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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

The huge Khantangskoïe steppe, north of the Arctic Circle, spread its deserted landscape of immeasurable sadness over snowy and muddy hills, punctured by clumps of green or more often gray-brown plants. Broken in the west by the wide Khatanga River carting along huge ice floes, the Siberian tundra resumed its desolation farther on in the Taymyr Peninsula.

In -41[image: img1.png]C weather 100 men poorly dressed in rags—old military coats, hats with only a few patches of fur left, shoddy boots, legs protected slipshod against the terrible Siberian cold with burlap sacks tied around the calves—were wielding shovel or pick, digging trenches toward the river in order to drain the putrid swamps for the next thaw.

In the frozen, rock-hard mud they worked in pairs: one swinging his axe on the ground, the other clearing out the excavation by throwing shovelfuls of matter into a wheelbarrow that he would then empty into the big bucket of a tractor specially designed to work in low temperatures.

Two miles away from here, farther up Katanga Bay, stood the austere mass of the Rehabilitation Center—a concrete cube 165 feet long on every side—towering over the 20 bunkhouses that harbored the 2,000 residents to be rehabilitated. 

The sun was low on the horizon this late afternoon and cast unusually long shadows of the workers over the fissured ground.

Exhausted, his back breaking from working his shovel since dawn, Colonel Zavkom straightened up, sore and shivering in the biting wind. After two years in this Rehabilitation Center all that was left of his powerful shoulders and herculean muscles was a bony frame holding up skin cracked by the relentless cold of the steppe. Leaning on his shovel he breathed noisily in a painful grimace, as worn out as he was.

His work partner, the physicist Petkov, six years older than him, stopped swinging his axe to take a breather. His once energetic face also bore the deep scars of forced labor along with a few days’ growth of beard. Only his blue eyes still reflected some intensity that contradicted the look of a man suffering in body and mind. He turned around to look at his partner in misfortune but he barely had time to raise his arm to shield his face. The club hit Colonel Zavkom first before flogging him.

The guard dressed warmly in a thick uniform with a fur cap, a machine gun hanging over his shoulder, swung his cudgel a second time at the convicts, yelling, “The work’s not done, pigs! You’ve still got ten minutes of digging. Another break and you’ll go to the tub!”

Without saying a word the two men went back to work, gnashing their teeth. They shivered thinking of the inhuman treatment that the tub punishment meant, too frequently, alas, in the Siberian penal colonies.

In the distance the muffled shrill of the siren at the Rehabilitation Center sounded, announcing the end of the workday. The convicts straightened up, some of them wobbling, and with tools on their shoulders lined up in four columns, surrounded by the ten guards with machine guns who gave the signal to march toward camp.

When they reached the double electric fence and (for more security) the tangle of barbed wire, night was already falling. The spotlight from the watchtower on top of the guards’ cube lit up a vast, open space in front of the concrete building. The 2,000 prisoners in close ranks stood still, numb with cold, in the huge square in the middle of which 50 armed guards formed a circle around a kind of cement vat, 15 feet wide, whose frozen surface had just been broken by a team of prisoners.

The last column came up to the vat just as Gulinski, the chief of the concentration camp euphemistically called a Rehabilitation Center, was coming out of the cube. Comfortably warm in his heavy uniform, his brutish face partly covered by his fur hood, he made a sign to an officer and stopped 15 feet away from the water-filled vat with ice floating on the surface after being struck with pickaxes.

The officer, a giant with the face of a tartar, swung his baton and made seven prisoners step up to the edge of the vat. The speakers set up around the square started crackling and the cynical voice of the chief spit out, like every evening for two years, his recorded speech:

“These men have dared to break the rules of the Rehabilitation Center. Through their rebellion and their laziness they have slowed down the work of draining the swamps. Since this Center is not a place for recreation but for work, they are going to suffer their justly earned punishment. Let this example serve as a lesson to those who still hope to escape or even just laze around. The ‘tub’ is only a warning. Repeat offenders will be put to death.”

Colonel Zavkom at the front of the column groaned to his friend Petkov, “A warning! As if these poor devils could survive the awful punishment.”

“It would have been better to die on the Moon than come back here to Russia after our failure1,” Petkov the physicist whispered back.

A guard whom they had not seen come up from behind the left column rushed over to them, his weapon raised. 

“What is this?” the chief of the camp barked.

“These two men were whispering mean things about you, Chief,” the guard lied—he had simply seen their lips move—standing at attention before his superior.

“To the tub!” the brute shouted.

A glare of anger mixed with fear flashed in the eyes of the two prisoners who knew that if they protested against the lie they would still join the seven men condemned to the tub.

“Get undressed!” the tartar officer ordered, accompanying his words with blows from his baton. “You four first,” he said to the first comers.

The poor men did as told, their hands swollen from the cold, taking off their rags with tears in their eyes. One of them, a scrawny old man whose ribs poked through the white skin of his thin chest, begged them, gripping the edge of the vat. “Please, have mercy… I’m sick and…”

A kick in the back sent him toppling into the icy water that sprayed onto the three other naked prisoners shivering at the edge of the tub.

The old man sank, came back up, sank again and struggled to hang onto a big piece of ice. He coughed and breathed heavily, his eyes burning with fever, then choking he let go and with his mouth twisted in pain and suffering he died of congestion.

Then the guard pushed the other three and turned around to Zavkom and Petkov and their three companions he shouted, “Get your clothes off! Looks like the water’s just fine tonight!” He turned away laughing, which caught on with all the guards in camp.

The five convicts stood there, arms folded across their naked chest, teeth chattering, looking horrified at the ice floating back over the dying men who were struggling only feebly.

“Next!”

The guard brandished his baton. The five prisoners closed their eyes and instinctively protected their heads with their skinny arms from the blow to come. But the blow did not come. An outcry of amazement came pouring out of all lungs and even though their eyes were closed Zavkom and Petkov and the other three were blinded by a bright flash that they could not identify.

They popped open their eyes and were stunned to see that the guard was not there. In his place a black stain was in the frozen mud where the ice had melted.

The spotlight from the central watchtower shined its beam over the columns of prisoners, crossed over the 20 barracks, then came back to flood the square where the tub punishment was being carried out.

All of a sudden the metal tower holding the spotlight and a battery of twin machine guns was surrounded by a bright light. Its crossed beams seemed to suddenly glow white and in a fantastic flash the thing disappeared in silence as if it had been wiped from the landscape by a magician.

A growing commotion swept through the 2,000 convicts. The chief of the concentration camp turned livid, thrown into a panic by the incomprehensible wonder. He ran in fear to the concrete building. Watching his flight the officers and guards stood still for a moment, not knowing what to do, then suddenly the officers were seized by panic and ran after their chief to the building, the invulnerable shelter where they could confront the… What, in fact? They wondered running at full speed.

The panic soon spread to the guards who left the prisoners and did as the officers who had just disappeared under the huge concrete vault of the building’s façade.

Colonel Zavkom, the physicist Petkov and their three companions having escaped by a miracle—the word was not too strong—from the tub punishment got dressed as quickly as they could. Their numb, frozen fingers grabbed the clothes that the poor dead men in the freezing vat were no longer wearing and threw them over their own rags.

It was at this moment that the thing happened. Colonel Zavkom and Petkov, at the same time, stopped wrapping the burlap around their calves. Dumbfounded, they stood up and looked at each other blankly. In spite of the commotion among the 2,000 convicts left free, a clear, deep voice, a weird voice rang out in their minds. For, this voice, unheard by the others prisoners, came to them by telepathy.

Colonel Zavkom and you, Petkov, brave pilot of the first Russian rocket to the Moon, Zimko is speaking to you!

Nervously grabbing his friend’s arm Zavkom whispered in a hoarse voice while looking around at the deplorable setting of the concentration camp, “Petkov, it’s… the telepathic voice of Zimko, the Man from Outer Space and the Chief of the Space Commandos whom Kariven once told us about…”

“In that fiasco on the Moon? That fiasco that brought us into this death camp? Could it be? But where… where are you, Zimko?”

On the roof of the building where your executioners are hiding. Can’t you see me? They heard clearly in their heads.

They looked up at the spot. Against the background of the starry sky they could make out a silhouette that was saluting them with a raised right hand as is the custom among Polarians, those super-evolved, humanoid creatures who were watching planet Earth on board their disc-shaped spaceships called “flying saucers” by Earthlings.

Abruptly the spotlight from a corner watchtower swept over the camp and lit up the stranger on the roof of the building. The cone of light stopped, settled and framed the form of Zimko who, brightly lit up by the beam, appeared clearly to all the prisoners. Looking up at him, stunned, the convicts wondered who this man dressed in a kind of gray-green spacesuit with a transparent round helmet could be.

“Get down!” Colonel Zavkom shouted.

The rattle of a machine gun from the corner watchtower drown out his words and a hail of bullets shrieked over the roof where Zimko was standing. Even though the bullets were whistling by his ears, he seemed content to just stand there. In the square and between the buildings, at the first volley, the prisoners threw themselves to the ground. Another round of gunfire, longer than the first, ripped through the silence.

“Zimko!” Petkov howled desperately, “Get down!”

Astounded, Petkov and Zavkom watched as the lethal bullets stopped, inexplicably, ten feet in front of the Man from Outer Space and showered down harmlessly along the face of the building.

“It’s unbelievable!” Petkov said. “Zimko is probably protected by a strong magnetic field that’s stopping the bullets.”

The man from another planet, under the machine gun fire, unholstered the huge pistol hanging from his wide belt, aimed carefully at the watchtower and fired. A blue ray shot out of the barrel and struck the top of the tower. Zimko moved his wrist and brought the ray down along the metal supports and the construction suddenly lit up bright orange… then disappeared.

He put his disintegrator weapon back in the holster and pressed two buttons on a rectangular device stuck to his belt. He slowly rose up by activating his jet pack. The strange inhabitant of a solar system around the Pole Star curved through the air and landed three feet away from Zavkom and Petkov.

Astonished, not believing their eyes, they shook his hand, unable to speak. Zavkom finally stammered out feebly, “Let’s crouch down… We’re still in the line of fire from the blockhouse.”

“We’ve got nothing to fear, friends,” the Polarian declared in perfect Russian. “You’re now protected by my own magnetic field.”

A microphone emitted these words out of the tiny speaker built into the collar of his spacesuit. Then he sent out this telepathic order that echoed through the minds of the 2,000 prisoners still lying flat on the frozen ground:

Get yourselves quickly behind the barracks but don’t stand up. Crawl! Get going! he repeated telepathically when he saw that the stunned convicts did nothing. Any minute now the machine guns are going to fire on you from the blockhouse.

Finally recognizing that the “voice” was not an illusion, they hunched up, turned around and crawled and clambered out of the open area. The sinister crackle of three machine guns caught the prisoners retreating and sowed death in their helpless ranks. Zimko whipped out his two pistols and swept the concrete face of the building. The blue rays dug horizontal ditches in the façade, destroying everything up to 15 feet deep.

“Before the machine guns higher up are ready to fire,” he said, “we should have at least ten minutes. Gulinski, the chief of the death camp, is in a panic and doesn’t know what to do to get control of the situation. Come on!”

Taking the two men by the arm to keep them inside the protective magnetic field, he followed the swarm of convicts that was gradually—in complete chaos—moving away from the danger zone.

The machine guns, sooner than expected, started spitting bullets from a higher floor of the central block. Luckily, the last prisoners were just reaching the first barracks where they could find cover.

While firing on the torturers whom the concrete walls could not protect from the disintegrator ray, Zimko gave a psychic order to everyone before addressing his friends:

“Let’s get farther away from the blockhouse. It’ll be disintegrated soon by the cannon from my spaceship. I just gave orders, in fact, to Tlyka, my co-pilot, who dropped me off two hours ago in the steppe.”

He seemed to concentrate for a few minutes, then looked up. In the freezing night of the Siberian tundra the myriad stars twinkled like sparkling gemstones on the velvety screen of a cloudless sky. One of these stars moved, grew bigger, became like a phosphorescent green chip and gradually took on its true form: a ship like a lampshade topped by a dome with windows around it and with three shiny spheres underneath.

In perfect silence, as the prisoners looked on bewildered, the bright green spaceship hovered 650 feet over the blockhouse…

 

Gulinski, the chief of the concentration camp, with his fur hood thrown back, wiped his forehead. He glanced frequently at the TV screen on the wall that showed him the deserted camp piled with corpses. Only two prisoners at the side of the mysterious stranger were still walking away, the others having hidden behind the barracks.

“I’ve got Moscow on the line!” the radioman jumped out of his seat and handed his headphones to his chief.

Grabbing the microphone and nervously adjusting the headphones over his ears, out of his dry throat he shouted, “Hello, Moscow?”

“Meltnikof,” a nasally voice came back, “Commander in Chief of the Rehabilitation Centers of the Siberian Sector. Is that you, Gulinski?”

“Yes, Commander. I… I wanted to talk to Chief of the MVD2 to…”

“For any incident you should contact my command,” Meltnikof cut him off. “I’ll decide what services we have to alert. What’s this about? A revolt?”

“Worse, Commander. An enemy agent got through the electric fence and enter the camp…”

“The Rehabilitation Center,” the Commander corrected arrogantly. “You stopped him or killed him, I hope?”

“Well… We haven’t… yet been able to capture him. He’s… destroyed the central watchtower and one of the corner ones too. Now he’s got the pris… the workers hiding behind the barracks.”

“And your machine guns, you toads, are they firing gumdrops?” the Commander barked.

“He… The enemy spy has… also destroyed eight of our machine guns on the south side. He… He’s got a secret weapon… a kind of pistol firing a blue ray that destroys everything it touches.”

“Don’t try to shirk your responsibilities with a bunch of idiotic nonsense, Gulinski. You’re incompetent, get it? I’ll have you removed and brought up before a Purge Committee.”

“Commander!” Gulinski groaned. “Please believe me. My officers are witnesses to the grave events that are shaking up the camp. At this very moment the screen we’re all watching, me and my men, is showing some kind of disc-shaped ship hovering over our blockhouse! Do something, Commander! This… this ship might bomb us! Send out a squadron of jet fighters from Nordenskiöld to help us. Quick… the disc is…”

“The disc?” Meltnikof questioned after a pause. “You believe in those stories of flying saucers that delude the lecherous snakes in the west or have you been drinking?”

Angry now and thinking of nothing but saving his life, Gulinski cut off communication without worrying about the error of his ways and called the base at Nordenskiöld himself.

“Base 7 over,” he heard with relief after a few minutes of trying to “hook” on the right frequency.

“Rehabilitation Center at Khantangskoïe here. Commander Gulinski speaking. We’re under attack by an enemy agent using a powerful secret weapon! His disc-shaped plane is hovering over our blockhouse and we fear the worst… Send out a squadron of armed fighters immediately and…”

“That’s hard to believe, Commander,” the voice broke in. “The west would not be so reckless as to come and attack a Rehabilitation Center in the middle of Soviet territory. Have you reported to the Commander in Chief of your division?”

“Yes, but if we wait for orders to come out of the hierarchy, your planes won’t find anything here but ruins! Come help us right now! This disc is…”

The Nordenskiöld base never knew what Gulinski said after this. The disc-shaped spaceship called by Zimko had just fired the powerful disintegrator ray from its cannon at the concrete block. A blinding, bluish light enveloped the vast cube. Its walls glowed bright orange, pulsed briefly and faded. Five seconds later the blockhouse had disappeared, leaving a shallow black crater in its place, the only remains of its ephemeral existence.

The ship landed gently in the square, which had just served as a place of punishment for the convicts, and between the spheres of its landing gear a platform made of three telescopic tubes came down.

Zimko dragged Colonel Zavkom and the physicist Petkov forward while giving the 2,000 men hiding behind the barracks a psychic lecture:

“You’re free, friends. Zimko, Chief of the Space Commandoes in your solar system, declares it for you. I don’t have time to enter into details, but know that I wasn’t born on this planet. You can come out of hiding and gather in the open space. The blockhouse and your torturers have been destroyed.

“You’re free of their chains but being free in this country will soon find you back in the hands of those who condemned you for ‘deviation’. I am asking you, therefore, to trust me and obey my orders that, as you will soon understand, are meant only to make you free men, ready to fight to protect this freedom that you and your fellow Earthlings have a right to. For, your freedom and your lives are in serious jeopardy. Everything will be explained to you in good time.”

The convicts, still reeling under emotional shock, came out in groups, stupefied, looking skeptically (despite its physical reality) at the spaceship in the square where the blockhouse had disappeared.

“The ship you see is a Polarian spaceship from a distant planet in the solar system of the Pole Star. Your partners in misfortune here,” Zimko put his hands of the shoulders of Zavkom and Petkov, “will also tell you that you can believe me. The people of my race want only to protect you. If you follow my advice you will be able to enjoy and keep your newfound freedom.”

Colonel Zavkom and Petkov nodded their heads, too shaken up to voice their faith in their savior.

“A huge cigar-shaped spaceship will land here in 30 of your minutes in the steppe around half a mile from this camp. Leave immediately for the south. The electric fences are harmless now. At the far left of the camp you will find an opening around 80 feet wide made by the disintegrator cannon on my spaceship.

“Get going, Earthling friends, and get onto the spaceship that will be landing very soon. You’ll be safe inside and can then make yourselves useful to your fellow men. The planetary base where you will be brought already has many of your compatriots, most notably the world famous Professor Serge Yegov whom we freed this morning from another concentration camp.

“Good luck, friends. We will see each other again soon in a free world where these abominable death camps don’t existed!”

 

Zimko and the Russians marched side by side down one of the inner corridors of the disc-shaped spaceship that had just lifted off. The electro-luminescent metal walls emitted a uniform light that cast no shadows. When they entered the cockpit located on the axis of the ship, it started heading west at 50,000 feet altitude.

Zavkom and Petkov stopped inside the oval hatch, the thick, reinforced door that Zimko had just closed. 

Turning around from the half-moon shaped command post sitting in the middle of the chrome floor, a young, brown-haired woman, ravishing in a purple bodysuit that hugged her admirable form, smiled at them kindly. Helmet made of pink, phosphorescent plastic sat atop her long hair. Two flaps hanging down her cheeks and connected under her chin highlighted beautifully the dimples that gave her a little mischievous look. On her stomach the buckle of her wide belt with a strip of multi-functional electronic controls had a triple row of different colored buttons.

“Tlyka,” Zimko began, throwing his arm lovingly around the young woman’s waist, “let me introduce you to Colonel Zavkom and the physicist Petkov.”

And to the two men, embarrassed by their wretched rags, their uncleanliness and their shaggy beards, he added, “This is Tlyka, my co-pilot and my companion… for better and for worse as you Earthlings say.”


 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

“Our clothes and appearance are pretty miserable,” Colonel Zavkom said, bowing shyly before Tlyka. “But we’re still very pleased to meet you. You and Zimko saved us from a disgraceful death and…”

Cutting him short at three thanks yous Zimko said, “Let’s not talk about that, friends. We would have done it a lot earlier if we could have found you. After the destruction of your spaceship on the Moon, when we brought you back to Russia, while Jean Kariven and his team returned to Earth3, we had no idea things would turn out like this. It was only very recently that we learned of your fate: sentenced by the Purge Committee for failing to annex the Moon for Soviet power. In spite of our psychic investigative means we had a hard time finding the camp where you were sent.”

“One hour later and you would have found us as frozen corpses,” Petkov shivered to think of it. “What became of Kariven and his American friends of Operation Aphrodite?”

Zimko smiled as he noticed that the American and Russian astronauts fighting together on the Moon had cemented a warm friendship. “They are all very worried about you. We’ll see them soon because an urgent task awaits us. That’s why we freed the oppressed and are reuniting the few Earth allies we made over the past few years on your planet.”

“You mean the famous Earth-Polarian Alliance that Kariven kept talking about?”

Zimko was about to respond but a psychic warning from Tlyka gave him no time. He rushed to the radar screen and saw three bright dots growing bigger every second.

Tlyka, already before the controls, changed their flight trajectory and gained more altitude. The three blips were still getting closer.

Zimko turned on the viewer and on the tilted rectangular screen three delta-winged fighter jets were speeding at 2,500 mph toward the spaceship.

“MIG17s!” Colonel Zavkom cried out. “These fighters can go over 3,000 mph! Watch out, they’re armed with air-to-air missiles that can’t miss their target…”

Zimko veered the ship sharply at a right angle to escape the three jets that had just launched their missiles. The fighter jets turned in tight formation, corrected their course and sped off in pursuit of the flying saucer. The six missiles were approaching at terrifying speed but as they entered the magnetic field that radiated up to 1,000 feet from the disc, they exploded without reaching it.

“Space velocity!” Zimko ordered. “These idiots are going to enter our field and…”

Zavkom and Petkov, staring at the screen, instinctively backed away, dazzled by the triple orange blast of terrifying brightness. The screen no longer displayed the three demolished wrecks raining down wings and fuselage. 

“The poor guys were caught in the magnetic field of our ship that spontaneously increased when they suddenly sped up,” Zimko was appalled. “Trying to shoot us down they got too close and signed their own death warrants. The jets were alerted at the Nordenskiöld base by the Chief of the concentration camp. We should have gone straight from planetary speed into space velocity when our radar detected them. These kinds of accidents won’t happen again. There were already enough victims, to our great distress, at the start of our exploration of the planet.4”

On his psychic order Tlyka brought the ship up to 60 miles altitude and at a slower speed headed west.

“You must be anxious to take a bath and get out of those old rags,” the Man from Outer Space addressed the Russians. “We’ve slowed down so we’ll arrive at our next mission in three hours. So, you have time to freshen up. You’ll see in this cabin,” he pointed to an oval hatch, “two sterilizing showers, all necessary toiletries and enough Polarian clothes for you to make your choice and after getting dressed we’ll give you a bio-regenerator treatment that you need badly.”

 

Shaved and with their hair evened out as best they could, after the sterilizing shower of pink jets, Zavkom and Petkov appeared to Zimko in their dreadful gauntness. Dressed in bodysuits their frames were scrawny, their bones poked out of the skin stretched thinly over their chests, bearing witness to the suffering and privations endured for two years in the awful concentration camp.

The Polarian, upset by their sorry state, trembling with rage at the idea that Earthlings could torture other Earthlings like this, promised himself to crush the black sheep of this planet in order to make its still savage civilization progress into a state of wisdom and peace that has so far eluded humans.

He led them into a cabin next to the shower room in the middle of which stood two, shiny metal cubes, six feet long, three feet wide by two and a half feet tall. Five feet above them hung a kind of concave, rectangular projector out of which came a bunch of transparent arches that cascaded down to the edges of the two strange, shiny boxes.

Zimko opened a wall panel. Transparent cubes around two inches square, filled with a thick, dark red liquid, were lined up inside. In one corner of these cubes a kind of tongue stuck out, which the Polarian yanked, tipping the angle over a glass as the syrupy liquid started pouring out. He did the same with a second glass and said, “First, drink this strong restorative and lie down on the cubes there. You’ll drop off to sleep but when you wake you’ll be back to your athletic selves like you were before your internment in the death camp.”

The Russians obeyed and with a little disgust at the gelatinous look of the red liquid they brought the glasses to their lips. The restorative, however, tasted pretty good despite its unappetizing appearance. Then they slipped under the “tunnel” formed by the cylindrical arches coming down from the projectors and lay down on the chrome boxes that were surprisingly warm. The gentle warmth spread throughout their bodies. Their blood beat in their arteries and their heads felt light at the same time as a curious euphoria arose in their minds.

“What blood type are you?”

The distant, deformed voice of their savior filtered through a cottony wall.

“A… B…,” they muttered before sinking into an abyss with tenuous walls out of which came a peaceful melody of chimes, organs and harmonious murmurs.

Zimko chose two vials containing a brownish serum and injected the unconscious Russians. Then he flipped a switch in the wall and went back to type on a keyboard next to the metal cubes. The projectors flashed, then emitted a soft yellow light over the inert bodies. The arches in turn lit up and spread their golden glow over the two patients.

Once this was done Zimko pressed a button on the control panel and a soft vibration hummed in the room. Submitted to a rotational gravito-magnetic field the two skeletal bodies rose up a foot and a half off their beds and slowly started turning so that the entire surface of their anatomy could be washed by the golden, bio-regenerative rays of the astonishing installation.

Satisfied, Zimko looked at his electronic space-watch and left the cabin. Tlyka welcomed him with a sad smile. “The poor men, in such pitiful condition, they must have suffered the worst hardships.’

“There are still a lot of these unfortunate men who were deported like them to death camps. The abuse, this treatment that’s unworthy of anyone calling himself Homo Sapiens, has to stop. Now that the time has come to make official contact with the Earthlings, we’ll make sure that all these injustices come to an end. We might have to force them if the leaders don’t obey our orders, although we have nothing but their well-being in mind.”

“A thankless task for us because even if we gain some supporters, we’ll also attract the animosity and bitterness of the oppressors.”

“At the start, probably so,” Zimko admitted, “but the threat looming over Earth—when it will be unanimously recognized—will finally unify the Earthlings… at least I hope so.”

“Dear, we’re flying over Paris,” Tlyka announced as she turned on the screen.

The capital appeared, a oval smudge cut in two by the shimmering U of the Seine seen from over seven miles altitude.

 

Doctor Jean Kariven, an anthropaleontologist well known for his momentous explorations and adventures, was eating lunch with his young wife, the ravishing Yuln, and their best friends: Michel Dormoy, Robert Angelvin and their two loves Jenny and Doniatchka. Tommy (a.k.a. Kariven junior), a five-year old boy, was carefully licking the last spoonful of delicious chocolate ice cream under the amused, watchful eyes of his parents and friends.

In their luxurious apartment in Place Adolphe Cherioux Kariven and his wife often saw Dormoy and Angelvin with whom they had shared so many good and bad times that had peppered their busy life over the years.

After bringing out the liqueurs, Yuln turned on the television that was broadcasting the third newscast of the day. The speaker, with its pleasant voice, was in the middle of a story that the guests had missed:

“… this disc-shaped machine, propelled by 46 peripheral jets, can truly be called a ‘Flying Saucer’,” he smiled, “and will finally give some substance to the inconsistent stories of so-called saucers usually seen after a full meal with plenty to drink! The HQ of the United States Air Force can be proud of this beautiful construction whose secret trials over the past few months are now finished. We can hope that in the near future long-range airplanes will be replaced by this machine that is simply called a ‘Circle Wing.’ Flying Saucers are dead. Long live the Circle Wings!”

Yuln turned the knob of the TV, shaking her head. Then she sighed and looked up, “How spiritual it is! The boring speaker—and a bunch of his listeners—is making a big show about the Air Force’s declaration.”

“And nobody would know except you, Yuln,” Bob Angelvin remarked. “You’re not an Earthling but a humanoid from a solar system of the Pole Star. A perfectly human woman come from another planet actually on board a Flying Saucer that they’re mocking with so much ignorance.”

Kariven shrugged his shoulders. “Bah, the day will come when these champions of human stupidity will be very sorry about their mistake and…”

That day has come, Kariven.

Kariven stopped, stupefied. His friends jumped up along with his wife. The same words had simultaneously come into their minds.

“Zimko! Dear Zimko!” Yuln babbled, her eyes filling with tears of joy.

Yes, little sister, the “voice” resumed telepathically. Tlyka and I are drifting seven miles above Paris right now. Excuse me, friends, for reading your thoughts, the psychic voice addressed the guests.

“Do you mean to say that it’s time for official contact of our race with the Earthlings?” Yuln asked aloud while her young son Tommy, flabbergasted, went looking for where the words he heard in his head were coming from.

Yes, Yuln. Right now we’re gathering the members of the Earth-Polarian Alliance that we have on the planet, as few as they might be. When everyone is together on our secret base, real official contact will take place. But first, a message for Jenny: Tell your father immediately so he can alert the members of his organization5 who should be ready to carry out our orders at the appointed time. The Investigative Committee on Flying Saucers that he’s directed in France for years will be of great use to us. Every one of his investigators or correspondents spread around the country will be needed to contact and help the people. With their advice and explanations they’ll avoid panic among the deniers of flying saucers who are unconsciously afraid. The plan of action patiently waited for years by evolved minds whom we trust is finally entering its active phase.  I’m also giving the same psychic message to our friends of the Investigative Committees in Italy, Belgium, England, Africa, the three Americas, India, Australia and New Zealand. 

Here, then, is the general order. Tonight at 10 pm local time head for the site of our first landing in France, at Guyancourt6. A spaceship will come to get you and take you to our secret base, Agharti, in the heart of Tibet, where we will join you a few hours later. I hope that the time will allow you to take care of any urgent business before leaving France.

As you know, Yuln, during the next few days the Social Services of Agharti will take care of Tommy. Therefore, you can leave behind all the things that an Earthling mother would bring with her. I’m giving you this advice because since you’ve been living on this planet, you must have acquired a real Earthling frame of mind.

“You can stop teasing me now,” she smiled, automatically petting her son’s blonde curls.

One more piece of advice, friends, Tlyka cut in telepathically. Zimko forgot to say that the pilots of the spaceship that will pick you up tonight are not human. So, don’t be too surprised by their appearance. Yuln will explain to you about their morphological differences.

“Thank you, Tlyka,” it was Kariven’s turn to smile. “Yuln described to us in detail a long time ago the different races of your admirable society of Federated Worlds. We won’t commit any indiscretions in the presence of your allies and friends who are also ours.”

 

In his house in Los Angeles, Professor Red Harrington, eminent physicist and mathematician, was chatting amiably over a double whiskey with Commander Mark Taylor of the Strategic Air Command. A warm Pacific breeze was gently rustling the bushes outside the bay window, which was open on this beautiful spring evening.

“Come on, Mark, don’t look so worried,” Professor Harrington said, pouring another glass of whiskey for his old friend.

“I’d like to see you in my place, Reed,” the officer grumbled, sitting in his Air Force uniform decorated with his rank, Command Pilot: two blue wings framing the stylized American insignia topped by a five-pointed star circled with a crown of leaves. “Do you know that by abandoning my post I can be indicted by the war council? Court Martials are no joking matter!”

“I know, Mark, but you belong like me to the Earth-Polarian Alliance. By obeying Zimko’s orders you’ll be serving your country better than by remaining here in your daily routine. Plus, our Polarian friend’s message suggested that our stay in Agharti would not be long. Afterward you’ll be brought back to Muroc7 and you can rejoin your unit that will have received government orders following the official contact of the Polarians with Washington. Given our personalities, you in the secret services and me in science, we’ll be promoted to important positions in the Alliance. Only the regional investigators and correspondents studying flying saucers will be left in place and receive orders from the head of their organization. For us, you have to understand, it’s very different.”

“I know all that, Reed, but I’m military and a superior officer in the Special Services to boot. Discipline is something I can’t break.”

“Does that mean you’re dropping the whole thing?” Harrington asked.

“Of course not!” the officer raised his voice, torn by conflicting feelings. “I’m going to set things straight with my boss, General Miller.”

“But Zimko’s orders are confidential for the moment. No one is supposed to know that Earthlings have been colluding for years with these highly evolved beings from another planet.”

“Listen, Prof, General Miller, the Commander in Chief of the western experimental bases, knows that flying saucers exist and that they come from the system around the Pole Star. And you don’t know that. Besides, wasn’t he there when Daisy landed, the first US rocket to come back to Earth after exploring the Moon?8 Didn’t he examine the films showing the extraordinary Polarian base set up on our satellite in the Aristarchus crater? And finally, wasn’t he convinced of the authenticity of the photographs in which our entire team is pictured in spacesuits with three Polarians in front of the squadron of flying saucers lined up on the astrodrome outside the dome?”

“Sure,” the mathematician agreed, “but he won’t look kindly on an inferior officer, even a Commander of the Special Service, knowing about the future and having contact with Polarians while he remains in the dark.”

“Well, he won’t go after me. And I think he’ll…”

The sound of the telephone ringing interrupted him. Harrington picked it up and after a moment held it out to his friend, “It’s for you.”

“Commander Taylor here.”

“Hello Taylor, this is General Miller. I called Muroc where your second-in-command informed me you were at Harrington’s.”

Mark Taylor leaned over so that his friend could listen in.

“I have a funny feeling,” General Miller continued in his deep voice, “that you’re about to ask for special permission for an unspecified leave. Am I wrong, Taylor?”

Taken aback by the sudden declaration he coughed and stammered, “Um… um, General, I recognize that…”

“Granted,” the general broke in. “I’ll make the necessary arrangements with your base. Have a good time and… bon voyage!”

The General Miller’s hearty laugh echoed in the phone before a click put on end to it—he had hung up.

“Now that’s something else,” Taylor huffed in astonishment as he hung up the phone.

“So, everything’s following the well-orchestrated plan,” Professor Harrington observed. “If it wasn’t, Zimko would surprise me. Here you are rid of your fears and anxiety. You won’t be abandoning your post since your big boss just gave you an ‘unlimited’ leave!”

The officer gulped down his whiskey, wrung his hands and grabbed the telephone, beaming with joy. “Finally, this damn official contact is going to take place! I’ll alert Kurt Streiler, Rudy Clark and all our brave partners from Operation Aphrodite!” He looked at his watch and as he dialed the first number he added, “They’ll have seven hours to get to the site chosen by Zimko where the spaceship will pick us all up.”

 

The Guyancourt airfield, lacking hangars and control tower because it was very rarely used, was a stretch of deserted land with clumps of grass. The night was warm and the moon, high up in the sky, shined brightly on the group formed of Kariven, Yuln, their son and their friends smoking nervously next to their cars.

Tom, who was enjoying immensely this nocturnal outing in the country, was jumping around in the grass despite his mother’s scolding as she tried to keep him by her side.

Robert Angelvin and his wife Jenny were talking with her father, Fred Reynal, Director of the Investigative Committee that had been studying UFOs in France for years.

Michel Dormoy and his wife Doniatchka were chatting with two of Reynal’s investigators who were supposed to drive the cars back to Paris after they left.

“Ten o’clock,” Doniatchka said. “The spaceship should be in sight.”

“They were delayed over Russia where MIGs have been patrolling constantly since this morning,” Yuln explained. “I just picked up the pilots’ thoughts. They won’t be long now. Being Wolfian—meaning from a planet in the solar system that you call Wolf 359—they aren’t telepathic but can communicate psychically with us Polarians thanks to a mechano-psychic amplifier.”

Fifteen minutes later a fluorescent green disc appeared in the sky and came down quickly with a strange, pendulum swinging motion and landed softly on the ground not far from those waiting there.

A hundred feet in diameter, the spaceship’s green glow slowly faded after it had landed. Between the three landing spheres a platform came out attached to two telescopic tubes and standing on which was a small creature dressed in a gray spacesuit. Around four feet tall, the being whose body was hidden inside the suit waddled toward the group.

Yuln stepped forward, speaking into its mind, I’m happy to meet you Ruanoor. My friends and I are ready to follow you.

The tiny being pressed a series of buttons on its belt and a voice came out speaking French, “I’m very honored to be able to offer my Fimn’has to the sister of our venerated chief, Zimko.”

“But… you speak French,” Yuln was surprised.

“Zimko decided around a k’bog ago to teach us a few languages spoken on this planet in view of the future contact with its inhabitants. All the members of the Space Commandos, Wolfians, Polarians and Centaurians, are now able to understand and speak French, English, German, Russian and Spanish. Some can even speak many more languages.”

Everyone listened, pleasantly surprised, to this creature from another world expressing himself in perfectly correct French. Not wanting to look too obviously curious, they tried not to stare at his big, bulging, vertical eyes in a furry black face that the transparent Xoning of his round helmet let them see.

Kariven, Angelvin, Dormoy and their friends said goodbye to Reynal and his two investigators, then headed for the spaceship behind Ruanoor. The platform carried them into the body of the ship that did not wait long to take off, resuming its weird green luminescence. In the cockpit, leaning over the screen, they saw the three automobiles get smaller along with those they had left with the mission to prepare the people for extraordinary events.

The air in the spaceship had been treated for the Earthlings for this voyage, so Ruanoor posted at the controls with his spacesuit on. At his side was Woodna, his Wolfian compatriot and assistant working as space radar specialist. She examined the radar screen with her right eye while her left, bulging curiously from its socket, watched the newcomers whom she had had just welcomed.

At 3,000 mph the Fimn’has sped eastward at more than nine miles high. At this altitude and speed no city was discernible. Only the outlines of mountains or big rivers appeared briefly through holes in the cloud layers that drifted over Eastern Europe.

Ruanoor fiddled with a wavelength selector and caught the Soviet network. Doniatchka Dormoy saw and heard a televised speech by Marshal Gorochenko, Chief of the USSR’s armed forces. 

Her friends saw her suddenly turn pale and even though they did not understand a word of the speech they knew that it was the cause of her emotion. None of them dared to question her, afraid that she would miss something that would keep her from telling them the whole meaning of the whole speech—quite violent, judging by the tense face of Marshal Gorochenko and by his explosive voice accompanied by forceful gestures on the screen.

The supreme chief of the red army ranted for ten minutes and concluded with a menacing attitude. He stood up and disappeared to be replaced on the screen by a speaker whom Doniatchka turned away from. In a flat voice she translated:

“Gorochenko, the spokesman for the Supreme Soviet, just confirmed with belligerent threats the official protest of Moscow against Washington at five o’clock, Moscow time. In the terms of this protest Gorochenko reproached the United States Air Force for shooting down three soviet fighter jets over northern Siberia. These jets were pulverized in mid-air by the Circle Wing prototype whose successful trials the TV revealed today.

“Marshal Gorochenko is calling for the execution of the guilty parties and demands immediate reparation from the American government. Moreover, he says that if another incident occurs diplomatic relations will be broken off and he confirms that the Soviet Air Force also has a Circle Wing as powerful if not more so than the American’s. There’s no need to highlight the poorly veiled threat of this revelation.”

Everyone looked at each other, appalled by the abrupt surge in international tension. Suddenly Zimko’s face appeared on the screen.

“No!” he shouted. “The Americans did not shoot down the soviet MIGs. They fired on my Fimn’has after I picked up Petkov and Zavkom in the death camp. The jets chased us. They entered our negative gravito-magnetic field and were instantly torn apart. There were witnesses on the ground who reported to the Russian authorities all the details of what they took for aerial combat. By a stroke of fate the Air Force had just announced to the public the existence of a long-range Circle Wing. The plane looks vaguely like a Fimn’has, so the Russians concluded that the Circle Wing had violated their air space and being surprised by the fighter jets had shot them down.

“This unfortunate incident, however, will have no serious consequences because in 24 hours I will have ordered the official contact with the Earthlings on both sides of the iron curtain. I will explain personally to the Supreme Soviet about the causes of the accident and will thus erase all suspicions of our unjustly accused American friends. Consequently, after our peaceful intervention, the cold war will end.”

 

Forty-five hundred miles from Earth, in a small reconnaissance spaceship, two green creatures with scaly skin and toothless, turtle-like faces, were running their clawed fingers over the electronic keyboard of a viewing device. On the round, convex screen appeared a being identical to them: a green, lizard-skinned pseudo-man.

“Og’nka here,” one of the two pilots said, “on board the patroller Zign’og of the Space Freedom Forces of Omynk. We were able to intercept a televised message from Zimko, our implacable enemy, who said he was about to get in contact with the primitives of planet 3 of this solar system. In a very short time a space squadron should be approaching this world where two continents are fighting with each other. An insignificant incident—three fighter jets accidentally destroyed by the magnetic field of Zimko’s spaceship—will give us the opportunity to escalate the discord on the planet and thereby compromise Zimko’s chance of success. Here’s what we recommend immediately…”

 

In the Fimn’has that was transporting them to Agharti, Kariven and his friends, reassured by Zimko’s speech, had no idea that the televised message had been intercepted by an enemy patrol.

The Denebian monsters were now speeding through outer space to their secret base on an asteroid between the orbits of Mars and Jupiter.


 

CHAPTER III

 

 

From all the countries on the globe where they had just boarded the representative members of the Earth-Polarian Alliance, 20 flying saucers were converging on Asia. Flying silently at 23 miles altitude the spaceships met over Everest and in triangular formation headed northeast into eastern Tibet.

On the viewer screens the landscape scrolled by rapidly, chaotic, mountainous, rent by deep valleys with snow-covered slopes or barred by glaciers.

To the north of the Kham province, the Fimn’has flew over Djogar-Tong and around 60 miles from Barka-Tala they stopped, hovering over a twin chain of mountains with jagged peaks, a few of which pierced the thick blanket of clouds.

The austere and Dantean landscape exuded savage grandeur. Absolutely isolated from all trails taken by the Sherpas or Buddhist pilgrims, this mountainous region could go for centuries without seeing a human footprint on the ground. The Tibetans avoided it with a particularly superstitious fear: dreadful legends spread from Kouen-Lun to Assam about the mysterious mountains, the home of “Gods from the Heavens”.

Only a few contemplative hermits, the Gomchen, could nod their head with an enigmatic smile when a traveler questioned them on the truth of these legends. Nothing in the world could make these old ascetics reveal the exact location of Agharti, the underground city where the King of the World lived alongside the Polarians, known then as the “Dragons of Wisdom”9.

From the unmoving squadron one spaceship broke away and slowly descended diagonally—guided by radar—through the thick clouds sitting on top of the mountains. The ship came out vertically and hovered over a huge egg-shaped rock around 250 feet in diameter. Imperceptibly the rock trembled, pivoted and revealed a circular opening around 150 feet wide. Its smooth walls looked metallic and emitted a blue light, dropping deep down into the heart of the mountain.

The spaceship started moving again, swinging slightly, and all of a sudden it dropped straight down into the gaping hole. Right behind it, one by one, the other Fimn’has came out of the clouds and followed the leader. When the last disc was gone the gigantic oval rock pivoted back and silently closed the access to the secret base.

After a dizzying 3,000-foot descent, the 20 spaceships streamed out through an opening in the pit that emptied into a huge, artificial cavern, over 2,000 feet high and twice as big in diameter. Its super-metal ceiling, coated with a blue glazed material, spread a light like the day over a fantastic pyramid city: Agharti, the Polarian base established on Earth unbeknownst to humans. The buildings were entirely metal, pierced with countless xoning windows, constructed in terraces that connected to each other via spiral airways. Soaring arches, busy with transparent, spherical vehicles, spanned the buildings in a harmonious, multi-colored maze.

Around the city was a vast astrodrome where hundreds of spaceships were lined up, flying saucers to the Earthlings and Fimn’has (their real name) to the Polarians.

From the 20 ships that had just landed a crowd of Earthlings of all nationalities came out. Among them were Kariven, his wife, their son, Tommy, the Dormoys, the Angelvins, Professor Harrington, Commander Mark Taylor, Lieutenant Rudy Clark and the physicist Kurt Streiler.

Yuln looked tenderly at Agharti, the unforgettable secret city where she had stayed with her brother and their fellow Polarians before meeting the man who would become her husband. 

With a word from Ruanoor, the Wolfian pilot who had brought together the squadron over the Himalayas, the Earthlings followed him over the path leading into the city. On the airway passing between the terraced, metal buildings the Polarians, Wolfians and Centaurians—the tiny creatures, three feet tall with orange human faces and wearing spacesuits—whom they met greeted them by raising their right hand. Their faces glowed with great joy at the prospect of brotherly contact between their people and the human race.

The hundred Earthlings were brought into a semi-circular amphitheater of Babylonian proportions.

At a kind of long, metal table full of buttons, dials and multi-colored, blinking lights and surmounted by ten television screens Zimko, the Chief of the Space Commandos appointed for this solar system by the Supreme Council of the Federated Worlds, was waiting for them. At his sides were seated the chiefs of the Lunar, Martian, Venusian, Jovian, Uranian and Plutonian bases, flanked by superior officers of the Wolfian and Centaurian races. These latter did not breathe the same air as their Polarian allies who had human morphology and physiology, so they were in their spacesuits.

“Welcome to Agharti, Earthling Friends,” Zimko greeted them raising his right hand. “Some of you are coming here for the first time. Others have already been to this base, such as Kariven, Dormoy, Angelvin and their wives who are the French representatives of the Earth-Polarian Alliance. You won’t stay long in Agharti. 24 hours more or less during which time you will study together how we plan to make official and public contact with your fellow Earthlings who still don’t know of our existence.”

Turning to a tall Polarian wearing a black bodysuit, his thumbs casually stuck in his belt, the Man from Outer Space added, “I want to introduce you to Nheg Honky, Commander in Chief of the Information Services of the Federated Worlds, who will tell you the decisive reasons for our anticipated arrival on your planet.”

Honky spoke for more than an hour, first telling the history of the Space Commandos, then giving his audience the information they would need to present to their governments when the Polarians made contact. He showed how this combined action would allow the heads of the terrestrial powers to judge the good intentions of the “Man from Outer Space” and greatly facilitate their communication.

After he had finished Zimko stood up. “Earthling Friends, do any of you have any questions or remarks? Any suggestions?”

Colonel Zavkom and the physicist Petkov in their dark red bodysuits stood up together. The accelerated bio-regenerator treatment had done its duty. Their muscular torsos and limbs filled out the Polarian uniform wonderfully. They looked nothing like the starved, skeletal prisoners they were in the dreadful camp of Khantangskoïe.

“Friend Zimko,” Zavkom began, “maybe our American, French, English or Italian brothers can, without fear, introduce themselves to their governments as members of the Earth-Polarian Alliance, but it’s not the same with us Soviets. Being freed from the death camp by your charitable action, if we go back to Russia we’ll be executed without getting anywhere near the Supreme Soviet. Our sacrifice will be in vain.”

“I’ve thought of your delicate situation, Zavkom, and I don’t intend for you or Petkov to announce our arrival to your government. I’ll leave this process to the Earthlings living in free countries. You will still have a similar role to play, but not alone. I will be with you.

“Now, Friends, you should probably get some rest or something to eat because it was nighttime when many of you left. Tomorrow a major task awaits you. At dawn the final orders will be given and the same spaceships that brought you here will take you back to your home countries.”

To Kariven and his French friends he said, “You’ll get back home between 8 and 10am and before noon, GMT time, you’ll have to gather all the members of the Alliance you’re in touch with to make a delegation at precisely 3 pm to the President.”

To everyone again he announced, “Here now, by nationality, are the times that have to be kept by the members of the Alliance. For those in the USA, first of all, on the west coast…”

 

In the control tower of the Orenburg airport in the Bashkirs, more than 185 miles to the southeast of Moscow, the radar men were going crazy evaluating the speed of the blip appearing and disappearing on their fluorescent radarscope.

“Look, Vassily!” one of the operators shouted, pointing at the numbers that had just lined up on the paper. “The thing is going almost 6,000 mph heading northwest! At this speed it’ll be over Moscow in… eight minutes! What do you think it is?”

“Nie znayu,10” the other answered, goggling at the figures. “I’ll alert Moscow…” 

He feverishly adjusted the knobs on the transmitter and a few seconds later the control tower at the airport in Moscow captured their call and explained, “We were told five minutes ago about the trajectory of this object when it passed over Tashkent in Turkestan. We took immediate measures to defend against it. It’s no doubt the Circle Wing whose capabilities were revealed on American radio. This violation of our air space by the dirty, capitalist rats will cost them dearly!”

 

Zimko’s spaceship slowed down over the suburbs southeast of Moscow and ended up hovering around seven miles over the soviet capital. The sun, almost at its zenith, shined brightly on a layer of clouds concealing the Russian metropolis.

Colonel Zavkom and the physicist Petkov were nervous as they attentively watched the Polarian adjusting the controls of the special transmitter designed to send his voice over the frequencies used by the Earthlings. Tlyka, in the meantime, was turning a calibrated dial and watching the slow change in an oscillating needle on a little screen.

“All broadcasts and radio communication are cut off,” she said when the needle stopped. “You can send your message, Zimko. The authorities and the Russian people can hear it and nothing else… Watch out!” she suddenly cried out on seeing six MIGs appear on the viewer, shooting straight up out of the cloud carpet toward their ship.

With unimaginable swiftness Zimko made his Fimn’has jump up 50 miles and then stop. In the cockpit—protected from the powerful effects of the acceleration by the negative gravito-magnetic field created by the spaceship—the occupants felt nothing of the upward leap. In any other plane the force of inertia of the passengers would have literally crushed them to the metal floor.

The fighter jets 12 miles below were wheeling under the ship that had escaped not only to protect itself from their missiles, which the pilots believed, but also to avoid destroying them by contact with the magnetic field surrounding the ship.

Zimko leaned over the microphone and spoke in Russian:

“This is Zimko, Chief of the Space Commandos from the solar system of the Pole Star, speaking to you from a disc-shaped spaceship hovering over Moscow. This message is particularly meant for Marshal Gorochenko, Commander in Chief of the Soviet Armed Forces. In spite of the resemblance to the Circle Wing of the US Air Force, our ship is not a terrestrial airplane. It is a spaceship that brought us to your planet. Our intentions are peaceful. We want to be in contact with the Supreme Soviet. At this very moment, in all the capitals on Earth, similar contact is being established with other governments. Out ship suddenly shot up at the approach of the six jets launched against us not to escape them but to protect them from being destroyed by entering our magnetic field. The three MIGs that blew apart over Khantangskoïe were not shot down by an American Circle Wing as you believed. They got too close to our disc and instantly suffered the effects of our negative magnetic field. It was a regrettable accident and we are extremely sorry.

“Marshal Gorochenko, are you listening? If so, answer me on whatever frequency you desire. Our electronic selector will automatically tune yours to ours.”

Less than 30 seconds after this request the voice of Marshal Gorochenko came through the speaker over the blank screen:

“Marshal Gorochenko here. I didn’t hear the beginning of your message but you must recognize how strange you sound. Nothing proves that you’re telling me the truth. Nevertheless, I honestly have to admit that you’re not acting like an enemy plotting a surprise attack. You claim to come from… from another planet? You know that this sounds like pure fantasy. But it’s hard for me to believe that the Americans would push this joke—doubtful and dangerous for them—so far as to taunt us over Moscow. This being said, and holding back any talk of your origin, what do you want and expect in hovering like this over our territory where you have no business?”

“We simply want to land safely and have contact with you in the presence of the Supreme Soviet,” the Man from Outer Space repeated. “To do this and in the interests of your pilots, we ask you to send away those jets that have been circling under us for 15 minutes.”

There was a long moment of silence before the Marshal’s voice came back. “Your request to land is also very unusual since you’re asking unconditionally for us to send away our jets. Until we are better informed about the danger that your magnetic field presents, as you say, we do not believe you. You seem to be in a revolutionary… extraordinary plane, based on its speed evaluated by our bases, but…”

“Enough of these empty words, Marshal Gorochenko,” the Polarian broke in calmly and without hostility. “Your distrust is out of place. Order your fighters to stay 1,300 feet away from our spaceship. We’re going to land in Red Square. If you don’t give the order, you yourself are signing the pilots’ death warrant. Our magnetic field has a range of almost 800 feet on the move and 1,000 hovering at a fixed point. You are, therefore, warned. If your MIGs breach these limits our field will destroy them.

“I repeat, we are coming as peaceful ambassadors of an extra-terrestrial race. We will be unarmed, our hands empty and you will see that our tight-fitting bodysuits can hide no weapons. Two of your compatriots will be with us. They are members of the Earth-Polarian Alliance, a secret, eminently peaceful organization that has recruited certain evolved Earthlings over the years. You know these two soviet citizens personally… seeing that it was on your order that they were deported to the concentration camp in Khantangskoïe. I’m talking about Colonel Zavkom and the physicist Petkov.”

“You… You’re the one who destroyed the camp… the Rehabilitation Center!” Marshal Gorochenko barked. “And you pretend to be peaceful after slaughtering soviet officers and guards in…”

“We are peaceful,” Zimko interrupted calmly, “but we also have an immoderate love of Justice. Your guards and officers were just butchers, executioners, torturers whose abominable crimes sully your race! We are on Earth to protect humans from a menace coming from outer space but also to keep such abuses from happening again. Now, Marshal Gorochenko, we’re going to land. You alone carry the responsibility of your pilots’ death if you don’t order them to back off immediately.”

With this warning Zimko cut communication. His spaceship, with the usual rocking motion, started coming down fast. Long before he reached the cloud carpet the six MIGs shot off in all directions as fast as their jet engines could move them.

Zimko, Petkov and Zavkom smiled at each other seeing the planes fly off, already into the Moscow suburbs more than four miles away.

The snow-covered soviet metropolis was bathed in dim light. A recent snowfall had dropped another white layer that the cold had frozen. The spaceship landed gently in Red Square to the east of Lenin’s mausoleum.

Countless Muscovites who were stunned to hear their radio broadcasts replaced by Zimko’s weird speech, came from all over, running on the packed snow, stuffed into their fur coats and wool caps. An envoy of military trucks led by a half-track vehicle with a turret gun was speeding toward the landing site.

Zimko left the window amused by the deployment of force and by the astonishment on the onlookers’ faces. “These Earthlings don’t seem to know very well the rules of hospitality,” he smiled at Tlyka. We’re going out there. If anything goes wrong, fire the paralyzing rays at maximum range. You can listen in psychically to our meeting with Marshal Gorochenko and you’ll know as well as I if an intervention is necessary. We’ll keep our promise of going unarmed to the Supreme Soviet but in spite of everything we’ll be protected by our individual magnetic field.”

Turning to Zavkom and Petkov he continued, “Turn on the heating elements in your bodysuits. The thermometer in Moscow right now is down to -17[image: img1.png]C.”

The two men turned a little knob on the left side of their belt, flipped a switch activating the magnetic field generator and were ready to leave.

When they had stepped off the platform that came down between the landing spheres, the thermostat automatically regulated the temperature of their suits and a gentle warmth washed over them. The onlookers, wisely stayed 300 yards from the flying saucer, watched them curiously and were stunned to see that they were not shivering in just a meager bodysuit at this temperature.

The three men marched toward a group of officers standing motionless before a splendid Zim, as long and classy as a Cadillac. Without suspecting that one of the strangers was reading their thoughts like an open book, the officers examined them from head to toe. Suspiciously their eyes lingered on the big buckle of their belt that was full of tiny controls. Then they concentrated their attention on their faces.

Zimko stopped in front of the Commander of the MVD, strapped into a black uniform, whom he saluted by raising his right hand to his shoulder. The other, surprised, did not finish his traditional salute but hesitated before responding clumsily with the same gesture.

“Commander Prokofiev, attaché of Marshal Gorochenko,” he introduced himself. “The Marshal is waiting for you in his headquarters. He asked me to come and welcome you.”

“Glad to meet you, Commander Prokofiev. Colonel Zavkom, Dr. Petkov and myself are ready to follow you.”

Prokofiev cast a final, ambiguous glance at their belt buckles and opened the back door of the Zim, inviting the “ambassadors” to enter.

 

Marshal Gorochenko was standing in the middle of the members of the Supreme Soviet that, by a happy coincidence, was in session that day.

The long walls of the huge room where the assembly met was lined up with men in the black uniform of the MVD. They had been summoned urgency and as the Nagans in their holsters proved they were more than ready to take on the role of bodyguard.

Accompanied by Zavkom and Petkov, Zimko walked quickly and confidently. Their boots echoed on the floor of precious wood with multicolored inlay. Their decisive attitude and their imposing bearing made a strong impression of these politicians used to seeing their subjects grovel at their feet.

Zimko and his companions greeted the members of the Supreme Soviet following Polarian custom. 

President Koulski responded with a slight bow. “I presume that in the presence of extra-terrestrial ambassadors, the traditional ‘We welcome you’ is in order. Nevertheless… Sirs (Zimko read a trace of irony in these words) as Marshal Gorochenko quite rightly told you, although your landing in the middle of Moscow doesn’t fail to surprise, we are not so convinced of your… true origin. Nor are we absolutely assured of your intentions.”

Zimko gave him a friendly smile and said, “It is likely that in your place, President, I would act with the same reserve. However, are we supposed to prove our extra-terrestrial origin by taking you on board our spaceship and flying you off to our solar system? Would you even accept such an offer?”

The President coughed with great distinction and replied, “Such an offer—tempting in theory—bears certain, um, risks, don’t you think, considering our suspicions?”

“I have the feeling,” Zimko smiled again, “that this game of cat and mouse will only end in a stalemate. My human form shocks you because in the mind of an Earthling the inhabitants of other planets should necessarily look like a ‘Martian’ monster as your cartoonists depict. This is not always true. The Denebian races, from the Deneb solar system, and the Procyonian, from the sun Procyon, are indeed monstrous to the human eye. Furthermore, these monsters are our enemies… and yours, without you knowing it, because they’re after your whole solar system and your planet in particular.”

The Polarian turned his head a little, stared at Marshal Gorochenko, then brought his attention back to President Koulski. “Marshal Gorochenko is still convinced that we’re unbelievably reckless American spies. And he sees our spaceship as the Circle Wing whose existence was revealed by the Air Force. A doubt remains in you, Mr. President, but more restrained because for years you’ve examined, growing more ill at ease, the reports sent by your bases about the observations of our ships called flying saucers by your kind. Without believing completely in the extra-terrestrial origin of these discs, your mind was still shaken up. Moreover, your spies operating on American territory have always submitted unquestionable reports: no US research center of unmanned aircraft could have perfected such a revolutionary spaceship.”

Very impressed by this “clairvoyance” the President of the Supreme Soviet shot a hard look at the speaker. “Are you trying to…”

“Exactly, Mr. President,” Zimko cut him off. “I’m trying to prove to you that I’m telepathic, a pretty rare phenomenon among men, especially for FBI agents! I can easily give you more proof…” Turning to Marshal Gorochenko he observed, “Marshal, you’re cooking up a plan right now that can’t succeed. You’re hoping that we’ll make the slightest gesture so you can give the order to your MVD men to shoot us.”

His face turned pale, the Marshal showed his absolute astonishment. 

Without giving him time to speak Zimko continued, “Imagine, Marshal, that we just made a suspicious movement and you order your men to fire on us… Go on, do it,” he insisted. “No harm will come either to us or to the shooters.”

After a shock of surprise the President ordered, “Shoot these men!”

The MVD agents hesitated only an instant. They unholstered their Nagans and fired almost at the same time. The huge room resounded with gunfire and the sharp odor of gunpowder mixed with the smoke coming out of the muzzles.

Zimko, Colonel Zavkom and Dr. Petkov looked wryly at the hail of bullets that slammed against their magnetic field and fell ten feet from them.

President Koulski was panting heavily, not trying to hide his confusion. “I… This experiment seems conclusive. Human technology has not yet developed such a system of protection. Does it use the same principle of the force fields of your… spaceships?”

“Pretty much the same principle, Mr. President. I’m glad to read in your mind the decision to welcome us as peaceful ambassadors. At the appropriate time and with your consent I will bring you to our space base where you can judge for yourself the technical level of our civilization. For now, we have more pressing problems.

“We Polarians have decided to intervene in the internal affairs of Earth nations in order to unite all their inhabitants… and this in order to confront a dreadful danger that is looming over your planet. The first phase of this program is a global meeting of all the heads of state. This meeting must conclude with a pact of planetary defense, therefore a union, to which we will contribute by providing weapons capable of matching those of the enemy.”

“May I?” the President asked. “This meeting, which I am not, in theory, hostile to, will take place in Moscow, of course?”

Zimko shook his head. “Not in Moscow, not in Washington DC but in an absolutely neutral location: our space base 1 that orbits 600 miles away from Earth. Thus, the heads of state won’t refuse to come, as they usually do when they have to go to one country or another.”

“Hmm, it’s rather unexpected as a meeting place…”

“True but do you see any region on this planet where the heads of state would eagerly accept to go?” Faced with a skeptical, sullen look he continued, “The assembly, therefore, will take place on our space base 48 hours from now. Spaceships will land in every capital and board the heads of state who have been informed of our offer. It’s only during the global meeting that we’ll give the outlines of our mutual cooperation before concluding with the Earthly unity for the greatest benefit of humanity… and its safety. Before anything, Mr. President, I ask you to release immediately the hundreds of thousands of political exiles being tortured in your concentration camps.”

This remark startled the President, who reacted with indignation, mixed with a certain embarrassment. “The Rehabilitation Centers are not concentration camps…”

“Maybe you’d prefer us to go ahead and free them ourselves?” Colonel Zavkom insinuated, red-faced with anger at the obvious dishonesty of the President. “My comrade Petkov and I suffered two long years in those vile penal colonies unworthy of homo sapiens!”

Zimko raised his hand to call for calm. “I’m sure, my friend Zavkom, that President Koulski will do his duty to free the innocent men. He’s going to order their immediate release to prove his sincere repentance. Isn’t that right, Mr. President?”

The latter clenched his fists and jaws and spit out, “Is that a threat?”

“Not at all. Just some advice dictated with a view to justice and humanity. This humanity for which you claim a desire for peace and love,” the Man from Outer Space said calmly. “You cannot build a powerful, united and prosperous civilization except with people living together in harmony. A race that seeks to dominate others and that oppresses those who don’t share its authoritarian views or its dictatorial doctrines is a fallen race. Such a race doesn’t deserve the freedom and independence that it refuses to some of its children.

“We Polarians refuse to tolerate injustice and the abuse of power that results from it. If all the peoples of Earth unite to reject our offer of peace and selfless aide aiming to improve the destiny of Earthlings, we will bow out and leave your planet to its pitiful fate… and to the mercy of the Denebians and Procyonians. But such is not the case. Millions of inhabitants of this planet have been hoping for our arrival. These good people, from the humble worker to the brilliant scientific researcher, aspire to an era of peace, abundance and joy when suffering, hunger and injustice will be a thing of the past. This era has come. It will start, unfortunately, with an interplanetary war—interstellar even—but will end in peace for the planets that men, finally united, will be able to visit like so many Promised Lands.

“Does this plan satisfy you at all, Mr. President?”

Struggling inside, the Chief of the Supreme Soviet felt the eyes of all those around focused on him. Would he lose face by obeying the “advice” of this being from another planet? Wouldn’t it be turned around by members of the more or less open opposition?

“In all honesty,” Zimko asked after seeing through his thoughts, “does your office as President have any value beyond the safety of hundreds of thousands of innocent people? That such a thought would cross your mind leaves me puzzled.”

Taken aback by this moral slap, the President stiffened up and called out to Colonel Rostof, head of the MVD and director of all the so-called Rehabilitation Centers in Russia, “Colonel Rostof! Give an order immediately to free all the political prisoners and make sure that they get home safely. All guards and officers who do not follow this order and do not treat the prisoners humanely will be shot! I’m holding you personally responsible for any failure to follow this order.”

Turning to Zimko, he muttered, “I’m ready to contribute as far as is in my power to your… magnificent project of global union. I hope you’re sincere and have in mind only the love our race, which is the sister of yours.”


 

CHAPTER IV

 

 

Kariven, who had just got back to Paris with his wife and friends, was holding a meeting in his apartment. Their return from Agharti, the Polarian base hidden in the heart of a high mountain in Tibet, came off without a hitch. At this meeting was Fred Reynal, Director of the Research Institute on the Study of Unidentified Flying Objects.

“It wasn’t easy,” he began, “getting an appointment with the Interior Minister. I had to move heaven and earth to get my contacts moving and a little cunning to set up the meeting without confessing why.  Although I couldn’t get to the President of the Republic, we at least have the means to see the Interior Minister. I hope that our entire delegation will be let in.”

“Did you give the instructions to your investigators and correspondents?” Michel Dormoy asked.

“All done, Michel. We were able to get together 40 cars and vans, each equipped with a loudspeaker and at the appointed time they’ll run through the streets of Paris shouting out our information to reassure the people and keep them calm. Every investigator knows his route by heart. Plus, a plane from the Aero-Club will be dropping tens of thousands of flyers over the city at the same time to back up the info from the radio-cars. Half an hour before the action all the journalists from the newspaper and radio along with television cameramen will by summoned to the landing site designated by Zimko.”

“I think this is going to make a big splash!” Jenny laughed, trembling with impatience.

“The cars and flyers will be seriously breaking the law that forbids this kind of ‘publicity’ in Paris. But since the situation demands it, we have to break the rules.”

“Especially since the reason for this infraction will be seen by the authorities who will be ready to forgive us,” Kariven remarked. Then he raised his glass and said, “Now my friends, let’s drink to the most astonishing peaceful revolution in human history!”

 

Kariven’s green and cream Versailles and Reynal’s sky-blue Ford stopped on Rue des Saussaies and the passengers entered the courtyard of the Ministry of the Interior. 

After a slightly surprised glance at the three young women accompanying the four gentlemen the guard asked them to follow him into a sitting room where he left them, taking the letter of introduction that Reynal had given him. Around ten minutes later the guard came back to usher them into the huge office of the very important person.

The Interior Minister, a friendly man around 50 years old, received them courteously by offering them to sit in the armchairs in front of his desk. A fleeting expression of surprise had not escaped his visitors when he noticed that the delegation was not exclusively represented by the stronger sex!

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he bowed his head, “I admit that I was not expecting to be honored with such charming delegates. The short letter of my excellent friend Moneret in Foreign Affairs did not specify who would be coming.” He raised his right eyebrow in a kindly manner and added, “Moneret didn’t even mention the nature of the important revelation you have to make.”

“Monsieur le Ministre,” Kariven began, “the brevity was deliberate. We also have to admit to be honored to be received by you without needing to expose beforehand the reason for our demand. We had to… use a little cunning… and, um, lie to our influential friends.”

The Minister, at first a little shocked, finally smiled, “Hell! Now this looks a lot like influence peddling… or a breach of trust. But I like your frankness and I don’t doubt the honesty of your intentions.”

“We’re grateful to you,” Kariven bowed his head politely. “You have certainly heard a good number of crazy stories on the subject of what are called flying saucers. Would it be indiscreet to ask you what you think personally about it?”

“But… not really. It’s not indiscreet. I believe very sincerely that we’ve got a lot of false information and little truth about things. In my opinion it’s all about a physical phenomenon that’s still unexplained… or maybe the sightings are due to a foreign power. But what do flying saucers have to do with this meeting? I have to say that I don’t get the connection between it and your coming here?”

Kariven glanced at his watch: 3:17 pm. He responded nervously, “I apologize for having to set you straight, Monsieur le Ministre, but flying saucers have nothing in common with physical phenomenon or with experiments on special planes being carried out by foreigners. I don’t have time to explain in detail the reasons I can say this but please let me tell you first the reason for our visit.”

“I’m listening.”

“First of all, formal proof will be given you within 45 minutes that flying saucers exist. They are disc-shaped spaceships from the planet Kodha orbiting around the sun that we call the Pole Star in the Ursa Minor constellation.”

The Minister opened his mouth and had to force himself to get his words out, “You… Please consider this meeting over! I have no time to waste with fantasies like this.”

“Please, Minister!” Yuln stood up and in a touching voice pleaded, “I know the revelations of my husband might sound like babble but I myself am from Kodha! In spite of looking human, I was not born on this planet.”

The Minister, flabbergasted, convinced that he was dealing with religious fanatics, slowly spread his legs and with his right knee pressed a button under his desk. His maneuver could not have been seen since he was sitting behind his solid desk, but the young Polarian’s paroptic vision and her telepathic sense immediately discovered his ploy.

“We’re not fanatics, Monsieur le Ministre, “ she raised her voice in indignation. “And your secret call won’t bring anyone to your office. Not that the button you pressed with your knee doesn’t work but simply because I just tele-projected to your two guards. Yes, we Polarians can even read your mind and see through solid objects.”

Kariven glanced at his watch again: 3:31 pm. He looked at the Minister whose forehead was beading with sweat and said, “I’m sorry, Monsieur le Ministre, for this incident. I beg you not to see any violence whatsoever in my wife’s intervention. And she really is from another planet. We just want to reestablish peace on Earth. May I continue?”

“I… Please,” he muttered hoarsely, wiping his forehead.

“It’s 3:32 pm right now. At four o’clock sharp a squadron of six flying saucers will land in Place de la Concorde. Please…” he insisted, waving his hand politely as the Minister was about to interrupt.

“These human-like Polarians have many friends on Earth gathered into a peaceful organization called the Earth-Polarian Alliance. We are among them. We have at our disposal a network of investigators and correspondents covering the entire territory and who are presently ready to welcome the Men from Outer Space. Our radio cars will drive through the city at 4 pm to calm the people so that the landing spaceships won’t cause a panic. An airplane will drop flyers with information explaining the situation.

“We are asking you, Monsieur le Ministre, to alert the police immediately and set up a line of guards around the Place de la Concorde. Give strict orders not to shoot the pilots of the ships that are going to land. Avenue Gabriel and Rue de l’Elysée should be cleared because we intend to take the Polarian ambassadors in our cars to meet the President of the Republic.

“When the six ships have landed, order the police to set up a second line around 30 feet from the squadron. The journalists will then be able to work near enough without being bothered by the crowd of thousands of onlookers who will surely be rushing to Concorde.

“It’s 3:36 pm, Monsieur le Ministre. I beg you, give these orders immediately if you don’t want to see the worst panic Paris has ever suffered. With the police in place everything will go smoothly. Without them, the worst accidents are bound to happen.”

Seeing that he was still hesitating and that time was relentlessly running out, Yuln concentrated and using her fantastic supra-mental faculties she influenced the Minister. Right away he picked up the telephone and in a firm voice gave a series of precise and imperative orders.

 

At 4 pm sharp the 40 cars equipped with loudspeakers and parked at their respective positions drove off. On their doors had been painted in bold letters: EARTH-POLARIAN ALLIANCE—CAR NO. X OF THE RESEARCH INSTITUTE FOR THE STUDY OF FLYING SAUCERS.

As they passed by the people were intrigued by the words and listened to the message that was constantly blaring from the loudspeakers:

“Attention! Attention! At this very moment there are six flying saucers hovering over Place de la Concorde. Do not panic! Do not panic! These ships are piloted by beings from another planet. You have nothing to fear. They are peaceful beings that look like humans. Civilization will benefit greatly from their arrival. Listen at 7 pm tonight to the special broadcasts on French radio and television following the contact between the Men from Space and the Earthlings.”

The plane from the Aero-Club, piloted by a member of the Alliance, flew over Paris at 1,500 feet altitude and dropped tens of thousands of flyers supporting the announcements from the radio cars.

The cars, cruising slowly through the streets, continued their warning:

“Attention! Attention! The six flying saucers that you might have seen over Place de la Concorde are about to land. Do not panic! They are our friends…”

Intrigued at first the people reacted in different ways after a few minutes. Some just shrugged their shoulders and went on their way, grumbling about the cheap ploy used for an original advertising campaign. 

Others, less rational, tried not to admit their apprehension faced with such an extraordinary event—that they refused to believe but that they feared subconsciously.

Still others, far from being calmed by the reassuring announcements, hurried to get back home or ran into the first café they saw hoping to find adequate shelter.

Some people, however, a little braver, quickened their step to reach the site to see if the cars were speaking the truth. 

On Avenue des Champs-Elysées the Earth-Polarian Alliance car in the area was causing a real commotion. All the pedestrians and customers on the café terraces (who were standing up at their tables) were staring down the street. After hearing the message a second time, which was repeating over and over again from the loudspeaker in the car—now stuck in a traffic jam at the metro station George V—they looked up and were stunned, hardly believing their eyes. About a mile up in the air six shiny, metal, disc-shaped ships were on the move, coming straight down, wobbling a little.

Policemen, jumping out of lines of cars by the hundreds, spread out to form a circle around the huge Place de la Concorde. Looking up, as uninformed as the growing number of onlookers who were hassling them with questions, they held hands in a giant circle and started flexing their muscles to hold back the wave of curious people.

The journalists meanwhile were arriving and with them vans from TV and radio. Following orders the police let them enter their circle but keep them back from the second circle that was still not formed. Gossip spread quickly and more than one Parisian that night would complain about their feet being crushed by clumsy gawkers. 

The six spaceships—whose metallic surface was almost blinding as it reflected the sunlight—descended slowly. Without a sound, without a bump they landed on their three spheres in a circle around the obelisk. Each ship measured 50 feet in diameter. 

The onlookers, as if obeying a mysterious order, stopped talking at the same time. In dead silence their eyes were riveted on the wondrous ships from another planet, on these ships that for years had been ridiculed as drunken visions or collective hallucinations. They were fascinated by the semi-circular domes protecting the cockpits and surrounded by windows.

“Looks like a washing machine,” a young rascal snapped, but his joke had no effect on the crowd.

All of a sudden everyone looked down at the lower part of the six discs where a round platform was slowly starting to come down, suspended by shiny, telescopic tubes.

At this moment five policemen broke the line to let Kariven’s Versailles through. Inside was the Interior Minister sitting with Yuln, Angelvin, and his wife Jenny. Behind it came Reynal’s Ford with Dormoy and Doniatchka.

A hundred policemen lurched forward to close up the second cordon around the spaceships. When they were in place around the two cars and six spaceships the journalists were let loose. From a side street they scrambled over each other trying to get the best view.

On the platform coming down slowly by design from one of the spaceships they could see the legs of three beings, then their big belts and finally their chests and heads.

Zimko and Honky were standing on either side of Tlyka, smiling, fit into the sky blue bodysuits of the Space Commandos. On their chests were embroidered the golden, cigar-shaped spaceship with a stylized lightning bolt.  A plastic pilot’s helmet—green for the two men and pink for Tlyka—covered their heads but left their energetic faces clear.

Yuln was the first to jump out and run into the arms of her brother with tears in her eyes. Zimko lifted her up like a feather and laughed with joy as he kissed her cheeks loudly.

This unexpected scene broke the nervous tension of the onlookers who spontaneously exploded. Shouts of joy burst from everywhere but when they saw the Interior Minister get out of the car and Kariven introduce him to the three “Martians,” the general euphoria turned delirious. The eight to ten year old kids evaded the police surveillance, ran under their arms and whooped like Indians on the warpath as they bolted toward the flying saucers.

The young ladies were overwhelmed by the male bearing of the “Martians”—because there was no doubt in anyone’s mind today that these ships came from Mars!—pushed and shoved to get through the police line.

The reporters had a field day, their eyes glued to their cameras. The newscasters from the radio and TV were elbowing each other to get an interview with the ambassadors from another planet without wondering whether they might not only speak “Martian.” About this point they would soon find out.

After cordially greeting the Interior Minister, Zimko gave a big smile to his friends of the Earth-Polarian Alliance (Kariven, Dormoy, Angelvin and their wives) and spoke in a deep, warm voice:

“Monsieur le Ministre, my brave friends of the Earth-Polarian Alliance and all you Earthling friends who are listening to me, I bring you fraternal greetings from all the races of the Federated Worlds. We have crossed outer space from Kodha, our home planet orbiting the Pole Star, 250,000 billion miles from Earth, on board our giant spaceships called ‘flying cigars’ by you. These here,” he pointed back at the squadron, “known here as flying saucers, are just reconnaissance ships transported on board the bigger ships. We only use them alone very rarely to cross the 400 light-year distance.

“But for now let’s put aside these minor explanations. Everything you’re eager to know about us you will learn tonight on the television and radio, which has just received an official message from our space HQ, an artificial satellite orbiting 600 miles off Earth.”

Zimko’s words, sent through his tiny belly transmitter, echoed loudly in the loudspeakers that had emerged from the cockpits of the six spaceships at the start of his speech.

“Earth friends,” the Man from Outer Space continued, “at this very moment in Washington DC, New York, Peking, Sydney, Tokyo, Moscow, Rome, London, Berlin and all the big cities on the planet, similar contact is being made between the representatives of our race and yours. For years we have had many friends on your planet, members of a secret, peaceful organization—the Earth-Polarian Alliance—whose cars were just now announcing our arrival. The three Earthlings at my side, Jean Kariven, Michel Dormoy and Robert Angelvin, along with their wives, are the veterans of this Alliance. One day soon peace will finally be established between the peoples of Earth, your race and ours will form a union… against an enemy from outer space. For, a threat is looming over your civilization. But that, too, will be revealed in the message tonight. This is not, therefore, the time to panic but rather to take appropriate measures.”

With these enigmatic words the enthusiasm running through the crowd died down. There were worried eyes now staring at the beings speaking of peace… by preparing for war. But what kind of war? Certainly not a conflict between east and west since the Man from Outer Space said that Earthlings would soon be united. What should they understand by “enemies from outer space”? Could it be that an interplanetary war was about to take place?

“I repeat, Earth friends, don’t give in to panic. We Polarians, with all the means of offense and defense at our disposal, are ready to protect you… if any attack is made on your planet. Stay calm and trust in our desire to help you and henceforth you will benefit from our knowledge.”

Zimko sent out a psychic call to the occupants of the five other Fimn’has and from each of them came out the axial platform holding two Centaurians and two Wolfians, creatures from three to four feet tall, wearing either metallic or rubber spacesuits. The transparent part of their round helmet showed their faces, similar to humans but orange for the Centaurians and brown fur with huge vertical eyes for the Wolfians.

At the sight of these 20 little beings that were so different from the Men from Outer Space—but closer to the idea formed of “Martians”—a reflex to fall back struck the thousands of curious bystanders around the Place de la Concorde. Some in the front looked like they were about to run away.

Zimko raised his hand and his voice, “You have nothing to fear! These beings are our allies and therefore your friends. The smaller ones in the jointed metal spacesuits come from the solar system Alpha Centauri. The others, a little taller, come from the system Wolf 359. They also speak French and other Earth languages. We have known your languages for a long time.

“Take a close look at these Wolfians and Centaurians and don’t think of them as monsters or freaks. They are intelligent beings, kind and wise, whose civilizations are as evolved as ours.

“Take a close look and etch deep in your minds their faces and bodies and spacesuits. For, these two races and our own are the only ones that will come as friends to your planet. We also have allies of different types but they won’t come here. Our three races are the only peaceful races that operate in your solar system. Remember this. And if by chance you witness the landing of a squadron of flying saucers whose occupants are different from Wolfians, Centaurians and us, run away and immediately alert the police or the nearest authority. Because they would be extra-terrestrials who are not part of our Space Commandos and therefore enemies!”

 

All over the world they snatched up the newspapers to devour the reports on the arrival of the cosmic visitors to our planet. Radio and television had been reporting all night long, giving commentaries and showing the different phases of contact made in all the big cities on Earth. People wanted to see new pictures of these pseudo-men and their weird, dwarf companions. One special edition after another sold out. Crowds even camped in front of the big dailies’ printers hoping to get the latest scoop. Police and security services were stationed around the editorial offices, radio stations and TV studios to keep back the impatient crowds.

In the morning, fanatics even showed up at the various ministries—without knowing which could really satisfy their desires—to demand that they be among the first to depart for Mars. For, in spite of all the explanations in the media, some people stubbornly continued in their belief that the flying saucers were Martian.

The astronomical observatories were overwhelmed. They were assaulted with constant telephone calls. Some people wanted to know where the planet Kodha was, the home of the Polarians, how long its orbit around the Pole Star was, and why the Pole Star was a sun, etc. To the evasive answer given by the astronomers to the first two questions the questioners got angry. They could not understand that they telescopes could not spot a planet whose existence we did not know about before its inhabitants came to visit.

Moreover, the good people kept making fun of the famous astronomer Sosthene Cornu who, on the night before the memorable day, had given a speech on the radio in which he railed against “the human stupidity of the feeble-minded who believed that so-called flying saucers came from outer space”! Facts had just given him a well-deserved slap in the face by shattering his ridiculous anthropocentrism of a narrow-minded scientist.

 

Fluorescent discs with an emerald green halo, 15 spaceships carrying on board the Heads of State of the powerful nations on Earth sped into starry space to converge on their space base orbiting 600 miles around the planet.

A huge sphere of metal, over a mile and a half in diameter, the base looked frozen in space, an extraordinary globe hanging in the cosmic void on a background of bright stars that did not twinkle. On its equatorial part a rectangular hatch opened, 165 feet high by 650 feet wide, revealing a vast, brightly lit hold in which the discs entered five at a time. The hatch closed up behind them and when the artificial air had been reestablished the axial platforms came out of the ships with their occupants standing on the chrome metal striped with thin grooves.

Zimko, along with Kariven, Dormoy and Angelvin, led the representatives of the Earth nations—still dazed by this voyage that was unthinkable only 48 hours ago—through the corridors and walkways of the “equatorial section”. A group of tubular elevators took them to drop them off in another corridor with electro-luminescent walls. At the end of this they went through an armored door and entered an enormous amphitheater with a concave ceiling giving off a soft, bluish light.

Seats in soft metal that felt both spongy and rigid were set up in a semi-circle. Before each of these was a movable, rectangular tray with a notebook of blank plastex pages, different colored pens and a small device with a screen. Above the screen was a sign with the name of the Earth nation whose representative would occupy that seat.

“This half-circle is a little reminiscent of the United Nations,” the President of the French Republic whispered to his neighbor.

Of course, he was astonished to hear in his mind, but here the discussions will not be fruitless.

The President nodded and smiled at Zimko. These thoughts projected into his head must certainly have come from him.

For the first time in history all the Heads of State had willingly agreed to hold a truly “general” assembly, which pleased them greatly. This unanimous decision had met no resistance and no veto had delayed it.

The kind face of the American President betrayed a brief, amused surprise on seeing the seat next to him occupied by President Koulski, Chief of the Supreme Soviet.

Zimko sat behind a kind of long desk cluttered with strange instruments. Suspended above a big, convex screen a fluorescent spiral emitted red pulses on the chrome control panel coated in isolex before him.

At his side sat the veterans of the Earth-Polarian Alliance: Kariven, Dormoy and Angelvin. To his right, however, the seat remained empty.

In front of the desk-control panel the superior officers, Wolfian and Centaurian, sat down—in chairs designed for their size—in their spacesuits. They were the general staff of the Space Commandos.

Honky came in and sat to the right of Zimko who then raised his hand and addressed the assembly in English. His words were automatically translated electronically on each of the devices for the different Heads of State. These devices—psychic buzzers—sent the translation directly into the minds of the participants so that they did not need to wear headphones that become tiresome during a long speech.

“Gentlemen,” the Chief of the Space Commandos began, “for the first time in your race the powerful politicians have finally come together not to backbite and criticize but to build the foundation for lasting peace. Before giving the floor to my old friend Nheg Honky, Chief of the Information Service of the Federated Worlds, I would like to give you a brief history of our civilization. This might allow you to understand why we are, in some way, your… Ancestors from the Future…


 

CHAPTER V

 

 

This unexpected paradox—Ancestors from the Future—came as a great surprise to the high dignitaries assembled under the huge dome of the Polarian astro-base. So it was with lively interest that they listened to Zimko’s talk.

“In a very distant past, around 500 million years ago, our race had already reached an extraordinary level of evolution. The age of interplanetary travel, now surpassed, gave way to interstellar travel thanks to the discovery of one of the most distinguished scientists of our planet. The crowning achievement of decades of research, this scientist perfected a space-time disruptor that permitted our spaceships to enter subspace, a strange field where Time has no duration and Space no extension. Consequently, our spaceships could move from one solar system to another at absolute speed. In essence, after taking off and flying for a certain distance following traditional methods, the spaceship dropped its standard mode of propulsion to replace it with the space-time disruptor, which we still use. The ship could then leave normal space and jump at absolute speed into subspace, which, in a fraction of a second, brought it to the frontiers of the target solar system. There it cut the space-time disruptor and went back to traditional technology based on electromagnetic fields.

“Our ancestors started inventorying the many solar systems of their galactic zone and meticulously exploring them, one by one, planet by planet. This took time, millennia in fact, but it allowed us to locate the planets that were physically similar to Kodha, our home. Then we established Polarian colonies on these planets. One of them was a star in your system: Mars, which, being older than Earth, had already reached its vital stage hundreds of millions of years before. Mars supported pretty evolved flora and fauna in an atmosphere not unlike Earth’s, but the latter was still in a stage of geological upheaval.

“A Polarian colony, therefore, was set up on Mars and over the ages developed an important Martian civilization. Later, at four different epochs, we sent Polarian colonist to your planet. It was these colonists who successively founded the first terrestrial civilizations long ago disappeared: Gondwana, Mu, Lemuria and Atlantis.11 Swallowed up one by one by disasters these civilizations only left a handful of Polarians—or ‘humans’—who soon degenerated into a prehistoric stage.

“After each cosmic cataclysm the disrupted solar system was flooded with electromagnetic energy—a by-product of cosmic rays—blocking our spaceships from coming back to the affected planets. From this fact, powerless to help our poor brothers, we watched on our screens as the civilizations they built decayed and died. Nature is made in such a way that it destroys everything it creates. When the cosmic rays eased up—sometimes taking millennia—new space squadrons headed back to the worlds with a mission to rebuild the civilization destroyed by disaster.

“We were able, thereafter, to spot the preliminary signs of certain cataclysms but not all. The most usual—the arrival in a solar system of a foreign body—was easy. And this was how we warned our ancestors on Mars 300,000 years ago. A giant comet with a solid core blazing across the solar system caused them to abandon Mars and emigrate to Earth where, tens of thousands of years earlier, a civilization had been completely destroyed. Before the problem star, the comet Yahoun, reached Mars, they went to Earth and founded… Atlantis.12 In its turn, almost 15,000 years ago, Atlantis was swallowed up, leaving only a small number of survivors who no resources. They dispersed over the various continents of the globe where they led miserable lives. Some of them fell back into almost barbaric states; others, obviously luckier, notably in Egypt, built new a civilization that your archeologists consider highly evolved whereas, in fact, it was only the bones of decadent culture.

“Only one branch from Atlantis kept a semblance of its former splendor because they were hidden in a temperate valley of Antarctic ice.13

“You Earthlings, therefore, white and red, are descended from Martians and ultimately of Polarian origin since our brothers had founded the colony on Mars. Black and yellow Earthlings are a mix between Polarians and the natives of Venus where our ancestors also established a colony.

“Basically, Earthlings are not originally from Earth but from the planet Kodha in the solar system of the Pole Star, the cradle of our ancient civilization, the oldest and most evolved in the Galaxy. We Polarians are, therefore, your ancestors.

“But since your civilization, after Atlantis, has not yet reached a high level of evolution, we consider it in its infancy. Our civilization, compared to yours, is practically… in the Future. That’s why I used that strange paradox by calling us your Ancestors from the Future.

“To wrap up this history, as sketchy as it was, you should keep one fundamental truth in mind: we Polarians bring to the Earthlings a love whose profound sincerity they have no inkling of. Our most cherished desire is to help you, to guide you to Knowledge, Wisdom and Goodness because not only are humans are brothers but we all come from the same race, the Polarian race that is now going to take them under its protective wing like an older brother wrapping his strong arms around a younger, still clumsy brother being harassed by an enemy.

“Excuse me for this long but not pointless digression. Now I give the floor to my good friend and brother in arms, Nheg Honky, Chief of the I.S. of the Federated Worlds, who will tell you the goals and motives of our coming to your planet.”

At the thunderous applause Zimko smiled, glad to see telepathically the unanimous surge of enthusiasm and sympathy among his listeners and even some affection toward his own people.

For the Wolfians and Centaurians, wearing their spacesuits, it was a little harder to feel the emotional current pulsing like an aura, invisible to human eyes, around most of the Heads of State. In their great wisdom they were not offended in seeing some of the VIPs, although attracted by the Polarians, feeling a vague, instinctive repulsion toward them. Earthlings, in fact, considered these little creatures a little like “monsters”, maybe freaks, very different from homo sapiens, and though they were not hostile they also did not show the same interest that they did to their (physically) kin of the Polarian race.

Equality and mutual understanding between different thinking races of the Galaxy had never been something accepted in a day. It would be the same with these Earthlings among the Wolfians and Centaurians. But the latter knew that with time their races would end up being considered “natural” in the same way as Polarians.

Honky, with his big build, as big as Zimko, put his hands flat on the control panel and addressed the assembly:

“Gentlemen, you who represent the Earth nations, as Zimko just said our race is spread all over the Galaxy, continually landing on new planets where it peacefully establishes bases out of kindness, wisdom and altruism. These base are there to help the under-developed natives. One day during our space voyages we Polarians explored the solar system of stars that you call Deneb in the constellation Cygnus and Procyon in the constellation Canis Minor. These two solar systems, to the surprise of the Polarian explorers, were inhabited by two evolved races that had also reached the stage of interstellar travel. Denebians and Procyonians categorically refused our offers of alliance and cultural exchange and forbid us to come back to their planets. Wanting above all not to bother the evolved races capable of progressing on their own, we decided not to return. However, we expressed our good intentions by assuring them that we would answer any call from them if they decided one day to establish cordial and neutral relations between our races.

“A few decades passed and we landed on a planet in the solar system of Canopus that we had already visited several times and whose natives, a rather primitive creature that looked like an upright frog, kept shy but friendly relations with us. Imagine our surprise in finding that their capital, consisting of round mud or brick cabins, was reduced to heaps of burned rubble.

“The terrorized survivors, whom we had great trouble finding as they were hiding in their swamps, explained to us the cause of the disaster: a few days earlier the Denebians landed on their planet with ten spaceships that looked like ours because they were disc-shaped. The Canopians approached, curious and trustful, believing they’d see Polarians who often enough came to help them and gradually teach them basic knowledge accessible to their minds.

“On seeing these different creatures—we’ll show you what they look like very soon—they ran away, very disturbed. The Denebians abruptly paralyzed them, then made them take them to their lakeside city. Their goal was to colonize the planet and enslave the rightful inhabitants. Although unable to measure up to their powerful, invulnerable invaders, the natives refused to give in. They fought heroically, but in vain, with their primitive weapons—a kind of spring loaded weapon that shot big, poisoned thorns.

“The thermal cannon from a single Denebian spaceship only had to fire its blazing ray twice to reduce the Canopian capital to cinders, along with its 25,000 inhabitants. The few survivors who told us their misfortune said they would prefer to commit collective suicide rather than submit to these monsters. They begged us to protect them and fight back the cruel creatures who didn’t hesitate to wipe out a population of 25,000 Canopians using their thermal weapons against… poisoned arrows!

“Naturally,” Honky continued, “we made a formal agreement to protect the Canopians. Our HQ sent a message right away to the Denebians—their real name is Ptopans, being from the planet Ptopa in the solar system Omink called Deneb by the Earthlings.

“In this message we denounced the Denebian methods of enslavement and announced that from then on the Canopians were under our protection. Our spaceships made regular patrols in this solar system in order to repel any attempt at invasion.

“Far from being intimidated by these warnings the Denebians, without a declaration of war, launched a guided missile loaded with concentrated atomic cyanogen against our new protectorate. When it struck the ground it was supposed to explode and poison the air. Our paroptic vision, an ability unknown to the Denebians, saved us and the Canopians from a horrible death. We ended up exploding the missile in space where the noxious gas dissipated without doing any harm.

“And that’s how the Polarian-Denebian-Procyonian War started centuries ago. Because the monsters from Procyon have the same thirst for conquest as their Denebian allies.

“We inflicted considerable losses on them but the demonic creatures kept running around the Galaxy hoping to conquer new planets and, if necessary, enslave the inhabitants. So far they have only attacked—like cowards—very primitive, non-humanoid races. But the last dozen Earth years they have set their sights on your planet and are trying by any means possible to conquer it. Twice they almost got a strong foothold in your solar system and even on Earth itself without you knowing14. We chased them away both times and inflicted heavy losses. But lately some agents from our Information Service—biological robots that look like Denebians and Procyonians—warned us that these creatures are getting ready to try a massive invasion of Earth, Mars and Venus.

“We decided, therefore, to intervene and make official contact with Earthlings in order to put them on guard against the monsters. The moment has come to prepare the defense of your planet where we already have some valuable allies and friends in the Earth-Polarian Alliance,” he bowed politely to Kariven, Dormoy and Angelvin who would lead the organization in Europe.

“During out recent contact,” he continued, “Zimko in France and his superior officers of the Space Commandos in the other countries, they urged the Earthlings to engrave in their memories the image of Wolfians and Centaurians. This should allow you to recognize the three friendly races who are very different from the Denebians and Procyonians—specimens of which you are about to see. These specimens will also be shown to all Earthlings to forewarn them against any eventual contact with individuals… maybe already present on Earth.

“Two enemy crews were recently captured during a brief skirmish between our patrols and their vessels in the asteroid zone.”

While saying this Honky had sent a telepathic order to the Polarians guarding the prisoners. A few minutes later an armored panel, 30 feet wide by 20 high, slid open silently in a metal wall of the big meeting room. A kind of brightly lit platform appeared, above and behind the half-moon desk where the Polarians sat with the members of the Alliance, facing the assembly of Heads of State.

The terrestrial leaders jumped back when they saw a group of six, hideously ugly creatures step forward. Under the psychic control of their guards the prisoners stopped at the edge of the raised platform and stood still, deprived of their consciousness.

There were three Denebians, vaguely human creatures, six and a half feet tall with green skin—covered in big, horny, triangular scales like a lizard. Their red or scarlet eyes were striped with yellow bands and their lipless mouths made them look like disgusting turtles. A fleshy, brown growth swelled out of the top of their oval heads and their bony fingers ended in retractable claws.

They looked nice and pretty, however, compared to the Procyonians! These giant monsters, 13 feet-tall with blue, phosphorescent, hairy skin, had four arms ending in pincers a little like lobsters. Their huge, flabby head with weird, bulging face, had only one eye, one remarkable eye, cloudy and yellowish, from which a milky liquid leaked. The puss dripped down the oily face and mixed with the purple drool that seeped out of the repulsive, thick-lipped mouth.

The Heads of State twisted their faces in disgust, standing up from their seats and troubled by this nightmarish vision.

“Don’t be afraid,” Zimko quickly advised. “These creatures are harmless now. Under the mechano-psychic control of our bio-electric brains, they obey only us.”

With a friendly wave of his hand he invited Honky to continue.

“Right now cameras are filming these creatures as well as this assembly and our words are being recorded. Copies of the sound and images will be sent to Earth where all the radio and TV studios will broadcast them in a few hours to the population. Tomorrow, Dear Representatives of the Earth Nations, you’ll just have to personally confirm the truth of this information to your citizens.

“Zimko and I are sure that these ugly creatures and the threat looming over your civilization will motivate the union of all peoples without delay. It would be preferable to have peace on Earth and the unity of its inhabitants come from their wisdom. Alas! I have to admit that Earthlings are not wise enough yet to unite in a Global United States as was encourage in 1955 by a great Frenchman, Bernard Dewavrin15. Therefore, it would take a threat from outer space to unite human beings! And this threat is here, under your very noses. Will you hesitate, Gentlemen, to drop your quarrels and your ideological, economical and sectarian differences in the face of this planetary invasion?”

And they witnessed a scene never before seen in the UN assemblies: they saw the Heads of State, in a sincere and spontaneous spirit, shake hands warmly, hug one another and even—breaking all protocol—the US President give a friendly slap on the back to President Koulski while he hugged the British Prime Minister.

 

The day after this historic moment, in cheerful moods, Earthlings were glad to learn by the newspaper, radio and television that following an international agreement from the World Assembly in the Polarian astrobase, the constitution of the Global United States had been drawn up and approved unanimously. The Earth and Polarian economists, sociologists and scientists were going to study the methods of cultural and economic exchange between the two related races. Borders would be abolished and the currency unified.

The planet Kodha was already sending to Earth a squadron of giant spaceships transporting gifts offered by the Polarian authorities to their Earthling brothers. Machines, medicine, real “miracles” and everything our civilization needed would arrive to benefit humanity that had finally united.

An Earth-Polarian general staff got together to study a plan of defense on a global scale. 

A team of technicians was chosen from the greatest specialists of all the countries to leave Earth and travel to the Polarian bases on the Moon, Mars, Venus and other planets of the solar system.

The entire globe was quivering with unprecedented energy. Despite the threat—that many humans still considered to be distant—an atmosphere of joy spread under the skies. Hundreds of thousands of Soviet refugees living in Western Europe went back home, guaranteed not to suffer retribution. The quarrels and disagreements were quashed and in a spirit of fraternity people found a new lease on life.

Civilization was at the dawn of a grand and sublime renewal.

Of course, everyone felt their hair stand on end in fright on seeing the videos of the abominable Denebians and Procyonians, but with the powerful Polarians as allies these monsters would have to watch out. The tacticians in the bars animatedly described the casualties in their ranks at the hands of our “Ancestors from the Future” as they were already calling the Polarians.

“Leagues of Cosmic Love” formed mostly by old spinsters or idealistic mystics preached the mating of races with the secret hope of one day seeing themselves swept away by some handsome knight from outer space aboard a shining spaceship. Maidens (and others) once dreamed of a prince charming. Now they were dreaming of Conquerors from Outer Space!

The religions, after a moment of confusion before these human-like strangers to Earth, agreed to admit that “nothing could limit the all powerful Divinity.” If God, in His infinite wisdom, had endowed Earth with thinking creatures, He could very well had extended His creation to other worlds. And nothing in the Holy Scriptures flatly denied this very wise reasoning. Quite the contrary.

Many exegetes and Church Fathers re-examining the Holy Texts called up Jesus’ ambiguous words full of deep esoteric meaning: I have other sheep that are not of this sheep pen [John 10:16]. They also mulled over this enigmatic saying: My Father’s house has many rooms [John 14:2] and they understood why Christ once said: My kingdom is not of this world [John 18:36].

A revival of faith, purified by Knowledge, spread through the human race that swelled with love and set to work with courage and hope on contributing to the development of a new society.

The sublime faith of cathedral builders, earning salvation through their work, took hold of Earthlings, brought them together and united them by the truly sacred bonds that unite brother to brother.

How good it was to work with the wise help of our older brothers, the Men from Outer Space with altruistic and charitable sentiments.

Yes, for sure, Procyonians and Denebians had better watch out!

 

A small, dark disc, around 30 feet in diameter, whose security system absorbed radar waves and thus kept it from being spotted, was slowly drifting through the dark night of space. It had just captured the radio and television emissions from Earth and was filming the start of their alliance with the Polarians, Wolfians and Centaurians.

The two pilots of the reconnaissance ship, with their green, scaly shell glistening under the bank of lights of the axial cabin, had an ironic look in their red eyes as they watched the images on the screen above their control panels.

A vertical tube over the screen suddenly flashed a series of red pulses. The creatures’ claws slammed down on a button and the spaceship launched into space at extraordinary speed. With the security system absorbing the radar waves—instead of bouncing them back to their point of origin—they would have been spotted by two flying saucers from the Space Commandos.

After exchanging messages with their mobile base set up on an asteroid between Mars and Jupiter, they headed back to Earth and were soon flying over Russia. It was nighttime on this side of the globe and their ship, with its jet-black hull, passed totally undetected.

Working methodically the Denebian spies had been spying for 48 hours on the movements of the enemy spacecraft. In the evening they had seen the giant “cigars” unload some material for the USSR and take off for the USA where they did the same thing before heading back to their planet. Since the coast was clear they landed silently in the suburbs about two miles west of Moscow.

After sweeping the surrounding area with the beams from their psychic probes to make sure that no Polarian was around, they turned off all the lights inside their ship and opened the exterior hatchway.

From the ventral hold they pulled out the bodies of three Polarians in Space Commando uniforms and dragged them to the edge of the hatch. From there they went down to the snowy ground and then back to the hold. Inside were two Earthlings, skinny and dressed in rags, bearing marks of whipping on their chest and neck, lying on the metal floor. The Denebians activated the small device (a cube covered with phosphorescent pins) that they wore on their chest and the two men got up, slowly, like robots. On the order of the guards one of them grabbed a rectangular case, about one by two feet, and along with his companion jumped to the ground.

Obeying the mental orders of the green monsters the three Polarians stood up but did not move. Facing the Earthlings, they, too, looked unconscious.

Pressing the control buttons of their weird cubes—thought projectors—the Denebians watched carefully as one of the Earthlings approached the Polarians. The man, spurred on by a sudden fervor, threw them to the ground and started tearing at their bodysuits until they were ripped to shreds. Then, with all his strength, he punched them in the face, pummeled their bodies and taking a knife out of his pocket he finished them off.

Calmly, having followed the orders of his guards, he went back to them. The green monsters retracted their claws, then punched him hard in the face, over and over, splitting his lower lip and over his eye and ripping his shirt to pieces. The unconscious man, horribly knocked around, stood up and took the box that his companion was holding. Then he waited. The Denebians went up to the second prisoner and gave him the same treatment.

Covered in blood, ragged and shaggy, the two men looked like they had just come out a fierce battle. One final psychic order came to them and the poor men seemed to regain consciousness. Straightaway they started running through the snow toward the lights of Moscow.

Shivering in his torn shirt one of them was holding on tight to the mysterious case.

Satisfied with their clever ploy the Denebians took off silently and at high speed set their course for their secret base.

 

Marshall Gorochenko, standing at attention in front of President Koulski, watched on worriedly as he paced nervously up and down the wool carpet covering the floor of his office.

“It’s unthinkable!” the President shouted. “I refuse to put faith in the ravings of these men!”

“But, Mr. President,” the Marshall said, “I tell you that I personally checked their accounts. I saw the indisputable traces of a fight in the snow around the three Polarian corpses. And I swear to you that these poor survivors have wounds and bruises proving without a doubt the violence they suffered at the hands of their… executioners.”

“Bring these men in! I’m telling you that if I find they’re lying I’ll have them executed without mercy!”

The two Earthlings, acting under the psychic orders of the Denebians, were brought into the President’s office. Bandaged and dressed more warmly than when they were found by the MVD patrol, they bowed before President Koulski.

“Are you Russian?” the President growled. “How did you manage to… do what you did?”

“Yes, Mr. President, we are Russians and we belong to the Earth-Polarian Alliance. We were invited one day to take a study trip with other members of the organization, French, American, English and Australians, on board a flying saucer. When we got to Kodha, the Polarians’ home, they took us around the splendid cities to show us their architecture. We were never alone and this made us curious.

“Petruski and I decided one night to slip away from our guides who were very kind but far too inclined to control out visit. We managed to escape their discreet surveillance and at dawn, to our great surprise, we found something that they had carefully hidden from us: a penal colony! A kind of camp where Polarian guards were constantly whipping Earthlings and a few Denebians slaving away.

“We’d been fooled! The Polarians with their pretty speeches had managed to coerce us out of love for our race whereas their real goal was to enslave us. After their contact with us they figured on making us the witnesses of their good intentions, their altruism and their desire to help us and protect us from the Denebians.  And we were buying it just like the Heads of State bought it a few days ago during that famous contact. In truth, the Polarians are diabolical men whose dirty but very clever Machiavellianism has only one goal: to break down the Earthlings’ suspicions of them by raising the specter of an interstellar war started by the Denebians and Procyonians.

“Really, this is all a great big fraud. The Denebians and Procyonians are not our enemies! On the contrary they are the ones fighting against the power-hungry Polarians, these pseudo-men who have fooled us in this vile way. Oh, they’re clever! They’ve brought hundreds of tons of material, gifts from their race to their younger brothers here on Earth… as they say. In fact, these gifts have no other purpose but to build up our trust in them. When they’re implanted in every country of the world, they’ll change tactics and reveal themselves in their real light: as conquerors of Earth!

“And you, Mr. President, and all the other Heads of State on the planet, will have helped them without knowing it!


 

CHAPTER VI

 

 

Unconscious victims, repeating with unbelievable ease the psychic orders implanted in their minds by the Denebians, the two men, impassioned and persuasive, had shaken up President Koulski. The victim of an emotion that he did not try to hide, he ran his hand nervously through his gray hair and in a flat voice said, “Continue with your account…”

“So, we were found by the Polarians at the edge of the camp and immediately locked in there where we found other Earthlings who, like us, had uncovered the hidden goals of our so-called allies. Procyonians and Denebians, captured in space battles, were our partners in misery. Except for looking like monsters to the Earthlings, these creatures, quite peaceful, would have no problem being presented to us as monsters thirsting after Earth. And all the Heads of State, unfortunately, took these false accusations as proven truths!

“Taking advantage of the commotion in the city from the contact, we escaped and hid in one of the many spaceships about to depart for Earth. Hiding in the hold of a flying saucer, we landed last night not far from Moscow.

“In desperation and feeling better that we were back home, we decided to risk leaving. Armed just with a knife we took advantage of a break by the crew of three Polarians, to escape. Unfortunately, on opening the exterior hatch the pilots woke up and jumped on us. After a violent fight we came out the winners without them being able to use their awful disintegrator rays.”

Petruski cut in, “And we can prove the existence of this damned camp on Kodha where Earthlings, Denebians and Procyonians are working and dying. In fact, when we escaped the penal colony we were able to steal a camera, with film, that the chief was using to film his prisoners. This might seem weird to us but as my comrade told you the surveillance in the camp loosened up a lot right before the departure of the space squadron for Earth.”

On President Koulski’s order the said box was brought and the two escaped prisoners from the planet Kodha quickly took out a strange device, looking like both a camera and a machine gun. Along the inner walls of the case were eight plastic holders with magnetic film.

Petruski opened a side section of the device and fit one of the eight rolls of film into the cavity, asking the President to turn off the lights. Then he shouldered the camera and aimed it at the wall. After focusing the picture, the images were projected on the improvised screen in relief but strangely striped with transparent yellow and black. 

First there was a view of the whole camp with the Polarian capital blurry in the background. Then came a foreshortened view, quite unexpected since it looked shot from above, which seemed illogical because the camp should—normally—have been filmed from the ground.

President Koulski and Marshal Gorochenko, without being able to explain these two different angles on the same film, put it down to some unknown property of Polarian optics or geometry.

A column of Earthlings, Denebians and Procyonians guarded by Men from Outer Space stopped in the middle of the camp. The guards raised their disintegrator rifles to their hips and shot. The horrible pain that twisted the prisoners’ faces turned into agony. Then they were surrounded by a blinding flash and disappeared, disintegrated.

“These poor guys,” Petruski said, “tried to escape the night before. Now you’re going to see some ‘preventive treatment’ given by the torturers to their poor victims.”

Another roll of film showed a second column of captives being cruelly whipped by their Polarian “executioners” in order to remove every last desire to escape.

“It’s despicable,” President Koulski panted. “We have to alert our allies in the other countries immediately. It’s now or never to prove that the nations of Earth are united, not against the Denebians and Procyonians but against the Polarians, these pseudo-men working secretly to destroy us! Marshal Gorochenko, inform our ambassadors abroad, in code, so that all the heads of state can meet in absolute secrecy tonight in Washington. I’m leaving myself in ten minutes for the United States and bringing these two men and the damning proof that they managed to acquire. Ready my special plane!”

And under his breath he whispered, “If the Polarians suspect anything at all, the human race is finished.”

 

The French government had just appointed Kariven to the post of Director of the French Section of the Earth-Polarian Alliance. In his office in the Foreign Ministry—Extra-Terrestrial Division—he was talking with his Cabinet Chiefs, Dormoy and Angelvin. Cabinet Chiefs was the right title because the anthropologist, although he was called a Director, was in fact considered the Minister of Extra-Terrestrial Relations. His final position was nothing but a question of administration and therefore of time…

“Our friend Zimko will arrive in Paris any time now,” he told them. “His spaceship is crossing the orbits of Mars and Jupiter where he’s setting up space patrols that are on a mission to search for the secret Denebian base that they figure is on one of the countless drifting ‘rocks’ in the asteroid belt. It’s a long-term undertaking that might last months.”

The interphone on the right on his desk rang. Kariven pressed a button and the voice of a page announced, “Two gentlemen from DAT16 to see the Director. The gentlemen say they have a message of the highest importance. Plus, they’ve got a special pass from the War Minister himself.”

“Kindly show the gentlemen in,” Kariven said.

Impeccably dressed in plain clothes, the two tall agents from DAT entered the office. After a courteous salute they showed Kariven their pass and the letter signed by the War Minister as well as the Soviet ambassador in Paris.

“We have it from reliable sources, Director,” one of them began, “that the Polarians are fooling us horribly. They’re planning to invade Earth and enslave mankind.”

Kariven, Angelvin and Dormoy were speechless at this ridiculous accusation. They just stood there in shock. Kariven automatically lit a cigarette, forgetting to offer one to his guests. Then, pale and hardly containing his indignation, he attacked, “What stupid series of circumstances brought on this nonsense?”

Unflustered by his violent reaction the two agents told him briefly about the secret message from Moscow transmitted by the Soviet ambassador to the War Minister without even going through the Foreign Ministry.

Floored by the abominable mistake that they knew perfectly well lacked any foundation the three friends did their best to convince the agents—to no avail—that the accusations were false.

“We have to ask you to accompany us right away to Orly where a special plane will take you to Washington DC,” one of the men said. “The President of the Republic, the War Minister and President Koulski are already on their way. We have strict orders: if we see even a single doubt in you about the authenticity of the message, we’ll have to… force you to go with us.”

“Is that a threat?” Kariven slipped his hand discreetly under his desk.

With unexpected speed two automatic pistols were in the hands of the two agents. “Don’t move, Director. We’re following orders and we can’t turn back. Despite the respect we have for you, we are forced to bring you and your Cabinet Chiefs, Messieurs Dormoy and Angelvin. Understand, however, that this is in no way an arrest. The War Minister insisted on this. As soon as the secret meeting in Washington is over—and when the Polarians lies have been clearly proven—you will be free because aware of your patriotic duty as Earthlings.”

Kariven stood up, livid, clenching his jaws. “We’ll follow you but you’re going to realize the horrible mistake you’re making by being the accessories to this tragic delusion.”

 

Two and a half hours later Kariven, Dormoy and Angelvin entered the underground department of the Pentagon where all the heads of state of the terrestrial nations and the chiefs of the Earth-Polarian Alliance were gathered. Once again could be seen the perfect union of minds of these men who only a week ago were still squabbling over all kinds of contentious matters.

The three Frenchmen were eager to see their American friends, Professor Harrington, Commander Taylor, Lieutenant Rudy Clark and the physicist Kurt Streiler, as well as the Russian friends, Zavkom and Petkov, in the assembly. But it was with a look of alarm that they shook hands and sat down in the big, vaulted underground room where the high dignitaries of the planet were already sitting.

In the place of honor next to the President of the USA, President Koulski started speaking in a shaky voice but in very correct English.

“Gentlemen, Friends. It is with great sorrow that I learned from the mouth of these two men here (he pointed out the two Russians who escaped from the Polarian prison camp) about the unbelievable lies of our so-called allies from outer space. Of course, I know that this cruel revelation is not accepted by the veterans of the Earth-Polarian Alliance. I’m referring to Mrrs. Kariven, Dormoy and Angelvin for France, Professor Harrington, Dr. Kurt Streiler, Commander Taylor and Lieutenant Rudy Clark for the USA, Colonel Zavkom and the physicist Petkov for Russia and all those who like them have seen their trust betrayed by the tyrants from outer space. These clever, devious pseudo-men knew ever so well how to put their suspicions to sleep and make them involuntary accomplices.”

The men thus named fidgeted in their chairs and exchanged meaningful glances that hid nothing of their indignation at this monstrous misunderstanding.

“I don’t want to go on about their errors,” Koulski continued, “but on the contrary come even closer together to help them out. The ideal, obviously, would be to contact the Denebians and Procyonians to tell them how strongly we desire to purge the solar system of the Polarian invaders. But alas, the latter are watching us, from space, with their squadrons guarding against our selfless liberators. How easy it was to deceive us by showing the frightful figures of these creatures—ugly in human eyes—but whose hearts are pure. It is a well-established fact that we feel an instinctive disgust of everything that breaks drastically with the aesthetic sense in our selfish eyes. So, it’s almost normal for us to consider these hideous creatures from Deneb and Procyon as bloodthirsty demons. What a mistake, my friends, what a regrettable mistake!

“We’ll have to defy the Polarians, these beings so like humans who, we have to admit, are tarnished with the same vices and the same thirst for domination that reign over us. For, here, tonight, we have to admit our mea culpa! And I myself as President of the Supreme Soviet admit… not without some shame, that for years the behavior of the USSR was not free of blame.

“But those times are over. Discovering the real threat from outer space, Earthlings have to unite more than ever to face the invaders who are already occupying the major cities of our planet without any opposition.

“Fortunately, there are not too many of these Polarians. We have to take advantage of this to… exterminate them without delay and wait for the help that will surely be coming from our friends the Denebians and Pro…”

“That’s murder!” Kariven shouted, boiling with rage, jumping out of his seat and imitated right away by the veterans of the Alliance.

The President of the USA furrowed his brow, shocked by the untimely and quite improper interruption. He banged his mallet on the desk to demand silence. 

President Koulski raised his hand and his voice at the same time. “I understand Mr. Kariven’s reaction and his faithful friends. But I ask them for a few more minutes of their attention in order to see the incontrovertible proof that opened my own eyes.”

He made a sign to the two Russians and the lights went out. The film was projected on the panoramic screen at the back of the room, followed by comments that produced murmurs of rage and indignation at the hateful treatment inflicted on the Earthlings, Denebians and Procyonians by the Polarian “frauds”.

When the lights came back on President Koulski turned to Kariven and his companions and asked, “Well, gentlemen, are you convinced now?”

“Less than ever!” the anthropologist stood up again to take the floor. “I claim, on behalf of my comrades present here, the pioneers of the Earth-Polarian Alliance, that this film is fake and they were never taken prisoner by the Polarians. At most it’s a pretty clumsy fiction we owe to the Denebians. The proof? The first shot shows the camp normally. It’s taken from the ground and looks like any other landscape filmed in a straight line along the horizon. In this case the Polarian capital in the background should logically be along a horizontal line from the camp. But this is not the case. Although the camp was filmed horizontally, the city was filmed at an angle!

“And you should’ve understand why. It’s easy to see that the Denebians could not film the capital calmly from the ground. They had to do it with a powerful zoom lens from high up in the air on board their spaceships or maybe even from outer space thanks to a space viewer. That’s why the camp, which is actually their own, is seen horizontally and the city at an angle.”

“And how do you explain the treatment inflicted on the prisoners by the Polarian guards?” the President of the USA asked.

“That’s also staged, Mr. President,” Kariven shot back. “The Denebians made their Earthling and Polarian captives unconscious and submitted them to their mechano-psychic machine to make them follow their orders. A few Denebians and Procyonian allies played the role of prisoners, along with the real ones, suffering the punishments of the so-called Polarian guards. “

“That sounds like some crazy fantasy,” the President shrugged.

“Just like flying saucers until the day of contact,” Commander Taylor said quite rightly. “Can we deny today that eminent scientists thought the sightings of these machines was pure folly and didn’t hesitate to accuse the people who saw them on the ground or in the sky as lunatics?”

“Errare humanum est17,” President Koulski philosophized.

“Exactly!” Kariven cut in. “All of you, gentlemen, are making the same mistake right now by trusting the film and story of these men… under the psychic control of the Denebians, the green monsters whom my friends and I have fought and who are no doubt watching us right now thanks to their space viewers. Hiding in the cosmic void they are following our debate and happy to see that their ploy hasn’t been found out by you, the Rulers of this world.

“I guarantee that you can believe in the existence of these Denebian psychic machines. They paralyze the will of whoever is influenced and the Denebians have psychic control over them. They can make them say and do anything to deceive the brothers of their unconscious victims. My companions and I can guarantee this because our Polarian friends have the same machines.”

All the members of the Alliance confirmed the statement of their French chief.

“But,” Koulski spoke with a strange glint in his eye, “if you admit that the Polarians have a similar invention, then we’re right to wonder if you members of the Alliance aren’t right now under the psychic control of the Polarians!”

“Craft bringeth nothing home,” the President of the USA cited, shouting an order immediately afterward, “Arrest these men!” Turning to Kariven and the other members of the Alliance he said, “I’m sorry it came to this, gentlemen, but finding it impossible to prove either your involuntary guilt or your sincerity, we have to protect ourselves against any possible rebellion. You will be put in prison but not as criminals. You will be well treated and as soon as the situation clears up and the first contact with the Denebians and Procyonians is made, you’ll be released and given a psychic examination by the Denebian neurologists. They will know how to get out of your subconscious the psychic orders imprinted by your filthy masters, the Polarians whom we were too quick to trust.”

“This is the most pathetic mistake in human history!” Kariven shouted, struggling in the hands of the FBI agents taking him away.

The last words that he and his arrested friends heard before leaving the room struck them with horror:

“Now, gentlemen, we have to have a plan of action to take any means whatsoever to destroy the foothold that the Polarians have established on our planet.”

 

It had been two days since the crews of the Polarian spaceships in every capital of the world, after finishing their duties, were enjoying some well-earned free time. They were supposed to return to their ships the next morning at six and were using their time well.

Some, in response to invitations from Earthlings of all kinds and from all social classes, were spending the evening with a native family. Others, more eclectic, were visiting museums and research centers that were left open during the night for them. Others again, attracted by the beauty of Earth women, left behind the relics in the museum to devote their time to pretty girls. In couples, happy and carefree, they went to the movies, the theater, nightclubs and thus mingled intimately with the terrestrial way of life, experiencing some of their amusements with a courteous smile behind which lurked funny thoughts about the immature performances on screen and stage.

The Polarian co-pilots and radar technicians, ravishing in their shiny or phosphorescent bodysuits, appreciated the company of Earthlings who were, in their turn, won over by their charms and simplicity. Romances were born in all countries with these beings who were both sympathetic to the backwards terrestrial civilization and also ready to help their “descendants”.  And this sometimes caused envy in the men or women who, given the small number of Polarians, could not get over their weaknesses. But everyone, for the most part, got along well and no obvious hostility was shown.

Things suddenly happened with unexpected quickness, without any sign to give the slightest hint of a suspected attack.

In every capital in the world where the Polarians had landed, the Assault Divisions with hand-to-hand combat specialists carried out swift attacks. The combined operations took place simultaneously, at the same time in every place. 

Breaking into movie theaters, nightclubs, houses, anywhere Polarian men and women were found with their new Earthling friends, the Assault Divisions set upon the enemy. Tear gas was used in the theaters to overcome the Polarians who had suddenly understood the cause of the attack thanks to their paroptic vision.

Everyone who tried to flee, not daring to use their disintegrator weapons and thus sparing the lives of the Earthlings, was struck down shamefully. Nor did the Polarian women escape the revolting carnage. Earthling men belonging to the Alliance tried to interfere for their trustworthy friends from outer space but they suffered the same fate and were either arrested or killed.

Of the 7,000 Polarians staying on Earth, more than 4,000 were slaughtered and the others, when they surrendered or managed to be taken, were shot with knock-out gas from a safe distance. The masked men of the Assault Division brought them immediately to the closest prisons where medication kept them unconscious. All telepathic communication with their fellow Polarians flying in the atmosphere or in space was cut off.

 

Zimko, who had to delay his return to Earth for more than 15 hours because of a battle between his squadron and some enemy ships on the outskirts of Vesta, was now heading toward our planet.

All of a sudden he stiffened up at the commands of his Fimn’has. His face tensed, his eyes staring forward, he was getting a bunch of psychic messages, some clear, others weirdly blurry like fadings in radio signals. At his side Tlyka felt the same thing and had the same problem “reading” the confused messages from their brothers on Earth.

The Earthlings are attacking us! they heard, stunned. 

Other snippets, more and more unclear, wormed their way in, like some inaudible chant, causing interference in their hearing.

We’re surrounded… impossible to use our disintegrators without causing terrible damage to the people around us… The Denebians convinced the Earthlings… Now we’re enemies of Earth… The Earthlings think we’re smearing Denebians by calling them enemies… They were able… that we’re the real conquerors of Earth.

Soon complete messages, clear and precise, came to them from the few crew members who got back to their ships and into space. In a minute Zimko and Tlyka knew all about the disaster.

“The idiots!” the Man from Outer Space was furious.

“Those poor people, you should say,” Tlyka corrected him gently. “They don’t know what they’re getting themselves into by acting like this. All alone the Earthlings will be easy prey for the Denebians, who have fooled them by making us the lying conquerors pretending to be their allies.”

“That’s the sad truth,” Zimko agreed. “It’s too late now to explain it to them. If we land again the maniacs will slaughter us… even though we could easily get the better of them without the slightest risk to us. If only they’d waited before killing everyone. It would have been so simple to accuse us openly. We could have tried to justify… despite the diabolical ploy the Denebians had played so masterfully. Even if we’d invited the governments to send investigators to Kodha to see that there are absolutely no prison camps holding Earthlings, they wouldn’t have believed it and would have categorically refused to ‘throw themselves to the lions’.”

“What can we do in this no-win situation?”

“First of all free the members of the Alliance who remained loyal to us and of course free our imprisoned brothers.”

 

One hour later a squadron of 1,000 disc-shaped spaceships surrounded the Earth under Zimko’s command. A cold determination was etched on his face and his distress racked his throat.  He had received no psychic message from his sister Yuln and his paroptic vision had quickly shown him the reason for this unusual silence.

Yuln, Jenny and Doniatchka had been the first to be arrested right before they started the “witch hunt,” which had left thousands of Polarian men and women lying dead. Now drugged with the other Polarians and the Earthlings of the Alliance who had fallen into the hands of the Assault Division, they were sleeping, unconscious in a prison, locked up together in the same cell. Tommy, the son of Yuln and Kariven, had been given into the care of a governmental institution where he would be well treated but living far from his parents, with the other children from members of the Alliance killed or in prison.

All this Zimko had just found out. A flood of rage reddened his face.

At 600 miles altitude the spaceships split up, their crews instructed with specific orders. And all the ships at zero hour were hovering at a fixed point over the cities holding the prisoners. Then they fired a torrent of paralyzing rays over the cities.

Fifteen minutes later the spaceships landed, some in airports, some in empty lots if they were big enough. Most of them, however, landed in big public squares.

The Polarians walked among the people frozen in all positions in the streets, sometimes at their windows or leaving a building, store or bar. They marched toward the prisons where they knew they would find who they were looking for in order to save them from the injustice of their brothers blinded by the enemy trick.

The vehicles, cars, motorcycles, buses and trains stopped by the gravito-magnetic rays, cluttered the streets with their passengers frozen in bizarre positions.

All the capitals on Earth looked like weird and wonderful wax museums.

The Polarians easily opened the prison doors and took away their own kind along with the Earthlings of the Alliance on stretchers, frozen as they were. The families of the Earthling allies, locked up in different institutions, were also recovered.

An astonishing spectacle of men from outer space carrying away their loyal friends, paralyzed but conscious. Through the city streets sunk in graveyard silence their procession walked without even looking at the people changed into more or less ridiculous statues.

This bus stopped just as it was taking off, with all the passengers leaning backward from the acceleration, and this girl with one foot on the bottom step, the other in the air, clinging to the bars on the rear platform; these two men ten feet away running after it—all this looked like a hallucination or the effect of a magic wand wielded by some evil, terrifying fairy.

After two hours all the surviving Polarians and Alliance members were on board the Fimn’has that were taking off over the big cities. At 200 miles altitude the Polarians watching their screens waited for life to return to the paralyzed. At the expected time the vehicles started up, rolled a few feet, then stopped right away as their drivers regained consciousness. Nervous and dazed they jumped out and called out to each other asking what had just happened to them. Those who had seen the Polarian patrols bringing out the stretchers despite their paralysis came up with all kinds of far-fetched ideas.

Once the paralyzing effects were gone Zimko gave orders to his squadron to head for the Martian base. “And now,” he grumbled, “the Earthlings are going to reap their bitter fruits! They couldn’t trust us and act in good faith. Lured in by the so-called help of the Denebians, they’re going to be slaves. The Earth is now at the mercy of the monstrous green monsters from Deneb!”


 

CHAPTER VII

 

 

In accord with a treaty signed by all the heads of state meeting in Washington 48 hours after the unspeakable aggression against the Polarians and Alliance members, the United States of the World had just been created.

In an underground department of the Pentagon where the eminent personalities were assembled, the President of the USA—unanimously elected for seven years to the post of the President of the United States of the World—stood up. The TV and film cameras were trained on his energetic face that was etched with fatigue from the exhausting work of the past few days. His graying hair cut short, a wrinkle of worry on his forehead, he addressed the assembly of the first session of the USW in the following words:

“Gentlemen, thanks to the swift action and timely alert of the Russian Head of State, our nations, finally united, was able to thwart the evil plans of the Polarians. However, as events are quickly proving to us, we underestimated their power and remarkable organization. 

“In fact, these pseudo-men, a few hours after the masterfully planned operations sped out of earth’s orbit and headed into outer space. The Denebians, therefore, attacked their relentless enemies… and chased them out of our zone, which is pretty good in itself. But now we have to fear that these pseudo-men will try to come back on the offensive to take over Earth.

“Still, and this is our only hope, I think the Denebians won’t give them time to do it.”

“Our Russian friend and ally,” the Canadian President said, “might be right to hope for this. Our base in Shirley Bay18 has spent two days following the frequent flights of discs that are quite different from the Polarian Fimn’has. A film taken by two of our spectro-telescopic cameras19 have indeed shown the presence of discs at a very high altitude whose undersides are completely smooth. Now, you will remember that the Polarian ships had three big landing spheres.

“Gentlemen,” the President of the USW spoke again, “let’s not get out hopes up. But let’s get ready, no matter what happens, to welcome our generous, future defenders with open arms. The Denebians and Procyonians, although they are different from humans and almost became our enemies, have been more open than the pseudo-men from the Pole Star. They did not create secret organizations on Earth to infiltrate the people and later come out as allies. No, quite the contrary, they have always remained in the shadows, probably afraid that looking like ‘monsters’ to us would make us hostile. 

“If we are lucky enough to welcome them to our planet, we must make sure to show our good intentions by treating them like humans and not like circus freaks. Christian charity makes it our duty…”

 

Forty million miles away, in the domed Polarian base on Mars in the heart of the Hellas desert, another assembly was gathered. Nearly 300 Earthling men and women, loyal members of the Earth-Polarian Alliance, were together in a huge room shaped like a horseshoe and with a lighted ceiling. On the back wall, 65 feet high and twice as wide, was a giant screen of transparent material. With remarkable clarity it was now showing the USW meeting held in Washington DC. The Heads of State surely had no idea that their so-called enemies, the Men from Outer Space, were watching their every move and listening to every word.

When the President of the USW gave his final remarks, Zimko turned it off and the space viewer screen clouded over while the ceiling brightened its blue light.

All the Earthlings had taken off their terrestrial clothes and put on the one- or two-piece bodysuits in Polarian fashion, which was much more practical and rational than many of our ridiculously outdated clothes. 

Since their arrival on the Martian base the men and women were getting regenerative and rejuvenating treatments whose positive effects they were starting to feel. One Earth month from now, the Polarian biochemists had assured them, those of them who were over 30 would be back to their younger strength, energy and physiques! Soon, thanks to the marvelous science of the Men from Space, the Earth colony would only have young couples. And they would see this strange thing: parents as young as their children! Because there were some couples who were 50 or 60 years-old, physicists, engineers and scientists with their families, of all nationalities and ages, veterans of the Alliance who joined the organization soon after Kariven and his friends.

The latter were sitting on both sides of Zimko under the big screen, watching their compatriots who were listening carefully to their chief, their beloved chief to whom they owed their freedom and their wonderful new lease on life and longevity.

“Earth friends, my loyal companions of the Alliance,” Zimko began, raising his right hand in fraternal greeting, “the screen just showed us the instability of your fellow man, always ready to tear down tomorrow what they build today and to hate what they do not understand.

“Maybe we were wrong despite our wisdom and goodwill, to present ourselves to them as caring, selfless older siblings. Violence breeds violence, as they say on Earth. It’s a beastly aphorism but, alas, it still applies. Maybe we should have landed in force and taken over the governments to guide the civilization and condemn humanity to happiness. Later it would see us as brothers and not as conquering enemies. But we didn’t do this and our first contact has been shattered.

“With their savage aggression, with the slaughter of thousands of your and our fellow beings, loyal friends of the Alliance, the Earthlings have once again become fratricidal. We could, with no problem, overcome them and punish them for their iniquitous crimes, but this would only strengthen their blind hatred of us, a hatred being cleverly manipulated by the Denebians. Besides, a heroic return to Earth would only support the idea that the Earthlings have of us now: super-evolved pseudo-men set on conquering their planet.

“Therefore, we are forced to abandon men to their fate. The future alone will dictate our behavior. You, my Brothers of the Alliance, who have all grieved the loss of a dear one at the murderous hands of your compatriots or who have suffered under their stupidity, you all should understand me.”

 

Weeping, gasping and shouting in terror, two ten-year old boys and a seven-year old girl were hurtling down the side of the hill. One of them tripped on a rock and dragged the others down with his fall. They jumped up right away and without looking back the boys grabbed the girl’s hands and continued their mad dash, choking on pure panic and fear that nothing could assuage.

Red in the face, sweating bullets, their hearts beating a mile a minute, they reached Dompierre-sur-Yon, a small town in Vendée, where they ran screaming into the little church, the first refuge they saw on entering town.

On this warm, summer afternoon the church was deserted and echoed eerily with their sobbing. All three, literally drained by their frantic run, staggered behind the altar and collapsed.

Alerted by the unusual noise a priest came out of the sacristy and following the sobs found the three children huddled together, trembling convulsively and unable to control themselves.

“But… what… but,” the priest stammered, “well, what’s going on? You’re Jean-Marie Bonnet, right?” he asked one of the boys, the short, blond, freckle-faced kid hugging his sister in a gesture of heartbreaking protection.

He nodded repeatedly, sniffling.

“And you, Dominique, can you tell me what’s so scary that you burst into our quiet church? I hope it’s not a fight with some bullies,” he squatted down and tussled the hair of young Dominique. By Saint Peter!” he let slip out, “Jacqueline’s fainted!”

He took the limp little body and with the two boys right behind he almost ran into the rectory, calling out, “Noemie! Noemie! Quickly, call Dr. Chabert!”

The old servant rushed to the door at the end of the small garden next to the church, drying her hands on her blue apron, and after straightening her glasses cried out on seeing the priest running toward her and carrying her own daughter in his arms, “Good God! What happened?”

“Don’t know,” he priest panted. “Call Chabert, quick!”

While the old servant went off trembling the priest put the girl on an old couch. He filled a glass with some quinquina20 and used a spoon to force a little of the liquid between her lips. After two or three tries he managed to get her to gulp some down.

When Dr. Chabert, a 30-year old man in shirt sleeves, showed up carrying a leather case, the girl was coming around.

“Well, well,” he smiled at the priest, “if the doctor of souls is competing with the doctor of bodies, I’m going to retire. The child is perfectly healthy,” he said after examining her. “She fainted out of fear apparently. Her brother and their friend held out but I think they had a terrible fright.”

“But of what? They’ve been crying for 15 minutes and can’t seem to calm down.”

One of the boys managed to speak in a shaky voice, “We saw the Devil, Father!’

The priest furrowed his brow, cleared his throat, and said, “Come now, come now, children, don’t speak nonsense. The Devil doesn’t have the habit of meeting up with people personally. They’re corrupted enough not to need him to reap what they sow in their life… May God forgive me this impious statement.”

“How about it, Jean-Marie,” Chabert suggested, “why don’t you tell us everything, starting from the beginning? Why did Jacqueline faint? What did you see that was so scary?”

“The Devil, Dr. Chabert, the Devil! We saw him like we’re seeing you, right in front of us, in the woods by Charette.”

“Yeah,” little Jacqueline squeaked, still getting over her fright. “Even he was all green…”

“With no horns,” the younger boy said. “With big red eyes.”

“Not red, black,” Jacqueline corrected.

“Red and black with yellow stripes,” Jean-Marie described.

“And no tail…”

“Skin like a big lizard,” Jacqueline shivered.

“And claws and a crest like a rooster with…”

“Just a moment,” the priest broke in, trying to piece together this “Devil” from the anatomical fragments that the three children were throwing out at the same time. 

“You said that…” The sound of a crowd quickly approaching the church interrupted the doctor’s question.

Shouts, cries and stamping feet came closer now. The priest and doctor looked at each other and without a word they hurried to the garden door. When they got there they saw a group of country folk with a few children running fast with a village police officer at the head. Red-faced and scared to death he saluted them as he ran by.

“My word, it looks like they really did see the Devil in person!”

An old woman, well behind in the stunning, staggering race, her hand clutched to her heart, stopped and swayed before falling down in front of the two men who rushed to help her.

Exhausted, in a quivering voice, she whined, “Caint be in this day and age! Big as this,” she sat on the roadside and waved her bony hands to picture something very tall without realizing that her hands were only a foot off the ground. “Like a toad! With warts or mebbe scales! And those eyes! Red and yellow!”

“Come on, Mrs. Martin,” the priest advised. “Catch your breath and get a hold of yourself. What did you see and where was it?”

“Was only one at first, then two others came out of the woods around Charette. We were in the fields when they come out. We were scared, imagine! And then we ran when they got closer.”

She had trouble getting up, even with the help of the priest and doctor, and new wave of terror made her shiver. With wild eyes and shaking hands she started panting and struggling to get free of the men helping her. “Lemme go! They following us! They gonna come here!”

She crossed herself and broke free. She scurried away leaving the priest and doctor dumbfounded.

“First the kids and now the farmers. Simple folk but not crazy. It must be a collective hallucination,” the priest reasoned. And grabbing the doctor’s arm. “Are you scared of the Devil, Chabert?”

The doctor, surprised by the odd question, shrugged his shoulders. “I’m a doctor and absolutely logical, as you’ve complained to me often enough.”

“Right,” the priest smiled. “You won’t hesitate to come with me, then. Let’s get a drink first.”

The other nodded and in the rectory kitchen they drank a big glass of Noah wine, which they love in Vendée.

“It’s still strange, this general fear,” the doctor thought out loud. “There’s certainly some natural cause but strong enough to have completely addled these good people… who aren’t cowards.”

Putting down his glass the village priest glanced over at a rifle hanging on the wall. The doctor saw him hesitating and with a forced smile, staring at the rifle, said, “Maybe it’d be wiser, right?”

With a nod from the priest he grabbed the rifle, put a box of cartridges in his bag and joked, “This exorcism defense will back up your vade retro, Satanas!21”

Right behind him the priest spoke to his servant giving buttered toast to the three children who were still shaken up. “Noemie, go to the police and tell the sergeant that we’re off on a ‘Devil hunt’ in the woods around Charette. If the they want to join in, they’ll know where to find us.”

 

“Cowards! That’s what you are!” Sergeant Mathieu shouted at the ten farmers recounting their adventure. “You’re not children, by God, who run away from bad jokes! Because you can’t make me believe in the stories of the Devil and such nonsense! We’ll go over there and I guarantee you that the three kids who threw the fear of God in you are going to be in big trouble!’

After speaking all this common sense Sergeant Mathieu jumped on his bicycle and with his three deputies went bravely on the offensive, rifle slung over his shoulder.

 

Dr. Chabert and the priest stood petrified with horror, paralyzed by a nameless fear, completely still, unable to move a finger. 100 yards away up the road, three nightmarish creatures around six and a half feet tall, looking vaguely human but with their bodies covered in horny scales, were slowly walking in their direction. Their oval heads were softer, topped by a fleshy growth that bobbled a little as they walked. Their dark red eyes stripped with thin bands of yellow were staring straight at them.

The priest clutched his crucifix and mumbled, “Vade… retro… Satanas!”

The doctor’s throat went dry and his stomach suddenly contracted. He lifted his rifle with his finger on the trigger, ready to fire. He whispered, “These… monsters are like the things the government is expecting to come. But are they really them?”

An unsettling event quickly gave them the answer. One of the three Denebians (since it really was these monsters whose cunning matched their thirst for power) raised his arm and in a hoarse, cavernous voice, and in French, said, “We are your friends, Earthlings! See… we have no weapons and are trusting in your wisdom not to attack us.”

He was still walking forward although his two companions stopped. He stopped only when he was less than two feet from the barrel of the gun aimed at his sparkling green chest by Dr. Chabert whose forehead was streaming with sweat.

Holding out his arms, the crucifix at the level of the monster’s face, the priest could not say a word. Horrified, he stared at the repulsive creature—half-man, half-lizard—who just turned his attention to the cross.

Looking long and hard at the crucifix the Denebian finally growled, “Isn’t this a symbol of one of your divinities?”

Both surprised by his knowledge of the religion and shocked by the polytheistic idea, the priest forced himself to speak. “We have only one God and this symbol is that of His Son Jesus…”

“Have I offended you by my mistake?” the creature asked shyly, expertly playing his role of humiliated guest.

Caught off guard by this rather troubling question the priest lowered his arms. “No… No, not at all. The Son of our God, among many other sacred truths, teaches us to forgive those who offend us. But this isn’t the case since you just don’t know.”

The Denebian was honestly pleased. This first contact with these “ugly white creatures” was unfolding under the best conditions.

At the moment that Dr. Chabert was about to lower his rifle, a gunshot was heard and startled him. The Denebian jerked, brought his clawed hand up to his shoulder and wobbled, twisting the two drooping folds that were his lips.

The two men turned around and saw the three policemen jumping off their bikes, the sergeant in the lead, still holding up his smoking gun.

“Stop!” the priest shouted, jumping between the police and the two unharmed Denebians who had just dropped to the ground. “You fool, what have you done!”

Dr. Chabert’s vocabulary was much less bookish, “Jackasses!” he yelled, looking worriedly at the fallen monster with a bullet in its shoulder.

“But they…” the sergeant stammered, dazed and turned pale with fright and disgust before these monstrous creatures. “I… We thought they were attacking you.”

“They’re Denebians. Certainly frightening creatures to look at but their feelings toward us are pure,” the priest explained, chatting away as he knelt next to the wounded.

Cautiously and keeping their weapons in hand, the policemen came forward. The two other Denebians also came up to their companion and examined him thoroughly.

The wounded creature slowly turned his head to the priest and in a weird, gravelly voice that could make anyone shiver, he said, “This… this little accident mustn’t affect the relations that we are counting on establishing between our races.” Lowering his big, red, yellow-striped eyes to the crucifix that the priest had put back in his belt, he added, “We don’t worship the same God but ours also teaches us to pardon,” he lied again. “The Earthling who wounded me certainly had good intentions. He must have thought you were in danger…”

Moved by the great wisdom of this “poor creature,” looking from the police to the doctor, the priest said, “What a grand soul! What good and wonderful beings! If only Earthlings could have a soul as charitable as theirs one day!”

Stupid white monsters, the Denebian thought, whose scaly carapace was only scraped by the bullet. With ideas like that, we’ll be able to conquer them before they even know it! And when they become aware of our true intentions, they won’t be able to do anything about it!


 

CHAPTER VIII

 

 

Less than five hours after this incident, special editions announced the good news to the world. In huge capitals all the newspaper headlines spread the sensational information:

 

A DENEBIAN FLYING SAUCER LANDS IN A VILLAGE IN VENDEE! THREE PILOTS—GREEN SCALY CREATURES TWO METERS TALL—SPREAD PANIC AMONG THE PEOPLE. 

A PRIEST AND A DOCTOR ESTABLISH FIRST CONTACT WITH THE PEACEFUL BEINGS COME TO HELP EARTHLINGS!

More discreet than the deceitful, Men from Outer Space, and so much more human despite their troubling appearance, the Denebians have sent three ambassadors to Earth (see photo below sent by special wirephoto).

 

After a moving description of the contact and the accident that ensued, the reporter launched into a poetic-realist flight to sing the praises of these “wise ambassadors of an extra-terrestrial people whose altruism toward our race is constantly verified.”

The journalist concluded, “There’s no doubt that this first contact will be the prelude to a closer collaboration between our two races; a prelude that foresees huge benefits for our civilization that, safe from a sneaky Polarian attack, will be able to take huge steps forward with the selfless aide of the good Denebian scientists.”

 

In an emergency meeting in Paris at the old UN Palace, now the French Department of the USW, the awestruck heads of state were watching the three green creatures from Deneb sitting in the place of honor in front of the President’s seat.

In spite of all efforts made to consider these ambassadors as “brothers” and allies, the VIPs could not help feeling an uncontrollable disgust in their presence. Before these glistening, green, scaly creatures with red eyes, a shiver ran down their spines. From the depths of their being an insurmountable fear rose up, one of those latent fears in every individual, a subconscious relic of ancestral terrors.

If the heads of state reacted like this, what reactions would the people have to these creatures when they started crowding the streets of cities and towns? For, the day was coming since these beings were offering their help and protection. And there was no question—without hurting them deeply—of asking them not to show themselves in public.

The President of the USW, no less uncomfortable than his illustrious colleagues, was making visible efforts to smile kindly at the Denebians. But did they even understand the meaning of a smile?

“Excellencies,” he began his address to the “two-legged lizard” ambassadors. “I am extremely happy to welcome you to our planet in the name of the United States of the World. It is with the utmost sorrow that I learned about the unfortunate accident that befell one of your Excellencies. I can assure you that the guilty party of this regrettable attack will suffer the severest penalties…”

M’nag, the Denebian commander specialized in hand-to-hand combat, the bitter enemy of Zimko, playing the bighearted ambassador here, stood up and bowed melodramatically. “I would thank the President of the USW not to be too hard on the Earthling who wounded me. It was an accident. Your brother only did it because he thought the two other Earthlings were in danger. Our desire is to establish friendly and lasting relations with your race. We would be sorry to start off with a disciplinary punishment because of us. Would you do us the favor of pardoning this Earthling for his nervousness and his mistake?”

The President bowed in turn, “We are deeply moved by these honorable sentiments. I will make sure to grant your wish and see to it that the man who dared to shoot at Your Excellency will not be punished.

Then turning to the assembly he continued: 

“Gentlemen, our civilization will obviously be proud to ally with people whose ambassadors show such wisdom. The Denebians, as their Excellencies explained to me, have learned several of our languages thanks to the mechano-psychic devices similar to those the Polarians used to spy on us. But where the latter got the collaboration of some Earthlings to assuage our fears and manipulate our imaginations to their favor, the people of Deneb don’t use such tricks. They didn’t use flashy publicity and in poor taste to announce the arrival of their representatives. No, only three ambassadors were sent to our planet, landing timidly near a village in France, Dompierre-sur-Yon, which will become famous for this historic encounter. This discretion immediately won us over. His Excellency M’nag and his Plenipotentiary Ministers R’zog and T’gonk, who presented their credentials translated from Denebian into French, English, Russian and Spanish, are now going to state the offer of their government.”

The President of the USW bowed and invited “His Excellency” M’nag to take the floor.

The Denebian stood up, towering over the frightened Earthlings watching him. Where the bullet had grazed his shoulder was a kind of greenish swelling covered with a clear, anti-septic film. He and his partners were dressed only in a kind of underpants resembling leather with a wide, very thick belt. Around his scaly neck hung a triangular metal plate. Incomprehensible signs were engraved on it in red characters that shined brightly even in broad daylight or under the artificial light.

His hoarse voice boomed forth, making his attentive listeners automatically shiver. “His Majesty K’Wyil II, Emperor of the Omink Solar System called Deneb by Earthlings, Beloved Master of the Seven Solar Protectorates, is very happy to present to the President of the USW, to his brothers and the people, the assurance of his deep feelings of Cosmic Love.”

You could not say that this pompous, grandiloquent greeting was welcomed cheerfully by the heads of state. But they forced themselves not to reveal their thoughts about these ambassadors full of goodwill but with a very eccentric vocabulary. No doubt these grandiose words were allowed if not encouraged in Denebian diplomacy.

“Through our unworthy mouths His Majesty K’Wyil II informs the Earthlings of his intention to offer help and protection against any attempted invasion by the Demons from Outer Space called Polarians on your planet.

“If the Earthlings do us the great honor of accepting our selfless offer, we will report their agreement to our Venerated Master who will immediately order our freedom squadrons to surround Earth. Then our ships will land on the day, time and place of your choosing to set up a strong defensive network on your planet without delay.

“Posts of magnetic detection will be spread over the globe to create a veritable net of protection that no enemy spaceship will be able to slip through without automatically setting off a flood of disintegrating missiles that will destroy it down to the last atom.

“If the Earthlings don’t want our help and refuse our offers of protection, we will do nothing to force them to accept our presence on their soil, staying faithful to our policy of non intervention if it’s considered undesirable. Then we will just set up, with their permission, a simple observation base orbiting 600 miles above Earth. This will allow us to detect any approaching enemy squadron and fend off any attempt to enslave them.

“Thus, President and you Heads of State, without forcing our presence on you—for, we know how much our appearance shocks you—we will still protect you. We will only ask of you in exchange to tolerate a Denebian embassy of ten people in one of your capitals.”

Turning now to the President of the USW in particular he said, “Do you think you can give us an immediate answer to one of these offers or would you rather meet in private to deliberate before telling us you decision?”

Charmed by the deferential tone of this being who was so different from humans… and by the purity of his offers, the President told the assembly, “Gentlemen, it is up to us to decide. All who want a discussion here and now raise your hands.”

Almost everyone raised their hands without a second of hesitation. Only three heads of state did not move: the representative from France, England and Israel. Finally, France and Israel agreed as well.

“Gentlemen, an almost unanimous decision has been made,” the President of the USW observed. “I declare the discussion open to give an immediate answer to Their Excellencies M’nag, R’zog, and T’gonk of the Denebian Empire. Two possibilities lie before us. First, to welcome an expeditionary corps to our planet to build our defense. Second, to simply give the right to this corps to set up a space base orbiting our planet with the creation of an embassy on the ground with only ten people in it. All those in favor of the first option raise your…”

A loud explosion shook the floor and shattered most of the windows of the United Nations of the World Palace. 

The President’s question remained unfinished and a wave of anxiety washed over the assembly. In the commotion that followed the inexplicable explosion, His Excellency M’nag raised his thundering voice above the shouting:

“I ask the President to let me leave immediately for a few moments. I believe that the auto-defense system on our spaceship has just been set off by an enemy ship!”

“I… Please,” the President acquiesced in his distress.

M’nag stood up and ran out, leaving his Plenipotentiary Ministers with the Earthlings. His green body glimmered eerily when he crossed the sun-washed courtyard. When he got to the central path looking over the flowerbeds of the Trocadero, M’nag stopped. An expression of complete satisfaction twisted his face—a grimace that an Earthling could not interpret.

The Denebian spaceship sitting in the middle of the esplanade was shooting purple beams into the sky from the top of its dome. A crowd of curious onlookers was running up and gathering at the foot of the Eiffel Tower into which a 50-foot wide flying saucer had crashed.

Everything is going just fine, the green monster snickered to himself. It couldn’t get better than this. I will make sure to make a rave report to our Emperor and suggest X’hug get a promotion. He guided this captured Polarian ship into this ridiculous metal structure at the perfect time, he thought as he sneered at the Eiffel Tower.

He went back to the heads of state who were huddled together on the front steps of the Palace and returned to the assembly room with them.

“Just as I thought, our defense system reacted to the presence of an enemy spaceship. As it came in it caused our automatic detector not to fire our disintegrator missiles so as to protect this magnificent capital from devastation. And we acted rightly. But our explosive missiles still struck it down. Being full of Sh’lang explosives, however, it caused some damage when it crashed. I’m sorry but this is nothing compared to the destruction it could have caused if it had time to drop its atomic payload on your city.”

In an emotionally charged voice the President declared, “We are infinitely indebted to you, Excellencies, for having the foresight to turn on the automatic detectors on your ship. Without this wise precaution we can be sure that this meeting would have ended in a massacre. Without a doubt these Demons from Space wanted to bomb our assembly where they could kill your Excellencies along with all the heads of state on Earth.

“This vile aggression proves to us, if there were further need, the Polarian wickedness and the urgency of an agreement between your people and ours. Personally I recommend an immediate agreement and ask you, my Earth brothers to accept the first offer of our generous defenders. Namely: authorization for the Denebians to set up a strong defense system covering the surface of the globe as soon as possible.”

Before the President even put the question to a vote, in an assembly that was now completely unanimous, the heads of state raised their hands in acceptance.

“Gentlemen, I thank you for your enthusiasm in accepting this necessity. Before long we will get the security that will allow our civilization to progress on the paths of knowledge and peace. Will we ever be able to return the enormous benefits that we owe to our brave defenders?”

M’nag bowed ceremoniously, “We were sure that you’d come to an agreement with the intelligent and sympathetic race that we are. I leave it to you, Mr. President, to fix the date and location that you want for our first defense installations as well as for the establishment of our permanent base.”

“I propose we welcome the first squadrons in two Earth days at eight o’clock, local time, in the following capital cities to start with: Paris, Washington DC, Moscow and Sydney. After that, depending on how fast the Denebians can set up their defense system, the spaceships can land in the other capitals to cover the whole Earth as soon as possible with an effective detection network.”

“With your permission, Mr. President, we will take your wise decision back to His Majesty K’Wyil II.”

“But,” one head of state objected, “during your trip our planet will be vulnerable to a sudden Polarian attack.”

“Rest assured, Earth Allies,” M’nag responded, “we won’t be gone for more than three of your hours because we don’t need to go back to Omynk, our solar system. A simple trip to our secret base on an asteroid between the orbits of your Mars and Jupiter is all we need. We will give the order to our first squadrons to get ready to come to Earth at the appointed time.”

“Won’t you be spotted going back to your base? The Polarians must be patrolling our system non-stop.”

“Have no fear, Mr. President. A very long time ago we perfected an invisibility shield that is even better than the one used by our enemies. Whenever we judge it necessary, our ships become invisible and undetectable even to the space radar of the Demons from Space!”

 

In his HQ on the Martian base, Zimko was talking with his friends Kariven, Dormoy, Angelvin, Commander Taylor, Professor Harrington, the physicist Kurt Streiler and Lieutenant Rudy Clark. They were watching in dread as the viewer showed them the meeting taking place on Earth between the heads of state and three Denebians.

“The blasted lizards are wasting no time!” the Man from Outer Space said worriedly. “And things are happening much faster than I thought.”

“It’s obvious,” Kariven pointed out, “that the set-up of the so-called attacking spaceship, struck down just in time over Paris, made a strong impression on the heads of state. With this new ploy the Denebians forced them to make a reckless decision for them to come to Earth immediately. The lunatics don’t understand that the so-called detector network, far from protecting the Earthlings, will help enslave them!”

“We still have one strong point,” Zimko said. “The monsters are convinced that their invisibility shield is invulnerable. And we’ve done our best to let them believe that our detectors and space radar can’t spot them. Therefore, they’re right to imagine that, being invisible, their spaceships pass unnoticed. We still have time to prove the opposite to them.”

The Man from Outer Space looked at his space-watch and saw the small, green screen showing the different time zones on Earth.

“So, M’nag’s ship will leave Earth for three hours. That might sound short by it’s still enough for us to try something to ‘limit the damages’, as you say, when things go sour on your planet. I need ten volunteers for a pretty dangerous mission, I have to admit. Are you…”

“When do you leave?” the six men asked at the same time.

“I was sure that you’d accept even before knowing the nature of the mission. And if it fails, it will mean our death. I’ll ask for four other volunteers…”

A smile suddenly crossed his lips.

“Yuln, naturally, read me telepathically. She and her friends Jenny and Doniatchka are threatening to join the Denebians if we don’t take them with us.”

The joke cracked them up.

“I think that in their place I would do the same thing,” Kariven smiled. “Plus, Jenny, Doniatchka and Yuln have proven themselves for a long time. For my part, I accept them on our mission.”

Everyone agreed. Zimko was about to agree as well but a wave of confused thoughts battered his mind. He projected his paroptic vision across the base and did his best to find the psychic source. Again he smiled and stared at Clark, the young Air Force officer who had participated in several dangerous missions years ago along with his friends and Kariven.

“Lieutenant Clark,” Zimko said, amused by his embarrassment and his obvious desire to ask something. “Do you, too, agree to bring with us a certain Polarian girl with the charming name of Bentya?”

The lieutenant could not help blushing and he had to clear his throat before answering. “That’s… I… If you think it’s possible.”

“But of course it’s possible. Bentya’s just sent me a telepathic ultimatum.”

Becoming serious again Zimko continued, “Earth friends, we have two hours and 45 minutes to prepare ourselves and get to Earth. Tlyka, Yuln, Jenny, Doniatchka and Bentya are already at the Biosthetic Center. Let’s get there right away… to powder our noses.”

Surprised by this idea, absurd to say the least, they got up and followed their friend and chief.

 

It was hard for Kariven to open his eyes. It seemed to him that the skin on his face was stretched tight. His nose, especially, bothered him. It was not really painful, just uncomfortable. When he propped himself up on an elbow, he suddenly realized that he was lying on a metal table. From the ceiling was hanging a kind of transparent mold, swaying five feet above his head. This mold had the shape of a human face. Clear tubes of different colors as well as a bunch of electrodes stuck inside the face of this mask were connected to an articulated, telescopic arm.

“Hello, Jeff.”

Kariven jumped and swung his head to the sound of the voice. 13 feet to his left a gorgeous young brunette in an emerald green two-piece was smiling at him, sitting up on a similar table under a similar machine.

“He… Hello,” he stammered, astounded to find himself with this beautiful stranger in a strange place. 

Then his memory suddenly came back. He got up and ran into the arms of the young woman who kissed him passionately.

“Yuln, my love! I mean Myriam, my love! You… You’re as lovely in your new artificial face as you usually look.”

“You’re not so bad yourself, Jeff,” she smiled and pointed at the mirror on the wall. “Our biosthetic machines have made us new people.”

“And the psycho-tracers have given us new personalities without wiping out our memories. It’s incredible!’

“No acquaintance on Earth will ever be able to recognize you. And that goes double for the Denebians.”

 

In the cabin of the spaceship piloted by Zimko, Kariven, his friends and their companions were joking about their new faces, which they were enjoying enormously. It is a weird feeling to know one is a different person than before.

Yuln, Jenny, Doniatchka, Tlyka and Bentya (the young “conquest” of the handsome Lieutenant Clark) were truly divine. Their exquisitely pure features, their eyes and smile literally fascinated their companions. And extraordinary, absolutely irresistible magnetism emanated from them, which scared them a little bit. Wouldn’t they break the hearts of the Earthmen they met on the streets of Paris? Because it was in Paris that the Space Commando team was going to operate.

The Denebians—as Zimko’s new psychic inspection of M’nag’s mind had informed him—were in fact going to set up their planetary HQ in this city.

“New Style” Jenny looked again at her husband and smiled tenderly. When he touched her hand he felt an unpleasant tingling and immediately drew back. Surprised and hurt by this incomprehensible revulsion she stared at him, her big blue eyes suddenly full of sadness.

Dressed like his friends in a perfectly tailored, “terrestrial” suit Zimko at the commands of his Fimn’has was watching on, worriedly, at the different reactions and confused thoughts of the passengers.

“My friends,” he declared, “I can easily imagine the trouble you’re having because I didn’t tell you everything about the treatment you got. Besides changing your features, it also changed your psycho-physical faculties. From now on all your actions will have to be carefully controlled by your mind in order not to disturb those around you. Let me explain.

“To protect you and to give you the same psycho-physical weapons that we Polarians have, we changed your neuro-circuitry, especially the intracortical neurons that preside over the psychic functions and the metabolism. You now possess the extra senses and faculties that you admire in us. They’re only starting to wake up. Jenny, a little more receptive, felt something weird. But an hour from now you’ll all be able to read the thoughts of others, see through matter, follow several different currents of thought at the same time—and all this while talking. Finally, just by concentrating you can cast a stream of lethal electrocuting waves on at least two human or Denebian subjects. This will be useful to you. But you will obviously have to control your thought actions. Bob, in fact, just by touching his wife’s hand, felt an unpleasant tingling. Jenny is an excellent experimental subject. She reacted quickly to the treatment. However, in a short time, you will all be able to control yourselves and by shaking someone’s hand you won’t have to worry about electrocuting them.”

“I understand all this, Zimko,” Yuln spoke up. “But I don’t fully understand this… strong sensual effect that we provoke without trying at all. This is new, even for me, a Polarian, who already has the paranormal sense unknown to Earthlings.”

Zimko smiled, deliberately not thinking about the reason for his unusual seductive ability to keep it from his sister and his friends whose telepathic sense was awakening. 

“The purpose for this psycho-seductive magnetism will be revealed in good time. But rest assured, Yuln, and you too my friends, you will soon be able to control this new ability. What you don’t seem to see is that your husbands also have this power. They won’t become aware of it until later, in around five or six hours. Personally, I still don’t feel the effects. Have you set your watches to French time?” he asked, looking at his “Swiss” timepiece… specially made in Kodha. “It’s 8:32 pm.”

Then Zimko checked the screens on his control panel to make sure the Fimn’has was absorbing the radar waves and staying undetected.

Tlyka, no longer brunette but blonde and her face had lost its tan, checked the functioning of the invisibility field around the ship.

“In 15 minutes,” Zimko announced, “it will be dark and we can set down on the Saint Cloud racetrack… where we are expected.”

 

Totally invisible, the spaceship landed on the racetrack, avoiding the grass where the landing gear would leave obvious traces. The night was calm. A breeze wafted in the polyphonic concert of frogs and crickets.

With its lights turned off the unseen platform came slowly out of the disc. Its passengers looked like they appeared above the ground, legs first, by magic. They jumped silently onto the hard dirt holding their breath. A useless precaution since the racetrack was deserted. But not completely because 20 yards away, just as spectacularly, another pilot appeared out of a second invisible spaceship. He was dressed in a dark suit and carried a leather briefcase.

Raising his right hand he saluted the newcomers and handed Zimko the briefcase. “Here’s your passports and ID cards. The amount you asked for is divided into 10,000 Francs and $1,100. You’ll find the two cars, a blue and white Versailles and a dark red Ford, parked down the road about half a mile from here.”

“Thanks, Shongo,” the Man from Outer Space smiled. “You can take our Fimn’has. We’ll make do with the cars. Has the squadron arrived?”

“The last formation just landed in Agharti.” He smiled and added, “You can’t even park a car on the astrodrome. The last 1,000 ships couldn’t land and have to keep their gravito-magnetic field on to hover over the underground base. They got there around ten minutes ago. The Denebians will be landing on Earth soon. But everything’s ready. The situation is in your hands now. Good luck!”

He walked off, climbed onto the invisible platform, spotting it thanks to his paroptic vision, and disappeared into the spaceship. Silently and undetected, it rose up and sped off to Agharti, the secret Polarian base inside a tall mountain in Tibet.

“Let’s go get our new cars,” Zimko proposed. “We’ll be staying in three different hotels, close to each other so we can stay in permanent psychic contact. I’ll give you your passports, IDs and divvy up the money that you’ll need to live in France or maybe travel abroad. Because there’s no way I can put it in your bank accounts since you’re not yourselves.

“From now on we can only rely on ourselves. The Denebians are going to swarm the Earth. We won’t even be able to trust the Earthlings.

“Tonight we’ll rest. We need it and starting tomorrow we’ll start in on our secret battle…”


 

CHAPTER IX

 

 

The population of the world had heard about the decision of the USW council with a mixture of hope and anxiety. Hope because the threat of invasion that the Polarians (those evil Men from Outer Space) presented was now being stopped. Anxiety because people felt revolted and disgusted by these green monsters from the stars, in spite of the kindness they were showing to humans.

A week ago the Denebians had started setting up their detector network in every country. From one place to another across the continents the metal frameworks of giant towers stood tall. At the top was a slowly turning satellite dish pointed at the sky, sending out a fan of orange rays every three seconds.

Every city where the Denebian squadrons had set up was full of feverish activity. Some Earthlings forced themselves to fight against their disgust, the real horror that these frightening “two-legged” lizards caused every time they met them on the streets.

“If,” they told themselves, “these creatures are hideous to us, the inverse must also be true. We Earthlings must look just as nauseating in the eyes of the Denebians. But they don’t show their feelings about us at all. Does this come from their high degree of evolution? Do they look on us as simply a different but normal form of life or do they hide their repulsion better than us—out of kindness?”

In fact, only a minority of Earthlings reasoned like this. Most of them could not overcome their instinctive horror.

When the Polarians arrived their Earthling counterparts felt spontaneously attracted by them; everyone wanted to make friends with a Man or Woman from Outer Space. It was not the same with the Denebians. Far from it.

When someone strolling down the street saw one of the green creatures coming toward him, he did not hesitate to change sidewalks to avoid rubbing shoulders with the repugnant “friend.”

Several times already in concert halls and even dance clubs where these beings naïvely entered, there were scenes bordering on panic. And every time, without saying a word, without even looking hurt—but obviously suffering inside—the Denebians left.

The Earthlings clearly felt in them—at least they interpreted their behavior thus—a profound desire to get along, to mingle with human society, to participate in its good times, its fun times and to be closer.

The Freedom Squadrons had brought with them many female Denebian “assistants.” A little smaller than their male counterparts but with their bodies similar to Earth women these creatures were dressed in a very short, skirt made up material that looked like gold leather. Without any shame whatsoever they showed their scaly skin for all to see—a lighter sea-green than the opposite sex.

Their slanting red eyes with a yellow stripe sometimes stared hard at an Earthling male. Faced with this awful caricature of a woman with her scaly breasts shamelessly exposed, the man would shiver with disgust. Turning his back on the Female—as the Earthlings started calling the Denebian women—he hurried away, remembering the unpleasant feeling of those huge red eyes staring at him stubbornly.

It did not take long for the Earth women to see that they, too, became a physical object of scrutiny that often went beyond what was proper. A rumor gradually formed in Paris that girls and young women had been followed by Denebians. This kind of thing was, of course, not uncommon among humans, but it was easy for a woman to put a man in his place with a few choice words or even a slap, which proved more difficult with these green creatures. 

Strange, disturbing stories, if the narrator was to be believed, started making the rounds.

Men had even been followed by Females. They would have to run away when they found themselves in a deserted street at night and a Female’s boots pounded the pavement faster as they caught up to the man they were following.

So far, however, nothing really bad had happened to either sex. Denebian men and women were content to follow humans and let their attitude suggest an intention that went beyond the norms of propriety.

News came one morning, exactly 18 days after the last chain in the “protective network” was installed over the face of the globe. In all the countries on Earth, after an Earth-Denebian meeting, the heads of state addressed their people. Radio, TV and newspapers published their surprising declarations. Some papers did not hesitate to call the speeches “a miserable disgrace to the human race,” or “intolerable and immoral conspiracies”.

“After three weeks of contact with our Denebian friends and allies,” the official statements said, “we are sorry to say that no real connection has taken place between the Earthlings and Denebians on an individual basis. In whatever public place our guests show up, they face the same cold and reserved attitude, when they are not simply left alone in a place (bar, theater, club, etc.) quickly deserted by the Earthlings.

“Such anti-social behavior has to stop. We owe much gratitude to these beings from another planet, different from us for sure but like us they have a heart able to love even those who avoid them.

“We owe it to them to show more understanding, more kindness, even affection. It is clear that we will not understand or love the Denebian race until we have given up this ridiculous idea of considering them monsters or freaks. We have the proof that on one of their protectorates planets, humanoids (therefore identical to us Earthlings) have not only accepted their benefactors but even mated with them for generations. From their mutual affection a hybrid race was formed, strong and powerful, producing beings that are obviously different from the two parent races but whose appearance is not shocking.

“We ourselves recently visited a city on the planet X’naog where Denebians, humanoids and their hybrid races live in harmony.

“Thanks to the remarkable work of Denebian biologists and geneticists on histology and chromosomes, such racial mixes are now possible. Nothing now is preventing our races from creating a new race together, a mixed race, Terrodenebian that will consolidate our two peoples and seal our union in a powerful and lasting way.

“Moreover, such a project is under consideration. We would like to see it undertaken. And so it is with great joy that we welcome volunteers, of both sexes, to participate in this marvelous experiment.

“We hope that our call will be answered. The mayors in Paris and in all big cities, the medical schools, hospitals and Biology departments of the CNRS22 will accept and advise the volunteers who, if they want, will be guaranteed anonymity.”

 

“It’s sickening, despicable,” Kariven barked, throwing the paper down in a rage. “Our heads of state must have gone mad to publish such obscenities.”

“No, Kariven,” Zimko sighed, shaking his head. “They aren’t crazy… They’ve just fallen under the psychic domination of the Denebians!”

This revelation troubled Kariven, his wife and their friends meeting at the Ritz in Zimko’s luxurious apartment.

“And you think that even one Earthling will go along with this disgraceful ‘crossbreeding’?” Doniatchka snapped, suddenly surprised that neither she nor her friends could hear Zimko’s thoughts.

He had, in fact, just raised a psychic barrier to block all telepathic inspection of his mind. “Not only do I think so,” he responded, “but I know so.”

“If I ever met a man or woman who debased themselves in this filthy project, I’d demolish them!” Lieutenant Clark threatened as he put his arm around the waist of beautiful Bentya.

“Oh, no, Clark, you won’t do that,” Zimko smiled enigmatically.

“And why not?”

“Because then you’ll have to ‘demolish,’ as you say, everyone in this room, starting with yourself.”

“What?” the officer gasped, looking around at his stunned friends.

“The time has come to explain to you why we’re all endowed with almost supernatural psycho-seductive magnetism.”

The others looked at each other, trying to understand what he meant.

“The superhuman charm making us specimens of incomparable beauty and irresistibly seductive is why we’re going to be volunteers for this experiment.”

Raising his hand for silence—because everyone started protesting at this repugnant idea—Zimko continued, “But rest assured, we’ll have no need to finish out the exper…”

“Zimko!” his younger sister shouted. “You just let an idea slip out that contradicts your assurance.”

“I got it too!” Jenny confessed. “You said we’ll have no need to finish out the experiment, but in your mind you added, at least I hope not.”

“Please,” Zimko was embarrassed. “All of us here have faced danger many times. This danger is no worse than what we’ve seen before. It is there and I think it’s normal to recognize it. I wasn’t trying to hide anything from you. So, we’re going to go as volunteers to this experiment they euphemistically call ‘hybridization’. But since we’re the only ‘Earthlings’ to be blessed with superhuman beauty, backed up by an irresistible psycho-seductive faculty, we can be sure we won’t be selected for a few lowly pilots or officers but rather… for the members of the Supreme General Staff.”

“Or for Emperor K’Wyil II himself and his entourage?” Yuln insinuated.

“Why not, little sister? If we’re clever and make the right moves, we can hope for anything.”

“Now I finally understand what our electrocuting power is for,” Jenny mumbled, thoughtful and determined to enter this mockery of an experiment.

“Could we at least have a little time before,” Yuln squeezed her husband’s hand.

“We should and we will,” Zimko insisted. “We’re not starting on this today. We have to wait a little while so that the Earthlings finally recognize the monumental mistake they made in murdering our kin and welcoming these green monsters.”

 

Eight more days passed and not a single woman or man had made the “commitment” to volunteer for the unnatural experiment. On the contrary, Earth men and women stopped going out at night. The streets of the cities where the Denebians were staying became deserted at sundown.

Sometimes the tenants of a building were startled awake by cries of terror that were quickly muffled under a gag. Whoever dared to take a peek out their window or even on the landing, said they saw a Denebian rushing down the stairs carrying the slumped body of a young woman. Another time there were two hideous Females who were dragging a man in their strong, clawed hands as he struggled in vain and more and more feebly, obviously drugged after a surprise attack.

Some witnesses, bold enough to intervene, were lashed by the sharp claws of the filthy creatures. On several occasions men fired guns at the abductors, leaving their victims at death’s door and the corpses of the “Liberators of Earth” on the sidewalk.

Few newspapers mentioned these infamous abductions. It was as if a gag order was given to radio, TV and the press because such news was never reported.  

The people were finally starting to doubt the good intentions of the Denebians. Public opinion started shifting, first in different neighborhoods. Anger was rumbling, ready to explode. But the Earthlings, not knowing that these abductions were happening everywhere on the planet, did not know how to react. They thought that maybe they really were isolated cases only in their own city, with only a few delinquent Denebians to be held responsible like in all races.

Earthlings would have panicked if they had known that tens of thousands of men and women had mysteriously disappeared since the arrival of the “two-legged lizards.”

But an official statement from the Council of the USW, broadcast in every country, soon threw the whole world into confusion.

“No volunteer for the Hybridization experiment has yet come forward, so it has been decided in the last USW assembly that subjects of both sexes will be chosen officially. We remind everyone of the fact that this experiment, whose importance everyone should recognize, bears absolutely no danger.

“While regretting the need to apply the Law of Improving Social and Cultural Exchange, which was voted in this morning, we condemn the anti-social behavior of the xenophobes who shock our Denebian friends and allies by refusing to associate freely with the representatives of their race.

“We remind you again that the volunteers, if they come forward—and despite the law—will be treated well and free to decide. They will not be forced in any way and can choose as they want. The Denebian authorities will be honored to consecrate voluntary marriages, for Earth men or women, with the Denebian subjects of their choice. The first 100 volunteers will even get a voyage offered by His Very Powerful Majesty K’Wyil II, who will do us the great honor of coming in five days to visit our planet, the new protectorate of the Denebian Empire.”

Around noon, after this stupefying news had thrown the people into turmoil, Denebian patrols were posted outside the factories around Paris. Armed with thermal ray guns, ten monsters were lined up on either side of the exit door. At first intrigued, then more and more worried, the workers hurried out with their heads lowered, trying to avoid the prying eyes of the two-legged lizards.

Choosing young men and women on sight the Denebians would grab someone and lead them directly to a police car parked nearby. At the wheel of the car was an officer who kept his eyes forward, apparently oblivious to what was happening.

A young female worker, kidnapped in front of her fiancé, whose arm she was holding, started screaming and struggling. A scuffle ensued. The men, letting their bicycles or mopeds drop to the ground, jumped bravely into the fray. The poor men were soon writhing in agony, their bodies burned by the thermal rays shot mercilessly by the green monsters.

News of these horrible kidnappings, in spite of the silence in the papers, spread like wildfire through all the capitals where they took place.

It was said that the Denebians, not being immediately accepted by the Earthlings, were forcing them to create a hybrid race of half-man, half-lizard monsters. To do this (they whispered) they were kidnapping young people. After two or three generations of intensive crossbreeding, the pure human race will practically disappear and be replaced by the “hybrids,” totally devoted to their masters from Deneb who will raise and indoctrinate them!

But in Paris, just like in London, Washington and Moscow, the Polarians and Earthlings of both sexes, loyal to the Alliance—with their bodies transformed by a special treatment in the Polarian planetary bases—were starting to show up at the Terro-Denebian authorities as “volunteers.”

They were welcomed with open arms by the representatives of the Ministry of Racial Exchange, recently formed in the main terrestrial capitals.

This rush of “volunteers” coincided with the arrival of Emperor K’Wyil II and his entourage on Earth. The Denebians concluded a little too hastily that the Earthlings were attracted by the promise of a magnificent voyage in their solar system offered by the Emperor himself to the first 100 candidates.

The Emperor, his ministers and the marshals of the Freedom Forces set up in the Palace of the USW in Paris to honor the country where the first contact had been made.

A big party followed by a ball—since this kind of festivity seemed to please the Earthlings—was scheduled for that night. The heads of state were invited to show the people that the governmental machines of the two races were still getting along excellently.

When night fell, in the brightly lit Palace decorated for the occasion and after Earthling and Denebian appetizers had been served, the ball commenced. 

An impressive line of green monsters armed with thermal rifles surrounded the Palace.

Emperor K’Wyil II, a hideous creature over seven feet tall, glistening green, with hard, scarlet eyes, had insisted on inviting the first 100 volunteers who were ready to submit to the hybridization experiment. 

Thirty Females from Denebian “high society” were also there at the diplomatic ball. Arrogant, with her busty, scaly chests stuck out, one of them—a favorite of the Emperor it was said—stared unashamedly at an Earthling “volunteer” as handsome as Apollo.

The man held her gaze and even tried to smile. The orchestra was playing a slow song and staring straight at the awful creature the man walked up to her. He bowed respectfully and asked, “Although I am just a wretched Earthling, may I have the honor to invite Your Splendor to dance?”

In a cavernous voice the Denebian growled something and literally threw herself into his arms.

You could not say that Zimko was jumping with joy—because it was he who had invited the Female to dance—but the foul, oily contact with this creature was part of his plan.

While dancing and whispering flattering nonsense to his monstrous maiden, he cast his paroptic vision around to keep an eye on the talents and tactics of the other “volunteers”. His sister Yuln, radiating beauty, was dancing now with the Emperor himself. Kariven, Dormoy and Angelvin were dancing with “aristocratic” Females.

As for Commander Taylor and Lieutenant Clark, they looked like they were enjoying the company of two other Denebian Females.

Zimko smiled inside. Although treacherous and shrewd these monsters from Deneb were not very skilled in human psychology. To believe that these volunteers, men and women, were consumed by love for them was the most ridiculous thing in the world!

He changed the range of his paroptic vision, tuned it to his telepathic waves and saw the feverish activity in Agharti, the secret Polarian base thousands of miles away in Tibet. His psychic introspection was disturbed by a guttural shout from the Emperor. He was standing in the middle of the room holding Yuln by the shoulders, his claws resting on her blue spangled bodice, crying out a second time, very short, which was a sign of great joy among the Denebians.

“Earth Friends!” he announced in his voice from beyond the grave. “I would like to introduce to you Myriam, a volunteer who has the honor of becoming my Servant!”

Becoming the “Servant” of a Denebian was a conventional term meaning “to become his concubine”! Although the Earthlings were ignorant of this linguistic subtlety, Yuln and Zimko knew about it. 

K’Wyil shoved the Polarian onto the dance floor and stepped back, growling, “Dance! Dance, Myriam! Tonight will be our wedding night!”

Humiliated, red and confused, Yuln caught her balance and stood there embarrassed by everyone looking at her.

Dance, little sister, she heard in her mind. We need to gain more time at all costs.

 

That night, pathetic scenes played out in the big cities of Europe and Russia. At the same time in the USA, obeying the Emperor’s orders, the Denebians committed the worst abuses.

New space squadrons kept arriving and hundreds of thousands of men and women were abducted, others burned for trying to interfere or revolt.

A general order, come from who knows where, granted free rein to all Denebians, including the officers in the detection posts. Besides saying that the Denebian HQ temporarily established in Paris had the situation under control, the order gave the members of the Liberating Space Forces, as a reward for their hard work and courage, the authority to choose a Servant. As a result the detection stations sometimes went more than five hours without personnel.

The Denebian Females enjoyed the same freedom and ran through the streets in groups or alone wherever they were stationed.

The terrorized Earthlings were living in agony. Some people committed suicide, preferring death to surrendering to the lewd, demoniacal creatures.

In this reign of terror and horror, every man and woman thought desperately about the horrible mistake humans had made in slaughtering the Polarians!

 

Emperor K’Wyil II had his scarlet eyes fixed on the Earthling girl whom he had brutally forced to dance for him. The yellow stripes in his slanted eyes started quivering with lust. Then he made a sign and some Denebians rushed at her.

All the other green monsters, as well as the Females, jumped on their volunteers. The heads of state, ministers and other Earthlings under the psychic control of the extra-terrestrial brutes, did nothing before this orgiastic storm.

Suddenly, the pseudo-volunteers received the telepathic order, Do it! Time’s up!

The shouts and commotion stopped as if by magic. The Denebians men and women stumbled away from their dance partners who were tensing all their muscles in a violent effort of will that straightway unleashed a powerful electrocuting energy on the filthy creatures.

Wheezing and panting like wild animals in a cage, Emperor K’Wyil II and his high dignitaries and aristocratic Females collapsed, their bodies jerking in pain. After a moment they lay motionless, struck down.

In three giant bounds Zimko jumped into the next room. He tore open a kind of closet and flipped a bunch of switches, which plunged the Palace in darkness.

Let’s meet on the upper terrace, he ordered telepathically, running to the monumental staircase.

Easily moving through the darkness thanks to their paroptic vision, everyone was in the meeting place a few minutes later.

Out of breath, Yuln dropped into her husband’s arms. “What an awful experience, Jean!”

“It’s over, my love. The rumble of revolt is spreading all over the world and the Denebians are going to find out how stupid it was to abandon their posts for the sake of debauchery.”

Zimko was scrutinizing the starry sky, not with his eyes but with his super-normal vision. “Our squadrons are all over Earth,” he announced to his friends.

Endowed with the same ability now the others saw in their mind, like on a panoramic screen, thousands of disc-shaped spaceships. In formations of 50 Fimn’has, the Polarian ships split up, heading for the capitals and big cities around the world.

“In ten minutes,” Zimko noted, “a squadron will be flying over Paris.”

A rush of air blew over the huge, flat roof of the Palace of the USW. Everyone looked up and to their great surprise, even though there seemed to be no cause, the stars were no longer visible!

Tune your paroptic vision, Zimko ordered psychically. 

Astonished, they saw the dark shape of a reconnaissance spaceship. Invisible, hovering between them and the stars, it darkened the sky.

As the platform came slowly down from the Fimn’has, six Denebians rushed onto the terrace at the same time as the lights flooded the area again. Surprised to see this group of Earthlings on the roof, the monsters brought their thermal guns up to their hips, ready to fire.

Zimko and his friends dropped to the ground and threw out a violent electric discharge at the intruders. Two of them fired—too high—but one second later they all collapsed, growling in pain. Curled up on the ground, they died, electrocuted.

Zimko and his friends ran at full speed to the spaceship, jumped on the platform and hugged one another. In a few seconds they were safe inside the ship, which took off, staying invisible until the squadron of 50 Fimn’has arrived in Paris.

With a victory smile on his lips Zimko gave a general telepathic order to all the squadrons around the Earth:

Immediately fire paralyzing rays on the cities where you’ve picked up the “volunteers”. Intensity 19! Go!

After one minute, in all the urban centers where the monsters from Deneb had got hold, life stopped. Earthlings and Denebians were frozen in place together.

“Land!” Zimko ordered. “Operation Clean-Up!”

In tight formation the Polarian flying saucers landed and unloaded the fighters of the Space Commandos. Meanwhile, Zimko’s ship headed for the stars.

The Commandos in groups of ten Polarians, broke into the detection posts around the globe and systematically disintegrated the machines. In every location the paralyzed Denebian invaders were brought to the spaceships that took them straight to the Gobi Desert. A huge metal sphere, more than half a mile in diameter, had been dropped there, partly buried in the vast stretch of wind-swept sand.

Flying saucers were landing non-stop around this extraordinary, shiny sphere. Once their cargo of monsters was unloaded, they left again, leaving the paralyzed brutes to other Polarians who piled them onto a kind of moving walkway that spiraled around the sphere and poured them into an opening at the top.

In less than four hours all the Denebians who had brought terror to the Earth were prisoners in this sphere. Then the Polarian crews left the sphere to itself. The gigantic machine slowly started glowing green, illuminating the desert with a ghostly light. It vibrated for a few seconds then shot straight up into outer space.

 

The faint light of dawn chased away the night from the Paris skies. The effects of the paralyzing rays were finished. Able to move, the Parisians hugged one another in fear, anxiously asking what had just happened.

Was it a new torture by the Denebians? What had they invented to hurt and humiliate the Earthlings? 

Some people dared to go outside. Reassured by the calm in the city they joined other neighbors and friends and wandered through the streets that were slowly waking up. Soon a group of men and women, disheveled and in pajamas and bathrobes, came running down Avenue Gabriel, shouting at the top of their lungs.

“They’ve come back! They’re here in the Place de la Concorde! Come on everyone! We’re saved!”

Intrigued by the commotion people started looking out their windows, stumbling down into the street, wavering between fear and hope—a mad hope, they thought—and walking toward the place. In less than an hour the Place de la Concorde was chock full of Parisians from all corners of the capital.

A squadron of ten flying saucers, shining like aluminum in the sunlight, was surrounding the obelisk. The cockpit of one of the spaceships slid open, revealing Zimko, Kariven, Yuln, Dormoy, Angelvin and their wives. One after another all the Fimn’has cockpits were open with the Earthlings who had remained loyal to the end to the Earth-Polarian Alliance.

In the Place de la Concorde and in the streets around it, tens of thousands of onlookers shouted for joy. They had recognized the particular form of the Polarian spaceships and were waiting impatiently for their crews to appear.

Zimko and his friends, dressed in uniforms now—blue and dark red bodysuits—looked around at the huge crowd come to greet them. With a big smile Zimko saluted the crowd by raising his right hand. 

He brought a microphone to his mouth and in a deep, warm voice, declared, “Earth Friends, the Polarians and their loyal companions of the Alliance salute you! We forgive you for the massacre of our brothers and sisters because you were fooled by the Denebian trickery. You were wrong, however, to blindly accept the so-called revelations of these power-hungry, bloodthirsty monsters. Their goal in blackening us with crimes was only to remove your suspicions… which you hadn’t even shown.

“These hideous green creatures were about to destroy your race by debasing it with their own. This would have created a new race of unbelievable ferocity that would have wiped out the last humans and replaced them with their masters all over the planet.

“The frightening adventure is over. The Denebians, the monsters you put up with for so long, have been defeated. In their thirst for conquest and domination they sowed bloody death in seven solar systems. We can no longer let them continue their abominable crimes.

“Therefore, two hours ago a giant sphere in which the criminals are imprisoned left Earth. The guided spaceship is almost entirely built of negative matter23. Emitting a strong, repellent magnetic field, no weapon will be able to destroy it. Right now it is entering the Omynk solar system, the Denebian Empire. In a little while, near the planet Ptopa, the seat of the abhorrent green race, its outer walls of neutral matter will fall away and leave open the inner sphere of negative matter. When it gets close enough to the ‘positive’ planet Ptopa, the negative matter will undergo an atomic transformation and in an apocalyptic explosion of cosmic energy it will wipe out Ptopa and the race of green monsters!”

The crowd broke out in a loud ovation. Zimko raise his hand asking for silence and continued:

“Freeing the seven solar systems enslaved by the Denebian mercenary colonists will only take a few days. The freed races will finally be able to enjoy the fruits of liberty and benefit from our aide. 

“Earth, likewise freed and finally united, will see an era of joy and love. The specter of war, planetary or interstellar, is banished forever. We Polarians have educated, helped and protected countless races in solar systems all over the Galaxy. Now we’re going to devote our efforts to help humans who are our close relatives since they’re descended from the first Polarians who came into this solar system a long time ago. You will enjoy the immense benefits of our civilization. Your ills and your suffering, moral and physical, will be eased thanks to our biological and neurological sciences. The constant imbalance that still exists on your planet between technical, moral and spiritual evolution will disappear, bringing men into a righteous stage where he will understand the machine in ways that have so far been wanting.

“This will not happen overnight but clear progress will be seen even before the end of this year. Around ten years from now we hope to see humans out of their rut. Then they will race down the path to Wisdom and Love, the two inseparable qualities that should unite all thinking peoples in the Galaxy.

“A huge task lies before us, Earth Friends. I’m sure that our sister races are finally going to experience the serenity and happiness that God created them for.

“The Time of trials and tribulations is over.

“A new dawn is rising for your civilization…

“Peace on Earth and good will to men!”


Notes
 

1 See Volume 1.

2 Ministry of Internal Affairs. (Author’s Note)

3 See prevous volumes.

4 The case of the pilot Mantell; the case of 3 fighter jets broken apart in mid-air in California; the case of the transport plane struck down in India. Read Flying Saucers Come from Another World by the same author. (Author’s Note)

5 SeeVolume 1.

6 See Volume 1.

7 Experimental base of the US Air Force located in Southern California. It is now Edwards AFB.

8 See Volume 1.

9 See Volume 1.

10 I don’t know.

11 See Volume 1.

12 Another reference to Nous, les Martiens.

13 This refers to Le Monde oublié.

14 See Volume 1.

15 Dewavrin’s “bold, constructive plan” called for the adoption by the free nations of a common army, a common foreign policy and a common economy. As his first recommendation, Dewavrin urged that France become the 49th state of the United States of the World. He was frank enough to say that “the U.S.A. would not derive any initial advantage from the fact that the American Constitution would be used as the cement, the 48 American states as the foundation and France as a cornerstone,” but was careful to point out that “the 49th state would receive the same rights as the 48 American states.” Dewavrin added that “unless the Americans are concealing imperialistic aims (and this plan for a United States of the World could help as a test) they should approve of it, even though the representatives of the 48 states would soon cease to enjoy a majority in the United States of the World’s parliament.”

16 Défense Aérienne du Territoire, Territorial Air Defense. (Author’s Note)

17 To err is human. (Author’s Note)

18 Giant observatory and laboratory for the study of flying saucers created in Canada in August 1954. It took two years to build and set up. (Author’s Note)

19 A camera that reacts automatically to the magnetic field of flying saucers to take pictures when they pass by. With the optical system is coupled a spectrograph that analyzes the ship’s light. It is a camera specifically designed to observe flying saucers. (Author’s Note)

20 An aromatized wine, a variety of apéritif wine.

21 Get thee behind me, Satan!

22 French National Center for Scientific Research.

23 See Space Commandos.
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