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N UGLY premonition slithered into 
Brad Brandon’s heart as he came 
within view of the open door and saw 

what lay beyond. “Good God—!” he choked; 
and he broke into a loping run; catapulted 
himself along the carpeted corridor. 
 Then, at the threshold of Celene 
Verlaine’s efficienette apartment, he drew up 
short; stared with dazed disbelief at the chaos 
which lay before him. 
 Ordinarily homelike and feminine, the 
interior of the flat was now a shambles of 
overturned furniture, disordered drapes and 
shattered bric-a-brac. Lucite glow-rods 
countersunk in the ceiling cast down heatless 
artificial sunlight upon a havoc apparently 
wrought by some stupendous struggle; and 
over in a far corner of the living room stood 
the mute wreckage of a phonovis instrument, 

its power line sundered, its stroboscopic 
viewplate cracked and rendered useless, its 
audiomitter ripped out by the roots. 
 These various ominous details Brad 
Brandon noted in a single, all-encompassing 
glance. Then he saw a shoe; a tiny red shoe, 
high heeled, perky, dainty like the lovely 
brunette girl who was its owner—Celene 
Verlaine. And somehow its presence in all this 
litter sent a fresh spate of premonition through 
Brad Brandon’s veins. 
 “Celene! Celene, darling! Answer 
me!” he called, knowing even as he gave 
utterance to the outcry that she would not 
respond; that the girl he loved was nowhere 
within hearing distance of his voice. 
 A hurried, frantic search of the 
apartment confirmed his worst fears. Celene 
was gone; and she had not departed willingly. 
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She must have put up a valiant battle, even to 
the loss of her footgear; but it had been in 
vain. In the end she had been dragged from 
the flat. 
 But why? 
 And at whose hands? 
 In a fury of agonized and frustrated 
suspense, Brandon darted out into the dim 
corridor; sped to another apartment farther 
down the passageway. Here he knocked with 
thunderous insistence, unmindful of the 
disturbance he was creating in the midnight’s 
silence. Cold sweat formed in his clenched 
fists as he waited. 
 Presently there was a response to his 
impatient summons. The door opened and a 
slender blonde girl stared out at him, drowsy-
eyed, her yellow hair streaming about her 
shoulders in a golden Niagara, a sheer 
negligee emphasizing the allure of her lilting 
young contours. 
 “Why, Brad Brandon!” she exclaimed 
sharply. “What in the world are you doing 
here? Aren’t you supposed to be on night shift 
at the rocket plane plant?” 
 The question stabbed briefly at his 
conscience. It was all too true that he should 
have been at his workbench this very moment, 
doing his bit toward defense production. In 
desperate haste, America was rearming 
against the war-threat of a combined 
Japanasian alliance which might launch an 
invasion of the West Coast at any hour. 
Historically repetitious, the United States had 
again been caught unprepared, just as it had 
been caught back in 1917 and again in 1940, a 
hundred years ago. 
 

UT Brandon had no thought, now, for his 
coglike job in the assembling of those 

newly designed rocket-propulsion planes 
which would spell safety for the western 
hemisphere and certain defeat for the 
Japanasian dictator who fancied himself as the 

re-embodiment of a previous century’s Hitler. 
Brandon’s vision was temporarily blinded to 
his country’s urgent needs, just as his eyes 
were also blind to the sweetly dulcet 
appearance of the blonde girl now standing 
before him. 
 He had known this golden haired 
Nalya Gerrard ever since they had been kids 
together in school; known her as a staunch 
friend, a pal he could always turn to when 
trouble came. But he had come to accept her 
as a matter of course, not noticing her youthful 
beauty; unaware that she might be desirable. 
Nor did he notice these things now, for his 
mind was preoccupied with other matters. 
 “Nalya!” he whispered harshly. “Did 
you hear a commotion a while back?” 
 “A commotion, Brad? No, I didn’t 
hear anything. What was it—and where?” 
 He said: “In Celene Verlaine’s 
apartment a few doors up the hall. Something 
has happened to Celene. She—she’s gone.” 
 “Gone?” 
 “Kidnaped!” 
 The blonde Nalya Gerrard drew a swift 
breath. 
 “But I don’t understand, Brad. What 
makes you so sure?” 
 “Thirty minutes ago she dialed me on 
the phonovis, just as I was getting ready to go 
to work. She begged me to get over here as 
fast as I could. She mentioned trouble, danger 
... then, all of a sudden, the connection went 
dead. Her image faded from my viewplate and 
her voice seemed to die off in a scream.” 
 “Brad, no! You don’t think—” 
 “I know, I flagged a taxigyro, came 
here. I found her apartment torn up, her 
phonovis smashed useless. Somebody must 
have entered and overcome her while she was 
talking to me. And now I can’t find her!” 
 Nalya’s voice grew gentle with 
sympathy to match the soft warmth of her 
azure eyes. 
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 “You love Celene, don’t you, Brad? 
More than you c-could ever love anyone 
else?” 
 He nodded, unable to find articulate 
words. 
 Nalya said: “The police must be 
notified. I’ll dial them for you; make the 
report.” 
 “Damn the police!” he burst out 
bitterly. “I’ve got to find Celene myself! And 
if she’s been hurt, I’ll—” 
 Nalya touched his arm. 
“There’s nothing you can do personally, Brad. 
Except to go to your job and hope for the best. 
If this is really a kidnaping, you’d probably 
get in the way when the detectives begin their 
investigation. You’d interfere—and Celene 
might suffer because of it. No, Brad; you must 
go to the plane plant and hope for the best. If I 
learn anything, I’ll contact you there.” 
 He saw the wry wisdom of her advice. 
Compared to police efficiency, his own 
solitary efforts would be bungling and futile. 
He said: 
 “Yes, Nalya. You’re right.” Then, not 
heeding the almost imperceptible gesture with 
which she started to raise her arms toward 
him, he pivoted and made for the staircase. 
 En route, he paused at Celene 
Verlaine’s open door long enough to take a 
last haggard look. Then he went downstairs 
and out of the building; started along the dark 
street— 
 And he stiffened into immobility as he 
felt the muzzle of a blast-gun poking at his 
spine! 
 A voice said harshly: “Make no move 
to escape, my friend, if you wish to live.” 
 Brad Brandon started to answer; but 
the words never reached birth. Something 
bludgeoned him over the back of the skull 
with calculated force; smashed him to his 
knees. He tried to twist around as he fell; tried 
to grapple with his unseen assailant. It was no 

use. Again he was maced over the head, 
savagely, deliberately. 
 He went inert, unconscious. 
 

E WAS tightly strapped to a curious sort 
of chair when he awakened. The chair 

was of insulaplastic, a synthetic material 
recently perfected as a complete non-
conductor of electricity; and it was entirely 
surrounded by a quadrangular, boxlike shield 
of what seemed to be thick lead. 
 For an instant, Brandon had a curious 
sensation of being still unconscious, or asleep; 
a dreamlike feeling of mellow warmth and 
queer superiority to mankind, such as you 
sometimes experience in the pleasanter sort of 
nightmare. Yet he knew he was awake, for his 
eyes were open and he had a full awareness of 
his surroundings. 
 It was strange, he thought, that his 
head didn’t hurt after those two terrific blows 
he had taken. It was equally strange that he 
had no weakness now as a result of those 
vicious clubstrokes. As a matter of fact, he felt 
fine. He felt stronger than he had ever known 
himself to be. 
 Someone undoubtedly had brought 
him here after slugging him senseless. He was 
in a house; a laboratory, evidently. He 
wondered about that, in a remote and 
incurious sort of way. But he was more 
interested in his present sensation of supreme 
well-being. It was almost as he imagined he 
might feel after taking a shot of dope. 
 Maybe that was it, he decided. Maybe 
someone had dosed him with a narcotic after 
strapping him to this insulaplastic chair. The 
idea angered him when he considered it. By 
what right should anyone use him for an 
experimental guinea-pig? 
 With rising anger came remembrance, 
suddenly, like the striking of a hurricane. 
Remembrance of Celene Verlaines’s chaotic 
apartment. Remembrance of Celene herself 
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abducted from her home and carried God 
knew where... 
 Brandon’s muscles tightened. A riptide 
of rage seethed through him, and he swelled is 
chest; surged himself against the heavy leather 
bands that held him helpless. 
 Snap! 
 It was bewildering. Those straps had 
burst open as if they had been cardboard. Brad 
Brandon was free! 
 He stood up, dizzily; tried to adjust 
himself to the fantastic fact that he had broken 
his fetters with a single outward thrust of his 
compact body. Now he made for a narrow 
doorway in the cell-like cubicle of sheet lead 
which housed the chair to which he had been 
fastened. He touched the door with his flat 
palm—and it burst out on its hinges like so 
much paper under the impact of an explosion-
ray bomb! 
 He stepped through the opening; stared 
about him. Then his throat tightened and his 
eyes bulged from their sockets. “Celene! 
Celene, my sweet—!” he piped. 
 

IKE a diminutive brunette goddess, 
Celene Verlaine lay before him, on what 

resembled a surgeon’s operating table at the 
far side of this laboratory room. Her wavy 
midnight hair was in tumbled disarray, her 
dark eyes wide with fear, her sweet form 
bound to the table with lengths of cruel cord 
that cut into her white flesh. “No ... please, no 
...!” she was whimpering; and her terror was 
wholly justified. 
 Over her loomed a giant Mongol, his 
lips leering, his slanted eyes narrowed to slits. 
He held a long, scalpel-sharp knife in one 
yellow, clawlike hand; and the blade’s point 
was inexorably descending toward the 
helpless girl’s heart! 
 Brad Brandon bashed himself into 
motion. Amazingly, one single mighty leap 
carried him across the intervening distance—a 

leap of fantastic proportions. Then he came to 
grips with the giant Mongol. 
 “Got you, by God!” he snarled. And he 
hurled a punch at the Asiatic, a punch that 
struck the fellow’s knife-wrist with a sound 
like the splintering of rotten wood. The 
Mongol’s weapon went humming across the 
room like a ray-bolt; twanged point first in the 
wall and buried itself there, all the way to the 
jeweled hilt 
 And the giant Asiatic himself 
staggered backward with a banshee howl of 
pain, his arm dangling weirdly—broken in 
three places! 
 But the battle was not yet finished, 
Brandon realized. Even though partially 
disabled, that lumbering yellow man was a 
fighter to be reckoned with; a fighter now 
made maniac-mad by excruciating pain. 
Mouthing Cantonese curses, he gathered 
himself to charge at the enemy who had 
fractured his arm. 
 Brandon stood firm, legs straddled 
wide, his fists balled, a curious maelstrom of 
strength churning through every fiber of his 
stocky frame. He had no idea how he’d been 
able to hit his giant adversary such a 
punishing blow; the whole thing was 
inexplicably comparable to his other 
accomplishment of a moment ago when he 
had burst his leather bonds without conscious 
effort. Nor did he care. It was enough that this 
strange new strength was in his sinews, 
affording him the chance to protect the girl he 
loved. 
 “Come on, swine!” he challenged. And 
the Mongol giant came forward like an 
avalanche of doom. 
 But his attack was arrested in midair, 
as if by the clutch of some invisible hand. One 
instant the yellow man was moving; the next, 
he fell sprawling to the floor as if blackjacked. 
And the entire back of his skull was a charred 
horror from the kiss of a lethal-ray blast! 
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 A silken, purring voice chortled: “It is 
just as well that I slew him. He had outlived 
his usefulness to me, anyhow. After he 
kidnaped you two, I had no more need of 
him.” 
 Brad Brandon whirled; stared. “What 
in hell’s name—?” 
 

HE weird individual who slithered toward 
him was like a nightmare caricature—a 

tall, skeletal figure swathed in death black 
robe and monk’s hood cowl. Against this 
cerement blackness the fellow’s face was a 
pock-scarred and jaundiced mask; a hideous 
travesty of countenance, like a lipless skull 
covered with parchment stretched to the 
splitting point. Looking at him, you 
recognized him as half-caste Oriental; you 
saw the malignant glitter of his almond eyes, 
the evil mockery of a smile on the lipless 
mouth. And you cringed at the very ugliness 
of him—or at least Brad Brandon did. 
 But only for an instant. Then Brandon 
regained his self control. 
 “Who the devil are you? Put down that 
ray-gun, you murderous devil!” 
 Surprisingly enough the black-robed 
man obeyed, tossing his weapon aside with a 
casual gesture. At the same time he wrapped 
his bony fingers around a switch on an 
instrument panel near the operating table to 
which Celene Verlaine was tied. 
 “Of course I relinquish my gun,” he 
chuckled again. “Since I have no desire to kill 
you.” Then the silk ripped away from his 
voice and left it raw, rasping. “But if you 
attempt to jump me, I shall pull this switch—
and your fiancée dies.” 
 “What——?” Brandon growled. 
 “It is quite true, my friend. The girl 
lies under a bank of ray tubes. One jolt of 
power will roast her lovely figure to a very 
nasty crisp.” 
 Brad Brandon glanced upward; 

realized that the skeletal man was not bluffing. 
There was indeed a bank of lethal-ray 
projectors above Celene Verlaine’s helpless 
form—the kind of ray that had long ago been 
perfected for short distance death-dealing, but 
which had no place in modern warfare 
because the force was dissipated beyond 
twenty feet. 
 Celene squirmed against her fetters. 
 “Brad ... no ... don’t antagonize him, 
he’ll k-kill me...!” 
 Brandon held himself in strict check. 
He faced the man in the black robe. 
 “Very well. I won’t jump you. But for 
God’s sake tell me what this is all about! Who 
are you? Why did you have Miss Verlaine 
kidnaped? Why was I brought here?” 
 “One thing at a time, my friend. Let 
me introduce myself. I am Professor Lai-Hu 
Nochigawa—in the service of His Supremacy, 
the Dictator of Japanasia.” 
 

HE NAME meant nothing to Brad 
Brandon. But its connotation clarified 

many hitherto unexplained things. Beyond 
doubt, this Nochigawa was here in the United 
States to bore from within; to sap at the 
foundations of American defense. 
 “But what has that to do with me—and 
with Celene Verlaine?” 
 The yellow man displayed his teeth, 
unpleasantly. 
 “You will soon know, my friend. Turn 
around, slowly. That is good. Walk toward 
that desk over there. Look carefully. Tell me 
what you see.” 
 For the sake of his fiancée’s safety, 
Brandon obeyed each command. And now, 
reaching a teakwood desk, he stared 
downward—and gasped: 
 “A rocket plane propulsion unit! The 
kind I assemble at the factory!” 
 “Precisely, my friend,” Nochigawa’s 
voice was silken again. “It is a duplicate of the 
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unit on which you work. Of course you will 
notice those vanadachrome bolts already in 
place, as if to be affixed to a plane’s tail-
assembly.” 
 “Yes. What of them?” 
 “You will pick up the socket-wrench 
you see there. You will cinch those bolts tight. 
Pretend you are at your factory job; do exactly 
as you would do on the assembly line.” 
 Bewildered, not daring to refuse the 
apparently pointless order, Brandon lifted the 
socket-wrench and fitted it to a bolt head. He 
twisted— 
 And the bolt screeched metallic protest 
as it split apart! 
 Brad Brandon hurled the wrench aside; 
spun around. 
 “What crazy nonsense is this? That 
head was detective. A flaw in the machining, 
probably; or maybe a crack in the metal itself, 
not caught by Roentgen-ray inspection. So 
what?” 
 “So you are quite wrong, my friend,” 
Nochigawa grinned. “I assure you there was 
no defect in the part.” 
 “Then how——” 
 “You broke it,” the yellow man 
chortled. “You merely broke it with the 
strength of your own two hands.” 
 Brandon blinked his stupefaction. 
 “You’re crazy! No man on earth could 
ever be strong enough to split electrohardened 
vanadachrome with his fingers! Why, I——” 
Then he stopped in mid-sentence, 
remembering two very puzzling facts. 
 

IRST, there was his unexplained ability to 
burst out of the bonds that had held him to 

the insulaplastic chair a while ago; his curious 
sense of exaltation and well-being. Second, he 
recalled how he had struck the giant Mongol a 
glancing blow on the wrist—and shattered the 
fellow’s arm in three places. 
 Could these things be linked with his 

astonished breaking of the bolt-head just now? 
Was it somehow possible that he had suddenly 
acquired a fantastic strength beyond 
measuring? 
 “I refuse to believe it,” he snapped. 
“It’s a trick of some sort!” 
 Again Nochigawa showed his snaggle 
teeth. 
 “A trick, yes. A scientific trick, with 
you as the subject. An experiment that has 
proven most fruitful.” And he kept his bony 
hand on the switch that would blast Celene 
Verlaine to death if Brad Brandon should 
make a wrong move. 
 Brandon glared at him impotently. 
“Nonsense!” 
 “Not at all. When you came out of that 
lead-lined chamber did you not smash the 
door almost off its hinges? And when you 
rushed at my Mongol servant as he leaned 
over your fiancée with a knife, did you not 
cover the distance in one mighty leap?” 
 “I wanted to protect her, Brandon 
growled. 
 “Of course. That was why I staged the 
scene: to test you. To see if you had absorbed 
the power of three sixty-six.” 
 “Three sixty-six—?” 
 “Yes, my friend. I allude to the 
wavelength radiation at 3.66 meter; a radiation 
to which I exposed you inside the lead-lined 
chamber. It was an exposure of ten minutes, 
while you were unconscious.” 
 Brad Brandon’s forehead wrinkled. 
 “I don’t get it. I don’t get any part of 
it.” 
 His skeletal tormentor said: “I shall 
explain as briefly as I can. A hundred years 
ago there was a telephone laboratory scientist 
who conducted some experiments with ultra-
short waves. 

This experimenter’s name was 
England, [footnote 1] I believe. In any event, 
with his radiation equipment he descended the 
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wave-scale from four meters to one meter at 
an extremely small wattage output.”  
 “Well——?” 
 “It is very simple, my friend. 
Everything proceeded smoothly until this 
England tuned his transmitter to 3.66 meters. 
At that wave length he got no radiation 
whatever. He checked and re-checked with the 
assistance of many helpers, but the result was 
uniformly the same: no radiation at 3.66 
meter.” 
 “And so-?” 
 “They dropped the matter, considering 
it unimportant and perhaps dangerous. I 
revived the experiment, my friend. I perfected 
it with modern equipment. You have been 
exposed to heavy radiations at 3.66 meters 
[footnote 2]—and the result is obvious. For 
twenty-four hours your atomic structure will 
remain charged with this force; and during 
that time you are a man among men, a 
superior being with the strength of ten 
hundred ordinary mortals. You are a 
temporary superman!” 
 

HE WORDS smashed at Brad Brandon’s 
consciousness with staggering impact. If 

this evil yellow man’s wild, implausible 
theory were true, then anything could happen. 
Brandon was master of his own destiny, 
potentially the conqueror of any enemy. He 
could not be hurt, either by blows or lethal 
rays; he was superior to the power of any man 
to harm him! 
 Then why should he stand here 
motionless, held at bay by a half-caste 
Japanasian professor as thin and bloodless as a 
skeleton? 
 To think was to act. Brandon hefted 
the rocket-propulsion unit on which he had 
just splintered a vanadachrome bolt; lifted it in 
one hand as if it might have been a feather, 
although it weighed a good three hundred 
pounds. One quick flip would send it 

smashing through the air to pulp Nochigawa’s 
ugly skull; then this fantastic farce would be 
finished— 
 But Nochigawa seemed to read 
Brandon’s seething thoughts. 
 “I warn you! My hand is on this 
switch. You might slay me with that unit, yes; 
but in falling I shall certainly close the circuit 
which will take your sweetheart to death with 
me!” 
 From the table where she was trussed, 
the white-faced Celene Verlaine wailed: 
 “Brad—for God’s sake, no—don’t do 
it! He’ll kill me—!” 
 Brandon lowered the unit, knowing 
that he was beaten; knowing that he could not, 
he dared not, risk Celene’s life. And as he 
placed the heavy propulsion assembly back on 
the desk, he saw the impression of fingers 
marked upon the steel casing, as deeply as if 
pressed in dough. His own finger-marks, 
where he had clenched the unit and squeezed 
it out of shape! 
 That was bitter irony, to possess such 
strength and to be manacled by psychic gyres 
even stronger! 
 “Damn you,” he said trimly to 
Nochigawa “Damn your black soul to hell, 
what is it you want of me? What must I do to 
buy Celene’s freedom?” 
 The yellow man’s eyes glowed in their 
sunken sockets, like embers of evil. 
 “It will be an easy price to pay, my 
friend. You will return to your post at the 
plane plant. You will do your job on the 
assembly line as if nothing had happened. But 
on every unit you will use your full strength 
upon one single keystone-bolt, just as you did 
here a moment ago.” 
 “God! You mean—” 
 “Yes. You will split just one bolt on 
each unit; not enough for the flaw to be 
detected at final inspection, but with sufficient 
force to crack the metal underneath.” 
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RANDON went ghosty-pale. 
 

asking? I
“Do you realize what you’re 

t will mean that every rocket plane 
taken into the air for a test hop will throw its 
propulsion tubes the first time full power is 
applied!” 
 “Naturally,” his tormentor agreed 
silkily. “And those test-hopped planes, 
deprived of their propulsion units, will fall out 
of control. When the wrecks are examined, the 
flawed bolts will come to light. The 
government inspectors will blame imperfect 
design, never guessing that such damage could 
have been done by one pair of human hands. 
Clever, eh?” 
 Brad Brandon clenched his helpless 
fists. This hellish scheme could have but one 
eventual outcome. Blaming improper design, 
the new rocket craft would be scrapped 
pending further improvement. That would 
mean new machine tooling, costly delay. 
Months. And meanwhile, the Dictator of 
Japanasia would strike at the West Coast in 
full force. 
 “Well, my friend?” Nochigawa purred. 
“Will you obey, or do you prefer to forfeit 
your sweetheart’s life?”  
 There seemed no way out. Brandon 
realized the impossibility of resistance now. 
He was cornered—became of Celene. For her 
sake he must agree; or at least he must pretend 
capitulation. Maybe, if he got out of this 
house, he would have time to think; time to 
plan some counter move. But for the moment, 
surrender was his only course. 
 He bowed his head. 
 “What else can I do?” he muttered. 
“Yes, I’ll obey.” 
 “Good!” the yellow half-caste 
chortled. “Now begone. Get back to your 
factory, my friend. And remember, your 
fiancée remains here until I hear news of the 
first plane crashing. Unless that happens soon 

... well, you can imagine what steps I shall 
take. And his eyes licked over Celene’s bound 
form. 
 Battling back the churning rage that 
swirled through him like a cosmic-clone, Brad 
Brandon turned toward the door. He had seen 
Nochigawa blast that giant Mongol servant as 
callously as a lesser man might crush a fly; he 
knew the half-caste held utter contempt for 
human life. What chance had Celene Verlaine 
against a fiend like that? None; unless 
Brandon managed to turn the tables before it 
was too late. And this seemed impossible, the 
way things stood. 
 

HERE was no leaping exaltation in his 
heart now; no sensation of well-being. 

The strength he had acquired by exposure to 
the energy radiations at 3.66 meters still 
hummed in his sinews; but it was a bitter 
strength, a futile and ironic power which he 
would be compelled to use against his 
homeland in order to save the girl he loved. In 
all history, he told himself, no man had faced 
such a hideous decision. 
 It was all so queer, he thought as he 
left Nochigawa’s residence by the rear exit. A 
single stride could vault him to the opposite 
sidewalk if he wanted to test his super-self; an 
easy jump would carry him to the roof of the 
tallest building within view. The fragrance of 
the midnight was sharp in his newly sensitized 
nostrils, moist and cool and pungent; the very 
breeze had the taste of approaching 
springtime, the flavor of green things budding. 
Even his ears picked up faint sounds no 
human had ever before heard: the rustle of an 
ant over a pebble, the beating wings of a moth 
in flight— 
 And the panted breathing of a woman! 
 It was this, so faint that ordinary ears 
could not have detected it, that caused Brad 
Brandon to freeze and then to fling himself 
silently around the corner in search of the 
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sound’s source. There had been something 
vaguely familiar in the whimpered moan, 
some half-recognizable factor he could not 
quite place; but a quickened sixth sense told 
him it was a matter he must investigate. He 
gained the lightless street on which 
Nochigawa’s house faced. For the sake of 
better vantage he put his surcharged muscles 
to the test; sprang without sound, straight 
upward into the air. The explosive leap carried 
him to the roof cornice; he grasped at a 
projection and swung there, a silent and 
compact pendulum of power. Then, with 
vision made preternaturally acute by the 3.66 
radiations, he focused on the feminine figure 
at Nochigawa’s front door. 
 She was young and slender and 
blonde, and she was wearing a topcoat over 
silken negligee. 
 “My God!” Brad Brandon breathed. 
“It’s Nalya Gerrard!” 
 

LACK ANGER erupted bomblike in the 
depths of Brandon’s soul as he 

recognized her, saw her open that front door 
and slip into the house. Her presence here, her 
seemingly familiar access to the place, looked 
impossible to misconstrue. Nalya was one of 
the half-caste Japanasian professor’s 
accomplices! 
 There could be no other possible 
explanation. Why else would she possess a 
key to this demesne of hell-fiends? It was 
galling medicine for Brad Brandon to 
swallow; yet he was forced to believe. 
 Now he could understand why the 
golden-haired Nalya, his friend from 
childhood, had lied to him about not hearing a 
commotion in Celene Verlaine’s apartment. 
Perhaps Nalya herself had been implicated in 
Celene’s abduction. At least she was patently 
involved with Nochigawa; that much was all 
too evident. 
 For a moment Brandon forgot his job 

at the plane plant; the job of sabotage into 
which he was being forced. He knew only a 
consuming hatred of the blonde Nalya 
Gerrard, a hatred so vaulting that he wondered 
at its vastness. He asked himself why he 
should feel such savage resentment toward 
this yellow-haired girl, merely because she 
was a traitor to her country. Why should it 
mean so much to him? 
 The nation was infiltrated with spies 
and saboteurs and enemy agents, he realized. 
Nochigawa’s presence in America was proof 
enough of that. Then what difference did it 
make to Brad Brandon if a casual feminine 
acquaintance should prove to be in league 
with the Japanasians? 
 But that was just the trouble. Nalya 
Gerrard was not a mere casual acquaintance. 
She was a friend, a trusted and proven pal. 
Oddly enough, Brandon was now 
remembering her the way he had seen her at 
her apartment doorway earlier tonight, clad in 
diaphanous negligee, her dulcet figure sweetly 
emphasized by the silken material, her azure 
eyes starry with hidden emotions.... 
 The recollection stirred his rage to 
bubbling fury. He was abruptly aware that 
Nalya represented something to him; that she 
always had. And the discovery of her perfidy 
shook his soul to its foundations. 
 He determined to learn more 
concerning her connections with Nochigawa. 
Nothing else mattered. Other things could 
wait. Nalya Gerrard had destroyed his faith, 
shattered his illusions. For this, he told himself 
grimly, she would pay! 
 
LIKE a wraith he flipped himself up onto the 
roof roper; sought for some means of ingress 
to the house. There seemed to be none. Then 
he remembered his super-strength; and his lips 
curled in a sardonic grin. He jammed his 
fingers experimentally into the roof’s copper 
sheathing— 
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 And the metal gave spongily under his 
attack, like so much cheese! 
 He ripped away a section of it, as 
easily as a normal man might peel rotten 
fruit—and as silently, for he wanted the 
occupants of the house to have no warning of 
his approach. Now there was a black, yawning 
hole exposed before him. He peered down 
with power-sharpened eyes, saw a littered 
attic. He lowered himself, swung by his 
fingertips, dropped. 
 Lynx-lithe he landed, and ghost-quiet 
he made for a ladder that led down into the 
house proper. Then, on the third floor, he 
stopped as if turned to stone. 
 Below him, voices sounded; voices 
muffled by intervening walls and ceiling, yet 
crystal clear to his hypersensitive hearing. 
Nochigawa was talking, and Celene Verlaine 
was answering. 
 Celene was laughing! 
 For a split instant, Brandon thought it 
must be a trick of his overwrought 
imagination. But there it was again, that blithe 
and airy conversation with its tinkling 
overtones of Celene Verlaine’s laughter.... 
 “He fell for it, the fool!” she was 
saying. “He actually believed you might kill 
me with the lethal ray!” 
 Then Nochigawa’s silken chortle: “He 
believed—because he is blinded by his 
infatuation for you, my dear. You have done 
an excellent job in hooking this Brandon idiot. 
Once he accomplishes our purpose and 
sabotages that new rocket plane design, we 
will make an end to him. Then America will 
topple before our glorious invading troops—
and His Supremacy, the Dictator of Japanasia, 
might even reward you with a medal for your 
part in our conquest of the western world!” 
 Listening on the floor above, Brad 
Brandon felt his senses reeling. First Nalya 
Gerrard, and now Celene Verlaine—both in 
the pay of this murderous half-caste enemy 

agent! And he, Brandon, had loved Celene; 
had planned to make her his wife! 
 “God!” he whispered. “The whole 
thing was a hoax! Celene’s kidnaping... 
Nochigawa’s threat to kill her unless I 
wrecked those propulsion unit keybolts ... a 
rotten, hellish hoax, all of it!” 
 But there was one phase of the plot 
that had not been a hoax. That was Brad 
Brandon’s exposure to the power emanations 
at radiation wave length 3.66! This had been 
real, the one genuine thing in a welter of 
spurious tales and counterfeit movements. He 
still possessed his super-strength; he would 
possess it for another twenty-four hours! 
 “And all I need is five minutes!” he 
rumbled in the depths of his throat. Then he 
started downstairs like an evangel of 
destruction. This house and all its occupants 
would tumble in ruins before he was finished, 
he vowed savagely. He made for the door of 
the laboratory. 
 It was open. And the voices of 
Nochigawa and Celene Verlaine had gone 
suddenly silent. Brandon, staring inside, saw 
why. 
 

ALYA GERRARD had entered the room 
through a side door. Now she confronted 

the brunette girl and the half-caste yellow 
man; held them at bay with a ray-gun gripped 
in her steady little fist. 
 She was like some superb, golden-
haired huntress as she faced the guilty pair. 
 “I heard!” she spoke bitterly. “I got in 
by picking the lock of your front door. And I 
heard!” 
 Nochigawa’s face was a jaundiced 
saffron mask, pock-pitted, bestial, working. 
 “Put down that gun, you fool!” 
 “Oh, no! Not until you tell me what’s 
become of Brad Brandon—the man I love!” 
 Outside the main laboratory door, 
Brandon himself felt a scalpel-sharp sensation 
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cutting through the impervious stupidity that 
had long cloaked him. Now, suddenly, he 
understood why he had been so infuriated at 
the thought of Nalya Gerrard’s illicit 
connection with America’s enemies. He knew 
why she had meant so much to him. 
 He knew—because he loved her. He 
had always loved her, but he had been blind to 
it. Blind to her beauty. Blind to her sweetly 
sympathetic nature. He had accepted her as a 
matter of course, not realizing how she felt 
toward him; not realizing the heartaches he 
had dealt her through his mad infatuation for 
the brunette Celene Verlaine! 
 And now Nalya was in that laboratory, 
holding the Japanasian saboteurs at the point 
of a ray-gun. Doing it because of her loyalty 
to Brad Brandon! 
 She spoke again, her eyes 
contemptuously on the brunette girl. 
 “When Brad told me you had been 
kidnaped I sensed something wrong. Why 
hadn’t I heard the struggle, when my 
apartment is just a few doors from yours?” 
 “Smart, aren’t you?” Celene squalled. 
 “Smart enough to guess that you had 
set your cap for Brad because of some hidden 
purpose. I’d watched you luring him on, 
baiting him with your kisses ... and I knew 
you didn’t really care for him. My heart told 
me that! I knew you wanted him only because 
of his position on the assembly line of the 
rocket plane plant.” 
 The brunette girl’s lips curled. “A 
mind-reader!” 
 “A character reader,” Nalya corrected 
savagely. “So when Brad left the apartment, I 
put on a topcoat and followed him. I saw a big 
Mongol knock him unconscious, carry him 
away. I followed. I watched him being 
brought into this house—the house of 
Professor Nochigawa, a Japanasian.” 
 “And I suppose you’ve got the cops 
coming?” 

 “No. I was afraid to call the police; I 
didn’t want them to find Brad in here. It might 
have placed him under suspicion of sabotage 
activity—or at least cost him his job. So I 
waited almost an hour; then I forced my way 
in.” 
 “And—?” Celene sneered. 
 “And I want Brad Brandon. You’ll tell 
me what you’ve done to him—or you’ll take a 
ray-blast across that pretty face of yours!” 
Nalya stepped closer to the dark-haired girl. 
 

HE move was ill-advised. It gave 
Nochigawa an instant in which to act; and 

he seized his chance. He slithered at Nalya 
Gerrard, struck her a full-fisted blow before 
she could pull aside. She went flurrying across 
the room; landed semiconscious on the 
operating table. 
 Outside the door, Brad Brandon came 
out of the motionless thralldom the scene had 
put upon him. An exultant rage exploded in 
his veins, coursed through his stocky frame. 
Nalya was no traitor! She had risked her life to 
save him—and now was the time for 
repayment of the debt! 
 Like a cataclysm he launched himself 
into the laboratory, his leaping strides shaking 
the very floor. 
 “You foul ape of hell!” he roared at 
Nochigawa in a voice of thunder; and he made 
for his enemy’s skinny throat. 
 The Japanasian squealed like a 
cornered rat; backed toward his electrical 
instrument panel. 
 “Take one more step and I pull the 
switch!” he caterwauled. “Stand back or I’ll 
blast your blonde woman to a cinder! I warn 
you!” 
 Brandon froze. It was true; Nalya 
Gerrard lay inert across the operating table, 
directly under the ray-tubes. She was 
conscious; but she seemed incapable of 
movement. In another instant the tubes would 
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glow green-red and her dulcet body would 
roast beneath waves of invisible heat. 
 Nochigawa was grinning now. 
 “This time I have the one you really 
care for, my friend. I can see that now. And 
there is no hoax in this situation. The game is 
mine, do you understand? I’ve won!” 
 Brad Brandon faced him. What good 
was his super-strength now? What was the use 
of the energized power thrumming in his 
sinews? 
 “You’ve won, damn you!” he 
muttered. “What are your terms?” 
 “The same as before. You shall resume 
your position at the plane plant; sabotage 
those propulsion units. Otherwise—” 
 On the ray-table, still paralyzed by the 
Japanasian’s fist-blow yet fully cognizant of 
what went on, the golden-haired Nalya 
moaned: 
 “Brad ... get him! Never m-mind about 
me ... I don’t matter now. It’s the rocket plane 
we must think about; the ships that will beat 
the Dictator ...” 
 It was her decision, her supreme 
sacrifice. And as she spoke, Brandon went 
into action. 
 But he did not catapult himself at 
Nochigawa. Instead, he plucked at the 
brunette Celene Verlaine, the girl who had 
duped him and used him as a tool. He lifted 
her and hurled her straight at her half-caste 
master. 
 She went sailing across the laboratory 
like a flung stone; and even as her screams 
dinned hideously at Brandon’s sensitized 
eardrums, Nochigawa closed his switch. 
 

T was the last voluntary thing he ever did. 
From now on, his movements were pure 

reflex—the motions of a madman seeking a 
handhold on life. By ray-blasting Nalya 
Gerrard, he had erased his power over Brad 
Brandon; for Brandon no longer had any 

reason to withhold his vengeance! 
 Celene Verlaine’s hurtling figure 
smashed at the yellow man, impeded him as 
he tried to scuttle away. He thrust her from 
him; kicked at her as she went down. 
Somehow the toe of his shoe took her at the 
nape of the neck; there was a sickening crunch 
of shattered vertebrae. Then the brunette 
woman lay limp, her head at a grotesque 
death-angle, her neck broken. 
 “You murderous swine!” Brad 
Brandon said as he plunged at the killer. 
Nochigawa eluded him, scurried to a far 
corner like some trapped and repulsive animal. 
Brandon ripped the instrument panel from its 
connections, though it must have weighed six 
hundred pounds. He threw it. 
 Again Nochigawa darted aside; and the 
heavy panel shattered against the wall where 
he had crouched. Once more the weird chase 
began; again Brandon hurled the first thing he 
got his hands on. This time it was the sheet-
lead shield that had enclosed the insulaplastic 
chair with its radiation-energy equipment. 
 And this time the unwieldy missile 
found its target; squashed the Japanasian like a 
juiceless cockroach. 
 Across a laboratory piled high with 
chaotic wreckage, Brad Brandon arrowed 
toward the operating table where he had last 
seen his golden-haired Nalya. He forced 
himself to look at the table, knowing what he 
must inevitably find; knowing what horror the 
death-ray tubes could wreak upon soft white 
flesh... 
 But Nalya wasn’t on the table! 
 Then he heard her voice, soft, 
quavering, dulcet, from somewhere beneath 
the ruinous shambles. 
 “Brad...I’m here...I rolled off the table 
just before he closed the switch....” 
 With a great sobbing cry of 
thanksgiving, Brandon found her and lifted 
her upright; cradled her in his arms. 
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 “Nalya, beloved! You’re alive!” 
 “Y-yes, Brad. And—” 
 “And tonight’s hell is ended,” he told 
her gently. “The rocket planes will roll off the 
production line. There will be no invasion 
from Japanasia; no dictators; no more 
Nochigawas or double-crossing Celenes. I 
love you, Nalya.” 
 She clung to him. 
 “Brad ... you’re so strong....” 
 Yes, he was strong with the strength 
artificially acquired from the radiations at 3.66 
meters. But that would pass, just as this night 
was passing. And then he would find a new 
strength—in his work, and in his love. He 
would no longer be a superman; but he would 
always be strong ... for Nalya. 
 

--- 
[footnote 1] - C. L. England, a Bell Telephone 
laboratory scientist. - - ed. 
 
[footnote 2] - It seems that England realized 
what was taking place. By accident he had hit 
upon the fundamental wavelength of the 
human body. In exact resonance with the 
transmitter, he and his assistants were 
absorbing all the energy it radiated. In brief 
they were mobile parasitic antennae. Thanks 
to the low watt output, no harm had come to 
them in absorbing the radiated energy; but 
apparently they labored under the delusion 
that higher wattage might have been deadly. 
Hence they abandoned any further tests in that 
direction. – Ed. 

 


