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CHAPTER I

THEY SAY ANYTHING can happen in California. - .

But Professor William Roscoe Bailey did not think it could happen to
him—not to a world-renowned astronomer who had spent a life-time with
his feet on the ground and his head in the stars!

These stars were far removed, by cosmic distances, from those of the
Hollywood variety. Millions of them could be seen only through the great
telescope at Mount Wilson Observatory. To Professor Bailey they outshone
in brilliance and glamour the entire constellation of stars and starlets which
could be seen through the eye of a movie camera.

That was one of the troubles with the people of this earth—they were
enamoured of the wrong kind of stars! One look at the heavens on a clear,
cool night like this, held more thrills for the Professor than an unobstructed
view of Dorothy Lamour in her sarong.

Tonight, for instance, September 15, 1943, had been the Annual Meeting
of his astronomical society at which the good professor had read a paper
entitled, “Are Other Planets Inhabited?”” It had proved to be the sensation
cf the evening.

“I contend,” the Professor had stated, “‘that there may be millions of
other worlds containing forms of life and intelligent creatures far beyond
our present evolution. In time to come, through our development of rockets
and control of atomic energy, we may be able to build space ships and ex-
plore, not only the moon, but planets like Mars and Venus. This will no
doubt lead to the discovery that conditions necessary to life here may not
be required for the type of life evolving on other worlds. You gentlemen
of science must then be prepared to revolutionize or to scrap your previous
theories.”

The Professor’s address had led to spirited controversy and the furor he
had caused was still on his mind as he drove down the mountain in his car
with his wife, Nellie.

“What do you think, dear?” he asked, a bit timidly.

“About what?” said Mrs. Bailey. i

“About the possibility of life on other planets?™

“I don’t think much of it,” said his down-to-earth spouse. “If you want
my frank opinion, I don’t think you helped your reputation, giving a ralk
like that! They probably think you're ‘bats’.”

Professor Bailey almost steered his car off the road.

“But, Nellie, 'm as certain that other planets have life on them as T am
that I am sitting here beside you!™

The car motor suddenly coughed, sputtered and stopped. They were
rounding a steep decline on the road to the valley below. Professor Bailey
applied the foot ‘brake and grabbed the emergency. The car lurched and
came to a“stand-still on a precipice overlooking the twinkling lights of the
entire San Fernando Valley, »
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William! For goodness sake!” said Mrs. Bailey.
those stars and pay attention to what you're doing
this planet!”

“Get your mind off
or we won't even inhabit

Professor Bailey had no mechanical
starter but the motor wouldn't respond
the hood and gazed helples

inchinations, He fussed with the

He got out of the car, lifted up
sly at the inert mass of metal,

“It's no use,” he announced. I wouldn't know what's gone wrong in a
million years. You sit right there, dear, and I'll find someplace along here
with a telephone. 1 only hope there's a garage open this time of night.”

Professor Bailey put the hood down and took a pocket flashlight from the
car compartment., The night air was chilly
“Better turn your coat collar up,” admonished Mrs. Bailey; “and don't

get off the road. You know what a poor

i sense of direction you have.”
I'he Professor nodded

and looked up at the stars 'l.}IL"V secemed to be
lanyhu.x at him
“I don't know why this had o happen to me,

" he said, ruefully. *Just
make yourself comfortable

I'll get back as soon as I can.”
Playing his flashlight before him, the Professor continued down the wind-
ing and perilous road which led from Mount Wilson Observatory to the
towns far below

Ah! There was a light—a kind of luminosity—but it was off the road

quite a distance,

The Professor hesitated. Should he venture that far off

the highway? He peered about him. This was the only light in evidence, the
only sign of habitation. There scemed only one thing to do and Professor
Bailey did it. He found himself pushing through underbrush and clamber-
ing around shadowy cliffs, keeping his eyes, the while, on this spot of light
ahc:d

“Heavenly days!" he said. “It's further away than I thought. T doubt
if these people will have a telephone line after I get there. Now where am
I and how can I get back to the road?”

The Professor looked about him, squinting through his eye glasses. He
was not far from a clearing of some sort but he was turned around. Let’s
sece—the road was over here? No—it was over there! Hold on—that
couldn't be right! Now, wasn't this distressing!

There wasn't any sense in standing still, It was too cold for that. If he
could only retrace his steps, get down this embankment,

A stone turned under the Professor’s heel and he got down—head first!

He lay on his back and saw all the stars of the universe. He felt
strangely dazed and tried hard to get his bearings.

There was the North Star in its same old place. Very reassuring, or was
it? What in the name of the spiral nebula, Andromeda, was this? That huge
silver cigar, glowing at both ends, which was coming down out of the sky!

It was just above the tree tops now—and it was going to settle in that
clearing. The thing was making a strange humming sound. It was about
the size of a small submarine. :

“What won’t those airplane companies build next?” the Professor won-
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dered. “I never saw anything like this before—not even in Buck Rogers!”

The silver cigar was making a vertical descent now, like an elevator. If
he wanted to see it land, he’d have to climb up on that rise of ground. There
she was—hovering over the clearing as daintily as a humming bird. Her
motors—if that’s what they were—gave forth a muslcal sound—a kind of
1 singing whir.

Oh, oh! Now that was stopped. The thing had come to rest so easily and
(]UI(‘l'ly, he couldn’t detect the slightest jar.

“Must be some secret testing place,” thought the profeuor. “Guess 1
wasn't supposed to see this. Well, I'm here anyhow and I'm just going to get
a closer look.”

He pressed forward toward the clearing, picking his way by flashlight.

Yes, there it was—there was that big silver thing. But its sides were

quivering and pulsating as though it was alive—and breathing! Or perhaps
it was the perspiration on the good professor’s glasses. No, he’d wiped them
off and looked again—and the thing was still inhaling and exhaling. Funny
business! No flying crew in evidence. No sound. Just a silver monster,
relaxing on the ground, gasping for breath after her flight through space.

“Well, this beats me!” said the professor, “I thought I'd seen everything
bt e

He hadn't seen everything. The under-belly of this silver spindle opened
as though some unseen force had pulled a zipper—and a white-robed figure
ste ppcd out. -

Grcctmgs!" said this presence, in a voice as mellow-toned as any radio
announcer 5.

“How do you do?” said the Professor, a bit doubtfully. “Who are you?" g

The figure advanced toward him and now he saw that it did not appear to
be exactly human. The face was long, with an abnormally high forehead,
and the skin sccmcd to be a pale green in color!

“I—I"m sorry,"” said the Professor, backing away.
you?"

The strange being smiled. “I travel from planet to planet. They call me
Numar!”

Professor Bailey rubbed his chin nervously and glanced about him.

“If you don’t mind, I—I think I'll be going!” .

“And 1,” said this presence, “am going with you!” '

The tone of voice was still mellow but persuasive. On closer ¢
ination, this being could be a member of the human family—a circus
of some sort. But what should he be doing out here on a mountain side,
dressed in a white robe, and coming to earth in a new-fangled airship . . .

“You won’t want to be going with me,” md the Professor.
it's broken down . . .”

“Yes, I know,” smiled the figure. “I oluervcd you as I was
earth and a little ray from my aerial vessel stopped your motor. ¥
friend—while you have been studying the stars, you, yourse
studied,—and, from afar. I'm sure that you'll now ln M
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been selected to help me perform my mission on this earth!”
A sudden feeling of panic seized Professor Bailey. To think that a little

matter of star-gazing would get him into anything like this!

I'here must be some mistake!”™ he expostulated. I haven't done anything

y . . :

to deserve this. I don’t even believe this is possible. You're really somebody
from the Douglas Airplane Factory, aren’t you? Please take off that mask
and tell me what's going on here!”

An expression of tolerant amusement brought a brighter green glow to

(ll" {JIJ' U{ (l\(' \lfJIl_l:L’ Pl'r'\llll.l_k'('

I'have been en route to your planet for the past three months of your

earth time,” he announced. *“This is but a dav where I came from—straight
through what you call "the Milky Way.’ T am a resident of the planet, which
sounds in your tongue something like 'Tal-2-May-a’ . . .»

“Incredible!™ said the Professor. “I must have fallen off a cliff and
knocked myself unconscious. My poor wife—she’s sitting in the car, waiting
for me to return. 1 fear I'm lost and out of my mind—and if I ever return
to consciousness I still won’t know where I am.”

“You are a bit bewildered,” said the Voice. A pale green hand reached
out and took the Professor reassuringly by the arm. “But I know the way
back to your car. Come, let us go together.”

The Professor gave a last look toward the clearing. Yes, it was still
there—that silver-cigar shaped thing—only it wasn’t breathing any longer.
It hadn’t been, since this being had stepped out of it.

“See here!" demanded the Professor, getting a sudden thought of great pen-
etration, “if you actually came from another planet—how is it that you
speak our language?”

“On my planet of Talamaya, we have a record of all languages here—
and I mastered your tongue before I set forth on this little journey.”

“Little journey?”

“Yes, a mere trifle of a trillion or so miles. I'm en route to planets much
farther distant.”

“Please,” begged the Professor. “I'm used to astronomical figures but if
you're who you say you are—what aid can a poor mortal like me be to you?”

"“Professor Bailey,” said the white-robed figure, as they walked along,
“you may consider yourself a poor mortal but in the eyes of the people on this
carth, and your fellow scientists, you are accepted as a man of science—a
world authority—and you are to act as my host during the time I remain
on your planet.” )

The Professor gasped. “You mean—I'm to introduce you to my friends
—and even—to my wife?”

“Your wife by all means! We're approaching your car now. It’s just
around the next bend.” ' )

“Now, hold on—I"ve been pretty good-humored about this so far—but I
still can’t . . . well, it’s unbelievable! It isn’t happening! . . . I don’t know
what’s the matter with me—but if you think my wife will fall for
thi¥ oo a
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They stepped dut onto the highway and into the glarf of the car head-
lights. Professor Bailey now had his first good opportunity to examine the
being who had taken him in tow. ) )

Yes, the texture of his skin was ‘certainly green and his features, except
for the elongated head, might have been that of any man’s. A head-dress
was drawn so tightly about the face that one could not see the co!or.of his
hair, if any. Eyes were exceedingly dark, nllpost black—hypnotic in ex-
pression. The figure of this being was perhaps six feet tall, well-proportioned

owerful.
nnf{\%ith a physique like that he could be a football player,’ thought th.e
Professor. “And the way he grips my arm—bhe’s real all right. But, if he’s
who he says he is—what am I going to do with him?”

As if in answer to these thoughts, the Professor’s white-robed escort spoke.

“I perccive you still doubt. But I am able to offer you proof. Do you
recall that I told you I had stopped the motor of your car?” '

The Professor gulped and nodded.

“Well, you'll find that it will operate all right now.”

“If it does,” said the Professor, “that’ll be proof enough for me!™ ’Then,
after a moment’s reflection, “Only I hope it doesn’t!”

When they reached the car, a startled Mrs. Bailey looked questioningly
at her husband. . )

“Hello, dear!” said the Professor, interested in checking his motor, “I
couldn’t find a telephone but, I—well, this is Mister . .. a ... Mister ... 2"

“Numar,” obliged the white-robed figure.

“Numar,” repeated the Professor, opening the rear car door and gesturing.
“Here—climb in—you can have the back seat to youself.” Then, to his
wife, as he hurried around and slid in behind the wheel, “Mr. Numar says
he’s from the planet Talamaya—wherever that is—but I told him I wouldn’t
believe that unless . . . !”

The Professor put his foot on the car starter. The motor instantly re-
sponded.

“Oh, good heavens! He is from the planet Talamaya!”

“What on earth are you talking about?”” demanded Mrs. Bailey, finding
her voice for the first time. “Who is this Hollywood actor and what’s he
doing so far from the lots?”

“He’s not a Hollywood actor,” said the Professor, in hushed, awestruck
tones. “And don’t let him hear you say that. You see how this motor’s-
running? Well, there wasn’t anything wrong with it. He just stopped it
from miles up in the air, so I'd get out of the car'and go for help and come
to the place where he was landing in his space ship! It’s all very extraor-
dinary!” ’

“Yes, very!” said Mrs. Bailey, “and if you expect me to believe that,
you must be Mr. Ripley!”

“Dear, you've just gof to believe it!” The Professor set the car in gear
and resumed his trip down the mountain. “You're a witness to the fact that
I didn’t get the car fixed—and yet—here we go!” :
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“The motor was probably overheated. It would have started up just
the same if you’d never met this man. Where are you taking him?”

“Darling—he’s to be our house guest!”

“Who._says s0?”

“He does—he told me we were picked out of all the humans on this
earth to sponsor him. It’s supposed to be our mission or something . . .

“Well, of course—now I understand everything. He’s some ismic leader
or cultist who’s escaped from an institution. We'll have to find out which
one—and return him!”

Professor Bailey drove in silence for some distance. What could he say?
He stole apprehensive glances through the rear view mirror to see if his
“other world companion” was still with them. He was. What to do? . . .
What to do?

“If I'd come from another planet, Id certainly wish to be treated right,”
thought the Professor. And then the enormity of this situation began to
crowd in upon him. ;

If Mr. Numar had really come from the planet of Talamaya—or ANY
planet—it was the biggest news story in the history of the world! Why, it
was much more important and exciting than if he, Professor William Roscoe
Bailey, had discovered a new planet or galaxy! This news would chase the
world war off the front pages and give everybody something big and sen-
sational to think about! He must have been dazed, actually stupefied, not to
have realized this at once. Here he was, Professor Bailey, world-renowned
astronomer, most favored among men! Fate had selected him to play a
tremendous role and now it was clear to the Professor why he had been se-
lected. When a man of his reputation introduced this heavenly visitor to the
world, Numar would be accepted for what he was, No doubt Numar had
come to earth for some great and, as yet, unrevealed purpose. Beings of his
stature didn’t go shooting a trillion miles through space on a whimsy.

“Darling,” said the Professor, as he reached their home, “you’ve had com-
plete faith in me for the past thirty years and you must not lose it now.
We're in on the ground floor of one of the greatest things that’s ever
happened on this earth.”

“Oh, stop talking like a Hollywood ad!”

“But, my dear!” he expostulated, “don’t you see—if I present this space
traveler as my discovery to the world—it will make me more famous than
having a star named after me!”

The Bailey home was a modest bungalow type with a spare bedroom
overlooking a little rose garden, and the mountains beyond.

“This is your room and the bathroom’s right off here,” pointed Mrs.
Bailey, in her best frigidaire manner. “No doubt you’ll want to freshen up
a bit after your trip!” . ‘

Numar nodded and smiled.

“And I wish you’d remove that green paint or dye and stop pretending
you're somebody from out of this world,” she continued, in spite: of rib-
jabbings from her husband. “I'm onto you, even if Mr. Bailey isn’t!”

W 8
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“Please pay no attention to her!” begged the Profe_aor. “My wife™
always been a skeptic. When I wrote my paper on the size and freqfn?cy
of sun spots, she told me I ought to be examined by a lunzcy commission.
Even when my theories were accepted by the Astronomical Socwt!’ she said
:hat most astronomers were just a bunch of near-sighted old bags.

“Now, William—I didn’t say ‘bags’.”

“Well, whatever it was, dear—it wasn’t very complime:_:my. And the
way you're acting, what do you suppose Mr. Numar is going to think of
our civilization?”

Mrs. Bailey wasn’t in the mood to uphold the dignity of the hnmax‘a race.

“I don’t care what he thinks. As for me—I'm tired and I’'m going to
s ! hed apologeticall

Professor Bailey coughed apologetically.

“That’s a wom);n forg you,” he said. “I presume you have them where you
came from?”

Numar bowed. “Oh, yes—woman is everywhere in the universe!”

The Professor looked a trifle disappointed.

“But on our planet,” Numar added, “we have nothing you would recog-
nize as sex.

“Oh, bosh and tither!” snorted Mrs. Bailey. “You'd be just as much a
man as my husband if you'd take off that flowing robe and put on pants!™

The mysterious visitor eyed Mrs. Bailey with an expression of infinite

atience.

- “Pants,” he explained, “have not evolved on our planet. Both sexes
dress as I am attired!” :

“You see, William—it’s just as I surmised. This masquerader is some
fanatic who's trying to start a new cult. He's attached himself to you be-
cause he feels, with your scientific endorsement, he can attract a big follow-
ing. If you sponsor him, you'll be ruined!” ’

The Professor wore a pained expression.

“I'm sorry to have to take issue with you dear—but I believe in Mister
Numar—and so long as I do, I'm willing to risk my reputation. You go to
bed and let me worry about this matter.”

“All right—but don’t say I didn’t warn you!™

Mrs. Bailey stepped inside her room and slammed the door.

CHAPTER II

ProrFessor BALEy didn’t sleep well that night. He tossed and turned
on the couch in the living room. No use in going to bed ‘with his wife and
continuing the argument. Besides, it had been a fatiguing and nerve-shock-
ing evening. But what was he to do on the morrow? How would be best
to break the news of this momentous event to 'an unsuspecting world?
The professor dreamed and saw thousands of skeptical, scoffing fellow hu-
mans, each of whose faces resembled that of Nellie, his wife! He was trying
9 ) x .
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to get away from them all w
the front door.

::Wh(? 15 it?” he asked, half aslecp, fumbling with the lock.
Jamison,” said a voice.
"le, go/qd morning, Ed .. . I got to bed late last nighe, I...”
Say, Will—do you know what’s going on in your backyard? There’s a

funny looking geek out there parading around in a white robe—and he's
absolutely green!™

“What? Oh! Oh, yes, I know ., . 1"

"Did you hear what I said? The man js green!”

Prf).(cuor‘lhnlcy's tone was slightly irritable. He never liked being waked
up. "Certainly he’s green. That's his natural color!”

“His natural color! What do you mean?” .

“Just what I say. He’s from another planet.  Just arrived last night.
They’re all green up there!”

“Oh, now, come off! Don’t be handing me anything like that, Professor!

I vo.i lived next door to you too long! What kind of a scientific experiment
is this?”

hen he was awakened by somcone pounding on

Professor Bailey was shivering in his pajamas.

“No experiment—no experiment at all. Do you mind if I slip into my
bathrobe?”

Mr. Jamison stepped in the door, lcaving it ajar.

“Listen, Will, my kids are out talking to that man now. They've been
asking him what movie outfit he’s with. I think myself he’s some kind of
a2 Yogi. But his green skin—that’s what gets me. Never saw anything like
it. How’d he get colored up like that?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” said the Professor, fastening the bathrobe
around him. “Some difference, most likely, in his skin pigment. You’ll have
to ask him.”

“Now, just a minute, Will—just a minute! Are you expecting me to
swallow your story that this guy’s from another planec?”

A :00k of defiance came into Professor Bailey's face.

“I don’t care whether you swallow it or not—it’s the truth!”

“Well, I like that!” Mr. Jamison towered over the Professor. “I came
over here as a friend to find out what’s going on and you try to tell me
this green man is from another world! Well, I don’t believe it. This is too
early in the morning for me to let anyone spoof me—and if you’ve turned
into a practical joker at yout age, you ought to be locked up. Good day!”

A concerned Professor Bailcy now started for the rear of the house but
collided with his wife as she came down the stairs.

“What on earth is all the commotion?” she demanded, pulling on her
dressing gown. “I've just looked out the back window and there’s a crowd
gathering. Most of all the neighbors in the block and people I never saw
before.”

“It’s Mister Numar,” said the Professor. “He’s out there.”

“William! . . . You've got to get rid of that man! If you don't, he'll
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et you in terrible trouble!” .
¢ Myrs. Bailey’s eyes flashed something akin to fire. Professor Bailey saw that

i hopeless to remonstrate with her.

¢ :,I:Isell?c;,’" he said, persuasively. “There’s too‘mudr at stake here for us
to be in disagreement. I've just hadl: mt:;t dutressmbi t.bought. Peﬂ;aps
he reason Mister Numar is up early and pacing about in our yar is
:)cc:usc he’s hungry. I stupidly neglected to offer him any food last night.

“But how would I know how to feed 2 man from Mars?” retorted Mrs.
Bailey. : " % B -

“Fle's not from Mars—it’'s Talamaya!

“Well, wherever he’s from. I don’t suppose they ever heard of toasted
cornflakes up there. You'd better go out and ask him what he wants. Its
hard enough getting a meal for a mortal man like you!” )

“Oh, stop it!" said the Professor, but he softened when he saw 2 twinkle
in his wife’s eye.

By now, ezcry foot of the Bailey backyard fence was taken up by
spectators—men, women and children of all ages. They were mnfhn; on
each other’s toes and stretching their necks to get a better view of this figure
in white with the skin of green. The personage, himself, did not seem two
mind onlookers. He had stopped his pacing and was seated on 2 bright red
garden chair, idly examining a rose b g

“I tell you, he’s not human!™ a scholarly appearing man was insisting.
“I studied anthropology in school and there just isn’t any Homo sapiens with
a head shaped like that!™ i

“Oh, they can make a2 man up to lock like anything in Hollywood!™ said
a woman. “But I can’t understand what this freak’s doing on Professor
Bailey’s premises!”

“I know what he’s doing,” spoke up Ed Jamison, who had just rejoined
the throng. “I’ve been in to see the Professor and he cliims that bird arrived
here last night from another planet!™

“Oh, yeah?”

“How’d he get here?”

“The Professor didn’t say. He got peeved when I doubted his word. Tl
have to admit, though, I've never before seen a human being who was

reen!”

. “Me, cither! . . . He does look differemt! . . . Can he alk?™

“I don’t know. Let’s find out.” Mr. Jamison put one hand to the sde of
his mouth. *“Hey, Mister! . . . Hey, you!™ g

The white-robed figure looked in the direction of the voice.

At this moment, the rear door of the Bailey house opened and the Pro-
fessor appeared. He had his tic in hand and was just fastening his collar.
The size of the curious multitude stunned him. ‘

“My goodness me!” he exclaimed.

“Come on, Professor—tell us what it's all about!™ shouted someone.

A chorus of voices joined in the demand. The Professor hesitated as the
white-robed figure walked over and stood beside him. Finally, as everyone
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essor Bailey, getting shakily to his feet. "I've just been

struck by lightning. Don't ever touch that Mister Numar or you may be
tufl and nonscnse!™ denounced Mrs. Bailey, now thoroughly aroused.

r Impostor? Did that water go down your wind-

Ihat water," said her unwelcome visitor, “'is not pure!”
“Of course it's pure!™ retorted Mrs. Bailey. ' What do you suppose the city
) e
I &
“Chlorime said Numar, “So that's what 1t s!”
“You don't necd to worry, Mister Numar—thar chlorine's killed all the
!:,A -
And killed me,"” said Numar. “We have no bacteria on our

t assimilate chlorine. I'm sorry to trouble you
: water,''
weh like 3 battery,” observed the Professor,

tilled water?”
"1 believe that would be just the thing,” said Numar.

"Good,” said the Professor. “I'll have our drug store send over some
bottles.” He left the dining room to telephone the order.

Mrs. Bailey sat studving her strange house guest. “If you're putting up a
front, it's 2 mighty slick one,” she admitted. “I can’t figure out what your
game 15 Just ycet- but I'm warning you not to carry this lllil’lg too far!"
As Numar sat, saying nothing, she eyed him with growing suspicion. " This
* could be 2 Hollywood stunt to advertise a new picture. But if you take
advantage of my poor husband this way, )’uﬂ‘“ regret at for the rest of your
born days.”

“Mrs. Bailey,"” said the personage in green “You must believe me when |
tell you | was mot born on this planet. I came here for a purpose, as your
distinguished husband has informed you, and he has been chosen, of all
humans on carth, to assist me. You can make it easier for him and for
yourself if you will be good enough to co-operate.”

Mrs. Bailey took hold of the arms of her chair as a feeling of uncertainty
and bewilderment assailed her. “No,” she said, more to herself than to any-
one else. I musn’t let myself come under his spell. He's hypnotized William
and now he's trying his wiles on me. Oh, this is terrible! What am | going
to do?"

Professor Bailey came hurrying back into the room. “Your distilled water
is coming right over,” he announced. "I ordered an extra bottle for the
battery in my car. It’s run down, too.”

“Thank you, Professor,” said Numar. “Now, please take care of your
own organism. That extra supply of ham and eggs will give you the energy
you need because we have a strenuous day ahead of us.”

Professor Bailey took up his knife and fork as dutifully as a small boy
acting on orders of a parent. His wife poured twice too much sugar in her
coffee and sat stirring it, with her check muscles twitching.
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“Of course, Mister Numar,” she said, “you can change your mind and eat
any time you wish. I should think you’d get tired posing like that. And
if you really intend drinking that distilled water, I think you ought to have
your head examined.”

Her unwelcome house guest bestowed a tolerant look upon her. I
think you would do well to get some nourishment, too,” he suggested. “I can_
foresee that this is not going to be an easy day for you, either.,”

Mrs. Bailey gasped in exasperation. She felt momentarily squelched. How
was she going to save her husband and herself from this self-assured im-
postor? The Professor had been religiously attacking his ham and eggs. The
two ate in uncomfortable silence, feeling the eyes of their visitor upon them.

“Here, Mister Numar,” said the Professor, finally. “So stupid of me.
Wouldn’t you like to read our morning paper?” He picked up a copy of the
Los Angeles Times. -

“No thank you. I know all the essential things that are raking place on
your planet. Very few of them are reported in the paper. The rest do not
matter.

Mrs. Bailey gagged on a swallow of coffee. “I suppose you know what’s
going to happen next,” she taunted. ‘

“I do,” said Numar. “Your door bell’s going to ring!”

He had no sooner spoken than the doorbell did ring—a long, vigorous,
continyed ringing. Professor Bailey jumped up.

“It’s the boy from the drug store with your distilled water,” he said.
“He should know better. T'll give him a good piece of my mind!”

The bell kept on ringing.

“For mercy's sake!” said Mrs. Bailey, getting to her feet. “He must
think someone is dying for that water!” '

The Baileys rushed to the door together. It was nof the boy from the
drug store. It was a bundle of feminine dynamite, one hundred twenty
pounds of blonde beauty, exploding joyously in their faces.

“Hello, Uncle William! . . . Hello, Aunt Nellie! . . . Surprise! . . . I
knew you'd be glad to see me! I just flew in this morning from New York,
Warner Brothers have promised me a screen test. Isn’t that swell?”

Uncle and aunt were almost too dumbfounded to speak.

“Why, Betty Annabel Bracken!” exclaimed Mrs. Bailey.

“Yes, it’s . .. er . . . swell about the screen test,” said Professor Bailey,
eyeing his stunning niece apprehensively. “But your arrival here, at this
time, is a trifle awkward . . , I might even say—unfortunate . . . 1"

“Why, what’s the matter?” .

“I think, Nellie—you’d better explain,” said Professor Bailey, “while T
get back to our guest.”

"“Oh, my goodness!” said Betty. “Do you have other relatives or friends
visiting? If that’s the case, I'll go to a hotel!” ’

“No, dear,” said Mrs. Bailey. “We've got something worse than that.
We've got a gentleman here from another planet . . . or, at least, so he says!”

“Why, Auntie—you’re spoofing!”
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L 1 » . . .
No, I'm not, dear! . . . Oh, excuse me, that must be his distilled water!”

A young man was coming up on the porch with a package.
“Whose distilled water?”

The man from Mars . ., . I”

“Package for Professor Bailey,” said the boy, edging in between the niece.
and the door. “Six bottles of . . .”

“Yes, I know,” said Mrs. Bailey. “Just take them in the dining room to
Mr. Bailey.”

“Okay!” The boy passed through between the two women but came out
again almost immediately, eyes bulging.

“Gee, Mrs, Bailey—I never scen a guy like that before. Is he real?”

“That’s what I want to know,” said the professor’s wife.

A cloud of dust marked the delivery boy’s path from the house.

"W"h'y, Aunty—this is utterly fantastic!” said Betty, stepping in and
depositing l}cr suitcase. “I'm bursting with curiosity. When did this space
fraveler arrive—and how come—and everything?”

“Well, Betry,” said Mrs. Bailey, “it happened like this. Our car broke
down last night in the mountains. Your uncle went to get help and came
back with this mystcrious character who calls himself ‘Numar’.”

“You don’t say! What'’s he look like?”

“You'll sce for yourself in just a minute. I've a strong suspicion he's a
humbug!”

“But, Aunty—how could a man like Uncle William—one of the world’s
greatest astronomers—be taken in?”

“Oh, Betty—it’s always casy to fool a scientist. They’re looking so hard
for the truth that they can’t ever sce anything false!”

“You mean—Uncle actually believes this man is from where he says
he is?”

“I’'m afraid he does. And if he goes on record publicly—he’ll be the
laughing stock of this world!”

Betty’s big blue eyes became even bigger. “Why, Aunty—we can’t permit
this! Isn’t there something we can do?”

Mrs. Bailey bit her under lip and considered. “Yes, there is!” she said,
suddenly. “Something you can do! . . . Betty—you’re an actress. You can
help me expose this fakir!”

“Oh, Aunty, I'd love to! But how?”

Mrs. Bailey took her nicce confidentially by the arm and whispered .
in her ear, “Most every man, whether he’s a fake or not, is susceptible to
sex appeal. If you could only pretend to fall in love with this Mister Numar
and lead him on—I think it wouldn’t take long to solve his mystery!”

“I don’t think so, either,” said Betty. “This’ll be fun. Lead me to him!”

The arrival of the distilled water had relieved Professor Bailey a great deal.
It was quite a responsibility caring for his uncarthly visitor, especially
since some of his internal workings were so at variance from the human.

“Feeling better, now?” he asked, solicitously, after Numar had imbibed
a full glass of the distilled liquid. :
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“Very much,” smiled the green man. “T'll function perfectly now for

the remainder of the day. By the way—your niece is a most charming and

ive young woman!” "
“(I::zr'.cs:o: Bailgey stared. “How do you know? You lnv.en’t seen her yet!

“Oh, yes—I intercepted her thought as she was coming here from ’t.he

airport, intent on surprising you. I took a good look at her then. VShes a
¢ girl—very!” )
ch‘yV;lTl‘:clE-l'm gln)c'i you think so,” said the Professor. “I was a lictle
id ... you see . . . we only have one guest room.” )
afr.?(l)h, I cyan just as well stay in your study. In fact, I'd prefer it. A
bedroom is entirely lost on me. 1 can read some of your books of science
while you sleep.” .
ThcyProfcssF:)r regarded Numar, wonderingly. “Do you really mean it
n you say you don’t sleep?” :
Wh'?l v):'ish lchuld, somctiml:s," said Numar. “It seems to me it would be
a delightful experience.” )
d'tYiu don't 2:: and you don’t sleep,” pondered the Professor. “You live
on air and water. You look almost like a human and yet you're not human.
Your body stores electrical energy like a power-house. You say yoo'.ve come a
trillion miles through space. This is almost too much for my bnm_celh. I
won't feel right until I can have some of my fellow scientists examine you.
Do you mind if I call a few of them over?”

“You needn’t call them,” said Numar. “They’ll be over soon enough—and
so will a host of others.” :

The Professor looked alarmed. “Oh, I hope not! My home is so small
and I've always lived here so quietly. I confess, Mister Numar, that I'm
kind of at a loss exactly as to how to entertain you.”

Numar reached out his hand to give his host another reassuring pat but
the Professor pulled back just in time. “If you don’t mind,” he said, “T've
already been shocked enough.”

Numar smiled. “You would have felt nothing,” he said. “I had remem-
bered to insulate myself.”

There was a slight commotion at the door. It was Mrs. Bailey.

“Mister Numar,” she said. “My niece has just arrived from New York.”

“Yes, dear,” said the Professor. “He already knows it.”

“Oh! Then you’ve told him,” surmised Mrs. Bailey. “She would like to
meet you, Mister Numar.” Then, with a touch of sarcasm, “She says she’s
never met anyone from another planet before, May I bring her in2™

Numar arose from the table and stood his full six feet. But for the
exceedingly high forehead, he made a striking figure, his countenance and
long tapering fingers appearing almost as though they had beea cut from
green marble.

“I should be delighted.” . v

“That’s most gracious of you,” said Mrs. Bailey. “Then may I present
Miss Betty Annabel Bracken?”

Making a dazzling entrance on cue, Mrs. Bailey’s niece swept into the
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room. She stopped short in front of the w d fi i

2‘! .aL })) )u\ Puisc and presence ”}{':“ ”\I()“\’"ll)tf Qr]::l')":(il‘l‘g;frc‘lll bl( [chn

and held out her hand it o
Professor Bailey got to his feet, almost knocking over a chair. “N

now, Beuty! 1 wouldn't, «f | were you!" ‘ S -

: But it had already happened. Numar had taken her hand in his and was

holding 1t

“"Well, 1 never! said th

)
¢ Professor, and sat down again.

ntic's been telling me about you,” said Betty, as Numar said nothing,

onty fooking at her from the depths of his black eyes. “Have a nice trip
here
Quite ful, thank you.”
You ca a ng bilions of miles uneventful?”
Une gets accustomed to it, in time.”
Betty squirmed, uncomfortably, and withdrew her hand. "My, I don't

(I]-,mL lln\cr would! Why, I just finished flying from coast to coast . .
that's three thousand mules, you know!"”

"Yes, 1 know—and it wook you twelve hours. Can you compute how
lun.-,: 1t '.».(,-u.;z' take me, traveling as I do, with the speed of lighe?”

“Whew! That's 2 sixty-four dollar question for Uncle William!” laughed
Betty. "'I'm no good ar figures!”

“l think you are,” said Numar, eycing her. “Very much so!”

“Why, Mister Numar!" gasped Betty. "You sound almost human!”

The tension was broken, or perhaps increased, by the ringing of the
doorbell.

“"Well, who do you suppose that is?” said the Professor. “Excuse me,
please.” He left the room, looking a trifle annoyed.

“Won't you sit down?” invited Numar, gesturing toward a chair as
Betty remained standing staring at him.,

“That’s the most remarkable make-up!” she exclaimed. “I don’t see how
you did it!”

“Me, either,” said Mrs. Bailey.

“Make-up?” repeated Numar. “What do you mean by make-up>”

"“Why, your face, your eyes, your long head line, those hands—everything.
It’s wonderful! And that shade of green. I've never seen anything like
it. It’s even uncanny!”

“You earth people are amusing,” said Numar. “Everything you can't
understand you think is unreal or artificial. I am not made up. This is the
way I really am.” ‘

Betty's eyes widencd. "You mean you're green like that all over?”

“Why, certainly! Aren’t you white all over?” "

Mrs. Bailey hurriedly got up to clear the breakfast dishes. “I think we'd
better change the subject,” she said.

Professor Bailey was having his troubles at the door. He was confronted
by the chief of police and two burly officers of the law.

“Professor,” said the chief. “I can hardly believe this about you. But
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I've had several reports that you are harboring a suspicious looking character
here.” . ;
The Professor’s indignation rose like the mercury in a thermometer. *“Who

e
ml't'iSZ::ral neighborhood complaints. See that crowd gathering outside?”
The chief thumbed over his shoulder. “‘Somebody said we should look for a
green man in a white bathrobe. Is anyone answering that description here?”

Professor Bailey nodded. “I'm afraid there is!™

“Well, lead us to him!”

“Now, Chicf—don’t be too hasty! There’re a few things I should tell
you about this . . . er . . . personage. In the first place, he’s not

human < ..

“He’s not what?”

“He doesn't belong to our species. He’s not of this world!”

“So that’s what he thinks. I get you! Then it’s the nut bouse for him!”

“Oh, no!" The Professor was horrified. “You don’t understand. Mister
Numar arrived here last night by space ship from the planet Talamaya.”

“Talamaya! . . . Never heard of it. Space ship? . .. Say—what’re you
talking abour?”

“Talamaya’s a trillion or so miles from here,” said the Professor, helpfully.
“Mister Numar can tell you more about it. I haven’t had time yet to . . .”

“Professor, if 1 didn’t know you, I'd say you were headed for the nut
house. Let me smell your breath. Have you gone off on an astronomical
bender?” ~ i

“I'm perfectly sober—and sane—I hope,” said the Professor.

“Well, show us this fugitive from a distant planet and we’ll soon tell
you!” ordered the chief.

“Follow me, gentlemen. Oh, you don’t nced to draw your guns. He's
not dangerous . . . at least, he hasn’t been . . . up to now.”

Mrs. Bailey and Betty had been trying to trick the mysterious visitor into
some statement which would reveal him to be what they presumed him
be—an ingeniously camouflaged human being, but, thus far, no luck. They
were certainly not prepared for the dramatic entrance of this blue-coated
tno. %
“Stand where you are! Don’t move! We've got you covered!” said the
chief. y

Numar stood looking into the muzzles-of three revolvers.

“Whom do I have the honor of addressing?” he asked.

“Chief of Police Andrews and two officers of the law,” introduced the
Professor. .

“The law,” said Numar, and smiled. “Quaint custom—upholders of the
law. On my planet, we haven’t had a police force for the last ten millions
years.” A . :

“Cut out that kind of talk!” barked the chief. *“Where do you come from
and what are you doing here?”

“Talamaya is my home planet but I'm on an extended tour of the uni-
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verse. I've stopped here to deliver a message to you earth people. When
I've done that, I'll be on my way!”

“This all sounds like double-talk to me. Professor—I"m going to have
to take this gent to the station-house for a questioning. We’ll wash that
green paint off him, too! . .. Don’t worry! We'll get onto his skin game!”

“If you do,” said Mrs. Bailey, “I wish you’d let us know what it is. We
haven’t been able to find out.”

Numar, apparently undisturbed, turned aside to Professor Bailey. “You
still believe in me?” he asked.

“"Well, yes,” said the Professor. “After what I’ve seen—unless my senses
are tricking me . ., 1"

“That’s fine,” said Numar. “Then, if I'm to accompany these courageous
representatives of law and order, would you mind coming along and bringing
a bottle of distilled water? It might be a bit difficult to convince these
gentlemen that I really need it. And T shouldn’t like to have to cause them
any trouble or inconvenience.”

The Professor picked up a quart bottle which the chief immediately
snatched from him.,

“So that’s what this guy has been drinking!” he said. “Looks like wood
alcohol to me! Sure, we'll take this along—for evidence!”

“Well, Mister Numar,” said Mrs. Bailey. “I can’t exactly say I'm sorry
to see you go. You've certainly upser this household no end since you at-
tached yourself to the Professor last night. But I must say, you seem to be
a gentleman. I hope things don’t go too hard for you.”

“Oh, Aunty!” said Betty. “We’re going to the station-house with Mister
Numar. I wouldn’t miss this for the world!”

“You're going, I'm not,” said Mrs. Bailey. “I’ve got these dishes to do
and the day’s marketing. We've still got to eat whether Mister Numar does
or not.”

“All right, you!” said the chief. “Get moving!”

“You first, gentlemen,” said Numar, nodding toward the door.

“What do you mean ‘us first’?” snapped the chief. “You’re under arrest.
Lay hands on him, boys!”

The blue-coats advanced upon Numar who raised his hands. “I’d advise
you not to touch me,” he said, quietly.

“So would I!” said the Professor. '

“Oh, you would, would you!” roared the chief. “Well, just for that,
put the handcuffs on him!”

Each officer grabbed an arm and each officer, just as quickly, turned a
backward somersault.

“You see what I mean?” said the Professor.

“What’s the matter with you men?” demanded the chief.

“You handcuff him!” said the first officer to regain his feet. “I feel like
I'd been kicked by a mule!”

“Now, gentlemen,” said Mrs. Bailey. “I've had enough of this kind of
business. If you want to wrestle with Mister Numar, please take him outside
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do it!”
t()Tl(:c:lchief held the handcuffs and looked testily at the green man. Numar

smiled and extended his hands witl;( :ivrists together.

“You would like to try?” he asked.

"K’?:v, that’s more likZ it,” said the chief and touched the handcuffs to
umar’s wrists.

NThcrc was a blinding flash, like a short circuit, and the chief of police
of La Canada, suburb of Los Angeles, in the state of California, came down
on the top of the Bailey breakfast table.

Only Numiar remained unmoved.

“You see what I mean?” said the Professor, again.

“You first, gentlemen,” said Numar, and nodded toward the door.

The ¢hief and his two police officers needed no further invitation. They
were only too glad to precede their prisoner who walked serenely after
them, but turned at the doorway to extend his apologies to a speechless
Mrs. Bailey. s

“I regret very much this had to happen,” he said. “But fortunately, you
had gotten your nourishment out of the meal. I suggest you rest up while
we are gone. There is still a strenuous time ahead.” ‘ ’

“Good heavens!” moaned Mrs. Bailey. “Don’t tell me you have any
intention of coming back!”

Professor Bailey was proud of his little house and yard. He had spent
much time fussing with the front lawn. There was a young avocado
tree which he counted on for shade in his declining years. Then there was a
lemon tree which had three green lemons on it this very minute. The
hedge which lined the walk was the professor’s pet. He trimmed it himself
once a month and chased stray dogs from it.

Now, as Professor Bailey stepped out onto the front porch behind the
three police officers and Numar, he suffered his greatest shock of the day. It
looked as though every man, woman and child in town was parked in his
front yard. Boys had shinned up his avocado tree and were hanging to the
groaning limbs.

“Look!” they shouted. “There he comes! There’s the green man!™

The crowd pressed forward, straddling the hedge in many places and
trampling it. The turf of the lawn had already been scruffed up. The
patrol car by the curb had proved a strong magnet. But the word-of-mouth
ot the neighbors had done the most damage.

“Stand back, everyone!” ordered the Chief. “This man is a dangerous
character. Don’t anyone touch him. He’s got some kind of an infernal
machine on him. It’s liable to kill you outrighe!™

The curious mob backed away and tramped the hedge some more.

“Please, my good people!” appealed the Professor. “Watch what you're
doing! . . . Boys, get down out of that tree!” . -

“Aw, gee, then we can't see!” said the smallest. “Gosh, is he gonna .

explode or somethin’?" g
It was no use. The only way to disperse the crowd was to get Numar
21 "

.

PN SR



away from there as quickly as possible. The police had made a lane for him
down the sidewalk to the car and were waiting for Numar to join them.
Betty appeared on the porch and took the Professor’s arm.

“Uncle William,” she said. “I'm going with you!”

“No, dear,” said the Professor. “Police stations are no place for a girl
like you!”

“Just the same, I'm going,” declared Betty. “You're not going to face this
ordeal alone.”

Professor Bailey had learned through years of experience not to argue very

much with a woman. Besides, he had more pressing things on his mind.
Numar was descending the steps and walking with an undeniable majesty
toward the patrol car. People pressed as close to him as they dared and the
bigger boy in the tree reached down to touch him as he passed. This was
his instant undoing. He let loose a surprised howl and landed in the crowd,
taking three elders to earth with him.

“Good work!” said the Professor, in an undertone to Numar. “He
shouldn’t have been up in my tree, anyway!” Then to the awe-struck crowd,

“Keep away, everybody! Didn’t you hear what the Chief said? This man
is dangerous!”

CHAPTER III

THE WAY THE SPECTATORS began to leave the Professor’s yard brought joy
to his heart until he saw the ruin they left behind. Mrs, Bailey was
standing on the porch surveying the same sorry spectacle.

“You people ought to be ashamed of yourselves,” she called after them.
“You can see better freaks than this at any dime museum. Now go on
home!”

But no one paid any attention. They were all in the street, jamming
around the patrol car and trying to look through the small high windows.

“Goodbye, Aunty!” cried Betty, as Chief Andrews helped her into the
car. “Don’t worry about Uncle. T’ll take care of him for you!”

The siren sounded a warning and the car scattered the crowd in front of it.
Then those who had autos of their own ran to them to follow the police car
to the station.

Ed Jamison, next door neighbor, ambled up the sidewalk, kicking crumpled
empty cigarette packages and chewing gum wrappers out of his way, He
stooped to pick up a broken piece of the hedge and eyed Mrs. Bailey who

had sunk down upon the porch railing, her head against a post. i

“Well, Mrs. Bailey,” said the man most responsible for this imprompru
gathering. “What do you think?” :

“I think,” said Mrs. Bailey, eyes blazing, “it's a bell of a note!™

With that she got up, choked back an angry sob and went into the

house, slamming the door.

The hangers-on at the police station, the idly cunous. the court attend-
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- - - . 'h -
ants, the police captain and his aides were accustomed to usual
h:ppcningl:oof an average day. There was the constant parade of
wife-beaters, sneak thieves, Tom-(he-pe_epen, con men, t:gg
vagrants and traffic violators. But never m.d\c history of  or any
police station had an officer ever brought in 2 man who chad“’ :n
come from another planet! Here was one case where 2 man t
bite 2 dog to make news. h’:'be m?n;:t Num:l-“va n::ﬂ; before
incredulous magistrate on charges o turbing peace misrepresenta-
tion, the police reporters ran for the telephone booths to call their papers.

“Gimme the managing editor’s desk, quick! . . . Hey, Chief! Send your
feature writers! Send phetographers! Send m. There’s a guy : -
picked up out here who claims he came a trillion miles through space to
this earch! . . . No, I'm not kiddin! . . . Well, how can I tell? Sare, he :
looks diffcrent! . . . He’s green! . . . And bca&:.. Mcﬂ.l mh .
he’s the real article . . . Yeah, the astronomer! He's not going t go off the
deep end for nothin’! . . . Well, if it isn’f true, it’s great! You get the
Chief! He's a cosmic globe-trotter!™ L8

The stampede was on! Every staff man and woman the Los An
paper offices could spare jumped into a F-rand went speeding o ¢
La Canada police station to take part in puh? one of the
views of all time. Uitmahﬂnhﬂ““’

The court room was “"Where is he? . . . Where's P
-+ - Who's got the dope? . . . What's the low-down? . . ..
man!” they shouted. ' ~ ,

The m::ism:e had lost all the hiruhu
been standing on end. He was a nervous lictle &
from the ante-room where this visitor from space *
face was wet with perspiration. ' 4

“Now, just a minute! Be calm, everybe
every day. I confess 'm in quite .rlhi '
story now!"” . v

“Is he on the level?™ asked a man f

“He says he is,” replied the mag
he doesn’t belong in this police coure.
getting an oﬁcnlh' 'MW i

“That’s righe!™ PR

s swell place to welcome a visitor

fl!'&gl
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angle!™
“"Oh, but I don’t want . -« " said Betey.

D ¢ c - (U )
I ro(essor Bailey squeezed her arm. Betty, dear, you’d better let me do the

Kir ¢wspapermen before. They're a bad log!™
“Yes, uncle,” she acquiesced. “But I can’t help it if I'm photogenic!”
Now, ladies and gentlemen of the press,” the Chief of Police of La-
Canada, Charlton K. Andrews, was saying. "I'm about to produce for you
what may be the sensation of the ages. | wouldn’t exactly want to 80 on

rccurdA:s stating that I believe this man’s story but I haven’t been able to
shake it yet. This js the most bafiling 8

detection as head of the police departme
‘Bring on the green man! Cut out th
ourselves!” came a chorus of shouts.

But Chief Andrews was not to be denied his big moment. He had been a
flatfoot for many years and some citizens had even accuse

nt in this large city ., . 1”
e introduction! Let us judge him for

representation of newspaper people. He intended to make the most of ir.

“As I said before, I'm going to let you see this person who calls himself
‘Mister Numar.” I'm going to let you talk to him and see what you can get
out of him. But I'm warning you, he’s got some electrical apparatus hidden
on him and he’s refused so far to let me search him. ... No, don’t laugh!
+« . This gentleman may be a faker but we can’t be too sure. That’s why
we've got to go slow. I'm here to testify that I just touched this man and
it knocked me down. So don’t any of you pcople get too near him. I'm
holding him on suspicion till I find out more about him.”

“You ought to be a spicler in a sideshow!” joshed a reporter. “Trot out
your electrical robor!”

The Chief stepped to the door and motioned inside. “Okay, Mister Nu-
mar. You can come out now.”

The Professor and Betty were standing on the raised platform near the
magistrate’s bench. Beneath them every seat was filled in the little coure
room and newspaper men and women and photographers packed the ajsles,
Outside a crowd lined the corridors and extended into the street. There was
a moment of curious suspense as all awaited the appearance of this pur-
ported being from another planet,

Numar’s entrance was impressively slow and stately. He was met by a
popping barrage of exploding light bulbs as photographers took their first
pictures. He advanced to the edge of the platform and smiled down at this
earth’s most skeptical, sensation-sated type of audience.

"My greetings to you,” he said, and stopped. They waited expectantly for
him to say more, eyeing him critically the while—but he did not speak.

“Well, how about it?” called a reporter. “What you got to say for your-
self? 'What’s your racket?”

Professor Bailey stepped forward. “If I may suggest, this is not the right
procedure to use in interviewing such a rare and distinguished personage. It
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i held here in a police station
is i ini nough for Mister Numar to be
- l:frr:ol:l:}l\z:sldc be :gssociating with the finest men and women of our earth
:Vnd receiving the highest honors within ou;'i p(:iwcr to bestow.
?” fired a reporter.
. uote you on that, Professor e ; ) )
“(‘;::’?vsea?d Profyessor Bailey, with a staunchness which surprised himself.
m 1 ' . -
Y&tr’::g‘was studying the array of faces before hlr‘n wn;h thc uf:t.e:cesuth:
scientist takes in guinea pigs. He did not scem to mind ; ctn-r :m:;on .
kepticism which prevailed. They had come Wlt!’l th_e evident in é
;uﬁing him on the spot. Now that they were in his presence, they q
iously didn’t know how to do it: o ) o
Obxllo:‘vsil); nr:swer ten questions at this time,” said Numar, g;ac:kusly}.nt‘?er“
haps you newspaper people would like to get together and decide what yo

y efer to ask me. ) ) )
“OTULCL:";S,:SP:“ immediate hubbub, much cussing and discussing among

those assembled. Finally, a group of reporters emerged, a representative of
h Los Angeles paper and the news services.

¢='c.'l'y(c)s becrg\ appointed spokesman,” annou.nced veteran rfgw':t:kv:

Hines of the Herald-Express. “We’ve got a list of questions we

to fire at you.”

Numar fixed his black eyes upon the interviewer and smiled pleasantly.
“You may proceed.” ) b s s il B e,
R ter Hines opened his collar at the neck and go or action
His eci?fe:gues had their pencils and notepads ready to record their impres-
1 f wh might be said. .
5"‘2;;'s“s’e:t::;l‘_d§c first thing we'd l(ilke to know, Mr. Numar is this—
here i lanet of Talamaya located?” . . )
N "'Ir!:)::!: ‘:;:eprcach of your present telescopes,” Numar answered. “Up in
hat you call the "Milky Way.” ) )
N }: b)(,)isterous laugh boomed out from some.whcre in the back of the court
room. Numar looked soberly in that directfon:. T!:e hug.btet ?M“And

“Well, of course, that’s not so very de'ﬁmte, said the interviewer.
there’s no way we can really check up. ’. .

“Yes, that is unfortunate that your scientific instruments should :ef:
undeveloped on this earth. However, I can hardly be held responsibl
that.” .

“Well, tell us—how did you get here?

“By space ship.” . .

“Space ship, eh? What was the motive power used?

“Electro-stellar-magnetic.”

Someone whistled and a murmur ran through the court-room as pencils
scribbled. . .

“Where did you land upon arrival?” continued repocter Hines.

“In the mountains—not far from Wilson‘ Observ. “?'"ﬁ B s e

“That’s quite unusual,” speculated the interviewer. "Why - yo
this remote place for landing rather ;l,un one of our airports



Numar was standing erect on the platform
chest, looking down ac his interrogator. ’

“Because there were ma
for landing purposes.”
Numar added: “And be
who was near by.”

All eyes sought out the Prof
Betty took his arm and put her h
expression, It impressed one of
Betty acted annoyed in a
center of the stage.

“Where is your space ship now?”

- :
In the mountains, where I land
return.”

his arms folded across his

gnetic properties in the mountains which I needed
Then, with a friendly glance toward the professor,
cause I wished to make contact with Professor Bailey
essor who bowed, a bit self-consciously.
ead against his shoulder, with a “my hero”
the photographers who snapped a picture.
pleasant sort of way. But Numar easily held the

the veteran Hines was asking.

"o s . il
ed,” said Numar, simply, * awaiting my
Thnslcnuscd a np‘}‘)]c of comment and an excited woman reporter jumped
up on her cbaxr. Oh, Mister Numar—that’s thrilling!  Will you let us
see and examine this aerial vessel?”

Numar, amused, turn.cd to reporter Hines and inquired: “Was this one of
the ten questions you wished to ask me?” His quiet authority and demeanor

was something a hardboiled newspaper fraternity had not, heretofore, en-
countered.

“Why, yes, it was I mean—it is!”

. stammered Hines, as everyone nodded
in assent.

“I am sorry,” said Numar. “You will not be permitted to see or examine
my space-ship. Its construction is beyond your comprehension. Inspection
of it would only confuse and discourage you in your evolution. For this
reason, it has been rendcred invisible.” ‘

Chief of Police Andrews had been sitting on the arm of the magistrate’s
chair. “Can you imagine that?”” he whispered. “If that guy’s a fake, he’s
got the world’s greatest line!”

“He certainly knows all the answers,” said the magistrate. “It will take
a pack of Philadelphia lawyers to pin anything on him!”

It was apparent that the newspaper people did not like Numar’s evasive
remarks about his space ship. They had been given some fancy run-arounds
before but this was being done so smoothly and easily that over half cheir
allotted questions had been asked and they had gotten nowhere.

“Do you expect us to believe your last statement?” demanded interviewer
Hines, in a tone of exasperation,

“No,” smiled Numar, “but I'm just as confident you can’t refute it!”

Hines jerked off his tie and threw it on the floor. “Come on, now, Mister
Numar! Let’s quit shadow-boxing and get down to cases. We're all hard
working people. We didn’t come out here on a wild goose chase—or did we?
-+« If you're really a bird from another planet, what is your purpose in
coming here?”

“That’s the first sensible and significant question you've asked me,” said
Numar. “I came here to deliver a message of great importance to you carth
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people. At the proper time I intend to present this message over every
radio station in the land and from Chicago.” . ) ,

“Chicago!” Every person in the room rose up at this. “Why .Cbu'lgo.

.. What's the matter with Los Angeles> Why can’t you deliver your

e right here?” ) )
me‘s‘sl;fcausge,” said Numar, and now he had everyone hzngm'g on his words
and what he was saying was being relayed out into the c’orndors and down
into the street. “Because,” he repeated, "Chicago_is destined to become the
new capital of the United States and the commercial center of the _vorld. I
will eventually be the headquarers of the Peace Lugue of All Nations. I'm
interested in the future of your planet, not its past. Therefore I shall

s you earth people from Chicago!” ‘ - -
=d<k‘:5 lZst, this sryspterious personage had said something speqﬁc. At
last he had given these self-exalted members of the press something they
could hang their hats on. To be sure, there was no proof 'Ihatsoev.er that he
was who he said he was or that he had come from where he sad he had.
But, if this green man, fake or not, really intended to say something to.the
human race from Chicago or Timbuctoo, this was a story worth hadlma
in any newspaper. After all, the scientists would probably get hold of dm
Numar person soon enough. Let them worry about whether he was genuine
or not. . N

“I believe,” said Numar, as pencils scratched furiously, “that you are
entitled to one more question.”

Interviewer Hines gxcitedly consulted his notes. “Oh!" he nad."oh. yes!
Here it is, Mr. Numar. Can you answer this> How long do you intend to
stay on earth?”

l'y\lum:r smiled. “That,” he said, quietly, “will be determined by develop-
ments.” )

It is 2 wonder that some reporters were not killed in the rush to grab all
available telephones and call their stories into their papers. A few remained
behind with photographers to pose Numar in company with different
individuals. _

“Chief Andrews,” directed one camera man. “We'd like to get a shot of
you putting the handcuffs on Mister Numar. We want to run a picture with
the heading, ‘Police Chief Captures Man From Another Phanet’ . . .*

“It’s a cute idea,” said the Chief, “but I'm not going to put any hand-
cuffs on that man. I'm not even going to sfend too close to him. Not after
the shock I got today!”

The magistrate stood up. “Oh, now Charlie. I don't think Mr. Numar
would object. Let me get in this picture with you™ He reached out and
took Numar by the arm. -

“Look out!” cried the Chief.

But nothing happened.

“I'd be delighted to pose with you gentlemen,” said Numar. .

The magistrate chummily retained his hold of Numar's arm but Chief
Andrews kept his distance.
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L} o .w his }um., ]'X\r(t“;llll),;,\'.
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shot of you shaking hands with that guy!” iluikk
Professor Baile i ¢ af

| fessor l,{ll.) looked up at Numar apprehensively, “Is the

Current turned off ' he whispered T

Numar nodded, amused w rinkles sl
hand. The Professor took it
Flashlight bulbs exploded.

"That's great!” said :

" s 4 camera man. “That's a2 honey! P
‘ : : ney!  Professor, y
looked then like you'd just discovered a new star!™ 4 e
I hope you don't use it,"”

1owing in his face, and held out his

};Augc‘ljy, an awesome v\prcssiun on Ilia l'JL'L'

: said the Professor, uncasily,

g00d picture, anyway, not cven when I'm posing with Nelli
) “"f photographers consulted one another,
She didn’t have much trouble because they
their attention to her,

‘ lI\.‘ow, Baby, it's your turn. You know the newspapers can’t get alon
without sex a/)[n'u/.' We can always get the picture of a pretty girl in thg
paper when we can't get anything clse. So we want a shot of ou kissi
this man from the Milky Way.” ’ i1t

This was more than Betty had bargained for.
green but hers turned red.

“Why, the very idea!” she exclaimed.

“Come on, Baby! You don’t ob; i
_ ! ject, do you, Mist ? 44
Wprpclet o B ,doy ister Numar? Don’t they

BNo, they do not. This is going to be a new experience for me.”

" ctthy i;eltdhex k}r:ces 80 weak. Professor Bailey gave her a little shove

0 ahead, dear,” he said, a bit impishly. “Remember— i i :
a 'great opportunity!’ { j .Y°“ T

Gee! Gosh!” said Betty, under her breath. Then, to Numar: “Do you—
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“I never take a
C.

Betty cried to catch cheir eyes.
were just getting ready to turn

Numar’s face remained

a—really want to try it?”
Numar nodded and held out his arms. The Professor had a moment of

sudden panic.

“On second thought,” he said, “I guess you'd better . .. !” N

But Betty was advancing toward Numar, her eyes fixed upon his, like
someone walking a tight rope. Numar’s arms clasped about her.'

“You—you don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” she said, uncere
tainly.

I think this will be very interesting,” said Numar.

The photographers pointed their cameras and lifted their flash bulbs.‘

“That's the way!” directed one of them. “Pucker up. your lips, Mister
Numar! . . . What's it gonna be—a Clark Gable or a Charles Boyer?”

Numar looked aside, inquiringly. “I don’t understand,” he said.

“Oh, those names are movie actors,” explained Betty, nervously. “They’ve
each got a technique all theit own.”

Numar smiled down at her. “I suppose, after all, this is quite an indi-
vidual proposition.”

“Yes, [—I suppose so!” said Betty.

Chief Andrews nudged the perspiring magistrate. I wouldn’t be in that
guy's arms for a million dollars!”

Professor Bailey moaned to himself: “I don’t know what possessed me.
What will Nellie say to this?” :

The camera men were growing impatient.

“Hey, you two! Cut the conversation and give us some osculation!
Come on, Baby! Relax! Don’t act like your taking poison! Let’s see

some love-light in your eyes! Act like you meant it! Maybe this'll get you

your screen test!” y

This was all Betty nceded. She shut her eyes as the green lips of Numar
descended upon hers.

The room had filled with other spectators and some reporters who had
returned from phoning in their flash stories. They broke into whistles of
applause as the clinch was held and camera shutters clicked. v

“Okay, you can break now,” called the camera man. But Numar’s lips
were still pressed against Betty's. “Hey, break it up! Cu#! Will Hays won’t
like this!”

Betty disengaged one arm and began to gesture frantically in the direction
of Professor Bailey. e

“Oh, dear! Oh, my!” said the Professor, dancing around the two. *‘Some-
thing must have happened! Chief! Somebody! Do something! . . . Maybe
she’s being electrocuted!”

“Don’t touch ’em!” warned the Chief. ‘

Betty’s imploring gestures continued. Photographers hastily reloaded their
cameras and shot more pictures.

“This is the hottest thing since Rudolph Valentino!” said one.

“Pretty good for a first kiss!” said another.

“Mister Numar!” begged Professor Bailey. *Perhaps you don’t know, but
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on this planet, there's a limit to such things!”

Betty was now growing wild. She had gotten both arms frec and was
WJ\““;.” '.)l(nl l‘l'n‘ll”(i )H.'r

“Phone the elecrric lLig
wrong wi

ht company!” yelled the Chief.
th this guy's clectrical apparatus'
he can’t let go'"”

"Something's gone
He's got a hold of her and

IJ.(‘T{’ Was [‘Jh\’lll.“”l““l in [lll'

court-room,
ltn.‘;’rr

It was a field day only for the photographers who kept on shooting.
"My, God, how she can take "

said one of them.
~how be can dush it outr!"’
“"Get a pulmotor!

This wasn't funny any

You mean said another,

" cried the Chief, now beside himself.
Get an aml U!uuc'” \lmul(‘d sorlul»u(h L‘I\L’,

g ;
I'he clock on the wall had been ticking off not seconds, but minutes. All
marathon osculation records had long since been broken.
The officer in charge of the police radio came rushing upstairs, “Chief!”
he cried, "there's been at

»ank robbery and my radio set’s gone bad! I'm
interference!"

said the Chief,

getung powerful
"There it is'"
what's doing it!
“Well, how'm

“One {i.ux.;;

pointing at the embraced couple. “That's
We daren't touch them till the circuit’s broken!™

I going to contact our radio cars?” demanded the officer.—
said the Chief.

Professor Builey had wasted,

at 1 time!" “"We're in worse trouble here!”

praying ardently that this greatest of all
3{"".('“ \f"i“lur mjury to l'l‘ll('r p.lr(_\',
')l}')l Lime 3"71\('!“!“( wWas t'(.l{lLf \I()”\'

“I'll just have to risk ic!” he decided.

clinches would be L But now It was

“It may be the death of me but
l)lu\v; (Ir\' trical fU{L(‘( have got to be ',;ruundcd,"'

So saying, he umr.ng(‘uual)' took lm'\] of a r.ldi.llor pipc with one h.lnd
and grasped one of Betty's hands with the other. There was a crackling flash
of blue flame and Numar and Betty shot apart. The Professor landed in a
sitting position on the platform, with Betty on top of him. Numar stag-
gered back, almost fell, and leaned against the bench for support. The
magistrate had tipped over in his swivel chair trying to get out of the way,
and Chief Andrews only escaped by a mad leap in the opposite direction.

“Betty, are you all right?" asked the Professor.

Betty was looking dazedly around. "My, how that man can Aiss!” she said.
"It was just like an electric shock. I felt millions of litcle needles running
all through me. 1 just couldn’t®get away. And right there at the last,
when you grabbed my hand, that photographer should.have been more
careful. His flashlight bulb went off right in my face!”

“That wasn’t a flashlight bulb,” said the Professor. “That was a flash of
electricity when I broke the circuit. I can feel it in my joints yet!”

The two were still sitting on the floor, surrounded by a pop-eyed crowd.

Numar, looking a pale green, came over to them. “I'm sorry,” he said.
“I'had no idea my system would react this way. I temporarily lost control
of my magnetic forces, | hope, Miss Bracken, it was not too great an ordeal
for you."
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& Ll » !"
o " said Betty. “It was one I'll never forget
"\XZ:l'sh:lalll o s:iZl Numar. “I now have a new custom to take back to
! ,
I » .,. “ -
m):'rfj;‘;: feel like standing,” the Professor suggested to Betty, “I believe
Id like to get up off the floor.” N
: wr:;:m;: extended his hand to help Betty to her feet. “No, thank you
id, bled up by herself. . _
Shi;;;‘:;}-’”;i:ct':zh cnnylsod;l else!” ordered Chief {\ndrews. I’'m going to
ut you under lock and key and have some clcctri.cnns search your person.
F;ou ymusl‘. have yourself all rigged up with electrical ga.dge!t's'. As long as
y lking around like this, you're a menance to society )
yo?',;c :::rch gwill avail you nothing,” said Numar. “Besides, I will not

PCT\I;;C:III- sce about that!” snapped the Chief. "You're not going to make a
f after all my years in this department! .
mc’li'(i:‘: ‘c’:ﬁtc:r i':'chargc of the police radio had run back to hu mstrum;x;c
in the room below. Now he excitedly reappeared. * S:{y, Chief—the r.al ¢£)
—it’s working all right again. Car Number Ter:u has picked up the trai 5?”
the bandits. They’re in a high-powered car going east on Highway 6
“That's good.” said the Chief. . ) )
"NoJ li:'ssb;\d," said the officer. “They’re being out-distanced. But they've
: liscense number. It’s 9W-7448!" i a
gOf.\l’;\;ullst;l;L like me to stop the bandits’ car for you?” asked Numar,
dden interest. ) N
.lh(g}:i?:f :lnd::w's was startled. “What was thae? . . . What dxd' you say?

I said,” repeated Numar, “that I'd be glad to stop the bandits car if you
like. 1 feel somewhat responsible for the bandits getting away since I in-
terfered with your radio.” )

: “But how can you stop their car?” demanded the Chief.

“He can do it,” assured Professor Bailey. ““He stopped my car when he
was coming in for a landing in his space ship!”

“May we go downstairs to the radio room?” requested Numar.

“Sure, sure!” said the Chief. “Make way, everybody! Clear the room!
How did all of you people get in here, anyhow!” ) )

There was a general rush for the stairs and the same crowd tried to jam
into the small radio room as the officer in charge sought to make contact
with Car Number Ten. ' .

“Car Ten,” he called. “Hello, Jake! Are you still on their tail? Come
in!"” , -

There was a slight sputter of static and then Jake's voice was heard. .
“Yeah! But they’re gaining on us. We can’t keep them in sight much
longer!” )

Numar was standing just behind the radio operator. He faced the
east and a distant look came into his eyes. Profes.sor Bailey and Betty were
near by in company with the Chief. A small coterie of reporters and photog-
raphers had attached themselves to Numar on regular assignment. They
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were competing now with cver
at the station, including  the
this mystery man’s Jatest gyratio

“Dont press too closc” warned the Chicef.
high voltage line. If thar secret apparatus
I'm going to turn him over

Numar was apparently
under his breach
black eyes.

y member of the
janitor,
n.

police department on duty

for an opportunity

to witness

"This guy's full of juice as a

he's carrying stops that car,
to the F.B.I. as 3 dangerous alicn)”

concentrating. “9W.7448,"
'il‘ Kreen l')\"ll'\ were (IU\U(],

“Oh, yes,” he said, suddenly.
One in the bac

ometer reading iy
closed, and put ou

" he was repeating,
concealing his piercing
“I see the car 10w, Three men
k seat has two satchels full of bank money. Speed-
78 miles per hour!” Numar stopped talking, eyes suill

winter finger extending as though

n it

t his right arm with |
(()Lu'ung ylnw(}nn;;

The radio officer was keeping contact with Car Number Ten,
Jake! you making out now?"

“They're slowing down,"

“Hello,

How

Jake reported "\mn('rhmg's happened! Maybe
pulling up beside the road. Now

ke they're going to shoot it out. Stand

they're running out of gas. They're
they're jumping the car. Looks |
by! We're closing int”

¥
.’\um:r remained lnulmlll('n but his

though he were seeing what was takin
smile. He opened his eyes "The |

face wore an interested expression as
g place. His features relaxed into Bl
»

andits threw down their guns,” he in-
formed

“We've got ‘em!” came Jake's voice by short wave,
tossed their Bguns in the ditch. We've recovered the ]00(, o8 ;. I
“Just a minute!” broke in Chief Andrews. “Ask Jake,
bandits stopped their car and gave up?'*®
This question was repeated and there was
“Tell the chief,” said Jake's voice, “the motor went dead. They don't
know what the hell went wrong with it. They've got a tank full of gas."”
“Well, that's the dingedest coincidence,” said Chief Andrews, “thar 1
ever ran into. At least I hope it’s a coincidence! . | v IE it isa’ . . 1 The
Chief began to look alarmed, "Professor, on second thought, 1 think 'l

release this human dynamo in vour custody. You're responsible for him
from now on. Take him away with you!"

"But what will I do with him?" asked the P
“That's your affair,” said the Chief. *
Numar now stepped forward. “Chief A
finished our business here. I have been interviewed by the press and stories

of my arrival will soon appear in the papers. I suggest we return to your
home and await furcher developments.”

Professor Bailey appeared greatly distressed.

“Just a minute!” said a man in the crowd. “I'm a talent scout for M.G.M.
I'd like to put you under contract!”

Numar eyed the important appearing gentleman.
asked.

“It was a cinch! They
‘how come the

a temporary silence on the radio.

rofessor.
You found him, didn’t you?”
ndrews is right,” he said. “We have

“What's M.G.M.?"” he

»
The gentleman’s face turned purple. “You—;an actor—and you don’t
know M.G.M.? Brother, do you need an agent!
Numar seemed entirely unimprcssc‘d.
“You're kidding, of course,” said
M.GM.!"

the man. “Everybody’s heard of
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“I should say they have!” said Betty, “although I came out here to take 2
for Warner Brothers!” . . .
ucr;_c}:ae t::;cn‘:rscout eyed her up and down. Wellt you might h“:dw'::r ‘
thing at that. I came in on the tail end of your clinch. Are ’):?u and y
boy friend working together? I'll put you both"under opltlf)ned ——
Betty's eyes glistened. “Oh, Mister Numar!h sl:led?e:c aimed.

? We can be in pictures! Aren't you t rilled?” ’
hﬂr:::::r sho;k his head. 1 doubt very much,” he said, xf!g\y services
would prove satisfactory. But I foresee a great future for you! S

“You do!” cried Betty, delighted. "I could kiss you for that! e sta
i i d him. ) .
ImguNl:;::lc’i'otno':us:art‘Tbal again!” bellowed Chief Andrew.s. ‘Get out ‘of
here, the lot of you! What a day! I'm going to make application to retire
ion!”
On;hl:t!rlsll::: scout followed Professor Bailey, Betty and Numar to the street,
as did the CrOWd.d 42 — — ,
o e“and address, Miss?” he req -
";x:::urli:::; Annabel Bracken,” she gave answer. “You can reach me at
Bailey’s. He’s my uncle.” ) .
Pr?‘{le';:::'s ;ln:y” said the man. Then, turning to Numar. “Where are you
stopping, sir?”
'?&hfre Miss Bracken is,” smiled Numar. ) .
“Great grief!” said the Professor, “what am I in .for l.xow? A
An empty taxi passed by and the Professor l-mlec! it. A.nythmg to ge;
away from this curious throng which had been dogg.mg. th_eu' footsteps an
growing in size! The taxi driver missed Professor Bailey’s signal but Numar

raised his hand and pointed toward the cab. It stopped half way down the

i i iver j ised the hood

block, in the middle of the street. The driver ;Exmped out, raised y

an(: began tinkering with the motor. Traffic piled up behind him and'car
horns commenced an impatient honking.

“Your cab is waiting,” observed Numar.

\

. « ” he

The Professor, startled, gave Numar a knowing look. “Oh! O!a, yes!” he
said, “Come on Betty!” He took her by the arm and the two v::th Num;r.
made their way toward the stalled taxi. “Let us through, please!” called th l: 3
Professor as they proceeded. “Don’t touch Mister Numar, anybody, or y«_)u_ L %

get shocked! Let us through to that cab!” : ~
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iley!” i ddressed him this way
“William Roscoe Bailey!” she said. She never a 3
Ay thunl:r:uchostcimes when the distance be?ween them was nm:;m;;l.
APTER 1V «’{yc/c}?“ in the name of common sense and samti'hdo yc;;: n;u; by gut;n;
' ‘ idn’ i strous fraud with the police ou are
Snadan B Pus}md::i[:stclt)'l?: sl:a;:e;};:uﬂ:: never get out. And what’s more, you’ve gotten

REACHING THE TAXI,
Betty inside.

P . ly talk!”
“Hurry, Mister Numar, hurry!” he begged. tty involved. Th.“ girl's so exﬁl(equg::fzx:sg:l;’zi)iey. “Betty never wants
As Numar climbed in, the cab driver looked up from under the hood§ "I don’t AELES Wiy s d}:ere’ 51; says it just when it will do her the
His face was smeared with grease and he had a screw driver in his hand. for something to say and she usually say

“I can’t take you people!” he shouted, irritably “Can’t you see my car’ m‘ff;‘/i‘;?d;;w can you talk about my sister’s child in that manner?” ‘said

d of a police whistle down the block. Chief AndrewsfMrs. Bailey. . ) . sined and apprehensive.

and two officers were pushing through the mob to find the cause of ?}‘;c “My dcarl,(" said the -P:::.cssi(;:;ldhlssgzgr::s;zgvil:_:tmck she will do any-

1 i “You don’t know your sis . g
in pi the value of publicity. T may

“I think,” said the Professor, in a mild tone to the driver, “if you'll get fthing to get in pictures. A'nd that gt;il:ﬁ::lr:ed :vhen e spce ey Koo
back in your cab, you'll find it will run al] right,” as well warn you that you’re apt to o & bt et il Yo

“Oh, you do, do you?” roared the driver, slimming down the hood. papers. Bctti'1 pu}: on wh;:t a'r'r,\ounte :

“Push that taxi over against the curb!” yelled the 2 roaching chief of f Numar for the photographers! ) o S Sl st S
police. “Professor! What are you doing out there? . , .Plslow whagt are you “She did wbat‘f?" “kded Lg:lsl 'B:"'lsgnugnbsihfsv;;?}t';lcphone, snidl shoneaties
Pl any more! The front door is i g, g vages
getting in the cab. Then, to the pounding on the back door! I’'m not going to answer any o g

broke down?"
There was the soun

“It’s all right!” reassured the Professor,
irate driver who had slid into his seat behi

. t out of this mess
nd the wheel. “Try your starter, ing upstairs, lock myself in my room, f"’d leave you to ge ‘
See if it works!” yourself!” “Won’ tis »
- N on’t u ten tOo rea
The driver touched the starter with his foot. The motor turned over at “Now, Nellie!" called the harassed Professor -
once. He shifted into gear and shot off down the street, son?”
“Well, I'm a monkey’s uncle!” he said.

“Reason!” she said, as she ran upstairs. “Just look at the crowd outside!
But Chief Andrews was using more colorful epithets as he got caught in | Try your reasoning out on them!” : iousl eked out.
the back-wash of the crowd and the snarl of untangling traffic, whic{};x was The Professor crept to the front window and s:‘u:‘:\: )'a l::out heart.
hot on the Professor’s trail. What he saw was enougl} to strike fear and Foncer:i(:us cla};noring iy
“My, it’s almost time for lunch!” said the Professor, drawing a breath | The street was filled with . steadily dgrO\TVI_l[ng ;:ld hc’u his wike upessice
of momentary relief. He reached for the bottle in his pocket. “Mister | Numar was supposefi to: b in the st g d the poundings on doors
Numar—will you have some more distilled water?” talking in a loud voice to Betty. The l'_lnxmgi an - hispopon:h and fasea
“I think I will,” said Numar, taking the bottle. “After my experience | continued. He could hear ffe; shuffling about
with Miss Bracken, I feel strangely depleted!” began to be pressed against window PADES. - .
gely dep gSeized with a sudden feeling of p.anlcl."Profesor Bailey rushed to the
Home may have been the place of refuge for the common man but | telephone. He placed the recei\{er against his ear. . »
the happy, time-worn phrase, “a man’s home is his castle” no longer applied “Hello!” said a voice. “Is this P:oflessor Bmleyﬁ_st;:sl‘ll;l:?el ——
to Professor Bailey’s domicile. It was a place of siege by all and sundry, for “Yes it is!” said the Professor. “Please get o
notoriety had descended upon him with the clin e . 5 ' Tell him it’s Pro-
fornia fog. He hadn’t built a becter mousetrap, he had hardly opened his | dialed the police station. “Give me Chn'ef Andrieo:s.‘;n-ti-l the Chicf’s voice
trap at all, and yet the world was beating an ever more widening path to | fessor Bailey!” He waited, with growing tension,
his door! Not only the front, but also the back. came on the wire. P
As for Mrs. Bailey—she had been brought up to believe that 4 woman’s “What is it now?” said the Chief. “My honse i survounded!
place is in the home” but she now fervently wished it might be anywhere “Send the riot squad! beggedl the me-m:; }:iy;n_ I guess they think
else. When Professor Bailey returned home, bringing his white-robed and I don’t dare go to the door. People are trying to g

. g ch longer!”-
green complexioned friend with him, Mrs, Bailey took him aside to give him  F Numar’s a miracle man. Hurry, Chief! I can’t hold out mu 8
- a piece of her mind which he had not had before.
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. iedl
ging persistency of a Cali- | the police!” He jiggled the phone and disconnected the party, then hurriedly

“All right!” said Chief Andrews. “We'll get there as fast as we can. But
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if this keeps up, we’ll have to have a bigger police force!” The telephone started ringing. Betty leaped for it.
The Professor

» "~ ] % . Oh‘—
hung up the receiver and began barricading his front anj “Hello! . .. Trouble?” She eyed.t,be ﬁm'f g YaT—Iqu:;n’, Operator
back doors with furniture, . this line, you' mean? S8 WELEEE nghltd:"the i Y°"-t° her ear
e please do!” Betty turned to her uncle, holding receiver :
in there! Answer the door! We want to talk to you! Let us in!”
The Professor retreated to his study, a little room on the first floor on t
rear right of the house. There he fou

quietly reading one of the Professor’
Made Simple.”

insistent voices were calling. “We know you’

nd I’ll bet at least half a dozen were from Warner Brothers! . . . If I

ing i i j Hello! . . . Yes
. h tting into pictures just because ... Oh! ... ’
my.cw:;:)c?e '87 . wleo? .. . The Los Angeles Chamber of Commerce? . . .

i i o i ailey and held out the
ust a minute!” Betty motioned to Professor B

:'eceiver. “It’s President Hammond of the Los Angeles Chamber of Com-

merce,” she said. “Please don’t stay on the wire long. Operator says there’s
nother call waiting!”

’ “You stay away from that door,” w:'nmf'd the Professor, as he took the
hone, “and keep an eye out for the police. y

4 Betty busied herself with her makeup. “There’re photographers on't there,
too!” she said. B

" “Hello!” said Professor Bailey into the phone. “Yes? . - Yes2... Oh!

" You've just seen the papers! . . . Chicago? . . - Thaf’s right! .iénm

Numar did say he was going to deliver 2 message in Chicago! ... , NOW,

“Mister Numar,” said Professor Bailey. “I’

reading but we seem to be facing a serious crisis and it’s all because of you!
a9 s :
Yes,” said Numar, “it always happens this way.”
“What do you mean?”
« : -
I always cause a stir when I arrive on any new planet.

foretell what kind of a stir. That depends upon the nature of the inhab)
tants,”

The clamor outside was bec

oming more and more audible and insistent,
> :
“Just come with me and

take a look out the front window,” said th

Mr. Hammond—I am loyal to Los Angeles but there doesn’t seem to be any-

Professor. thing I can do . . . Yes, I see your point . . . Wd,l- I'll speak L Mister

As they stepped into the hall and walked toward the living roomf Numar. No, I can’t call him to the phone . . . He’s very busy just now
telephone and doorbell were ringing. The Professor took the receiver off t

. we're all busy . . . ! Excuse me, Mister Hammond. I hear the police

siren. The police are coming! Thank you very l?llch for calling. Goodbye!™
. The Professor put the receiver down, leaving it off the hook.

Chief of Police Andrews had arrived in a squad car with three officers.

hook as he passed.

“You see how easily our conveniences can become a curse,”

Numar observed the heavy davenport propped against the
Someone was turning the door knob as well as ringing the bell,

“You see what I mean?” said the Professor. “That would be quit
disturbing in time.”

Numar nodded with an expression of amused sympathy,

Betty came running down the stairs. “Oh, Uncle! You must open th
door! That M.G.M. talent scout is out there. I just saw him. He’s los
his collar and tie trying to get through the crowd!”

“If I ever open that door, I'll lose more than that,” said the Professor| ''No, no,” came a chorus of shouts from the crowd. “We're not leav
“You get back upstairs with your aunt!”

till we see the green man!” 4 i .
“Oh, Uncle! Isn’t this thrilling! T wonder if they saw my pictures in thd  Chief Andrews had a rolled up newspaper in one hand. He left |
papers?”’

;MH officers to hold the crowd in check and banged on lhm n

people off Professor Bailey’s front porch.
“What’s going on here?” he demanded.

who had been ringing the doorbell.

“You people are nuts!” said the Chief. “Now, go on! Get away
Go home—and let Professor Bailey alone!™

A

“Yes,” said the Professor, irritably, “I suppose this whole crowd’s co “Open up! Let me in!”

out here to get a sample of your kisses!” The door opened to admit him and closed q-'dlr WU
“Uncle William! You’re a horrid old man!” said Betty. “Why this| crowd evaded the police oﬁcen and w up on 'h M
telephone receiver’s off the hook! No wonder I didn’t get my call from|  “You see,” said P:fr:ﬂﬂt Bal:y. moving the davenport
Warner Brothers! How do you expect I'm going to get anywhere in pictures} door. “You just got in time. I3 oo
this way?” g Chief Andrews laughed. “You don’t need that thing
“Damn you and the picture industry!” said Professor Bailey. “I'm losing} now I'm here.” A : P 7
my home and my reputation and my sanity—all at the same time!” J . “T'm not so sure,” said the Pn‘“";,‘ MR
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Are you sure you have the right number? . . . Professor Bailey? . . . Oh,

He made a lane through the crowd and delegated his men to get the

“We're waiting to see the green man,” said a self-appointed m

St g




! ; lice Andrews look as

“Now, Uncle!” said Betty. "I have perfect faith in Chief Andrews.” Shel La Canada’s Mas:slule Tayloft "Z: Cf:;é :ﬁf:ohlr. Numar—but their

gave him a commending look. “Chief, did you notice that M.G.M. talentp)ough they are proud and happy to : [f‘o, pulled the good old disappearing

scout? I think you could safely let him in.” istinguished guest from another plane two unsuspecting upbolders of the
“You can’t safely let any of that mob in,” said the Professor. “Now,pct. What a cruel prank to play upon /

Betty, I'll thank you if you'll keep out of the way!”

, . days: This is very

“Why—I'm only trying to help!” said Betty. “Well, I never!” said the Professor. “Never in my born days.

“Like you did at the police station!” said Chief Andrews. “Trying to stealjnusual. Very!” . 1” said Betty. “Oh, look, Uncle. There you

the limelight! Where do You come off at, posing with Mister Numar? You “It gives me goose p'ml:.’l;s' ulll - Zessxon :m your face, looking at

certainly look pretty in the paper, you do!” He slapped the rolled copy offare, standing all alone, with a silly exp:

the Herald-Express with the back of his hand. othing!” : he photograph in utter disbelief. He shook
“Oh!” cried Betty, reaching out and snatching the paper. “Have you got| Professor Bailey stared at the p

unro s ) y mu C]l. Shc ﬂll Cﬂdy ll a the edlto!lal comment 3Mt it.
lec : 3d it hls heﬂd from Slde to Slde as he re. d
“t?d and was scannlng [hC ft()nt p]gc

HELP US SOLVE THE MYSTERY
“Oh, Uncle—here it is!” She read the bold headlines.

. i bo
“ ‘Mystery man : b, the eminent astronomer, Profe:-sor R Bllk’, w
arrives from another planet. Green man, Numar, guest of Astronomer I"l;b;;sz:ofr;f,;y to a hoax (or would be?) is bere ﬂﬁmb::'b.;
Bailey. Claims to have traveled here in mysterious space ship. Has message woZi hands with bis visitor from the planet Talamaya. Bul,;
for world to deliver from Chicago. Police are investigating claims . . . ’ "b‘f n.g.’m> From the look on Professor Bailey's f“'f and f'o- the blank
Why, there’s a two column story about it! And it says there is a full page this WZ ‘;:1", bim, Mr. Numar is still seemingly "“"Iho_n: of miles sway—
of pictures on page six!” Betty was all thumbs as she tried to find this page. spa{ce” i od pro’fessor is merely shaking hands with bm.l“‘f- .
“Now, you're really going to see something!” said Chief Andrews. ‘"‘“T}:f 8o all completely beyond me,” said Professor Bailey. “I can’t com-
“You’re going to see what an ass you made of yourself—and what we all b :;l: . A
dic, for that macter!” Pri‘;lnb ld- can,” said the Chief. “But you haven’t seen anything yet! Just
Professor Bailey looked disturbed and bewildered. “Oh, did the pictures St ?oaod );f lit;le Miss Sex Appeal and what this Nmn_ar did to ber!” £l
£ ot badly & thard The lower half of the page contained six striking action photographs
“I’ll say they did!” fired the Chief. Numar's not in any one of ’em!”’ 3 : ¢ began shricking
"Whati’ tha{?' The Professor looked over Betty’s shoulder as she reached w}f?)},Bvetg}ﬁOt 4 glou;:'pscof (t)l;:n}\]:l; ‘_05; d he> thy’ that’s terrible! Just
p;g; six'. ;"(,?h, my goodness . . . ! Oh, my dear! Well, great heavens! Oh, oSS ljnclc.. He's ruined n:e . .. Simply ruined me! . .. I can never look
riel! . int” 2
: "Wiy. Uncle” gasped Betty. “How could #his happen? Why, there’s just tth;lvorll)d lf:s::: i:‘;el:g;;::s. He removed his glasses, rubbed .th briskly
blank spaces where Mister Numar’s supposed to be! How could he do a S rz again. He saw the same thing, only more of it.
thing like that? Why didn’t he photograph?” and put them on again.

aw.

« : . Don’t ji le!heFP"”"‘““"“,:-w
“That’s what we all want to know!” said Chief Andrews. “Look what the Just 2 minute, now, Betty Hes . ]

: ’s read it together.”
paper says about it!” The Chief pointed to the main heading and a paragraph | it says. Here—let's read it 2og

the pictures. It read: They scanned the lead comment and themﬁﬂi ‘:ﬂ .. p
over 1 . : g2
E READER—WE CALL YOU TO STUDY
MAN FROM ANOTHER PLANET CENTTHIs SERIES OF AMOROUS CONTORTIONS!
—WHERE 1S HE???

ictures, screem aspirant Betty Annabel Brackem is 1

Our photographers swear they snapped him in all these pictures but the beli’:t :":;:cf;; the “green” h:". Numar, visitor from T s,

elusive Mister Numar didn’t show up on the negatives. Yes, we are doubting a trillion miles from bere, to the good old bumen ‘".IM“

our own senses, too. Here's a case where seeing isn’t believing.” Numar raphers swear that Numar sizzled and burned like am
appears to be the most baffling trickster and escape artist since Houdini,

» Miss Bracken until Professor Bailey grounded “ le
The police are investigating but bis real identity is still unknown. :zid:stflb'r"oi: ;:f”. ienocent redister i Bhe vhian BN ﬂ— :
“Now look what they say about #his picture!” said the Chief, He Mr xNumr? And what is Miss Bracken doing—osculatory ser
pointed again, and the dazed Professor Bailey and Betty read: ber:u'lf? . o, | ot 2
WHAT'S WRONG WITH THIS '

PICTURE?
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* not worse,” Professor Bailey said, aside, to Chief Andrews,

These photographs

a romantic embrace.

In picture No. 1, her head is tilted back, lips
with just the Proper expression of awe on her fac

issing her? If you do—please write or wire us a

Picture No. 2: Betty’s face is reg
be trying to pull away from somet
ing!

Picture No. 3: This reve
much. Her lips look sligh
against them. She is bendin
execute a back-bend!

Picture No. 4: In this shot, Betty is definitely signalling for help with one
band behind her,

Picture No. 5:

graphically depict Betty Bracken in what appears to be

buckered and eyes closed,
e. But do you see anyone
t once! !
istering surprise and fear. She seems to
hing—yes, something apparently shock-

als Betty obviously NOT enjoying herself too
thy mashed as though there is some pressure
8 backward from the waist—probably about to

Betty now has two hands bebind her and is waving them
semaphore fashion. The letters she is spelling out are undoubtedly S.0.8.!
Picture No. 6: Professor Bailey to the vescue! He has grabbed one of

Betty’s hands and she and the Professor are sailing through space as though
propelled by some invisible force.

Question: Where was the man
to have been kissing Betty all this
atmosphere and had everyone
COULD BE—say the scientifi
Do YOU have one? The eye
camera men swear they hadn
drinking NOW !

“I'll never get over this,” sobbed Betty,
pictures will go all over the world!”

“I thought that’s what you wanted,” said the Professor,

“This isn’t funny, Uncle William. Hollywood won’t look at me now,
Nobody will!”

“My dear girl,” said Professor Bailey,
human psychology. If these pictures don’t
ever will!”

Betty stopped crying at once and took another look,

“Well, just the same,” she compromised, feelingly, “I think we should
sue Mister Numar or something. That was a very ungentlemanly thing for
him to do!”

“I suppose the other papers, when they come out, will be just as bad, if

from that other planet who was supposed
time??? Was she in reality just kissing the
been hyprotized by the mysterious Numar?
¢ experts. There MUST be an explanation!
of the camera doesn’t lie—or does it? The
't been drinking—>but they're probably out

“not as long as I live! These {

“I'm afraid you don’t know
attract attention to you—none

“You can count on that,” said the Chiey, “There’s only one explanation
for what happened, We were hypnotized—the whole gosh-darned bunch
of us. And that goes for the photographers, too, We just thought we were

\,; :

posing with Numar. He was probably sitting off to one side, just having a
big laugh at our expense!” ‘

“That sounds quite likely,” said the Professor,

greatly pained. “Dear,
40

is i i licated.”
| This is getting more and more complica & ’
dea"rProfeslsor Bailey,” queried the Chief, point-blank, “on the l't"l;:;:t
just between us, who is this fellow, Numar, and what are you trying
ith him?” . ;
ovirl ‘gvilve yc:u my word,” said the Profus?r,h‘l don’t k‘:’o‘: a;r‘ye nh:::u a::u:
im than you do but I did see him land in his space ship. .‘

-lv::‘mcnt :sy: sudden disturbing thought struck him, and then added, “or at
asc 1 think 1 did!” 4 ' ‘

lm‘s‘fl'hatJ"s"just the point!” emphasized Chief Andrc::id“’lf'h‘;’n;‘amn::

n long enough. It’s high time we were getting o umar
gﬁ:fizg theghcat on him. I don’t enjoy being made 2 fool of any more than
d !’. - »

yo‘fse:ty had been looking out the window. She now began tapping the pane

and gesturing.

“What are you doing?” called the Pro.fenor. i : ;

“It’s the M.G.M. talent scout,” explained Betty. AH'es arguing :‘:13‘::
police officers. He’s got his coat off now. Uncle William, if youwf ek
him in, I'm going out to see him. That’s no way to treat a man im-

rtance!”

P"Bctty ran to the door and began to tug and push at the da;:npon.mw
“Chief,” said the Professor, “you have my permission to you;o' m
“It’s a pleasure!” said the Chief. “Now, young lady, you sic - nS“

this davenport with your back to the do?r A{xd for;tt Hd.lyvood or

minutes! Your Uncle’s got enough on his mind without hnfm; to vcgy‘
about you!” He turned Betty around and gave her a compelling push.

sat down and stayed there.

CHAPTER V

CHIEF ANDREWs was compelled to give the home of Professor Bailey con-

tinued police protection. The services of two officers were required, one

Numar
rding the front of the house and the other, Lhe‘bocl. Long after
lg:; nl\age his appearance and then retreated behind locked doors, a con-

stantly changing crowd of people came and went outside. :
this crowd still persisted as later editions of the Los A.-;dn papers carried
further stories and photographs. h -

Both United and-Associated Press news services put the M‘z
of Numar on the wire to newspapers throughoue che country. :‘m: e
instantaneous nation-wide sensation. Dup!elu were cabled i ]
wireless abroad. World wide interest was s0 great that editors

unmediacely
clamored, in every tongue, for more information about this mysterious

> 3
& ) .

e
green man. ¢

Here, at last, was apparently a real “man ﬁu”m._m
_ of Buck Rogers and his space ship had become face. ‘hnhm crip
- had predicted had come true. What Mwwa’z :
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actually being a man from another planet only served to heighten the
mystery and the interest. The two greatest news stories of modern times
had been Lindbergh’s flight to Paris and birth of the Dionne quintuplets.
But Numar’s alleged arrival on earth from a planet a trillion miles away
was the new Pulitzer prize winner. No story of crime or passion, war, world
peace or taxation could compete.

“Tell us more!” was the cry which went up on all sides. “If he can’t be
photographed, what’s he look like? Is the body of the green man different
from ours? Does he really live on air and water? How does he generate
his power? Can’t somebody find his space ship? What does Numar think
of us? Tell us every move he makes. When is he going to speak in Chicago?
We want to know!”

Back in La Canada, California, overburdened telephone and telegraph
operators wished wearily and fervently that this visitor from another planet
had picked some other place to land. Phone calls and telegrams, even radio-
grams from abroad, were coming in at a rate beyond their capacity to
receive. Old Uncle Joe, seventy-year-old Western Union boy, had gone to
bed with hot water bags on his legs to soothe the aching muscles occasioned
by thirty-seven trips to and from Professor Bailey’s home, carrying stacks
of wires each time. In fact, the current supply of telegraph blanks had been
used and messages now were being written out on yellow copy paper. Jim
Taber, retired telegraph operator, had been called back on duty to help
decipher the rush of messages, variously addressed to: “Numar,” “Man
from Other World,” “Unearthly Visitor,” “Green Man,” “The Power In-
visible,” “Super Man,” “Space Traveler” and the like.

Communications were from many known as well as unknown humans
from every walk of life. These hundreds of telegrams and recorded phone
calls were piled high on the Baileys’ dining room table and overflowed upon
the floor. They were being opened and sorted by Betty who was now
putting her former stenographic training to good use.

“You see, Uncle,” she said, “if you'll just let me, I can really be quite
helpful. Mister Numar needs a secretary the worst way . . . someone he can
trust—like me. He’s getting some perfectly wonderful offers—but I don’t
want him to accept any until he ralks to M.G.M. . . . And, speaking of
M.G.M., the talent scout is outside right now. He’s gone off and had dinner
and come back again. Won’t you let me bring him in . .. 2"

“No!” said the Professor. “Mister Numar has stated emphatically that he
will have nothing to do with pictures! . . . What messages are those you have
in your hand?” :

“Oh,” said Betty, referring to a packet of several dozen wires. “These are
the pick of the lot—what seemed to me most important. If Mister Numar
wants to—he can certainly make a lot of money while he's here . . . ™

“What good would our money do him on his planet?” asked the Professor.

“That’s right. I hadn’t thought of that,” said Betty. “Well, maybe he'd

CHAPTER VI

THERE WAS A LADDER resting against the side of P:;{e;: h&c:s‘m
just under the guest room w'md'ow. The figure ty
window, stealthily giving instructions to the man below

“It's the only way I can see you,” she called down. “You'll never get

in the house.” .
G “You're sure we won't be detected? asked the man. et ke
“No,” assured Betty. “My aunt’s gone to bed v_:d: a;‘uce e

head and Uncle’s tied up with those sclznuf‘u':nd Mm:u :fnnt: .87
The man started climbing the ladder. “T've done things

ime,” id, * ing like this!™
lent in my time,” he said, “but never anything like
3 'ﬂ[‘:nl: it );hrilling!" said Betty. “Tt was awfully nice of that policeman

you with the ladder.” 1 belped bi 2

said the M.G.M. talent scout.
“Oh, well,” said Betty. “1 suppcngu it'sb:g 'mhdlbc bm:u,'rz’:'uﬂ
onderful about this country. Everybody helps v
* ’;,he talent scout reached the window ledge and look?d ?:mﬂiwzyd.
and caught himself. “It makes me dizzy to be up high, *Let”

talk fast, Miss Bracken.” 240
“Why, I'll talk just as fast as you want me to, said Betry. "What

. shall T say2” ;
“First,” said talent scout Sid Alex,

in pictures?” o 4
o '%Vell,—no." said Betty, “not exactly—but he's given his consent to
about everything else.”
Mr. Alex took a good = h
“Well,” replied Betty, “he’s going on o
tomorrow night, in Hollywood, with Frank llup-—‘ right after
the show, he’s taking 2 plane for New York City with hi—‘“:
The talent scout braced himself, unsteadily. “What's Numar going
New York for?" iy
“Clifton Fadiman sent for him,
‘Information, Please’!™

to help
“Wasn't it?”
bucks!”

*did you get Numar’s consent to go

sid Betry. “He's going @ be on
i

“And then whzt?"demandcdd\emnﬁ-m RN
“Oh, then,” said Betty, “he’s going to Washington ulk ©
and see the President . . . Oh, Mr. M.GM.} ...T-h
Mr. Alex leaned heavily against the hdder. "‘:cwh -,
publicity! Why, the;nan';eill be ar'-ltl sensation! ['ve got to e
up. Is he coming back to the coast y " &
p“Yes." said Bsﬂty. “but he's stopping off in Chicage fiest
football game!™ .

like the publicity anyway. He must want something! Everybody does!”
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“Footballl What's he know about foorball?™ ;.
“He doesn’t have to know anything. s &\h*l




L ey

hal:'cs. They’ve promised him the greatest radio hook-u
When was all this arranged? Who managed this?”
chtty rolled l?cr eyes. “Well, T guess I helped 'somc.
:;; egrams :pd picked out what looked good to me and went in and read
em to Mister Numar—and he told Uncle William to wirc these peopl
that he’d be glad to accommodate them.” o
t The talent scout groaned. “And I've been hanging around here for hours
rying to get a look-in,” he said. “Do you call yourself a friend of mine?”
I'm awfully sorry,” said Betty, “but pictures are the one thing Mister

Numar doesn’t :
- n't go for. I think he must have taken a bad photograph at

“Just the same,” decided M. Alex,
he changes his mind.
would be ‘mud’.”

‘Oh, we wouldn’t want that to happen!” said Betty.
thThc. l;ddcr ‘E)lcgm to shake from below. M.G.M.’s talent scout clutched

¢ window s dy it. “Hey!” - y i
e B ixl!"zo steady at. “Hey!” he called down. *“What’s the idea!

“Iet W o
. ‘s.a!r?'othcr man,” said Betty. “It's so dark down there, I can’t make

“Is that Miss Bracken up there?” cried 2 vojce.

"Why, yes,!” aknowledged Betty, surprised. “Who are you?”

My name’s Schwartz from Warner Brothers,” said the voice,
York office just wired me to look you up. Why
screen test?”

“Oh, Mr. Schwartz!" exclaimed Betry. “Come right up!”

The ladder began to tremble under his added weight. “Thank you,” said
the voice. “I don't mind if I do!™ o

“Well, T do mind!” said the aggricved Mr. Alex.
here, Sam! I got here first!”

“Why, hello, Sid, old boy!" said the Warner scout.
you here!”

“My!” sa.id Bertty, “l wish I could invite you both in but I guess you
k'now what's been going on here. 1 suppose, Mr. Schwartz, you saw m
pictures in the papers?” ’

“Yeah, Bl;lt.thﬂt guy-making love to you didn’t photograph so good.
My:' company’s interested in him, though. T got orders to sign you both up!”

“Now, wait a minute!” said M.G.M. “You can’t muscle in here!” .

We can’t ¢h?” said Warners. “We've got a line on this Baby. first! We
gave }‘ICI a letter promising a screen test if she’d come to Hollywood.”

Did you sign her on an option?” said M.G.M.

"N'o, not yet,” admitted Warners.

“Did you pay her fare here?” asked M.G.M.

“No,” said Warners.

‘Then she’s in th.c open market,” said M.G.M. Mr. Alex risked freeing
one hand to reach in his pocket and pull out a contract form which he

p in history!”

I opened up the

“I'd better stick close to him in case
If any other studio should grab him off, my name

: “The New
didn’t you report for your

“You stay away from

“Fancy meeting
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extended to Betty. “Here, Miss Bracken—take this and sign it!”

“Don’t you do it!” commanded Mr. Schwartz, standing on the rung
below Mr. Alex. He waved another contract form. “You can’t trust
M.G.M. They hire you on a seven year contract and you sit in a hotel room
for seven years, manicuring your nails!” '

“Says you!” retorted M.G.M. “Just fill in that blank space, Miss Bracken!
Put yourself down for two hundred a week to starc!”

“Two hundred a week!” howled Mr. Schwartz. “Yoi! Yoi! What a
cheapskate! A girl with your sex appeal? Just fill in that blank space on our
contract! Put yourself down for two-fwenty-five to start!”

Betty held the two contract forms in her hands. She was silhouct-ted
against the desk lamp behind her. The pupils of her eyes were learning
things. She hesitated—a perfect piece of timing.

“All right—make it two-fifty!” said M.G.M.

“Two-seventy-five!” said Warners.

“Now listen!” said Sid, in a low voice.
worth it!”

“Who are you kidding!” said Sam, in Sid’s ear. “Do you think I'll let you
get the inside track to Numar?”

“Three hundred you get!” said M.G.M. *“But not a cent more!”

“All right,” said Betty, impulsively. “Tll take it!”

“But I'll give you three-fwenty-fivel” offered Warners.

Betty, pen in hand, looked puzzled.

“No, you don’t!” said Mr. Alex. “You've accepted! You belong to
M.G.M.!"

“That’s a lot of baloney!” said Mr. Schwartz. “You don’t belong to
anybody till you sign on the dotted line. And if you come with Warners,
I'll put you in a picture with Errol Flynn!”

“Oh, you will!” said Mr. Alex. “Well, we’ll go you one better—
we'll put Miss Bracken in one of our pictures where we use every star on
the lot!”

“Well, after all,” said Betty, philosophically, “money isn’t everything.”

As she signed the M.G.M. contract, Mrs. Bailey walked into the room.

“Why, Betty Annabel Bracken!” she said. “I thought you were talking
in your sleep. What are you doing up?” Mrs. Bailey was flimsily attired
in a plain dressing gown, her hair caught up in a coil on top of her head. -

“Oh, Auntie!” cried Betty. “You've just walked in at the biggest
moment of my career!”

Mrs. Bailey started as she saw the heads of two gentlemen peering over

“You know, Sam, she’s not

the window sill from the top of the ladder. “Why!™ she gasped. “Who -

are these men? What are they doing here?”

“They’re talent scouts,” said Betty, brightly. “The man higher up is
from M.G.M. and the other one—you can’t quite see all his face from where
you are—is from Warner Brothers. They’re both awfully nice people—but
I'm signing with M.G.M.!” s

Mrs. Bailey was thunder-struck. She placed a hand to her pounding
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w » . .
forehead. “There’s too much in this house to watch,” she said,
keep an eye on your uncle and on you, too!”

“You don’t need to worry, Mrs. Bailey,” said Mr. Alex.
of your charming niece, We'l

“I can’

“We'll take care
I make a star out of her in time.”

e she could get a better view of the two men
“This is a.strange way to do business,” she said.

“Well, we didn’t want to bother you people,” explained M.G.M. “You’ve
had such a busy day.” Then, turning to Betty, “Miss Bracken, how would
you like to make the trip East with your Uncle and Mr. Numar? I think
you could probably help them 2 great deal and keeping your picture in the

Papers won’t hurt you, either. We'll be glad to send you along and pay
all expenses.”

Betty’s face registered delight. “Oh, Mr. M.GM,, I think that would §

be wonderful! Don’t you, Auntie?”

“No!” snapped Mrs, Bailey. “I don’t approve of it at all!
like you running around the country without a chaperone!”
“But, Auntie—I’ll have Uncle William!” Betty protested.

“Uncle William!” repeated Mrs. Bailey, scornfully. “If the way he took

care of you at the police station is any sample, you wouldn’t be safe with
him a minute!”

“Mrs. Bailey!”
something?”

Mrs. Bailey stared out
man?”’

“From where I'm standing,” said Mr. Schwartz, shifting his feet on the
ladder rung, “you look like a very attractive, sensible, motherly lady to me,
I don’t suppose you get away from home very much. Havye you ever been
to New York?”

Mrs. Bailey drew a wistful breath, “Why, no—I haven’t,” she said. “The
nearest I ever got was Buffalo, when we were married. But my husband’s
been to New York several times to meetings of his Astronomy Society.”

“Well, there you are,” said Mr. Schwartz. “Did anyone ever tell you,
Mrs. Bailey, that you’d make a good type for pictures?”

“Mercy, no!” said Mrs. Bailey, and blushed.

“It’s the truth!” said Mr. Schwartz,
“Miss Bracken, will
to your aunt?”

Betty wonderingly obeyed instructions.

“Hold on, here!” said Sid in a low voice,
up to?” .

"You’ve made a deal,” hissed Sam. “Now I'm going to make one.” Then,
to Mrs. Bailey, “Madam—Warner Brothers is willing to send you on this trip
with your husband and Mr. Numar, as a chaperone for your nicce. We'll

A young girlL

called Mr. Schwartz, in dulcet tones, “May T suggest

at the face in the shadow. “What is i, young

in his most convincing manner.
you please hand that Warner Brothers contract over

“Sam Schwartz! Whart are you

make pictures of you enroute and when you come back to Hollywood, we
may make an actress ‘out of you.”

“That’s something I wouldn’t want,” said Mrs.
46

Bailey. “But I would

i ip to New York.” ) )
hk‘c'“‘(/:lli‘,pyou may change your mind hter.so we’ll sign you up for the trip
and pay you a hundred dollars a week,” said M.r Scbw.anz.

“Why, you louse!”” said Mr. Alex. “You can’t do this to me. If anyone’s
oing to hire Mrs. Bailey, it’s M.G.M. Don’t sign that piece ofb'paperd d,
frhdam! Sign this one from me! And put yourself down for fwo : T
a week!”

g twenty-fivel” said Warners. )

":41;0601;;: ig Sid. “Do we start this all over again?” Then, to Mrs.
Bailey. “All right, Madam—make it fwo-fif/y!” He passed up a contract

the bewildered Mrs. Bailey. i

for‘?ll);:’t sign it!” directed Mr. Schwartz. “Tll pay you two-seventy-five!”

Mr. Alex swallowed. “Three bundred!” he said, desperately. i

“Mrs. Bailey!” called Mr. Schwartz. “That contract in your le handYn
is from Warner Brothers. I was the first one to see yz:t pmsihu.f‘na.
can’t turn me down. I’m making you my last offer—# bundred twenty-
ﬁl/t per week!” e 2 than MG M.’s i ‘-‘P

“Why, Auntie!” gasped Betty. Thft s more s paying 1

“It isy!” said Mrs. Bailey, eyes blazing. 'V:dl, I wouldn’t sign with a

any like that. Here—give me your pen! ) L
cngut,yMrs. Bailey,” cried Mr. Alex, “you doa’t understand! =

“I think I do,” said Mrs. Bailey. “I dox.:'t claim to be an actress :3 i
my niece here has spent several years at it znd yet you only give
hundred a week when Warner Brothers is willing to give me three Md.
twenty-five with no experience whatsoever! No wonder people say things
against Hollywood!™ Fx. ] e

g"C.-m:h mel” said Sid, to Sam. “I :hmk I'm fnnmg.!“ -

“It’s going to be a pleasant trip,” said Sam. “Let’s see now—who gets
Numar!” L .

“Now, Betty,” said Mrs. Bailey, “I think you'd better tell these gentle-
men ‘goodnight.” They can see us tomorrow and make 'hmm-.
ments are necessary.”

The ladder began to shake from belo': 3

“Hey! What'’s going on up :hen!" said 2 gruff voice.

“It’s a policeman,” said Sam, hohq down. =

Sid chuckled. “Guess they've just changed guard.
down, Sam. That'll cost you tem bucks!™ ‘

On the wall above his bunk, in the quarters of Flj
H » Kelly Field, Texas, there was tacked the photog
bl:ggfshewunothuty(;nh.klumhm>“
all pin-up girls softly molded into one. In other words,
curves in the right places. : ol
He had met her a year age, on Broadway, when the

bic parts in 3 shoestring production
Euy o Ee T g by e o, ey

Y
-




one another, even though they received th
show opened in New York.

“I just know you’re going to take Clark
she had said to him, with his stardom in her
“Darling,” he said to her.
8ot everything Betty Hutton’s

“Well, at least my name’s Betty to start with,” she had said. “And with

e’s no telling to what heights I may climb!”
hadow that may cross our

you to spur me on, ther
“There’s only one s
to her. -

“You mean your rela

week, If T pass the
venture!”

“Oh, I could wait for you for a

And then had come

as good as they come!”

And Harry had gone, at once,

career alone.

It was Harry’s buddy and room-mate who first

remarkable coincidence,

Lt. Ted Macy was at present attached to the Comma
tional headquarters, while Harry was leader o

eir closing notice

eyes.

got—and more!”

tives might object to our marrying?” she had asked.
“" b4 » 4
Not only mine, but yours,” he had said,

iation and they’ve called me for a new examination next“

d pronounced. *

They had both received

f a pursuit squ

men were at present in advance training with ground strafing

tactics being stressed.
blistering Texas sun.

The days had been hard

Tonight the two young flying officers were propped up in

enjoying a few moments
had a copy of yesterday’s

of luxurious ease before “lights out.” Ted Macy
Los Angeles Herald-Express which one of the boys

from that city had passed on to him.

“Strange thing about

that man from another planet,” said Ted, as he *

read the account. “What do you make of it?”

“I saw it in the San A

ntonio paper,” said Harry. “I don’t b

the first place, no genuine visitor from another world is go

near Hollywood. You can bet your b

“Well, he’s certainly got them all guessing so far,” said Ted,
pages. “Holy smoke! Here's a full page of pictures and the

even photograph! . . . Wair a minute—what'’s this?
damned! . . . No—it can’t be! - « But it sure looks like . . , ! What did

you say your girl’s last name was?”

Was now staring

at the picture Harry had tacked on the wall,

comparing it with some pictures in the paper.

“Bracken,” said Harry.

“If you must have particulars—Be/
48

Gable’s place in Hollywood!”

“We'll go to Hollywood together. You've

paths,” Harry had said

ges and ages!” she had told him.

his country’s calll No more water on the knce.
“Fit as a fiddle!” the examining physician ha

to camp—Ileaving Betty to pursue her

called his attention to 2
their wings together,
ndant’s staff at opera-

ottom dollar that guy’s an actor!”

<o o Well, Ill be

the night the

You’re about

adron. Both
and combat

their bunks,

clieve it. In
ing to land

turning the
guy doesn’t

Bracken. And for your further information, she hasn’t written me since she
flew to Hollywood!”

did a “take” on this page which
he future Clark Gable of the screen 4 - on t =
rcgst:red the full range of human emotions. He histrionically portray

' lly—resolute determinztion., e
mfi"\‘(f/i}?:t th hell does she think she’s doing?” he exl:vloclentBe B v
“Looks like she’s trying to imitaf; ’?::cl Barrymore, Bette
i Il at the same time,” said I d. ot
Zaf";tzl[}:::to ame any way you slice it!” said Harry. “Plain !nnz' "She
needs someone to manage l:ler‘—::d s}l‘xe nee:sNd‘:::usofnbody eﬁd 2
“Looks like she got roped in by this gu \ ,” observ. i
don'lgol(:n:,wl :b:ut hgis being a green e:in'a'n b:t }s_:xes sm; :m g;:;; J;sedo“
“This never would have happened,” sai farry, vy
i St 't been for this war and my going in
between their bunks, “if it hadt'\ t ] e
ice! That’s something else I've got against the Nazis d Jap
:ex:lwcgeonc t: I—siollywood with her, she’d have .made out :ll ng!:rt;d- h
"yW hat makes you think she isn’t gl?mg :'l.l right now?” said
h otten her any bigger publicity?” : K .
yo?'So::::f's what you call it!” said Harry. “My girl mh‘kg a t)l:tk!as Gﬁ
herself in six scenes! How did they ever get bc to pose ik e
a load of that expression on her face! She looks like sh; s.knnnﬁn % n:m
jug! Can’t tell me Numar was ever in those photos! Wait
t behind this!™ y ) -
pre(f;:tgt:: not move too fast,” counseled Ted. “You notice, don’t you,

i i the level!™
Even I have heard of bim! This all may be on
v"?t can’t be!” raged Harry. “I'm going to get a leave and go to Holly-
wood and find out what this is all abourt!

in Harry’s squadron were called for maneuvers. LT
me:_rlll:is i:t:’l':elllf a note!” said Harry, as he weat on the ﬁa;ﬁ
“I don’t feel any more like flying than a submarine mﬁ:
slept a wink all night. The more I thmkcfwbat':hm B
madder 1 get! Numar’s the guy I'm going after. get
with him, he’ll wish he}:i never come to £bis planet!™ N A
Harry climbed into his plane. ) 8 |
“Ta?; it easy,” said Ted. “Don’t let it get you du'll" e
Lt. Ted Macy continued on to operational hdq:;u!.
duty in the observation tower with other officers and chiefs
Themmeuvmthi:maingmub‘cmﬁt: e
pursuit squadron was to go out fifty miles over ,. -
over a prescribed path, flying low. The observation tower

fy Annabel

vista of about twenty miles in every direction. Several
‘-~tl':eawm. there was a little town. lu,m was mrhdj!l
: X R

«Well, then, here’s the reason why!” said Ted, tossing Harry the paper.

: ification, injured pride -
' surprise, horror, indignation, jealousy, anger, mortification, inj e

that her uncle, Professor Bailey, is mixed up in this? He's 2 famous scientist. J

It was too late that night to get action and early the next morning all

AL |




of an old factory site. The rec
own, but when the planes were sigh
n to be off course, diving straight at

commandant caught this Plane in his field glasses.
“It's Hopper!” he exclaimed. “He’s certainl
He came so close to

the damn fool! , , .
A 3 ¢ commandant wiped
he was going down j

+ + .« Anybody know?”

“I do, sir,” said Lt. Ted Macy. *

cuckoo. The 8uy’s out there, flying blind. He's so u

straight. He's probably trying to take his feelings out on that chimney!"
him in!” ordered the commandant. “Flag him down! Get him
out of the sky! . .. Ot . . - I can’t look! . . . Did he miss her thar time?”
Flight L, Harry Hopper overshot the field and came so close to the
observation tower that everyone in it fell flat on the floor. He made a two-
point landing and almost ground-looped, but he wayed away the anxious
ground crew and the approaching ambulance. Brought into the presence
of the white-faced commandant, he was asked, when that officer had recoy-
ered his breath: “L¢, Hopper, explain yourself—if you can!™
- For answer, Harry went into the hip pocket of his
{48 out a crumpled page of pictures from the Los Angeles Herald-Express. He
4 smacked this down on the desk of the commandant,
“That explains everything, sir,” he said.

The astonished commandant eyed the photographs. “My God!" he
“What's this?”

“Believe it or not, sir,” said Harry, “that’s my girl!”
U “She seems to be in bad shape,” observed the commandant. “Oh! , . . 1
g see! . . . She's supposed to be kissing someone, . . . What's this? , ., . Ag
I invisible man? . . . Someone from another planer? What rosr
“You see, sir, what I'm up against,” said Harry. “I'm in need of a fur.
lough, sir—to attend to some urgent personal business!™
“Well, your request seems justified,” said the commandant.
you a five-day leave, to take effect at once.”
“Oh, thank you, sir!” said Harry. “Would i¢
to let me go in my plane? I've got to get there in 3 hurry!
o The commandant considered, “You really should be disciplined for the
' good of the squadron,” he said. “But your record has been exemplary up

. Good Lord!
“I thought, that time,
« What’s hic that guy?

’

a dripping brow.
nside to clean it out! .

said,

“T'll grane

be asking too much, sir,

to this time. I guess we can afford to overlook it. Take the plane—but
keep in touch with the army air command wherever you are.”
You again, sir,” said Harry, saluting. “T'll come back 2 new
man, sir!”
“If you don’t,” said the commandant, eyes twinkling, “Heaven help
e ﬁl‘&ﬂm" .
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o
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1 s of Numar’s alleged
::;o:‘::: message for human creatures, |
tes. P
cu:f:{u: Cr:'t be a god,” 3 noted German “
menting. “He doesn’t speak German. Aad, *ﬁ :
The reaction in R::;a w:; of uu-'.“"ﬂ—'o- k
is to be regar ~with suspicion,
'“l’;“:;z being were genuine and if ll*u a real “‘h for
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In Japan, Emperor Hirohito was | e g
g My o et e
::::hisw:::uz: be green reveals to us chac he, like o many
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saying, “Green man! Yum! Yum!”

‘I"tofessor Bailey was quite perturbed over these

‘I may be hypnotized,”
lx‘: in my right mind, but [
of two nights and two days.
of food, And he’s actually ap
I'd like to see even my wife d
he’s the strangest freak of ria
i The Professor was packing
in his bag,
following

world reactions,
the Professor said to himself, “I may not ev
have been with this Numar for the better pa
In all that time I haven’t seen him take a bit

|
o that! If he’s not from another planet, the
ture ever born on this earth!”

some clean shirts and several changes of ti

n;)Tsk on that flight and was so busy with

a ¢ to 17 . o o

le realize he had been off the ground.
I’ll be glad to

Numar will, too.

by ourselves.

ProfcssorABJilcy wished to discuss with this space traveler, once given tl
opportunity. Just to think of a being of his profound .,\ccun: ?ils‘h‘nf 5
?c(ually present on earth and no one taking any intelligent alp P
it! ‘\\'/hy, the whole world should be sittim;' humbly .ltbhis {.(‘V“m?g" "
willing to listen and learn! But, instead of (i\is, what was the tn:f),l'ondy' ‘Of:
Dcm:mds.:md offers for Numar were coming in, not onlp fr:)c °‘“d8~
programs, picture producers, football promoters and sclf-scckii,] rln S
fbut from museums, carnival operators, R
tions, luncheon clubs, women’s organizati
bc.neﬁt.s, charity shows, booking agents, vaudeville managers dab
wildering host of others, not forgetting and including f rc’ ::st ; .
pcx:.sor’ml appearance at a state hospital for the insane! 2 A
It s quite a problem,” said Professor Bailey, as he reviewed Numar’ brief
forty-exght hours on carth. “How am I going to get the people ts nl:
Mlstsr Numar seriously? I have a fecling that they are g()ingr:O Ir’mlm:o e
of him v»fhcrcver he goes. I'm really astonished that he has promis 550“
appear with Frank Morgan and that sophisticated 'Informar[:on I’? o
group. Of course, he might be treated a litcle better in Con rcs; b““I
doubt it! As for his planning to address the world between ?ulv,s “;
footba_ll game—well, I suppose Mister Numar knows what he’ qu y
but—if he doesn’t—I sadly fear for the consequences!” SAa
Wbl:t;"as a good thing Professor Bailey was sitting on the bed.
::I'm gtzn:ng as Betty’s chaperone!” she announced.
,"Bctty! fairly shouted the Professor. “How does she get into this>”
Well, she’s being paid three hundred dollars a week to go along!"'
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county fairs, circuses, conven-
ons, firemen’s and policemen’s

“You're—

didn’t think it was in you!

parently living on air and this distilled water§

profa

up with Numar!” she said.

':ll. I'm still your wife!

- could hear the voice of the announcer as it came out over the loud

The Professor put a hand to his throbbing head. “But, what for?”

“For Warner Brothers and M.G.M.!” she said. )

The Professor threw up his hands. “Oh, this is too much! Nellie, I
o

“Neither did 1,” said Mrs. Bailey. “I'm really quite proud ?f myself!”

The normally mild disposition of Professor Bailey was having a great

strain placed upon it. “It’s a good thing,” he said, “‘that I'm not given to

nity. To think of my wife tying up with a picfure company!".
Mrs. Bailey’s own dander was up. “That's not any worse than tying

“Well,” said the Professor, forlornly. “This is all quite beyond me. I

may as well take things as they come.” He looked at her, testily. “But i.t
would help,” he said, “if you'd mend this hole in my sock and take this

spot off my tie.”

Mrs. Bailey hesitated a moment, then picked up the articles mentioned.

“I hate to think of doing this on my salary,” she said. “But I guess, after

The Sackswell Coffee House Hour was broadcast from Hollywood at

five in the afternoon. That meant seven o’clock, Chicago time, and ecight
p.m. New York time. Its program, starring the popular comedian, Frank
Morgan, commanded one of the country’s big listening audiences. A stand-

ard feature of the show had been presentation of a genuine authority in some
business, art or profession who would be introduced to Mr. Morgan after
Frank had told an impossible story of his own achievement in this field.

Tonight, the sponsors of Sackswell Coffee were patting themselves on the
back. They had secured, on short notice, perhaps the freak attraction of
all time. Numar, the man from another planet, was to be interviewed and
then introduced to the show’s comedian who would carry on from there.
Mere newspaper and radio announcement that Numar was to appear on the
program had the country by the ears. One didn't have to believe in him
to want to hear him speak and see the fun Frank Morgan would have ac
his expense. It promised to be an early evening high spot in radio dialing.

Seats for the broadcast were snapped up in no time, and a crowd of
several thousand radio fans had gathered outside the broadcasting station
in Hollywood an hour before the program was scheduled to go on.

CHAPTER VII

;

STANDING AT A WINDOW overlooking Sunset Boulevard, in a small '
tion room adjoining the studio, Numar and Professor Bailey had been gazi
down upon the scene below. They had been ushered into this room
arrival and told by Danny Dingle that they would be called when all
ready for rehearsal. It was now a quarter to five and Professor Bailzy

getting nervous but Numar showed no signs of concern.

Thi

:
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system, and watch the reaction of the crowd

“I'm certainlv ol ; o
certainly glad we're out of that mob,"” said the Professor. “It’

thing, Muster Numar,
3 notion we want (o scc
{5.1:.]A4

a frighitening 2
; when we human creatures all take

oA o o <.I<»111ml|n\g, Just look at them out there! And t
o e thi T {
JU% caused all thist . . . Those cars are commencing to move now

I guess, since they!
!‘, . sinc ¢y ve found they can't sce you, they're letting Mr. Morga
hrough R here he ¢ '
rough. ¢ -« there he comes! , . . Listen to them cheer him!
Nat's the way we Am 1 . .
. y Americans are. Let a grear scientist or inventor come|
wn t} et and Re len X
: : and } 13Nt even recopnized | wonder Wh:! You must
1 » ! ! u !
N l d. t} shefully, Yy
oughtiully \A,:u are cCre - 447 i .
W ¢ creatures of great promise,
Pre I N
Ps oL N i o %
. ' ted 3t Numar, doubtfully. “You think 502" he asked,
} b Wz Pl [
! bef t tor the Sackswell Coffee House Hour to go
on thé sir b i vl T
: a 2 veled Frank Morgan, minus his tic and shirt
Bty reac i the stu
- ‘ I ular, bue I love it!" he said. Then, looking around,
here's thar G r Man? | could kill him!”
i \
NPTy e i ehe reen Man w!
] er nd the Gt Man now!" said director Danny. “You glue
l\uu: eyes on this script! You'll barely have time to give it a ‘run-through’
frosa scabe This sbswy tin
A’c,uy» we re on fhis show 1sn't tumed or Jn)’lhlﬂ}f. I d()n.[ know WhCPC
I'm at. I'm going in and see the Green Man now and get him set. Meet
you in the studio. If you have a spare moment, pray for mel”
Danny Dingle rushed fram the rchearsal room to where he had Numar

‘rofessor Bailev
and Professor Bailey in waiting. He carried a copy of the script in hand
he said, "but you're such a terrific attraction
’

. this crowd and everything . . . we won't have time
Y“U ever l"('k'“ on a rllil” \!5")‘\' l)n'f()l‘c-‘"

“Not on this planet,” said Numar.

Oh! , .« o I forgot! Well, there’s not much to it. Your
lines are all written for you, Mister Numar, We got our data on you
from the papers. 1 think you'll find it all quite accurate.”

umar too the radio script and turndd s pages Wl(h
h“.k‘“-

“I'm terribly

Mister

for rehearsal

sorry,””
Numar .

i W yes

his long green

“I see. My name appears here in several places.”

“That’s right,” directed Danny. “You've caught on.
read what's under your name. Don't read anything else.”

“You don’t wish me to say anything for myself?” asked Numar.

“Not a word!" said Danny. "“You'll ball everything up, if you do!”

“But what if the words you have written do not appeal to me?” asked
Numar.

Danny pulled out a handful of his own hair. “Well, read it, anyway!
You're getting paid for this, Mister Numar! Don’t forget t}'\at! And.
you're gftting a world of publicity, besides! You can write your own ticket
after this. Come on, now. We've just got three minutes. Follow me. We're
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All you do is

going out onto the studio stage. Come along, Professor. You can sit in
the back.” ’

Danny grabbed Numar by the arm, intending to pilot him. There was.
2 sudden flash and he went skidding across the floor, landing in a sitting
position against the wall.

“That damned rug!” he said, jumping up. “Somebody ought to tack
it down!”

As he reached for Numar's arm again, Professor Bailey stopped him
just in time. -

It was one minute to five when the harassed director of the Sackswell
Coffee House radio program had his cast all assembled on the stage before
an over-flow studio audience. He took three aspirin tablets and clapped
them in his mouth. y

“These should be digitalis,” he said to himself. “My heart’s worse off
than my head!”

Seated in the front row, beaming and waving at Numar and also at
the Professor, was the girl who had come to crash Hollywood. She sat
next to a glowering Sid Alex, who sat next to a contented Mrs. Bailey,
who sat next to a glowering Sam Schwartz. The hands of the clock pointed
to five p.m. and the red light flashed on.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the announcer. ‘““What is good till the
last drip? . . . One guess! . . . Sackswell Coffee! . . .” .

Commercial statements, in this glorious day of radio, must be endured—
but they can be passed over lightly on paper. Suffice it to say that the
entertainment part of the program was eagerly awaited. More so, today,
than at any other time in the long dripping history of Sackswell Coffée!

“And now, ladies and gentlemen,” said announcer Pete Engle. “We
have with us tonight—don’t laugh—this is on the level . . . if it isn’t,
so help me . . . the most extraordinary, the most phenomenal, by all odds
the most sensational celebrity of our time. He's actually standing beside
me at this moment. Think of it, ladies and gentlemen—Numar, the Green
Man, who has just reached here after traveling a TRILLION MILES—yes,
a TRILLION MILES through space, from the planet Talamaya!”

Numar, under Danny’s direction, stood up, with his script, before a
microphone. An usher held up a card marked, “Applause” and the goggle-
eyed audience beat its palms. .

““Well, Mr. Numar,’” said Pete Ellis, following the script, * ‘T'll
after a long journey like that, you were glad to find even the Earth to
light upon!””

“Yes,” " read Numar,
for a cup of coffee.””

“I suppose it would be unfair to ask—what brand?’” read Pete.

Numar looked up from the script. “Yes, it would,” he said.

Pete Ellis looked frightened. Danny Dingle jumped to his feet with

this is the longest distance I have ever travelled

gobs of perspiration standing out on his forehead. “IL told you to stick:

to the script!” he whispered. ¥
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=
I do not like what 5 w

” ritten g WIS y p
sense, here,” said Numar. “It docsn’t st

This program’s not supl
nsing, “We |
do you tcl

vosed to make sense,”
1ad lm\Xun ].Iﬁt Wc‘cl\. He

unk you are?”

said Danny, his voic
read what was written, Wh

IJJIH.) $ voice, in his excitement

had carried ove i
e el over the radio and th
“Well, Mr. Numa y
i, Mr. INumar, we'll Pass on to the nex i % i
s ‘ ass o 1eXt question,” ad lib
nouncer Perer Ellis, Im;‘-(rulf\. He b , e

read fr » x b
o ¢ad from the script. *“ ‘Now that

u » What do you think of us?’ »

“I'du:f; like this answer, either,” said Numar.

; \“,u Ve got to read your lines,” rayed Danny. “We can’t produce 3
radio show this way. Give him his cue. He can’t go on without the I

/\ “(\U”\j o1 f.l.'i.]i\t‘ on YEXC rthH) 15 not ‘L:()ld(.'ll. s

to fill in with something f
A something—anything—if things g
: i g 8s go wrong. If he even
habet or counting § . it” : hing
Epsiing ng from one to ten, it’s better than nothing
ete is was almost at this stage now. He decided to make
try to stay with the script.

reciting the alp

one more

= .\1r '\'U“IJ’ Al ]l' - Lk
Mr. Numar, e read we earth people 3
Eaag S, b ’ th people have often wondered, but
€r actually cnown—when you szsud by the moon on your wa
here, did you notice if it was really made of green cheese?’ * /

Numar laid his script down and stood, unspeaking. The audience howled
and so did Danny Dingle but Ais howl was pitched in a different key

“All right,” said Pete Ellis to Numar, “if
A ar, u "IV b
too!” and he tqre up his script, 7o vant S

“Get Frank Morgan out here!
Danny. “Throw him his cue, Pete!

“My gosh!” said Pete,
“Where is it?”

Danny handed Pete his own s
he said.

The studio audience was rocking
€oast to coast.

“That’s :fll very ipzcresting, Mr. Numar,’ ” read Pete Ellis. *“ “This has
been a most informative intorview. It must be wonderful to travel through
sp:cc‘thc way you do, living only on air and water . . , 1 » ¢
) This was Frank Morgan’s cue. He came runnin
in hand.

: ." '\Vhat's. that, Jockey? Who's been livin
jail was be in? 1 usually get bread in mine! . . .
}Vherehhavc I been E ?.That's the question! Jockey, I've just returned
rom the most amazing trip through inter-stellar space ever undertaken by

man or insect! ., , . Pete, you may not bel; i i i
sy e, y y n ieve this, but I've had a drink

Get him on the air, quick!”
Never mind Numar!”
groping on the floor through the torn pages

directed

cript and pointed with his finger. “There!”

and so was the radio audience, from

& to his microphone, script

g on air and water? What
What am I saying? , , .

Every announcer is trainedf

| from the Constellation Big Bear?’ ” =

:: :Oh, Fx::nk! + » « How can you say that?’ » ; :
Well, it’s wricten here . .. | What am I saying? ”
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- audience heard it or not. “And we're paying

; S o
- 4]
“‘The Big Dipper! Of all the impossible, nonsensical . . . you didr’t
et anywhere near ic!”” 1 )
“I didw’t?” said Frank. “‘Why, I even milked a cow in the Milky
ayl ,
“Frank! Be careful what you’re saying! There’s a man -here who :

eally came from the Milky Way—and you never drank milk in your life!”
“‘Now, Jockey, don’t interrupt my story . . . let’s see-—whcre' was I.? .
h, yes! 1 passed by Taurus, the Bull, and reached out and twisted his
! ... Then I gave Venus a hug and kicked Jupiter in the pants!’”
“‘Frank! I'm trying to tell you! You see that green man over there
“‘Green man!”” said Frank. *‘Oh, yes! . .. Green! . .. What a mis-
fortune! . . . Well, there I was—sailing through space at the rate of a
million miles an hour!”” '
‘“‘But, Frank, this Mr. Numar travels with the speed of light! That’s
one hundred and ecighty-six thousand miles a second—or, roughly, six
hundred and seventy million miles an hour!” 7
“‘What! . . . You're joking!’” said Frank. * ‘You can’t travel that 5
fast on hot air! I know! I've tried it! . . . Jockey, I got so hungry on
my trip through space that I stole the Little Bear’s porridge. Boy, did he
get sore! He called to the Big Bear and said, “Papa, that naughty man’s
caten my porridge! Slap him down when he goes by!” You sec this
scratch on my face? That’s what a close call I had!’ ™ =
“‘Frank, do you mean to stand there and tell us you got that scratch

?’ ”»

““Well, I started from scratch and it’s a good bear story, isn’t it?’”
““Yes—it’s a bear story to end bear stories! Now, Frank, we've
enough of your ridiculous, astronomical flights of fancy. Come di
earth and let us introduce you to a super being who’s really been there
“'Ho, ho, ho! You’re such a boy!’” said Frank. **'F
there?’ ”
““Yes, Mr. Numar’s come here from the planet Talan
miles away.”” =
“*A trillion miles!”” said Frank. * ‘Oh, yes—a mere t
planet Talamaya . . . I passed it on my way home.
Numar had remained motionless before the micro
banter. He seemed vastly amused. “Mr. Morgan,” he
interesting to know in what sort of a space vehicle you tr
Morgan stared at his script. He began searching
that line,” he said, finally. “Where is ic?”
Danny Dingle came running up. “Please, Mr.
supposed to say. Look! Here it is, right here!”
back in his hands and pointed to the lines.
Numar disregarded it. “I don’t like it,”
“You don’t like it!” raged Danny, .

dOwW )

~dollars a week to write those lines!”
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“All right,” consented Numar.
for me. ‘Well, folks—I'm glad to

| s

“I'll read the closing words he's written
have been here and, as Mae West would

say, “Come up and see me some time”!’

This was the straw which b
He gave Numar a push and tried
same time,

There was a blinding flash. Dan
audience screamed, There was a sh

Engineers in the control room w
made to another studio.

“Ladies and gentlemen,’
difficulties beyond our control, we
well Coffee House program which
station, next week. Remember—S;
and we do mean—drip!”

It wasn’t a long hop to Hollywood for ho

The Flight Lieutenant had entert

commercial programs. By coincidence,

Coffee House broadcast.
“That’s the man I'm after!”
troduced. The program icself may

friend considerably confused. “I can’t make the guy out,’

must be a screw ball right!”
This is about the opinion that t
unpredictable conduct during the

roke the camel’s back, including Danny’s,

to pull the microphone from him at the

ny did a backward somersault. The
ort circuit and the radio went dead.
orked frantically. A quick switch was

" an announcer said over the air. “Due to technical

have been compelled to leave the Sacks-

pping mad Harry Hopper.
ained himself by turning his radio on
he had tuned in on the Sackswell

he said, when he had heard Numar in-

have been funny but it left Betty's boy
" he said. “He

he entire country had of Numar. His
Sackswell Coffee broadcast had every-

one guessing. But whatever people thought about him, he had most
definitely caught the public fancy and was a lead topic of discussion.

“I don’t blame Numar for acting like he did!”
he really came from another planet, it’s disgraceful

him like we are!”

“Numar’s clever all right buc it’s all a put-up job!” said

out skeptics. “He can’t fool us!
written that way!”

some people said. “If

for us to be treating

the out-and-
As for that broadcase, the show was

So the pro and con comments went, everywhere building up more in-
terest in Numar. Who was this Green Man, anyway? And what was he?
How could anybody tell—and how could jc ever be proved that he'd come

from another planet? Regardless of all th

Green Man going to do next?

is, what was the mysterious

In response to the widespread interest, newspapers kept Numar's name and

activities in the front page headlines,
to get his picture!

and photographers still kept on trying

Clifton Fadiman, in New York, after listening to Numar on the

Sackswell Coffee program, professed

no concern. When queried by news

reporters about Numar's coming appearance on “Information, Please,” he

said: “Our program is made to orde

r for Mr. Numar, since it is free and
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hat they choose az all
hearsed. Everyonc knows we let our guests say w
:Ii'r‘r::s.url\rs:r. Numar should, therefore, have no difficulty answering our

L

i in his own words! iy . o
qu;:\u?}:icl:go: Big Hank Morrison, publicity director of the Universicy
i , was tickled. <A
= 'F::\c)::i‘i,n:Num:r does that gets him more publicity i all o m
with us,” he said. “It’s like a football. You can do more with “;uh
inflated. We hope Numar is the mu;t::’n ot;ni:en::c.:ﬁ; e
Chicago. Incidentally—if any of you fo s w i 8
Fici:i fo see him this coming Saturday, you'd better buy your tickets sow.
rthing points to a sell-out!™ -
EVE‘Z }ﬂ;afr;')oHopper decided to set his plane down at the Los m
Municipal Airport. It was his intention to grab a cab and mh. 2 .
for Professor Bailey’s home in La Canada. He had everything memorized
l d to say and do. T :
(hl"tl'}x: l';:“:";“ to save her from herself,” h'e said. “No girl ca.h& 'ﬁ-
she is doing and be in her right mind. She's almost made me : M"" e!
Harry came shooting through the pass bﬂ:.veen the m hich
marked the approach to the airport. He circled !h‘ ‘ w'
down. There was a big crowd gathered around. an American u‘hh#'hﬁ
was about to take-off. Harry could see lictle S;\:m hut&g.n S Sepess
“Most likely some movie star,” he thought. “Beats
ill follow them anywhere!™ ; i d
mThcre were no tall chimneys in the vicimity and Harry ? —ﬁz :
tempt him on the way down. On gerting hu signal o “come .
landed at a far end of the airport and tl:.rngd im plane over Lq-:h—:.“ 2
“Just in for a couple days,” he md. B:f this baby down e might
d give her some oats. I'll be seeing you! ,
me ran across the field toward the air depot. As.h-'-‘ :ﬁz
rounding the American Air Lines plane, his curiosicy goe dhd
him. He couldn’t get close to the plane so he stoed on tipeoe

his neck. He saw a dazzling blonde, standing on the steps leadiang up &

d f the airliner. She was apparently posing fer pictures. A4
thc"Wo}‘::?s s!h:?" he asked of those near by. "1 can't nh- hh’
“Who is who?” asked a woman. “Who are you nlking abous?™
“That girl!™ pointed Harry. “She looks like Beery Grable!™

“Oh, ker!” said the woman. "I don't know who sde s Buc char man

in the white robes is Numar!™ .
Flight Licutenant Harry Hopper lec ous 3 wild yell and :l.h‘

through the crowd. He was repulsed with angry d-l.’h comments. —

Looking about, Harry saw ‘:.; mm&m trucks He clambered

of it and began to shout wave his armas. :
':All right, Miss Bracken,” said talene scoue Alex. m‘ﬁ

taking. Hurry up and gee aboard. We're the last ones

“Oh, wait just a minute!™ said Beery. “Who is thae nice-losking
out there? Hommmlnnnin‘m';nr‘ .
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“Get in the plane!” said Mr. Alex. “It’s late leaving now!”

“Oh, but he’s waving to me!” said Betty. She lifted her arm and flutter
a handkerchief at the frenzied figure on the truck, *
to wave .b:xck. One has to be nice to the boys in the service.”
) Gr.:t in that plane before I bop you one!” said Mr. Alex, slightl
impatient,

He gave her a push and she got in the
her and the door slammed shut,

A porter began pulling the baggage truck upon which an almost de
ran.gcd flying officer was shouting curses into the air.

“Get off there, boss! I gotta use this right away!” said the porter.

He began trundling the truck in one direction as the plane went the
other. It taxied down the runway to its take-off point. Harry still remained
on the moving truck so he could keep the plane in sight. He saw the fac
of the dazzling blonde pressed against one of the plane windows. Harr
shook his fist.

“You can’t do this to me!” he shouted. Then, to the porter, “Where'
that plane going?”

“New York,” said the porter.

Harry made a flying leap off the truck and started running. The
mechanics were just wheeling his plane into a hangar.

“Hold everything!” cried Harry. “Gas her up! I'm taking off!”

« - e o2 1”
“Betty!” he called, in a low voice. “Oh, Betty! Thxs is Harry!
The blonde head turned on the pillow but she did not waken.

checked her over at each landing, were about to release her for further flight.
Harry shook Betty more urgently. .

“Sweetheart!” he said. “Wake up! It’s me—Harry!” )

Betty came awake. She saw a hand through the curtain, touching her

Ider, and sat upright. )

sl“')'t;-lelp! she screa:xcg. “Help, somebody! Help!’ :

“Shut up!” cried Harry. “For gosh sake, shut up! )

Heads began to pop out of berths. Mr. Alex lea‘ncd out from his upper
and “konked” the head of the man in uniform with his shoe.

“Quch!” said Harry, as he stood up. o

Mor.ucSchwartz, fror:\ the other side of the aisle, jabbed him in the face
with his bare foot. _

“Help!” Betty kept screaming.

Harrs' did noyt stgp to deliver his message. He got out of the plane
and cut across the field to his own ship. .

“Betty!” called Mrs. Bailey, “what on earth ... ? ) . .

“Oh, Auntie!” cried her niece, “I've just had a frightful experience!

“There was a man here to see you,” said the returning stewardess.

“To see me!” said Betty. “He almost scared me to death. Where did
he go?”

"%-{c lefc the plane. I'm sorry I let him disturb you. He said it was
important.”

“Why, the very idea! What did he look like2?”

“He was an army pilot.”

“He was!” said Betty. “Oh! Well, then—maybe I know. . . . Do you
suppose . . . ? Yes, it must have been . . . !”

“Must have been who?” asked talent scout Alex. .

“That nice-looking soldier I waved at when we left Los Angeles,” said
Betty. “My goodness! It just goes to show you've got to be careful who
you encourage these days!”

“He said he was your fiance,” said the stewardess. )

“Well, naturally,” said Betty. “He’d say anything to get in the planel
.+« My fiance! . . . Now, who could that be?”

plane. Mr. Alex jumped in aft

The American Airliner made two stops cn route to New York, one at
Dallas, Texas; the other at Nashville, Tennessce. All passengers wer,
snugly in their berths when the big rubber-tired wheels crunched softly
to carth at Dallas bur a young and impatient flying officer from the United
States Army was waiting. He approached the stewardess.

“How long are you stopping here?” he asked.

“Five minutes,” she replied.

“Is anyone up in the plane?”

“No, sir.”

“There wouldn’t be a chance of my secing one of the passengers? It's
very urgent!”

“Which one?” asked the stewardess.

“Miss Betty Bracken,” said the flying officer. “I'm her fiance!”

“Oh, yes,” said the stewardess. “She’s in lower berth four—right hand

s'd:‘ Y°:’ haven’t much time.” The night flight was uneventful after the passengers had once sertled
T!mt s olsay," said the lieutenant. “I just want to give her a message.®l down from this scare of Betty’s.

“Right this way,” said the stewardess. She led him inside the plane and In the morning, it was Betty who saw the other plane first. It had
down the darkened aisle. “Right here!” she whispered, and reached inside] (he insignia of the United States Army upon it. The airliner was passing'
to tm.xch"the sleeping form. “If you’ll excuse me—T've got to pick up some through clusters of fleecy clouds which seemed to blow away in the breeze
supplies!” The stewardess tiptoed back down the aisle and lefe the plane. of the propellers. This little plane kept bobbing up and down, coming

The passenger in lower number four had not stirred. Her caller knelt] closer and closer. Betty watched it with increasing fascination.

h;sitla;tly by the berth and then reached in and shook her gently by the “Oh, look!” she exclaimed. “I do belicve the pilot’s waving at me!”
shoulder, & »
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Outside came the tell-tale sounds that the plane monkeys, the men who

The plane had an open cockpit so the figure of the pilot could be plunly
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seen behind the cowling.

“Now, Betty,” said Mrs, Bailey, “do control yourself, dear! Yo
have too vivid an imagination!”
“No, Auntie! I'm no¢ imagining things!” cried Betty, excitedly. “Th

pilot is waving! Oh, Auntie, get out your field glasses and let me hay
a good look at him!”

“For gracious sake!” said Mrs. Bailey,
they are, child!”

Betty took the glasses and adj
attention of everyone on the
standing in the aisle, staring out,

As the army plane came close and

i i b humiliated! . . . He must have
" Auntie!” said Betty. “I feel so { g
cenothI;e o:: \lvho called on me in the plane last night! . . . The potl' boy

hink I treated him like I did! ! - :

o"tl ;;ould have hit him ha;‘cilcr :vn(l}dmﬁxsh;l,‘w:a:;’b.{rm A}ex.l S L
“I almost broke a toe on him,” sai fr. L,
imIo::oThc sky isn’t safe with a guy like th:dtlon .the lot;lc.!. ) i
“Oh, Nellie!”” called Professor Bailey, excit '!. “Look Look
our v;indow! There’s New York down there!

fumbling inside her bag. “Here

CHAPTER VIII

stayed alongside for a moment, Bett
let out a shrick. “Why, Auntie! It’s Harry! . . . Well, what do you
know! . . . Why, of course! , . . Why didn’t I think of him before?

+ « « Look at him wave! . . . Op! Did you sce his plane wobble? . . . Harry,
be careful! . . , Hello, dear! . . ,» Betty waved against the window pane,
“He sees me, too! Oh! That’s wonderful! , . . Au

The army plane swerved as both planes hit an ajr pocket and almost ily displaced war, politics,
came together. The co-pilot of the girliner came down the aisle. greet the mysterious Green Man who hz:':::‘mof d:scmnm.dy Several Inssdhidd
“Who is that fool out there?” he demanded. “What’s he think he’s domestic troubles and the weather assuedj ke v prosact S
doing?” of “New York’s finest” had been rush u; h‘d‘j:;“ temporarily at least,
g0 language we learned fways fronl\ inv:s;on ffmd the bulging crow M .
She had her eyes fixed onfsuccessful y roped off. , s : 7
out his scmap{xone move-§f A welcoming committee Watﬁs MMY "?“':"'3 mmm
er!” she said, shaking her fwelcomers was, of course, the :mg\mhed ide him and looking wistfu
of “Information, Please” fame. Snndm.ng beude. hor e o
he controls and began fup at him was the man“affer whloom t&“&:ﬂﬁwl‘"
the motions again, just as they went into a cloud. [Honor, Mayor Fiorella ‘htf}ehF ": uindng st v e
¥ ““Oh, that’s too bad!” said Betty, and turned to the co-pilot. “Can’t you | “Isn’t it a fine morning? g ?:‘M:q!-‘ i 8 “Y ek |
i please keep this plane out of the clouds for a few minutes? I can’t seef "I don’t answer questions, i Sk "" arrayed the grestess
what he’s saying.” Behind these two solid mmphu;mwﬁ
“Young lady,” said the co-pilot. “This isn’t any time or place for wig- thard-boiled reporters and photogr!:‘dd foc bear™ woudd be
wagging! You come away from that window before that dizzy Romeo Jwhere. To say that they wmh d been ordered to get a pictus
runs into us or goes into a tail spin! . . . He'll get demoted for this!” fstatement. The Ph_"“’s.'.‘?hci‘:_‘!‘m Seatuse weins
“Demoted!” said Betty. “A man who can fly like that? Just a minute fon their film negatves “or £ P:&m.-m .
nowl .. . I'm getting it . . . don’t move the plane . . . hold still , . . keep Jand other members of the "‘I‘q‘“" - o '& and get
close to him . , . a little closer + « « he’s spelling it out for me . , . here lb“ndim‘mcu:h:, get under Numar's green P
it is! .. ‘weasict tei-ll I gee-t y-o-u a-l-0-n-¢!” ” ow-down on him. 4 o New s
“If that’s a threat, 'm ingfavo,ryof it,” said the co-pilot. . All tl}e world’s best ?.:" :ﬂr‘:‘: Ol
Betty made an answering gesture. I can’t imagine what he means They might be able to o wp &
but I've signalled to him ‘message received,’ anyway! .. . Oh! Look at fLos Angeles, but when a pretender il
that!” New York town, l?e ¥is 000 0 T
The army pilot had pulled up in a sharp climb and was looping the | A fe?' Of the Big Town's m group
loop! He was soon lost to sight, A put their intellects WS“::; ki
“Now, Betty,” said Mrs, Bailey, “perhaps you can take time to tell NEWSPaper pun-wits, knew 7

. me who this man Harry js!” did it. Then there was the
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2 " s
GUARDIA AIRPORT was agog vnth. 'cxcx_te?:::l As :he terminal for J
cores of incoming and outgoing celfbntxfcs, 1tm - v:zys ttracted m&. g
i i tw - 2
f sight-seers. But this morning a city o thousand
ads lfransponed itself to the airport by subway, automobile and bus kine.

ntie, isn’t this romantic?”

“He’s signalling to me” said Betty. “It’s si
when we were going together in New York!"
the figure in the army plane, trying to make
ments. “Sorry, Harry. You'll have to do it oy
head and gesturing. I didn’t get it!”

The figure in the other plane took his hands off ¢
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every American forcign correspondent since the Civil War.

“I tell you, Walter,” said Mr.

he were chipping a diamond, *

Kaltenborn, clipping each word as though

. : we must treat this situation with the utmos
sagacity. It is not for us to turn back now.

: We must not permit ourselved
to be out-flanked by a sly mancuver on the part of this green invader

We should hem him in on all sides and demand to know how he stan
on our forcign policy!” dlr

Dorothy Thompson, dean of

. all she surveys, which is considerable, edged
herself into the conversation.

. “It is the moral aspect which concerns me,”" she said. “If Numar is an
impostor, and if he is not speedily exposed, the ethical repercussions of thi
monstrous fraud are apt to reach down to the very roots of our civilization,
I think, therefore, that Mr. Numar should be called upon to state un-
equivocally his positio

-all s n in this matter and to furnish unassailable proof]
as to his identification and purposes on this planet!”

“If he doesn’t, I will!” said Winchell.
really Izzy Zwankenstein of Brooklyn

“I just had a tip that his name’s
at a chemical works.

» and that he fell in a vat of green dye

My informants state that he was taught a few tricks

by a l.>rokcn»down magician who has joined forces with him in an attempt
to gain fame and fortune.

I hope to have more information on this case
before T go to press tonight, but—first—I'm giving Mr. Numar a chance

to come clean with the inside story, himself. If he doesn’t, I'll turn him
over to the F.B.I.!”

There was a sudden shout from the crowd and thousands of faces turned
upward as the American Airliner was seen circling the field. High above
it was an army pursuit plane, which seemed to hover protectingly. As the
airliner came down on the runway and started taxiing to the unloading

platform, this army plane dipped low over the field and then landed on an
outside runway.

“Looks like the army’s after Numar,” said Winchell. “Ill have to make
a note of that. Maybe he’s a draft evader!”
Inside the airliner, all was a flurry of excitement.

“My, but we took a dip coming in!” said Mrs. Bailey. “William, is
my hat on straight?”

“I can’t tell you, Nellic,” said the Professor. “I'm still dizzy myself!”
The two talent scouts nudged one another.

“Jeez!” said Sid, glancing out a window. “Just look at that crowd!
It’s a publicity man’s dream!”

“Have you talked business with Numar yet?” asked Sam.

“How could I?” said Sid, “with you watching me all the time!”

“I dropped to sleep for five minutes last night,” said Sam. “What were
you doing then?”

“That must have been the same time I fell asleep!” said Sid. “What
were you doing?”

Betty was primping like mad, if not madder. She emerged from the
ladies’ lounge, dressed for her public. Talent scout Alex caught the first
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glimpse of her.

“Good God!” he said, grabbing Sam’s arm. *“Do you sece what I sec?”

Sam ventured a look. “I don’t think Numar’s going to like that!” he said.

Betty was wearing a gay little green hat over one ear anq half of one
eye. She was attired in a gray suit which had been closely riveted to her
curves. Her shoes were green and her pocketbook was green. But the-fye-
stopping thing about her was her makeup. Each cheek was delicately high-
lighted in green and she winked at her two flabbergasted observers frt?m
beneath drooping green eyelashes! Then she puckered up her green lips
and blew them a kiss with expressive green-lacquered fingertips.

“Mrs. Bailey,” said Mr. Alex, swallowing his gum. “Will you please
take a look at your niece?”

Mrs. Bailey, who had been waiting for the line of passengers in front
of her to move out of the plane so she could catch her first terra firma
glimpse of New York, turned about.

“Hello, Auntie!” said Betty, and flashed a green Mona Lisa smile.

Mrs. Bailey took one look and slumped in a half-faint in the aisle.

“Why, Auntie,” said Betty, “what’s the matter?- Don’t you like it? T
think it’s very appropriate for the occasion!”

Professor Bailey glanced worriedly at Numar who was last in line and
who had been quietly observing Betty’s fearful yet wonderful composition.

“I don’t know who ever gave her that idea!” said the Professor. “I hope
you don’t mind too much. I think, myself, it’s far too theatric. It may
give the people a wrong impression of you.”

Numar shook his head. “You do not need to be concerned about
ke said. “1 would say she has quite a dramatic sense.”

The passengers had begun to move out of the plane and it was time for
Numar’s party to make its exit. '

“Don’t you think if T came out last, it would be more effective?” sug-
gested Betty. :

me,”

“She’s stealing scenes already,” said Sam, “and she hasn’t even been in
pictures yet! That’s a sure sign she’s going to be a star!”

“Yeah,” said Sid, drily. “Only trouble is, we’ll have to be shooting her
in technicolor.” Then, to Betty, he said, *You can’t get top billing on this
tour, Baby. You’re lucky to be along for the ride. So, you be a good girl
and listen to your Uncle Sid. Stick with me and you’re certain to wear
phony diamonds!” ’

Mrs. Bailey was the first out. Sight of the tremendous throng behind
the ropes almost brought on another fainting spell. She leaned on the arm of
Mr. Schwartz for support. At least fifty camera men had their lenses aimed
at her. Off to one side, news reel men were assembled in a semi-circle. In
front of them was the welcoming committee. Mayor LaGuardia was mois:
tening his lips and getting ready for action. Clifton Fadiman straightened

his tie, removed an imaginary hair from his coat lapel, and said “ahem!”

several times. Both men looked toward the plane, expectantly. -

Next to appear in the plane’s doorway was something entirely unan-
(3]




nounced. Those within eye-view gasped in unbelieving
“Who's that?” said a2 man, “Numar’s wife?”
The feminine bundle in
(‘Xplndmi.
another.

astonishment,

green smiled and took 2 bow.
Mayor LaGuardia and Mr. Fadiman looked

Flashlight bulbs
questioningly at one
“Is this one of Numar’s party?”
“You’d better ask
“I don’t

asked Mr, Fadiman,
someone on 'In{urm.ltiun, Please’,”
answer questions for 3 living,”
Talent scout Alex gave Betty a
Baby,” he said.
“Oh!” said Betty, pointing.
ey ’ » 4 5
That’s them,

said the Mayor,

shove from behind,

“Get moving,
out your welcome!”

“Don’t wear
“Are those the official greeters over there!”
said Mr. Alex.
Betty started forward, face l»u.lmmg. “Oh, Mr. Mavor!
you do? . . . I’ve read lots about you,
maybe just 2 pound or two heavier!”
There was no escape for the Mayor,
Pumping it. “You look like somebody,’
“Why, Mr. Mayor!”
Professor Bailey’s

. « How do

You look just like your pictures—

She had seized his hand and was
* he said.,
exclaimed Betty.
nicce and he’s th
I'm under contract to M.G.M.!”

Betty had given the crowd something
Even blasé New York had never seen a g
lips and fingernails of green!

She turned to an uncomfortable Clifton
man who writes the

“Who are you?”
“Hasn’t anyone told you? I'm
e man Mr. Numar’s staying with—and

to look at and it was looking.

olden-haired blonde with ;‘,]is(umng

Fadiman.
Encyclopedia Britannica?”
hand. “I juse love brainy men! [ think they’re so intelligent!™

“This is an unexpected pleasure,” said Mr. Fadiman,

His eyes went from Eetty to the plane entrance where a fig
really green was stepping out. Numar was an impressive
ing sun as he stood in his simple w n, a friendly smile
on his green countenance. Betty lost her limelight at that moment,

Camera men made 2 rush for Numar and began shooting at him from
all angles. Professor Bailey, exiting somewhat shyly from th
to the background and crept around
watched proceedings.

“What are we going to do with Betty?” he whispered in her ear.

“Don’t ask me!” said Mrs. Bailey. "I can’t even bear to look at her!”

Police were having their difficulties with the crowd as men and women
pulled and shoved, trying to get a better glimpse of
man. Numar now was being dire
He motioned to Professor Bailey to join him.

“Mighe I suggest,” ventured the Professor, in a low voice.
Power . . . have you turned it off 3"

“Oh, aren’t you the
she asked, extending her

“Very unexpected!”
ure who was

sight in the morn-
hite robes and turba

¢ plane, kept

to stand beside his wife, where they

[llk‘ mysterious green

cted toward the welcoming commitree,

“Your electric

“Oh, yes!” said Numar, “Thank you
Mayor LaGuardia advanced

hands, the news reel cameras w

for reminding me,”
with hand outstretched. As the two shook

€nt into action to record what might prove
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“Mr. Numar,” sai
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K"""S ‘-o-i;:xs :.rrful deceiver break and run for cover. o
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through the universe and had ‘stoppcd off on Eut':‘ o~ Th',mge.mld
No, he would give no inkling of what that memg:f e Gk
have to wait until his address 'bctwcen :ul;'u e s vt ol
Chicago. Where was he going from here? oolino‘h“‘ g
in about the same state of undevelopment. Bty T
There was no evidence of any attempt “.“mmb oot
Numar made could, unfortunately, not be judged by any \
verified. a -
or ]r\i:l’lv Walter Winchell, the greatese rmm::?m
stepped to the front. “We're not getting ‘!;:;:-
“Will you boys and girls let me go to work on him 2™
“Go to it!" chorused a baffled ?‘“P“P«“’,r"f'm::d -l
“All right, Mr. Numar,” said Winchell. l:‘e\ou "‘u gt
ethereal regions. Let’s get down on carth where we
know about Brooklyn?" o A
“Brooklyn?” questioned Numar. “Whae is thae? e
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home of lzzy Zwankenstein, Do you Rme:;h“ mn;
Numar shook his head. Winchell confuh .-
“Were you ever employed in a ch::mczl wor



Again Numar shook his head.

“All right, now. Think hard on this one. Did you ever fall into a vat
of green dye?”

For the first time since Professor Bailey had been in Numar’s company,
the Green Man laughed out loud.

“You human creatures are very amusing,” he said.

Winchell tore up his notes and threw them on the ground.

“Just a minute, Walter,” called Mr. O'Neill, science editor of the
Herald-Tribune. “Ask Mr. Numar if he’ll give us a demonstration of
his electrical powers!”

The Mirror’s little boy, Walter, gave Numar a dubious look. “Well, Mr.
Zwankenstein, what do you say to that?”

“Select one of your number,” invited Numar agreeably. “I shall be glad
to cooperate.”

“Good heavens!” said Professor Bailey. “Here it comes again!™

“1 was kissed by him once,” said Betty, who was standing beside the
Mayor. “It was a great experience.”

“It must have been,” said the Mayor, eyeing her.

“I can’t quite make him out,” said Mr. Fadiman.

“Oh, you needn’t feel badly about that,” said Betty.
anybody else!”

New York's smartest literati had gone into a huddle. H. V. Kaltenborn
was speaking.

“No, Walter. I really must decline. I think this honor should go to
you. Your Hooper rating is higher than mine.”

Mrs. Winchell’s bad little boy, Walter, was not so easily swayed. “Why
not observe the good old American custom of ‘women first’?” he pro-
posed, “and let Dorothy touch him!™

“How long since women have been first in this country?” said Miss
Thompson. “No, Walter, dear, you're the Number One Investigator of
the newspaper profession. You're elected!”

Spectators who could get a view of what was going on, passed the news
along to others who could not see. Numar was standing in an open area
and was actually visible to quite a number. The reporters, however, now
pressed forward to more closely observe the experiment.

“I suggest,” said Numar, “that the rest of you stand back!"

Winchell’s collar had suddenly become too tight. He loosened his tie.
There was perspiration on his forchead.

“My hands are rather moist,” he said. “Will that make any difference?”

“It should help,” said Numar. )

Winchell dried his hands on his handkerchief.

“Now what shall I do?” he asked.

“Suppose you shake hands with me,” directed Numar,

“What can I lose?” said Winchell, and held out his hand.

There was a flash but it wasn't one of Walter Winchell's to the world.

“Neither can

He was getting this flash exclusively. =
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“Looks like he’s jie * said the Mayo
It only lasted a few minutes and the countr »
picking himself off the gmad- o S
“Would anyone else like to . . . > Mﬂ -
“No, we'll take Walter's word for it!™ said 3 ¢ :
York Times. ; ‘ ~+
Nc:erou will?” said Winchell, dusting r‘ ‘a&
policy!” Then, turning (o.all assembled Mﬂl‘-v s
“I haven't eny word for it awc::y 7 7
J. Edgar Hoover—for carrying conced ::N" e
This broke up the newspaper interview nd“- kﬂ
by his curious fellow writers who sought to get fro e e
felt to touch the Green Man.
“Touch him, yourslv.a. and
about it tomorrow morning in

Mr. Fadiman and the Mayor now approached

Please,” “‘to show you some s
smiled. “T shall be glad to accompany you, he
1';':;\:“;;:3!0: iooke:dawmndsc;::;uh m‘
luding Mr. Alex 2 s st
§ "l'nf sorry,” he ayolo;ag b | m;‘,”a’ﬂ »
there were to be so many of you . - - B
“Oh, that's perfectly all right, said Betty, helpfully. .
men here,”* indicating Mr. g\kx and Mr. -M oy
people. They won't mind taking the subway.™ o
“Not at all,” said Mr. Ah‘dm~ :
his mob starts getting out here!™ e
: “You said it,” chimed Mr. Schwarez. °
in the world for a nickel. m_r ‘the
“Well, then,” said Betty, airily, “yos
find one.” Then she turned to the Mays
her fingers. Now, lhnti‘i
NW...MH&“*S : "
big is your car?™ '
x'lt,bl& five,” said Iﬁl’.n&
“Why, that's just right,” said
sit on your e
The- Mayor gave an uacsy ==
afraid you won't be very cor
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personally. They broke throu

gh the police lines and surged about,
crics went up.

Various
“Say, he's green all righet | |, Look at
a sighe! , | Offcer, let me through!

« « Please, my lectle boy,

that dame with him!

I'm an astrologer. I've got to talk

I want for Numar just to

to Numar . he's seck
touch , Tl
Despite all entre 1ties,

the police fought back
Green Man and his part

the crowd and delivered the
y to the Mayor’s car,

untrampled and untouched,
making frenzied efforts to get
Finally he appealed to one of New

But, far on the outskir
l;yruugh. wWas a young
York's “finese.”

ts of the throng,
1]\”1;: officer,

s ) i
I'm in 2 terrible jam!" he said.
“Who isn't?* said thae big
squirming arms and leps.

‘I don’t mean th

Irish copper, holding back at least a hundred
¢ crowd, I mean my girl!”
“"Domestic trouble, eh? Well,
judge.”

said Harry,

I can’t settle thae! You'd better see the

“You don’t understand,”

cried Harry, in desperation,
away from me!” :

“She’s getting
“If she’s in this crowd
body!"
“But she’s with that guy
through to her!”
“Well, why didn't you say so?"
You'll have 1o hurry.
Mr. Alex and Mr.
of Numar's party clir

" said the copper, “she can't get away from any-

Numar!* yelled Harry. “And I've got to get
said the copper.
She’s just about leavin’ in ch
Schwartz stood forlornly and
nbed into the Mayor's open lin
“I'm not used to this kind of treatment,”
Numar, it won’t be worth ief*
“The same goes for me,” said Sam.
every minute. He's got this New York town in his mitt right now!”
Betty, last tn the car, had waited fop the Mayor to seat himself, She now
noticed an extra space beside the chauffeur in front. Her face brightened
with a new idea. '
“Yoo hoo! Oh, Mr. Alex . .. ! Mr. Schwartz! |,
you after all! . . ., Do you mind sitting up front
“I'd ride on the roof to get out of this crowd!”
“I'd even sit in the chauffeur’s lap,” said Sam.
The two men lost no time in fo
“You know,” Sid confided to S
not such a bad sort afrer all!”
“I don’t know which is worse,” said Sam. *
an arm off the Venus de Milo!”
Betty, still standing in the back of the car,
anything else needed supervising,

“Better get moving!” urged a police captain. “We can’t hold this crowd
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“Crawl under this rope!
¢ Mayor's car now!”
wistfully by as the rest
usine,

said Mr. Alex. “If T don't land

“But that bird Numar—he gets bigger

-« I've found a place for
with the driver?”
said talent scout Alex.

llowing Betry’s suggestion. :
am, “she may be slightly screwy, but she’s

That Mrs. Bailey would talk

looked about her to see if

Boy, is she!

> "’
ck much longer! N
bajus( at that moment, the handsome but somewhat ruffled fo y

f him
flight licutenant burst through the wall‘of spcctators.h I?;,f—r::?;(;uued
w:gs a circle of photographers, aiming their cameras at the
to pull away. _ -

* " ied. “Wait for me! Betty! .
"ﬁcr[cl);'.oul:;;:fl; Mr. Mayor?” asked Betty. “Here I come!” She plopped
rse n his lap. ) o
hcfle(f’;if),:’nﬂ\:f; an anguished voice. And t};en},‘ fon.' lthcf f}i‘r:td::::s Ll]e-;‘js
: front view of the girl of hi >
t Harry Hopper got a full i - )
:;Z:nnlmost left their sockets. “Good gos.h ;lr}:lghty! he said
In that instant, Betty saw and recognized im. ' .
"r;lar:y!” she screamed, and stood up again. Olf\, Hztcry‘;‘o.re. : Qui
the back here! Come on! Thére’s room for on e )
cul;:t ot';le car was now picking up speed and the crowd broke ranks behind
; : e dsc.
it, swallowing Harry up in its mi )
Betty sank back down upon the Mayor’s knee.
“"Was that someone you knew?’ “’l'e asked. 8 "
“Well, yes, slightly,” said Betty. “He was my fiance

CHAPTER IX

: : Id’s first inter-planetary visitor
/AS NATURAL AND PROPER that the wor i
E;o‘:l“c\i be taken to one of the Earth’s ﬁnes;hlotcls.b The Waldori;:c;torwx;‘.‘::

1 0 recog 8

Fifticth and Park Avenue, New York, ha ong been s e

isti d guests were in the lobby,
hed the manager that these distinguished g he lo
::“r,::cl;c:lcxcren at the head of the stairs to escort tl;em p;r;ofu.lly to his private
i i ties,

fhce, where he brought out a special registry for celebri -

’ 1':{‘(/ill you honor us by signing this?”” he requested of Numar. “I think

1

1
'

4

-
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I may safely say,” he continued, proudly, “that this guest book contains the

signatures of all of the world’s great, dz‘ti;g w;llhbacdk :ef:r: th;]:::;-oil:eh:
tury.” He dipped his pen in the in  and handed it to nar, |
::\Zu;uyt better of it and took it back. Jus.t,a moment, he s.u:.!" Y}‘-’i:
shouldn’t sign it this way. I want your signature in green md G
reached in a drawer of his desk and produced a.fbottle, _tll;cnl;ze" 0
int and dipped it in. “Now, Mr. Numar, i you will, please.”
Pcr;\llt)xor:mr smiled, and with all in the party watching, inscribed his Tfl(::
in flowing, graceful style. He hesitated momentarily, and then wrote
his name:
“Resident, Planet Talamaya
Of the Constellation Universa . . . ) ) w .
“So t(heat's your address!” said Betty, looking over hnsc;!:oulder.!“ My, if
you ever jumped a hotel bill, they’d have a hart!. time reaching you —
“I could not pay even now,” said Numar, “since we have no ¢
on my planet you would recognize h;l;e. 4 ;

»
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Oh, well!* said Betty, “I'm sure that Mr.
somcbody ., 1

e v 5 T

: M course!" said Mr Fadiman. “"Mr. Numar und
of ‘Information, Please’.” ‘Then
added, “We will need some ext

Professor Bailey's wife ™

Britannica or the Mayor or

erstands he is the guest
directing his remarks to the manager, he
ra accommodations for this young lady and

“()}1‘ no, you won't'" said { Al f rwar {.( ' ]
'J].””, care of Miss Bricl ’!"".l_‘. Mr Al X, l.h-,»,nll’.f orwa (’ ~-'\ G ) i
"“And War wr Brothers are ¢l A ] r £ ar

1 f 1 Crs are taking care of Mirs. ]‘,,“l‘-\,-"' said M AS"hw tz.

Jlnl L!IJ(" It 1o our 1
A
Mr. Fadiman looked rol - |
10 looked relieved. “"Well, if you gentlemen insise!” he said

I'll show vou to vour suites,” offered the manager.,

Professor Bailey as s host
] 3 host, was assigned to the same suite with

the Green Man while Mrs. Byl !
¢ Mrs. Bailey, traveling under the delusion she was Betey’s

clu;wumr aired with her }
y P2 1L her ne t < p i
I | l.\\ » suites were situated across the hall
pmedgite-ciimpih ) hey were the first and last word in ele-
; 3 - were remained nothing for Mrs. Bailey to say about them. All
she could do w . jaze /
- \-r . as gasp her amazement and go around, exclaiming, “Well, I
never hiy { X . '
¢ 0 Mr. Schwartz, however. she did remark: “This must be costing
your company a pretty penny!™ His reply had not reassured her “Don’t
worry—before we're through with you, we'll get it back some way!"
; The representatives of M.G.M. and Warner Brothers had taken a suite
or (hrnnrl\‘rs on the same ”unr so t} ! )
) me f] that they might watch each otl
| ; er
casily. o

{!nm one another « n a top floor

"We've both got a stake in this thing." C 9 /
each other’s (luubus——unul we h”‘_[l’;;t.‘" LT oy e s
N"Surc,"ﬂuide}Jm. "W'clnnght as well work together till one of us gets

umar. But if he won't let himself | otog . i
il st »¢ photographed, he's not going to be

“Not unless they shoot him' as 'The Invisible Man,"" said Sid. “I've al-
ready listed that ritle with the Will Hays Office, so you can’t beat me there!™

‘Thc~two men had arranged to have all telephone calls routed into the'ir
suite since neither Numar nor Professor Bailey was interested in anythin
but the primary purpose for which they had come to New York. .

“If we can line up enough big offers between us,” said Sam “we ought
to break this Numar down somechow. He's got the world by thc‘ tail nowg I
can’t figure what else he wants.” .

“"Well—you know these performers,” said Sid. “Their egos are always
bigger than their bankroll. I'll bet that guy never dreamed, when he starteyd
out with this stunt, that he’d be a sensation like this.”

“"Maybe he’s gone so far he's afraid to stop,” said Sam. “Or else he’s begun
to believe he’s from another planet himself!” ¢

"I don’t know,” said Sid. “All I know is—he’s terrific box-office!”

The telephone began to ring and both men jumped for it.

“It's my turn!” said Sid.

“I hope it's a wrong number,” said Sam.
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Sid shifted his cigar to a far corner of his mouth and answered the phone.
“Begin the conversation,” he said. He waited a moment, listening in-
rcmly: as Sam watched him with a hawk-like expression. “Is that s0?” said
Sid, into the phone. "Is that so? . . . Is that so?!!”

“Is what so?” demanded Sam. )
Sid motioned for silence and covered the mouthpiece with his hand.

“There's a soldier in the lobby who says he’s engaged to Miss Bracken. He
sounds, to me, like he’s tight. He says he’s got to see her right away or he's
going to tear down the hotel!™
“Is that s0?” said Sam. "Well, what are you going to tell him? Miss
Bracken is your department!” .
“I'm gonna invite him up,” said Sid. Then, into the phone, “Miss
Bracken isn’t here just now but I'm her representative. Would you like to
sce me?
There was a sudden sharp click on the phone.
“He would, very much!” said Sid.
“Do you suppose it's that crazy guy who's been following us from Holly-
wood?” said Sam.
“I don’t know,” said Sid, “but I'm sure as hell going to find out!”
There was a rap on the door which almost split the panels.
“Two to one, it's him!” said Sam, getting up and retreating toward an
inner room. “Well, goodbye. I'll be seeing you!”

“You stick around!” urged Sid. “It sounds like I’ll be needing you.”
" He went to the door, slipped the lock, and pulled it open. The husky
form of a fiery-eyed flight licutenant strode in.

“What have you done with her? Where is she?” he demanded. “Who are
you?"

“I,” said Sid, “am Mr. Alex of M.G.M. Pictures!”

“And who is be?” said the irate figure, pointing at Sam.

“That’s Mr. Schwartz of Warner Brothers,” said Sid, “an old pal of mine!”

Sam glared.

“And now,” said Sid, his voice dripping with syrup, “Who might you
be?”

“I,” said the caller, “am Harry Hopper. I've come here to bust this guy
Numar in the nose and take Miss Bracken back with me!”

“Is that s0?” said Sid, giving a sidewise glance at Sam.

“That’s very interesting,” said Sam. “Do you have an option on her?”

“Option!” raged Harry. “Why, I'm going to marry her!”

“Now, sit down, my good fellow,” said Sid. “Have a cigar. Take the
weight off your heels. I believe we’ve met before.”

“Never saw you before in my life!” said Harry.

“But I've seen you,” said Sid. “I saw you first when you so touchingly
“waved farewell to Miss Bracken in Hollywood. I saw you a second time
and helped ‘shoo’ you out of the plane at Dallas. I saw you next when

you damned near wrecked the plane I was on. I saw you again when you
bucked the crowd at LaGuardia Airport and almost made a touchdown!
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And I'm secing you now . .. !" Yeah, it scems that he's "::.l o b
“All righe, all right!” broke in Harry. “So you've seen me! But what{threatening me « « - You'll
want is to see Betry!” hung up the receiver and turned to San

“Sorry, my friend!” said Sid. “She's all booked up!™ he said.
“Now, listen!”™ Harry’s attitude became pugnacious. “I haven’t flo

across this country for nothing. My girl's making a damn feol of her

and I'm going to put a stop to it!” on
“Not while she’s under contract to M.G.M.” said Sid. New York's ‘",n"m AT ol
“We'll see about that!” said Harry. “I've got some rights around herfl Lindbergh's unbelievable flight “.’*

And another thing—who’s responsible for that green get-up of hers?” and photographs been devoted to 3 '

“Not me!” said Sid. 2 even had its all-important weather m b

“Are you sure?”” demanded Harry, eyeing him, suspiciously. Roy How‘:;d.e:d‘ok‘ another precedent 9

Sid backed away. “Positive! That was her own idea!” torial which read: PLANET

“If it was,” said Harry, “it just goes to show what you've done to WELCOME I:mﬁ. oaieh
You picture guys are a bad influence.” He looked wildly about the r The Scrip}s-HW"_‘ papers, in .ﬁl&*“ ;
“Don’t tell me,” he said, “that Miss Bracken is staying here with you?"” of always being ﬁ".‘ s '{" ﬁ‘_‘”’ - “ sl

The two men registered instant horror and denial. coming Numar, this distinguished visitor v e

“Calm yourself, my dear lieutenant,” said Sid, “You know Will Ha W bile nnl;;b mystery ""‘“’
wouldn’t permit that. She has a nice suite on this floor with a chaperone.” | festations, the one %
“Her own dear auntie is with her,” supplied Sam. “You don’t have any} him, and—so far—all of us bave been

thing to worry about.” The buman brain cen s, WM ‘.’u-s' ot @ b0
“Oh, no!” said Harry. “I know what goes on in your racket! I've be§ miles through space. Numar's cial aiv iy
an actor, myself!” been e.u‘ilﬂﬂy ‘Mh'l ""M to withim 3 =7
“Why, of course!” pacified Sid. “I can tell . . . I was just going o rate of 500 miles an bour, m‘um -
ask ... !" York and London mot much longer m*m ,
“No, Sid, let me ask him,” interposed Sam. “Has anyone ever told y How amusing this must be to & being ;
that you bear a striking resemblance to Clark Gable?” with the speed of light. )

Harry was momentarily stopped. “Why . . . yes, I believe they have] We bope to learn much from anjh

he said. “You don’t mean . . . Betty hasn't been talking about me . .. 2" | later proved to bave been premature in S *
“Not to me, she hasn’t,” said Sam. “So she thinks you're the Gable typd still feel that we bave been Wﬁ o

too, eh? . .. What a coincidence!” icy. ety y
“Wait a moment, Sam,” said Sid. “Gable belongs to M.GM. I saw thi 'dH.y L. Phillips, writing for the m‘ ork S

man first. If there’s going to be any deal . . . 1" famous, Sun Dial column: e
“No, you don't!" said Harry. “I'm off pictures! And I'm taking Bett 1#'s an old adage that "M .

out of pictures, too! I can se¢e right new I'm not going to get any help f reporter wishes to declare that N :

you guys. I'm going to wait right out here in the hall till Betty comes back!} when be first came fo ‘ﬁ -

Harry marched to the door. “And don’t try any funny business, i If Numar should ﬂtﬂ‘»

If you do, I'll come back and crack your heads together!” * start a mew greem vace .* :
Harry went out and banged the door. : The question then is, would &
The two talent scouts could hear him treading up and down the hall of man all over again®
“How are we going to get rid of him?” said Sam. MM'&*
“Listen and you'll find out,” said Sid, taking up the telephone recei Well, folks, you'

“Hello,” he said. “Give me the house detective. . . . Hello! This is Mr. cen @

of M.GM.! I'm up here in suite 28-B. There's a2 man just left my 1 don’t kwow

who says his name’s Harry Hopper. He’s an actor out of work whof from space k -
wearing a uniform. Thats right—he’s impersonating an army officer . . § & bermeticully seul
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soes ground hi teeth into
Incidentally, most of the boys who met him at LaGuardia Airport hav satire, ridicule and criticism, he no doubt would have l.'“

taken to the bottle. All the camera men can see, in their delirium, i
“the little green man who wasn’t there.” This guy from another plane
doesn’t photograph!

The Eastman Kodak Company bas their laboratory staffs working over
time trying to develop a new emulsion which will bring Numar's imag

out on the film. 'r

Meanwhile, the photographers have gone crazy and are trading thei
cameras in for strait jackets.

The New York Evening Post considered Numar’s arrival of such astro-
nomic, importance that its editors assigned their writer on Astrology to
cover the story. His item contained this lead: ,

In answer to a flood of questions, let me first assure our thousands of
betting patrons and those who live by our daily horoscope that none of
our astrological computations have been upset by Numar’s arrival.

1t should be pointed out that he comes from a section of the universe
beyond our sphere of influence. Other suns, unknown to us, and other
planets concerned with bis local system, control and direct bis destiny.

It is not true, as some have suggested, that discovery of new planets
destroys the entire theory of Astrology. You may still rely upon the prog-
nostications as given each day in the Post—IF, of course, you interpret and
apply them correctly.

The papers, in their regular news stories, gave a full account and chron-
ological report of Numar’s activities from the time of his arrival at La-
Guardia Airport. They featured the photographs which had been made of
Numar at the time of his welcoming by the Mayor and Mr. Fadiman. Nu-
mar, as Los Angeles photographers had already discovered, was nowhere to

be seen. This made all celebrities who had posed for pictures with him look
slightly, if not hilariously, ridiculous.

As the Mayor had surmised, the photograph of His Honor, holding a

“pretty baby” on his lap, was too good not to be used. One of the captions
over this little scene read as follows:

THIS IS HOW OUR MAYOR
ATTENDS TO OFFICIAL BUSINESS!

. A comment in smaller type, undernecath the picture, had this to say:

This should have been a color photograph! The charming young lady
who is preferring the Mayor’s lap to a seat in the subway, is the actress-
nicce of the eminent astronomer, Professor Bailey. She herself, is a follower
of the stars—all those fixed in the Hollywood firmament. She was doing
some starring of her own when this picture was taken. Her ruby lips were
a rich green as were her eyebrows and eyelashes. Her complexion was a
lighter shade of the same pasture-land color. Her fingernails bore the same

tint as ber lips. All in all, she made quite a delectable dish of greens! And
you can see by the expression on the Mayor’s face that he is pleased no end!

Had the Mayor not been a man of stout heart, inured to the barbs of
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apulp. Asit was, he only wadded the paper up into a ball gwmmped“m:;: f
The honorable Clifton Fadiman, getting in 2 plug fm’nb arir-
Please” program, and also his Book-foflithe‘-Month Club connection,
imself b ted in all the papers as follows: ) . .
h‘T;epeakfn::ot only as a conductor of ‘Information, Mh’l but a!:o :; E
editor of the Book-of-the-Month Cl'ub,“}' am frank to say—Numar ‘
ystery story I've ever reviewed:
gre\:;;ftsl: ':;‘}: ::ya send-off, is it any wonder that human tongues were st g
¥
5§

ing and human ears flapping? Thn s 2
?‘vlzngfgomg\ation, Please” a bigger listening audience for tonight than Bob
Hope or Jack Benny.

“Of course, I'm who I say I am! msxsted the man in
umptieth time. “You've scen my .identification! Now, for Pete’s sake, let
t of here!” " , .
m‘,-(;:xxow, now, not so fast!” said the Sergeant. You ’could lnYe.pchll t]l.:
identification up along with your flying outfit. We're checkin® on you -4
Texas and that takes time!” _ : R
c"But, good gosh, I've got important b\tsm! Pt Hy'.gd’s apt to be
leaving town! You don’t know what you're doing to me! ;-
“Just keep your shirt on,” said t.fh; Serge‘ant. “I we get 2 wire back
in’ you're okay, you'll walk out of here a iree m!’ e
!-‘ly'l.léut’ it’s almost time for the ‘Information, Please program,” said t
soldier, “and I've got to go to that!” -
The Sergeant laughed and gave a wave of his h.and- ¥
“Aw, you haven’t a chance! They've got the riot squad up at R:
right now. There’s about fifty thousand people in #M j
so packed you couldn’t squeeze another person in 'ﬁ&rur
what I'll do! If we don’t get back a report on yﬂw :
bring my portable in your cell and we'll listen to the
“Green Man!” raved the incaroenud’lit-n ¥
the Green Man! What I want is my pd! B
The Sergeant looked at his p{mn“cad. :
got you in here for the wrong thing,’ he said. :

is the nut house!”

It is perhaps a poor and abbreviated pun o
queuio::nd answer fad may hvshﬂ
mation, Please” program. Certain it is,
killed listeners with the awful cycle of
in its wake. That “Information, Please
Number 1 intellectual entertainment ©
“to the unorthodox and super e
experts. "
: p’le‘hey were seated now, each
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toward an audience which packed the largest National Broadcasting
pany studio and overflowed onto the stage. At the head of the table sat
guest of honor, the mysterious visitor, Numar. At the other end of
table sat his host and sponsor, Professor Bailey. At a separate and smal
table sat the one and only Clifton Fadiman, an expectant look on his fa
as he waited for the red light to flash and the program to begin.

“Errr! Errr! ... Err! Errrrre!” said the rooster.

“Wake up, America—it’s time to stump the experts!™ said the announc
“Fifty-seven varieties presents America’s favorite program—'Informati
Please’ . . . And now,” he continued, after devoting exactly fifty-five a
one-half seconds to the gentle art of selling, “we turn this program ov
to the master of ceremonies, the man who asks the questions and tries
break the brain trust—Clifton Fadiman!”

The country’s leading intellectual bowed to the studio audience a
waited patiently for the applause to die down.

‘Tonight,” he said, in tones of repressed excitement, * ‘Informati
Please’ holds the rare and unparalleled distinction of having as its guest
man from another planet. Mr. Numar, of the planet Talamaya, a erilli
miles away from us—as the crow flies—has been on earth little more th
seventy-two hours, yet—in that short space of time, he has managed
baffle fifty-seven different varieties of experts.

“This evening, he encounters our own special brand of experts on ‘Infor
mation, Please.” These learned gentlemen, Mr. F. P. Adams, Mr. John Kiera
and Mr. Oscar Levant have come here tonight in their finest possible ment
fectle.

“I think you listeners would be interested in knowing that Mr. Adams ha
been studying the stars like mad since he learned Mr. Numar was to be o
this program. Mr. Kieran has prepared himself by reviewing the enti
works of Jules Verne and re-reading H. G. Wells’ story of the Martia
Invasion. As for Oscar Levant, he cancelled a concert tour and came in o
the road to be with us tonight.

“In that connection, Mr. Levant wishes me to apologize for him to the
good people of Altoona, Pennsylvania, who will hear his fine rendition
George Gershwin’s ‘Rhapsedy in Blue® at a later date. There, Oscar—I
that relieves your mind . . . 2"

“Not quite” said Oscar, “you forgot to mention—tickets three bucks,
including tax!” F

“M.C.” Fadiman smiled for the studio audience and chuckled for the
radio audience. .

“It seems like we're having to do a lot of explaining tonight,” he said,
“but this is no ordinary occasion. Our other guest tonight is the noted
astronomer, Professor William Bailey of Mount Wilson Observatory. We
hope, Professor, if Mr. Numar leaves our experts too speechless, you will
come to their rescue. :

“Now, as you all know; this ‘Information, Please’ program is completely
informal and unrchearsed. 1 am the only one who knows the questions and §
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answers for 1 have them right here in front o :
The first expert or guest who raises his hand 3

the pnv:legel of z:;swenn:ml:

“One final wor rcgu

Fifty-Seven Varieties, deemed it only n‘ﬁt d
tonight should be submitted by the n::ian‘ p‘;
Acting upon this suggestion, we we have ,
If your name is not among €

slighted. |
‘§'And now, gentlemen and Mr. Numar, with h

out of the way, we pto:eed to the first question
AMens s 2
There was a titter of laughter from the
Me:rc Allen states,” he continued, * “You came to
hen you invited me to present 3 question on your cosmu
:vcd in a world of stars all my Life. Nw,hhlﬁq :
question . . - " » Mr. Fadiman consulted card. Yo
all five of these right . . . Mr. Allen wants you to name 2
f heavenly bodies.” i
p “I know that one!” said Oscar. “Hedy hu'l.
Lamour, Ann Sheridan—and my wife! Boy, am 1,
“That's very interesting, Mr. m.::,
Fadiman, “but none of those names are on
“Well, they should be!™ said Oscar. “You're |
The studio audience roared.
“Let’s keep our discussion academic, Mr. -
turning to the guest of honor, "Mr. Numas, °

Numar leaned forward in his chair, w
the microphone. Hisuneuclu’
which was at once compelling.

“Doyonvmlnmmhuh




to do with it!”

Mr. Fadiman gave Mr. Levant what passed for a look of reproof. It would}

have been good for television.

e < . ' .
Our next question,” he said, “comes from our good friend, "Eleanor|

Roosevelt. She has written a little note in which she says, “This news about
Numar fascinates me. I am especially interested in anyone who travels.
I feel that there is something definitely broadening in going about from
place to place. That’s why I aiways keep on the move. But, when I con-
sider how Mr. Numar gets about, I must confess to feeling quite like a

novice! . .. Now, here is my question . ..’ ”
Mr. Fadiman looked up at his board of experts. “I think you gentlemen
should get all of this . . . Mrs. Roosevelt asks, ‘If T were to fly through

space, what three constellations might I use as 2 means of transportation?’
+ « « All right, may I have a show of hands?” Mr. Fadiman drummed the

table with his fingers. “Come, come, gentlemen! Don’t tell me that Mrs.
Roosevelt has stumped you all!”

John Kieran half raised his arm.

“All right, Mr. Kieran—you tell us.”

“Well,” said John, feeling his way. “If Mrs. Roosevelt wanted to fly
through the heavens she could probably travel on the Swan—that’s what the
constellation ‘Cygnus’ means . . . Or, 1 suppose she could take a ride on the

Winged Horse, or ‘Pegasus’ . . . Then, of course, there's the Eagle which |
' could sing that for us?”

is klnown as "Aquila’ . . . 1 presume, for sentimental reasons, she’d take the
cagle!”

The studio audience burst into applause.

“Excellent, Mr. Kieran, excellent!” praised Mr. Fadiman. “You have
restored my confidence in the human race!” He eyed Mr. Levant who
promptly made a face at him.

“This question is from Edna St. Vincent Millay,” continued the master of
ceremonies. Then, as an informative aside to the guest of honor, “Miss
Millay is perhaps our greatest living poetess.”

“A really great poet is rare throughout the universe,” said Numar.

“Well, well!” said Mr. Fadiman, “That’s interesting to know. Con-
gratulations, Miss Millay—if you're listening in!” Then he looked down at
the card, “Her question is . . . boys, I think you should get all three of these
... ‘Name three songs or poems in which the word “star” is used!” *

There was a show of hands.

“Well, Mr. Adams, it’s about time we were hearing from you, this
evening, Where have you been?” beamed Mr. Fadiman.

“I've been lost in the Milky Way,” said Mr. Adams, clasping his hands in
front of him and rolling his eyes.

“Dear, dear—what a place to be!” twitted Mr. Fadiman, “You'd better |

stay out of Mr. Numar’s backyard.”
The gentleman known as F.P.A. pursed his lips and looked skyward.
“ “Twinkle, twinkle, lictle star,”” he said.
Numar eyed him strangely.
: : 80
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. “Very good!” cheered Mr. Fadiman. “Can you go o-u?”. s
" Mr. Adams knit his brow in two places. He tapped it with the tips of his

fingers. 5
n'g‘cYes—I—belicvc 1 can,” he said. * ‘How I wonder what you are . . .

Up above the world so high...”” '
X ... Like a diamond in the sky!”” finished Oscar Levant.
Mr. Adams put his head down and looked deeply woundcd. ] y
“Mr. Levant!” rebuked Mr. Fadiman, “you’re most mpoh.t'c tonight. You .
know you’re supposed to raise your hanc:' before you speak! y -
] was afraid he wouldn’t get it,” said Oscar. 3 .
“Mr. Adams, you knew that last line, didn’t you?” queried Mr. Fadiman. ,
“Indubitably,” said Mr. Adams. . ‘ .
The studio audience laughed and broke into fpplause. vl
“You see, Mr. Levant, your assistance was entirely unnecessary,” said Mr. ;
Fadiman. “That makes one right. Now, who else? Professor Bailey, do I Iy
sez your hand?” 2 ] .
Professor Bailey started. “Why, yes, I guess you do,” he said, a bit sheep-
ishly. “I didn’t know it was up!"d Y.
“Do you have an answer?” asked Mr. Fadiman. . . :
*““Pve told every little star, just how sweet I think you are,” ™ said the
Professor, timidly. ]

“Why, that’s very nice of you!” said Mr. Fadiman. “Do you suppose you

e AR Y]

The Professor blushed. “Well, I don’t know as to that!™
There was a ripple of encouraging applause. _
The Professor started out in a voice which quavered at first .but here
strength as he went along. He knew the words and, as he finished, he
fixed his eyes on Mrs. Bailey who was seated in the front row. A
“*...T've told every little star, just how sweet I think you are—w
haven’t T told you?” he sang, ending on a little note of triumph.
The studio reverberated with applause and Mrs. Bailey dabbed tears !
her eyes. N &4
“Of course that’s an exaggeration,” she to
 too many stars to tell every one of them—but that was
haven’t heard him sing in years.” : o
“Well, Mr. Adams,” Mr. Fadiman was saying, “you
at last. You have an excellent voice, Professor. You're not
astronomer . . . well—we're uncovering new talents on our ‘In
Please’ every week! . . . We need one more answer on this
has ie2"” ‘ o
“*When you wish upon a star!” " said Mr. Adams,
“That’s enough!” said Mr. Fadiman. “After Pro
sacrilege! . . . All right, gentlemen, we've gotten safely
Here's the next one. It's from Secretary of the T :

had us thinking in as ical fi for y
Numar, who can comprehend a hgl:: miles!
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know, ‘How far is the
earth? And, how far i
us?” We should be

“That’s a cinch!”
isn’t clear,
moon whe

s the most distant Planet in our solar system fro
able to get two out of three on this.”

chirped Mr. Levant, “But the first part of that questiog

Does Mr. Morgenthau want the distance of the earth from th
n the moon is full of half full?”

“He wants the answer,
Fadiman.

“Oh,” said Oscar, subsiding, “that’s different!”

“Then you don’t want to answer the question?” asked Mr. Fadiman,

“No,” said Oscar, pouting, "I've been insulted.”

Mr. Kieran raised his hand. “On a dark night,” he
cally at Mr, Levant, “the mean distance of the moo
exactly 238,855 miles!”

“Is that correct, Professor Bailey?” asked Mr.

“All but the last digit,” said the Professor.

“So he was off two miles,” piped Oscar, “Who cares?”
“You forger, Mr,

Levant,” reminded Mr., Fadiman,
exact science. Now, who knows how far ¢l
“On a cold or 1 hot day?” asked Mr.

*“You are spli!liug infinitesimal hairs,”

“Well, that might alter my

“Let’s stop all this quibblin
knows the sun is ninety-three million miles from the earth!”

“But I'm not a school boy,”” said Mr. Levant,

“He never went to school,” said Mr. Kieran,

“That’s right,” said Oscar. “I'm a sclf-made man. You guys have to
get your knowledge from books. I get mine out of my own head!” [
Numar’s face spread into a broad smile.

“Do you think I'm kiddin’>” Oscar added,
“He’s not kidding,” said Mr. Fadiman,
back to this program.

moon from the earth? How far is the sun from tfl

whether you’re full or half full,” said My
w

said, lm)king quizzi
n from the ecarch i

Fadiman,
“It should have been a Wiy

“Astronomy is anL
1¢ earth is from the sun?"|
Levant,

said Mr, Fadiman,
estimate by a couple of miles,” said Osear,
8 said Mr. Adams, “Even a school boy!

“he’s bragging!
I can’t imagine what o
thinking of this puerile display of intelligence!”
“This is very interesting,” said Numar, ©
the universe.”
“You see,” said Oscar, “I’'m not so dumb after all1”
“Enough of your life history!” said Mr. Fadimén,
of this question. I know Mr. Morgenthau must
somewhere, for it.”
“What was the question?” asked Oscar.
“If you’d keep quiet for 2 moment and pay attention,” said Mr. Fadiman,
“you might know!”
“Who's talking?” said Oscar,
The conductor of “Information, Please” tried a rack of utter indiffer-
ence. “What is the planet most distant fr,

om this earth?” he asked,
~ The experts registered a complete set of blank expressions,
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-« . But let’s get
ur guest of honor must be

Humor is enjoyed throughout

“Let’s get the last part
be waiting patiently,

oy !

“Mr. Numar,” addressed the impeccable interrogator of “Information,
" u can enlighten us?” 3 .
P]cla\lse'rn-nrp;;}\:::::ls Z:d bent toward the microphone. “The ansv;e;t;c?m;irmi
to y:ur‘card is Pluto,” he said. “And its distznc;from tl;e 2 'nl,s“e &
i i t planet.
illi iles—but Pluto is by no means tlfe most distan 3 :
;;Ialrl:;rt‘s ns];lefsnr n:fay from your earth that it would take an eternity of time
cach them.” )
to .l-'flill:ink of that!” said Mr. Fadiman. o :

“I can’t” said Oscar. “It hurts my brain.

“He's ing again,” said F.P.A.

1\;:L ;ala??rff;ngapgcd on the table for order: He shuﬁlcd. tll:e c:rdz‘:::;:
him "'My we have so many profound questions here tomgwt,, xl s i
t(l)nc.hoosc. ‘Hcrc's one from that great Shakespe:refnn actor, Shaakt: ;-
den. He wants you gentlemen to give five quotations from pea
which reference is made to ‘heaven’.

Mr. Kieran’s hand shot up. it "

“ ‘My hopes in heaven do dwell’! .he said. ]

“What an honest confession!” said Mr. Adams. = d

“That’s from Henry, the Eighth, Act Three, Scene Two . . .

“What page?” asked Oscar. ’ :

MY. ;icrl;r;glookcd up at the ceiling and rubbed a finger alo?gs:ﬂehl:u’:l:‘e.

“In my edition—page . . . four hundred and— —fftry-nine!

He received a tremendous ovation. gl d _—

.-l\eh:w, Mr. Levant, will you be good? sand.Mr. Pac?x:n:‘n ';‘y'l'hz ;
truly remarkable, Mr. Kieran. I don’t have that informatio card
but I accept your word for it.” : v 3

Mr. Kieran lowered his eyebrows to permit a modest blus::& pus.the e

“All right! Who has another Shakespearean quotation
‘heaven’ in it?” AT .

K ‘T shall see you in the next world’! ! popped Oscar. * *World’ n
‘heaven’, doesn’t it . . . Who wrote that? v

“Not I,” said Mr. Adams, “or Shakespeare, eﬁher o

Mr. Kieran raised his head, a look of recognition in his eyes.

*“ “Apud orcum te videbo’,” he recited.

“What’s that mean?” asked Oscar. * ,

“What you just said!”’ W

“It doesn’t sound like it!” ! ; S 3

"Of course not, silly boy!” s:nf! Mr Adams. “That m

“Oh!” said Oscar, “Kieran Latin in m?h:tml oa a WY
a guy before you switch languages on ? |

g"Your quotation was by Plautus, from his writing,
Mr. Kieran, e

“It was!” said Oscar, pleasantly surprised. “How do )
things?” e i o

“He studies, Mr. Levant,” said Mr. Fadiman. “Hg
has an orderly mind.” o

)

———
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“Then how come I know these things?*

“I suspect because Your mind is like 2
please stop interrupting. Mr., Kieran,

“ Tl follow thee and make a heay.
die upon the hand I love so well.’
Dream’, Act Two, Scene I ., . »

“What page>” challenged Oscar,

“I forget,” said Mr, Kieran.

Oscar beamed. “You’re slipping!” he said,
“Mr. Numar!”

demanded Oscar,

sponge,” said Mr. Fadiman. “No
do you have another answer?”

en of hell’,” recited Mr. Kieran. * T,
That's from ‘A Midsummer Nighe!

“Is your hand up>”
three experts turned his way.

aining the word ‘heaven’ h
not yet been mentioned,” he said.

“Which one is that>” asked Mr. Fadiman, with raised brows.
*“ “There are more things in heaven and earth than 2
philosophy’,” said Numar, quietly.

“Gosh!” said Oscar., “How’s Mr. Numar know thar?
on bis planet now?”

re dreame of in your

- - « Is Shakespeare

“It was in Mr. Kieran’s mind,” smiled Numar,

“waiting to be expressed.”
“That’s very good,” laughed Mr. Kieran.

“I was just going to raise my
hand.”

“So Numar’s a secon
watch my thinking!”

A murmur of wonderi

“That’s not fair,”
minds, then he’s gettin
bury rules!”

Mr. Fadiman looked a trifle upset,

“You don't really read minds, do you, Mr. Numars” he asked.

Numar smiled and nodded. “That is one of our reg
munication,” he said. “You will acquire this faculty in

“What's my wife doing now?" chirped Oscar,

“Stop it!” commanded Mr. Fadiman. “This is a radio program,
seance. We must get on to the next question. It is asked by the famous

physicist, Dr. Arthur Compton. He wants to know ‘when did the human
race originate on this earth?>’ »

Mr. Kieran's hand was firse up

“It’s only a guess. Science doesn’t really know, Between five hundred
thousand and a million years ago.” ] ;

“My ancestors don’t 8o back that far,” said Oscar, -

“Not any further than the Bronx z00," quipped F.P.A.

“Gentlemen!” scolded Mr. Fadiman good humoredly. *“Please keep your
relatives out of this! . . . I think I can accept your answer, Mr., Kieran . , .,
thatis. . . unless . . ,

d Dunninger!” cracked Oscar. “Boy, have I 8ot to
N8 comment passed through the audience,

complained Mr. Adams. “[f Mr. Numar read our
8 his knowledge from us, That’s against the Queens-

ular means of com-
time."”

Mr. Numar, did you wish to say something?"
The Green Man had taken hold of his microphone.
“Yes,” he said, “I was slightly over a million years old at the time and
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recall the ma‘dml lmm.ﬂt originated on
igned to study events : on |
"’n.‘f‘:?u men of “Information, Please,” m:‘:\ﬁ 5
r. Fadiman dmppedthcatfb“‘uh‘ ‘ 1o
“Did I hear you correctly? .I.n uhl n.-hﬂ‘vhg tones.
“You did,” assured Num.ar. Our lm:‘h.n wnb. “m
i ments, had been keeping a record ¢ : :
lvl“:lt)‘;;’mcnts on your planet as well ~m“’ M- 2-4-‘!-,“ 4—‘
with great interest the prc-bnm. e m’s pieriam., 48
waiting to see what lormls of hf;utn:ﬁl finally »
f higher intelligence here. v ] )
3 c:;:;:r;:n actually saw or beard or in some way knew .d' *
occasion when our human species came into being?™ exclumed
f Encyclopedias. ! < 1 :
“"ly x:mc:\?;r it as though it ve:;h yesterday,™ said h.. |
Il ‘Man® came into existence on phaﬂ—-m E Ih' &
:;c basis of the present momen:—mcdy‘ nine h“q e
sand, five hundred twent&th:lt:‘k ye:::;hﬂ‘ “h - * :
d—according to L ¢ iy =
. Fadiman bad o find s, veice 2 when be 6, be
remarkable, Mr. Numar. B'u:. according to ";h‘ studio ¢
program time's about up, I'm sorry we mlb* -‘ “h )
it seems that our Mr. Levant thought be was - | the .
we would have enjoyedmk‘bnm? g more from you. you .
ou would like to ". 2.0
m;:mar leaned toward the microphene, 23 quhl
moment. The audience, which had come largely -h-d
f its chairs.
lhc“;'dei.e"onlid the man from another 'h:
word, I would like to announce | A,
:; e:l{e Chicago-Notre Dame football game, I w
importance to say to the vull!"
Thcsuaveinwd nforma ;
recover his nvoir-fm-r:"m& you,
for being with us tonight,™ he sud. s
ing!™ ! A
ms'!'hcdtmn&ol!hdﬂ e
“Jeez!" said Sam, as he stood with §




He had literally fought his way through a crowd which still jam

heard this young man correctly. !
“I'm sorry, sir,” she said. * ‘Information, Please’ is just over. Yo
like some information, please!”

“Oh,” said the girl, “what is it? I’d be glad to help you.”

“Well, my name’s Licutenant Harry Hopper. I must reach Mr. Numa

“I've got to know!” said Harry. “Isn’t there someone here who can tell
me?”’

“You might see the head usher over there,” said the girl.
He could really sece what was going on and, this evening, he hadn’t liked
the view at all. It had been the maddest night in Radio City history.
None of the outstanding radio stars, either with give-aways or box tops,
the public by the ears.

“Yes, sir, what can I do for you?” said the head usher.

The young flying officer tried the approach of the long green. He held

The head usher pushed back the money. “Sorry, Bud, it’s no go,” he said.
“I could have made a hundred bucks that way tonight. I've got strict orders.
That studio’s jammed and the crowd’s just starting to break now. Please
“You don’t understand!” he said. “I’'m engaged to be married and my
gl 17

The head usher pushed him to one side. “If she’s upstairs, you'll have to

Harry Hopper had always been a resourceful young man. He had known
his way about New York but never, in all his life, had he reccived such a
pushing around as he had been getting recently. An astrologer would have
guy from another planet who had caused him all this trouble!

“When I get to Numar,” he vowed, "it’ll be murder in the first degree!™

For three quarters of an hour, Harry permitted himself to be stepped on,

of his dreams—and Numar. 3
the streets outside and packed the lower level of the National Broadcasting for a sight of the-Green Man, were |ppu¢ndy just as

Company building. In the hubbub around her, the girl had not quitd But no ordinary

g

Those waiting in the

human would have 33*0‘ life and th
broadcasting officials were seeing to it that Nu:‘,dw
He and his party had been spirited out a secret. d hu
aldorf-Astoria.
v/\thn Harry realized lhatlhe ba:i‘
¢ and started running along ) P Ave:
:ttretehc hotel, he asked to be connected with the Numar m
“Hello!” said Mr. Alex.
“Is Miss Betty Bracken there?”
The two talent scouts were packed,
Washington. Sid put his hand over
j ain!” . “ee '
b":t'legat's not very consi;ietr;:el,:; s:ln!c,l‘ Sam. “He might at le
a chance to get out © T s : ’
4 “The guy sounds like he’s slightly upset, said Sd. “You ¢
he'd have it in for us for getting him ar-usteﬂ. ﬁyu.?;‘ :
“It’s possible,” said Sam. “Anyway, n.-u yu; dea.
munduptherstofourpar't'yandukeemw train.
and see what the guy wants. 43 e ges
“Nothing doing,” said Sid. “This is a tw:pk 'k
us plenty of trouble. I've got an idea but 1 your
back to the phone. “You say you want to sec Miss Bracke
“Yes,” said the voice. “Right away!
“Fine!” said Sid. “Come up to 23-3-!" .
Sam looked at Sid. “What're you going ud:
“Never mind, you just do wha.t 1 :ell you,’
all those horror pictures for nothing.™
He jerked the telephone cords loose from
the suite. e
“Put that key in the bedroom door,
Sam did as instructed. -'m,
asked. N
“When 1 get him in the bedro
said Sid. e
“That's simple,” said Sam.
There was a racket at the
across the room, secting them
“Well, l;:';: he greeted.
have you
“You know damned
*in. “I'll attend to you
“Right in there!™

couldn’t get in to see it anyway. That's what all this crowd’s about.”

“I know that,” said the young flight lieutenant, impatiently. “I said I'
and his party. Will they be coming this way?”

The girl eyed the soldier, warily. *'I really couldn’t say, sir,” she said. ﬁ

“Thanks!” said Harry.

The head usher was a handsome looking 4-F, six feet, six inches tall,
had ever pulled such a crowd. This was one of those inexplainable phantasms
of an unpredictable business. You could never tell what was going to take
out a dollar bill. “You can slip me in an elevator and get me up to Mr.
Numar and his party,” he said.
step out of the way. When these elevators open, you’ll get run over.”

A look of wild frustration came into the face of the flight licutenant.
take your chances on finding her as she comes out. Get back in that line,
sir!” -
said that he must be operating under a bad sign. Something must be wrong
with his planets. But Harry, himself, knew what was wrong. It was this

jostled and pushed as he watched desperately for some glimpse of the girl
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This was Sam’s cue and he took it. The door was shut and locked.
Here’s your bag,” said Sid. "I think we'd better be going!”

There was 2 hammering on the bedroom door and what sounded like

someone yelling for help.
-rhcsc drunks sure make an awful lot of noise,” said Sam.

They closed and locked the outer door.
So far, " said Sid

It required two taxis to take N

s0 pood

Station where they w

y g
Alex and Mr. Schwarty Is at h
traveling problems, had arranged

o  pe everything, On a flip of the coin, Sid took
arge of Numar W the P hil
K ’.x:l" o ‘.\u" ar and the Professor, while Sam shepherded the women out of
S 2058 1O the \\a.','.'ka‘!’
As they reached the sidewalk, they found a curious crowd, standing at
2 .'x\;n‘\vt!u: distance, lool ing up at a window on the twenty (“ghlh ﬂ()()r.
!.'wvv.‘ the window, evervtl » that was |H‘urn(]\‘ “)U\JlIIL‘ in lhc room
A :\ fly ;’,‘ Sud a ' .\‘ 1 Lo ‘)m(:[‘! \:;\,:\‘.‘ z'..nrfmn: to see a .(bhur come sailing
''''' ¢ he nearest taxi and ricocheted into the
LY |
L vl!\“. ‘”1 { .‘ : .\le .«v:‘ ¢ in ‘\“':,““" party made a dash for it. A
3 n ed l them. Safely entrenched in their CJb‘, Sid
and Sam stuck their heads our the windows,
“Imagine this happening at the Waldorf!” said Sam.
“1¢"s disgrac 1" said Sid, "I'm ;jlmi I'm lrJ\‘sng the p!.xce."

The cabs start pull away from the curb. Sam looked upward.
1

aid "Look, Sid! . . . He's pushing out the bed!”

“Oh, my God!" he s

Senator Alfred B. Hoolihan,

¢4 carnation in his button hole, looking more like an undertaker than a poli

tician, paced importantly up and down in Washington’s Union Station.

It was time.for the night train from New York to arrive, bearing the now
terrifically sensational Numar and his party.
at least physically, and spent his waiting moments jubiliantl
himself on the back. Washington reporters and camera men were present
although the public had not been advised as to the time of Numar's :rrival.

“I surely played a right hunch when I invited Numar to Washington :;
my guest!" the former isolationist Senator said to himself. “There'll be no
bills passed in the Senate and House today! All anyone can think about is
this Green Man's appearance before both houses of Congress. The President
himself, can hardly wait to meet him. I mean no disrespect ' to Elcano;
when I say that this is certainly "My Day’!"

The Senator had a copy of New York's Daily Mirror in his hand. He
stopped now to re-read Walter Winchell's column. This is what he saw:

WALTER WINCHELL

Numar, the Green Man-About-Space, yesterday became New York’s

leading man-about-town. The whole country, Numarically speaking, is
88

y trying to pat

This should keep him amused for some time.”
Numar and his party to the Pennsylvania
ere to board a sleeper for the nation's capital. Mr.

A

handling train accommodations and

in a2 morning suit and spats, with a white

The Senator was a big man,

ngernails are too bright but since they’re not green, I

is '’ that way about him.
Make no mistake—this Numar is a shocking individual. He bas the skin

Jove not to touch. Your reporter offered bimself as a guinea pig yester-

morning and was nicely roasted on all sides. In fact, be is still being

sted. . y

This Numar appears to be quite a Nu-miracle. We don’t know whether

came from another planet or not but we could not pin Izzy Zwankenstein

Brooklyn on him. According to Numar, Zwankenstein and Brooklyn

st bave been ""two other fellows.” _

our little boy, Walter, admits that this Green Man's got bim guessing.

s been suggested that be may be a reincarnation of the two Harrys—

rston and Houdini. Whatever be is, bis style of magic has never been

n on earth!

Numar's got the camera clickers talking in their sleep. He didn’t show

in any of their pictures and the same goes for the newsreels. Conse-

ently, he’s been chosen by the picture smappers as “the subject they

uld most like not to photograph!” . . .

Speaking of photographs, Dorothy Lamour lost her sarong the other

ning, while making a re-take of the picture, “Revelation.” Those who

ber said she was a sin-spiration!” . . .

“When Walter Winchell goes overboard for anyone like this,” said Sena-
Hollihan, “that means something! Look how he’s jumped on Martin
and Nye—and me! I guess, after today, he'll change his tune!”

The night train from New York was now backing into the station.
sorters and camera men rushed down the platform ahead of the Senator.
¢y had welcomed every kind of celebrity on earth with a calloused in-
fierence but, this morning, there was an air of genuine interest and
citement. Here was something totally new and refreshing! -
“I much prefer traveling by plane,” Mrs. Bailey was saying as she moved
wn the aisle with Betty and Mr. Schwartz. “You don’t have any wheels
unding under you all night. They might at least have greased
¢ of them squealed frightfully every time we turned a corner!”
“You mean—took a curve,” said Sam. ri
“Well, whatever it was,” said Mrs. Bailey. “It was very

n, turning to Betty, “'I must say you look like a new girl
at red dress is very becoming. Of course, I think your

“Do you think the President will like this?” asked '
“Land sakes, child! You’re not going to see the President!
rested in seeing Mr. Numar!” T
“I'll bet you I see the President!” said Betty. “Want to b
“I bet on horses, not dames,” said Sam. “You can
ing to do—at least part of the time.”
Numar, Professor Bailey and Mr. Alex were in the a
ly moving toward the vestibule. The passengers,
were naturally all eyes and slowing up their
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Senator Hoolihan jingled some coins in his pocket, brought

“This should be a big day,” said Mr. Alex, addressing Numar, "B'y

& time you get through speaking to Congress and secing the President, his palm, P"fd a h::‘ dollar uﬁ:ymlb““ R
‘:! \ can have anything you want in this country!” As"h'c handed it to t dm“:h g m"h i
# i “I desire nothing,” said Numar, I've got to bclcarh:d ::‘d money,” B et
H" “Just the same,” said Sid, lowering his voice and giving a backw The'r;pt_)lﬂcﬂl “‘: with hi L T ‘ saladd
& 3 glance at Sam. “When you get through pulling your camera trick, and waglk v3$ mughtily ?e:u: i:mlldf fosr- “ﬂ ﬁ of bi
#l 1 t0 appear in pictures, don’t forget M.G.M.1” was high time for ‘cm’bmm = E 3
il Numar looked at Mr. Alex. “What makes you think my not photograpiff WeeP the CORBIEY« | 2% = L ¥ TR
H ing is a trick?” he asked. A concern over the taxpayers maa;‘y that ‘hu itatement v

H Q Mr. Alex stared, uncertainly. “Well—it’s go# to be, hasn’t it> Thin the headlines. It mxght- "?lnm'ittm. oo - 2oy
W like that just don’t happen here!” Betty was now reading . “Why, from Harry!”

h d it "!don'!undcnnn‘thium...l‘h.. ',‘
?V;a:e:l‘ockcd in your hotel bedroom by men who clim they s

ot

They had now reached the car steps and were descending to the platfo
The usual light bulbs were exploding.

& o e 5 TE . My . § Am flying to Washington. Planluun_-".-‘“ ¥ s3te
I’f:; you:tﬁs]nr:t')"usc, boys!” said Mr.‘Alu, waving his hand. “You're wast your city, advising where you are stopping, o | can find o

L1 ) : Love. Harry."” -,
Tt But they only laughed and kept on snapping. Mrs. Bailey and Schwartz were ‘

f‘.’ Senator Alfred B. Hoolihan was having difficuley getting throu “TBh.;“'y l&;:ked = ¢ thing,” she said. Then, - cor B
!fﬁ to Numar and his little group, who were hemmed in by the crowd of passe }: - sl:e ‘:;‘ mu::l him about. mhb r

i,; ] gers as well as the newspaper people. b,y P “”?d: b}re. e mew Bailey. B », iy
% Betty spied him first. “Oh, Uncle! . . . Mr. Numar! . -+ I believe chofl Pitures wi

“Excuse me a minute,” said Betty. “Butr can you =
stopping?” .

The Senator was a trifle annoyed as politicians wsu
interrupts them at such important moments.

“I have reservations at the Mayflower,” be sid,
her again. =3 -

“That's no good,” said Sam, Yo
" time. Better just wire your boy that |
House.”

“Yes," said Betty, brighely. “I
care of this for me?™

the Senator you're waiting for! . . . Yes, I'm sure ic is! . . . Won't y
people please stand aside and let the Senator through?”
“Hello!™ said a reporter, eycing her. “Who's the lictle red riding hood?"
“That must be the gal in green who's traveling with Numar,” gues
a fellow reporter, “Only she’s changed colors on us!”
The crowd had made a lane for the Senator in answer to Betty's requ
“Thank you, my dear young lady,” said Senator Hoolihan, removia
his high top hat and bowing. “This is indeed a great honor to be meeting

you good people! I presume this is Mrs, Bailey and Professor Bailey . .
and, of course—Mr. Numar!”

He shook hands with the Professor and extended his hand to the man b3 i g ;
had invited to Washington. Numar took it, graciously, and smiled. de to!” naid Sam. “Leave ,

"“Well, T suppose you'd all like to get to the hotel as quickly as possibig mames " Soat i HRE
and freshen up,” said the Senator. “I always hate these sleeper jumps f It’s Lieutenanc Hasry <.
New York. They bounce you around a great deal.” .S‘:un '3'“‘ to the - -

“They certainly do,” said Mrs. Baileys “And there’s a wheel on this tra Boy,” he said, “take this
they ought to have fixed!” .

The voice of a Western Union boy could now be heard.

“Telegram for Miss Betty Bracken!” he was calling. “Miss Betty Bra
« « » Is Miss Betty Bracken ... ?” .

“Why, that’s me!” said Betty, surprised. “Right here, boy! Yoo hoo!”

The boy stopped, looked her dircction and whistled. He came on

“My!” said Betey, “I can't imagine who'd be wiring me. Maybe ity
stage offer!” She core open the yellow envelope and then looked up. °
Senator—I haven’t any change. vm”m tip the boy for me, please?”

i " ‘. >




you, Mr. Morgenthau,” he said.

“Sid will love me for this,” said Sam to himself, as he looked after the

departing messenger. “That wire ought to fix that guy—but good!”

Senator Hoolihan had rented a large seven passenger limousine from
Celebrities Taxi Service, Incorporated. Such a car was used only for state
ffmerals and receptions. A liveried chauffeur came with it and all the trap-
pings. The only thing lacking was the carpet which was usually laid from
the station to the waiting conveyance on return trips of the President or
upon visits of foreign potentates.

The Senator led the way, train
bags and bundles. It had been an event for them to be on the same train
with the Green Man, his first train trip, incidentally, since he had becn on
carth. '

Thcrc was room in this spacious car for all of Numar's party, which was
a trifle disappointing to Betty.

. “If it’s going to be too crowded, Senator,” she said, “I wouldn’t mind
sitting on your lap.” '

Senator Hoolihan hastened to decline. “I think that honor,” he said,
“should be reserved alone for the Mayor of New York City!”

“Oh, that’s so nice of you to say,” said Betty. “But I wouldn’t want
anyone to think I'm being partisan . . . My, Senator, I just love that
carnation in your button hole!” She plumped herself down between the
Senator and Numar in the back seat, linking her arm with his. Then she
gazed about as the limousine started off, leaving a curious throng behind.

“Well, look at that!” she exclaimed. “What’s that big building over there
with the dome?”

“That’s the United States Capitol,” said Senator Hoolihan.

“Oh,” said Betty, “Of course! You’ll have to excuse me, Senator. This
is the first time I've ever been to Washington!”

The Senator looked at her oddly.

“My husband and I haven’t been here, either,” said Mrs. Bailey. “Do you
suppose we could sce Lincoln’s Memorial?”

“If she mentions the Washington Monument, I'll kill her!” whispered Sid
to Sam.

“Well,” said Senator Hoolihan. “Mr. Numar doesn’t have to speak to
Congress until this afternoon. His appointment with the President is at
three. After you people have Chcckef(i)n at the hotel, we might have a
few hours for sight-secing.”

“Here it comes!” said Sam. 4

“Oh, Senator!” said Betty, putting her blonde head against his shoulder.
Her hair tickled his chin—but he liked it. “That’s wonderful! To think
of you being our guide.!”

“She’s got him!” said Sam. “We're in for it now!”
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passengers trooping along, carrying their | i 1
of Congress. For the record then, let it be said there are ninety-six mem-

CHAPTER XII

Tie ConNcrEss of the United States is a mighty body of important little
men. The people of the forty-eight states have elected these men to represent
their sacred rights and liberties in the government in Washington. In prin-
ciple, if not always in fact, these elected representatives are known as public
servants. Since so few Americans have ever read the Constitution of the
United States or its Bill of Rights, it is just possible that an equally small
number know how many Senators and Representatives there are in the halls

bers in the Senate and a total of four hundred and thirty-five Representa-
tives in the House.

On rare occasions, when the President of the United States wishes to
address both houses at the same time, on some matter of great national
urgency, or when some foreign visitor of sufficient political import should

. be paid tribute, these two bodies foregather in the House and pretend that

they are fraternizing with each other. Actually, as every child should know,

" the Senate and the House are supposed to provide a legislative checkmate,

one upon the other. What one body originates in the way of a bill, the other
body either alters, tables or annihilates. This is Democracy in action.

But, this afternoon at two p.m. all regular business was being suspended.
- The Representatives, because they belonged to the biggest chamber, were

once again playing host to the Senators. Not only that, but almost every
notable in Washington, especially those on good terms with the adminis-
tration, had crowded into the House to see and to hear this new man of
the hour, this Green Man from outer space, this being from shother planer,
this stealer of all newspaper headlines—Numar!

Five choice seats had been reserved on the aisle steps in the gallery for the
Professor, Mrs. Bailey, Betty, Mr. Alex and Mr. Schwartz. The atmosphere
was electric with excitement. Numar and the man who was to present
him, Senator Alfred B. Hoolihan, had not yet appeared on the floor. Com-
ments could be heard on all sides.

“It’s utterly fantastic, taking up our time with a session like this!™

“Yes, that throws my state relief bill over till tomorrow—and 1 wanted
to get away for a week’s vacation!” -

“I hate Senator Hoolihan’s guts, anyway! He’s not fooling anybody.
He’s feathering his own nest by making this tieup!™

“Well, if this Numar’s really from another planet, since he won't let
himself be photographed, I'd like to see what he looks like!™

“One thing sure—he can’t be running for office or he'd let them take his
picture!”

“This Green Man’s certainly getting a terrific press. There mus? be
something to him!” '

“I'm an amateur astronomer myself. If Professor Bailey says he's genu-
ine, that's good enough for met!™
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Being within earshot of these diverse commentarics, Mrs. Bailey nudged
her husband. “Did you hear that last remark?” she asked. “William, your

opinion does count for something in this country!”

“Apparently!” said the Professor in pleased surprise.

“I'd like to have the concessions in a place like this!” said Sam. “Ca
you imagine the soft drinks and crackerjack you could sell?”

“Don’t forget the hotdogs!” said Sid.

“I hope they begin on time,” said Betty, fidgeting. “So we won’t be late
for our appointment with the President.”

“Betty!” scolded Mrs. Bailey. “Not so loud!
you're going to see the President or not.”

IIM.'Z[)' ’UU]\C\‘ wise l’>\11 \‘xhi H(H}HH‘['.

You don’t know whether

A hush came over all members and visitors in the House as the Speaker
and Vice-President entered with Senator Hoolihan and the man from an-

other planet, following. Everyone stood as though by common consent, and f

began applauding. Thanks to the press of the country and his two radio
broadcasts, Numar was already well known to his audience.

The Vice-President seated himself in a chair to the left side of the Speaker’s
desk, whilé Numar sat on his right. Senator Hoolithan remained standing
beside the Speaker who raised his hand for silence. There was the usual
shuffling and shifting of feet and chairs as everyone sat down.

The Green Man, of course, was the cynosure of all eyes. He remained
perfectly composed and looked quietly about at the waving sea of faces.

“Members of the Senate and of the House of Representatives,” began the
Speaker. “We have come together today, in joint body assembled, for the
purpose of welcoming to this country, yea—even to our planet, this dis-
tinguished visitor from a remote region in space. It is my considered
pleasure to present the illustrious Senator Alfred B. Hoolihan, who will in-
troduce to you our guest of honor.” He turned and nodded. “Senator
Hoolihan!”

Numar's Washington host stepped to the front of the rostrum as photog-
raphers again went to work. He was greeted with polite applause, with
most eyes still fixed upon the Green Man,

“Never before,” commenced Senator Hoolihan, in tones of stentorian
grandeur, which he felt befitting the occasion, “in the long, torturous
history of life on this planet, has there ever occurred a phenomenon of this
magnitude. Never before has mankind been given such cause to pause
and consider the immensity of space and the possible fact that our ecarth
is not alone the only inhabited sphere in this great and grand universe.
Never before, either in the time of Washington or of Lincoln, have
the people of this country and of the world been at such a critical turning
of the ways!

“It’s no idle figure of speech to say to you, my fellow colleagues in the
Senate and in the House, that we are at the crossroads! Just as we now are
compelled by the presence on this carth of the Man From Another Planet,
to look at the stars—so, we are also compelled to look beyond our shores
. 94

* the Brothérhood of Planets!™

" THE SHOUTS AND THE PLAUDITS died

to the peoples of other lands! Yes, my friends—to realize, in the changing
tides of men, that isolationism is a thing of the past—that the Bmzhefh?od "
of Nations is at hand—and, in the not too distant future, God willing,

This was the point that Senator Hoolihan had depended upon f?r applause
and he got it. The Senators and Representatives looked a bit bewildered but
they knew when to take a cue. They knew, also, that S'cnator Hoolihan was
putting on an exhibition of acrobatics and, insofar as his former isolationist
attitude was concerned, he was doing a backward somersault. ‘This occa-
sioned a burst of cheers which grew into a small ovation. .

“He reminds me slightly of William Jennings Bryan,” said Professor
Bailey to his wife. “His oratory, I mean.”

"Aynd now,” Senator Hooliha);x was saying, in a voice which trembled and -
shook with emotion, “it is my unbounded pleasure, and honor, and privi-
lege to present to you, for the first time on earth, a man who has come
from his home planet Talamaya, through interstellar space, for the express
purpose of visiting us here. As you all know, I have taken it upon myself,
as a Senator from that greatest of all states . . . I need not mention it by
to invite Mr. Numar to Washington that he may address this
. and later meet our noble Commander-in-Chief and

name , . .
august body .
President . . . !”

At mention of the President, there was resounding applause. This was
another point in his introductory speech which Senator Hoolihan had marked
in advance for the taking of a deep breath. g ol

“And s0,” he said, his voice reaching a crescendo of volume and feeling.
“And so,” he repeated for emphasis, “without further ado, I ndw gi
you the most unusual personage who has ever set foot inside th
States Capitol building since the day it was erected. Members of
Senate, Friends, Visitors and Guests—I present to you the ho
most austere, and the enost mysterious Mr. Numar!™

Senator Hoolihan had done himself proud. As Numar s
vanced to the front of the rostrum, the walls of the
down. Everyone was on his feet, cheering and hand
Winston Churchill or Madame Chiang Kai-Shek had
ing! Senator Hoolikan shook Numar's hand and held
raphers had finished shooting. : 3

“I've never heard anything like this!” he said, in N
The floor is yours!” o

The Senator then tiptoed extravagantly back
President. 3 '

which had been instantly hushed. The
Numar, now, scemed to fill the Chiﬁsl
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smilingly out upon his now breathless observers. Half a minute must have
passed and the tension was as taut as a violin string about to snap.

“Why doesn’t he say something!” whispered Sam. “I can’t stand this
much longer!” ’

“Maybe he’s forgot how to speak English!” said Sid.

The figure of Numar moved—and took a step forward.

“I bring you greetings,” said Numar “not only from the beings on my
planet but from the various types of creatures on at least a thousand in-
habited planets between my world, Talamaya, and your own.”

There were gasps of surprise throughout the House which, breaking
through the silence, came like pistol shots.

“You human creatures, here,” Numar continued, “have probably been so
concerned with your own affairs, that you have given little or no serious
thought to the possibility of any other planet being inhabited. Would it
interest you to know that the Universe is filled with millions of inhabited
planets?” .

There were more gasps, many of them on the borderline of incredulity.

“No,” smiled Numar, “not planets necessarily populated with Democrats
or Republicans, such as yourselves, nor even by human creatures—but forms
of higher intelligence entirely unfamiliar to you here . . .”” He was speaking
easily and with a quiet conviction and charm which was captivating.
“Many of these planets have existed billions of years longer than your
earth. Partially because of this, the creatures on them have been enabled
to reach a much higher state of evolution. They have developed instruments
far beyond the capacity of your telescopes and radio which. have made it
possible for them to view your struggles here and to benefit, in their way,
from your experiences. That is how I, myself, first became acquainted with
you peoples of earth.

“May I say to you, now, that we are all caught up in a great cosmic
destiny together and, as your own Abraham Lincoln has said—if I may
choose to apply some of his words in the universal sense—all creatures on
all planets, must proceed ‘with malice toward none, with charity for all,
with firmness in the right as God gives us to see the right. Let us strive
on to finish the work we are in . . . to do all which may achieve and cherish
a just and lasting peace among ourselves,” and—in the great far distart
ultimate, between the creatures on all planets, throughout this mighty
universe . . . !” !

There was a moment of tremendous silence following Numar's unusual
paraphrasing of Lincoln’s immortal words. It was as though he had softly
pounded the brain mass within each cranial cavity. His observers looked at
one another with expressions of awe, disbelief and faint glimmerings of
recognition. The impact of his remarks was due to be felt for days by many
resent, if not for a life-time.

“I'll never be the same again,” one Representative was heard to whisper.

“I don’t get it!” said another.

But silence must give way to sound, and whether his words had been
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. and me both! I don’t get it, either!”

- S

- | .
comprehended or not, the earnestness and l*. dhﬁ!
not be doubted. A stunned audience pnh:nnhta-l
as he left the Chamber followed by an obviously dazed Vic
sheepishly shrugged his shoulders at the gallery, udqﬂ

At about the time when Numar was d&n::; his “message”
ress, a young flight lieutenant was pu:lmg.llp m‘ s from n
3 “Goog gosi!"she exclaimcd,doas he read it. “The White House!
President . . . ! How does she do it?” g LS

Lieutenant Harry Hopper rushed out of the Western I‘h‘-‘-
hailed a taxi. At last he was getting mhue Maybe th
method in Betty’s madness aftl: Ia':’l.mAny girl m :l h
the White House! *“Guess may ter go 3
on her,” Harry decided. He sauntered t.hmﬂ.l the h“;ﬁ
House with the air of a man who has an appointment. He was
inside by a kindly, white-haired gentleman with ugcuﬂ %’

“Whom did you want to see?” inquired the man. 3

“Well, according to this wire,” said Harry, “T've got to c
President.” W

He showed the telegram to the official waylayer of all unoff

“ *“Am stopping at White House,” ” read the man. * *Get
through the President”.” The official looked questionis
is this ‘Betty’ person?” .

“Her name’s Miss Betty Bracken. The President will kn

“The President is very busy now,” said the official. *N
Miss Bracken for you. Does she work here?™

*“No, she’s visiting here,” said Harry.

““Just 2 moment,” said the official. He disa;
in the reception room of the White House.

The official was gone about ten minutes and

“There’s no Miss Bracken here,” he repe

“But why would she wire me like t by

“T can’t answer that,” said the official
secretary. She’s never m-l!nﬂ
personal appointment book. r
mind, I'll just stick around here |

“Sire,” sid the oficial, agrecabl.

tor's pass and go through the White
“That's a good idea,” said Har
Following Numar's address
Betty, Mr. Alex and Mr. S
arrangement, at a side e
Senator's intention to drop the
he continued on to the W
appointment with the Presides
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door of the limousine, with reporters, photographers and an excited crowd
following them, when Betty began her button-holing campaign.

“Oh, Senator!” she exclaimed. I just can’t wait to tell you! That was the
most magnificent speech 1 ever heard! T was never so thrilled in my life!
I don’t think I'll ever be that thrilled when vou introduce me to the Presi-
dent!” :

Senator Hoolihan had helped Mrs, Bailey into the car and was waiting
for Betty to follow, but she was holding up the procession, Numar, for his
protection, had been slipped in the limousine first.

“I'm sorry, Miss Bracken,” he said, “but the President . . . 1”

“It's too bad your speec
have loved ic!”

“We must hurry or we'll be late to our appointment,”
trying to push her in the car.

“Oh, Senator!” cried Betry, “When I think of your introducing me to
the President, 1 could just hug you!" ‘

She suited

h wasn't broadcast,” said Betty. “I'm sure he'd

said the Senator,

the action to the word and a camera man near by shouted,
“Hey! That's a pip! Do that again, will you, Babe?
smacker on the cheek!”

Betty was only too willing to take direction.
better had he been 2 movie director.

“My God, how that girl can ace!™ said Sid,
got something there!”

“What's Mrs. Bailey good for?" moaned Sam. “She kisses somebody and
nobody cares!"”

The Senator had never encountered this sort of a campaign before.” With
cameras being aimed at him and with his remembrance of Mayor LaGuardia’s
experience with this impetuous young thing, he had to do something and do
it quick!

“All right!” he hissed in her ear. “You're meeting the President. Now,
behave yourself! I can’t afford to be kissed in public!”

"Oh, Senator Hoolihan!" exclaimed Betty, shaking her finger at him as
she got in the car, “what you just said.”

The Senator said even worse things under his breath.

For some strange reason, the Senator’s hired limousine never stopped at
the Mayflower Hotel at all. It proceeded directly to the White House with
all on board, to keep Numar's and Senator Hoolihan's appointment with
the President.

Licutenant Harry Hopper had become so interested in viewing the
President’s trophy room, in company with other gaping-mouthed sight-
seers, that he had momentanly forgotten his cross-country quest of Betty.
As he emerged into the hall, with some elderly school teachers from Minne-
sota who had attached themselves lovingly to him, he saw what at first
glance appeared to be another sight-secing group, hurrying past. However,
this small party was possessed of an escort of White House police who had
brought them in a special entrance. There was a white-robed figure in their
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Give the Senator a
She couldn’t have responded

“I'm beginning to think I've

. »" ' [ s P

midst and it was the elderdlz Gschoo‘ | Mt:ancll’lfn who first
for mercy’s sake! There’s reen o
By thi:' time Harry had caught sight of a bM in red, ¢
arm of a tall, pompous-appearing man, who carried a high anﬁ hat..
“Betty!” Harry shouted, and left his school teacher acquaintances with
an adieu. i - P
They looked after him in amazement, + D
"chll, I suppose that’s what we've got to expect at our age,” one of M
said to the other. ’ ; N
Numar and his party were already turning the corridor as Hlﬂ, fgl!i <
chase. Betty, hearing her name called, glanced backward, saw Harry, ajd i
waved. )
“Hello, Harry!” she called. “I can’t see you now. I'm going to see | _
President!”
A White House guard blocked Harry’s mad dash after her.
“Where do you think you're going?” he said.
“I belong to that party!” said Harry. “Let me go!” Srare
“I don’t think you do,” said the guard. “You'd better come with m
“I'll prove it to you,” said Harry, and produced a crumpled te
“Read this!™ '
The guard looked at it. "Whl_tl);: Bettypi’;:dakﬂ!.
“That girl I was calling to,” ry explained. . ok
“That rgmy be,” said tﬁe guard, skeptically. “But that lﬁn_m
you've got an appointment with the President. You comev:tk; g
reception room while I check on this.” i
There was a momentary delay at the door of the Presi 3
office as a somewhat flustered Senator Hoolihan offered apologies,
ations and entreaties to the President’s secretary. Could he be allow
a special favor, to present all the members of Numar's party?
stepped to the door and looked the group over. She did
by the sight, even when Betty smiled and waved to her.
“I'll see what I can do,” she said, and disappeared.
“Something tells me this is going to be the experience
Betty. bl
“I hope this doesn’t ruin my political career!” sa
“Is my hair on straight?” asked Sam of Sid.
for the guy!” :
“What do you say to the President?” Sid wan
“Ask him if he’s going to run for another
l\’rofmor and Mrs. Bailey were very solemn and
“Betty’s got us this far,” said the Professor,
we're actually going to meet him!” e
The secretary reappeared at the door. She was
will see you now,” she said. : e
As Numar’s party entered the President’s
the White House, a young flying oﬁe;; was |
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by a guard. The guard caught the secretary’s attention.

“You sit here,” he said to the soldier, indicating a chair. “I’ll find out
about this.” He crossed to the door and spoke to the secretary in a low
tone. “That army pllot there, claims he should have gone in with that party
to see the President,” said the guard. “Would you know anything about it?”

“No,” said the secretary. “‘But there is an army pilot due to see the
President this afternoon. I'll check up on hxs calendar as soon as this ap-
pointment is over. He’s probably the one.’

“Thanks,” said the guard, and turned back to an expectant Harry.

“Just sit tlght " he advised. “We’ll have you straightened out in just a few
minutes.’

“That’s swell!” said Harry, drawing a sigh of relief. “If you only knew,
Mister, what I've been through!”

“Yeah, it’s tough trying to see the President these days,”
“You’ve got to have influence!”

Senator Hoolihan carried off the introductions of the different members
of his party in his usual exemplary manner. Meeting and introducing people
were two of the most important requisites to the making of a successful
politician.

The President was seated at his desk which, in addition to state papers,
contained an assorted collection of little dog figures in bronze.

“Oh, aren’t these cute!” exclaimed Betty. She was standing with the
party in front of the President’s desk and impulsively picked up one of the
bronze miniatures. “Why, Mr. President, 1 have this dog’s very mate at

said the guard.

“home!”

“Indeed!” said the President, amused. “I wondered why that poor fellow
had such a lonely look. Please take him with you!”

“Why, Mr. President!” protcsted Betty, with the Professor stepping on one
foot and Mrs. Bailey, the other. “I hopc you don’t think I—ouch .. . 1"

The President divined what was going on and laughed. “That dog appears
to have bitten you,” he said. Then, turmng to his distinguished visitor,
“Mr. Numar, I have been greatly interested in you since your reported ar-
rival on the planet. I am sorry I was unable to hear you in your talk before
Congress. Word has already reached me, however, that your remarks have
caused quite a stir.”

Numar was standing at the edge of the desk nearest the President, with
Senator Hoolihan by his side.

“What I said today was relatively unimportant,” he quietly declared. *I
hope, Mr. President, that you will be able to hear me when I speak from
Chicago tomorrow afternoon.”

The President chuckled. “Do I have to listen to the first half of the Notre
Dame-University of Chicago football game in order to hear you?" he
asked. “I'm a busy man!”

Numar smiled. “Perhaps not,” he said, revealing his own sense of humor.
“Even so, they seem to be the most popular teams in the country. I under-
stand Soldiers Field is entirely sold out for this game — and they expect the
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“biggest crowd in history!”

“All right,” laughed the President. “You win! ... Tll be lutemll‘ ml"

“Qut this way, please,” said the President’s secretary, with the interview “uin
over. She indicated a private exit through a side corridor away from the
main reception room. Numar’s party immediately filed out, as directed. It
was met by four solid looking citizens, one of whom stopped Numar. He |
was a stout, dark-eyed, crinkly haired man. 3 I

“My name’s J. Edgar Hoover,” he said. “Will you and your party come

¥

-
with me?” 3
Numar looked questioningly at Senator Hoolihan who secemed on the p
verge of an apoplecuc stroke. 3

“Mr. Hoover,” exclaimed the Senator. “Is something wrong? Have you &
got something on this man? Great heavens! Don’t tell me he's 2 fake!” =

Mr. Hoover’s face was a mask. “I want his fingerprints,” he said. X

Senator Hoolihan glanced apprehensively at Chief G-Man Hw'u’lmg .
arm trio of plain clothes men. “We'll go peacefully, of course,” he said.
“But if Mr. Numar’s going to be exposed, for God’s sake—don’t involve
me!” h

“Oh!” cried Betty. “What's the matter? We're not arrested, are we:

Mrs. Bailey took her husband’s arm, protectingly.

“Mr. Hoover,” she said, in a voice which quavered, “I warned Professor
Bailey at the very start but it seems like this man had him hypnotized. |
he should turn out to be a crook, I hope things won't go mhd'ﬁ
husband. He’s really been an innocent, tnutmg wvictim!"™

“I'm in the clear,” said Mr. Alex. “I'm just representing Miss
here—for M.G.M.” !

“Me, too,” said Mr. Schwartz, *I mean — I'm a Warner Br
I haven’t had anything to do with Mr. Numar!™

The Green Man, under apparent indictment f!un' n
had eyed them each in turn. He was now X B

“You can do what you want, Mr. Hoover," said lh
“but 1 say, Mr. Numar is who he says he .—d :
prove it!"”

“Why, William!" said Mrs. Bailey. .

“Come on!" said Betty, taking a deflated Sl‘ll»
“I've been wanting to see how the F.B.I. works, ar

The Senator emitted a groan which came from
spats.

“Mr. Hoover,” he plczded. “I have my car out:
mar and his party the pnhlrcdis;ncecfﬁg v
deliver them all to your headquarters.™

Chief Edgar Hoover nodded and :

“Very well,” he said. “Let M”MM \

A sober gmupofpeo‘ic.hdbym
looked like the dead stick of a spent skyrocket,
the White House, drawing many cu‘l::lm
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CHAPTER XIV

- ALL RIGHT, sR!” said the President’s secretary, motioning to the young
flying officer who had been waiting impatiently in the reception room, “the
President will see you now.”

Harry leaped to his feet and hurried to the door. What he saw causad
him to stop and stare. The Chief Executive was seated at his desk with
several newsreel cameras pointed at him. There were a number of official
looking gentlemen standing by.

“But where’s Betty . . . ?” said Harry impulsively, looking around. “I
don’t understand . . . ?”

“Please, hurry!” urged the secretary, “Don’t keep the President waiting!
He's half an hour late with his appointments now!”

Harry advanced toward the President’s desk, uncertainly. One of the
men in front of him was a high ranking officer in the army. He thought he
had better salute, so he did. The salute was returned and the officer smiled
and said: “At ease, Licutenant. A man of your heroism shouldn’t be ner-
vous on an occasion like this!” i

“But, I...!” said Harry. '*“There must be ... !”

“Mr. President,” said the high ranking officer, “this is . . .

“Of course!” beamed the President, “the whole country knows him!™
He reached across the desk and extended his hand. “Charmed to meet you,
Lieutenant!”

Harry, eyes popping, clicked his heels together, saluted once more, and
then shook hands with the President, The newsreel cameras began to grind.

“Step around here, beside the President,” directed the military gentleman,
placing a kindly hand on Harry’s shoulder.

“But I came here . . . ” Harry started to say.

He was pushed in front of the President who was now standing, an offi-
cial document of some sort in his hands.

*“*For heroic and undaunted service far beyond the call of duty,”” the
Chief Executive was reading, ** ‘Licutenant Peter Baver ... " "

“But, Mr. President . . . !” broke in Harry, “I'm not . .. ! ”
~ “Keep still!” said'the military officer, jabbing him in the back.

*¢ .. in the artack upon the Jap island of Saipan,” " the President was
continuing, ** ‘not only strafed heavily armed beaches at great risk of being
shot down but blew up several large ammunition dumps in the operation.
On preparing to leave the scene, while attempting to gain altitude, Licu-
tenant Bauver . .. "

Harry was wet with perspiration. “But Mr. President . . . !" he said,
again.

“Shut up!” hissed a voice in his ear.

““ .. was attacked,”” the President went on, ** ‘by six Jap zeros which
had dived at him from above. By skillful and almost unbelievable maneu-
vering, the Lieutenant, although his plane was riddled with flak and bullets,
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managed to shoot down five out of six of hm&a
base, wounded himself, and with his tail surfaces shot
The Chief Executive of the United States put down t
took up a medal from his desk. The newsreel cameras were
“Mr. President . . . !” said Harry, putting up his hand.
this .. . 17
The President turned upon the young flying officer his
smile. “Your modesty is most becoming,”™ he said. "ltt‘
our noble young men in the service!™
Then, reaching out, the President began to pin
“To Lieutenant Peter Bauer, I, l.ll:.dmh ‘ the
resent, as a token of his country’s M
\Fr‘alorons conduct under fire, this Distinguished Service
Harry's eyes looked wild as the President, once more, 3
He was being patted on the back by thhﬁdq
officials gathering around, showering him with congrat:
The newsreel men started dismantling their m
“Mr. President,” said Harry. “I've been trying to tell y
“I know just how you feel, Lieutenant,” said Ihf : ' o
sir—and good luck!” o
Harry found himself being escorted to the door.
inarticulate cry and rushed from the room. In the cor
the White House guard who had stopped kkﬁm
“Well, did you get fixed up?™ asked the guardy Then,
he exclaimed, 1 should say you did!™
“Listen!™ cried Harry, gra the
. Miss Bracken . . . she va::.:‘ thtn!w h
““That's nght, said the guard. “She d
minutes ago."” .
“Oh, my gosh!" said Harry. “M
“They went with J. Edgar Hoover,™
“So!" said Harry. “The F.B.L's gor
He dashed out of th 'HIQ ;



Betty looked through the rear window of the limousine and saw Hoover’s
car following them

“Senator,” she said, “I'll bet you could get away from them, if you tried.
Let’s vurn off here and go back ¢ \H te House. I've gort to find Harry!”

“Who in the name of Jumping Grasshoppers is Harry?" said the Senator,
biting nails in two with )

“He's the most w ferful man in the world!™ said Betty

“An bour sgo, | t} ght | was, aid the Senator, drily

“But that was an hour ag said Betry, “and Harry hadn't shown up
then, He's boen " o me all across the \ll-)H'.!‘y'.

“1 don't know why, | the Senator, "I should think he'd be running
in the opposite direction

“"Why, Senat | Betty, and patted his cheek. “You say the funniest
th 3

She turned once more o Mr, Schwartz ‘Oh, I've meant o ask you
about that telegram Harry sent o | never did understand it—about his
being locked o

“What's thar

“Oh, it's all right,” explained Betry. “'1 wasn’t there at the time »

*“I can't afford 1o have any scandal attached to my name,"” said the Sena-
tor. “H you're having men in vyour bedroom, 1 wish you'd have the dc(cn;y‘
Bot 10 mention it in public

Why, Scnstor! What are you talking about?"” said Betty. “I'm as in-
nocent a8 a2 pnew bora babe!

“If you're innocent,” said Senator Hooliban, speaking with a loud snort,
I'm s Chinaman with pig-tals!”

"lun the same, I've got to find Harry,” said Betty, “He's my one and

only!’

)uulu! Hoolihan lnmd back and res Q'md himself to the worst.

“Now, Mr. Schwartz,” Betry persisted. “'Where do you suppose Harry
could have goner™

“Search me!™ said Sam. .

“Oh, don't be silly.” she lsughed. “He's not on you!"

“I'm glad of that,” said Sam. “That's what I've been afraid of!™

"Mc, too!" said Sid.

“What are you two hinting at?" demanded Berry,

“You'll find out soon enough,” said Sid,

The limousine had now pulled up in front of the government building
containing the F.B.I offices. Senator Hoolihan restrained the members of
his party while he looked up and down the street.

“Just a moment!” he said. "1 want to make sure that none of my
« » » er—a—political friends . . . or—a—enemies happen to be passing. . . .
Yes, the coast seems to be clear. Everybody out, please.”” Then to Numar,
“This is very distressing. It is something 1 didn’t anticipate. I trust you
are not too disturbed?”

*I am not disturbed at all,” said Numar.
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The aides of J. Edgar Hoover met Numar and his party inside the
building and escorted them to their Chief’s private office. They sat in this
soberly impressive atmosphere, nervously awaiting Head G-Man Hoover's
arrival.

Senator Hoolihan, most affected of all, paced about the room, clasping
and unclasping his hands behind his back, head bowed. Betty, observing
him, whispered to Mrs. Bailey.

“You know, Auntie—there’s something about the Senator—the way
he's acting now—he looks just like Washington at Valley Forge!™

“I wouldn't know-as to that,” said Mrs. Bailey, her mind on other tbingt.

“Or maybe Lincoln at Appomattox,” dramatized Betty. * My, it’s inter-
esting 1o see big man in a historic moment like this!”

“Oh, God!" suddenly exclaimed the Senator, extending his arms im- ¢
plurmgly toward the heavens. : i

“You see,” said Betry. I was right, He's at the turning point of his Ly
carcer—and he doesn’t know where to turn!” 5

J. Edgar Hoover's appearance brought an increase in the tension. He
approached Numar and stood studying him for a moment.

“Walter Winchell has informed me about you,” he said. “I’ve had other
reports. Will you step down the hall, please? I want to get your ﬁnif!b
pfl“(’. )

Numar stood up, g

“The rest of you may come along, if you wish,” said Mr. Hoover. %,

The Chief of the F.BIL himself took Numar’s right hand, pressed [tir-.‘ -
thumb and fingers on an ink pad and then on a lpecally pmplnd sheet
paper. He examined the result, exclaimed in surprise, and
to Numar, 4

“Let’s try that again,” he said. ot

Numar smiled and extended his hand. Mr. Hoover
The result was the same—five perfectly smooth, evenly

“Let’s try your left hand,” said Mr. Hoover.

Numar obliged and, again, the prints were

All in Numar's party had been watching
interest and wonderment.

Without a word, the Chief of the F.B.I.
over to some of his associates for
Mr. Hoover pressed a button and c;
also shook their heads. A new record of Nur
came out the same. Mr. Hoover

Senator Hoolihan was finding it not
his brows significantly and nodded

“Mr. Numar,” said J. Edgu
able hands. I suppose you )
skin appears to have no lim nt '



if this is genuine, it isw’t human!”

“I am not human,” said Numar, quietly.

“If he isn’t,” said the Senator to Professor Bailey, “we’re all right!”

The Chief of the F.B.I. was still not satisfied. “We'd like to make some
chemical tests on your skin,” he proposed. “It’s just possible . . . !”

“There will be no chemical tests,” said Numar, with authority.

Mr. Hoover went into a huddle with his staff of experts, which was being
increased by the minute as word spread through F.B.I. headquarters that
the Green Man wouldn’t fingerprint!

“Jeez!” said Sam to Sid. “What an idea for a horror picture! A guy
like the Green Man commits a perfect crime. He doesn’t leave any finger-
prints and he doesn’t photograph!”

“How do they catch him!” asked Sid.

“I should tell you!” said Sam. “This is going to be a Warner Brothers
picture!”

Numar was sitting watching the conference being held about him. He
seemed vastly amused. Betty came over to him.

“My, Mr. Numar—I think you’re- wonderful!” she said. “I’ve been so
busy since we started this trip that I haven’t had much chance to tell
you—but I think you're the most wonderful whatever-you-call-yourself
that I've ever met!”

Numar smiled, reached out one of his hands and patted her check. “T
think you’re wonderful, too!” he said.

Senator Hoolihan, surprised, caught his breath and let out a hearty
guffaw.

Mr. Hoover came back to Numar. “I'm frank to say that you have us
completely baffled. There have been no charges against you. But, you've
been such a sensation in this country that we wished to check you for our
own information. You are free to go now.”

“Thank you,” said Numar.

“Well, Mr. Hoover,” said Professor Bailey, putting out his hand. “It’s
nice to have met you. I naturally feel quite relieved.”

“I never really doubted this man’s identity,"” said Senator Hoolihan. “But
you know how people talk, Mr. Hoover, when you're called in on"a case.
A man in the public eye, like myself, has to be careful.” He let out a
healthy chuckle. “So you couldn’t get Mr. Numar’s fingerprints, ¢h?
... Well, well! That’s going to be very interesting to the boys over on
Capitol Hill!” The Senator walked jauntily toward the door, motioning
to his party to follow him. “You folks will have to be watching your time
if you’re catching that six o’clock train for Chicago!”

“That reminds me!” said Betty. “Ive got to find Harry! . . . Oh, Mr.
Hoover, could you locate him for me? He's a young flying officer—and
he looks like Clark Gable!”

“That should be description enough,” said the Chief of the F.B.L
“What’s his. name?”

“Lieutenant Harry Hopper!” said Betty. “He followed me to the
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White House and I ... !"”

Mrs. Bailey took her niece firmly by the arm.

“Come along,” she said. “Mr. Hoover’s got more important things to
do. He’s only interested in criminals!”

As one elevator door closed on Numar and his party, the one adjoining -
opened to admit a young flying officer to the floor. He looked at the
directory on the wall and headed, with all haste, to the office of J. Edgar
Hoover. )

“T must sce Mr. Hoover, at once,” he told the secretary.

“Whom shall T say is calling?”

“Lieutenant Harry Hopper,” announced the flying officer.

“Just a moment, Lieutenant,” said the secretary. She left the outer
office and returned shortly. “Go right in,” she said.

Harry burst in upon the Chief of the F.B.L.

“Where is she?” he demanded.

“Where is who?”" asked America’s head G-Man. 3

“Betty Bracken,” said Harry. “I understand you picked her up!”

“Just how do you mean that?” asked Mr. Hoover.

“Well, I was at the White House . . . I” Harry tried to explain.

Mr. Hoover picked up a slip of paper from his desk. “Yes, we've just -
had a report on you from the White House,” he said. “It was nice of
you to drop in. It saves us the trouble of going out and getting you,

“Getting me!” exploded Harry. “What have I done?” :

“Apparently,” said Mr. Hoover, rising and advancing toward Harry, &
“you've been impersonating a fellow officer.” He pointed to the Dis-
tingui}shed,Scrvicc Cross on Harry’s chest.

“Oh, that!” said Harry. “Well, TI'll tell you. Mr. alaks o
right, it doesn’t belong to me but . . , I” o8 s P

The Chief of the F.B.I. reached over and unpinned the medal. "Thi.. :4-‘
I'll take it for safe-keeping,” he said. “Or did you come tomennmmm"1

“As a matter of fact,” said Harry, “I'd forgotten I had it on. Ym ce,
I'm so up in the air about Betty. Where is she?™ , )

“You mean that young lady with Mr. Numar's party?” asked

Hoover.
Harry nodded. “Yes!™ he said.
“She just lefc here,” said Mr. Hoover. 1
Harry turned on his heel. “Where'd she go? I've got to reach her!™ -
“Sic down, young man!" ordered the Chief of the FBL T m 3
have a little talk with you!™ 4
Harey dropped on the edge of a chair, greatly agitated.
Hoover, please don’t hold me up or she'll gee away from
chased her from Los Angeles to New York and now to Was
been having a hell of a time!™ :
“It sounds like it,” observed Mr. Hoover, eyeing him, testily
apparently, at the government's expense.” 5
“Oh, 'm on a five day leave,” ak;tl'!my. He fumbled in b




and produced the necessary papers. “Here. These will tell you who I am
and everything!”

Mr. Hoover studied the different identifications and the pass signed by
the Commandant of Kelly Field. “This pass appears to have been issued for
you to fly your plane to California,” he said. "I sce nothing here which
indicates you had permission to fly to New York or Washington.”

“But, Mr. Hoover,” protested Harry. "It was an emergency and I had
to call upon my own resources and initiative!”

“That’s quite obvious,” said Mr. Hoover. “And, for that reason, I'm
compelled to call upon my resources and check up on this matter.”

Harry sank back in his chair. “Oh, my gosh!” he moaned. “How long
will that take?”

“That depends,” said Mr. Hoover. “"But ‘we have a place here where
we can make you very comfortable.”

“But, my girl . . . ! said Harry. “What will I do about ber? . . . Mr.
Hoover, have you ever been in love? And has your girl cver gone nufs?”

“I'm sorry,” said Mr. Hoover, “my romantic life is my own affair. I
think your Commandant is going to be extremely interested to know that
you have been burning up the army’s high test gasoline and using your
plane for private purposes!”

“I can explain everything,” said Harry.

“That’s what they all say.”

A groan of despair escaped Harry's lips which sounded like the wail
of a dying cat.

“Betty!” he cried out, in anguished tones. “If you could only know what

you're doing to me!”

Senator Alfred B. Hoolihan entered the Senate chamber the following
morning with an air of great self-satisfaction and importance. All was
well with the world and all was well with him. He carried a bundle of
Washington and New York newspapers as well as copies of the Life and
Time magazines. All of these periodicals carried glowing accounts of Mr.
Numar and his tour.

The morning papers had favorable things to say of the Senator and
while the photographs, as usual, did not reveal the presence of Numar,
there were a number of excellent likencsses of the Senator. He looked
somewhat foolish in a number of pictures, shaking hands with th.c “man
who wasn’t there,” but this very fact was so sensational as to bring h!m
into greater prominence. All in all, his audacious venture had placed hfm
in just the limelight position he had desired and seemed bm.md to rebuild
his political fences from Maine to California. PFrths this might even
place him-in line for a Vice-Presidential consideration in the next national
election. . ‘

The Senator walked to his desk on the Senate floor, bowing right and
left to his colleagues, those who had already arrived and were not a!ready
asleep. The night life in Washington was really very strenuous and it was
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difficult for Senators or any government officials, for that matter, to be -

awake and alert too carly in the morning. Senator Hoolihan, however, could
sense a rise in esteem toward him, which was radiated from certain of his
fellow members who waved or called to him as he passed.

He seated himself at his desk and spread out the papers and magazines.
Here was the New York Times whose slogan had long been: “All the news
that’s fit to print.” And, here was Life Magazine, dedicated to the policy,
“All the news that’s fit to see.” Both publications were devoting columns
of space and pictures to the doings of Numar.

The Times, this morning, had a picture of the “Man from another
planet” addressing Congress. It showed rapt attention on the faces of
Senators and Representatives, their eyes fixed upon the rostrum, which was
empty. In the place where Numar had actually stood, the Times had
indicated: “X marks the spot!”

“It’s incredible!” said Senator Hoolihan, as he viewed the picture. “There
I am, scated in the background, next to the Vice-President. I can be plainly
seen and yet there’s no trace of Mr. Numar. No evidence that he was‘even
there!” ,

The Senator thumbed through the ten pages of photographs taken by
Life camera men, of earlier episodes in Numar’s short career on earth. One
of them revealed Walter Winchell’s gyrations in space at the time he was
supposedly holding Numar’s hand. The Life caption simply stated:
“Winchell Getting A Hot Tip!” .

Turning from Life to Time Magazine, Senator Hoolihan sought out the
summary of editorial comments concerning Numar. He read the following:

WHAT THE PRESS THINKS!
New York Times:

Mr. Numar impresses us as a being of unusual democratic bearing and
extraordinary poise. If he really comes from the distant and hitherto un-
heard of planet, Talamaya, as he quietly asserts, then his presence here is
indeed remarkable. If he does not, he is unquestionably a remarkable fraud.

We must await further verification of his most unusual claim.
New York Herald-Tribune:

Old time G.O.P. and Conservative opinion is divided on the alleged ar-
rival of a Green Man from some far-off planet in the Milky Way. We have
met Mr..Numar and prefer to reserve judgment until other reactionaries,
liberals and left wing elements have passed on him. At this writing, how-
ever, Mr. Numar appears to be holding his own.

The Daily Worker:

Labor views Mr. Numar as a threat to the peace and security of the
American home and our way of life. Should it ever become possible for
every human to derive nourishment from air and water, as he professes to
do, then agriculture, the great meat industry, and all manufacturers of
food-stuffs will be put out of business. It is obvious what such a develop-
ment would do to the working man.
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INDIVIDUAL OPINIONS!
Robert Ripley:
=~ don’t believe it
Bob Hope: )
*“The Green Man is Jerry Colonna in disguise!
Bing Crosby: "
“Thank God, Numar is not another Sinatra!

W. C. Fields . "
“What do I want with a Green Man? Give me a lml!‘(' of Scotch!
Greta Garbo:
1 3})(Jn1~,i (in:vL he'd want to 20 home!
Louclla Parsons: o
“He can't be real. He didn'c let me report his arrival!
William Randolph Hearst:
“The yellow menace has turned green.

Henry ]. Kaiser i

“No, we did not build the Green Man!
Eddic Rickenbacker

I doubrt if he's genuine
weeks in the South Pacific!”
Walt Disney:

“The Green Man can’t be photographed,

I lived oA air and water, myself, for three

so we're drawing him in a new

cartoon series!”
Clare Booth Luce: . . -
“Anything Dorothy Thompson says about him, I'm against:

Eddie Cantor: . "
“He's just a minstrel in green face!
FEd Wynn: '
“He's going to make a ‘per
Secretary of State Hull: )
“I am not in the least disturbed.
Ethel Barrymore: ‘ .
“The Corn looks mighty Green from here!
Mary Pickford: }
“I'm only interested in Buddy Rogers!
Harry Emerson Fosdick: o
"T)I,\is may change our whole concept of Religion!
William Green: )
I disclaim any relation to the Green Man!
Philip Murray: . e
"lf he stays here, he’ll have to join 2 union!
Man on the Street:

o i | is this all about?” o
“:‘(llle‘;lt!“msa’;:il S:sn:t:)r Hoolihan to himself, as he leaned back in his scat.

1 certainly am in great company, at last! I'll probably be written up in

Life and Time next week! No telling where this may lead to!”
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fect fool’ out of a lot of people!”

CHAPTER XV

Witiee NUMAR AND HIs PARTY were making the sleeper jump to Chicago,
to be in attendance at the Chicago-Notre Dame football game in Soldiers’
Ficld, a young flying officer, by the name of Harry Hopper had been com-
pelled to remain in Washington, in custody of the F.B.I. He was the next
thing to a wild man.

J. Edgar Hoover had been trying to reach the Commandant of Kelly
Field, Texas, without success. It scems that this officer was away on
twenty-four hours’ leave, and could not be contacted until eleven the fol-
lowing morning. At the designated time, the former temporary holder
of the Distinguished Service Cross was brought to the head G-Man’s office.

“I am putting the call through to your Commandant right now,” Mr.
Hoover informed. “I want you in on this conversation. Pick up that
extension, please.”

Harry did so, just as the connection was made.

“Hello, Commandant? . . . This is J. Edgar Hoover in Washington.”

“Oh, yes, Mr. Hoover.”

“I’'m detaining a young flyer by the name of Lieutenant Harry Hop-
Pt o a1 ’

“You are . .. What in hell is be doing in Washington?”

“He says he’s following a girl!”

“Good God! Is he still following her? I knew he’d gone on to New
York but this is foo much! How did you get hold of him?”

“He didn’t get hold of me,” broke in Harry, impulsively. “I came to
see him, myself. I’ve had a hell of a time, Sir! I can explain everything!”

“Get off the line! Where’s that voice coming from? . . . My wire must
be tapped!” the Commandant could be heard bellowing from Texas.

“It’s all right, Commander,” said Mr. Hoover. “I’'ve had Lieutenant
Hopper listening in. What do you want me to do with him?”

“Just let me talk to him a second,” roared the Commandant. *“Is he
still on the line?”

Harry put his hand over the mouthpiece, apprehensively. ‘“Mr. Hoover,
you take the message for me,” he said.

“Yes, he’s still on the line,” said the Chief of the F.B.I., motioning to
Harry.

“Why, you low-down, no good son of a jackass! This is the last time I'll
ever suspend the war to help a man straighten out his love affair . . . 1"

“Bur, Sir!” protested Harry. “It's not straightened out yet!”

The cry of rage almost melted the telephone wires. I don’t give a damn
if it’s never straightened out! You listen to me, Lieutenant Hopper! You '
put the seat of your pants in that army plane and you fly it back to Kelly
Field like a bat out of hell! Understand?”

“Yes, Sir!” said Harry. “But can’t I stop over in Chicago? . . « My
gl 5 50 1 )
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The long distance wire crackled and snapped.

“NO!"” shricked the Commandant. “Your leave is up! It’s cancelled!
You’re under military orders! Get in herc and get in quick!”

“Yes, Sir!” said Harry. “But it wouldn’t take much longer if T...!”

There was an inhuman <ry and a sudden sharp sound in Harry’s ear. He
looked at J. Edgar Hoover.

“Why, I believe he's hung up,” he said.

“And it sounds like you'll be hung up, when you get back,” said Mr.
Hoover.

All Chicago knew that Numar was coming. The Windy City was full
of wind as everyone aired his views concerning the Green Man. He arrived
at Soldiers Field, Chicago, to be met by a crowd of 130,000 people, by all
odds the greatest assemblage of humans ever squeezed into this huge Lake
Shore bowl.

Misgivings as to whether or not a game of football would be played on
this particular afternoon were quite justified. Sports writers, with only two
minutes remaining of the first half, were calling the game a track meet and
giving all points to Notre Dame. The score was Notre Dame, §5; Univer-
sity of Chicago, 0.

The great crowd fidgeted in its seats watching the time clock. Tt wouldn’t
be long now until the extra-added attraction which had caused them to buy
tickets to this football massacre, would be at hand.

“I hope he’s worth the price of admission,” said a spectator. “This game
certainly isn’t!”

At this moment, there came the sudden roar of an airplane motor. It
was a low flying plane, tearing in from the east. It passed quickly over
Soldiers Field, then circled and came back. The pilot dived, then banked

and spun around over the heads of the 130,000 as though looking for °

someone.

“It’s an army plane,” said Sid.

“Yeah,” said Sam. “Seems like I've scen it before, somewhere.”

“They all look alike,” said Sid.

But Betty, who had been watching with two hearts in her throat, sud-
denly jumped to her feet and began shrieking: “It's Harry! Tt’s Harry!
... Look! He just waved to me!”

“Betty, behave yourself!” said Mrs. Bailey. “How can he see you in a
crowd like this?”

“It’s my red dress!” said Betty. “Just look at him go! Oh! He almost
hit that flag pole! Harry! Bé careful!”

The crowd was getting an unexpected thrill, almost too close for comfort.
This army pursuit plane had roared around the top of Soldiers Ficld, almost
like a motorcycle on a vertical track. Bur, suddenly, the engine began to
sputter and cough. A trail of black smoke shot out from it. The pilot was
seen to be having trouble, His plane dipped and rocketed out toward the

Lake.
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“Goodbye, Harry!” said Sid.

Sam held hands over his ears. “Tell me when he crashes!” he said.

The great crowd was in an uproar. Top row spectators on the stadium
east side, stood up to follow the course of the plane. There was a moment
of great suspense . . . and then a man with powerful field glasses cried out:
“What do you know! He’s landed on that carrier in the Lake! Boy, oh boy!
What a close call!” The word was quickly passed around to the relieved
crowd and the unknown dare-devil pilot was the subject of excited specula-
tive discussion.

“Oh, I'm so glad he's safe!” said Betty. “I know he did that just for
me!”

“He didn’t do it for the army, that’s sure,” said Sam.

“He's got a nice persistent quality,” said Sid. *“He’s apt to get there
some day.”

“Get where?” said Sam. -

“Well, that’s the point,” said Sid.

A whistle was blowing which no one had been paying any attention to.
In the excitement of the moment, the University of Chicago right end had
grabbed the ball away from a Notre Dame player and had run the length
of the field for his team’s first touchdown of the year!

Those in the crowd who had been ashamed to admit they were Chicago
alumni, now gave vent to an entire season’s pent-up emotions. The first
half ended with the score: Notre Dame 65; U. of C. 6. The shock had been
too great. They couldn’t kick the point after touchdown.

It had been a quiet Saturday afterncon on board the Naval Training
Aircraft Carrier, laying at anchor on Lake Michigan, with most of its
officers and crew on shore leave, when this unidentified army pursuit plane
had come hurtling down out of the sky for a forced landing on its deck.

“Whew!" said the young flying officer, as he climbed out of the plane,
one wheel of which was dangling over the side. “My motor went dead!
Gosh! T just saw thissship in time! I'm sure glad it was down here! That
water looked plenty wet to me!”

“Where are you from?” asked the officer in charge.

“I'm just ir.u fro_m Washington,” announced the pilot. *Are you the com-
mander of this ship?” '

“No, he’s at Soldiers Field,” said the officer in charge.

‘h:j;l’fiicrs Field!” exclaimed the pilot. “What’s the quickest way to get

“Well, we can take you ashore by launch and the rest of the way by
motorcycle sidecar.”

“Then, what are we waiting for?” said Harry. “Let’s go!™

He got action in the traditional Navy style.

Back at Soldiers Field an unusual spectacle was taking place. By special
arrangement, the University of Chicago and Notre Dame bands had com-
bined and were marching in formation. They were putting on a show, not
in honor of each other, but for the exclusive edification and entertainment
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of the Man from Another Planer.
) Nun‘nr had now been brought down, in company with President
Hutchins, to a portable platform, with a battery of microphones, which had
been set up near mid-center field. Everything was in readiness for the most
unique broadcast in all earth history, But, first, a tribute was being paid
to Numar,

The two bands formed an enormous letter “T.,” emblematic of the
plz‘nct Talamaya, from whence the Green Man had come. This fact was
pointed out to Numar by President Hutchins, just as the combined bands,
standing at attention, in the form of the “T,”

: struck up the tune, “Home,
Sweet Home.”
P - .
Our publicity director thought this might be appropriate,” explained

B L . ¢
Ifth\ju’ll lfuhlnn\‘ for a man a H4Hm|\ nnln'\ from 'Il)lllt’!“

It’s what the newspapers like,” said Big Hank Morrison, a bit uncom-

fortably. “You understand?”

Numar nodded and smiled

The cheer leaders suddenly went into action. They ran up and down
the side lines holding up large cards on which directions were written. The
crowd quickly caught on and over one hundred thousand voices burst forth

in a ()‘pl(il &u“r_-.;c yell
“Rick! Stack! Frizzle-back!
Kutchu! Kutchu! Boom-a-lack!
Sis! Boom! Babh!
NUMAR! NUMAR!
Rab! Rah! Rah!”

This was followed by tremendous laughter and great applause. The voice
of the radio announcer now filled the loudspeaker:

“Ladies and gentlemen! For this special broadcast, all national and inter-
national networks have joined together that the entire world, from pole
to pole and hemisphere to hemisphere, may hear the message of Numar, the
Green Man from the Planet Talamaya! 1 give you now, President Robert
Hutchins, of the University of Chicago, who will introduce this dis-
tinguished personage to you . . . President Hutchins!”

A hush fell over the vast stadium and when 130,000 people are silent,
that silence can be felt,

Professor and Mrs. Bailey had taken hold of hands. Both of them were
trembling and almost afraid. Even Betty was still. Mr. Alex and Mr.
Schwartz were all but holding each other’s breath,

“May I address you, my great visible and invisible audience,” spoke Presi-
dent Hutchins, “as fellow human creatures everywhere! 1 feel that this
occasion calls for such a form of address because, if Mr. Numar is who we
believe him to be, then he, himself, is #of a human creature like us, but a
different and higher type of being from another planet. That he should
have come here, as he claims, a trillion miles through space, to deliver to
us creatures of earth a sober message of great import, is sufficient reason for
us to stop all worldly thought and action and to listen to what he has to
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in 2 most respectful and reverent sgirit. -
sa):'As you who F:re acquainted with my ideals of educanon must know, I
highly favor the advancement of the mind and spirit in man. 1 do not ‘
decry the exercise of physical energy on the athletic field. I only decry its :
over-emphasis. Let us hope that what Mr. Numar has to say to us may jj
Jead to a higher advancement of our life on this earth. It is my pleasure
now to present to you this visitor to our earth from the planet Talamaya,

Mr. Numar!”

CHAPTER XVI

Tie wiire-rosep FIGURE of the Green Man came forward to take his
position before the microphones and face his great visible audience. A vast
shadow of silence passed over the face of the earth. The ear of the world
was pressed against the radio. People of every race, color and creed who 3
could speak or understand English; millions of others who would hear the :
voice of this man from another planet and have his words translated for
them, almost as he spoke; the high brow, the low brow; the rich, the poor; ol
the sick in mind or body; the devout, the profane—something in the un- q
believable story of Numar had caught and held their attention. Man had
always feared the unknown, was intrigued by the mysterious, and in awe -
of the Infinite. Numar represented all of this to the mind on the street
and the intellect in high places. 4

“I, Numar, the Awakener, am here!” said the voice. *“1 have been sent
here to speak a prophecy to you. k.

“A great light is soon to appear in the heavens. Its brilliance will startle

will awaken all humans to the realization that there is a power

than themselves. . . .” :
There had scarcely been a physical movement among the

massed in Soldiers Field. The figure of the Green Man an

of time. His resonant voice had an easy, majestic, compellin
word entered not only the human ear, but the mind as well.
“Scientists, looking through earth telescopes,” the voice co
describe this light as a far distant universe being destro
of which have just reached you in this present day.
great phenomenon, in the heavens, will cause the
known to man. All grades of intelligence will be caused t
in global terms, but in cosmic terms. . . .”
A bright shaft of light from the setting sun outlin
figure of the Green Man, giving him a transcendent
“This great light,” the voice went on, “will deal tk
the greatest blow since the appearance of Christ on
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millions will scarch their souls as never before. There will arrive, at this
time, 2 host of higher beings avsigned to work with the new '»[nrnlu.l] leaders
who will tak he i « their fellow humans. The flood gates of
rt"-a‘.ﬂ oan will be « pen i up Science an | man will commence to grope
from threatened chaos toward 2 new harmony of being with all things.
The time 15 not forc-orda I 1t is to be synchronous with developments
on your planet. The first ev we of this great light will be detected in
the ecast, When this « es to pass, you will know that 1, Numar, the
Awakener, have spol

The shadow of { back over the carth, giving way to a tidal
wave of comment. On S rs 1ield, a referec's whistle was blowing. Time
for the second half of 1 fuotball vame to begin. While, over the radio,

as the worldw an announcer's voice was heard to

“( saying
glad to reliquish its time between

Cireen Vitanun-l > chi has been

halves of this pame, that this special broadcast might take place . . .

T

And. 3t one of the main gates of the stadium, a Navy chief petty ofhcer,
in company witl army was speaking to the head usher. )
i y b : .

“IHere's the Commander's seat location. We've got to reach him at once!

“Follow me!" said the head usher
The two men in umform had to fight their way through a mob of people

who were leaving Soldiers Ficld, not staying for the second half of the

game. Aisles were jammed. They finally got through behind the head usher
1o the ficld box containing the Navy commander and his party.

“Fortunately, they're sull here,” said the chief petty ofhcer. He slipped
a tip to the hc.ld usher and motioned to the army pilot. “I'll present you!"

“Okay!" said Harry, but his interest was elsewhere, as his eyes searched
the ficld. Directly across from him he saw the portable radio platform, on
which Numar had spoken, being moved off the gridiron. Betty must be
over on that side S(Jlll(‘\\'h('f(‘

“Commander,” he heard the chief petty officer saying, “this is Licutenant
Harry Hopper from Washington. He's here on urgent business!"

“I'll say it’s wrgent!” said Harry, turmng and saluting. “Commander,
loan me your field glasses for a moment!” .

Before the astonished Navy official could do or say anything, thls young
flying officer had snatched the glasses from his hands and was focusing them
on some object or person on the other side of the stadium. ‘

Numar and his party were actually in the process of leaving. Plane
reservations had been made for them to depart for California at five that
afternoon. There was just time to get back to the Palmer House, secure
their luggage, and catch the limousine for the airport. Numar was taking
leave of President Hutchins, with Betty, the Baileys, Mr. Alex and Mr.
Schwartz beside him. » Lo

“Sorry you have to miss the second half of this great contest,” said
President Hutchins, humorously, as the two teams were lining up on' the

field.
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“It is necessary,” said Numar. “I have finished here.” v

“This will be a long remembered occasion,” said President Hutchins,
“and 1, for one, will watch for this great light in the sky.”

“It will come,” said Numar, quietly.

Big Hank Morrison had secured a police detail and a way was being
cleared for them to exit, with a car waiting outside to take them back
to the hotel.

“Very fine, Mr. Numar,” said Big Hank. “I never heard anything like
it. You certainly knocked your audience for a goal!”

“He certainly did!” said Betty. “He even knocked me for a goall”

“I'm unconscious yet,” said Sam.

“You've always been unconscious!” said Sid.

The Professor and Mrs. Bailey were still beyond speaking.

Across the field, a young flying officer had finally located the object of
his search. She was a blonde in a red dress.

“There she is! That's her!” cried Harry, excitedly. He turned quickly
and pressed the field glasses back into the hands of the Navy commander.
“Here you are, Sir! I'll be back!”

A straight line is still the shortest distance between two points. With
the aisles so crowded, it would take at least half an hour for an individual
to go around the stadium to the point directly opposite on the other side.
Harry could not afford any such expenditure of time. He had to be over
there mow because the girl in the red dress was leaving. There was only
one course open—and Harry took it. He leaped out of the field box and
started racing across the gridiron.

“Stop that man!” yelled the Navy commander.

The Chicago team was kicking off to Notre Dame. The football, spin-

- ning end over end, struck the earth in front of Harry and bounced into the

arms of a Notre Dame man, and out again. A wall of frenzied U. of C.
tacklers, intent on recovering the free ball, executed a converging move-
ment. Harry had eyes only for Betty. He kept them on her as he ran. But
ominous things were happening in his immediate vicinity. He was suddenly
struck as though by a ten ton truck, and sent reeling.

“Betty!” he shouted. “Oh, Betty!”

He was hit again, but still kept his feet. However, he was running into
the vortex of a human tornado. The ball, being kicked around, finally
landed directly in front of him. He was hit hard from behind and then on
all sides. The force of these blows shot him through the air. He fell on top
of the pigskin and both teams fell on top of him. Thus it was, that an
army pilot recovered the loose ball in the game between the University of Chi-
cago and Notre Dame, and precipitated a technical argument involving the
referee and every player on both sides, while he, himself, lay stretched upon
the field, dead to the world!

World reaction to Numar’s radio message was as varied as might humanly
have been expected. This reaction depended somewhat upon the geographi-
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cal location and temperament of the different earth peoples, as was evi-
denced by a statement issued from a spokesman for the Far East.

“All Asia will watch for this light in the East as the harbinger of good
tidings that we are to be free, forever, from the rule of the White Man.”

Mahatma Gandhi came out of retirement to declare: “The only hope
for India is in the heavens. We can do nothing with England, otherwise.”

Premier Stalin was reported to have said: “Russia has already seen the
light. We are sufficient unto ourselves.”

As for Winston Churchill, his rumored comment was: “I hope such light
may come but, as for me, I see nothing ahead but blood, tears and sweat!”

Word from the White House was terse and to the point: “No comment!”

Waldemar Kaempffert, science editor of the New York Times, had this
pertinent observation to make: “Of course what Numar predicts is possible
enough but not probable. There are, no doubt, great cosmic catastrophies
occurring throughout the universe, worlds exploding and burning up at un-
imaginable degrees of heat, as a part of the inexorable changes always taking
place. But we earth peoples have never, so far as is known, been eye-
witnesses of any such phenomenon. However, if Mr. Numar's prophecy
should come true, it would be startling, to say the least!”

Roy Howard, in his Scripps-Howard papers, took a facetious point of
view. In a lead editorial headed: “Numar Turns Out A Prophet?” he said,
“Now we know the Green Man is a prophet. We, therefore, apologize to
our readers for welcoming him to this earth. He told us, in this momentous
broadcast, that we should look for a light in the East. We see a light in
the East every morning and humans have been seeing it for thousands of
years—so Mr. Numar is just a little bit late with his prophecy. However,
it was a good try! For just a short time, he had us worried, but the
moment he announced himself as a prophet, we knew he belonged in the
class of the Ballard, ‘T Am-ers,” the ‘Omnivotent” OOm-ers’ and the “Voo-
doo-ites.” ”

The editors of the Daily Worker, with obvious relief, announced to their
heterogeneous list of subscribers, “The world can go back to work, now that
Numar has spoken. He offered no solace for the working man, no plan for
the bettering of labor conditions or the improvement of relations between
employee and employer. We are glad to state that this promised threat
to our civilization was piffling indeed. He referred only vaguely to some
light which was to appear in the sky and herald the approach of a new
spiritual era. We are unimpressed. The capitalists have been predicting this
for us for years.”

Senator Hoolihan, however, heroically declared to the press that he in-
tended to have Numar's address read into the Congressional Record so
that his prophecy might be given official recognition when it came true.

As for the local Chicago papers which were at the scene of action, the
statements of two noted editors are worthy of note.

Colonel McCormick of the Chicago Tribune summed up his feelings in
one sentence: “'I haven’t any evidence as yet—but I strongly suspect a
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pro-British group is behind this!™ . X
Marshall Field of the Chicago Sun seized upon Numar’s address as en-
dorsing the “Truth” policy of his paper. “Numar,” said Mr. Field, “is a
forecaster of the birth of Truth on this planet, for which the Sun has
long been a pioneer!” : T

And California, not to be outdone, through its Los Angeles Chamber of K
Commerce, sent a wire of protest to the Green Man: “Mr. Nm."’tfq B
telegram said, “why give the East all the breaks> Whar about a light in =~
the West?” : - Jf P s

It was a relief to the members of Numar’s party to be safely buckled ,-'E-':L' 5

into their seats on the plane. It had been a hectic three days of cross- o
: o gl e

country travel, scarcely knowing what the next momeat would bring in
new developments and high pressure happenings. But now they could st . T
back and relax as their TWA airliner moved smoothly along under a clear
night sky. The stewardess had started making up their berths. =
“I wonder what the world is thinking of your talk?” said F ofessor
Bailey, who was seated beside Numar. i
“I know what it is thinking,” said the man from another planet.
Professor Bailey hesitated. “Is it good?” he finally asked “Does
world believe?” -
Numar shook his head. *No,” he said. “The world will not bel
it sees a sign. That is why I came to your earth—to paint to &
And, when the great light appears . . . ! 8
“I know,” said the Professor. “It’s the same with my work.
a new star in the heavens and no one will believe me, thae is
“Until they find that star for themselves,” finished Ni
er.dAlcx :}::d Mr. Schwartz were having a serious
“I don’t think this Numar is goi od i
even if he photographed,” said Sid.s“m ol .{
“Me, either,” said Sam. “Of course we hl"ﬂl'!l n
his act yet—but this ‘light in the sky business™—t
people have to wait for something to : '
“That’s right,” said Sid. “Now, if he had said th
row, at midnight, we were going to see the heay
the whole world crazy.” L
“Yeah,” said Sam. “Including me!™ .
Sid scratched his head behind both ears. "Well, w
thing out of this trip.” A gleam came into his eyes.
“We'll do an original story on Numar and
Bailey in it. Boy, what a drama! What a ¢
Sam sat blinking. “You're right,” he said.
got the title for ic!” ' ¢ =2
“What's that?" asked Sid. e
“‘The Light That Failed't" said Sam.
“That's terrific!” said Sid, “You're in ¢
at the Hays office as soon as we get off
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“Wait a moment!” said Sam. “How can we do this? I'm working for
Warner Brothers!”

“Resign your position,” said Sid. “I’ll resign mine. We’ll form our own
producing company!”

“What’ll we do for money?” asked Sam.

“Why did you have to bring that up?” said Sid, and slumped in his scat,

It required some tall explaining and more long distance telephoning for
Lieutenant Harry Hopper to get his plane off the deck of the Naval Train-
ing Aircraft Carrier in Lake Michigan. That he managed to do it was a
tribute to irrepressible youth, a certain degree of human sympathy, and
more good luck than any young man has a right to have.

“You can depend upon it, Sir,” h¢ had told his outraged Commandant,
over the phone. “I’ll fly her right in from Chicago— positively!”

As. he took to the air, this was the firmest resolution, but resolutions,
even when made on New Year’s Day, last little longer than the fizz on a
Bromo-Seltzer. How could Harry help it if the nose of his plane was
pointing toward California instead of Texas?

“If I don’t hit a mountain peak,” he said, grimly, “I’ll beat that TWA
plane in to Los Angeles and wring Numar’s neck the moment he steps off!”

Harry arrived, as he had planned, half an hour ahead of the commercial
airliner, but he found there were others ahead of him, waiting to seize
Numar and visit punishment upon him. The Chief of Police of Los Angeles
and a half dozen officers from his department were on the scene. With
them were reporters and photographers.

“We'll get the low-down story on him this time,” they said.

“Yes, and we may even get a picture!” laughed 'a camera man.

Harry lost no time in giving the police an account of his cross-country
* chase.

“That guy had the world fooled but not me,” he said. “I thought he
was a fake from the start, and I've been trying to get my girl away from
him. DI've risked demotion from the army and everything, Say, can’t I
preter charges against Numar for transporting Miss Bracken from state
to state?”

The Chief shook his head. “No, what you're talking about is white
slavery.”

“White slavery!” said Harry. “It’s green slavery! He's got her mesmer-
ized!”

“\We know he’s a fake,” said the Chief, “And we're not going to let him.
set up any cult in California. That’s unquesnonably what he’s coming
back here to do!”

“My God!” exclaimed Harry. “I sce it all now—and he's going to make
Betty his high priestess!”

“We'll put a stop to that!” said the Chief “I've dealt with every kmd
of a nut there is. We'll expose his tricks and put him in jail.”

There could now be heard the far-off drone of a two-motored plane and a
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TWA airliner was sighted, its silver sides glistening in the morn
“There they come!” cried the police.
All on the ground rushed for the spot to which the phmﬂwﬂl

when unloading.

Inside the airliner, Numar suddenly stiffened, a pensive look
dark eyes. He turned to Professor Bailey.

“Will you call all of our party to our compartment.” he mqnutd.
hurry. We haven’t much time.”

Wonderingly, the Professor did as instructed. Numar cyed dlm E
soberly.

“My time on earth is now gettmg short,” he announced. “In letﬁlg
I have a few things I wish to say.”

“Mr. Numar,” said Professor Bailey, “You are welcome to stay w
as long as you . . . I think l'mspeakmgformywtfeawenu
when 1 say we’ve both become quite .

“You have each been very kind to mc, * said Numar. He took ¢
folded slips of paper from beneath his robe and handed to ﬂlﬂh ke
my checks from the Frank Morgan and ‘Information, Please”
have signed them over to you. As you know, I have no use

Professor Bailey tried to speak and couldn’t. Mrs. Bailey w

Numar turned to Mr. Alex and Mr. Schwartz. “You gentlemen
feel too badly about not getting me for pictures,” hcﬂnihﬂ. b
you will profit from this experience after I am gone.”

“He rtalks like he’s on his death bed." said Sam.

“He'll have us crying in a moment,” said Sid.

“I think you all should know,” said Numar, qmﬂ}'
airport now, to arrest me, are policemen from the qu

“But you have done nothing,” protested the P

“I'have disturbed a great many people,” said N
prepared for my reception. It will be unlike an

“Can we do anything to help?” asked the

“Yes,” said Numar. “I must get to the pl
space ship is waiting!” =

“Your space ship!” cried Betty. “You really

“Of course he means it!” said Pmm
I've seen it!” '

“Then we’ve gof to help him .
something, Mr. Numar. You leave it

The stewardess came hurrying tow
please!” she said. "And fasten your

The first to appear in the pla
looked out at the haeaupg‘f
defiance.

“What a fine r

"Betty!" cried a




have you been?”

“What's that man done to you?" said Harry.

“Which one?” said Betty. She looked around.

A frightened Mr. Alex and Mr. Schwartz were dismounting from the
plane.

“There he is again!” said Sam

“He's going *o kill somcbody!” said Sid.

*“You know which one!” Harry was raving. “I'm going to murder him!”

“You hear that?” said Sid.

“1'll sec you later,” said Sam.

Professor and Mrs. Bailey had now left the plane and Numar was stand-
ing in the doorway. The police ctarted for him but Harry jumped ahead of
them.

“f want first crack at that guy!" he said. “Let me at him!™

“Harry!"” cried Betry

Buc Lieutenant Harry Hopper had not risked his life and reputation for
nothing. He was going to get satisfaction or know the reason why.

“Come back! You musn’t!”

“Do not touch me!” said Numar.
“Don’t touch you, eh?"” said Harry, advancing up the steps to the plane.
{ : v ookl 1°
“You come down out of that ship, you green monster, you! I've got a
nice little score to settle with you! ‘ ) '
He took a swing at Numar. The blow was aimed at the Green Man’s

cheek but some invisible force scemed to repel it. It also repelled Harry.
He landed on his back on the ground, rolled over and sat up.

“What happened?” he asked, dncd_ly.

“I told you not to touch him!” said Betry. ) .

The Chntcf of Police of Los Angeles and his men had been stopped in their
tracks. They pulled their guns and covered Num.\\r.' ) ‘

H":Nso mo;Z o’f your funny business!” said the Chief. “Or we 11 slixool

He turned to the rest of the party. “Come on, folks, you're all going to

take a ride in the patrol wagon. I'm going to find out just what your
ction is with this faker!”

CO'.‘.{;_"}‘C'M“!” caid Mrs. Bailey. “Us ride in the patrol wagon! What a way

to end a fine trip like this!” . o

I think it will be fun!” said Betty. “I've always wanted to ride in a

lice car, haven’t you, Harry?” ‘ . )
pOHarry, at the moment, was holding his head and staring at Numar. Itis
doubtful if he heard the question. . o

“You can count me out,” said Sam. “I've got other business.

e Grd o

“That's strange,” said Sid. “'So have I .

“Get moving, all of you!” ordered the Chief. “Theres th.c patrol wagon
over there.” Then, turning to his men, “Sergeant, you ride down with
them. I'll follow with the boys in my car. ) .

“Okay, Chief,” said the burly officer. “‘Hey, you! he called out. “Where
arc you birds going?”

“I'm going home,” said Sam.
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“I'm going with him,” said Sid. )

“You're getting in this wagon!” said the Sergeant. “And no back-talk
or I'll clip your ears!”

“He means it,” said Sam.

“He sure does,” said Sid.

They tossed their grips on the floor of the patrol wagon and climbed in.

“My!" said Mrs. Bailey. “I'm glad this isn’t happening in La Canada!
What would my neighbors say?”

“It’s an outrage!” cried the Professor. “A personage like Numar to be
treated this way!”

“Don’t worry!” whispered Betty. “I've got an idea!”

“Be careful!” warned the Professor. “You're dealing with the law!”

“I'm ignorant of the law,” said Betty.

CHAPTER XVII

Trey were aLL in the patrol wagon which had a small open window in
the front and the back had no door. The seats were along the sides. Numar
sat up forward. Betty placed herself next to him and pulled Harry down
beside her. Mr. Alex, Mr. Schwartz, the Professor and Mrs. Bailey sat
directly opposite. The Sergeant was out talking to the driver.

"Yeah, we got the Green Man in there. Strange crew with him, too.
That pilot’s the only sensible one of the lot. The rest are nuts!”

“Beats all how you can always get new damn fools to join something,
don’t it?” said the driver. ““Take my wife, for instance ... !”

The Sergeant waved his hand. “You can have her,” he said. “I've got
troubles enough with my own! Let’s get going!” He sauntered around to the

back of the patrol wagon, stepped in and sat next to Mrs. Bailey.
“Nice morning!” he chortled.

Mrs. Bailey eyed him. ““What’s nice about it?" she said.

A siren sounded and the patrol wagon moved off. Behind it, members of
Numar’s party could see the Chief and fellow officers following in his car.
ioth lm:achines swung onto the main highway leading into downtown Los _

ngeles.

“I hope they send this green guy up for ninety-nine years!” said Harry,
in a low voice to Betty.

“Oh! You musn’t say that!” said Betty. “Honestly, Harry, you’ve got
him all wrong. Didn’t you feel what he did to you?” Y £

“Yes,” said Harry, glowering. “He crossed me with a right!”

“Why, he never touched you!” said Betty. “He didn’t raise a finger.
That was his electric current!”

Harry put a hand to his head. “What a wallop! I felt it all over! ...
No! What are you saying? . . . Electric current!”

“Yes,” said Betty. “He kissed me with it once. I can feel it yet!”

Harry stared at her. "I saw the pictures,” he said.” “Do you mean that was .
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on the level?” ]

“I was almost electrocuted,” said Betty.

*“You poor kid,” said Harry. "I don’t sec how you stood it!”

“Well, anyway,” said Betty, “a man like that isn’t normal!”

“Ill say he’s not normal!” said Harry. “A man like that shouldn’t be
walking around loose! 1'd sooner grab a high tension wire.”

The patrol wagon was doing a gou forty miles per hour on its way into
the city, The Serzeant, after his one effort to be sociable with Mrs. Bailey,
had folded his arms and was staring slulglll ahead.

“I suppose | could go Mr. Numar's bail,” the Professor was contemplat-
ing. “It’s a disgrace to think of him being locked up in a jail.”

Numar, himself, appeared to be impassive. He was sitting, quiclly, tur-
baned-head slightly lowered, and green hands folded on his lap.

Betty kept up her running fire barrage on Harry, “So, you sce, Harry—
Mr. Numar really isn’t the kind of person you thought at all. He doesn’t
belong on this earth and we've got to help him get off of ic, if we can!”

Harry's interest was caught; he was studying intently.

“Fat chance we've got!” he said, “with him on the way to jaill”

“That's just it!” said Betty, “We have got a fac chance! Do you know
something, Harry? Mr. Numar can take that electric current of his and
shoot it out and stop an automobile!”

“He can!” said Harry. “But what good is that going to do him here?”

“You wait and see!” said Berry. She turned to the Green Man, “Mr.
Numar,” she said. “I've got a plan. If you'll stop the Chief’s car and this
car, ] think we can get away!”

Numar smiled. “I've been waiting for you to suggest that!” he said.

He lifted his head purposefully. Betty and Harry watched out the
back door of the patrol wagon. They saw the Chief's car, which had been
following them at a good speed, slow down and stop. Atvnlmost the same
time, the motor of their own car gave a slurP cough nnd' dncd.'

“What the hell?” said the Sergeant, jumping out to investigate,

Harry stood up and looked out through lll‘).c little front window. “The
driver's got the hood up, checking the motor, he reported. .

“You see?” said Betty. “How simple it was? . . . Look at the Chief and
his men! They can’t figure out what's happened, either!”

“Gosh!” said Harry. “What a secret weapon!”

Betty grabbed him by the arm. “No, Harry! You're our secret weapon!
Quick! Now's your chance! Run around and get behind the wheel! Start

. thecarup...!"

“But it won't go!” said Harry.

“I¢ will go now,” said Numar. 1

Harry grsinned. “I get the picture!” he said, "Where to?” +

“I'll direct you!” said Numar. He stood up beside the open window.

“Hurry!” cried Betty. “The Chief's coming our way! :

Harry ran to the rear of the patrol wagon, jumped off and ?uhed around
the side. The driver and the Sergeant had the hood up and their heads under
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engine caught on with a roar. The car leaped forward. Driver a
jumped for their lives. o)
“What did I do!” moaned the driver. k e =
“Hey, you!” yelled the Sergeant when he saw the army pilot at the
He made a grab for the handle of the rear door as the patrol wagon
passed, and swung onto the step. As he did so, he was met by a )
middle-age woman who gave him a push. The Sergeant landed smack
seat of his pants in the middle of the highway. et = -
“Now, how did I ever do a thing like ﬁnt!" excliimed Mrs. Bailey.,
“I don’t know,” said the Professor, “but I approve of it!” v
“That’s worth three hundred and twenty-five a week!” said Sam. *
a second Marie Dressler!”
“My Baby isn't so bad!” said Sid. “‘She’s Scarlett O'Hara on
Harry was feeding the patrol wagon more and more gas and it was
picking up speed. v
“The Chief's stopped a taxi and they're all piling in!” reported
“They’re coming after us!” ; ‘
“Turn left at the next cross street!” directed Numar. A
Harry took the corner on three wheels, running up over the
leaving a shower of oranges in his wake from a sidewalk fruit
Pedestrians ran wildly for store fronts. The occupants of the patrol
bounced around inside. : i e
“Sorry!” said Harry. “I forgot where I was: I've been trying
thing off the ground!” ‘ 3
“Turn left again!” directed Numar.
Betty put hands to her eyes. “Oh! Slow up, Harry! I
building!” . ’ i
Harry was sounding the siren continuously and
to one side to let the police car pass.
“Must be a riot call!” said a spectator.
It appeared as though Harry’s frenzied
from coast to coast, had been for the p
training for this maddest of all rides, F
motors to keep him out in front.
Reaching the mountain road, Harry tc
slightly reduced speed. He took the pa
times appearing to be on the very outer
thousand to two thousand feet, to the
“It's a good thing my heart’s
“It’s a good thing I'm un
Mrs. Bailey was holdin
glasses several times and h:
weaving car floor. Now he
“William! Put your glas
we're going!”
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“I don’t want to!” said the Professor. He had driven up this mountain
road many times himself, enroute to Wilson Observatory, but he was
never destined to make better speed this side of heaven.

Harry delivered his human cargo, including the escaping Numar, to the
place directed without mishap. He jumped from his seat behind the wheel
and ran around to the back in time to help his passengers as they staggered
out,

“Whew!” gasped Mrs. Bailey, her hat on one side and looking otherwise
disheveled, “I'm glad that's over—but I wouldn’t have missed it for the
world!"”

Professor Bailey, next out, was looking up at the mountain side. *Yes,
Mr. Numar, this is the spot where I lefc the road and met you. My, it
seems an eternity ago!”

Numar smiled. “Yet it is only a week of your time,” he said.

“Gosh!” said Harry. "
tonight!”

“Oh, I can fix that!” said Betey. “I'll phone your commander!”

“No, you won't!" said Harry. “I'm in a bad enough jam now!”

Mr, Alex and Mr. Schwartz had descended from the car and were looking

I'm j_:[.u! you mentioned fime. My leave is up

anxiously down the mountain road.
“No police in sight,” said Sam.
“There’s things worse than police!” said Sid. "“This ride, for one!”
Numar faced the members of his party. I am grateful to you all,” he
said, Then, turning to Betty and Harry, who were standing with their arms
around one another, he added: “Some day, you will tell your children
and they will tell their children . . .

”»

about this occasion . . . o)

“Oh, Harry!” cried Betty. “Then, we're going to be married! ]

“I know that already,” said Harry. “But what's the Army going to
do to me?” : N

Numar smiled. “You will be punished,” he said. “Then sent overseas, to
return a hero. I see the President of this country conferring a medal!

“That's not my future!” moaned Harry, “That’s my [mst!'j

“I must leave you now,” said Numar. “You are to remain hcrc.‘ But,
if you will fix your eyes above the trees around the clearing, you will see
my space ship as it leaves this planet.” E

“Now, Nellie,”” said Professor Bailey, “I want you to look ‘s'harp. :

“Ic will just be a flash in your atmosphere,” said Numar. “You will have
to watch closely.” i

“Won't we ever see you again?” asked Bctt'y. ‘ ! :

Numar gave her a kindly look. “There is an eternity of time ahead.
Perhaps we shall all meet again, somcwhcr.c." A

“Jeez!” said Sam. “Look at my goose pimples! y

“Those aren't goose pimples,” said Sid. “Those are eggs! :

Numar left the road and started toward the clearing. He turned just
once to smile and lift a hand in farewell. . 4

“You will think of me,” he said, “when the great light appears!
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The lictle group stood on the road by the mountain side, looking breath-
lessly off toward the clearing. Far below on the highway could be heard the
labored sound of a taxicab motor. The Chief of Police of Los Angeles and
his officers were finally arriving. But no one in the party was paying any
attention to them now. They were watching the white-robed figure of the
Green Man as it grew smaller and smaller and disappeared behind a fringe
O{ trees.

There was a moment of indedcribable suspense. Then, suddenly, from up
over the clearing, there flashed what appeared to be a blinding silver beam
of light. Tt shot toward them, at incredible speed, then upward and out of
sight.

“Gosh!" exclaimed Harry. “That was something!”

“You see, Nellie!”” said Professor Bailey.

“My eyes hurt,” said Sam.

“That was worse than Klieg lights!” said Sid.

The Chief and his officers came running up. ;

“Where is he?” bellowed the Chief, “What have you done with him?”
"He's gone!” cried Betty. “He just left in his space ship! Oh, Chief—
was wonderful! Didn’t you sce it?” :
“No, I didn’t,” said the Chief. “And you didn’t either!”

-

“"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, from border to border and coast to
coast and all the ships at sea,” said Walter Winchell, on Sunday night’s
broadcast. “Let's go to press! . . . Flash! . . .

“Numar, the mysterious Green Man, has been here and gone—taking
his mystery with him!

“In one of the most sensational escapes in history, rivaling Houdini at his
best, Numar—scized by the Los Angeles police chief and his aides—played
some eclectrical magic, stopped their automobile motors, then intimidated
or influenced a young flying lieutenant and his girl, riding with him, to drive
him to his mountain hide-out. Members of Numar’s party were fc
later, in an hysterical condition, swearing that they had seen the Gr
Man take off in his space ship. Their word, however, is not to be trus
after their harrowing experience, e b

"“J. Edgar Hoover advised this reporter that Numar defi
thing—just what, he didn’t know—but he couldn’t be fin

“Little boy Walter also testifies that Numar actually
trical wallop. But, when this Green Man predicted to
audience, yesterday, that a great light would appear in the
something we could understand. He ‘was referring to
tising sign on Broadway’s White Way. This light is
moment. S

“And now, your reporter has a prediction: One of the
too distant future, the Green Man will emerge 4
explain his hocus-pocus to the world, and claim the
movie contracts awaiting him!” ;
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“William! Oh, William!”

Professor Bailey stirred and sat up, placing a hand to the back of his

throbbing head. He was cold and it was pitch dark but he thought he
had heard his wife calling.

“Oh, William!”

Yes, that was his wife all right. But where was he? Last thing he re-
membered, he’d been listening to Walter Winchell. The Professor got

stiffly to his feet. Why, he was outdoors bn a mountain side! This was
strange—very strange!

“William! Answer me!”
“Yes, dear! Yoo hoo! I'm coming!™

He stumbled forward, fecling his way in the direction of her voice as
she continued to call.

“I can’t understand this,” he mumbled to himself. “My, things that have
happened!”

His head was still recling as he reached the road.

when Nellic grabbed him and shook him.

“What do you mean, giving me a fright like this> Where have you been?
Why didn’t you answer?”

It reeled even more

“You ought to know,” said the Professor. “You were with me. What a
time we had! . . . What a time!”

Mrs. Bailey eyed her husband, worriedly.

“What are you talking about? Did you get to a telephone? Ts someone
y g you g P
coming out to fix the car?”
“No,” said the Professor. “That won’t be necessary. Numar stopped the

motor. It will start all right.” He motioned to his wife to get in the car
and slipped in behind the wheel.

“Numar? Who’s Numar?” demanded Mrs. Bailey.

The Professor put his foot on the starter. There was a cough and the
motor came to life.

“You see?” he said.
“Well, for pity’s sake!” said his wife. “Carburetor must have becn
choked, or something. All this trouble and worry for nothing!”

Professor Bailey drew a great sigh of relief. “You don’t know who Numar
is?”” he asked.

1
“No,” said Mrs. Bailey. “I never heard of him.”
“Never heard of him!” said the Professor. “Why you met him! He was
a man from another planet!”
“Oh, stop it!” said Mrs. Bailey. “Won't you ever get that speech off your
mind? I'm frozen and tired and I want to get home and get to bed!”
The Professor backed his car onto the highway and they resumed their

descent of the mountain, while up above him—the stars of the universe
looked down—and laughed.

THE END
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