
INVISIBLE ONE 
By NEIL R. JONES 

CHAPTER I 

Substitute for Murder 

N HER Ohio home on the outskirts 
[: the 26th Century metropolis of 

Cincinnati, Moira Presby softly 
hummed a current air and eagerly awaited 

6 

the return of her husband who had been 
called away suddenly that evening on 
promising business. She was as happy as 
people of the earth were expected to be 
happy under the joint rule of the Durna 
Rangue, a semi-scientific cult, and the 
space pirates. 

The earth was under a state of siege . 



Olion Presby, citizen of the outlaw Earth of the 26th Cen- 
tury, was willing to pay any price for revenge upon the pirate. 
abductor of his wife, even to the loss of his life—or visibility. 

by the Interplanetary Guard from the 
colonized sister worlds. For fully twe 

centuries, since banishment from Mars 
for practices in condemned sciences, the 
Durna Rangue cult had lain hidden and 

growing in power in the depths of Ober- 
on, a moon of Uranus, Then late in the 

twenty-sixth century, they had enlisted the 

aid of the numerous bands of space pirates 

and had’ descended upon an unsuspecting 
earth to score a rapid coup d’etat. Power 
generators were quickly erected all over 
the earth to supply a blanket of invisible 
rays which held off the ships of the In- 
terplanetary Guard. The space pirates 
were given rule over partitioned terri- 
tories. Most of them ruled as despots, a 

few wisely and indulgently, satisfied with 

“e 
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the luxuries afforded them and the ease 
and indolence which was theirs. In spite 
of the restraining hand of the cult, the 

pirates found a way to almost everything 
they wanted, 

A knock came at the door. Moira’s 
heart leaped joyously. That was Ollon 
returning. He had told her he would not 
be long. Quickly, she unlocked the door 
but stepped back involuntarily in surprise, 
a puzzled expression replacing the antici- 

pation on her pretty face. It was not 
Ollon. A strange individual stood there. 
He wore a blue livery trimmed with gray. 

“T am come to take you ta your hus- 
band, Ollon Presby,” he reported suave- 
ly and with a slight bow. 
“Where is he?” she exclaimed in sud- 

den apprehension. “He—he’s not—” 
The messenger shrugged expressively 

in a manner plainly suggesting doleful 
possibilities of which he apparently re- 
gretted to be the one to tell her. 
“Come and see for yourself,” he said. 

Moira left the house and hurried along 
beside the man. Not until they were on 
the long, shaded drive beneath the low 
spreading trees was she aware of shadowy 
figures enclosing her. She exclaimed in 
alarm, and then a hand over her mouth 

checked the scream she would have given. 

But Moira was no weakling. She fought 
like a tigress, and her assailants »were 
having their difficulties and grief. One of 
them, finding a finger jammed solidly 

against an eye socket, swore roundly and 
gave a vicious twist to the arm he held. 
There was a dull snap and an agonized 
moan from Moira as she slipped uncon- 
scious into the arms of one of her kid- 

nappers. She was quickly carried to a 
concealed and waiting space ship which 
rose and headed east into the starlit dark- 
ness. 

LLON PRESBY returned more than 
an hour later to find the door open 

and his wife of only a year gone. He in- 

quired nearby in growing anxiety, for he 
had been called away on a blind errand. 
He smelled something sinister beneath 
it all. It was an elderly woman next door 
who gave him his clue. 

“A man in blue and gray livery called 
here and asked if you lived here. I direct- 
ed him. I later saw him and Moira hurry 

down the drive.” 
“Pirates!” swore Olilon bitterly. 

“They’ve taken her! God, I should have 
known better to have left her alone! She 
is so beautiful! One of those devils wants 
her for his harem, and I was lured away 
while they tricked her!” 

“But the cult has issued an edict stop- 
ping the pirates from taking women with- 

out their consent and agreement,” argued 

the old woman. 
“The cult is too busy with its own 

devilish affairs to bother about stolen 
women,” Ollon replied in a dead voice. 
“Unless I can trace that livery, there is 

ho telling where she has been taken.” 

Gs HABERLEY, pirate ruler of 
southern Illinois, sat in conference 

with one of the Asurians, a forbidding per- 
sonality in a gray robe, his face only partly 
visible beneath the gray, obscuring cowl. 
Haberley’s wrath had been felt by his 

subordinates more than a week before 
when they had blunderingly broken the 
arm of a woman Haberley had coveted, 
forcing her into the hospital at Benton. 
But Haberley had not lacked for feminine 
companionship, and he was now in a 

more expansive mood, willing to accept 
the dictates of fate and wait for Moira 
Presby to recover. Haberley’s ruthless 
and dissipated countenance was now pat- 
ronizing as he argued with the gray-robe 
Asurian. 3 

“T will pay the cult well for this,” Hab 
erley was saying. 
“We de not want money,” the Asurian 

replied. “What can money get us that 
we do not have? We want only that 
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which we need in our laboratories, and 

the earth is a very well-equipped stock- 
room.” 

“We-l-I-l,” drawled Haberley. “Couldn't 
my men help you get more victims—uh— 
I mean subjects—for experiment?” 

“No, unless we wanted someone on 

another world—like you want this woman 

on Mars.” 
“And T’ll have her!” Haberley swore 

fervently. “Even if I have to go there 

and fight to get her!” 
“Like you pirates get most of the 

women you want. But what of the In- 

terplanetary Guard?” 
“That’s just it,” argued Haberley, sud- 

denly losing his asperity.. “If the cult will 
only lend me one of its invisible neophytes, 
this can be accomplished in stealth and 
without loss of men or ships. Think how 
easy it would be for him to be landed on 
Mars near the city of Fomar where he 
might proceed and do my business. He 

could enter where he would—go to her 
sleeping chamber—and while she slept, 

give her the drug which will suspend her 
life forces, and then carry her away to 
meet the ship where it had landed him 
before.” 

“Yes, I know,” said the Asurian. “Our 

invisible neophytes served very efficiently 
in secret capacities before and during our 

conquest of the earth, but it is an immuta- 

ble law of the cult that its creatures cannot 
be used by outside interests not directly 

involved with the cult.” 
“A foolish law!” 

“Perhaps. Nevertheless, it is so.” 
. “Is there no way around this?” Haber- 

ley implored. 
“Yes,” came the unexpected reply. 
here is a way.” 

etley grasped eagerly at this straw. 
“What way?” 

“You must furnish a man. We shall 
make him invisible.” es 

“To serve my purpose? To bring me 
back the woman from Mars?” 

“ 

= 

The Asurian nodded. “But in the end, 

we must have the neophyte.” 
“That is very well, but where can I find 

a man who will agree to such a bargain, 
one whom I can trust? Once on Mars, he 

can be free if he wishes.” 
“That is not your only problem, More 

than this, he is also to be sent on business 

of the cult.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“J mean that none of our creatures 

are to be used for interests which do not 

involve the cult,” the Asurian replied 
enigmatically. “I told you as much.” 

“But how#will this be a mission of the 
cult?” 

“He must go to the headquarters of 
the Interplanetary Guard at Fomar and 
learn all he can before he steals the woman 
for you.” 

“But why make someone new invisible 
when you have so many already,” argued 
Haberley. “It may be difficult for me to 

find such a one as will be trustworthy and 

return once he has tasted the freedom 

of Mars. Do you fear to trust your in- 
visible neophytes?” 
“We have many whom we trust im- 

plicitly, yet we shall not risk them. This 
is your venture, and you will furnish 

everything, including the ship and men to 

run the risks of the Interplanetary Guard. 
We shall make the man you choose in- 
visible, but remember that after he re- 
turns, if he does, he belongs to us and 
will return to one of our sanctuaries.” 

“All right,” Haberly agreed. “It suits 
me except for the fact that it may be dif- 

ficult inducing a man to willingly place 
himself in your hands. In a case like this, 
no one can be forced to go and still be 
trusted. The men who work for me do 
not like your cult and your sanctuaries 
and monsters. They would as soon give 
themselves to the devil without due.” 

“Tt is for you to find such a man, if 
you would succeed in your venture,” 

grimly smiled the Asurian. 
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AN unsuspected listener, a man recently 
hired about Haberley’s estate, stood 

in the next room behind slightly parted 
curtains, an atom pistol in his hand and 
cold, purposeful murder in his heart. He 
was not a working slave, impressed be- 
cause of a crime either trivial or serious. 
He was a free worker. 

Ollon Presby had traced his wife, and 

- he had come to kill Haberley, knowing 
his chances of escape to be less than one 
in a hundred. But life held little for him, 

at least while Haberley lived. Even that 
one slim chance would make him a hunted 
fugitive over the face of the earth. There 
was no chance of escaping to the colonized 
sister worlds of Mars and Venus. Ollon 
had listened as if in a trance, the birth of 
a new idea rising to supplant his grim 
errand.of murder. As silently as he had 
come, so he departed from the mansion. 

That very evening, notice went around 
by word of mouth that Haberley wanted 
every worker who was not a free man to 
appear at the assembly hall. Ollon recog- 
nized the first step of the space pirate in 

procuring a man fit for the job to be done. 
He was present. There were slaves and 
criminals of all colors and types. Trog- 
lodytes“from Venus mingled with the 
white, black and yellow races of the earth, 

and there were also a few red or brown 
swordsmen from Saturn’s moon of Dione, 

one arm terminating in a bony blade. All 

listened as a burly, red-faced foreman ad- 

dressed them from a balcony. 
“You're all either slaves for life or else 

criminals with years of hard work ahead 
of you,” he commenced bluntly. “There’s 

a job to be done which will make one of 
you a free man.” 
A clamor of approval arose. The fore- 

man continued. 

“Whoever accepts this offer must first 
be made invisible by the cult.” 

Murmurs of dissent and muttering un- 
easiness circulated among the listeners. 
The troglodytes of Venus moved slowly 

together near the end of the room. The 
look of hope on the faces of those who 

had clamored so loudly when their free- a 

dom was suggested had vanished. Busi- 
ness with the cult in the gloomy catacombs 
of its sanctuaries did not appeal to them, 
for strange and fantastic stories were 
widespread of its activities. 

Mention of the cult aroused immediate 

distrust and fear among the workers who 

were not the imaginative type to which 
this form of ghastly adventure appealed. 
And so the foreman had but few ready 

listeners ‘after stating his case. A small, 

middle-aged man with quick, darting eyes 

posed a question. 
“And when the cult makes us invisible, 

and we've done this thing, do we go 
free?” * 

“You do. You shall be both free and 
invisible.” 

Ollon recognized Kegh, a criminal with 
many long years yet to serve. The man’s 

eyes were placed a little too close to each 
other, and they glinted, strangely alight 
from the thoughts which sprang into life 
behind them. Kegh’s mouth took on a 
queer, twisting smile as he turned the 
idea over in his head. Ollon wondered 
if the lie about eventual freedom was 
shared by the foreman. 

“What’s to be done?” he shrilled. 
“Go to Mars and get something Hab- 

erley wants.” 
“You mean steal something and be 

took back in a space ship?” == = 
“That’s it. Those who want to apply 

stay. The rest get out.” 
Nearly everyone left. Remaining were 

Ollon, Kegh and two others. The fore- 
man looked sharply at Ollon. 
“What you doin’ here? You're a free 

man. Get out. Haberley don’t va 
free man for this job.” ’ 

“He'd trust a free man quicker than he 
wot e with a record of crime, wouldn’t 

heme 

“Get out!” 
. 
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CHAPTER II 

In the Sanctuary of the Cult 

LLON left, dispirited, his impetuous 

plan crumbling about him. But he 
still had the atom pistol hidden away in 
a secure place, and once more he plotted 
to take the life of Haberley. 

The next morning, he was told to report 
to the veranda of the mansion. A queer 
shock awaited him. There sat Haberley. 
The pirate overlord wasted no time in 
preliminary. 
“Why did you apply for the job I of- 

fered? It is a hazardous one, and you 

have nothing to gain.” 

Slightly unnerved and takengoff guard, 
Ollon nevertheless put forth his evasive 
reasons he had made for himself even 
before the foreman had spoken at the 
assembly hall. 

“T have reasons for wanting to become 
invisible. The idea appeals to me.” 

“So that is it. You are not by any 
chance an escaped criminal who seeks 
this method of hiding?” 

“T have never committed a crime.” 
“We-l-l-l, it makes no great deal of 

difference in this case, just so long as you 

can be trusted to come back.” 

“T shall come back,” promised Ollon 
truthfully. “Earth has always been my 
home, and my interests are here.” 

“You realize that this matter of becom- 
ing invisible will enable you to move 
secretly anywhere you wish?” 

Ollon nodded. Haberley continued. 
“This is your mission. You are going 

to Mars to steal a very lovely young 
woman for me.” 
Ollon simulated surprise and sudden, 

néw interest. 
“And before you do this, you must go 

to the Interplanetary Guard’s headquar- 
ters and find information which the Asu- 
rians desire, That is their interest in 
making you invisible. You and I, too, 

have our interests. We are all in this 
thing together.” 

Haberley very cleverly avoided telling 
of the fact that Ollon must become the 

property of the cult once he was returned 
from Mars. Ollon, however, avoided any 

question or reference to the matter, know- 
ing full well that Haberley would lie and 
that it was intended he should be betrayed. 
The Asurians, too, would either be eva- 
sive or false, he knew. He cared little, 

however, for his plans were made. 
“An air carrier will take you to the 

Covington Sanctuary where you will be 
made invisible. You will receive instruc- 
tions there, and then you will be returned 

here for further instructions before you 
leave for Mars with a ship and crew.” 

Ollon was as eager to start for the 

sanctuary as Haberley was to have him 

go. As Haberley had ordered, one of his 
airships sped through the stratosphere to 
Covington and settled by the long, sloping 
building which was the sanctuary. 

EEP, embrasured windows stared 

from the gray dome which sloped into 
the ground on all sides. The sanctuaries 
were built more below ground than on 
the surface. The aspect of the sanctuary 
was chilling and forbidding, and Ollon 
shuddered at the thoughts of spending the 

rest Of his life there, as Haberley and the 

Asurian had bargained, upon his return 
from Mars. 

Inside the sanctuary, Ollon found a 
perpetual twilight which emanated from 
the walls. There was a strange lack of 

shadows except in the laboratories where 
powerful, glaring lights were employed. 
In the little time given him before his 
treatment for invisibility, Ollon missed 
nothing which occurred within range of 

his vision. He saw hideous insect-men 
who were human all the way up to their 
shoulders which were surmounted with 

an enormous insect head, and dwarfs who 
had once been full grown men but were 
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now reduced to half their stature by atom 
compression. That they were still as 
heavy as they had ever been and were 

several times as strong by virtue of in- 
grafted glands from the giant Martian 
ants, Ollon had occasion to witness. 

Although he marvelled at these things, 
none of them startled him quite so much 
as a terseg bird who flew down a corridor 

and carried on a conversation with one 
of the priests of the cult. He had heard 

of them. Originally a native bird of Mars, 
the tersegs had been employed by the 
Durna Rangue even as long as two cen- 
turies before, during the cult’s existence 
in the cliffs by the Silmono desert. Be- 
sides operating on them for speech, the 
Asurians had given the birds a limited 

intelligence by. transposition of parts from 
human brains. 

“A dreamer walks in his synthetic life- 

time,” the bird croaked. 

“Notify Orom, and have the walker put 
back into the receptacle,” ordered the 

priest. “Send a group of the little men.” 
‘Which chamber?” 
“D-14.” 
The bird winged away on its errand, 

leaving Ollon gaping in surprise. 

That was all Ollon Presby ever learned 

of the cult and its creatures before he was 
taken to one of the laboratories and made 
a creature of the cult himself. The hypnotic 
eyes of an Asurian locked his own in a 
numbing, all powerful embrace, and he 

sank into a swelling ocean of unconscious- 
ness. He never recalled any of the opera- 

tion which made him invisible. From what 

little the Asurians had told him, he real- 

ized that as long as he lived he would 
stay invisible, the treatment coordinating 
with and depending upon his life forces 
and circulatory system. To the eight 
principal functions of the human body 
was added a ninth closely linked with 
absorption and assimilation. Ollon real- 
ized that certain glands had been altered 

in his body and that his blood had all been 

removed and had been subjected to a 
process before it was replaced. Strange 
forces, coupled with penetrating rays, had 
coursed through his bloodless body, and 
again they were used after his life fluid 
had been replaced, and Ollon came to his 

senses to find himself invisible, 

T was a weird sensation. He could no 

longer see his hands, his arms, legs or 

body. Yet he could feel his hands against 
his face and could feel other parts of his 
body. 

Anxious to return to Haberley and fore- 
stall his acquisition of Moira, Ollon was 
all for leaving the sanctuary and starting 

on his return trip to southern [linois, but 
the Asurians bade him wait a while. 

“The after-effects of the tréatments are 
not always pleasant, and they vary ac- 
cording to the physical peculiarities of the 
individual. We must keep you under ob- 
servation for at least a day or two before 
we instruct you on your mission to Mars 

and return you to Haberley, Remember, 

even now, that your mission for us comes 

in order of importance before that which 
you are to do for Haberley. You are to do 
our work first, and if you should come 
into difficulty with those from whom you 

are to obtain sectet information do not 
imperil your chances of escape by dallying 

on the business Haberley requires of you. 
That can be agcomplished on another 

trip.” Z 

The wisdom of the Asurians, born of 
innumerable experiences, proved itself. 
“Several hours after his return to consci- 

ousness, a blinding dizziness overcame Ol- 

lon, and his body throbbed like a genera- 
tor. He found himself helpless, and then 
after the better half of an hour this unnat- 

ural physical discomfort wore off, and he 

was himself once more. During the next 

day and a half, he had two more of these 

attacks, but they lacked the severity of the 
first. 

At the end of two days observation, he 
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was given final instructions and returned 
to Haberley. Ollon was told that he would 
suffer further slight attacks of dizziness 
and bodily discomfort from time to time 

but not to fear them for he would recover 
and eventually be free entirely of them. 

Once again, the cult impressed him with 

the importance of his errand for them 
over the passing frivolity of the pirate 
chief. He was also told that never again 
would it be necessary to protect his body 
against cold by wearing clothing. 
““A new element runs through your 

blood which inures you to biting cold 
even below the freezing point. Your in- 

visibility is complete, and clothing would 
destroy the effect.” 
A plane of the Durna Rangue bore him 

back to Haberley, and one of the priests 
escorted him into the surprised and won- 

dering presence of the space pirate. Hab- 
erley groped a reaching hand and felt of 

Ollon’s body. 
“You are really there! This is won- 

derful !”” 
Haberley and the Asurian departed to 

another chamber behind locked doors for 
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reasons best known to themselves and 
more accurately imagined by Ollon than 
they would have guessed. Once more, the 
Asurian was impressing upon Haberley 

the fact that when Ollon returned he must 
be reclaimed by the cult. As long as his 
own desires were forthcoming, Haberley 
was ready to agree to almost any plan 
regarding Ollon’s eventual disposition. 

ABERLEY returned without the 

Asurian, The pirate chief looked 
about the luxurious room, momentarily 

bewildered, until he noticed the depression 
of the chair seat on which Ollon sat wait- 
ing. 

“Uh—oh—there you are! Now to 

business! Are you ready to leave for 
Mars at any time?” 

“Tomorrow,” Ollon replied. “Mean- 
while, tell me what I am to do.” 

“You are to abduct Alicia Fayden from 
her home at Fomar. The ship will drop 

you off at a safe place as near Fomar as 
it is advisable to go. In your invisible 
condition, it should be easy for you to 
accomplish what we have dared not un- 
dertake in the matter of a raid, but it will 

be risky getting her away from her home. 
You will have a communicator to get into 
touch with the waiting ship as soon as 

you are ready to come aboard with the 

girl.” 
“Fayden,” mused Ollon. “That name 

sounds familiar.” 

“Tt should. They are one of the oldest, 
richest and most aristocratic families of 
Fomar since Mars was first colonized two 
hundred years ago.” 

“So—that is why you need an invisible 

man!” exclaimed Ollon, “If what I have 
heard is true, the place is a veritable 
fortress!” 

“Tt is,” Haberley agreed, “but you 
should be able to not only enter but find 
some way of getting the girl out of there 
without being caught. That is your prob- 
lem to be worked out very carefully once 

you are inside. I shall give you a drug 

to administer to her while she sleeps.” 
“The Faydens are immensely rich. Is 

this for ransom?” 

“Perhaps, eventually, if I grow tired 
of her. By the way, any riches you should 
pick up there will be entirely yours.” 

Ollon did not comment. 
“How am I to administer the drug?” 
Haberley aroused himself from some 

pleasing spectacle in his mind’s eye before 
he replied. “It is in a little, black box. 

You press a spring and several small 

openings appear in one end. Hold these 
beneath the fair lady’s nose, and I can 
promise you'll have no further trouble 
with her. In fact, she will stop breathing 
and become as rigid as if she were dead. 
She will remain this way until she is 

brought here to me and I give her the 
necessary restorative. A long, padded box 
will be left off with you. Keep it concealed 
after you land. Before you call the ship, 
place her in this, and guard it well across 
space.” 

CHAPTER III 

The Unseen Presence 

oS ge was shown to his quarters. 

Immediately after, he found the door 
locked on himself. He was a prisoner. 

He moved to the windows. They were 
not locked, but the ground was far below, 

and there was no safe way of climbing 
down. A ledge, however, connected all 
the windows on his level, and he climbed 

out upon it and made his way to the win- 
dows of the next room. He must get out 

of the mansion. He had business which 
would take him far that night. He looked 
into the next room. A woman, lightly 

clad, stood before a mirror brushing her 
hair. Quietly, Ollon raised the window. 

As he stepped inside the room, he knocked 
something over with his leg. The woman 
turned startled eyes, saw nothing and 
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then appeared perplexed at sight of the 
open window. She moved to close it, and 
Ollon had difficulty in avoiding her as he 
stepped to the door, opened it and found 
himself in a corridor. 

In his exit from the mansion, he walked 

boldly past many of Haberley’s servants 
and retainers. It was a strange sensation 

to be there and not to be seen. He passed 
the barracks with its pirate soldiery in 
the uniform of Haberley. He continued to 
the highway and placed an obstruction 

across the road. The rocketcyclist who 
stopped and removed it was unaware of 

an added passenger when he proceeded 
once more. At the next village, a small 

plane was stolen and piloted by unseen 
hands to Benton where it was abandoned 
on the outskirts of town. 

In the hospital at Benton lay Moira, 

nearly recovered from the effects of her 

resistance to the pirates of Haberley when 
she was stolen. Her broken arm was 
mending fast, and she had Jong since re- 

covered from the shock of her capture. 
Yet tragedy lurked in the depths of her 

soft, dark eyes, and gloom pervaded her 

soul, She knew what lay in store for her, 
and dreaded the day of her discharge. 

The hushed voice which suddenly star- 
tled her seemed to rise clearly out of her 
imagination. The nurse had not spoken so 
closely, for Moira saw her at the far end 

of the room. 
“Moira!” 
She heard her name, and something in 

the subdued tones thrilled her. 
“Moira—dear !” 
Her heart gladdened, and she sat up- 

right and stared wildly about her. No 

longer was there any doubt as to the 
identity of the speaker. 

“Ollon! Ollon! Where are you?” 
The nurse looked over her way and 

saw her sitting up. 
“Here I aim right here, dearest,” said 

the voice near her ear, “right by your 
side,” 

And lips whose touch she had come to 
know so well were pressed against her 
own. She stared and saw nothing except 
the usual bleak and desolate appearance 
of the room. 

“Moira—don’t move or be startled. 
Lay quiet. I really am here, but you 
cannot see me.” 

The touch of Ollon’s invisible hand 
caressing her hair and forehead gave 
Moira a strange thrill of joy, apprehension 

and bewilderment. 
“What—how—why can’t I see you?” 

she stammered, the flood of question strug- 
gling for precedence. 

“Because I have been made invisible 
by the Asurians,” he told her, and then 
he unfolded the tale of his quest for her, 

and he told her of his newly made plans. 
“And stay here as long as you can con- 

trive. Haberley shall never claim you. I 

shall see that he is dead before I let him 
have you.” 

Geen returned that night to Haber- 
ley’s headquarters and the mansion 

much the same way he had come. He 

found the stolen plane where he had left it 
and brought it back almost to the spot 
where he had found it. He even returned 

to his locked room through the chamber 

next to his, climbing back to his own win- 

dow along the ledge. 
Tn the morning, Haberley came, sullen 

wrath in his face. “‘Where did you go 
last night?” the pirate snapped, looking 
about the room for some evidence of 
Ollon’s presence. 

“JT went on my own business. I came 
back, didn’t I? If you cannot trust me 
here on the earth, how do you expect I 
can be trusted when J reach Mars?” 

“Then why didn’t you tell me you 
wanted to go some place,” argued Haber- 
ley, the edge taken from his temper by 
Ollon’s logic. “You could have gone, 
then. I figured out how you left, all right. 

I quizzed Reta, and she told me about the 
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window. I suppose you came back that 
way, too. The seal on the window was 
broken this morning. That’s how I knew 

you'd returned.” 
“T found the door locked when I decided 

to go out last evening. I didn’t arouse 
anyone when I found how simple it was 
going to be.” 
“Uh!” grunted Haberley, satisfied. 

“Maybe it was good practice. You're go- 
ing to find lots of other things simple, too. 

Today you start for Mars. Last night, I 
got the stuff you need to put this Fayden 
girl in dreamland. Steal anything, did 

you?” ' 

“No—lI stole nothing,” Ollon replied. 
“T merely had some affairs to put in order 

before I left.” 
“T see,” was Haberley’s amiable reply. 

“Now remember—don’t go sticking your 

head into trouble you can’t get out of on 
account of that information the Durna 
Rangue wants. If it is easy and safe, get 
the information, but don’t take too many 

chances. Getting Alicia Fayden is the big 
issue, and don’t let anything make you | 
slip up.” 

“T understand,” said Ollon, reminiscent 

of the Asurian’s parting instructions. “I 
shall handle matters as I best see fit.” 

“Good!” exclaimed Haberley, missing 
the irony of the other’s remark. “I knew 

I could depend on a free man better-than 
one of those criminal slaves.” 

Shortly before evening, Ollon Presby 

embarked on his trip across space with 
Haberley’s pirates, seven in number, Arn- 

ge, captain of the ship, arranged his plans 
with his invisible passenger as the space 
ship cleared the safety lane through the 

veil of destructive rays surrounding the 
earth, 

“Here is a communicator,” said Captain 

Arnge, handing Ollon a heavy, round, flat 
object. “You won't carry it around on 
Mars, People would see it. Hide it some- 
where, see? When you want to tell us to 
come back, go get it. It reaches out in 

space more’n three hundred thousand 
miles. The cult made this, so there’s no 

danger of anyone picking up our talk. 
Visit the I. G. first. Then get that woman 
Haberley wants. We may have to dodge 
about if I, G. ships come around, so if 
you don’t reach us immediately with the 
communicator, wait and keep calling us.” 

LTHOUGH at first the crew of the 
space ship acted a bit nervous and 

awkward over Ollon’s walking about 
among them unseen, they soon became 
accustomed to his invisible presence. 

Mars’ red orb grew large. The trip 

required something over two days with 

the two planets nearly midway between 
opposition and conjunction. Not until the 
great Martian metropolis of Fomar had 
rolled into the shadowed hemisphere away 
from the sun did the pirates land Ollon in 
the viciitity and leave him there. Before 
they left, they helped him conceal the long, 

padded box in the bright red foliage of 
nearby bushes. The lighter gravity of 
Mars gave Ollon a higher, springier step, 
but he soon adapted himself to the change. 

During the trip across space, he had 
suffered one of his dizzy spells with its 
attendant bodily discomfort. Now, he felt 
another one coming. The attacks were 
becoming less frequent and less severe, 

for which he was thankful. He laid among 
some bushes in the cool Martian night 
until the attack passed. This was his first 

encounter with anything approximating 
cold weather, and he was gratified to find 
that the assertions of the Asurians that 
he would never suffer from cold in the 
absence of clothing were true. : 

In the morning he found a hiding place 
for the communicator, A brief conversa- 
tion with Arnge assured nim that the 

pirate ship was cruising within a talking 
radius, waiting for the fulfillment of his 
mission. Then he made his way into 
Fomar. : 

His experiences of invisibility on the 
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earth had been fairly limited. In Fomar, 
he ran into many bewildering complica- 
tions before he became able to adjust him- 

self to his changed condition. He was 
nearly run down by vehicular traffic, and 
he was soon so lame and sore from people 
running into him that he carefully avoided 
all lanes of crowded pedestrians. He had 
left many surprised and puzzled people 
behind him. In the heart of the great 

Martian metropolis, he became bewildered. 
He had eaten whatever and whenever he 
wished. Viands seemingly raised them- 
selves from lunch counters or sideboards 
and drifted off, disappearing by small por- 

tions in midair. Night came, and he 
wanted to sleep. In a huge store, he found 
the mattress department and climbed to 
the top-of a square stack. 

The next morning, Ollon found himself 
rested, relaxed and more certain of him- 

self, He was going to the Martian head- 
quarters of the Interplanetary Guard as 
he had been instructed to do. The Asu- 
tians had stressed the importance of the 

visit. Haberley had told him to go there 
but to consider it as less important and to 
accept less hazards than he might en- 
counter in the abduction.of Alicia Fayden. 
Tn both cases, Ollon had plans of his own. 

Had they guessed his intent, both Asuri- 
ans and pirates would have become his 
immediate executioners. 

Past uniformed guards he made his way 
into the headquarters of the Interplanetary 
Guard. Behind an important official he 
made his way to the chambers where he 
had been carefully instructed by the Asuri- 

“ans to go. He knew where to look and 

what to look for, and there were certain 
things he must memorize. When the of- 
ficial left, he took large tomes down from 
the shelf and examined their contents, It 

was all there, all the information which 

the Asurians desired in their future, far- 

reaching plans of conquest. 
He placed the large volumes back upon 

the shelves and sat down to a table where 

there were writing implements and paper. 
For a long time, he sat writing, nearly two 
hours in fact, filling many squares of 
paper. When he was through, he selected 
a certain page under a future date and 
placed the papers on which he had written 

between the leaves, replacing the book on 
its shelf. For more than an hour, he was 

a prisoner in the chamber of archives and 
records before an official again visited the 

place. Ollon left with him, the official, 
as before, unaware of his invisible pres- 
ence. 

CHAPTER IV 

Andvea Prison 

if eee afternoon found him walking 

around the grim, black walls of An- 
drea, the great Martian prison in the 
heart of Fomar. He stood by the front 

gate for a long time, and he saw it open 
only twice. Both times, he made quick, 
accurate observations. 

The afternoon was more than half gone 
when he approached the Fayden estate. 
He saw the closely guarded grounds and 
mansion, and he realized more than ever 

why none of the pirates had ever conduct- 
ed raids into the center of Fomar for either 
women or loot. He had no trouble avoid- 
ing the guards and attendants on entering 
the grounds, but he found it necessary to” 
widely avoid several huge dogs who 
growled and became suspicious when the 
wind carried his scent te them. He circled 
down wind. 
He entered the mansion from the rear. 

With noiseless tread, he went from room 

to room, keeping from the path of the 
servants. By listening to conversations 
and by careful walking around, he finally 
found the chantber of Alicia Fayden. 

There was no question of it, She her- 
self was sitting before a great mirror 
while a maid arranged her hair. Ollon 
came in and rested silently upon a small 



18 SUPER SCIENCE STORIES 

settee across the room, sitting down care- 
fully. Alicia Fayden was beautiful. She 

was beautiful like his Moira was beautiful, 
yet in a different way. He knew that he 
would never abduct her into the avid pos- 
session of Haberley, not even to save 

Moira. He had not come to the Fayden 
mansion for that purpose. He had other 

ways of keeping Haberley from possessing 

~ Moira. 

He sat and waited until the coiffure 
was completed and both women had left 

the room. Then he arose and searched 
hurriedly for writing implements. He 

found.them and sat down at a small table 
and wrote. 

This time, his work was considerably 

more brief, 

He placed the paper on which he had 
written in the top draw of a handsomely 
carved chest of drawers, slipping it be- 
tween the pages of a diary. He then 
carefully examined a dazzling array of 
jewelry and ornaments scattered care- 
lessly atop articles of furniture about 

the room. He finally selected a long bar- 
rett on which the girl’s name was in- 
scribed in precious stones. He left the 
mansion unseen, more cautious than when 

he had entered, for the barrett was not 

invisible. No oné saw it apparently float- 
ing and bobbing away on thin air by itself. 
Once free of the mansion, Ollon hid the 

barrett under leaves in shrubbery near 
the edge of the grounds where he might 
quickly and easily reclaim it as soon as 
he wished. 

He once more made his way to the 
gate of Andrea. He had a long wait 
beside the sombre walls before the gate 
opened up. Quickly he slid inside, nar- 
rowly avoiding a rumbling vehicle which 
charged sluggishly down upon him. He 

was inside, and the gates closed behind 

him. Andrea had another inmate, one 

whom they did not know about, nor could 
they have seen him had they known he 
was there. 

: ee was inside the prison two days 
during which time he sought out in-- 

formation before he acted. He wandered 
as he pleased around the great bastile, 
sometimes a prisoner in various sections 
but always patient until the way was _ 
opened before him. He ate surreptitiously 

in the kitchens and slept in odd places 
where he knew he would not be found. 
He examined the prison files and records 
carefully, and all these investigations cen- 

tered around the women inmates who 
were in Andrea at that time. 

Through the bars of her cell, a voice 

drifted to Vereta Kraft one day. 
“How would you like to escape from 

here?” 
Her attractive face took on a grim, 

startled expression as her keen eyes darted 
in quest of the speaker. No one stood 
outside her cell. She rushed to the grat- 
ing and looked both ways of the corridor. 
Again came the voice, close and surpris- 
ing, a male voice speaking in guarded 
tones. 

“You can escape from here—if you 
do as you are told.” 
“Who are you—where are you?” she 

queried in disbelief. 
“T am right here, but you cannot see 

me, for I am invisible. Do not be alarmed 

and make any outcry or else your chances 
of escape are lost.” 

“What trickery is this?” hissed the girl, 
her eyes glaring dangerously. “Another 
way of getting me to talk? Yes, I killed 
Farron Wilkes! I said so before! But 
that is all I will tell!” 

“Quiet!” urged the voice placatingly. 
“This is no trickery. You must trust 
me. I am invisible. It was the only 
way I could enter the prison.” 

A warm hand touched the girl's 

clenched fist where it encircled a bar of 
steel. She recoiled nervously from the 
contact. 

“Who are you? Why should you want 
me to escape?” 
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“IT am from the earth, the outlawed _ 
world, and I am here to help you escape 

becatSe you can help me. The Asurians 
have made me invisible, Would you like 
to escape to the earth?” 

“Would I! It’s the one safe place I 
would like to be! But wait—what did you 
say about the cult? If it is the Durna 
Rangue that wants me—no—I would 
rather spend the rest of my days here 
in Andrea.” 

“T want you to help me personally,” 
Ollon entreated, “and I have come to 

you because I knew you would be in no 
position to betray me and because I knew 
you would be glad to get to the earth.” 

“T see—the cult made you invisible just 
so that you might come and get me out 
to serve your own ends.” 

*"No—they made me like I am in order 
that I might steal information from the 
headquarters of the Interplanetary Guard, 

and I agreed to do this because I, too, 

have an axe to grind.” 

“Oh, I see, and you want me to hold 

the axe for you,” said the girl, her suspi- 
cions of the cult allayed. “Well, if you 
can get me out of here, I’ll do anything 
you want me to do.” 

“Good. Listen to me.” 
Ollon slowly and carefully detailed his 

plans to the girl. She listened intently 
and at the close of them made one single 

query. 
“And when am I aroused from this 

trance you say the drug will put me under 

while I am carried across space to the 

earth?” 

“T do not ,exactly know. Haberley 
may, and probably will, do this. What 
is more important to you, however, is the 
fact that you will be where you want 
to be—on the outlawed world. The worst 
that can happen to you is to become a 
bride in a space pirate’s harem.” 

“That would be thrilling!” exclaimed 

Vereta with a careless laugh. “The worst 

that could really happen to me would be 
to fall into the clutches of the cult.” 
“They don’t want you,” promised Ol- 

lon. 

EVERAL hours later, when most of 

the prison slept, Vereta Kraft made 
her escape from Andrea in clothing which 

identified her as a prison matron. This 
clothing was stolen and brought to her 

by Ollon who also very easily stole a 

key which opened her cell door. Unseen, 

he escorted her through the prison. There 
were a few dangerous moments, especially 
when a too inquisitive guard looked the 
girl square in the face and made an ex- 
clamation. Something hit him over the 
head from behind, and Ollon dragged 
him unconscious to an empty cell and 
locked him in with the same master key 
he had used to release the girl. 

Once free of Andrea, they stole a con- 
veyance in another nearby quarter of 
Fomar. They drove near the Fayden 
mansion, and once more Ollon entered, 
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this time with more difficulty and caution. 
This time, he stole several articles of 

feminine apparel belonging to the girl 
Haberley had sent him to kidnap. Once 

he was certain no one was looking, he 
dropped the bundle from a window and 
left the house. Picking up the bundle of 

clothing, he hurried across the grounds. 
He found it necessary to stop twice and 
quickly toss the clothing into shrubbery 

while someone passed by him. At the 

edge of the estate, he reclaimed the barret 
he had hidden on a previous visit. 

With the fugitive from Andrea, Ollon 

drove to the spot where the space ship 
had left him. From its place of conceal- 
ment, he brought out the coffin-like box. 
In the meantime, Vereta Kraft changed 
into the clothing he had stolen. He also 
reclaimed the communicator and the drug. 

“All ready, now,” he told her. “A 
sniff of this stuff and you go out like a 
light.” 
“And I am to be carried to earth in 

that—that box?” she asked, shuddering 
slightly. 

“That’s it—with the cover close down. 
Your life forces willbe suspended, and 
until you are delivered to Haberley and 
revived, you will appear as if you were. 
dead.” 

“Let me inhale the drug,” said the girl 
resolutely, sitting down on the edge of 

the padded box, “I am putting all of 
my trust in you.” - 

“You know why I am doing this,” he 
told her, holding the essence beneath her 
nose. “You can trust me. Now, take a 

long, deep breath.” 

Slowly, she inhaled to her fullest lung 
capacity and saw the stars above her 

dancing in a strange pattern of antics 
just before oblivion swept over her. Care- 
fully and gently, Ollon lowered her body 
into the long box and fastened down the 
cover. Then he used the communicator 
and was soon in conversation with the 
lurking space ship, 

“All is ready. I have the girl. Come 
and get us.” 

<= 

Ee than an hour later, the space ship 

of Captain Arnge drifted down like 
a dark ghost from the night sky, taking 
Ollon and the long box on board. Then 

the ship rose and as silently sped away in 
the direction of a large, green star. 

All during the trip back to earth, Ollon 
reviewed his next moves dependent on 
Haberley’s actions when the space pirate 
found he had stolen the wrong girl. He 
knew what his course would be if Haber- 
ley’s anger should consume him. He 

would act swiftly and deadty, becoming 
an invisible fugitive whom the cult alone 
would be able to trace. Earth grew larger, 
and they finally reached the outer veil 

of destruction and were carefully ex- 
amined before admittance down a heavily- 
guarded safety lane. Into the domain 
of Haberley they sped and landed. Once 
inside the curtain of barrier rays, Captain 
Arnge had communicated success in their 

venture, and Haberley was there to meet 
them. 

“Did you have much trouble getting 
her?” Haberley enthused. 

“Tt was easy,” Ollon answered. 
is in the box on the space ship.” 

Haberley showed surprise as well as 
elation as Ollon’s voice issued from the 
empty air so close to him. 

“Good! Let’s go in and take a look 
at her!” He hurried into the ship and 
the others followed. 

Invisible hands unfastened the top of 
the box and lifted it slowly back as Haber- 
ley leaned eagerly forward for his first 
glimpse of Alicia Fayden. He stared 
down at the still figure with the pale fea- 
tures, his expression of anticipation 
changing to one of surprise. Momentarily, 
he could not find his voice. He only 
stared at the face of the girl. Meanwhile, 
Ollon had noiselessly shifted to a position 
which brought his hand close above the 
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butt of Captain Arnge’s atom pistol. 
“This—this is not the girl!” stammered. 

Haberley. “This is not Alicia Fayden!” 
“But it is!” insisted Ollon. “I ab- 

ducted her from her bedroom while she 
slept! See what I took from her dressing 
table!” 

He reached into the padded box and 
drew forth the jewelled barrett. ‘Alicia 
Fayden’ done in jewelled script stared 
Haberley in the face. The space pirate 
seemed too stunned to be angry. Too 
often had he seen Alicia Fayden’s photo- 
graph to be in doubt. Here was some 
strange mistake which wanted explaining. 

“Tl bring her to her senses right now,” 
said Haberley. “We'll get to the bottom 
of this and find out who she is.” 

CHAPTER V 

“There'll Be No Mistake This Time” 

ee tension had eased up. Ollon did 

not doubt but what the glib tongue 
of the daring Vereta Kraft would. be 
equal to Haberley’s pressing queries. If 
she only came out of the sleep with her 
full senses. That caused'him an uneasy 
thought. He still remained near Captain 
Arngeand-the latter’s atom pistol. Haber- 
ley quickly administered the neecssary 
stimulus to arouse the girl, and they 

waited several minutes as the color flowed 
back into the girl’s features and she stirred 
slightly. While all eyes were on the girl, 
the restorative which Haberley had ab- 
sently laid on a table behind him appar- 
ently floated off to a concealed position. 

Ollon wanted it. He returned noiselessly 
to his former stand beside Captain Arnge. 

Vereta Kraft opened her eyes and 
looked up at the unfamiliar faces is per- 
plexity. She seemed to grasp the situ- 
ation suddenly, but this was understood 
only by Ollon. Surprise and apprehen- 
sion were writ clearly upon her face as 

she struggled into a sitting position, She 

was in command of herself, the actress 
Ollon expected her to be. 
“Oh—I didn’t mean it!” she cried out. 

“J—I just laid down here and fell asleep!” 
“What do you mean?” growled Haber- 

ley impatiently. “Who are you, any- 
how?” 

She looked at the box in which she was 
sitting, then looked back at Haberley in 
bewilderment. 

“Where am I?” she asked. “I thought 
that—” 

“You've been stolen from Mars and 
brought here to the earth,” Haberley told 
her in rising exasperation. “Who are 
you?” 
“Tam Anna Douglas, Alicia Fayden’s 

personal maid.” : 
“Her maid!” barked Haberley in sour 

tones. “You've gone and got me her. 
maid!” 

His eyes roved questingly for some sign 
of Ollon. The latter’s voice came from 
over near Captain Arnge. His face was 
free, Only his voice simulated the sur- 
prise he did not feel. 

“How was 1 to know? It was the Fay- 

den mansion. It was the girl’s room— 
and she lay asleep on the bed. I never 
saw Alicia Fayden before.” 

“Yes, I guess it was no fault of yours. 
I should have shown you photographs.” 

“What about this one?” Captain Arnge 
jerked a thumb at Vereta Kraft who had 
risen and stepped out of the coffin-like 
receptacle. 

Tt was the cue which Ollon impatiently 
awaited. : 

“Tet me have her for my wontan, and 
T shall go back and get you Alicia Fayden. 
There shall be no mistake again.” 

“But you cannot go there again and ex- 
pect to be successful since this maid of 

hers has been kidnapped right out of the 

house,” Captain Arnge argued. 

“Why not?” Ollon demanded. “No one 

there knows that she was stolen. She is 

gone, and the barrett disappeared at the 
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same time. What does that look like?” 
“Why, of course!” Haberley warmed to 

the idea. “Robbery!” 
“I have reports for the cult,” Ollon 

volunteered. “Shall I deliver them, or 
shall I wait until after I return again?” 

“Wait until you come back, by all 
means,” Haberley insisted. “This is no 

pressing matter but what the Asurians 
may wait.” 

“And the woman is mine?” 
Haberley regarded the wide-eyed girl 

and appeared thoughtful. 
“Why, of course you may have her, 

and she shall be well earned if you can 
bring me Alicia Fayden as easily as you 

brought her.” 

i eee KRAFT gave a startled cry 
as Ollon’s invisible hand closed on 

her arm, He led her out of the space 
ship and to the mansion. That night, 
Ollon and the girl left Haberley’s head- 
quarters, the girl wearing a dark cloak 
with a hood. Ollon had been granted 
freedom to come and go while the ship 

was being prepared for another trip into 
space at daybreal. 

It was at an hour well into the night 
when Ollon and the black-cloaked girl 
returned to Haberley’s mansion. They 

did not enter the house, however. The 
girl was sharply challenged by a guard 
at the space ship hangar until Ollon spoke 
and gripped the arm of the surprised 
guard. They were then allowed entrance 
to the space ship which was ready for an- 
other start at daybreak. 

They did not come back out right away, 
and a few hours later the guard was 
changed, 

Next morning, Haberley was down to 
see them off, giving last minute orders 
to Captain Arnge and to Olfon. 

“Where is she who you so promptly 
took for your own?” he asked of Ollon 
with a laugh. 

“Asleep, I guess.” Ollon nodded care- 

lessly in the direction of the mansion. 
“Keep her for my return.” 

“Good luck to you. This time you 
should return more quickly, for there is 
no business of the ctlt’s to be done.” 

The space ship rose and sped through 
the atmosphere, heading for the nearest 
space lock a full three hundred miles 
away. Reaching this, they rose into space 
and headed for the dull red point of Mars. 
Like the other crossings, they found the 
trip uneventful. 

Meanwhile, during the days of their 
crossing from world to world, strange 
happenings were taking place which 
would have interested Ollon could he 
have been in several places at once in 
order to watch them. 

“Father—look!” 
Alicia Fayden waved a piece of paper 

at her father in breathless excitement. 
“What is it, my dear?” 
“Read it!” 
Engerhardt Fayden examined the writ- 

ing. It was brief and to the point. 

“Be on your guard, Space pirates 
from the earth are trying to kidnap 
you. They have even sent an invisible 
man created so by the Durna Rangue. 
I am that man, but I am your friend 
and have plans of my own. I am sorry 

I must take your barrett to further 
these plans. 

Invisible One’ 
“Where did you find this?” 
“Between the leaves of my diary under 

today’s date.”’ 
In Fomar at the headquarters of the 

Interplanetary Guard, a sheaf of paper 
was thrust before the attention of Com- 
mander Jan Prentice. 
“What are these?” he asked. 

“Read and see. There is a wealth of 
information regarding the cult and the 
earth. Most of the safety lanes, which 

are heavily guarded, are located and de- 
seribed—and it is the same in regards to 
the generator towers which supply power 
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for the barrier rays blanketing the earth, 
There is also much other nondescript in- 
formation in haphazard order, some of it 
of little value, things we already know, 
and there’s information we have wanted to 
now for a long time.” 

“Where did this come from?” 
“From our own archives.” 
“Our own archives? What do you 

mean?” 

“T mean that these papers were placed 
among our records so that they would be 
found today.” 

“But no one except our own trusted 
men are allowed there. They would not 
go to all this mysterious means. Besides, 
how could they possibly know about all 

this?” 
‘It was someone invisible—an invisible 

neophyte of the cult, I would say, a neo- 
phyte who came here to spy on us but 
for some reason or other elected to betray 

the cult instead. The information is 
signed ‘Invisible One.’ ” 

———=_ 
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A THE hospital in Benton, a nurse 

faced her superior matron. 
“But I tell you it is so. Come and see 

for yourself. The girl has changed during 
the past two days. She looks different. 
She did not seem to be the same yester- 
day, but I am new in this part of the hos- 
pital, and at first her changed appearance 
only puzzled me. She is healthy and 
shows no trace of her former injury. She 

insists to me, however, that she is Moira 

Presby.” e 

“T shall investigate at once. She may 
be a case of multiple personality, or split 
personality. Such cases are exceedingly 
Lares 

Both nurses entered the chamber where 

Moira Presby had spent several weeks. 

At once, the matron realized that the girl 
sitting up in bed was a stranger. There 

was a quiet, determined air about her, as 

if she had been expecting them. 

“Who are you?” demanded the matron. 
“Where is Moira?” 
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“T do not know where she is,” was the 

calm reply. “As for me, I am Vereta 
Kraft, sentenced to life imprisonment for 
murder. I have merely changed my cell 
in Andrea for a hospital berth, tempo- 
rarily. Now, call Haberley, if you will!” 

Beyond the outskirts of Fomar, a space 
ship drifted down through the night, set- 
tling silently to the ground. From it 
emerged several men. One of them car- 
ried a long box in a strange manner. It 

seemed as though one end of the box hung 
miraculously suspended against gravity. 
Captain Arnge turned to where he thought 
Ollon Presby was standing and issued 

final instructions. 
“Hide the box. When you get the girl 

Haberley wants back here, send for us 
over the communicator. Be patient and 
wait if we do not answer at once. This 
time, make no mistake!” 

“There'll be no mistake this time.” 

Ollon’s voice was quite positive on the 
matter. He watched the pirates file into 
their ship, saw it rise and waited impa- 
tiently for it to disappear among the stars. 
Then he dragged the long box beneath 
the protection of several trees. Feverish- 
ly, he unfastened and threw back the lid. 
A woman lay inside, quiet and pale as if 
she were dead. Beside her in the box 
lay the stimulant Haberley had used in 
reviving Vereta Kraft, Quickly, Ollon 

administered it. Minutes seemed an end- 

less age. 
A flush of dife appeared in the white 

cheeks. Not until evidences of returning 
consciousness reassured Ollon did he lift 
the black-cloaked figure to a sitting pos- 
ture. He pushed away the dark hood, re- 
leasing shimmering tresses of dark hair. 
Puzzled eyes opened and stared blankly a 
moment. 

“Ollon! Ollon! Where are you?” 
“Here, Moira! We are free, dearest! 

We have escaped to Mars! My plan— 

my desperate plan—worked! It all seems 
like a dream!” 
He kissed her warm lips, and she clung 

to him although she was able to see the 

dazzling stars in the heavens where his 
head should have blotted them out. Slow- 
ly, he drew her from the long box yntil 
she stood against him within his encircling 
arms. > 

“Tt does seem like a dream, Ollon, and 

yet I know you are here. How happy 
T am.” 
“We are free—on a free world,” said 

Ollon, “TI have only one regret, Moira,” 
“What is it?” 
“You shall never see me again.” 
She clung tighter as she answered. 

“Tt does not matter, for I shall always 
know you as I remember seeing you,-and 

you shall never grow old in my memory.” 

THE END 

THE SCIENCE FICTIONEER 
—was crowded out of this issue by the 
unusually long stories. It will be back in 
the next issue, bigger than ever. 

Some of the material scheduled to ap- 
pear in it, however, simply can’t wait. 
One such item is a notice of the coming 
Chicago Science Fiction Convention, 
1940, a condensation of which follows: 
As most fans know, a science fiction 

convention is held once every year. This 
year the sponsoring city is Chicago, and 
the date set is September Ist. 

At the convention will be many promi- 
nent science fiction personages. Topics of 

interest to all science fiction readers will 
be discussed, auctions of specially pre- 
pared or otherwise rare books, magazines, 
illustrations, etc., will be held to give each 
person attending a chance to make valu- 
able additions to his collection, and, as a 
fitting climax to the convention, an official 
science fiction banquet will be held. 

All fans are invited fo attend. Those 
who live outside of Chicago are suggested 
to communicate with Richard I. Meyer, 
3156 Cambridge Avenue, Chicago, Illi- 
noise, or with their local science fiction 
club, for details of possible group trips. 


