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    We have another episode in the lives of the two interesting little beings, Posi and Nega, whose protonic and electronic lives are so full of strange adventure and adventure not a whit more strange than the unvarnished truth of the history of molecules would read, if put down in cold print.


  




  

    

      Proem


    




    

      Again we adventure with Posi and Nega, our diminutive, electronic friends. In past prefaces of Posi and Nega narrations, I have rashly promised you that the little beings will someday live in the brain box of a great scientist and philosopher — that you and I might attempt to share the thoughts of the mighty.




      Such a vast, temerarious conceit on my part! Shakespeare in "Hamlet" wisely observes: "Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works." The eaglet must flutter its weak wings before it may soar. This weak pen, too, flutters and falters — so hold with me in patience. Mayhaps again, Posi and Nega may--?




      After all, it's not important what my impotent pen records of Posi and Nega. Even you and I are not important in the vast, incomprehensible scheme of things!




      But it is important that you and I think — and think! Atlantean thoughts! And that we marvel in reverent wonder at the incredible scheme of things — the vastness— the smallness of things!




      So let's hope— "the mighty hopes that make us men." (Tennyson)




      J. W. S.
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      "Where are we now?" vibrated Nega, the trim, young negative electron. Her speeding, flashing orbit glowed an agitated purple.




      "Say, you dumb, female electron!" snarled Posi, the positive electron, "I've told you before we're on our way to the ocean. We're in a cursed sewer, built by those stupid Tellurians! Of all the bad luck! This is the limit!"




      Nega, politic as women can be, ignored the fury of the angry proton and turned to other electrons in her atom of oxygen for information.




      Posi and Nega, the two tiny electrons, had experienced many incredible adventures together in various elements. They were born far out in the "cold places" of endless space — mothered by the mysterious cosmic rays and fathered by that incomprehensible energy that gives life and motion to electrons.




      Posi was created a positive electron, sometimes called by Tellurians a "proton." Nega came into life a negative or orbital electron. They were first met in an atom of helium gas. For countless eons they lived and loved, drifting hither and yon in the vast voids of space.




      They are drowning even now! The dirigible is fast breaking up! The engines and heavy structures have torn loose and sunk.
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      A care free existence, whirling and dancing strange dances of love; singing vibrating, hissing melodies with the amazing speeds of their flashing orbits. A diminutive solar system! — that atom of helium, with plenty of room for Posi and Nega to oscillate with only four positive protons in the compound nucleus, partly balanced by two orbital, negative electrons. Strange! but Posi was 1840 times heavier than the radiant, vivacious Nega. The mighty and inscrutable Intelligence that directs all life and motion has vested negative electrons with an astounding power. In the composition of the elements known to humans it usually requires but one tiny negative electron to balance one of the massive, positive electrons.




      Posi, the positive electron, was male; Nega, negative, or female— as it is in human life.




      Posi was many thousand years older than Nega and had braved many dangers on various planets and stars. Then, in the mighty vastness of space, they by chance drifted into the powerful pull of the sun's gravity. For years they sped, with ever increasing velocity, toward the blazing, exploding furnace of the sun. Had they been drawn into Phaethon's fiery blaze, they would have been exploded. The positive charge of their atom would have helped with its infinitesimal bit to form a sun wave or pulse of energy — to warm and light the planets.




      Thus electrons are transformed into energy, to add to the heat and light of the sun; to prevent that mighty orb from turning cold and freezing the entire solar system. Just a small unit of the incredible and orderly scheme of things!




      A giant space car picked them up, barely in time, scooping millions of the helium atoms into one of its forward impellation tubes. The space car, carrying hundreds of Vega travelers and en route to earth, collided with an immense meteor. In the frightful heat developed at the impact, Posi and Nega were transmutated by the terrific heat and pressure into the structure of an iron atom.




      The meteor and the space car, now a fused, shapeless piece of metal, being within the attraction of earth, plunged to Arizona soil. For years Posi and Nega led a very dull existence in their iron atom, 1400 feet under the soil.




      A party of earth scientists, ever searching for truths and facts, dug a shaft to the meteorite and took samples for experiments. Posi and Nega were among the countless billions of electrons that made up the mass of the tiny fragment of the meteorite taken by the scientists for laboratory tests. Then followed for the two little beings horrible experiences. The scientists put their iron atom along with billions of others into a deadly "Alpha Ray" machine. The tiny fragment of iron was bombarded with rending, streaking rays. The scientists were trying to disintegrate atoms!




      The result was a mighty debacle of atoms, protons and electrons gone mad! Incredibly small solar systems flying berserkly from their orbits! Worlds— universes — smashed — disintegrated!




      By some miracle Posi and Nega escaped destruction, not being struck squarely by any of the darting, swording "Alpha Rays." They were, however, driven into the lead lining of the device, to become part of a lead atom.




      Years passed ; the "Alpha Ray" device, worn out, was sold for junk, to the supreme disgust of the excitable Posi, who was exceedingly vain and proud of his knowledge and experience brought about by his long life on many planets and stars.




      The lead was finally sold to a factory, where it was melted and cast into bullets. Posi and Nega in their lead atom that helped to make up the mass of a bullet experienced a very exciting adventure.




      A human used their bullet to murder another unlucky human!




      After a mighty explosion in the laboratory of the crazed doctor, who committed the murder, Posi and Nega found themselves literally blown into an atom of oxygen. They drifted in the atmosphere and, to the added indignation of Posi, were breathed into the lungs of a human infected with typhoid fever! They were introduced into the patient's blood stream and were carried to the human's alimentary system. There they were attacked and eaten by a dreadful Typhosus Bacillus. Posi's rage knew no bounds when they suffered the indignity of passing through the diseased human's digestive system—into a sewer!




      Thus it is we find Posi raging with stark fury, and Nega sweetly and mildly excited, on their way to the ocean!




      "A fine piece of business!" snarled Posi, suddenly breaking a long and sullen silence. "But at least we're out of that infernal sewer."




      "Where are we?" purred Nega, eager for information and glad to observe Posi's better humor.




      "Watch your orbit!" vibrated Posi sharply, as if the whole universe depended on his command. Nega in her excitement had oscillated the slightest in her speeding flight.




      "Watch your own flight!" hissed Nega. "I've as much orbital pride as you. I'm getting sick and tired of your surly growling ! I--"




      "Wait a minute! Don't get excited, my darling Nega. I just wanted to make you mad. Do you know, my sweet, you look so lovely when you glow that charming, angry red? It fits you like the tail of Halley's comet."




      Posi smugly fancied in his vast conceit that he was the great lover of the atomic universe. Jurgen, in the novel, boasted no greater conquests of love than Posi did.




      Nega, ever gullible and eager for flattery—as women usually are— was instantly mollified.




      "Please tell me where we are," Nega's vibrations were beseeching.




      "We're now in the ocean called the Pacific by those dumb humans. We've been carried out to sea about five miles by offshore currents." Posi's humor was better as he went on academically.




      "This Pacific Ocean is a great place after all. Those foolish Tellurians are very proud of their land, but they don't realize that their little planet, earth, is, surfaced by many times more of an area of water than of land. Maybe this won't be so tough. After all, you're always with me!"




      "What is this water that makes up the mighty oceans?" purred Nega archly, pretending great ignorance that her lover might appear important. "You are so wise, Posi. You know everything!"




      It seemed that the colossal conceit of the positive electron fairly increased his mass as Nega's words vibrated on his consciousness.




      "My dear Nega," buzzed Posi, with vast importance, and using his best scholastic manner, "ocean water is a most interesting liquid. We will drift about and meet many electrons who live in different elements. Of course you know that oxygen atoms, and you and I live in one of the oxygen atoms, combine with hydrogen atoms to make pure water. I've lived in ordinary water before, and it was not so exciting. But in sea-water it's different. The salts in sea water are seventy-eight percent sodium chloride, fifteen percent magnesium salts, and four percent calcium salts."




      "But that's only ninety-seven percent," sang out Nega, quite critically and proud of her numerical observation. "What is the rest?"




      "Oh, just various— other— substances," whistled Posi quickly, to cover his confusion and lack of knowledge. "Yes, my darling Nega, we will meet lots of fine magnesium, sodium and calcium electrons. Oh! don't ask me! I know you want to know what these elements are. You stupid, female electron! Well, here goes! Watch your or, it!




      "Magnesium is number twelve in atomic number and has an atomic weight of twenty-four and thirty-two hundredths, taking hydrogen as 1.008. As a consequence, it has in each atom twenty-four protons like myself, and each nucleus is balanced by twelve free, orbital, negative electrons, like your own trim self. Magnesium is a silver-white metallic element, ductile and light as to its specific gravity. I once met a female electron named Mectro on the planet Venus— the planet of love. Mectro was lovely, and oh, so—"




      "Never mind about your ancient love adventures," snapped Nega in a sudden, bitter rage. "What is calcium ?"




      "Calcium," hastened Posi, anxious to cover the slip of his amorous retrospection, "has in each atom forty positive electrons (40.7) with twenty planetary negative electrons, like you. Calcium is a silver-white, soft metal of the alkaline earth group. When heated, it burns with a brilliant light and tarnishes quickly when exposed to air. And, my sweet, but ignorant, negative one, if you want to know more, calcium melts at eight hundred and ten degrees centigrade and has a specific gravity of one and fifty-six hundredths. Calcium is bivalent, a constituent of the highly basic oxide, Ca O (quicklime) and hydroxide Ca(OH) 2 (slaked lime) and other compounds valuable to these elemental humans. Those ignorant Tellurians didn't isolate it until their calendar year of Eighteen hundred and eight. Then one of their truly greatest scientists, named Davy, discovered it."
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