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The Ultra-Gamma Wave  
by D. E. Winstead, M. D. 

 
 CLOSED the switch and pressed my 
trembling hands hard to my ears to shut 
out the shock of the explosion. There 
was a muffled roar, a swish of air against 

my face, and a great spurt of dirt and debris 
hurtled high into the air to fall in dust and 
twisted wreckage quite near the sheltered 
spot where I stood. 

It was done! And I heaved a sigh of 
resignation. I could relax now for the first 
time in many days. Yes, I could surely 
rejoice now that it was all over with, the 
terrible instrument of destruction and with it 
the most enticing temptation which is has 
ever been the lot of a poor gullible human to 
shoulder was gone forever! 

I closed my eyes for a moment and 
reviewed it all with abated breath. The 
promise of unlimited wealth, the acclaim of 
millions along with the curses of other 
millions, the possibility of almost absolute 
dictatorial power and world domination, with 
princes, kings, and statesmen alike hastening 
to do my bidding. 

For weeks these visions had assailed 
me, and it wasn’t easy to repudiate it all. But 
now that it was done, my confidence in my 
own sanity, at least, was restored. The strain 
of holding in balance for so long the fate of 
the entire world, its civilizations, its 
traditions, its hope for the future, is quite 
enough to make one a bit mad, at best. 

But my relief from mental anguish 
was not to be so easily attained. After 
sleeping the clock around, I awoke to a 
feeling of remorse, and a sense of great 
personal loss. The flitting away at once of all 
the desires to which the flesh falls heir is not 
to be erased from the memory at one fell 

stroke, as I was to learn. I My sigh was almost a sob as the 
realization bore in upon me that The Ultra 
Gamma Generator was destroyed, that no 
one in all the world but me knew of its 
having existed. My long dream of wealth and 
power was ended and here was I penniless, 
prematurely gray, unloved, unheralded, and 
sick! I who but a few hours ago held within 
my hands more potential power than it was 
ever the lot of man to hold before, and now I 
was but a puny, helpless worm whose great 
sacrifice must remain forever unsung! 

And so the visions of what might 
have been continued to come unbidden, and 
my efforts to comfort myself with the 
counter vision of my hands stained with 
innocent blood, of a disrupted world where 
misery, terror, and panic ran rife brought me 
but small respite. 

Depravity? Maybe. But try and put 
yourself in my place and see how it feels to 
slough off ten fold more than your fondest 
dreams have ever pictured! It was the only 
really big thing I’d ever done in my life, and 
yet I was regretting having done it! It is easy 
enough to see that I had done the only square 
thing there was to do under the 
circumstances, and I’d have been a poor 
specimen of man to have done otherwise, but 
with the instrument of realization in your 
very hand and no one to gainsay or advise 
you, it isn’t easy to be consoled at having 
rejected it; believe you me, brother, it isn’t 
easy! 
 

T was on a day in June, 1923, that I first 
met Gerald Farley in the seaport city of 
Victoria, Hong Kong, China. He was 
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stout, middle-aged, and slightly gray at the 
temples—a chemist in an English sugar 
refinery with a deal of liberty and a daughter 
who had spent the past three or four years 
with him in the Orient. 

My good friend Lieutenant Sharp of 
the U.S.S. Victory had referred me to Farley 
in my quest of employment. I had met with 
reverses in recent years and my reserve funds 
were running alarmingly low. 

“You will find Farley a very 
admirable gentleman,” advised Sharp. “His 
anti-Japanese sentiments are a pet obsession 
of his which he discusses only with persons 
of discretion, and one which we, who know 
him best, have learned to smile at and 
overlook. Don’t let his views influence you 
too much.” 

Farley seemed more than pleased 
with my references. “I am sure you and I can 
come to terms, Dexter,” he told me. “My 
daughter is leaving me in a few days to 
return to the States, and I shall require an 
assistant in my private laboratory. She has 
conducted this lab, almost independently for 
the past three years. What spare time I have 
had has been given to an invention of my 
own, of which I shall probably tell you more 
later; in the meantime please do not mention 
it to anyone.” 

When all the details of my new 
position had been discussed and an 
agreement reached I arose to go. 

“Just a moment, Dexter,” said Farley, 
“I’d like you to meet my daughter.” 

He left the room, but was gone only a 
few moments when he returned and a 
slightly built young woman followed him in. 
She was blond, probably twenty-three or -
four years old, her flaxen hair was cut in a 
sort of freakish bob. From the blue depth of 
her eyes, she smiled a most cordial greeting. 
In all, she seemed rather coquettish, and not 
at all what I had expected to see in the 

person of a capable spinster who could so 
efficiently conduct a first-class modern 
chemical laboratory unassisted. 

“Lucile, this is Mr. Lon Dexter,” he 
said, “who will take over your work in the 
shop. My daughter, Lucile, Dexter. She will 
be with you for a few days until you get the 
hang of our routine.” 

Somehow my surprise seemed to 
have robbed me of my senses. I was 
speechless, and thought I must be staring 
very stupidly. True, I had never seen anyone 
before quite like Lucile Farley, but at that, 
the sight of her shouldn’t have robbed me of 
my wits! Yet I must admit that she was 
stunning. I recall wondering vaguely how I 
could ever have thought Hong Kong a dull 
place, and I recall experiencing a keen sense 
of regret that she was leaving so soon; but 
aside from that, my thoughts and actions for 
those few moments are rather vague. 

At length I managed to acknowledge 
the introduction in some manner. I do not 
recall what it was that brought a laugh to her 
lips, but at any rate, the laugh served to 
reassure me, bring my pulse-rate back to 
something near normal, and enable me to 
think clearly once more. 
 

OR all of that night and for many 
succeeding nights, and days as well, the 
lovely vision of Lucile Farley was ever 

in my mind. Why? Had I met this maiden 
before in some previous incarnation? Was 
she that kindred spirit I had sought so long in 
vain? Was it the call of fate which had 
brought me to the Orient for the sole purpose 
of contacting this kindred spirit? Then why 
was I to lose her again so soon? 

I had no concrete idea that I was in 
love with her, and yet I knew that she had 
impressed me as no one else ever had, and 
for the life of me I did not know why. 

I had not been in Farley’s employ 
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many days before I sensed that his private 
laboratory was not the real reason why he 
had employed me. He manifested little or no 
interest in my work in ‘the shop,’ as he 
called it. He had resigned his position with 
the refinery soon after his daughter left, and 
was spending all his time in his study at his 
home, presumably with his invention which 
he had cautioned me not to mention. 

I knew that my employer had 
something on his mind, but I carefully 
guarded this knowledge from him. I was not 
surprised, however, when he summoned me 
to his study one day some six weeks after I 
had entered his service. 

“Your knowledge of chemistry, 
Dexter,” he said with the air of one who is 
about to unburden himself, “has surprised 
and delighted me; for, candidly, I did not 
secure your services with a view to 
continuing this laboratory of ours very much 
longer. I felt that you could be trusted, and I 
am greatly in need of the help of someone 
whom I can trust. It is a matter of vastly 
more importance than that dinky little shop 
could ever be. 

“That is the reason I sent Lucile 
away; so that I may carry out my plans 
without her suspecting anything amiss. I do 
not want her to be worried about such 
matters, you see, and of course, she would be 
gravely concerned about my personal safety 
if she knew the truth. 

“The truth, Dexter, is this: For 
several years I have been attached to the U. 
S. Intelligence Service, and in that capacity I 
have learned a great deal that those at the 
head of our government at Washington do 
not know, nor will they believe it when I 
report to them. 

“Ever since the World War the Japs 
have been making colossal preparations for a 
most destructive war against the United 
States. Even now their factories are running 

to capacity, night and day, manufacturing 
munitions and battle planes. They have 
realized what our leaders have not been 
brought to see; that the battleship is obsolete, 
as the factor of paramount importance in 
modern warfare. They plan to utterly 
demolish several of our largest cities 
simultaneously, in such manner as to 
discourage any concrete idea of concerted 
resistance! 

“Recently, because I reported this 
truth, or what my investigation led me to 
believe to be the truth, I was discharged from 
the Intelligence Service. My reports were not 
confirmed by other investigators, they say. 

“So you see, I am now a free-lance, 
and in that capacity I very foolishly wrote a 
series of articles for one of the leading 
American magazines concerning this Jap 
menace; and although I took every possible 
precaution to prevent their being traced back 
to me, I have reason to believe that they have 
been traced. They have put Japanese spies 
upon me and now I fear that they have 
learned of my invention.” 

“Oh yes,” I said, “I recall that you 
told me of an invention which you were 
working on. And have the Japs stolen it?” 

“No, I do not think they even have 
any idea what it is. If they did they would 
make a more concerted effort to obtain it. I 
have been very careful, and they have 
learned nothing definite, but they are 
suspicious, and upon two occasions they 
have tried to kill me.” 

I sat up at once with renewed interest. 
“Indeed! Then why haven’t you told me of 
this before?” 

“Candidly, I wanted to be sure of 
you. I do not mind telling you now that I 
have investigated you thoroughly. As I said, 
they are suspicious and are watching me. For 
that reason I dare not try out my little 
instrument, now that I have it perfected, to 
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determine the extent of its effectiveness. 
“Then you do not know whether it 

will work successfully or not?” 
 
H, yes, I know it will work 
successfully and effectively, but just 
how much improvement I have 

achieved over my earlier models I do not 
know. The Japs must not get this machine, 
Dexter! It is most important that I get this 
instrument to America as soon as possible, 
and I want you to help me to do it.” 

“Of course, I’ll do anything I can,” I 
said. “But if it is an invention pertaining to 
warfare, you have not only the Japs to think 
of but the English customs inspectors as 
well. If it is as important as you seem to 
think why not destroy it and rebuild it after 
you have reached America.” 

“Both points are well taken,” replied 
Farley earnestly. “It would be almost but not 
quite as bad if it were to fall into the hands of 
the British, and it was my original intention 
to do as you have suggested, but I have 
reason to believe that Japan is almost ready 
to strike. It takes months to construct this 
instrument, compact though it is.” 

“And you think that this instrument 
would thwart them in their designs upon our 
country, if they have any?” I asked, unable to 
conceal my skepticism. 

“There is no doubt on that score. I 
know it would. I have chosen to call this 
instrument ‘The Ultra-Gamma Projector.’ It 
projects a vibratory wave which is away and 
by far the most destructive agency known to 
man!” 

“Ah!” I exclaimed with renewed 
interest. “Then you have indeed devised one 
of those ‘death-ray’ machines which we read 
of in pseudo-scientific fiction!” 

“No, Dexter, it is by no means a 
death-ray. And I dislike to call it a ray. The 
wave which it emits is so far departed from 

the light-spectrum that such nomenclature 
would be incorrect. I named it ‘Ultra-
Gamma’ in the days before I realized how 
vast was the gulf between this wave and the 
gamma ray of radium. You see, I have been 
playing with this power for nearly eight 
years, but I have learned only recently how 
to direct and control it. It has very nearly 
killed me a dozen times. 

“At first I too thought it was a ray, 
and I called it ‘The Ultra-Gamma Ray.’ But 
it does not cause any fluorescence of 
sensitive chemicals, nor does it act like any 
of the vibratory rays akin to light. For the 
sake of euphony I chose to ignore the vast 
gap between it and radium, and merely 
changed the name to ‘Ultra-Gamma Wave.’ 

“But,” I objected, “if it does not 
affect a photographic plate nor fluorescence 
sensitive chemicals how under heaven did 
you discover it?” 

“By its effect upon certain forms of 
inorganic matter.” 

“Oh, then it will disintegrate matter?” 
“No, it does not disintegrate matter. It 

merely causes certain forms of matter to 
vibrate with such rapidity as to be very 
destructive to the surrounding material either 
organic or inorganic, although it has little or 
no effect upon organic matter per se; 
otherwise I would not be here to tell about it. 
It merely shakes the foundation from under 
organic matter, to be exact!” 
 

HAT form of matter is most 
effected by this wave?” I asked 
still barely able to avoid showing 

my skepticism. 
“Silicon,” he replied without 

hesitation, “I can shake the foundation from 
under the largest building or an army, as you 
will, in less than an hour!” 

Yes, I was indeed skeptical, but I was 
fascinated. Was this strange man really in 

“O 
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possession of such a device, or was he 
merely a madman with delusions of grandeur 
and persecution? His story was fantastic 
enough to justify the suspicion of paranoia, 
and yet his earnestness was most convincing. 

“But enough of this!” resumed 
Farley. “We must get the Ultra-Gamma 
Projector to America, and my plan is to 
disassemble it in part, so that it will appear to 
be nothing more than a very ordinary radio 
set. That should get us by the customs 
inspectors, for they are not suspicious. Also I 
shall leave here a partly dismantled radio set 
to create the impression that it was radio I 
was experimenting with and that my device 
was unsuccessful and has been abandoned. 
That for the benefit of these Japanese spies 
who have shown so much interest in me. 
Then we shall go by way of Japan, visiting 
Yokohama and Tokio to further disarm 
suspicion.” 

“Have you ever seen these spies you 
speak of?” I asked casually, still not knowing 
whether I wanted to believe or discredit him. 

“No, but one of my operatives has. 
He chased them away upon two occasions 
after they had taken a shot at me. It seems 
they are rather bad marksmen.” 

I tried to dissuade Farley from 
returning to America by way of Japan. If he 
really had in his possession such an 
instrument as he claimed, I was most anxious 
that none but my own country might fall heir 
to it. I think anyone would have felt that 
way, and I thought that the quickest and 
shortest route home would be the safest. 

“But I am sure I am under 
surveillance, Dexter,” he argued. “And if I 
were to attempt to sail to San Francisco 
direct I fear my frail bit of strategy would not 
be sufficient to deceive these Jap spies. And 
too, I want to meet Charley Ling at 
Yokohama. Charley Ling is an operative 
who has worked under me in The U. S. 

Intelligence Service for the past year and a 
half. He has some data which we dare not 
send by mail, and he cannot come to me just 
now. I am most anxious to obtain these data 
which I hope to use in writing more of my 
series of articles in an effort to induce the 
American people to demand an adequate 
aerial defense against annihilation at the 
hands of some more aggressive power. The 
Ultra-Gamma Projector, you see, is effective 
only for purposes of invasion. You could not 
bring down a plane with it. Though, of 
course, so long as other powers know that 
such an instrument is in our possession there 
will be no attempt at invasion. And it is in 
my series of articles yet to come, that I 
intend also to publish the truth about my 
invention, once it is safely in the possession 
of our War Department. 

“Weren’t you afraid to trust a Jap in 
the matter of collecting evidence against his 
own country?” 

“Charley Ling isn’t a Jap. He is 
Chinese. A very well-educated man, too. 
And his hatred of the Japs is exceeded only 
by his untiring energy and his faithfulness.” 

And so it was that on August 30, 
1923, we sailed up rippling Bay and landed 
at Yokohama. The Customs officials were 
the very last word in courtesy, and their 
inspection of our luggage was but meagre. 
Their attitude, as a whole, was quite 
disarming to such contentions as Farley had 
been advocating. 

We were conveyed by jinrikisha to a 
hotel, the name of which I have forgotten, 
but it was equipped with modern 
conveniences and afforded a magnificent 
view. 

Here at about ten next morning we 
met Charley Ling. He was distinctly Chinese, 
though garbed in western dress. Of this I was 
glad, for as yet most of the natives I had seen 
wore almost no clothing, or thronged the 
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streets clad in jackets sans trousers! 
He spoke excellent English with 

almost no accent, but there was a cunning, 
furtive glint in his almond-shaped eyes, and 
his squat round figure seemed to convey a 
lynx-like slyness that I disliked instinctively. 
In short, I formed a subconscious distrust of 
Charley Ling upon first sight. 

Farley though appeared to have 
almost unlimited confidence in him, and they 
conferred in private for more than an hour. 

“Does Charley Ling know anything 
about the Ultra-Gamma Projector?” I asked 
when the Chinaman had gone. 

“He knows nothing about the nature 
of it, I’m sure,” replied Farley. “But in any 
event, his only interest would be his 
friendship for me.” 

“Did you have other operatives when 
you were in the employ of the Government?” 

“Two others at one time or another, 
but both worked under Charley Ling. 
Charley is equal to a dozen ordinary 
operatives. He has channels of information 
that would amaze you. Verily, Charley Ling 
is a wiz!” 

I had to smile at that one, and not 
only because Farley so seldom indulged in 
slang, “No doubt,” I returned. “But I 
wouldn’t believe any unproven statement of 
his. If your data regarding Jap propaganda 
are based only upon information received 
from Charley Ling I vote to destroy the 
Ultra-Gamma Projector and forget how it 
was constructed. It is far too dangerous and 
destructive an instrument to be placed at the 
disposal of any war-like power, even at that 
of our own country, unless grave danger 
threatens. And frankly, I wouldn’t believe 
Charley Ling if he were sworn by the most 
sacred oath in the temple of the Bronze 
Buddha that you and I have seen.” 

Farley turned upon me almost 
angrily. He surveyed me thus for a moment, 

then smiled indulgently. “Why, you have 
seen Charley Ling but once, Dexter,” he 
replied, “while to me he is an acquaintance 
and friend of long standing who has proven 
himself in many ways. He has saved my life 
upon two occasions! Strange; Lucile, too, 
had that same unfounded prejudice against 
poor Charley! Oh well, we Americans are so 
accustomed to thinking of the Chinaman as 
an ignorant Coolie, that we just cannot 
realize that all Chinese aren’t like that.” 

“Perhaps you are right in this 
instance,” I replied resignedly. “But I am 
seldom wrong in my first impressions, and I 
still maintain that I wouldn’t trust Charley 
Ling as far as I could pull a ’rikisha up 
yonder bluff, and that isn’t far upon a day 
like this.” 
 

EXT morning we were up early to 
finish a sight-seeing tour by ’rikisha 
which we had started the afternoon 

before. We enjoyed the quaint scenery 
immensely, and returned to the hotel shortly 
before noon. 

We had locked our valuables in a 
strong trunk and we fancied them secure; but 
imagine our consternation when we returned 
to the room to find that the lid had been 
forced and the trunk stood open! 

“My God!” exclaimed Farley, “The 
Projector!” He rushed frantically to the trunk 
and began rummaging inside it. He was 
right; the Ultra-Gamma Projector was gone! 

“It is gone!” he cried hoarsely, “The 
Japs! They have found it!” 

I was terrified. Until this moment I 
had been skeptical. Skeptical regarding the 
effectiveness of the Ultra-Gamma Projector, 
skeptical of Farley’s sanity, skeptical of 
Charley Ling’s faithfulness and sincerity, 
and most of all skeptical about Farley’s 
flaunted Jap propaganda. But if the thing 
were important enough to induce them to 
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purloin it in this manner—why then 
perhaps—— 

I brought myself up suddenly in the 
course of my gloomy forebodings, for I had 
sensed a distinct and familiar odor. It was a 
peculiar perfume scent. That had been one of 
the things I had disliked about Charley Ling. 
He reeked with the stuff! 

“Charley Ling!” I shouted, “Can’t 
you smell that damned perfume? Find 
Charley Ling and you will find the Ultra-
Gamma Projector, maybe. Though he has 
probably hidden it ere now!” 

Nothing else had been taken. 
Whoever burglarized that trunk came for the 
Ultra-Gamma Generator. Farley seemed 
upon the verge of apoplexy. 

“Hurry!” I shouted, not far from 
frenzy myself, “Let’s go question the 
proprietor! We must find Charley Ling!” 

Our room was upon the second and 
top floor and we descended the narrow flight 
a lot too fast for safety. 

We reached the foot of the stairs 
however, without accident and then 
something happened. 

There was a roar, a crash, and both 
Farley and myself were literally hurled to the 
floor! 

I leaped hastily to my feet and 
assisted Farley to rise. But we had no sooner 
gained our feet when we were again hurled 
down. This time something fell from the wall 
or ceiling and struck me on the left shoulder. 
My arm went numb and I experienced an 
excruciating pain in my left side. I tried to 
rise, sagged, and fell again. 

This time it was Farley who helped 
me to my feet. I could scarcely breathe 
because of the pain in my side. 

“What the hell is going on here?” I 
grated between gasps, but no one seemed to 
know. Farley grasped my arm and hurried 
with me toward the nearest exit. We reached 

the open just in time to see a building across 
the street rock, crumple and fall to the 
ground with a roar! We were thrown to the 
pavement and for a moment I could not 
breathe. 

Then I looked back at the hotel; it 
was wavering and tossing like a ship in a 
storm. I called a warning to Farley and began 
to crawl away from the structure. 
 

HEN I had regained my breath I rose 
to my feet again, only to be sent 
reeling and fall after taking a few 

steps. Farley, though as yet uninjured, had 
fared no better than I, but together we 
managed to scramble across the narrow street 
and away from the hotel which was the only 
two-story building in the block, as I recall it. 

We had barely made our way across 
when the hotel came down with a crash! But 
crashes and roaring were quite commonplace 
now as this and that structure trembled, 
rocked and was hurled flat! Pandemonium 
reigned everywhere. I saw men and women 
running in all directions, and that in the 
wildest sort of panic. I heard screams and 
cries of anguish mingled with the crash and 
up-roar. I saw mangled forms of human 
beings, and some were crushed beyond all 
hope of recognition. 

Again and again Farley and I were 
hurled down upon the littered street. At 
length we desisted in our efforts to stand and 
sat gasping upon the ground. 

Farley had grasped a handful of sand 
in that last fall, and now I saw him looking at 
it with an expression of the most profound 
horror I have ever seen depicted upon a 
human countenance. 

I had collected my wits somewhat. 
“It’s an earthquake!” I shouted holding on to 
his arm with my right hand. 

“It isn’t!” he screamed, pointing to 
the sand in his hand, “It’s the Ultra-Gamma 
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Wave! Look!” 
The moist sand in his palm was quivering 
and rolling like something alive, but I did not 
catch the significance of the phenomenon 
then. 

“You’re crazy!” I protested. “This 
part of the earth is subject to earthquakes.” 

“Not to quakes like this one, for after 
all it is an earthquake, but I tell you it is 
being produced by the Ultra-Gamma Wave! I 
saw that phenomenon once before, when I 
was hurled down and caught up a handful of 
mud, and with that tip I devised this gauge!” 

His hand went into his pocket and he 
withdrew a small glass tube filled with a 
substance which looked like sand. “I can tell 
the direction from which the waves come 
with this!” 

“By heaven, Dexter! you were right! 
It was Charley Ling who stole the Projector! 
The Japs would not use it to destroy their 
own country! What a fool I have been! I told 
him too much, and he learned more! The 
skunk!” 

The shocks were somewhat less 
violent now, and before I realized what he 
was about, Farley sprang to his feet and 
started running toward a high pagoda near 
by. 

With a cry of warning I ran after him, 
determined to catch and draw him back out 
of the way of danger, but my injury slowed 
me to such an extent that Farley outdistanced 
me despite his age and build. 

“Come quickly!” he yelled. “He is to 
the west of us! He isn’t far away, and with 
this gauge I can locate him! When you see 
Charley Ling shoot first and investigate 
afterward! And when you shoot, shoot to 
kill! We must get him or he’ll terrorize the 
whole world! The damned Chink!” 
 

E was soon slowed down to a rapid 
walk and I overtook him. But again his 

earnestness had reassured me, and I made no 
move to stop him. We hurried onward 
toward the west as rapidly as we could, and I 
loosened the service automatic in the 
shoulder holster underneath my coat. 

I shall not attempt to describe the 
awful scenes I beheld upon that westward 
tramp. How far we traveled I do not know. It 
seemed ages that we tramped along upon the 
verge of exhaustion, hurled down frequently, 
only to arise and stagger onward. There were 
natives, entrapped by fallen timbers and by 
fire, who called out to us piteously for the 
help we dared not spare the time to render. 
There were even little children along the way 
that must be left to their fate, for the safety of 
the entire world hung in the balance and 
haste was most essential! 

Let it suffice to say that it was 
perhaps an hour of the nearest approach to 
hell I have ever known. 

We passed beyond the limits of the 
city for some distance and then, in the 
middle of a clearing, we saw a small hut with 
thatched roof and numerous openings in lieu 
of windows. There were several growths of 
shrubbery scattered about and Farley 
whispered a warning to proceed with care, as 
he believed the rays issued from that hut. We 
concealed ourselves behind this shrubbery as 
much as possible, but there were times when 
we had to expose ourselves to view from the 
hut in order to approach nearer. 

It had been quiet for some moments 
and Farley’s gauge failed to register any 
disturbance, so we reckoned that the 
Projector had been turned off, at least 
temporarily. 

We were within about thirty yards of 
the hut when suddenly Farley staggered and 
crumpled forward upon his face as 
simultaneously there came the crack of a 
high-powered rifle from one of the windows. 

I dived at once for a dense growth of H 



Amazing Stories 
 

10

high bushes near by, and a second shot 
followed me as I reached it. I fell heavily and 
screamed, pretending that I was hit. I kicked 
about for a moment until I had reached a 
position commanding a view of the hut, and 
yet remain concealed from view, groaned 
once more, then lay still. 

My strategy worked even better than 
I had dared hope. After a moment of cautious 
waiting, the evil, leering face of Charley 
Ling appeared in the opening. I took careful 
aim and fired. The head and face disappeared 
from the opening, but I am such a rotten 
marksman that I dared not bestir myself as 
yet. 

I waited a few moments, then raised 
my hat upon a stick to near the top of the 
bushes. Nothing happened. 

At length I got up and crept toward 
the hut. Suddenly I stopped, frozen in my 
tracks, so to speak; for there had come 
another earth shock! 

Was Charley Ling again operating 
the Projector? Did he have an accomplice? 
Perhaps he was down, unable to arise and 
had reached up in his spleen and again 
turned on the power to the Ultra-Gamma 
Projector? 

The earth shocks continued but, 
strangely, they affected me but little. I ran at 
once to the door of the hut with my gun in 
my hand and ready for instant use. 

Charley Ling lay bleeding upon the 
ground floor, and he was nowhere near the 
Ultra-Gamma Projector. It sat upon a box at 
the center of the small room. 

I was assailed with conflicting 
emotions for the moment. Charley Ling lay 
dying with a bullet hole in his neck, the earth 
shocks outside continued with the Ultra-
Gamma machine switched off, for none of its 
tubes were lighted, and I was forced to the 
conclusion that the disturbance in Yokohama 
had been an ordinary earthquake after all. 

But why had he shot Farley? 
 

HARLEY LING stirred, and looked 
weakly up at me. 

“You got me, damn you!” he 
hissed. “But if you had been a little bit 
later—if you had only been a little bit later!” 

“What have you been doing?” I 
asked, bewildered. 

“Been testing out the Ultra-Gamma 
Projector!” Charley Ling laughed a hard 
derisive laugh. “I was hidden in the closet of 
Farley’s home the day he explained the 
damned thing to you. Almost caught me. I 
have just finished with Yokohama and was 
almost ready to start for Tokio!” 

Charley Ling did not know that he 
had also well nigh destroyed Tokio. Well, as 
for that, neither did I, then. 

“Why do we continue to have shocks 
if this contrivance has caused the quake?” I 
asked. 

“I have loosened up something in the 
underlying rock structures that may slip, 
slide and shake for a week or more. I hope it 
continues for a month! I vowed when I was 
but a lad that I’d some day get even with the 
Japs for the murder of my father, and I have 
tried to do it. But hell! I hoped this thing 
would prove to be destructive! It’s too tame, 
but I hope I’ve been able to do a little bit of 
damage!” 

Think of it! The Ultra-Gamma 
Projector wasn’t destructive enough to suit 
Charley Ling! 

When after a few moments Charley 
Ling fell back and lay still, I turned my 
attention to the instrument which had 
wrought such havoc. It looked for all the 
world like a rather crude radio receiving set. 
Radio had not been perfected to its present 
degree of excellence at that time, and the few 
sets I had seen looked something like this 
instrument. 
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It was quite compact, not much larger 
than a portable talking machine, had six 
large vacuum tubes all exposed to view 
across the top, but in lieu of a horn there was 
a network of small glass tubing fused 
together and interwoven very much after the 
fashion of a tennis racket and only slightly 
larger. This instrument was connected by 
means of two small wires to the ground and 
to an automobile battery which sat upon the 
floor. 

I had to bury Farley myself, and in an 
improvised coffin at that, and true to Charley 
Ling’s prediction the earth shocks continued 
for many days. 

Three weeks later I landed in San 
Francisco. The Ultra-Gamma Projector went 
with me. It was upon this voyage back home 
that I fought the terrific battle with myself 
and was wracked and torn by a rough sea of 
conflicting emotions, desire, and scruples. 

Next day after my arrival upon 

American soil I destroyed the Ultra-Gamma 
Projector. I do not know the secret of the 
construction of the hateful thing. I would not 
know the first step in the construction of 
another like it. Thank heaven for that! 

Why did I use dynamite to destroy so 
small an instrument? Ah! I knew you’d ask. I 
could easily have destroyed it with my two 
hands. Or, I could have buried it; but had I 
dismantled it I might have learned the secret 
of its construction and would most surely 
have built another—had I buried it, I knew 
full well that the temptation to go dig it up 
would be well nigh irresistible! 

In a few weeks I had recovered from 
the shock of my most harrowing experiences, 
my broken ribs had healed, and but for a 
rather well-marked premature grayness, I 
was myself again. Then it was that I sought 
and found Lucile Farley—but that is another 
story; and too, her name isn’t Farley now, 
it’s Dexter. 

 


