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"Time," said George, "why I can
give you a definition of time. It's what
keeps everything from happening at once."

A ripple of laughter went about the little group of men.

"Quite so," agreed the Chemist. "And, gentlemen, that's not
nearly so
funny as it sounds. As a matter of fact, it is really not a bad
scientific definition. Time and space are all that separate one
event
from another. Everything happens some

  where
 at some

  time
."

"You intimated you had something vitally important to tell us,"
the Big

Business Man suggested. "Something, Rogers, that would amaze us.
Some
project you were about to undertake—"

Rogers raised his hand. "In a moment, gentlemen. I want to
prepare you
first—to some extent, at least. That's why I have led you into this
discussion. I want you to realize that your preconceived ideas of
time
are wrong, inadequate. You must think along entirely different
lines, in
terms of, I shall say, the 

  new science
."

"I will," agreed George, "only tell me how."

"You said that time, space, and matter are not separate,
distinct
entities, but are blended together," the Doctor declared. "Just
what do
you mean?"

Rogers gazed earnestly about the room. "This, my friends. Those
are the
three factors which make up our universe as we know it. I said they
were
blended. I mean that the actual reality underlying all the
manifestations we experience is not temporal or spatial or
material, but
a blend of all three. It is we who, in our minds, have split up the
original unity into three such supposedly different things as time,
space and matter."

"Take space and time," said the Big Business Man. "Those two
seem wholly
different to me. I shouldn't think they had the slightest
connection."

"But they have. Between the three planes of space—length,
breadth and
thickness—and time, there is no essential distinction. We think of
them
differently; we instinctively feel differently about them. But
science
is not concerned with our feelings—and science recognizes today
that
time is a property of space, just as are length, breadth and
thickness."

"That's easy to say," growled the Banker. "Any one can make
statements
that can't be proven."

"It has been proven," Rogers declared quietly. "The mathematical
language of science would bore you. Let me give you a popular
illustration—an illustration, by the way, that I saw in print long
before Einstein's theory was made public. For instance, think about
this: A house has length, breadth and thickness. The house is
matter,
and it has three dimensions of space. But what else has it?"

A blank silence followed his sudden question.

"Hasn't it duration, gentlemen? Could a house have any real
existence if
it did not exist for any time at all?"

"Well," said George, "I guess that's something to think
about."

Rogers went on calmly: "You must admit, my friends, that the
existence
of matter depends on time equally as on space. They are, as I said,
blended together. A house must have length, breadth, thickness and
duration, or it cannot exist. Matter, in other words, persists in
time
and space. Let me give you another illustration of this blending.
How
would you define motion?"

Again there was a dubious silence.

"Motion," said George suddenly, "why, that's when
something—something
material changes place." He was blushing at his own temerity, and
he sat
back in his leather chair, smoking furiously.

"Quite so," smiled Rogers. "That, gentlemen, is about the way we
all
conceive motion. Something material, a railroad train, for
instance,
changes its position in space." He regarded the men before him, and
this
time there was a touch of triumph in his manner. "But, my friends,
that's where our line of reasoning is inadequate. Time is involved
equally with space. The train was there 

  then
; it is here 

  now
. That
involves time."

"In other words—" the Doctor began.

"In other words, motion is the simultaneous change of the
position of
matter in time and space. You see how impossible it is to speak of
one
factor without involving the others? That is the mental attitude
into
which I'm trying to get you. I want you to think of time exactly as
you
think of length, breadth and thickness—as one of the properties of
space. Isn't that clear?"

The Big Business Man answered him. "I think so. I can understand
now
what you mean by a blending of—"

"Oh, his words are clear enough," the Banker interjected
testily. "But
what's the argument about? He started in by saying—"

George sat up suddenly. "Mr. Rogers, you said we were to come
here for
something vitally important to you. Something about time and space.
You
said—"

Rogers interrupted him. "I did indeed. I asked you all to come
here to
the club tonight because you are my friends. Mine and Loto's. And
the
affair concerns him more directly than it does me."

He glanced across the room. "Come, Loto. You're the one to tell
them."

The Chemist's son, a young man of twenty, rose reluctantly from
his
obscure seat in a corner of the room. He was tall, and slight of
build,
with thick, wavy chestnut hair and blue eyes; his delicate features
were
offset by a square firmness of chin. He came forward slowly,
flushing as
the eyes of the men were turned on him; a poetic–looking boy, with
only
the firm line of his lips and the set of his jaw to mark him for a
man.

"My son, gentlemen," Rogers added. "You all know Loto."

"We do," said George enthusiastically. He vacated his own chair,
shoving
it forward, and selected another, more retired position for
himself.

Loto settled himself in the chair and then hesitated, as though
in doubt
how to begin. He was still flushing, and yet his manner was
thoroughly
poised. His forehead was wrinkled in thought.

"Father and I were experimenting," he began abruptly, "about two
years
ago. We were interested in electrons. We were experimenting with
the
fluorescence in a Crookes tube—breaking down the atoms into
electrons.
Then we followed the experiments of Lenard and Roentgen. We
darkened the
tube and prepared a chemical screen, which grew luminous."

Loto turned to Rogers: "They don't want to hear all this. These
technicalities—"

Rogers smiled. "We hit upon it quite by accident—an accident
that we
have never been able to duplicate. We had, that evening, an
adaptation
of the familiar Crookes tube. I do not know the exact conditions we
secured; we had no idea we were on the threshold of any discovery
and we
kept no record of what we did. Nor am I sure just how I prepared
the
screen—what proportions of the chemicals I used—"

"You're worse than Loto," the Banker growled. "If you'll just
tell us
what—"

"I will," agreed Rogers good–naturedly. "We were working one
night in my
laboratory on Forty–third Street—only a few hundred yards from the
Scientific Club here. The room was dark, and we had set up a small
chemical screen. It grew luminous as the electrons from the tube
struck
it, but the glowing was not what we had expected—not what we had
observed before. The difference is unexplainable to you, but we
both
noticed it. And then Loto noticed something else, something in the
darkness behind the screen."

Loto was sitting upright on the edge of his chair; his eyes were
snapping with eagerness as he interrupted his father.

"I'll tell them because it was I who saw it first. Behind the
screen,
the darkness of the room itself was growing luminous with a glowing
radiance that seemed to spread out into rays that were not
parallel, but
divergent. It looked almost as though the screen were a searchlight
sending a spreading beam out behind it.

"Father saw it almost as soon as I did. It was a very curious
light; it
did not illuminate the room about us. Then we suddenly discovered
that
it went through the walls of the laboratory. We were looking into a
space that seemed to be opening up for miles ahead of us. The walls
of
the room, the house itself, the city around us, were all blotted
out. We
were looking into an empty distance."

"Empty?" echoed George tensely. "Didn't you see anything?"

"Not at first." Loto had relaxed; his earnest gaze passed from
one to
the other of the intent faces of the men. "We were only conscious
of
empty distance. It was not darkness nor was it light. It was more a
dim
phosphorescence. We had forgotten the Crookes tube, the screen,
everything but that glowing, empty scene before us.

"After a moment, or it may have been much longer, the scene
seemed to
brighten. It turned to gleaming silver, and then we saw that we
were
looking out over a snow–covered waste. Miles of it. Snow reaching
back
to the horizon, and dull gray sky overhead. The ground seemed about
sixty feet below us, and we were poised in the air above it."

Loto paused a moment, and Rogers added, "You understand,
gentlemen, that
my laboratory is not on the ground floor of the building, but
somewhat
above the level of that part of the city."

"But—" began the Big Business Man.

"Let him go on," growled the Banker. "Go on, boy. Didn't you see
anything but snow?"

"No, not at once. It was all bleak and desolate. But it kept on
brightening, losing its silvery, glowing look until at last we
could
see it was daylight. It was apparently late afternoon—or perhaps
early
morning. The sun wasn't showing—it must have been behind a
cloud.

"We sat staring down at this cold, snowy landscape, and then,
almost
from below us, something moving came into view. It had passed under
us—under the laboratory—and was traveling on away from us."

"What was it?" the Banker demanded.

"Well, it seemed to be a huge sled, with fur covered figures on
it, and
pulled by an animal almost as large as a horse. But it wasn't a
horse—it was a dog."

Loto paused, but no one else spoke. After a moment he
resumed:

"The sled slackened and stopped about a quarter of a mile north
of the
laboratory—up toward where Central Park is now. And then we saw
that
there was a building there, a large, oval–shaped structure. It may
have
been built of snow, or ice—or perhaps some whitish stone. There
seemed
to be an enclosed space behind it. The whole thing blended into the
landscape so that we had overlooked it before.

"The sled stopped. We could see the figures climbing down from
it. Then
there was sudden darkness. The scene went black. We were sitting
facing
the side wall of the laboratory."

"A wire in our apparatus had burned out," Rogers explained. "And
that
night I was taken sick. It developed into pneumonia and I was laid
up
for weeks. Loto was left alone to follow up our discovery."

"Just a minute," the Banker interjected. "Do I understand you to
imply
that you actually saw all this? It was not a vision, or an
electrical
picture of some sort that you were reproducing?"

"No, they mean it was an actual scene," the Big Business Man put
in.
"They were seeing New York City at some other time. Isn't that
so?"

Rogers nodded. "Exactly. And while I was sick, Loto went ahead
and—"

"Was it the past?" the Doctor interposed. "Were you looking back
into
the past?"

"We were looking across countless centuries into the future,"
said Loto.

"The future!"

"Yes," declared Rogers. "Must you always think of the future as
a
wonderful civilization of marvelous inventions, mammoth buildings
and
airplanes like ocean steamships? All that lies ahead of us, no
doubt. A
hundred years—two hundred—a thousand—will bring all that. But
further
on? What about then, gentlemen? Ten thousand years from now? Or
fifty
thousand? Do you anticipate that civilization will always climb
steadily
upward? You are wrong. There must be a peak, and then a down
grade—the
decadence of mankind."

"Please, let me go on," Loto said eagerly. "I need not tell you
all now
exactly how we knew we were looking into the future, and not the
past.
We, ourselves, did not know it that first evening. But later, when
I
studied the scene more closely, I could tell easily."

"How?" the Banker demanded.

"By the details I saw. The type of building. That animal that
looked
like a dog. The sun—I'll tell you about that in a moment. An
artificial
light in the house—I saw it once or twice when it was night there.
And
the girl. Her manner of dress—"

"There was a girl?" said George quickly. "A girl! Tell us about
her,
Loto. Was she pretty? Was she—"

"Go on, boy," growled the Banker. "Tell it from where you left
off."

"Yes, she was very pretty," said Loto gravely. "She—" He stopped
suddenly, his gaze drifting off into distance.

"Oh boy!" breathed George, but at the Banker's glare he sat
back,
abashed.

Loto went on after a moment: "I won't go into details now. While
my
father was sick, I was able to examine the scene many times. I even
think I—well, I sat watching it most of the time for a week at
least.

"The house had a sort of stable—or a kennel, if you want to call
it
that—behind it. And there was an open space, like a garden, with a
wall
around it. There was a little tree in the garden; a tree all
covered
with snow. But after a few days the sun came out and melted the
snow on
the tree branches.

"The girl was a captive. I guess they were bringing her in on
that sled
the night we first saw them. There was another woman about the
place,
and an old man. And a younger man—the one who was holding the girl
a
prisoner."

"You said the house looked about a quarter of a mile away," the
Banker
declared. "How could you see all these details?"

"I had a small telescope, sir."

"The scene actually was there," Rogers put in. "Loto used a
telescope
quite as he would have used one through the window to see Central
Park.
Go on, Loto."

"The girl…" George prompted.

"She was a small girl. Very slender—about sixteen, I guess. She
had
long, golden hair, but it was red when she stood outside with the
sun on
it. That's because the sun was red; an enormous glowing red ball,
like
the end of a cigar. It tinged the snow with blood, but there didn't
seem
to be much heat from it.

"Sometimes I could see the girl through the doorway. There was a
door,
but it was transparent—glass, perhaps—and the house was lighted
inside. She would sit on a low seat, with her hair in sort of
braids
down over her shoulders. Once she played on some little stringed
instrument. And sang. I could see her so plainly it seemed curious
not
to hear her voice.

"They appeared to treat her kindly, even though she was a
captive. But
once the man came in and tried to kiss her. She fended him off.
Then he
went out and got on his sled and drove away. He was gone several
hours.

"The girl cried that night. She cried for a long time. Once she
ran
outside, but one of those huge dogs came leaping out of the other
building and drove her back. The dog's baying must have aroused the
place. The old man and the woman appeared, and they locked the girl
up
in some other room. I never saw her again.

"A week or two went by and father was better. But the next time
I went
to the laboratory, the apparatus wouldn't work. Perhaps the
chemicals on
the screen were worn out—We're not really sure. But we've never
been
able since to make a screen that would do more than glow. We've
never
had another that would affect the time–space behind it."

"You mean," said the Big Business Man softly, "that after those
brief
glimpses into the future, it is closed again to you?"

Rogers spoke. "Tell them the rest, Loto."

The younger man was hesitant. "Perhaps you gentlemen wouldn't
understand. We have seen nothing more, but I couldn't forget that
girl."

"

  I
 understand," George murmured. But Loto went on
unheeding:

"It wasn't the scientific part of our discovery that impressed
me most.
We kept that secret because we had no proof of what we had done,
and we
couldn't seem to get any. It was the girl that bothered me. That
girl—a
captive—facing some danger…. You gentlemen will say she isn't
living,
that she won't be alive for thousands of years yet. But 

  I
 say your
conception of it is wrong."

Loto's voice had gained sudden power. He seemed abruptly years
older—forceful, commanding.

"

  You
 say that girl 

  will
 be living in the future. I say she 

  is

living in the future. She is living just as you and I are
living—right
here in this exact space that we call New York—within a few hundred
yards of this room. She is separated from us, not by space, but
only by
time.

"You, gentlemen, perhaps cannot conceive of crossing that time.
But if
it were a mile of space, or a thousand miles, you could imagine
crossing
it very easily. Yet we know that time is a property of space; not
one
iota different from length, breadth and thickness except that we
think
of it differently."

Loto's flashing eyes held his little audience. "Gentlemen,
suppose
you—with your human intelligence—were trees, rooted to one spot
here
in America. And suppose that the accustomed order of things was
that
Asia would come slowly and steadily toward you and pass before you.
That
is what time does for us. Do you suppose, under those
circumstances,
that you could readily conceive of going across space and reaching
Asia?
Think about that, gentlemen! It's easy for us to imagine moving
through
space, because we've always done it. But a tree with your
intelligence
would not feel that way about it. The tree would say: 'Asia will be
here.' And if you said: 'That's true. But Asia exists just the same
in a
different part of space from you. If you go there, you will not
have to
wait for it to come to you,' the tree—even if it had your present
intelligence in every other way—wouldn't understand that. Simply
because the tree had always conceived space as we are accustomed to
conceiving time. That conception of ours does not fit the real
facts,
for—except for the way space and time affect us personally—there is
actually no distinction to be made between them. That is no
original
theory of mine; it is modern scientific thought—mathematically
proven
and accepted ever since Albert Einstein first made his theory
public."

A silence followed Loto's outburst. Rogers broke it:

"We would like to have you gentlemen meet us here two weeks from
tonight. We are not quite ready yet. Will you do that?"

Every one in the room signified assent.

"But what for?" George asked earnestly. "Of course we will, but
has Loto
discovered anything? Has he—"

Loto interrupted him. "I have been working and experimenting for
two
years." He had fallen back to his quiet manner. "Father has helped
me,
of course. And given me money—more than he could afford."

He smiled at Rogers, who returned it with a gaze of
affection.

"In two weeks I will be completely ready. Don't you think so,
father?"

"Yes," said Rogers, and a sudden cloud of anxiety crossed his
face. He
was a scientist, but he was a father as well, and even his
scientific
enthusiasm could not allay the fear for his son that was in his
heart.

"Yes," he repeated. "I think you will be quite ready, Loto."

"Ready for what?" growled the Banker. He was mopping his
forehead with a
huge white handkerchief.

Loto's glance swept across all the men in the room. "I have
found a way
to cross time, just as you are able to cross space. And two weeks
from
tonight, gentlemen, with, your assistance, I propose to start
forward
through the centuries that lie ahead of us. I'm going to find that
girl—if I can—and release her—help her out of whatever danger,
whatever trouble she is in!"
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"Honor to Loto," cried the Big
Business Man. "The youngest and greatest
scientist of all time!"

"There's a double meaning in that," laughed the Doctor, amid the
applause. "The greatest scientist of time! He is, indeed."

It was outwardly a gay little gathering, having dinner in a
small
private room of the Scientific Club. But underneath the laughter
there
was a note of tenseness, and two of the people—a man and a
woman—laughed infrequently with gayety that was forced.

The man was Rogers; the woman, Lylda, his wife, mother of Loto.
She was
the only woman in the room. At first glance she would have seemed
no
more than thirty–five, though in reality she was several years
older—a
small, slender figure in a simple black evening dress that covered
her
shoulders, but left her throat bare. Her beauty was of a curious
type;
her face was oval, her features delicately molded and of pronounced
Grecian cast. Yet there seemed about her, also, an indefinable
touch of
the Orient; her eyes, perhaps, which were slate gray, large and
very
slightly upturned at the corners. Her complexion was fair; her hair
thick, wavy and coal–black.

That she was a woman of intellect, culture and refinement was
obvious.
There was about her, too, a look of gentle sweetness, the air of a
woman
who could be nothing less than charming. Her eyes, as she met those
of
her men friends around her, were direct and honest. But when she
regarded Loto this evening, a yearning melancholy sprang into them,
with
a mistiness as though the tears were restrained only by an
effort.

The laughter about the table died out. A waiter was removing the
last of
the dishes; the men were lighting their cigars.

"Well," said the Banker, breaking the silence, "now let us hear
it. If
everyone is as curious as I am—"

"More," put in George. "I'm more curious."

"You're right," agreed Rogers. "We must get on."

"First," the Big Business Man interrupted, "I want to know more
about
that screen behind which you saw that other time world of the
future."

"I know very little myself," Rogers answered. "So little that
Loto and I
could never duplicate it. But the theory is understandable. The
space
where Central Park now is has a certain time factor allied to its
other
properties. The light, the rays, from that screen, whatever may
have
been their character, altered the time factor of that space.

"As Loto told you, the modern conception of the reality of
things is
that the future exists—but with a different time dimension. We have
a
familiar axiom, 'No two masses of matter can occupy the same space 

  at
  the same time
.' That is just another way of saying it. To reason
logically from that, an infinite number of masses of matter can,
and
do, occupy the same space 

  at different times
."

"I'd rather hear about this new experiment," the Banker said.
"You made
the statement—"

"So would I," agreed George. "That girl—"

"You shall," said Rogers. His grave, troubled glance went to his
wife's
face, but she smiled at him bravely. "You shall have all the facts
as
briefly as I can give them to you.

"Loto became obsessed—I can hardly call it anything less—with
the idea
that he could alter the time factor of human consciousness. In
theory it
was perfectly possible—I had to admit that. And so I let him go
ahead.
He has worked feverishly, with an energy I feared would injure his
health, for nearly two years. But, gentlemen, this is all that
counts:
he has succeeded. I'm sure of that; we have already made a test.
The
apparatus is ready upstairs now, and—"

"Let Loto tell it," grumbled the Banker. "Go on, boy, can't you
tell us
how you did it?"

"Yes, sir. I can in principle." Loto hesitated, then added with
a
mixture of sarcasm and deference: "I can explain it to you in a
general
way, but the details are very technical."

He paused until the waiter had left the room; then he began
speaking
slowly, evidently choosing his words with the utmost care.

"Matter, as we know it now, has four dimensions; the three
so–called
planes of space, and one of time. But what is matter? The new
science
tells us it is molecules, composed of atoms. And atoms? An atom is
a
ring of electrons, which are particles of negative, disembodied
electricity, revolving at enormously high speeds around a central
nucleus. Am I clear?"

Loto's gaze rested on the Banker, who nodded somewhat
dubiously.

"Then," Loto went on, "we have resolved all matter to one common
entity,
that central nucleus of positive electricity which is sometimes
called
the proton. All this is now generally known and accepted. But of
what
substance, what character, is the proton? For years now, the theory
has
been fairly accepted that the proton is merely a vortex, or
whirlpool.
And the electron is conceived to be something very similar. Do you
grasp
the significance of that? It robs matter of what I, personally,
always
instinctively feel is its chief characteristic—substance. We delve
into
matter, resolving its complexities to find one basic substance, and
we
find not substance but a whirlpool—electrical, doubtless—in
space!"

"That makes you rather gasp!" the Big Business Man exclaimed,
gazing
about the table.

"It is quite correct," affirmed Rogers. "It transforms our
conception of
substance to motion. Of what? Motion of something intangible—the
ether,
let us say. Or space itself."

"I can't seem to get a mental grip on it," the Big Business Man
declared. "You—"

"Think of it this way," Rogers went on earnestly. "Motion can
easily
change our impression of solidity. This is not an analogous case,
perhaps, but it will give you something to think about. Water is
normally a fluid. You can pass your hand through a stream of water
from
a garden hose. But set that water in more rapid motion, and what
physical impression do you get? At Fully, Switzerland, water for a
turbine emerges from a nozzle at a speed of four hundred miles per
hour.
What would happen if you tried to pass your hand through that? I
have
seen a jet no more than three inches in diameter of such rapidly
moving
water, and you cannot cut through it with the blow of a crowbar!
There
you have a physical substance—an impression of solidity—derived
from
motion."

"But what has all this to do with time?" the Banker objected,
after a
moment of silence.

"Everything," said Loto quickly. "Since we are changing the
time–dimension of matter, without altering its space–dimensions,
you
must have some conception of what matter really is. When once you
realize the real intangibility of even our own bodies, or this
house we
are in, you will be able to understand us better."

The Banker relaxed. "Go on, boy. Let's hear it."

"Yes, sir. Changing the time–dimension of substance amounts
merely to a
change in the rate and character of the motion that constitutes the
electrical vortex we call a proton."

Loto looked at Rogers somewhat helplessly, with a faintly
quizzical
smile twitching at his lips.

"I seem to be talking very ponderously tonight, father. I wonder
if it
wouldn't be easier for us to show them the apparatus?"

Rogers rose from his chair. "By all means. Gentlemen, Loto has
completed
his apparatus on the roof of the club. You may have noticed for the
past
month that one end is boarded up, and has a canvas roof over it.
That is
where Loto has been working. Will you come up with us?"

The building that houses the New York Scientific Club is a full
block in
depth and twenty stories high. Its flat roof is surrounded by a
parapet
of stone. One end of the roof is a garden, with pergolas, trellised
vines, and beds of flowers with white gravel walks between. At the
other
end, on this particular evening, a twenty–foot, rough board wall
enclosed a space about a hundred feet square, with a canvas roof
above
it.

The night was calm and moonless, with a purple sky brilliantly
studded
with stars. At this height the hum of the great city was stilled.
Near
by, many buildings towered still higher, but for the most part the
roofs
lay below, with their chimneys and pot–bellied water tanks set upon
spindly legs like huge, grotesque bugs on guard. A block away the
roof
garden of a great hotel blazed with red and green lights. Spots of
light
crawled through the streets below, with black blobs that were
pedestrians scurrying between them. Occasionally the drone of a
plane
overhead broke the stillness.

Rogers led the way across the roof top, and unlocked a tiny door
that
led into the temporary board enclosure. Lylda and Loto entered
last,
the woman clinging to her son's hand. The turn of a switch flooded
the
place with light.

At first glance one would have said it was a modern passenger
airplane
that was standing there under the canvas—a huge, glistening
dragonfly
of aluminum color with a long, narrow cabin below.

"There," said Rogers, "is the product of Loto's work. What you
see from
here is merely an adaptation of the Frazia plane—and the Frazia
company
built it for us. The apparatus flies as any other Frazia plane
does; it
has the same motors, the same equipment. Its other mechanism—by
which
the time–dimension, the basic electrical nature of the whole
apparatus,
and everything or everybody within its cabin can be changed at
will—that mechanism Loto constructed and installed himself."

"There you go again," growled the Banker. "Let Loto tell it,
won't you?"

Rogers bridled a little. "I'll tell you this, Donald. That is
the
apparatus in which Loto is going to cross time into the future. At
least
you can understand that—if you keep your mind on it."

There was a general laugh at the Banker's expense. But Lylda did
not
laugh. She was leaning against a wooden post, clinging to her son's
hand, and staring at that sleek, shining thing with wide, terrified
eyes.

"Come, Loto," said Rogers. "They want you to show it to
them."

The young man disengaged himself from his mother and went
forward. In a
moment the men were scattered about, examining the plane.

"You may not understand the Frazia model," Loto was saying. "It
was only
put on the market recently. It's slightly larger than the average
of the
older types—more stable in the air, but no faster. The
'copter–type,
variable–pitch propellers are powered by a Frazier atomic
motor."

The Banker called to them. He was standing on a box, looking
into one of
the cabin windows. "You've got different rooms in here."

"Yes, sir," said Loto. "I've divided it into three small
compartments
according to my own needs."

"Can we get inside?"

"I think perhaps it would be better not to," said Rogers, coming
forward. "At least, not tonight. Loto wants to get started. There
is—"

"You plan to operate this 

  tonight
?" the Doctor asked.

"Yes," answered Loto. "I am going forward in time, to—"

"To find that girl," George finished eagerly. "To rescue her.
Don't you
remember he saw her in that—"

"Be quiet, boy," the Banker commanded. "Loto, what is this other
mechanism your father mentioned?"

"It is not particularly complicated," the young man answered
readily.
"In general principle, that is. The Frazia mechanism causes the
machine
to travel through space—to change its space–factors at the will of
the
operator. That's clear, isn't it?"

"Of course it is," said the Banker impatiently.

"It's clear because you've always been able to travel through
space
yourself," interjected the Big Business Man. "Don't be so
self–satisfied, Donald. If you'd been rooted to one spot all your
life—like a tree—you wouldn't have a chance on earth of
understanding
an airplane."

"That's exactly what I mean," said Loto quickly. "My other
mechanism
changes the time–factor of the entire apparatus. I can explain it
best
this way: Every particle of matter in that machine—as well as my
own
body—is electrical in its basic nature. My mechanism circulates a
current through every particle of that matter. Not an electrical
current, but something closely allied to it. The nature of this I
do not
yet know. But it causes the inherent vibratory movements of the
protons
of matter to change their character. The matter changes its state.
It
acquires a different time–factor, in other words."

"Is this change instantaneous?" the Doctor asked.

"No, sir. It is progressive. To reach the time–factor of
tomorrow night,
take the first few minutes of time as it seems to us to pass. The
time–factor of next week would be reached during the succeeding two
or
three minutes."

"In other words, it picks up speed," said the Big Business
Man.

"Yes. How long the acceleration will last I do not know. I have
a series
of dials for registering the time–movement. By altering the
strength,
the intensity of the current, I can vary the speed, or check it
entirely."

"But why have this apparatus in the form of an airplane?" asked
the
Banker. "You're going through time, not space."

Rogers answered: "In a hundred years from now this building will
not be
here. If we were to stop his time–movement at that point, he would
drop
twenty stories through space to the ground."

"Why, of course!" exclaimed the Big Business Man. "But in the
air…"

"Exactly," said Loto. "I shall not start the propellers until
later;
until I am launched into future time, and need them."

Rogers looked at his watch. "Have you much to do before you
start,
Loto?"

"No, sir—nothing. I have food and water, clothing, and
everything else
I need. I filled our list very carefully, and checked over
everything
this afternoon. I could have started then; I've left nothing to do
tonight."

"Then you might as well get away at once. You'll remember
everything
I've told you, Loto? You'll come back here, as quickly as possible?
Here
to this rooftop?"

The strain of anxiety under which Rogers was subconsciously
laboring
came out suddenly in his voice. "You'll be careful, lad?"

"Yes, sir, of course. I—well, I might as well say good–by now,
Father."

They shook hands silently, and Rogers abruptly turned away.

Loto shook hands with the others.

The Banker had withdrawn to the farthest corner of the
enclosure, where
he stood regarding the airplane fearfully. Loto walked over to
him.

"Good–by, boy." The Banker's voice was gruff and a trifle
unsteady.
"Take it easy. Don't be a reckless fool just because you're
young."

"I'll be all right, sir." Silently they shook hands.

Loto met his mother a few paces away. He stood head and
shoulders above
her, and her arms went around him hungrily as he bent down to kiss
her.

"You'll come back to me, little son?" she whispered. "You'll
come back
safely?"

"Yes, Mother. Of course."

He met her eyes, with the terror lurking in their gray
depths.

"Don't look like that, 

  mamita
. I'll be all right."

Rogers was calling to them. Loto disengaged himself gently.

"Good–by, 

  mamita
. I'll be back tomorrow or the next day. Don't
worry—it's nothing."

The last preparations took no more than a moment or two. Loto
climbed to
the cabin and disappeared within it.

"Be sure and take off the canvas roof later tonight," he called
down to
them. "And leave it off so I can get back."

"Yes," said Rogers, "we will. And one of us, at least, will be
here
watching all the time you're away. Good–by, Loto."

"Good–by, Father." The cabin door closed upon him.

At a distance of twenty feet the men stood in a solemn group,
watching.

"What will it look like going?" George whispered.

But no one answered him.

Presently a low hum became audible. It grew in intensity, until
it
sounded like the droning of a thousand winged insects. The airplane
rocked gently on its foundation. It was straining, trembling in
every
fiber.

A moment passed. Then the plane began to glow, seemingly
phosphorescent
even in the light of the electric bulbs on the scaffolding beside
it.
Another moment. There was a fleeting impression that the thing was
growing translucent—transparent—vapory. For one brief instant the
vision and sound of it persisted—

  then it was gone
!

The men stood facing a silent, empty space, where a few loose
boards
were lying, with a discarded hammer, a saw, and a keg of nails.

They had forgotten the woman. In an opposite corner of the
enclosure
Lylda was seated alone, crying softly and miserably to herself.

*       *       *       *       *

George sat alone on a little bench in the roof garden of the
Scientific
Club. On the ground beside him, stretched on a broad leather
cushion,
Rogers lay asleep. It was well after midnight. There was hardly a
breath
of air stirring, and only a few fleecy clouds to hide the stars. In
the
east, a flattened moon was rising.

George sat with his chin cupped in his hands, staring out over
the
lights and the roofs of the city. The growing moonlight gleamed on
his
soft white shirt and white flannel trousers.

Rogers stirred and sat up. "Are you awake, George?"

"Go on to sleep. I'm good for nearly all night."

But Rogers rose, stretching. "What time is it?"

"Quarter of two. Go on to sleep, I tell you."

"I've had enough." The older man sat down on the bench and
lighted a
cigar. "You'd better take a turn, George. You'll wear yourself
out."

"I can't. I'm too excited. How long has he been gone now?"

Rogers calculated. "About twenty–eight hours."

"Do you think he'll get back tonight?"

"I don't know. Perhaps."

"I wonder what he's doing right now," George persisted after a
silence.

Rogers did not answer.

"You don't think anything could have happened to him, do
you?"

"No. I—I hope not."

"I hope he brings that girl back with him," George said after
another
silence. "I certainly would like to meet her."

Rogers plucked a flower from the trellis beside them, breaking
it in his
fingers idly. "He may get back tonight. It was our idea that—"

He stopped abruptly, and simultaneously George gripped him by
the arm.
They both saw it; a little blob of radiance in the air just beyond
the
flower trellis; a shining spot small as a puff of tobacco smoke
gleaming
silvery in the moonlight.

George murmured tensely, "Over there…something."

A transparent radiance. But in a moment it was congealing,
turning into
a glistening, solid shape. The faint hum of it sounded as it hung
in
mid–air by the trellis.

"Not the plane," George murmured. "Then what is it?"

The humming ceased. They could see the little object clearly
now; a
metal cube, each of its faces some twenty inches in diameter. It
hung
for another moment, then dropped with a little thump to the
rooftop.

Both the men were on their feet. Rogers said, "A message from
him. An
emergency…" He picked up the cube.

George stared wonderingly. "You know about this?"

"We arranged it—only for an emergency. If he could not come, or
felt
it unwise, he was to send this. We did not want to worry
anyone—particularly his mother—so we didn't mention this
possibility."

*       *       *       *       *

In a downstairs club room, the men and Lylda were gathered, all
of them
gazing mute and solemn as Rogers opened the cube. Much of its
interior
was filled with the intricate time–mechanisms. To one side a sheaf
of
manuscript pages was crowded, closely written with Loto's
script.

"His message," George murmured. "I do hope he found the girl,
and that
they're all right."

"I'll read it to you." Rogers' fingers were trembling as he drew
out the
pages. He lighted a cigarette, steadied himself. "The first thing
he
says—he's all right—"

"Of course he's all right," the Banker growled. "That boy is
resourceful."

"He wants us to know that he's safe and well. It
says…."
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