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Fingers of the Mist  
by Peter Brough 

 
CROSS a grey sky, only a shade 
lighter in tint than the sea beneath it, 
flew a plane, its motors humming in 

monotonous rhythm. It was the hour after 
sunset, and the streaks of daylight which were 
fading rapidly from the sky, burnished the 
westerly side of the plane, leaving the other 
side in darkness. The plane flew low, because 
of its heavy load of fuel. In its path there lay 
upon the surface of the water a silvery patch, 
from which rose faint streamers of mist, that 
curled and writhed in the still air. When the 
plane reached the pool of mist, it seemed to 
falter in its course. Losing flying speed, one 
wing turned downward, and the plane slipped, 
like a falling leaf, into the sea. Presently the 
weaving fingers of the mist closed upon the 
place where the plane had fallen. 
 When John Trevelyan received the 
summons from his friend, Admiral Stokes, he 
hastened to Washington, with the feeling that 
something of importance must have occurred 
to account for the urgency of the call. Stokes 
was now in charge of naval aircraft. Trevelyan 
had known him when Stokes was only a 
lieutenant-commander, ten years before, and 
had been Trevelyan’s commanding officer. 
The admiral greeted him cordially, but seemed 
at a loss how to begin. 
 “Look here, Trevelyan,” he burst out at 
last, “there’s something queer going on. 
You’ve read of the disappearance of 
Lindstrom; no word received from him since 
he passed over St. Johns. That’s about the 
sixth plane lost in a few months, and all flown 
by good pilots. The weather hasn’t been so 
bad, either. I can’t figure it out. I must confess 
I’m afraid of being laughed at, sp I haven’t 

mentioned it to a soul but you, but I can’t help 
feeling that it isn’t all a coincidence. I believe 
there’s some agency responsible for those 
disasters. 

A 
 He looked defiantly as Trevelyan, as if 
daring him to ridicule the notion, but 
Trevelyan returned his gaze seriously. 
 “Do you know, I’m inclined to agree 
with you. I think many people are, but because 
they can’t offer a rational explanation they 
won’t talk about it. They’re afraid of being 
considered superstitious. But what did you 
have in mind—anything definite?” 
 “No, I can’t say I did. I have no idea 
whether these tragedies are caused by human 
agency or by an unknown natural cause. But it 
occurred to me that you were the one man 
who might be able to help me. I know your 
interest in mysteries, and I know that you have 
independent means to carry on your 
investigations. I can’t issue orders through 
official channels on anything as vague as this 
idea of mine, but I might be able to give you 
the necessary assistance to follow up an 
investigation, if you would care to undertake 
it. Can you suggest a plan of campaign?” 
 “I believe,” replied Trevelyan, “that 
the starting point should be Newfoundland. 
Several of the missing planes were last seen at 
that place. Perhaps the mysterious cause of 
these disappearances exists near there. At any 
rate, it won’t do any harm to try. I might pick 
up some clues. Can you let me have a plane if 
I need one?” 
 “Certainly. I’ll give you a plane, and a 
pilot to act unofficially under your orders. He 
can go ostensibly to search for wreckage of 
the lost plane, in case the news leaks out; but 
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we’ll keep it quiet if possible. When do you 
want to start?” 
 “As soon as possible. We’ll save time 
by flying there.” 
 “I’ll give you a call when everything is 
arranged. Meanwhile, where can I reach you?” 
 “Better phone me in New York. I’ll 
have to go back to make some preparations.” 
 
THE preliminary arrangements concluded, 
Trevelyan returned to New York to prepare 
for the trip and await the admiral’s message. 
 Three days later it came, while 
Trevelyan was at breakfast. He had been 
reading in the morning paper of the public 
clamor for legislation to prevent transatlantic 
flying, as a result of the heavy toll of deaths. 
The total disappearance of Lindstrom had 
been the final touch that had stirred the 
country to take measures to prevent further 
tragedies. 
 The admiral’s voice sounded as though 
he were pleased with himself. 
 “I’m sending you Lieutenant 
Wainwright, a good pilot, in a single-motored 
seaplane. We’ve worked day and night to get 
her equipped for long flights. Extra fuel tanks 
installed.” 
 Trevelyan reflected how Lieutenant 
Wainwright had probably worked day and 
night in response to the admiral’s order to 
have the plane ready in three days; but he only 
remarked: 
 “Thanks. Can he pick me up at 
Manhassett Bay?”  “Certainly,” replied 
Admiral Stokes. “He has been told 
unofficially to take orders from you. Within 
reason, of course. Any exceptional plans to be 
referred to me for approval. Good luck to you, 
Trevelyan, and let me know if you find out 
anything.” 
 
AN early train deposited Trevelyan at Port 
Washington, the following morning, where he 
was met by Wainwright. Most of the day was 

spent in final preparations for the 1,200-mile 
flight to St. Johns. At five in the afternoon 
they taxied away from the beach in front of 
the shipyard, and after a short run across the 
bay, rose in the air—leaving behind them the 
anchorages of the yacht clubs, and the estates 
of Sand’s Point. 
 The sun was just rising when they 
sighted the east end of Newfoundland, and, 
crossing the island, descended upon the 
smooth waters of Conception Bay. Near at 
hand was a small fishing village. The 
appearance of the plane, however, caused little 
excitement. The fishermen seemed interested, 
but hardly cordial. When the news was spread 
around that they were there merely to search 
for the wreckage of the Lindstrom plane, the 
aloofness of the natives seemed’ to lessen, and 
Trevelyan found it possible to get more than 
monosyllabic answers to his questions. 
 There was one old fellow, named 
Picar, who limbered up more than the rest, and 
volunteered the remark that it was just as well 
that they weren’t going to fly to Paris. 
 “Why is that?” asked Trevelyan. 
 “The sea don’t like fly across,” the old 
man replied, “the Bon Dieu he geeve the sheep 
to go on sea. The bird fly, man sail the sheep, 
not fly. The sea jalous. When man try to be 
bird, the sea angry, he take the man. He not 
geeve up. When man drown from sheep, the 
sea geeve up the man. When man fly—the sea 
not geeve up the man.” 
 “That’s true,” replied Trevelyan, “not 
one of the lost aviators has been found, 
although the bodies of drowned sailors are 
often given up by the sea.” 
 “Nobody know all the secrets of the 
sea,” said the native, “not even the old 
feesherman who leeve by the sea all their 
lives. Feeshermen are getting fear to go to sea 
now, till man stop flying. New things in sea—
or old things long time asleep, now wake.” 
 The old man crossed himself, and 
repeated, “Nobody know all the secrets of the 
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sea, not even savant who works alone.” 
 “Who is the savant who works alone?” 
asked Trevelyan. 
 “He leeves there.” The old man 
pointed to the top of the dune, and indicated a 
house like the rest of the cottages, but larger 
and comprising an obviously recent extension 
on one side, made of unpainted boards. 
 “Who is he?” repeated Trevelyan. 
 “Hees name Alexandra,” said Picar. 
“He savant—seeks the knowledge of the sea.” 
 Trevelyan decided to make the 
acquaintance of the mysterious M. Alexandre. 
He climbed the steep yielding slope of the 
dune, and paused at the top to catch his breath. 
 Standing there, he surveyed the scene 
below him: the white beach, the crested 
breakers that ceaselessly rolled the pebbles 
with a swishing sound, and the bluish-green of 
the ocean, interrupted further out by the white 
line of the bar. It was as fresh and clear a day 
as he had ever seen, and his eye searched the 
horizon where a sail or a smudge of smoke 
marked the passage of a ship. A few miles out 
a small sailboat ran before the wind; her sheet 
far out, and her canvas drawing well. Behind 
it trailed a misty patch, like the cloud of dust 
thrown up by a racing car, but thinner, less 
palpable than dust, and of a silvery color. 
 The strange mist that appeared to be 
sucked into the wake of the boat grew ever 
closer to it, until it seemed to reach the stern. 
Quite suddenly the little craft changed its 
course, the bow turning to leeward, and the 
boom swinging across the stern as she jibed. 
The mast dropped over the side, and the white 
sail trailed across the gunwale. The silvery 
mist seemed to envelop the boat. It was hardly 
discernible. 
 Trevelyan rushed shouting down the 
side of the dune toward the plane, where 
Wainwright was working. 
 “My God,” he yelled, “there’s a boat in 
trouble out there! She jibed, and it took the 
stick out of her.” He reached the plane 

breathless, and gasped, “Get her going. 
There’s something queer happened out there.” 
 Wainwright jumped into the cockpit. 
“Throw over the prop for me,” he said quietly. 
 Trevelyan seized the propeller and 
turned it over twice. 
 “Contact.” The engine roared, and 
Trevelyan slipped into the seat beside 
Wainwright. 
 A short run across the bay and they 
were in the air, droning over the heads of a 
crowd gathered about some boats. Evidently 
other eyes than Trevelyan’s had witnessed the 
accident. At a height of fifty feet they crossed 
the point and the line of breakers. The small 
boat lay quietly, without sign of life on board, 
its sail still trailing over the side, the broken 
mast held by the tangle of rigging. 
 In five minutes they were circling over 
her. The mysterious vapor had completely 
vanished, but the surrounding water was of a 
lighter green, as if a shoal lay beneath. 
Trevelyan made circles with his finger, and 
pointed downward. Then he commenced to 
remove his coat. Meanwhile Wainwright 
nosed over the plane, and throttled down the 
engine. Over the reduced noise of the motor, 
Trevelyan was able to shout in his 
companion’s ear: 
 “Come down near her. I’m going to 
swim over.” 
 Wainwright nodded, and presently the 
series of thumps upon the bottom of the hull 
announced that they were skimming the crests 
of the waves. They settled into the water less 
than a hundred feet from the disabled craft, 
and Trevelyan, his coat and shoes removed, 
dived over the side and swam toward it. 
 Wainwright, watching him intently, 
saw him reach the floating wreckage and haul 
himself on board by means of the trailing 
rigging. Then he vanished under the sail, and 
appeared to be searching for something. 
Presently he emerged, and stood on deck 
forward, looking intently into the water. The 
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lighter shade of the water had disappeared, 
Wainwright noticed. Whatever the cause, it 
had gone; or the plane and the boat had drifted 
away from it. Trevelyan walked about for a 
while, and then, shaking his head as if in 
disappointment, dived again. A few moments 
later he was huddling into his coat. He 
displayed a water-soaked cap to Wainwright. 
Adhering to its surface were several thin 
filaments, rather slimy to the touch. 
 “There’s no sign of the man except this 
cap” remarked Trevelyan. “Let’s get back. 
Those boats will take an hour to get here, and 
I don’t want to freeze to death waiting for 
them.” 
 The throttle opened, all conversation 
was at an end until they had landed once more 
in the cove, and taxied to the sand pit. 
 An eager crowd of fishermen encircled 
the aviators as they climbed out into the 
shallow water, and excited questions were 
hurled at them by the companions of the 
missing fisherman. Trevelyan held up his 
hands for silence. The drowned man’s cap 
dripped from his fingers. 
 A hush fell upon the crowd. Some of 
them uncovered, and crossed themselves. 
 “This is all I found,” said Trevelyan. 
“There was no sign of the man. I searched the 
boat, and the water around it, but there was no 
sign of the body.” 
 Old Picar, standing in the front rank of 
the crowd, nodded his head slowly. 
 “It take him joost like it take the 
odders,” he said. 
 It was evident that the result of 
Trevelyan’s search was not a surprise to him. 
 “What took him?” demanded 
Trevelyan. 
 Picar shrugged his shoulders, waved 
his hand vaguely in the direction of the sea, 
but made no reply. 
 Trevelyan turned to Wainwright and in 
a low tone said, “I’m going up to see this man 
Alexandre or Alexander, or whatever his name 

is—the scientist. How are we fixed for a long 
flight?” 
 “The extra gas is in cans in the hut. In 
an hour or so I can have the tanks filled, and 
we’ll be ready for fourteen hours in the air. 
The motor’s working all right.” 
 “Good! Get the gas on board. I’m 
going to change my wet clothes and see 
Alexander. If I find out anything, we may 
need to start right off.” 
 While Trevelyan was changing his 
clothes, he reflected over the mysterious 
tragedy he had witnessed from the dune. What 
had caused the lonely fisherman to lose 
control of his boat? What was the strange mist 
that had apparently pursued the boat and 
overtaken it? And where had the man’s cap 
acquired those slimy threads? It was probable 
that the man’s fate was linked in some way to 
that of the missing aviators. Alexander might, 
perhaps, furnish the clue. 
 When he had finished dressing, 
Trevelyan directed his steps toward the 
building which Picar had pointed out as the 
laboratory of the scientist. 
 A few yards from the door he 
paused—and then hastened his pace through 
the yielding sand. From the building issued 
the sounds of a struggle, mingled with hoarse 
shouts! 
 Trevelyan ran to the door and threw it 
open. 
 He was in a large room, around the 
walls of which ran a continuous bench or 
shelf, loaded with glass tanks, interspersed 
with jars, bottles, and racks of test tubes. His 
attention was immediately riveted on the 
center of the room, which was occupied by 
what appeared to be a tank of larger size, 
covered with wood. 
 Against the side of it stood a tall, thin 
man, his body wrapped by a pair of long 
tentacles, that issued from the tank. With his 
hands he fought off the approach of a dozen 
others that waved slowly and threateningly in 
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the air, and seemed about to encircle him. The 
menacing arms were long, but slender for their 
length. In color, they were of a translucent, 
silvery whiteness, with faint, iridescent 
gleams, that varied as the light played upon 
their shining curves, or penetrated their 
transparency. At times they almost seemed to 
vanish, melting into the background like 
streaks of vapor. 
 “Grab that knife from the bench, and 
hack these things off!” shouted the stranger. 
 In an instant, Trevelyan had seized the 
knife and was at the other man’s side. The 
waving tentacles seemed to sense the 
approach of an enemy, and coiled more 
swiftly about the struggling scientist. 
 Trevelyan, with swift strokes, cut the 
two arms that gripped the scientist’s body, and 
was raising his knife, to strike a third that was 
coiling about the man’s arm, when something 
cold and repulsively slimy slid about his neck, 
and tightened in a strangling grip. In the 
horror of the moment, he felt the knife pulled 
from his grasp, while the unknown monster in 
the tank drew him irresistibly toward the 
wooden side. 
 It was only an instant later, though to 
Trevelyan, straining for life against the 
throttling embrace of the creature, it seemed 
an age, that the tension about his throat 
relaxed abruptly, and he felt himself hurled 
across the floor. 
 The tall man bent over him anxiously, 
and asked, “All right, old man? Sorry I was so 
rough.” He held up the knife. “I had to take 
that away from you. I got away from the 
Hydra just as he caught you by the throat. 
You’ll feel better in a moment.” 
 Trevelyan shivered at the recollection 
of the slimy thing, and put his hand to his 
throat. It was still covered with the secretion 
emitted by the animal. He felt a momentary 
nausea. 
 “You can wash that stuff off in here. 
Better have a drink. You came in the nick of 

time. By the way, my name is Alexander.” 
 “Good God!” exclaimed Trevelyan, 
“What is that confounded beast that had me by 
the neck?” 
 “That,” said the scientist, “is the 
Alexander Hydra,” He looked a trifle 
complacent. 
 “The name doesn’t tell me much, 
except that you are the discoverer,” replied 
Trevelyan. 
 “Not the discoverer, precisely. Say 
rather the inventor.” 
 “Do you mean it’s a—er—synthetic 
animal?” asked Trevelyan. 
 “In a way, yes.” He nodded. “I’ve 
found a way to perpetuate living tissue, with 
the creation of some rather odd animals. I 
hardly know what to call the creatures. The 
Alexander Hydra will never be a popular 
domestic animal. The Greek mythical Hydra 
was many-headed, and the term has become 
synonymous for any evil that is hard to 
extirpate. So the name is appropriate, although 
my Hydra has no head at all. But you mustn’t 
confuse it with the common Hydra, a fresh-
water polyp.” 
 “I won’t,” Trevelyan promised, 
“because I never heard of it. But what, in the 
name of Pygmalion, have you given life to?” 
 “Well, perhaps I had better start further 
back in my story. For fifteen years, I have 
been engaged in cultivating in suitable media, 
small pieces of living tissue of various sorts. 
You know other people have done it, too. Dr. 
Carrel has been cultivating a bit of tissue 
taken from the heart of an embryo chicken 
many years ago. I’ve done the same with 
tissues from various kinds of animals, but I’ve 
concentrated very largely on squid tissue. 
 “At first I had to use very small pieces, 
washing them and changing the solution every 
day. The tissue, as you know, has to absorb its 
food from the medium in which it is kept, and 
must discharge the waste products of 
metabolism back into the solution. Since it is 
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merely a collection of somatic cells, none of 
which are differentiated for specific 
functions—” 
 “Wait a minute,” said Trevelyan, “I’m 
not a biologist. Say it in words of one syllable 
if you want me to follow you.” 
 “Sorry,” replied Alexander, “the tissue 
is not equipped with organs for digesting food 
or excreting waste products, and therefore 
these functions have to be performed for it. 
However, my experiments, in accelerated 
evolution were directed toward the possibility 
of causing this undifferentiated agglomeration 
of cells to evolve into a self-sustaining animal. 
(I noticed your warning look, Trevelyan; I’ll 
keep to plain English.) Do you follow me so 
far?” 
 “If you mean that you were trying to 
grow a whole squid out of a little chunk, I do,” 
replied Trevelyan. 
 “Yes. But not necessarily a normal 
squid. It was necessary to go through many 
preliminary steps. I changed the solution very 
gradually and reduced the frequency of 
washing until, after hundreds of trials and 
failures, I succeeded in producing squid tissue 
which had adapted itself to ordinary sea water, 
provided the water was filled with plankton. 
Don’t be alarmed! Plankton are the minute, 
jelly-like life of the sea that form the food of 
the smaller free-swimming animals. As you 
know, such tissue grows at an enormous rate. 
Other experimenters have been obliged to 
continually reduce the size of the specimen by 
cutting off part of it from time to time. It was 
unable to continue its life processes because it 
became clogged by its own waste products. 
By producing a self-sustaining tissue, 
however, I was enabled to grow specimens of 
considerable size. You just made the 
acquaintance of one! The growth is truly 
astonishing, while not as rapid as the 
multiplication of bacteria, which may divide 
and double in number every fifteen minutes. 
As you can easily calculate, if the division 

occurred only once an hour, the descendants 
of a single bacterium would in two days 
number almost 300,000,000; and in three 
days, the progeny would weigh about 7,000 
tons. Naturally, scarcity of food is the limiting 
factor in all such rates of growth. My squid 
tissue, it is true, did not grow so fast, but fast 
enough to take me by surprise. The specimen 
that gave us both so warm a reception was 
only a foot long yesterday. 
 “Only one more fact to complete this 
rather dry lecture. While none of these Hydra 
have grown into normal squids, they have 
nearly all developed tentacles, which grow 
from every part of the body. The digestive 
system remains primitive, food being 
absorbed through the outer surface in the same 
manner as with the single-celled animals. 
 “I call them Hydra, I neglected to say, 
because they cannot be killed by cutting them 
in pieces. Each severed part grows as rapidly 
as before and becomes an entire individual; if 
indeed they are individuals, for I am uncertain 
whether they should not be classed as colonies 
of animals. In many respects they resemble 
some of the colonies among the protozoa.” 
 Trevelyan did not comment on these 
remarks, but instead asked another question. 
 “How long is it since you found out 
that these Hydra could live in sea water 
without requiring washing, and special 
solutions, and all that sort of thing?” 
 “Only about a month.” 
 “And what have you been doing with 
the tissue you cut away?” 
 “I threw it into the drain pipe where all 
my waste goes. It leads down the dune to the 
water.” 
 “My dear sir,” said Trevelyan, “we’ve 
solved it!” 
 “Solved what?” asked Alexander. 
 “The fate of the missing fisherman—
and, by George, of the missing aviators!” 
 “What missing aviators?” 
 “All of them. The dozen or more 
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transatlantic fliers that have been lost in 
perfectly good weather.” 
 “Well, well, that’s too bad. So there 
have been fatal accidents? But they’ll do it 
some day.” 
 “Do what?” 
 “Fly the Atlantic.” 
 “Fly the Atlantic! Why, don’t you ever 
read the papers? Didn’t you ever hear of 
Lindbergh, Chamberlain, Byrd, Hinton, and 
the rest?” 
 “Sorry, I’m afraid not. I’m seldom 
away from here except to get supplies and I 
never read the newspapers. I guess I haven’t 
seen anyone but you and the fishermen for 
several years. So they’ve succeeded in flying 
across! And all these people you’ve 
mentioned—have they all disappeared?” 
 “No, no,” replied Trevelyan in 
desperation, “they’ve all succeeded. It’s the 
others that are lost. I’m morally certain that all 
the disappearances can’t be attributed to 
weather conditions or accidents. Some of 
these planes are the victims of Hydra. I’m 
convinced of it! Today from the dune I saw a 
fishing boat overtaken by what looked like a 
cloud of mist. When we reached the boat, the 
fisherman was gone.” 
 The scientist’s expression changed at 
Trevelyan’s words, and he leaned forward in 
some consternation. 
 “You mean,” he said, “that the pieces 
of tissue I’ve discarded have gone on growing 
and—Good God, the poor fellows! What a 
horrible fate!” 
 “These Hydra cannot be killed by 
cutting in pieces, you said,” continued 
Trevelyan. “How can they be exterminated?” 
 “Starvation, poison, disease.” 
Alexander shrugged his shoulders. “Those 
pieces on the floor, put back into the tank, 
would grow like the parent.” He pointed to the 
fragments of tentacles which still writhed 
slowly. “Left there, they will dry up and die. 
An ordinary poison of moderate strength, 

formaldehyde, carbolic acid, lysol, anything of 
that sort, will quickly kill them. Look.” 
 He took a bottle from the shelf and 
emptied the contents on the severed tentacles. 
For a moment they squirmed faster, then 
subsided into complete stillness. 
 “The attack of a sufficiently large 
number of small fish would probably 
accomplish the same result. There are 
parasites that are found in many marine 
animals, and in squids themselves, which 
could destroy these creatures.” 
 “I have it!” shouted Trevelyan, 
jumping to his feet. “Come down with me 
while I make arrangements with Wainwright.” 
 Two hours later the seaplane set out 
for New York, while a telegram to Admiral 
Stokes prepared the way for the destruction of 
the Hydra. Trevelyan, alone, went to St. 
Johns, where he visited a ship-chandler, and 
returned with certain iron implements that 
clanked in the tonneau of the hired car. 
 
THE quiet of the morning was broken by the 
shattering roar of the motor, as the heavily 
laden plane taxied across the still waters of the 
inlet, and, gathering flying speed, rose slowly 
into the air. The rear cockpit of the plane was 
filled with metal cylinders that connected with 
two pipes that led to the sides of the fuselage 
and pointed downward toward the tail. In the 
pilot’s cockpit were Wainwright and 
Trevelyan, while the observer’s post in the 
nose was taken by the scientist. Under the 
lower wings, in the space allotted to bombs, 
hung a row of cylindrical objects made of 
sheet metal and painted in bright red and 
white squares. 
 The sea was calm with hardly a breath 
of air stirring. When they crossed the sand-
bar, they could see the surf lazily rolling in, a 
line of white drawn across the green. The 
three occupants of the plane eagerly scanned 
the water as the beach fell away behind them. 
Nothing disturbed the blue expanse but an 
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occasional sail and the smudges of steamers 
near the horizon. 
 Toward each trail of smoke Trevelyan 
and the scientist directed their glasses, only to 
signal each other by a shake of the head that 
their quarry was not yet in sight. For four 
hours they flew, following the circumference 
of a huge circle, calculated to bring them back 
to their starting point before their fuel was 
exhausted. 
 Trevelyan, surveying the surface of the 
water with the closest attention, suddenly 
waved excitedly to the scientist. Two pairs of 
binoculars fixed themselves on the thin line 
where sea and sky joined. Scarcely visible in 
the vibrating lenses appeared a faint silvery 
smudge, like a cloud or a patch of mist. 
Around swung the nose of the plane as 
Wainwright followed the direction of the 
glasses, and with a whine of higher pitch, the 
plane, like a hound scenting the quarry, set off 
on its new course. 
 To Trevelyan, their progress seemed 
incredibly slow. They seemed to hang 
suspended in space without appreciable 
movement. Below them their shadow, a black 
cross, drifted slowly across the sparkling 
mirror of the sea. Yet the patch of mist on the 
horizon grew in size and clearness until it was 
visible to the unaided eyes of Wainwright. 
 Closer and closer came the silvery 
mist, but still it remained as elusive as before. 
At times it seemed to move, as if streamers of 
vapor weaved through its substance. The 
faintest of colors played through it like the 
iridescence of a smear of oil. Yet always the 
water showed through, a lighter greenish 
shade than the surrounding blue. 
 Trevelyan signaled with a gesture and 
the plane began to descend. Around the 
strange vapor it swept, until it barely cleared 
the tops of the waves. Viewed horizontally, 
the mysterious mist no longer baffled 
comprehension, for the tangled mass of 
writhing tentacles that reached skyward were 

now visible. 
 It was a Hydra! Monstrous, evil, the 
thing crawled upon the surface, reaching 
upward for prey, sensing the approach of man, 
stretching with all its horrid tentacles for the 
hapless victim that might venture within its 
reach. Its hideous arms, thick and powerful at 
the base, seemed to tower to enormous 
heights, their limit vague and uncertain 
because of the increasing transparency toward 
the tips. 
 Trevelyan, overcoming the nausea that 
assailed him again at the recollection of his 
encounter with the smaller creature in the 
laboratory, signaled once more to Wainwright. 
In spite of the horror which almost unnerved 
the three men, they prepared to put into 
execution their preconcerted plan. 
 The plane turned and began a long 
glide toward the Hydra. They did not dare to 
fly too low for fear of the waving tentacles, 
yet for the success of their plan they must be 
low enough to strike with accuracy. Trevelyan 
glanced back at the red and white checked 
buoys which hung like bombs under the lower 
wings. To each buoy was fastened a harpoon 
by means of a short length of chain. 
 The plane’s speed was terrific as they 
approached the monster. With throttle wide 
open, it dived. Down it roared toward the 
squirming mass. Trevelyan pulled the left 
bomb release control. One-half the harpoons 
dropped. They sailed through the air like 
arrows, the buoys trailing behind. Straight into 
the center of the creature they plunged. 
Trevelyan, looking over the side, was stunned 
by the blow of one of the whip-like tentacles. 
He heard the thumps and shocks of others 
striking on the hull and wings. 
 Wainwright drew back the stick, and 
the plane rose sharply. Even as it climbed, the 
motor missed. Stuttering, coughing, the engine 
labored to pull the plane up the steep climb. 
Wainwright leveled off again, and the strain 
relieved, the motor resumed its steady rhythm. 
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The scientist glanced back with curiosity. The 
missing engine did not alarm him, but to 
Trevelyan it foreshadowed the failure of their 
plan. He saw Wainwright’s face white and set 
as he moved the stick for a flipper turn. 
 Again they headed for the Hydra. 
Trevelyan, waiting for the instant to release 
the remaining harpoons, saw the tentacles 
lashing the sea in fury as the Hydra strove to 
escape from the stinging barbs. The red and 
white buoys showed clearly against the 
greenish tinge of its flesh. At any instant it 
might attempt to escape by submerging. The 
buoys would prevent it, if Trevelyan’s 
estimate of the animal’s feeble swimming 
ability was correct. 
 This time they dived lower. There 
were fewer upraised tentacles. The wind of 
their passage pressed against Trevelyan’s head 
as he leaned over the side. The noise of wind 
and motor rose to a howl in that deafening 
instant when he pulled the other release 
control. The remaining harpoons plunged 
downward. 
 Wainwright jerked the stick back. The 
motor stuttered again, and then started firing. 
The shriek of the wind fell away to a low-
pitched whine as the plane rose. A violent 
shock went through it. It wavered. A gaping 
hole revealed the framework of one wing. 
They had struck another of the waving arms! 
 Wainwright eased the strain on the 
motor, and again it fired, but erratically, in a 
series of staccato barks. Now they had 
scarcely flying speed. He put the ship into a 
spiral. 
 Trevelyan looked again at the Hydra. It 
was using its tentacles in an attempt to swim, 
to escape from the strange bird that stung it 
from the air. The central part of its body was 
below the surface, pulling on the buoys which 
bobbed and ducked in the foam. While the 
harpoons held, their plan had a chance of 
success. But with a failing motor—Trevelyan 
dismissed the thought from his mind, and 

reached for the gas valves. From the pipes 
poured a dense white cloud of smoke that 
trailed behind the plane and slowly sank to the 
water in a white curtain. As it cooled, it sank 
more swiftly, but the plane barely kept above 
the poisonous fog-bank. On each turn it lost 
altitude, and came closer to the deadly 
phosphorus gas! 
 Wainwright strove to make the descent 
as gradual as possible. In his efforts to 
maintain altitude, he kept the plane at the 
verge of stalling. The gas had hidden the 
Hydra from their view. Below them hung a 
solid white bank of clouds. Trevelyan watched 
the gas valves anxiously. If the engine would 
only hold out! Its firing became more steady. 
They were getting close to the cloud of 
poisonous gas. Wainwright pulled back gently 
on the stick, feeling the plane’s effort. It was 
like a doctor’s delicate touch on a sick man’s 
pulse. The plane held its altitude on one turn. 
The motor seemed to gain in strength. He 
pulled back a little more on the stick. They 
climbed. 
 They were widening the gap between 
themselves and the poison gas. Slowly they 
rose, while the tanks continued to pour out the 
phosphorus. In another minute, Trevelyan 
guessed, they would have emptied the gas 
tanks of their poison. He watched the pipes 
from which the gas poured. The stream was 
thinner, less opaque than before. Without 
warning, the motor stopped dead! 
 The abrupt silence was appalling; more 
terrifying than any sound. The plane, a solid 
support the instant before, turned into a 
slipping, wavering thing, a wisp, too frail to 
hold them in that sea of air. Trevelyan 
clutched at the side of the plane. Sky and sea 
whirled in a mad spin before his eyes. The 
nose of the plane pointed to a white spot—the 
phosphorus cloud that covered the Hydra. He 
looked at Wainwright’s hand. It grasped the 
stick firmly. He was letting the plane get up 
speed before attempting to pull it out of the 
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spin. 
 The white curtain closed about them. 
A strangling, sickish cloud enveloped the 
plane. Trevelyan held his breath until his pulse 
hammered in his ears and iron hands clutched 
at his chest. His eyes, smarting with the gas, 
were fixed on Wainwright’s hand. He saw it 
move back. The bottom of the plane pressed 
up against his feet, and a lead weight seemed 
to bear upon the back of his head. The plane 
had become a solid thing again. 
 Abruptly they swept out of the gas into 
the sunshine. Trevelyan breathed deep of the 
clear air; he tore off his goggles and dashed 
his hand across his eyes. They were skimming 
the crests of the waves, porpoising in long 
leaps from the tops of the rollers. Wainwright 
lay back in his seat without moving. He had 
pulled the plane out of its spin just before 
being overcome by the gas, and the machine 
had landed itself unaided. 
 In the noise, the scientist—looking 
unperturbed as usual—was attempting to 
scoop up water with his hat. Wainwright 
opened his eyes and looked inquiringly at 
Trevelyan. The latter glanced back. Behind 
them was the dense bank of poison gas. Under 
that cloud, unseen by the three men, writhed 
the Hydra; but more and more feebly, as the 
phosphorus burned deep into the nauseous 
flesh! 
 
ALEXANDER shook hands warmly with 
Trevelyan as he rose to go. He glanced toward 
the central tank in the laboratory. The wooden 
cover had been removed. On the bottom lay a 
lifeless mass of whitish coils, and there was an 

odor of phosphorus in the air. 
 “Your method was a success, I think. 
However, I shall watch it for some time to be 
sure there is no life left in it.” 
 The scientist’s face showed his regret 
at the destruction of his creation. 
 “Have you decided to discontinue your 
experiments?” inquired Trevelyan. 
 Alexander looked astonished. 
“Discontinue them? Why, of course not! Even 
I have no right to do that. The work of science 
must go on. But you need have no further 
fears on that score. This tank shall be the 
lethal chamber for every bit of tissue grown in 
my laboratory.” 
 Trevelyan nodded. “By the way, 
Wainwright doesn’t know anything about the 
origin of the Hydra. He thinks it was a huge 
squid or octopus. I don’t see the necessity for 
letting him or anyone else know any more 
than that.” 
 He smiled, and added, “Your 
knowledge of marine life has been invaluable 
to us. We should never have suspected a 
mollusc if you hadn’t suggested the idea to 
us.” 
 The breeze blew softly in Trevelyan’s 
face as he approached the beach. Several boats 
were putting out, and old Picar stood watching 
them. To Trevelyan he said: 
 “Sea safe again for feesherman, no?” 
 “Why do you think so?” asked 
Trevelyan. 
 The old man spread his hands 
deprecatingly, but made no reply. 
 Then he shuffled away over the 
pebbles. 

 


