh light of the flare—"could anybody
who wasn't afirgt-class svimmer do it?"

"There may be one among the passengers—"



"Even if there should be—I'm an officer of thisship. It'smy duty. No, don't say that you'l do it. Even
if you could, which | doubt, we need somebody at this end to play around with ropes and things."

At last she had her way. Whitley demonstrated to her how to make her end of the wire fas—aclove
hitch with acouple of haf hitches on the standing part should suffice, he hoped. And then he modestly
averted hiseyeswhilst she peded off her dready soaking uniform.

Hisface was crimson when he had to make the line fast around her waist. He managed to force his
fumbling fingers through the smpleintricacies of arunning bowline, then paused. "Thiswill cut youin
two," he said. Hiseyefdl on her discarded uniform. The tunic boasted a broad belt of apparently tough
fabric. Hetook this, buckled it around her in lieu of the wire, made the wire fast round the belt. Still
embarrassed, he made sure that it would not dlip down over her hips. But if—and thisis doubtful—her
figure had any faultsit was on the side of fullness.

Hetook two of the flares, made them fast to the belt with odd lengths of the wire.

"Y ou understand,” he said. "When you get to the beach, set off one of the flares. When you get your
end fadt, st off the other.”

"l understand.”

And then briefly, shewasin hisarms. The kisswas short, satisfying—and yet unsatisfying.

"Jugt in case—" shesad.

For afleeting moment she stood poised in thelight of the flare, till burning where it had been wedged
among the wreckage. And with her going the night seemed very much darker.

It was abeautifully clean dive she made, one that proved conclusively that her claim to aquatic
prowess had not been idle boasting. Whitley lived through centuries before the golden head regppeared
on the turbulent surface. He would not let anybody e se handle the wire,

Fortunately, it came on its drum ready for use—whatever its use may have been. Therewaseven a
brake. He paid out with the utmost care. Too little dack and the weight of the wire would pull Leonora
back, would drag her away from the shore where lay both her safety and that of every soul on board.
Too much dack—and the bight would foul whatever obstructions might be on the bottom. And unless
she could cast the end loose from her belt she would be doomed.

Stanley stood by hisside, his glassestrained on the head of the swimmer. Unconscious of the effect
on Whitley he began arunning commentary. " She's going ahead fast, sir. She's stopped. She's down.
Shelsup again.”

"For the love of Mike, shut up!" barked his superior. "If you must make anoise, let me know when
she'sgot there!™ One hand on the brake, one on the wire itsalf, he paid out. He began to wonder if the
one drum would be enough. Then Stanley shouted " Shels madeit!"

Hard on the heds of his cry the flare wedged in the wreckage guttered and died. But from the shore
camealight, intensely bright even at this distance. Whitley straightened up, seized the prismatics from the
other'shands. At first he could see nothing for the glare from the beach. Then he shifted hisline of sight
dightly so that theflarewas just outside thefield of hisglasses. And he saw afigure, whitely luminousin
that blazing radiance, staggering up and across the black sand to the low cliff. Once shefél, and lay long
seconds before she recovered. He felt that he got her to her feet again by his own concentrated will
power. And then, at last, she was clambering up towards the tree. He saw her there, fumbling awhile.
Abruptly she dropped to the sand. And then the second flare drove back the rushing, wind-borne
shadowsto the limit of vision.

Now that he was no longer concerned about the girl's safety Whitley—in a perverse sort of way
—was beginning to enjoy himsdf. This—even though it was an dien planet—was hisworld. Hewas no
longer amere, uniformed passenger obliged to grapple with problems beyond his comprehension. The
fact that, so far, he had grappled with those same problems with success he dismissed as blind luck. But
now he was dedling with forces and problems that he knew of old.



The end of the wire remaining aboard the ship was taken through a block made fast to the upper
extremity of thetwisted tail fin. He had al hands that he could muster in the confined spacetail ontoit,
but their combined efforts could not lift the bight far clear of the water. More blocks and tackle were
brought up from below, and with their aid the span was set up reasonably taut.

Among the blocks was one of the variety known as asnatch block in hisown time. Thishe dipped
over the bight of the wire, so that it ran dong the span ason arail. A cradle was rigged hanging below
this. Meanwhile, an endless whip had been prepared, one of the Martian mining engineers having proved
himself adept at plicing and handling the tackle used in his profession. All that remained wasto get one
of the blocks ashore and make it fast just below the span.

It was Stanley who volunteered for the task. Whitley would have gone not so much because he
doubted the lad's ability to handle the job but because, now that the immediate pressure of work had
subsided, hefelt that he should be with Leonora. But it was essentid that he stay with the ship until the
end.

It had been assumed that Stanley, seeted in his cradle, would have to pull himsdf hand over hand
aong the wire until he reached comparative safety. But once out of the lee of the ship the wind took him,
and those aboard had to dack out the endless whip with caution lest he be dashed against the low cliff at
the shore end. But he made it, and the light of yet another flare proclaimed that his block was fast.

All that now remained was to set up the second block at the ship end. Thiswas soon accomplished,
and then Whitley had at his disposa what was, in effect, atransporter bridge from ship shore. In hisown
timeit had been called a breeches buoy.

Standing on his parody of a quarter-deck he dmost gave an absurd order, but checked himself in
time. "Women and children firs" was arule sanctified by long centuries of precedent on Earth—but on
Earth one could count on friendly, humane hands to receive castaways. But on Venus—

"Anybody here who knows how to use those gunsin the cargo?' he demanded. Then—"Mr.
Jenking! Sip below and seeif there's anyone there who can use 'em!”

"They're M.F.C.—Martian Fur Corporation—cargo," volunteered Pawson. "There are two or three
professona hunters among the passengers. Pawson will find them and get them up here.”

"Good."

Soon the hunters were standing on the wind-swept deck. Little men they were, with keen,
long-sighted eyes. Brave men they undoubtedly were when facing the hazards of their own trade. But just
now they were badly shaken.

But with acourage far gregter than they had ever shown whilst hunting the savage, fur-bearing beasts
of Marsthey intrusted themselves to Whitley's outlandish contraption of wire and pulleys, alowed
themsalves to be swung out over the black water in the extemporized cradle—it had been one of the
chairsin the lounge—clutching their wegponstightly, the one familiar thing in thiswild, wet world, " Shoot
a dght," Whitley had told them. "If anything, anything, shows up—et fly. Remember, I’'m relying on you
to keep the shore end clear for me."

Before the cradle swung in to where young Stanley waswaiting to assst them to solid earth they
were peering up and down the beach, thankful for ordersthat they could understand.

Once passengers and crew got the hang of things the work went with surprising smoothness.
Dreading a shift of wind, Whitley had to work out asystem of priorities. Had this been Earth, dl that
mattered would have been to get dl hands ashore in one piece—but here he had to consider theriva
clamsof food, arms, equipment of al sorts. It would have been absurd to have landed with no immediate
loss of life but with nothing to eat and no means either of self-defense or hunting whatever edible fauna, if
any, wereto be found.

The departmental heads made things no easier. Had the surgeon had hisway the party would have
been well ableto set up shop as pharmaceutists. They would have had ample resources for the dleviation
of the pangs of indigestion—but nothing whatsoever to causeit. On the other hand Miss Emerson, the
buxom, bustling catering officer, was too proneto put cresture comfort before al else. Bethat asit may,
she and her two hostesses and the huge, temperamental negress who was her cook performed prodigies
of sheer, unrdieved muling, Whenever Whitley thought that it was time to send ashore aload of



foodstuffs or blankets instead of ammunition or human freight it was aways ready and waiting.

The wind now was unsteady and gusty, backing and veering as much as four points. There was, of
course, no break in the sky, but it was obvious that some change in the weather would soon be upon
them. At times there would be dmost aflat calm, and then a shrieking rain squall would be upon them to
fill thear with atorrentia downpour from above mingled with spindrift torn from the tortured surface of
the sea. On these occasions the lightning would make their flares seem as but tallow candles, whilst the
deafening thunder would make conversation impossible for minutes after the squall had passed.

Asshewas, Martian Maid was held immovably on the reef by the sheer weight of wind and sea.
But should the wind back or veer to the opposite quarter she would dide off into the deep water outside
the shodl, taking with her al on board.

When the lull came Whitley was not unprepared. He had discharged his ship sirategicaly, something
of everything. True, he didn't have nearly enough of anything, but the party should be able to meet dmost
any emergency.

He watched the last ding of food go swinging ashore, pulled by the now sizable working party on the
beach, then climbed up on to the tail fin to see what he could of the weather conditions.

Thewind had falen, but the seawas not cam. It had become an ugly, confused, pyramidal swell.
And from seaward came alow but increasingly distinct roar asthe rear semicircle of the atmospheric
vortex gpproached at a speed he had no means of estimating.

He climbed down from thefin. "Abandon ship,” he sad.

The cradle had returned, and on to it he loaded Miss Emerson and one of her hostesses, hanging
around them bundles of al manner of gear. He waved—Pawson on the beach could see the signd
distinctly through his M.F.C. prismatics and the load siwung shorewoods. Next it was the turn of the
other hostess and the cook. Whitley saw that tears were streaming down the negress face as he helped
to lash her securdly. "It'shard, Mr. Dale," she said in asurprisingly cultured voice, "to leave thisship.”

"Cheer up, Amdia," he said, patting her back. "We have to leave before she leaves us. And it won't
belong."

It was Saunders who almogt finished the adventure for Whitley. Somehow, dthough usdessin the
work because of his ill bandaged eyes, he had managed to evade being sent ashore. Whitley was
unaware of his presence until he himsalf was about to take his seet in the cradle. Then—

"Number One! What are you doing here? Let me put you in the cradle.”

"No, Dde. I'm staying. I'm master of this ship. And I'm going down with her."

"Don't be abloody fool!" Dae swung himsalf down from the chair, made to grab the other'sarm.
Saunders swung blindly, ingtinctively, and by sheer chance the blow connected. Whitley never knew for
how long he was out, but when he came round the chief pilot, who had torn the bandage from his
watering eyes, was gtriving with inexpert, clumsy fingersto lash him into the cradle. The shift of wind had
come, and afitful, gusty breeze was dready blowing from the land. Martian Maid, until now as steady
astherocks on which she had grounded, was becoming uneasy. Tremors ran through her hull, each one
accompanied by achorus of increasingly loud gratings and groanings from below decks. There was no
timetolose.

Whitley swung hisfoot, vicioudy, catching Saunders full on the point of the jaw. It was the work of
seconds to release himself from the other's bungled bends and hitches, to drag the bulky, inert form to the
cradle. Getting him up into the chair took longer. By the time Saunders had been well secured the wind
had steadied in direction, was rapidly approaching gale force.

Whitley threw acouple of hasty turns around himsdlf, then sgnaled to the shore. Slowly, for those at
the ether end were pulling against the wind, the cradle swung out and away from the ship, over the black
water that was fast being lashed to fresh turbulence.

Midway, the progress made was amost negligible. The wire above their heads was bar taut, and
drumming with the enormous strain now put upon it. It seemed probable that it was holding the ship onto
the reef in the teeth of the hurricane. Whitley found himsdf thinking that the tree to which the other end
was made fast must be enormoudy tough.



Theflare that he had |eft wedged among the wreckage was torn from its position and blown to
seaward. He could see the ship in black silhouette againgt the glare of the floating light—looming huge
and fantagtic like amedievd castle against an impossible dawn. Then she was gone, and only theflare,
poised high on the crest of a sea, could be seen. Seconds later the cradle, held on the end of itsline
amogt horizontaly by the screaming gale, fell. Saunders was still unconscious and Whitley was hampered
by the lashings he had thrown about them both.

"They're determined to drown me," was hislast conscious thought.

When he came round it was some time before he was able to place himsdlf. It was dark, very dark,
but now and again somebody would flash a pocket torch. There was the noise of wind, too, but it was
somehow muiffled.

"He's coming round,” he heard someone say.

Then Leonorawas bending over him.

"It'sahorribly conventiona question,” he said, "but wheream 17"

"Inacave," shereplied. "Wed dmost got you and Mr. Saundersin, then the fastenings of the pulley”
—Whitley winced alittle—"on thetail fin came.... er . . . unfastened. So we pulled you bothin. You
hadn't got much water in you, but you'd managed to get a bang on the head from somewhere.”

"So it seems. But this cave?'

"It'sjust under the tree we used. Two of the hunterswent in first in case there were any wild animals.
There were—or was—one. A big thing like acrocodile. They shot it."

"Any dgn of dawn yet?'

"No, asdark asever. And the wind's bad—"

"It mugt get light sometime. A revolving storm should mean aplanet with some axid rotation. And if
this were apermanent dark side it wouldn't be so hot. But I'm going outside.”

Leonora helped him up. He was glad of her assistance, being weaker than he had anticipated.
Guided by her pocket flash they picked their way through the castaways, huddied in random, dgected
groups al over thefloor of the cave. Whitley was not surprised to find that the entrance to the cavern
belied the cathedra vastness of theinterior. Had it been in keeping he must surely have spotted it from
the ship.

And then they were stlanding in the gusty darkness at the foot of the cliff. The sailor took thelittle
torch and flashed it around.

"What, no watch?' he demanded angrily. "Anything might creep upon us. And we don't know what
thetides are like here. Stanley!" he bawled.

Thelittle cadet must have been among those not deeping. In afew seconds he was by Whitley's side.
"Cadll the other officers" hewastold. "Tell them | want them at once. And get one of those Martian
hunters and have him keep alook-out in the entrance with one or two of those flares and his gun handy.
I'm surprised that they didn't think of that without being told.”

Thelad vanished back into the cave. Whitley couldn't see L eonora, but the expression in her voice
told him that her eyebrows must be raised. "Quite thelittle Hitler," she said. "Everybody needsrest after
what they've been through.”

"Of coursethey do. And if | don't succeed in stirring up some kind of watch on deck it'll betheir last
rest! Listen!"—he grasped her arm roughly—"you people have had far too soft alife. Y ou just can't
conceive that anything or anybody could possibly have any animosity againgt you. Y our world isfar too
safe, too peaceful. It's better than mine—but there we knew that al kinds of animals, two-aswell as
four-legged, were ready and willing to do the dirty on us. We may have temporarily outwitted the
insensate forces of Nature, but we till have whatever life thisworld boasts to dedl with." He became
aware that somebody was standing at their side. "Whao'sthat?' he demanded.

"Taberner, skipper. And, though | say it who shouldn't, the best shot on, the books of the M.F.C."

"Good. | want you to keep out here until you'rerelieved. If you hear or see the dightest sign of
movement loose off aflare—I suppose Stanley gave you one—and let fly. Got it?"

"Yes, skipper." The man seemed relieved to have ajob, to have somebody who would give him



orders.

Whitley and the girl went back into the cave. Stanley'storch flitting here and there like a
will-o'-the-wisp showed that he was finding and calling the officers. The thick darkness made the task no
easy one. "In all the books about shipwrecks he had ever read,” thought Whitley, "the castaways
started off by building a fire. Not that, in this case, its warmth would be necessary, but it would
give light and a certain cheerfulness."

Theamost dry debris entangling hisfeet made him think that afire might be practical politics. A
definite current of air from the mouth to the back of the cave showed that there must be ventilation of a
sort, that smoke disposal would not be too serious a problem. For matches— In his own time he could
have been sure of some means of starting afire—pocket lighter or otherwise. But in this age of
s f-igniting cigarettes which just refused to ignite in the humid Venusian atmosphere—there was nothing.

Taking thelittle torch he squatted down and examined the decaying vegetation with which the cave
was carpeted. It did not appear to be seaweed—a wel come sign—and was comparatively dry. How it
had got there he could not say—it may have been brought in by previous occupants. He gathered an
armful and carried it to therear. A few more journeys, aided by Leonora, and there was a respectable
pile. One of the invaluable flares thrust into the hegp achieved results. Itsfierce heat soon dried the
fuel—and soon a cheerful blaze filled the gloomy cavern with dancing lights and shadows.

Some of the deepers murmured and stirred, but most of them dept on.

Whitley sat by thefirein his steaming clothes, waiting for the othersto report to him and watching the
acrid smoke stream dmost straight up to the high, crannied roof. By his sde L eonora spread the contents
of her cigarette case on thefloor to dry. "Thismakes adifference” she said. "Wonder if we should have
one outside, too."

"Can't decide. If | could be surethat it would scare things off 1'd give it ago—but it might attract
unwelcome attention. Ah, here'sthe doctor. Sit down and make yoursdlf at home."

When the officers of dl departments were gathered the conference was opened. It may well be that
"conference” isamideading word. It was more of alecture on the correct procedure in the event of
shipwreck. Watches were set, both for the cave entrance and the fire. Flares were not sufficiently
plentiful to justify the expenditure of one every timethefire required relighting. A rationing system was
worked out. And when &t last, things were more or less shipshape Whitley dlowed himsdlf the luxury of a
rest. He made himsdlf abed on the hard rock with a couple of blankets, deepily told Pawson, who was
officer of thefirst watch, to give him ashout in the event of daylight, achange of wegther or any
emergency, then dropped into a dreamless and amost instantaneous deep. He thought dreamily that he
should have given ordersto be called at some et time.

Thingsusualy comein threes. Thefirg of the three was the change in the weather. Whitley did not
awake with hisusud swift trangtion from deep to complete avareness when Jenkins caled him. He felt
like a corpse warmed up—warmed amost to the point of cooking. In his mouth was adark brown taste
and in his nogtrils an unpleasant odor compounded of acrid smoke and what they were al to cometo
regard asthe characteristic stink of Venus—amiasmaof moist corruption.

He made an effort and cresked to hisfeet.

"Yes, Jenkins?'

"Thewind, Dale, It's dropped.”

"Good."

Guided by the other's flash he picked his way through the deepers. Outside the cave mouith it was
cam —with astagnant airlessness. Down on the beach the swdll rolled rhythmicaly on to the shelving
sand, visible asaline of luminescence in the darkness as the seas curled over and broke. Further to
seaward the reef shot fountains of living light into the black sky. Something big broke the surface and
flopped back again with aloud splash, to be outlined briefly and unsatisfyingly with paefire.

"Now what ?" thought Whitley. "Now what?' He had atheory that on a planet with adow axia
rotation such as'Venus gpparently had all kinds of atmaospheric disturbances could be expected aong the



line of demarcation between day and night. If thiswere the case, dawn could not be far off. But thet, as
the monkey said, remained to be seen.

He became aware that al kinds of people, passengers aswell as hisfellow officers, were around him.
They had obvioudy awaited his awakening to ask questions and air grievances. But he wasin no mood
for this. He wanted to be doneto try and get things straight.

"I wonder if you could show me how that gun of yoursworks," he said to the hunter whose turn of
sentry duty it was. The Martian demondtrated. It was not so very different from the automatic weapons
of the twentieth century. There was abox magazine, and there was alever which, in accordance with the
position into which it was put, acted as a safety catch or gave single shot or full automatic fire. The
wegpon itself could befired either from the shoulder or asatommy gun.

"I'll takethis" said Whitley. ™Y ou can get yourself another one from insde the cave.” He had no
intention of setting an even worse example than that which he was dready setting by wandering off done
and unarmed.

But he was not to be alone. He became aware that somebody had fallen in beside him. Ruddly, he
swung the beam of the torch he had requisitioned full in the other'sface. He was neither surprised nor
sorry to seethat it was Leonora

"Do you mind?' shesad.

"No." Then, more gracioudy, "I'm glad you have come, my dear.”

"Wherearewe going?'

"Just somewhere where we can be away from the mob. I've got to get things straight with mysdlf.
Now that the excitement's over I've got that let-down sort of fedling. I'm wondering if perhaps| shouldn't
hand over to Saunders—after all, he is the senior surviving officer. Asfor me—if I'mmel'mjust an
outsider, and if I'm DadeI'm just an upstart puppy of ajunior.”

"Don't beafool." Her voice wasintense. "Y ou've got them all eating out of your hand now. And, if
you want an honest opinion, | don't think that anybody else, officer or passenger, could handle things.
Thisisdl asstrangeto usasit isto you. Stranger. Being wrecked on desert idands must have been a
commonplace experiencein your time."

"It was not. But shal we sit down? I'm tired of tripping over thingsand dipping.”

By thelight of their torches they found asmooth, flat-topped rock, standing up solitary from the
black sand. By some minor miracle it was not covered with dimy agae, nor did it boast any gdlatinous
blobs that could have been anything. It may have been uncovered by the storm only afew hours
previoudy.

On thisthey sat, not talking much, yet each deriving more than alittle comfort from the close
proximity of the other. Behind them wasthe cave, ahardy visble circle of dim, flickering light. Before
them was the dark, mysterious sea.

Asthey watched, adow change come over itsface. First it seemed that the phosphorescence along
the beach and the reef became more intense, and then this same phosphorescence seemed to shoot
sreamers of pallid moonlight into the surrounding water. These intermingled and coa esced, putting out
yet more sprays and branches of pulsating flame. And asthe living light swirled and spread color came,
faint at first asaLunar rainbow and then degpening until the sea, from the dark shoreto the furthest
horizon, was one chromatic glory. The love overcast shone with reflected crimson and azure, jade and
amethy<.

"Likeadreamintechnicolor,” said Whitley, asthough to dispel the fascination of the scene by the
chegpness of hishumor. 1t was so uncannily beautiful thet it frightened him.

Suddenly he tensed, stared hard at a point between the shoals and the beach. Leonora heard the
faint, sharp clicks as he moved the catch of hiswegpon from Safety to Automatic. "Look!" he said
pointing.

Shefollowed hisarm, black in silhouette against the radiance from the sea. At first she could see
nothing, and then straining her eyes, she could make out amoving, oddly symmetrica patch of fainter light
againg the background of brightly luminous water. It dawned on her suddenly that the object, whatever it



was, was shining by reflection only.

It came to a stop when it was amost abreast of the mouth of the cave. Then there was a sharp
twang, as of a suddenly released bowstring, to be followed by acrash and arattle of faling rubble. The
murmur of voicesthat had been coming from the entrance—for amost everybody must have turned out
to witness the shining sea—abruptly ceased, was replaced by shouts and screams.

"What are they waiting for?' shouted Whitley.

He saw aline of faint, vague shapesin the water surging shoreward from what he had, by now,
decided was aship. There was another amost musical twang, followed by another heavy impact against
the cliff face. Somewhere, loud, insstent, alittle drum started beating with an odd, broken rhythm. It
seemed amost like code. It probably was code.

But Whitley was not listening to the drum. He remembered it afterwards, remembered how the
rattling song of his gun had blended with and finally drowned that of the other. But now al his conscious
attention was focused on the sweeping flight of hislittle rocket projectiles—like the old, familiar tracers
they were—as he hosepiped them upon the swvimmers. He heard hoarse, croaking cries, saw theline of
attackers dwindle and falter.

A balt from the wesgpon aboard the ship hurtled past, most knocking him and the girl flat with the
wind of its passng. It buried itself with adull, sodden thud in the wet sand. Whitley shifted hisfirefrom
the surf to the dim, scarce visible outline of the ship. The Venusan gunners must ether have been killed
or driven under cover, for their weapon was not fired again during the course of the action.

Then, a last, aflare flamed into sudden, incandescent life by the cave mouth. Inits hard, merciless
glarethefigures of the attackers could be seen. Like men they were—or like frogs. Like something out
of acartoon film by an evil, pervert Disney. Thefirst line—or what was left of it—was aready out of the
water. Waving vicious, glittering knivesthey charged up the beach. Whitley's fire took them in the flank,
and from the cave three or more guns burst into slammering song. Of thisfirst wave only one of the
Venusianswon to within ahundred feet of the defenders. And he collagpsed suddenly, literdly torn to
pieces by the concentrated fire.

A second wave met the fate of the firs—then athird. There were no more.

Still the cave gunners kept up their fire, raking the ship from stem to stern.

"Ceasefire!" bawled Whitley. Then—"Come on! We must stop those fools beforeit'stoo late!”

"What's the hurry?'

"Plenty. They're wasting ammunition for agtart. And I've got aship, a ship! And | don't want her
blown full of holes!"

Inlessthan an hour after the attack thefirgt, faint flush of dawn wasvisible to seaward. With
surprising rapidity adisma, wan daylight soread over seaand sky. Before it was properly light the
spectacular phosphorescence of the sea abruptly went out—almost as though some unseen hand had
pulled amaster switch.

Whitley was pleased to see the light. He was having to burn flare after flare to keep the ship under
observation. She was obvioudy lying to some kind of anchor and he did not want the survivors of the
crew ether to heave up at leisure or dip the cable and escape. And he did not want to launch his attack
on the attackers until it was properly light. For there had aready been casudties among the castaways.
The sentry who had been on duty when the Venusians opened fire had been cut in two by the missle—a
shaft about ten feet long, it was, with long, razor-sharp blades projecting out from the head. And—this
was hard to take—two of the children had been killed by the second round.

"Four already." thought Whitley as he paced the ledge in front of the cave. " Four out of sixty-four.
And if we attack in the dark any survivors skulking aboard the ship will fight like cornered rats.
And we shall lose more. She'll keep till daylight.”

To add to hisworries adistant drum started to beat from what the coming of dawn identified asthe
nor'ard, It seemed to be some kind of code—and it seemed to have a questioning note. It seemed that
somebody, somewhere, was trying to get in touch with the attacking party. After awhile the disquieting
sound ceased.

And then the dawn came.



Theincreasing light was the sgnd to Whitley that he must set his schemesfor seizing the shipin
motion. The end of the night meant other thingstoo, entailed atask that he would have found most
disasteful.

"But | can't,” hetold Leonora. "'l have no right to. Don't forget that I'm not one of you."

"Perhaps you're right. Saunderswill haveto.”

Somebody had gone down to the beach and collected the broad-bladed knives from the dead
Venusians. Somebody e se had found someflat pieces of driftwood. During the night the parachute had
been washed ashore. From it lengths of the heavy silk were hacked to serve as shrouds.

Whitley looked from the three muffled figures—two of them pitifully small—to where aworking party
was scratching away with improvised tools at three trenches. " Be honest,” hetold himsdlf, " call them
graves. And the last one of us left alive will have nobody to bury him." His morbid mood was
accentuated by the sullen, yellow sky overhanging the sullen, yellow sea.

"Just part of the price," whispered Leonoraat hisebow. "Just part of the price. And no matter who
goes next, no matter if wedl go, it'sworth it! Can't you see? It'sworth it!"

"Yes" hereplied dowly, "perhapsit is. Do you read Kipling? Before your time, I'm afraid. But thisis
what hesad:

“If blood be the price of Admiralty,

Lord God, we ha paidin full—'

But they're taking them down to the beach—"

It was Saunders, standing by himself, who recited the brief Burid Service from memory. On the other
sde of the grave were gathered the rest of the party—the parents of the dead children, the mate of the
hunter, officers and passengers.

The chief pilot, hisfull face strained and solemn, reached the conclusion of his speech: "And sowe
commit the bodies of our brothers and sisters to"—he hesitated, groping for words more suitable than
those of the officia form —"the soil of an dien planet. We—" Hisvoicetrailed off into ahorrible gurgle.
His hands went up to clutch at histhroat, from which protruded a vaned, meta shaft about nineinchesin
length. From the cave mouth came the frenzied chattering of the automatic rifle of the sentry on duty. The
little rocket projectiles hissed and whined over the heads of the burid party. Other bolts came from the
ship, but the aim of the unseen marksmen was spoiled by the fire from the cave.

Whitley caught Leonora Starr a swinging blow that knocked her flat on her face. "Down!" he
bellowed. "Down, if you vaueyour lives!"

Most of the others heeded his warning, but two of the men made amad dash for the safety of the
cavern. Before they were hdfway there the Venusian bowmen—who had by now recovered their
Steadiness of aim—picked them off. Theriflemen with the buria party tried to return the fire from aprone
position. But they had no cover and dared not raise themsalves sufficiently to take proper aim, whilst their
opponents were firing through tiny ports and from behind many inches of tough wood.

On thefore deck of the ship gppeared a cautious, crouching figure. It ran to where the anchor cable
was led over some kind of windlass—doubtless with the intention of cutting or dipping so that the ship
could drift to safety in the strong current. Here, at last, was something for the gunnersto firea. The
grotesque, unhuman figure collgpsed, literaly torn to shreds.

"Thiswon't do," thought Whitley. His mind, active once more, raced from plan to possibility,
desperately sought some way out of the impasse. Much as he didiked the idea—for he was essentidly a
peace-loving soul who believed that the only gentlemanly way to fight anava battle was at long range
with big guns—apiratical boarding party was the only solution. He passed word round of hisintentions.
Reductantly, he began to shrug himsdf out of hisuniform, retaining only the belt, through which he thrust
one of the Venusian knives. About adozen of the men followed his example. He was glad that Leonora
was busy with the casudties of this latest attack—although it is probable that she was running more risk



than hewould do. It isimpossible to administer to an injured person from a prone position—and even
though shewas very careful not to stand upright she was atarget.

A last, obvious thought struck Whitley as he edged hisway down to the water's edge.

"Foxholed!" he shouted. Then —" Scrape yourselves trenches in the sand for cover!™

The sea, when he reached it, was stickily warm. He splashed through the shallows, trying to keep his
body down. An occasional vicious splash too close for comfort showed that he was under fire from the
ship. Over his head sang the covering fire from beach and cave. He tried, unsuccessfully, to ignore the
missiles from both parties. He wondered where the rest of the attackers had got to, and then loud
floundering noises from the rear showed that he was being followed.

Hewas never an expert swimmer and his amateurish breast stroke was painfully dow. From water
level the ship looked huge—as big, amogt, as one of thefloating cities of hisown time—yet distant. It
seemed that he would never makeit, that the strong current would sweep him down past the southern
extremity of thereef. Hetired, and tried swvimming on his back. The blade thrust between belt and skin
chafed him badly, inflicted severd nasty little cuts on hip and leg. It was too easy to remember how the
sharks of the seas of Earth are attracted by fresh blood, and hard indeed to refrain from afrantic,
energy-wasting burst of speed.

When he turned over, the ship, looking much smaller, was close. He redized that for some time there
had been no fire from the Venusians, assumed that from their positions they could not bring their
weapons down to bear on anything at close range on the surface. That would make things very much
easer.

The boarding party had reached the ship by her counter stern. There was no possibility of climbing
aboard there—even if the hull had not been so dimy asto afford no grip, the overhang mus, inevitably,
have defeated any such attempt. Whitley hung for awhile to the rudder to recover hiswind. Around him
the others trod water and looked longingly at the resting place he had monopolized. He could sympathize
with them—but he had no intention of shifting until he had got hiswind back. Then—

"Well haveto makeit for'ard,” he said. "By the cable. They seem to have no laddersover."

Asquietly as possible the boarding party swam aong the green, dimy side of the ship. Whitley was
first to come to the anchor cable. It was not of metal chain but was gpparently made of some vegetable
fiber closely resembling coir. Like al else about the vessd it was thickly coated with agae, but the
roughness of the rope afforded a grip in spite of this.

It was taut, but not bar taut, and made an angle of about thirty degrees with the surface of the water.
Luckily it did not come down through a hawsepipe but through afairlead in the low bulwarks. Though he
had never clamed to be agymnast the sailor thought that he could negotiate it without much difficulty.
What he might have to face once he got aboard he preferred not to think about.

Hand over hand he went up the cable. It was easy whilst the water till supported the weight of the
lower part of hisbody, but when he was clear of the sea Whitley had to throw hislegs around the rope.
Still, hewent up it with reasonable aacrity. When his hands butted againgt the planking he svung himself
round, hung for amoment in his prone position, and then clutched at therail. He hoped that nobody was
waiting with asharp knife. A burst of enthusiagtic fire from the shore showed that somebody might have
toyed with the idea but had been effectively discouraged.

Helooked down. Beow him, like some smooth, hairless doth, Stanley was hanging to the cable.
Bdow him was Taberner, the little hunter. He grinned down at them.

"It's over the top now," he amost whispered. "Once I'm up the rest of you follow asfast asyou

A quick, muscle-cracking heave and he stood on deck. His bare feet scrambled madly for purchase
and for afew frantic seconds he executed amad fandango on the dimy surface, findly faling with a
bone-shaking crash. It was aswell that he did; had he remained erect he would have stopped the bolt
loosed from the shelter of the deckhouse. On his back—the deck had a pronounced sheer—he did aft,
and before the Venusian could reload and fire the Earthman was upon him.

Stanley and Taberner, coming aboard afew seconds later, saw amad tangle of flailing arms and legs



among which two knives flashed and waved. It was almost impossible to tell one combatant from the
other, so thickly was Whitley coated with the green dime. A little to one sde stood another of the
Venusians making cautious, half-hearted jabs with along spear. He was hampered by hisfear of doing
his shipmate an injury and contributed nothing to the outcome of the battle.

Like Whitley, the cadet and the hunter dipped and staggered. But they succeeded in keeping their
feet. Like schoolboys on adidethey dithered aft. They were upon the second Venusian before he fully
realized what was happening, athough he did make an amost successful attempt to bring his spear up to
the ready. But the long-hafted weapon was thrust to one side, and one knife split his skull whilst the other
buried itsdlf in hisbodly.

There was astout door to the deckhouse entrance. This Stanley dammed. He wanted to make sure
that the odds remained on the side of the boarding party for thislittle struggle at least. It did not occur to
him until later thet he was giving any surviving crew members an opportunity of barricading themsalves
in.

Taberner hovered above the fight, poised on the balls of hisfeet, hisknife ready.

"l wish they'd keep till for amoment!” he grumbled.

"Youtry it!" came astrangled gasp from the squirming mess. "But you'd better do something—and
doit quick!"

"Disarm them both," suggested Stanley. He looked forward. "Here come the others. Get both their
knives away and then we can disentangle them. It will help, perhaps, if we get aprisoner.”

But Whitley, fighting for hislife, wasn't interested in such purely academic details. He knew that he
could not hopeto last much longer, that the instant his guard was down the other's knife would sweep or
thrust once—and once only. Hefound it increasingly difficult to keep his grip on the dippery skin. And,
even in danger of hislife, he found timeto fed the utmost horror and revulsion for the dimy body pressed
againg his, for the rank, swamp odor of the thing. And those two bloody fools talked about taking
prisoners!

Then he heard Taberner talking in alow, intent voice. "Relax, skipper! Let him get you down! It'sthe
only way!"

It was hard to dlow himself to yield to his unhuman enemy. It was hard to let hisknife hand be forced
back, to fed himsdlf pressed down by the noisome weight till his back wasflat on the dimy deck. And
yet it was an infinite relief to be able to stop struggling, to put the whole business in another's hands.
Nevertheless, he did not relinquish his grip on the Venusian's knife hand. He trusted Taberner—but not
that much.

But if the native could not use his knife he had other wegpons. The hideous, reptilian head was
brought down, and down, and down. The wide mouth opened, revealing two serrated rows of
needle-sharp teeth. The eyes shone with a naked savagery that sickened Whitley to the core. Ignoring all
that had gone before, he knew with the utmost certainty that no peace would ever be possible with these
people.

Then Taberner's knife flashed once. The grinning head rolled off the green shoulders, striking
Whitley'sface asit fell. The body on top of him started to jerk and twitch—and went on jerking and
twitching. The sailor rolled from under the convulsed carcass. Staggering and dipping, heran for the side.
For minutes he hung over the low rail. When he had finished he stood erect wearily. He looked around.
Save for Stanley the deck was deserted.

"Where are the others ?' he demanded.

"Gone below, Mr. Dde. Mr. Taberner told meto stay up here with you." The youth was plainly
disgusted a having to miss whatever further excitement might bein store, "He—"

"Never mind that now. We're going after them,”

But asthey started the descent of the ladder just inside the deckhouse door Taberner shouted to
them, "Two more! And that'sthelot!"

From the north came the staccato, questioning music of adistant drum.



For onein his predicament George Whitley was asurprisingly happy man. He had aship. He did not
know how many hours of daylight remained to him before the coming of the ssorm-tormented night, but
he was determined to make full use of every minute of them. There was alot to be doneto thelittle
vessd that had falen into his hands. Another leader would have dispatched exploring partiesto
investigate the possibilities of the idand—but thisthe sailor refused to consider until he had the means of
making aquick getaway under hisfeet. He knew that there was atown or city of the nativesto the
nor’ ard—it could be seen, on occasions when the misty drizzle thinned, from the hill above his beach.
And he knew that the inhabitants of this settlement must inevitably prove hostile. When they sent a
second raiding party to inquire after the fate of the first they would meet with awarm reception. Until
then—Iet deegping dogs lie. Meanwhile—work, deep, work and yet more work.

After thekilling of the last survivors of the crew Whitley decided to careen the vessd. The current
was settling down on along split of sand running halfway out from the beach to the reef. All he had to do
was veer his cable—the windlass was primitive but quite workable—until the ship grounded on the
smooth, gently shelving bottom. Then it was a case of running mast-head tackles out to convenient trees
aong the diff top and hedling her to expose her bottom.

As he had suspected, she had no ked. Thiswould mean as her rig implied—that she was quite
capable of making considerable speed running free but with the wind anywhere near the beam would go
crabwise. But with the bottom in its present disgusting state he doubted whether she could make abare
two knotsin full gale. So everybody had to turn to with improvised scrapersto clean off the tendrils of
weed and numerous mollusks which, in conjunction, conveyed the impression of asort of marine rock
garden. Having no anti-fouling composition he doubted whether this state of unnatura cleanlinesswould
last for long—but he would careen at every available opportunity if need be.

Theindde of the ship wasfar from suitable by Earthly sandards. The dimy, green algae were
everywhere. But someflat stones were found and used in conjunction with the fine, black sand—and so
the holystone made its bow on Venus.

The vessel was about seventy-five feet in length with abeam of fifteen feet. Therewasasingle mas,
on which was hoisted one big, square sall. It was aprimitiverig, one that argued aracelittle advanced in
thelong climb upwards from savagery. And yet there was so much about the ship that was not primitive;
for example amagnetic compass dmost the equa of anything he had seenin hisown place and time. And
the weapons—even the knives—showed a high standard of workmanship. The little crossbows were of
meta—as wasthe larger verson which fired the big, ten-foot shafts. They were the sort of thingsthat a
civilized man would make were he obliged by some circumstance to abandon his modern smal arms and
artillery. Asfor the crude, unseamanlike rig—it argued a people long used to mechanica propulsion
having to rlearn the lost arts of their forefathersthe hard way.

Therig could be bettered. There was the parachute to draw upon for sailcloth, what remained of the
breeches buoy for standing and running rigging. There was a set of what could only be sailmaker'stools
among the miscellaneous gear, some of it defying identification, left by the Venusans. It would be easy
enough to contrive adecent suit of sails.

After much cogitation Whitley decided on astanding lug and ajib. Hewas no sailor, just aseaman,
and thought it advisableto stick to arig with which—it was the orthodox lifeboet rig of hisown time—he
wasfamiliar. The origind yard would have to serve as a gaff; the blocks, which were not in bad
condition, he would leave stlanding, merdly substituting his own wire for the dubious looking cordage he
had acquired with the ship.

Then there was another idea he had in mind—one that would entail putting the sweeps—she could
put out Six to aside—to ause of which their late owners would never have dreamed. By thetime he
finished he would be able to outsail anything on the Venusan sea.

To him, whilst hewastracing diagrams in the sand with apiece of stick, came Leonora Starr. She
stood for awhile watching him, her expression of irritation degpening. She frowned. Truly, he had
suffered a sea change. At first she had been drawn to him, he had been so lost, so bewildered, afish out
of water. Now hewas afish inits native eement. A motherly compassion on her part had been replaced



by fedings she did not care to analyze. But she could not deny that the fact that he seemed to have no
timeto sparefor her hurt. She knew that the ungainly contraption out there on the sand spit was more of
ariva for his affections—forgetting the long ago and far away Jane—than any woman could have been.

She coughed.

He gave her acursory glance, said "Yes, Leo?" and went on with his drawing.

"Things are pretty well squared upingde,” shereplied. "We found some more of those awful, dimy
things with legs—whether they were pets or pests| can't say.”

"Well leave that to the scientists. I'm afraid that the glorified crossbow affair on the foredeck isgoing
to ruin the cut of my jib. Dont fed like dismounting it, though; it might comein useful

"Can't you think of anything else but your beastly ship?' sheflared. Helooked up with an expresson
of mild surprise. "Why, no," he said.

"I'm sick and tired of it. So iseverybody € se. People want to investigate thisidand, thisworld, to see
what the Venusian town islike, to get someidea of thefloraand fauna. But herewe are, stuck on this
ruddy beach, swesating and daving away at your toys. And if she was good enough for the people who
built her—and they should have known what they were doing —she's good enough for you!™

"She's not. When that ship is something like a ship well have time to nose around. But we don't
know when the night is due—it's roughly thirty-six hours since dawn now—and we must get her
finished.”

"And then?"

"And then we get out of here. We aren't far from the equator—I unshipped a magnet from their spare
compass card and use it asadipping needle—and | think we shall find a hedthier climate in the polar
regions.

"That'swhat you think!" she said with what he considered unjustifiable bitterness. " That's what you
think!"

Sheturned sharply on her hed and strode away. For afew moments Whitley looked after her
retreating figure, the beginning of afrown starting to furrow hisbrow. A few seconds later he was busy
once more with hisdiagrams, al el seforgotten but the problem of how to modify hissal planto
accommodete his armamen.

Leonorawasin avile temper as she paced aong the beach. Halfway to the cave she was accosted
by Miss Emerson.

"Oh, Leo," said the catering officer, "don't you think it'stime that we thought about living off the
country? My storeswon't last forever, you know."

"Don't bother me, see Ddle. He's the Big White Chief around herel”

"But | thought—"

"Don't. There's only one person alowed to do any thinking in thisworld!"

In the cave shetried to find something to occupy her mind. But the affairs of the hospital ingtituted by
the surgeon and hersdlf were running quite smoothly, the assstant nurses she had recruited from among
the passengers had thingswell in hand. But she left one of them in tears and the other on the verge of
attempted murder. The few adult patients watched the scene with considerable amusement, the half
dozen or so children found it al just one more bewilderment in what they had come calmly to accept as
an incurably bewildering scheme of things.

When she came out into the open the misty rain had cleared. To the eastward, perhaps ten miles
distant, lay along, black archipelago. It had been seen before, but never so ditinctly. She went back into
the cave, found apair of prismatic glasses and studied the chain of idands. It occurred to her that she
might be able to see more—and perhaps something of interest—from the hill above the cliff top.

Whitley had made it arule that nobody wasto stir from the environs of the camp aone. In her
present mood she felt that Whitley's rules were made to be broken. Another rule wasthat any party
away from the main body was to be armed. She hunted around for a spare autometic rifle, but they had
been restowed and were not in their usual place. And she would ask nothing of anybody—even asmple
request for information would have been beyond her. Besides, the hill was of dmost bare vol canic rock
and she was confident that she would be able to see anything or anybody coming from the jungle below



in ample time to make good her escape.

It was only ashort climb from the cave to the top of the cliff. The hill, dl of five hundred feet above
sealevd it must have been, took longer. Done in sweltering, humid hest the ascent was amgjor
operation.

When she was on the summit she looked, first of al, dl around her. Down on the sand spit she could
see the ship with the figures of men and women siwarming about her, ludicroudy like ants about some
huge insect that had blundered into their nest to its own undoing. To the north she could see the native
town, just beyond the swamp, with the shapes of other vessalsin its harbor. She wondered why the
omniscent Mr. Whitley did not station a permanent |ook-out on the hill to spy out the enemy's shipping
movements. She forgot that visibility was usudly so poor that anybody there would have been wasting his
time, besides standing agood chance of being attacked and killed by Venusians cregping up unseen.

Southward, the volcano seemed more than usudly active. Shefdt athrill of premonitory dread as she
watched its ever expanding plume of smoke. With her glasses she could distinctly see occasiond spurts
of lava spouting up over the crater rim. Once there was some kind of internal explosion which sent a
shower of rockshighinto the air.

But she had come up hereto look at the distant idands. From one end of the archipelago to the other
she siwung her glasses, and then back again. She thought she saw smoke, although it may only have been
adigtant rain squal over the land. Her attention was distracted by a sudden movement in the sea about
two miles out. Three huge shapes broke surface, the speed with which they had been traveling
submerged sending them high out of the water. They spread huge, graceful wings, soared, and with lazy
ease made off to the northeastward. She had seen the flying fish of Earth; these, too, were flying fish but
flying fish that could redly fly.

Following ther flight with the glasses she found hersdlf looking at aflatillaof black shapesdrifting
down between theidands. Shethought at first that thiswas afleet of Venusian sailing ships, madeto run
down the hill to warn the camp of the impending invasion. But she restrained herself. They were miles off
asyet and she would have ample time to estimate numbers and armament before there was any red
danger. Furthermore, it was essentia that she stay at her post until the last possible moment, for it had
been found that fog or the thick, misty drizzle was liable to come down without a second's warning.

So she kept her glasses glued to the advancing armada whil<t, with afair northerly wind and the south
setting current down the straits to aid them, they advanced with surprising rapidity. At the finish she began
to have her doubts. There was a certain softness and irregularity of outline in both hull and sails. And
when she saw the leading ship lift, on the end of along tentacle, astruggling, fishlike form from the water
and lower it into what could only have been its maw her doubts were confirmed. Still—it wasinteresting,
She wondered whether the strange beasts were entirely at the mercy of wind and tide, or whether they
could sail —what wasit that Dale called it?— close hauled. Blast Mr. Whitley-Dde, anyhow. Him and
hisships.

The scene before her was suddenly blotted out. Automatically she made to wipe the prismatics on
the hem of her skirt, then realized that, without warning, the fog had shut down. She could no longer hear
the cheerful sounds of voices and hammering from the beach. It was, suddenly, very lonely on the hilltop.
In spite of the heat she shivered.

But she was confident that she would be able to find her way down.

She had been up here before, with Whitley. Now if he were here held try to steer acompass course
or face the wind and tell you that the barometer was lower on your left hand than your right or something
equally absurd. But he would be company. He would be able to laugh at you in areassuring sort of way
when you thought you heard dimy, dithery sounds on the rocks on both sides of you. And he would have
come with aheavier armament than the pair of none too sharp surgica scissorsthat you happened to
have in your pocket. And he would have known what to do when the dithery sounds closed in from all
sdes and thefog stank with the revolting, fish-carrion smell of the Venusans. He would—

Leonoratried to scream, but a dimy, webbed hand was pressed over her mouth. Shetried to use her
pitiful scissors, but her arm was brutally twisted and the little implement tinkled unheeded to the ground.



She waited for the keen edge of ablade at her throat, but it did not come. Instead, half dragged, half
carried, she was borne off slently into the fog.

"Wheré's Leo?" Whitley had roughed out hissail plan to his own satisfaction and now wanted
somebody to talk to. "Where's Leo, Doc?"

"Dont know, Dae. Shewasin here awhile ago, they tell me, raising Cain and making hersdlf
generaly unpopular—~but that must have been before the fog came down. Thought she was with you.”

"No:" Then"I’ll seeif the sentries have seen her.”

"Hm-m-m. Quiteworried,” said the surgeon, to nobody in particular, smiling to himsdlf. "But Leo's
too smart to get into trouble. And when he does find her they'll just have another row.

Meanwhile, Whitley was interrogating his sentries. Those to the north and the south of the beach
were positive that she had not passed. So was the man who had been stationed at the head of the path
from the cave to the top of the cliff. But somehow, his protestations failed to carry conviction.

"So you never left your post. You'relying. Never mind how | know. I'll dedl with you later. Come
on'"

Followed by Taberner and Stanley he started up the path to the hill. The mist had cleared
consderably and the visihility wasfair. He did riot see what he dreaded to see—the body of Leonora
transfixed by a crossbow shaft or hacked by a broad-bladed knife. It was only by chance that he saw the
little pair of scissors, their brightness aready dulled by the saturated air.

"There's been astruggle here," said Taberner. "These must have been the only weapon she had.
Look! You can gill see where the dime has been scraped off their feet by therock.” Hewas nosing
around like an excited little terrier. He pounced on something that had escaped the notice of the others.
Mutely, he gaveit to Whitley for hisingpection. It was ashred of cloth, once white but now stained dirty
green by the dimefrom the Venusans hands.

"Well take the ship,” said Whitley. "WEell sail her round and attack inforce. And if if—"

"No, skipper," said Taberner. "Too obvious. It's clear now, and they'd see us coming, be ready for
us. But three men with rifles coming overland might, with luck, do something. A bigger party would be
spotted.”

Members of Leonora Starr's profession are not prone to panic. She was no exception to the
rule—but on this occason she found it hard not to lgpse into afutile, energy-wagting struggle. Struggle
shedid, but with what she hoped was a certain calmness and deliberation. She went on struggling long
after it became obvious that she would be better advised to save her strength. But she was no match for
the four Venusians of the scouting party. Two held her arms, one kept his stinking, webbed hand tight
pressed over her mouth, the fourth led the way down the hillside,

What made it hard for the girl was the knowledge that she was in ahopel ess predicament unless help
came from the camp. Had her captors been human—even the veriest dregs of humanity—she would
have been confident of her ability to win clear by the use of weaponsfar more deadly than the little futile
pair of scissorsthat had dropped unheeded to the ground, than the broad, sharp knives of the Venusians.
But on these diensthe old, black magic would never work, even had she possessed command of their
uncouth language.

Aliens? No—not quite. That wasthe worst part of it. She realized that she must have been taken
prisoner for one purpose only—as a specimen. Woman dissects frog, she thought. That's not news.
But— The thought made her, dmost involuntarily, start struggling again. Theleading Venusian, who
seemed to bein charge of the party, turned and gave her astunning buffet on the side of the head.

Thetexture of the ground underfoot was changing. The rocks gave way to amore even and softer
footing. She could not |ook down—the native whose hand was over her mouth had forced her head
back so that she could see only the murky, yelow sky—but she could fedl it through the soles of her thin



shoes. Like moss, it fdt.

Asthey progressed it became more marshy. The mud crept up over the tops of her shoes, did down
between foot and lining. She could hear the loud squelch as her captors set their broad, webbed feet
down, the sucking noise as they lifted them. And the warm dime mounted to above her angles, her knees.
Inch by inchit climbed her thighs. The stink of corruption, of fecund life decaying even asit flourished,
became overpowering. Shetried to look down. Surprisingly, the Venusian with his hand over her mouth
offered no resistance. She saw that she was being led across a swamp, a quaking quagmire of black,
ginking mud.

Perhapsit was that the natives knew a secret path acrossits seemingly tracklessfilth, perhapsit was
that their webbed feet gave them the support that a man would have lacked. But Leonora saw that she
could not expect arescue party to come this way—if there ever were arescue party. She did not
consider the possibility of arescue by sea. Whitley's sailing ship was never more to her than arather
incomprehensible masculinetoy.

With dow, uncanny rhythm the surface of the swamp heaved and pulsated. Now and again great
bubbles would rise from its depths, break surface and burst. Once one of these floated up under the feet
of the party, oversetting captors and captive into the stinking mire. And when the bubble burst the stench
of the swamp was mulltiplied athousandfold so that L eonora choked and retched. So concerned was she
with her physica discomfort that she did not try to break free from the Venusians—had she succeeded in
so doing it isamost certain that she would have sunk without trace into the noisome depths. In any case,
dithering and floundering as they were, their grip on her arms never relaxed.

Asthe journey continued Leonora saw long, dripping tentacles rise questingly from the dime. Once
one came close, undulating over the quaking surface like a snake. One of the Venusians dashed at it with
his machete, dicing off itstip. It withdrew hurriedly. And then she saw another lift something small, black
and amorphous from the mud.

It struggled and squedled, and then was drawn from sight. Only afew, dow bubbles marked the
place whereit had vanished.

At last the gait of the Venusians became less of aswim, more of awalk. Shefdt her feet finding
something like solidity. And then there was firm ground under them once more. She looked ahead to see
astockade in which yawned an open gate.

Her captors hustled her through the town or village far too fast for her to form any estimation of its
gze. Too fast, even, to acquire an idea of its nature. She had fleeting glimpses of huts gpparently made of
reeds and mud, of staring grotesques in every doorway. She heard the coarse croaking that preceded her
and which died gradudly away after her passage.

And then she was being taken aong what must have been the waterfront. There was aquay of dimy
stone, and alongside, moored in tiers, lay the ships. To Whitley the stark beauty of mast and standing
rigging would have meant something. He would have been able to make arough estimate of tonnage, of
carrying capacity. But dl thiswas wasted on the girl. What she did see—and who could have missed
it?—was an unmistakable rocket ship made fast dongside awharf of her own. Of her earthly origin there
was no doubt. In spite of the green algae thickly coating her hull she could see, blurred and distorted by
the coating of dime, an unmistakable Hammer and Sickle. And the Russians had, she knew, been among
those who had sent a recent expedition to Venus,

Shetried to dig her hedsin, to hang back and ook at the ship of space, incongruous among the
dovenly little surface craft. But the talons of her captors dug vicioudy into her arms and she was dragged,
haf diding, dong the quay.

One thing more did she see before she was hustled down aflight of dippery stone sairs. Thiswasa
basin, its seaward end fenced in. The fencing, asfar as she could see, was of two different periods. There
was an eaborate, fanciful tracery of wrought metal patched, in the frequent gaps, with acrudeinterlacing
of rough laths. In thisbasin swam myriad creatures. Some were merely a head and tail, some showed the
beginnings of fore and hind legs. A few, their tails amost withered away, squatted at the water's edge,
dtared at her with great, mournful eyes. With anote of unmistakable interrogation they croaked at her



escorts. Brusquely, her escorts replied. And then she was stumbling down the worn stepsinto the
noisome darkness.

And then therewas light of asort. From concedled sourcesit came, agreen, flickering glow. By its
dim, fitful illumination her captors seemed more froglike than ever. Their gppearance, combined with the
watery qudity of thelighting, made it seem that they were clambering down, down and down, fathoms
benesth the sea surface. Womanlike, she found time to wish that thiswere so. Shelonged for clean water
to wash from her face and body, clothing and hair, the muck of the swamp. As an ambassadress of
humankind, abeit an unwilling one, she was acutely conscious of the fact that her appearance left much to
be desired.

At length they came into alarge chamber. Along one side was ahuge, rectangular window. Through
thiscamethe dim, diffused light of the fathoms degp sea. Uncouth things swam within her range of vision,
now and again pressing hideous heads against the glass. Those within the room ignored them.

Thefloor was running with little rivulets of moisture, whilst otherstrickled down the swesting stone
walls. Over al were the ubiquitous green, dimy dgae, hanging in festoons, even, from thelow celling.
There was arank odor of moist decay.

Here and there, againgt the walls, were machines at whose purpose she could not guess. They
appeared to be the essence of smplicity, just huge drums on their sdes with one parchment covered face
open to the inside of the room. By each one stood two batrachians, one holding akind of stick and the
other what appeared to be a pad and stylus. She became aware of atapping in broken rhythm coming
from one of the drums. Then its staccato song ceased with aflourish. He with the stick rattled out what
must have been areply or acknowledgment on the parchment digphragm before him whilst the Venusian
with the stylus scribbled rapidly and industrioudy. He brought his pad to the low, stone table from which,
until now, Leonoras attention had been distracted. The frog man seated at its head snatched the pad
from the webbed hand of the messenger, held it briefly before his eyes. He croaked rapidly to hisfellows
along both sides of the table, and some of them made guttura reply. He then barked what was obvioudy
an order at the messenger, who made a sort of obeisance and withdrew. The Venusian with the stick
beat arapid tattoo on hisingtrument, and then, for alittle, there was silence.

Leonora studied the group at the table. Although they were no different superficidly from the other
Venusians with whom she had come into contact these, undoubtedly, were among the rulers of this
watery world. Authority sat on them like an dmost visible garment. It was, in fact, their only raiment,
athough all of them wore, probably as symbols of rank, ornaments of bright gems and intricately worked
gold. It was these jewels more than their incomprehensible machines that forced upon the girl the
redlization that these were no mere savages but newly arisen from the swamps, that she wasfaceto face
with the representatives of an ancient culture. And once again she became acutely conscious of her filthy
and bedraggled appearance.

She need not have worried. At acommand from the Venusian at the head of the table her escort
gripped her arms even more brutally, hustled her afew paces forward so that the rulers might look upon
her. Againgt her will she was forced down into an humiliating mockery of a curtsy. For scant seconds she
was studied with alack of interest that was insulting—although when she saw the four human skulls—one
of them undoubtedly femal e—on the table she understood why her capture had not aroused any wild
enthusasm.

Then shewas jerked around and hustled and prodded into the ascent of the dippery stone sairs.

To the north of the camp the beach diminished to the merest strip, and then ceased to exist where the
cliffs marched down steep and sheer to the water, Whitley was forced to admit that hisfirst plan for a
march aong the sand could be washed out. Approach by seawas more practicable—but thiswould be
the quarter from which the Venusians would surely expect counterattack. Thisleft only the swamp.

And yet the disadvantages of thiswere so obvious that he wasinclined to take the ship and al the
rifles he could muster and attack in force. It was only the redlization that, by so doing, he would run the
risk of robbing the party of its only means of trangport, of escape, that made him cudgd hisbrainsfor an



dternative plan. And every avenue he explored led him inexorably back to the one place he most wished
to avoid—the swamp.

But there were planksin the ship. What their origina use had been he could not say—ypossibly spares
for repairs on the spot in the event of the hull being stove in on some uncharted rock. Bethisasit may
—they would afford transportation across the morass.

Whitley gave hislast orders to Pawson and Jenkins and then, accompanied by Taberner and Stanley,
st out. Each man had arifle with ample ammunition, and each carried aVenusian knife. The hunter and
the cadet had one plank each, Whitley carried two. He had to tell himsdlf at frequent intervasthat this
fourth board would be necessary.

Taberner followed thetrall of the raiding party with ease down to the swamp verge. Here it ceased.
It could not be expected that the dimy mud would carry any permanent imprint.

They looked across the heaving expanse to where, on the further side, arow of tall growths, not
unlike the tree ferns of an Earthy antipodean rain forest, marked more or less solid ground. It looked a
long way. It was along way. But it was away that must be traveled.

Whitley went first. Hewaded in until he fdt himsdf sinking, then threw himsdlf flat onto histwo
boards, which he had lashed together. They supported hisweight. Experimentaly, fearful of losing his
precarious balance, he kicked hisfeet. With painful downess the planks moved forward. Having hisface
brought thus into close proximity to the stinking mud was unpleasant, but unavoidable. At first he wanted
to vomit, but in ashort time he was so engrossed in the problems of propulsion that the smell dmost
ceased to register.

The passage of the swamp was not without incident. There were the questing tentacles rising from the
fetid depths, athough only once did they constitute a serious menace. One snaked aong the surface
unobserved and caught Stanley by the ankle. More by luck than judgment Taberner was ableto bring his
blade into action in time. And there was something which could have been a crocodile, except that it had
broad fins which were dmaost wings on which it dithered over the surface. It followed them dl theway to
the further shore, but made no attempit to attack.

Therewas, after dl, asentry among the tree-ferns. Like Whitley, before he had worked out his plan
of action, he had decided that the swamp was impassable. When they found him he was seated at ease
under alow bush bearing huge, fleshy blossoms, from which came a scent of putrescent sweetness.
Around these hovered acloud of little flying things, scarcdly larger than aterrestrid housefly. All the
Venusan's attention was centered on them. At intervas his mouth would open and along, whiplike
tongue would flicker out and back with lightning rapidity. Each time the number of insectswould be
diminished by one—but the supply was seemingly inexhaudtible. It lasted out for his time, anyhow. The
humansleft him with acleft skull into which, aready, were creeping long, pallid wormsthat had appeared
asthough by magic from the sodden earth.

The gate in the stockade through which Leonora had passed was gill open. The guard here was
more dert than the first one had been. And to have attacked from a distance, with firearms, would have
beentoraiseagenera darm.

"Leavethisto me, skipper," said Taberner.

Benegath the trees there was a thick layer of vegetable detritus. In thisthe hunter rolled, the palid
green leaves and rubbish adhered to the mud with which hewas literdly coated. Thelittle hunter had
taken the crossbow from the first guard, this he loaded and cocked, careful to do so asslently as
possible. Taking advantage of every scrap of cover he crept closer and ever closer to the Venusian, until
he was within such range that he could hardly missif hetried, even with this unfamiliar wegpon. There
was afant, musca twang, and the guard crumpled.

"Something ese,” said Taberner. "1 should have thought of thisbefore.” From insde his soaking
clothing he produced a square of cloth that, somehow, he had contrived to keep clean. The three men
wiped the mud from their rifles, improvised pull-throughs with long stalks of areedy growth.

Then, cautioudy at first but with increasing boldness, they passed through the stockade and entered
thevillage. Taberner lagged alittle. When he rgjoined the others he said, "They won't be shutting that gate
inahurry!”



Had it not been for the sentry at the gate and the lived-in appearance of the crude, filthy houses they
would have thought they had entered a ghost town. But as they penetrated deeper, threading their way
through dl kinds of rubbish and filth, they heard the sound of batrachian voices. Like achorusof bull
frogsit was—a sound somehow very homely in these outlandish surroundings.

Oppressed by adread to which he did not dare put aname Whitley pushed on, hisrifle at the ready.
Caution wasforgotten, for he knew that he would find Leonora at the place from which camethe
rhythmic yet unmel odious song of the frog people, augmented now by the throb and rettle of little drums.

In the center of the Venusian town was a clearing. Theword square or plaza would convey an
entirely wrong impression—for trees and assorted vegetation were inextricably entangled with dwelling
places throughout. In many of the houses the framework of the mud and thatch structure had burst anew
into life, so that it wasindeed hard to tell which were natural growths and which artificial structures.

But the humans were not interested in the vagaries of the indigenous architecture. What held dl their
attention was awicker cage standing on alow mound in the middle of the clearing. In thiswas Leonora.
Had they not expected to find her there they would never have recognized her—so blurred were her face
and figure by the thick coating of filth, Around the cage milled an excited mob of Venusians. They were
prodding her with sticks, scooping up handfuls of the mud from underfoot and pelting her with balls of
dime. When it was al over Whitley thought of the barbarities practiced by Earthly children on hapless
toads and frogs. But now his only concern wasto get hisrifleinto action —and fast.

It was not much of afight. The Venusians were taken unawares and fell like blades of grassbeforea
scythe. Through the mass of the dead, careless of the blades that flickered up at him from those yet
adying, trampled Whitley. His own blade was ready, and with it he hacked at the bars of the cage. He
was dimly conscious of sporadic bursts of fire as Taberner and Stanley picked off such small pockets of
resistance asremained.

Then the girl wasin hisarms. "What have they doneto you?' he was saying over and over again.
"Areyoudl right

At last she broke away from hisembrace. "I'm quitefit," she said. "But hadn't we better be getting
away from here?'

He became aware of Taberner'svoice. "Time we |eft, skipper. They've called up theregulard™ As
though to emphasize the little hunter's words a crossbow bolt whizzed by, scant inches from his head.
Somebody loosed off aburgt of fire from hisautomatic rifle. "Blast thisplace!™ he heard Stanley muitter.
"Far too much cover.”

S0 began the retreat to the swamp. Rifle answered crossbow, vaned bolts and the little vaned
rockets skimmed past each other on their opposed trgjectories. On neither side was the shooting
effective. As Stanley had said—there was too much cover. And once the humans were away from the
clearing thiswas, under Taberner's expert guidance, afactor which helped them as much asit did their
enemies.

A party, sent aroundabout away, did succeed in reaching the stockade before the fugitives. But the
hinges of the gate, made of hide, they were, had been cut by Taberner. And while the Venusianswere
gl struggling to push it into place they were cut down by the autométic rifles.

The four planks were where they had left them. Hard by lay what was |eft of the body of thefirst
sentry—now only bones remained. Whitley spared it barely aglance. He gave Leonora hasty instructions
in the technique of traversing the swamp, then— "Where's Taberner?' he demanded.

Even as he spoke thelittle hunter came on the scene and took hold of his plank. " Just been making
that gateway of theirsavery unhealthy place," he explained. "It'll be along while before any of ‘em dares
poke his nose outside the stockade. What aruddy pity their hides have no market value."

"Good man!" said Whitley. "Y ou—What's that?'

That was an earth tremor that all but threw them off their feet. It was repested, with even greater
violence. From the walled town ship behind them rose a crescendo of gutturd cries, through and above
which, staccato, ingstent, throbbed and rattled the little drums.

Whitley looked to the southward. The volcano, that by night had served as a beacon light, that by



day had been abrooding, omnipresent pillar of smoke, had awakened to ominous activity. Great purts
of molten matter fountained from its crater, and, in spite of the freshening northerly breeze, a portentous
rumblewasincreasingly audible.

"Time we got back," he said. The boards were launched, one by one, on to the surface of the
swamp. It may have been imagination, but the warm dime seemed much hotter than before, the dowly
rising bubbles from the fetid depths more frequent. And mixed with the rank odor of decay wasthe
unmistakable tang of burning sulphur.

In spite of the portents of the burning mountain, the shivering earth, the Venusians did not essily give
up the chase. Of this the fugitives became aware when they were, perhaps. about athird of the way
acrossthe bog. Thefirst evidence of pursuit was a shower of boltsthat, luckily, all went wide. It ishard
to take accurate aim whilst treading water—or mud.

Nevertheless, succeeding volleys showed amarked increase of accuracy. And they were no longer
coming from right behind the fugitives, but from both sides. It was obvious that the pursuit was gaining
fast. Had they possessed the confidence to close in and fight it out hand to hand they would have made a
finish of it—but it seemed that they had a healthy respect for the Terrestrid firearms.

When abolt stuck, quivering, in his plank lessthan an inch before his nose Taberner cursed. "Thisis
no good,” he said.

"No," agreed Whitley. "Well have to stop and fight it out. Stanley, you carry on ahead with Miss
Starr."

The cadet protested . "But, Sir, if anybody's to make sure of getting out it should be you. They'redl
depending on you back at the camp. They—"

"Never mind that. I'm tied of being treated as a sacred cow. Get to the other side with Miss Starr,
then you can loose off afew roundsif you like. And if Taberner and | are scuppered—don't stop. Get
thet?'

The sailor and the hunter stopped their paddling, disposed their bodies comfortably athwart their
boards. Taberner fished out hisinvaluable rag and therifleswere given ahasty, superficid wipe. But they
fired without jamming.

The Venusians had them almost surrounded. The main body of the enemy was till coming up behind,
but on each side faster, or bolder, parties were attacking from the flank. But now they were at a
disadvantage. Thanks to the boards on which they were resting the humans could shoot fast and straight.
On the flanks the batrachians croaked and grunted, sank one by oneinto the black, hungry mud.

The rearguard hated, seemed to pile up on itsdlf.

"While those behind cried Forward
And those in front cried Back!" "

quoted Whitley.

"What was that, skipper?'

"Never mind, Horatius. Just kegp on pumping lead into the basketd!"

A thirdrifle, close, added its song to that of the others. Whitley half turned. " Stanley! | thought |
told—"

"Soyou did, sr. But—"

"It'snot hisfault,” said the black apparition beside the cadet. "'|—"

"Y ou would. But come on. We've got a breathing space!”

The quartet flung themsalvesflat on their boards again, and, with feet going like outboard motors,
resumed the dow creep over the mud. Fresh showers of bolts came from behind, but not with sufficient
frequency and accuracy to cause any great darm. The edge of the swamp, withitstall, rank growths,
loomed ever closer and more desirable. It seemed that solid ground was almost within grasping distance
when the black dime ahead of them erupted fantastically. Scaly, webbed hands rose from the coze and
clutched at their clothing, at the edges of the boards. Kniveswere out on both sides, once bright metal



gleaming dully through the coating of filth. Taberner stared Supidly a aright arm that ended abruptly ina
red-spouting wrist. By some miracle of contortion he got hisleft hand round to the rifle dung on his back,
grasped the barrdl and brought the butt crashing down across the bulging eyes staring at him from the
mud. Whitley and Stanley were cutting and thrusting desperately, trying to keep the girl between them.
Thiswas dmost impossible when attack came from al sides and beneath. Leonora snatched the sailor's
riflefrom itsding, followed the example of the dying hunter.

And now the liquid mud was dive with more than the frog people. It may have been the odor or the
taste of freshly shed blood, it may have been the frantic struggling and threshing. But, first singly and then
in dozens, gppeared the long, thin tentacles. Blindly, inexorably, they snaked among the combatants, and
oncetheir coils had hold only aready knife spdlled savation. And for each one lopped short twenty
uninjured ones made their appearance.

"Where€'s Taberner?' gasped Whitley, inashort lull.

"Where's Taberner?' repeated the others.

And then the deadly battle in the swamp flared up again, afight to which, now, there could be only
one possible conclusion.

So it was that when, miraculoudly, all opposition ceased they went on mechanically stabbing and
hacking. But it was hideous, bloated corpses on which their blows fell, tentacles that sprawled limply,
squirming spasmodically and feebly, over the bubbling surface. The bubbling surface. It was not
boiling—yet, but the bed of the morass must have been aready heated to the point of vaporization. The
humans realized, suddenly, that it was hot. Not so hot that they—warm-blooded anima s—could not
endure afew moments more of it. But hot enough to have caused the deaths of their cold-blooded
enemies. And hot enough to make it imperative to get out—aquick.

Progress was less easy now than it had ever been. The belt of dead and dying batrachians was
relatively narrow—>but al kinds of obscene shapes had drifted up from the depths, sprawled in
hampering tangles of limbs and tentaclesin their path. And there was a thickening fog over the surface of
the mud, afog that, when breathed, caused exquisite agony in the lungs, thet, for long seconds, |eft them
hanging coughing, choking and helpless on therr frail boards.

Leonora, who was leading, realized, almost without comprehension, that she was trying to propel
hersdlf through atangle of coarse reeds and grasses. She got off her plank, stood shakily erect. The
heaving ground threw her flat on her face. She picked hersdf up again. Through the mist she saw Whitley
and Stanley, gationary inthedime, their legs till kicking mechanicaly, their hands making futile paddling
motions. She waded out in the ankle deep, amost boiling ooze. One &fter the other she grasped their
collars, pulled them to their feet. "We're herel™ she had to say over and over again. "Weve madeit!”

None of the three wasin any condition for aquick march back to the camp. But they forced their
tired limbs and bodies into some semblance of speed whilst every muscle, every nerve, was shrieking for
rest. Breathing had ceased to be a purdly automatic function, every inhdation caled for will power, for
the determination to ignore the pain as the sulphurous air irritated the dready smarting lung surfaces.

But it was plain that the idand wasin the throes of disintegration. To the south they could see, down
wind, the column of flame-shot smoke overhanging the vol cano. Frequent, heavy detonations shook the
ar and shook the ground. Almost unnoticed little, terrified things brushed past them at times amost
oversetting them, flying madly for the north and nonexistent safety.

They cameto the path leading to the cliff edge. But there was now no sharply defined brink—only a
dide of rocks and rubble doping down to the beach. The cave mouth must be buried. Sharp anxiety
led them, quickened a pace that had already reached the seeming limits of endurance. They were
sobbing asthey dipped and scrambled down over the sharp stones, cutting and bruising feet and ankles.

At the bottom of the dide Whitley dipped and fell. He lay face down on the shuddering, quaking
sand, lacking both the strength and the will power to get to hisfeet again.

Hefelt hands under hisarms, protested feebly as he was jerked erect.

"Dael" somebody was saying urgently, "Dalel Weve got to get out of here. Weve got to get out !"

He ungummed his eyelids, looked into the anxious face of Pawson. He forced himself to speak.

"Ev ... everybody ... in...the...ship?



"Y es. Everybody and everything. Come on! Where's Taberner?”'

"Dead," he heard himsdlf say inadull flat voice.

Others came from the ship to help Pawson. He was carried to the side of thelittle vessdl. It was
obviousthat he could not negotiate the short Jacob's ladder, so somebody lowered aline. He had
enough energy to ingst on bending its end first around Leonora, then Stanley and then—for he had
ingsted on seeing the others aboard firs—himself. Thefed of adeck under hisfeet made him fed alittle
better, but he yet had to be convinced that anything mattered.

Somebody thrust aglassinto his hand and said: "Drink thid" Automatically hishand went upto his
mouth and he gulped down the acrid fluid. He coughed and spluttered—but he could fed hisbrain
clearing dmogt asthough he were watching afog drifting from the outlines of afamiliar landscape. His
eyes opened. He saw the surgeon, holding in hishand a bottle.

"Any more?" asked that officer. Then— "Y oull pay for thislater, but it'll keep you going for afew
hours.”

"Thanks, Doc."

Hewas dert dmost at once, looking around and taking everything in without effort.

"Get dl these people below decks," he said. "And al thisgear. No room to do athing. Six of you get
onto thewindlass. That'sright, start walking round it. No, not that way, you fools!"

Asthe cabletightened and the ship did off the bank he found time to joke.

"Thisisher launching, redly," he said. He patted thetiller affectionately. "I hereby christen you Jane
Elizabeth!"

Those who heard the words wondered why he had not made the obvious choice in the matter of
names, only Leonora knew the significance of those that he had chosen. And shefelt astab of jealousy.
Even here and now she envied the woman who could till call to him acrossinterplanetary distances and
centuries of time.

But Whitley had no eyesfor Leonora Starr. He was |ooking to the north and the south, weighing the
chances of escape by ether route. To the nor'ard the way between shore and shoa was clear. With
power under his feet he would have taken this course without hesitation—but realized that he could not
hope to buck both wind and current. Even had he decided to try there would have been barely room to
tack, to beat to windward, in the narrow dtrait.

But to the south the way was not clear. From the burning mountain ran atorrent of smoking lava,
pouring in aboiling cataract into the sea. It seemed, at this distance, that the entire strait must be choked
with the molten rock.

Again Whitley looked to the north. He could, if there were no other way, put out his sweeps and pull
Jane Elizabeth up the straits by sheer muscle power. And he couldn't see himself doing it with such an
unskilled crew. And as he watched, this way was blocked. There was a deafening explosion and a great
fountain of rock and boiling mud shot to the low sky. When the steam cleared he could see that the
channel was now a seething caldron.

Luckily, the seismic disturbances were widespread. From seaward camerolling in adow, heavy
swell. Every now and again a huge sea, greater than itsfellows, would roll over the reef with a
smoothness that showed that the rocks must be submerged feet deep. While Jane Elizabeth stirred
uneasily, tugged impatiently at her cable, Whitley watched this phenomenon. He frowned. Then—"It's
the only way," he said, half to himsdf. "But first, Seerage way—"

He barked orders. The crew, who had been drilled by him in what had seemed to them to be
senselessroutine, walked around the crude capstan. They tailed on to the mains| hdyards. Whitley
caught himsdlf singing the words of an old halyard chantey—how he had sneered a those who il sang
them in the age of steam and sted!—as the big quadrangle of dirty parachute silk climbed jerkily up the
maes; "Way . . . hey ... and up sherises... Way ...hey ... and up sherises. . . ." Thegruntsof the
pullers, the rhythmic creaking of the blocks, kept time with hissong. " Ear-ly in the morn-ing! Make fast
your halyards, there! Now the tack—that's not tight enough! Bring the sheet aft!"

Something knocking metallically against the bows told him that the anchor was aweigh. Good.



Experimentaly hemoved histiller. At first Jane Elizabeth did not answer, dthough, under the influence
of current only, shewas drifting dowly down the strait. Then the sall filled with athud that dmost
unstepped the mast and the little ship charged for the reef. Whitley desperately put histiller hard-a-port
and he saw Jan€e's nose swing to starboard. As shejibed the boom swept across the deck, almost
carrying away the sheet asit was brought up at the end of itsrun.

That wasn't good enough. Whitley had hoped to be able to put his ship through her paces before he
took her anywhere, had counted on being able to get the fed of her. But he was having to make up the
rules as he went along.

More by luck than judgment he got her under control. The sheet was adjusted to his satisfaction and
she was steering not too badly. He thought of hoisting hisjib, but decided that that could wait. He looked
ahead to the boiling sea, the glowing torrent of lava, that was growing ever closer. He looked to
seaward, and realized with a heart-stopping shock that the heavy, seismic swell had died down as
suddenly asit had arisen. " Stand by the halyards!" he shouted. " Stand by to let go the anchor!”

The order that would bring the sail down with arun, that would send his grapnd to the sea bottom,
trembled on hislips. The unholy union of fire and water was dreadfully close. Down wind asit washe
could aready fed itsheat, dready smdll the acrid fumes. "Let—" he began.

"Wait!" Vicioudy, Leonoragripped hisarm. She pointed to seaward. Humped well over the misty
horizon appeared a hill of water. Swiftly, it ped shorewards. Taking his eyesfrom the caldron ahead
Whitley watched intently. "Waich the sheet," he warned, without turning his head.

Now!

With deceptive deliberation he pushed histiller to starboard. " Sheet!" he bellowed. The cadet whose
post it was hadtily pulled it taut. Jane Elizabeth heeled over asthe wind caught her on the beam, swung
to meet the onrushing sea. She and the wave met over the reef. Her nose rose until it pointed at the sky,
her timbers and rigging groaningly complained. But she cleared the rocks with feet to spare and then fell
into a sickening toboggan down the far side of the watery hill, down and out to the open sea. And when
the big wave had passed the trough initsrear revealed the black, jagged teeth of the shod in dl their
ugliness, and it seemed to Whitley that they were snarling their disgppointment.

But he had no time for the weaving of poetic fancies. He had to decide where they were going—and
why. Ahead, dthough not visble with his present height of eye, was the long archipelago that had been
seen from the time when the weather was moderately clear. It was doubtful indeed whether its natives, if
any, would prove any more hospitable than the first Venusians of his acquaintance had been—but there
would be the chance of piracy and plunder. Before undertaking along voyage he would have to explore
the possihilities of living off the country. While he pondered thus his glance roved congtantly,
subconscioudy. Hetook in the set of hissail, consdered improvements that would have to be made. He
glanced now and again at his compass, kept the lubber'sline on the florid hieroglyph that must represent
East. And ever and again he scanned the misty horizon. Suddenly, he stiffened.

"Clarke" hesaid, "takethetiller, will you?' He gave the lad brief instructions on how to steer. He
shouted for apair of glasses. Then he looked long and steadily to the north.

"Strange," he said at last. "They're getting out by sea—but that was to be expected. Three sailing
boats and—a steamer. Wonder where she's from.”

"Nothing marvelousin steam,” said somebody.

"No. But it'sthe thing she'stowing. It can't be—"

"Itis" said Leonora. Then—"I'm sorry. | should have told you before. But there hasn't been time,
somehow. But they had arocket-ship in that harbor of theirs—a Russan. What shape she'sin | cantt
say—hut theirs was the last expedition to Venus. So she hasn't been here more than ayear.”

But Whitley ignored her. He was|ooking at the little convoy with which he was seering apardld
course. Strangely enough he looked at the steamboat with more interest than the spaceship. He watched



her jealoudy, covetoudy. With steam and steel under hisfeet lie could make himsalf undisputed master of
the Venusian sees.

The drizzle became athin rain and then ceased. Vishility was as good asit ever would be on Venus,
and he was able to sec thingsin better detail. On Earth the little, smoke-bel ching ship would have
disgraced adow, tramp convoy. She relied on paddlesfor propulsion, and as sherolled in thelow swell
sweeping down from the north her side whedl skicked and splashed with afoaming futility. Shehad a
long, thin smokestack just abaft the paddle boxes, its top surmounted by some kind of spiky, alegedly
decorative corond. What she was burning Whitley could not say, but the dense clouds of black smoke
billowing from her funnel argued incomplete and inefficient combustion. Y et to the man from the age of
mechanically propelled ships she was more beautiful than the cleanest, sweetest clipper that ever ran the
Easting down. Two sinister shapes, one forward and one aft, that could only be cannon made her even
more desirable.

Whitley ordered hisjib hoisted. Now he had a purpose, now he could crowd on canvas. He satisfied
himsdlf that thefoot of thetriangular sail cleared the Venusian catapult on Jane's foredeck, then told
those who had practiced with that weapon to ready it for action. He went aft again. He was confident
that if he came up into thewind he could sail far closer hauled than the Venusianswith their clumsy sail
plan—the steamer, of course, had freedom of action. But she was hampered by her tow. Unreasonably,
he gave the natives credit for human ethica ideas, assumed that she would stay to protect her charges.
Andinthishewasright.

Jane Elizabeth was cleaner than those who—but a short time past—had been her ssters. Her sails
were better designed; and from her lee gunwale had been lowered a contraption made from sweeps and
wooden planks—aleeboard. In the absence of aked this served to keep her from drifting Sdeways as
the others were doing. They, made fearful by the strange changes that had been wrought in the
appearance and capabilities of one their number, tried to edge up into the wind. But they made more
leeway than headway .

Had Whitley been the Venusian navad commander he would have ordered the sailing shipsto fall
back, to seek protection behind the guns of the dow, waddling steamer. But they made no attempt to
heaveto or to shorten sail. Whitley saw thelittle figures of their crews bending on al sorts of ragsand
scraps of canvasin avain attempt to pull themselves away from the avenging Terrestrials. But he was
disposed to let them escape. He wanted the rocketship—or the steamboat?>— and could not be
bothered to waste ammunition on these small fry. They were neither dangerous nor desirable.

He gave hisriflemen ingructions. "Any time you like now—aim for the bridge! Yes, that'sit, that kind
of platform between the paddie boxes." He looked doft. lllogicaly, he wished that he had some kind of
endggn at the peak. Theillegdity of opening fire without one's nationa colors displayed had been so
drummed into the seamen of his age that adisplay of bunting on these occas ons had become dmost
indinctive

Before hisrifles started their rattling song the drums aboard the V enusian ships avoke into staccato
life. Obvioudy, orders were being passed between the vessels. As one their three huge crossbows fired,
the baltsfaling amogt amultaneoudy in Jane Elizabeth's wake. It seemed that the batrachian gunners
had not allowed sufficient deflection, had made too low an estimate of Jane's speed. But that mistake
would not be repeated too many times. He gave an order to Clarke, who was ill at thetiller, et the
ship'shead fdl off from the wind alittle. The change of course and rate of advance should help confuse
the others. "Go for the sailing shipsfirst," he ordered. " Sweep their decks—and put those blasted
catapults out of action!"

That part of the engagement was dmost too easy. Thelittle rocket projectiles swept the crowded
decks clear of life, brought clumsy sails down with arun asrigging was cut to flying shreds. In seconds
the three enemy ships were reduced to lifdess hulks, walowing in the long, low swell.

Whitley swept ahead of them, put down his helm and came round to the starboard tack. He was
afraid that the dmost untried Jane Elizabeth would find hersdlf inirons, but thanksto his skillful handling
of thejib she cameround easily. Helet her fal off from thewind until it was dmost abeam, until his
coursewas pardld with but opposite to that of the steamer and her tow.



He saw with gpprova that Stanley, who was self appointed gunnery officer, was directing arapid
and accurateriflefire at the sdewheder. Figuresran aong her deck to try to reach the forward cannon
but fell, one by one, whilst till yardsfrom their objective. But— "Their bridge seemsto be armored!”
shouted the cadet. "We can't make any impression.”

Looking through his glasses Whitley saw that thiswas so0. Just forward of the funnel—now visibly
perforated—was abox that could only be the Venusan's wheehouse. He saw the rocket bullets striking
with vivid gouts of flame, but saw no evidence of penetration. "Try the big crossbow," he shouted. "And
the best shots can try to get their fire, through those dits or peegpholes!”

By thistime he was amost abeam of the other. It occurred to him suddenly that there was no reason
why the after gun should not be manned and ready, should not be trained round asfar forward asit
would bear. "Ready about!" he shouted. Then— "Down helm!" As Jane Elizabeth came round to the
port tack once more he hoped that her crew now redlized the value of the long, sweltering hoursthey had
gpent at sail drill before their ship waslaunched.

Before the sailsfilled on the fresh tack came apeculiar, dull detonation from the paddie steamer. It
was like nothing so much as the soft explosion heard when overmuch pressure liftsthe cap of a safety
vave, or when aboiler gauge glass decidesto blow.

He could see the gun now, he seemed amost to be looking down its muzzle. A cloud of white steam
was dowly disspating in the humid air. Out on the port quarter asolid projectile skittered from swell to
swell, for dl theworld like aflat scone flung by anidle boy.

"A steam cannon,” he said, not without admiration. "And it works.”

Stanley was directing Jane Elizabeth's fire on and around the gun shidds. A figure staggered out
from behind that of the forward gun and fell. Neverthdless, both cannon fired again, but their am was
woefully inaccurate. Then Jane was out of thefield of fire of the after gun once more. On thistack she
could not bring her own big crosshow to bear. On the superstructure its bolts had done no damage, but
Stanley wanted to see the effect of onein the threshing paddles. But even if she were disabled it would
gill, thought Whitley gloomily, be sdemate. "We've got good rifles," he explained to Leonora, "and no
armor plating. She's got cannon—maybe not very good but good enough to sink us—and armor. So
what?"

"Sowhat?' she echoed. " This, my dear. While you've been playing a admiras 1've been keeping a
genera lookout.” She pointed astern. "It seemsto me that the shore—or what's left of it—of our late
happy homeisalot closer. We're dl going astern—and fast!"

The sailor followed her pointing arm. ™Y ou'reright,” he said. He could have sworn that they had been
a leest Sx milesfrom Martian Maid's idand when he had opened the action—now they were—at most
—three. And as Leonora had said, there was not much of theidand left. A huge cloud of steam
overtopping the volcano told its own story. The seamust be pouring into some enormous cavity that had
opened in the ocean bed. It could not be long before the combination of water and volcanic fire
produced atruly cataclysmic upheaval. It— A cannon ball fdll just under the poop, the shower of spray
drenching the three who stood there. "Ready About!" ordered Whitley automatically. Then—"No. I'll
wear ship." Clarke put up the helm and brought the wind to the port quarter.

"What are you going to do?'

"Bring my crossbow to bear and put a shaft in his port paddle. Then ram and board!”

Mutely, she pointed again to the billowing clouds of steam, to the swirling vortex which even now
wasvisble

"I know. | could clear out to the south'ard, he could cut histow and run any way he pleases. But
we're both of ustoo stubborn. And | can't lose the chance of getting that rocketship!”

As Jane Elizabeth swept down the wind, the murky air ahead of her aive with tracer, the Venusian
made no attempt to take avoiding action. Stolidly, she paddied on, for dl the world like some ugly,
deadly seriouswater beetle. Intermittently the two steam cannon spoke, but their crews were obvioudy
inconvenienced—at |east—by the concentrated rifle fire. Perhaps such sights as they possessed had been
broken or deranged. Whitley saw Stanley forward, busied with the big crossbow. Helaid and trained



himsdlf. "What are you waiting for?' shouted the salor. "Wish you'd keep the ship ill, Sir,” grumbled the
other. Whitley thought that the swell, which was now amost astern, made it hard for one not trained in
the art of naval gunnery to gauge the right moment to fire. But Stanley had managed quite well before. It
wasthen that he redlized that Jane Elizabeth was trembling continuoudy and rhythmically. He looked
down at his feet—the seams of the deck planking were opening. Somebody poked up his head from
below. "Dae! Dael She'sleaking like a basket!™

It could be, he thought, some effect of the undersea eruption. Experimentdly, he ordered Clarke to
swing apoint off his course. The trembling ceased. A second or S0 later it Started again—dight at first
then rapidly growing in intensity. Between the two ships—and between the two ships only—the surface
of the seawas strewn with dead and dying water things. It could only be some kind of sonic or
supersonic beam projected by the Venusan—adirectional submarine resonator. It was an effective
weapon.

If he zigzagged he spoiled the aim of the unseen operator—but he was a so reducing his own speed.
And he had no timeto spare. Theroar of the maelstrom was now loud in al their eers—and one by one
the three derdlicts had been sucked into its boiling depths, sweeping round and round in rapid, ever
diminishing circles before vanishing into the clouds of steam and spray. Besides, Jane Elizabeth was
making water fast and—amost worse—becoming duggish.

He called to Stanley: "If | throw her out of the beam again, can you fire?"

" think so!"

For the last time Jane swung from her course. From forward came the loud twang of the suddenly
released bowstring. Straight and true sped the shaft, to fetch up with ahorrid grinding clangor in the
flailing paddles. What happened then can only be explained by the assumption that the Venusian engineer
had raised ahead of steam far in excess of the strength of his boiler plating, that he either had no safety
valves or that they were not functioning. The port paddle was reduced in scant seconds to atwisted mass
of wreckage defying the already overdtrained enginesto shift it afraction of an inch. The starboard whedl
raced madly, the ship swung to port and, had she continued on her course, must inevitably have rammed
Jane Elizabeth. With amost half of the machinery not working pressure mounted rapidly and
catastrophicaly inthe boilers. It wasadow, leisurely, sort of explosion. Tiredly and ludicroudy thelong,
thin funnel bowed and toppled. Where it had been apillar of steam and wreckage climbed into the low
sky. The hull seemed to cavein, ssem and stern lifted from the water, hung for awhile like two upraised
arms, then vanished. And then there was nothing but afew swimming figures paddling franticaly and in
van away from the hdll of eementd fire and water opening behind them.

When Whitley brought Jane Elizabeth dongside the Russian rocket she was going down fast. Her
decks were crowded, for the rapidly encroaching water had made the holds untenable. It was not easy
for the crew to obey his shouted orders, but in spite of the congestion they managed to get the sails
down, to snatch the tow line that still dangled from the Russan'sfins.

Crippled ship of the seaand degping ship of space were dready commencing the first, sweeping
circle of the vortex when Stanley, who had scrambled on to the dimy hull, managed to get the air lock
door open. Ordinarily the research ship would have been boarded with caution—but under these
circumstances caution availed nothing. Jane Elizabeth was going fast, and the spaceship offered at least
temporary refuge. And if her interior held unpleasant surprises—the certainty of the boiling whirlpooal, the
sure prospect of world-rending explosion, were more unpleasant than anything she could offer.

Whitley stood on his deck watching the survivors of Martian Maid, one by one, jump or step
cautioudy across the space between the two ships, scramble over the dippery, curved hull to the air lock
door.

"If her engines aren't in working order," hethought, "I'll stay here. May as well go down with
my first, and last, command. "You did well, Jane Elizabeth—" With hisright hand he patted thetiller,
then grasped the hard, unyielding wood firmly. "And I'll stay with you,” said Leonorabeside him. He
sarted, he was not aware that he had given his thoughts utterance. She dipped her hand into hisfree one.
Jane and Leo, he thought.



Funny that | should have them both with me at the finish. It was very hot, and the fog of sulphurous
steam made them cough. The hot water crept over their ankles.

It was not quite scalding.

"Comeon, you two!" It was Pawson, emerging briefly from the air lock. " She seemsto be in perfect
order!"

And yet they could not hurry. Some premonition, some warning instinct, made them savor each and
every moment to the full. Sowly, rductantly, Whitley released his grip on Jane Elizabeth's tiller and,
hand in hand, he and L eonora stepped from the sinking deck to the smooth, dimy plating. With what was
amogt atired sigh thelittle ship went down, but for seconds her mast protruded above the surface of the
water, moving with dow ddiberation like abeckoning finger. "She wantsyou," said Leonorajestingly.
Then, bitterly, " She wantsyou.”

"Hurry up!" bawled Pawson.

Hewas amost besde himsdlf with impatient anxiety when they finaly made the air lock. He dragged
them inside, then went hastily to the controls that closed the outer door. He left them there, and they
heard hisfeet hurrying aong the aleyway to Control.— Thiswas hisworld, hisjob.

Whitley let hislegs sag. He did down the bulkhead until he wasin aStting posture. By hisside hefelt
Leonorado likewise. They fdt the deck beneath them tilt dowly and steadily. Leonoraclutched hisarm.
"Isthis..?"

"No." He spoke with calm conviction, athough he never knew from whence came his knowledge.
"These research rockets are made to take off from anywhere, if it'swater they tilt the noseto the right
anglewith balast tanks aft. Stanley istaking her up. Heis always reading books on exploration—he
knows as much about these ships as the people who built them, the people who sailed them.”

And then, from beneath them, came the thunderous murmur of unleashed power. It seemed that the
gentle acceleration pressed them together. His arms were around Leonora, and hers were around him.
Thiswasthe end of the story. Now he could deep. But first— He looked into the girl's eyes, and she
looked into his. Now, with her face smudged and dirty, drawn and tired, she was infinitely more human,
more desirable, than the glamorous creature he had first known. Her grip about him tightened. Her lips
were dightly parted.

“My—

"—darling," he said. Like a frightened child Jane clung to him. Temporarily, she was a child.
Like most self-reliant persons, her dearest dream had been that of complete dependence.

The scene was unfamiliar, yet familiar. It seemed to be a flat roof somewherein London. In
one corner a vagrant eddy played with a handful or so of very fine metallic dust. And there were
men, high officers of all the services and civilians, drifting about aimlessly, lost in their snug,
happy little wish-fulfillment-dream worlds. Whitley heard an Air Marshal say: "Where are the
stumps! Where are the stumps? | can't have been bowled first ball—*

The scene was familiar.

Whitley smiled a little bitterly. Thisiswhere | camein, he thought. | have been here before.
But what has Quentin Dale being doing? A burst of gunfire from the north refreshed his memory
of this, histwentieth century life. It was less real than the other had been. Even Jane, in his arms,
had |ess substance than the memory of Leonora Sarr. Overhead, looking more like a cheap, ugly
children's toy than the deadly weapon it was, sailed a robot bomb.

He listened to the noise of its motor receding in the distance, heard it cut out, waited tensely
for the explosion.

His arms tightened around the inarticulate Jane. He looked again at the scene of confusion on
the rooftop. He smiled. In spite of the credit that must accrue to him from the Venus adventure
Quentin Dale would never be able to convince the examiners that he knew his magnetronics.

THE END






