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To
Val and Wernher
Who are doing the things | merely write about.

PART ONE

For five miles, straight as an arrow, the gleaming metal track lay along the face of the desert.
It pointed to the northwest across the dead heart of the continent and to the ocean beyond. Over
this land, once the home of the aborigines, many strange shapes had risen, roaring, in the last
generation. The greatest and strangest of them all lay at the head of the launching track along
which it was to hurtle into the sky.

A little town had grown out of the desert in this valley between the low hills. It was a town
built for one purpose— a purpose which was embodied in the fuel-storage tanks and the power
station at the end of the five-mile-long track. Here had gathered scientists and engineersfromall
the countries of the world. And here the "Prometheus,” first of all spaceships, had been assembled
in the past three years.

The Prometheus of legend had brought fire from heaven down to earth. The Prometheus of the
twentieth century was to take atomic fire back into the home of the Gods, and to prove that Man,
by his own exertions, had broken free at last from the chains that had held him to hisworld for a
million years.

No one seemed to know who had given the spaceship its name. It was, in actuality, not a single
ship at all but really consisted of two separate machines. With notable lack of enterprise, the
designers had christened the two components "Alpha" and "Beta." Only the upper component,
"Alpha," was a pure rocket. "Beta," to giveit its full name,was a "hypersonic athodyd." Most
people usually called it an atomic ramjet, which was both simpler and more expressive.

It was a long way from the flying bombs of the Second World War to the two-hundred-ton
"Beta," skimming the top of the atmosphere at thousands of miles an hour. Yet both operated on
the same principle—the use of forward speed to provide compression for the jet. The main
difference lay in the fuel. V.I had burned gasoline; "Beta" burned plutonium, and her range was
virtually unlimited. Aslong as her air-scoops could collect and compress the tenuous gas of the
upper atmosphere, the white-hot furnace of the atomic pile would blast it out of the jets. Only
when at last the air was too thin for power or support need she inject into the pile the methane
from her fuel tanks and thus become a pure rocket.

"Beta" could |eave the atmosphere, but she could never escape completely from Earth. Her
task was two-fold. First, she had to carry up fuel tanks into the orbit round the Earth, and set



them circling like tiny moons until they were needed. Not until this had been done would she lift
"Alpha" into space. The smaller ship would then fuel up in free orbit from the waiting tanks, fire
its motors to break away from Earth, and make the journey to the Moon.

Circling patiently, "Beta" would wait until the spaceship returned. At the end of its
half-million-mile journey "Alpha" would have barely enough fuel to maneuver into a parallel
orbit. The crew and their equipment would then be transferred to the waiting "Beta," which
would still carry sufficient fuel to bring them safely back to Earth.

It was an elaborate plan, but even with atomic energy it was still the only practicable way of
making the lunar round-trip with a rocket weighing not less than many thousands of tons.
Moreover, it had many other advantages. "Alpha" and "Beta" could each be designed to carry
out their separate tasks with an efficiency which no single, all-purpose ship could hope to achieve.
It was impossible to combine in one machine the ability to fly through Earth's atmosphere and to
land on the airless Moon.

When the time came to make the next voyage, "Alpha" would still be circling the Earth, to be
refuelled in space and used again. No later journey would ever be quite as difficult asthefirst. In
time there would be more efficient motors, and later still, when the lunar colony had been
founded, there would be refuelling stations on the Moon. After that it would be easy, and space
flight would become a commercial proposition—though this would not happen for half a century
or more.

Meanwhile the "Prometheus,” dias" Alpha" and "Beta," till lay glistening beneath the
Australian sun while the technicians worked over her. The last fittings were being installed and
tested: the moment of her destiny was drawing nearer. In a few weeks, if all went well, she would
carry the hopes and fears of humanity into the lonely deeps beyond the sky.
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Dirk Alexson threw down his book and climbed up the short flight of stairsto the observation deck. It
was gtill much too soon to see land, but the journey's approaching end had made him restless and unable
to concentrate. He walked over to the narrow, curving windows set in the leading-edge of the great wing
and stared down at the featurel ess ocean below.

There was absolutely nothing to be seen: from this height the Atlantic's mightiest sormswould have
been invisble. He gazed for awhile at the blank grayness beneath and then moved acrossto the

passengers radar display.

The spinning line of light on the screen had begun to paint the first dim echoes at the limits of itsrange.
Land lay ahead, ten miles below and two hundred miles away— the land that Dirk had never seen though
it was sometimes more real to him than the country of his birth. From those hidden shores, over the last
four centuries, his ancestors had set out for the New World in search of freedom or fortune. Now hewas
returning, crossing in less than three hours the wastes over which they had labored for as many weary
weeks. And he was coming on amission of which they, in their wildest imaginings, could never have
dreamed.

The luminousimage of Land's End had moved half-way acrossthe radar screen before Dirk first
glimpsed the advancing coastline, adark stain amost lost in the horizon mists. Though he had sensed no
change of direction, he knew that the liner must now be faling down the long dope that led to London
Airport, four hundred milesaway. In afew minutes he would hear again, faint but infinitely reassuring, the
rumbling whisper of the great jets asthe air thickened around him and brought their music once moreto
hisears.

Cornwall was agray blur, snking astern too swiftly for any detailsto be seen. For dl that one could



tell, King Mark might still be waiting above the crud rocksfor the ship that brought I seult, while on the
hills Merlin might yet be talking with the winds and thinking of his doom. From this height the land would
have looked the same when the masonslaid the last gone on Tintagel'swalls.

Now the liner was dropping towards a cloudscape so white and dazzling that it hurt the eyes. At first
it seemed broken only by afew dight undulations but, presently, asit rose towards him, Dirk realized that
the mountains of cloud below were built on aHimaayan scae. A moment later, the peaks were above
him and the machine was driving through a greet pass flanked on either side by overhanging walls of
snow. He flinched involuntarily asthe white cliffs came racing towards him, then rlaxed asthe driving
mist was al around and he could see no more.

The cloud layer must have been very thick, for he caught only the briefest glimpse of London and was
taken dmost unawares by the gentle shock of landing. Then the sounds of the outer world came rushing
in upon his mind—the metallic voices of loud-speakers, the clanging of hatches, and above dl these, the
dying fal of the great turbines asthey idled to rest.

The wet concrete, the waiting trucks, and the gray cloudslowering overhead dispelled the last
impressions of romance or adventure. It was drizzling dightly, and astheridiculoudy tiny tractor hauled
the great ship away, her glistening sides made her seem a creature of the deep searather than of the open
sky. Abovethejet housings, little flurries of steam wererising asthe water drained down the wing.

Much to hisrdlief, Dirk was met a the Customs barrier. As his name was checked off the passenger
list, astout, middle-aged man came forward with outstretched hand.

"Dr. Alexson? Pleased to meet you. My name's Matthews. I'm taking you to Headquarters at
Southbank and generally looking after you while you'rein London."

"Glad to hear it," smiled Dirk. "1 suppose | can thank McAndrewsfor this?'

"That'sright. I'm hisassistant in Public Relations. Here—| et me have that bag. We're going by the
express tube; it's the quickest way—and the best, since you get into the city without having to endure the
suburbs. Theré's one snag, though.”

"What's thet?"

Matthews sighed. "Y ou'd be surprised at the number of visitors who crossthe Atlantic safely, then
disappear into the Underground and are never seen again.”

Matthews never even smiled as he imparted this unlikely news. As Dirk wasto discover, hisimpish
sense of humor seemed to go with acomplete incapacity for laughter. It was amost disconcerting
combingtion.

"Thereésonething I'm not &t all clear about,” began Matthews as the long red train began to draw out
of the airport station. "We get alot of American scientists over to see us, but | understand that science
intyour line"

“No, I'm an historian.”
Matthews's eyebrows asked an dmost audible question.

"l suppose it must berather puzzling,” continued Dirk, "but it's quite logicd. In the past, when history
was made, there was seldom anyone around to record it properly. Nowadays, of course, we have
newspapers and films—but it's surprising what important features get overlooked smply because
everyone takes them for granted at the time. Well, the project you people are working on is one of the
biggest in history, and if it comes off it will change the future as perhaps no other sngle event has ever
done. So my University decided that there should be a professiond historian around to fill in the gaps that
might be overlooked."

M atthews nodded.



"Y es, that's reasonable enough. It will make a pleasant change for us non-scientific people, too.
We'rerather tired of conversationsin which three words out of four are mathematical symbols. Still, |
suppose you have afairly good technica background?!

Dirk looked dightly uncomfortable.

"Totel thetruth," he confessed, "it'sdmost fifteen years since | did any science—and | never took it
very serioudy then. I'll haveto learnwhat | need as| go along.”

"Don't worry; we have a high-pressure course for tired businessmen and perplexed politicians which
will give you everything you need. And you'l be surprised to find how much you pick up, smply by
ligening to the Boffinsholding forth.”

"Boffins?'

"Good lord, don't you know that word? It goes back to the War, and means any long-haired
scientific typewith adide-rulein his vest-pocket. I'd better warn you right away that we've quite a
private vocabulary here which you'll haveto learn. There are o many new ideas and conceptionsin our
work that we've had to invent new words. Y ou should have brought along aphilologist aswell!"

Dirk was slent. There were moments when the sheer immensity of histask dmost overwhelmed him.
Sometimein the next sx monthsthe work of thousands of men over haf a century would reach its
culmination. It would be his duty, and his privilege, to be present while history was being made out there
inthe Australian desert on the other side of the world. He must look upon these events through the eyes
of the future, and must record them so that in centuries to come other men could recapture the spirit of
thisageand time.

They emerged at New Waterloo station, and walked the-few hundred yards to the Thames.
Matthews had been right in saying that this was the best way to meet London for thefirst time. The
gpacious sweep of the fine new Embankment, till only twenty yearsold, carried Dirk's gaze down the
river until it was caught and held by the dome of St. Paul's, glistening wetly in an unexpected shaft of
sunlight. He followed theriver upstream, past the great white buildings before Charing Cross, but the
Houses of Parliament were invisible around the curve of the Thames.

"Quiteaview, isn't it?" said Matthews presently. "We're rather proud of it now, but thirty years ago
this part was a horrid mass of wharves and mudbanks. By the way—you see that ship over there?'

"Y ou mean the onetied up againgt the other bank?"
"Y es, do you know what it is?"
"lI'venoidea”

"She'sthe Discovery, which took Captain Scott into the Antarctic back at the beginning of this
century. | oftenlook at her as| come to work and wonder what he'd have thought of the littletrip we are
planning.”

Dirk stared intently at the graceful wooden hull, the dim masts and the battered smokestack. Hismind
dipped into the past in the easy way it had, and it seemed that the Embankment was gone and that the
old ship was steaming past wals of ice into an unknown land. He could understand Matthewssfedings,
and the sense of historica continuity was suddenly very strong. The line that stretched through Scott back
to Drake and Raleigh and yet earlier voyagerswas still unbroken: only the scale of things had changed.

"Herewe are," said Matthewsin atone of proud apology. "It's not asimpressve as it might be, but
we didn't have alot of money when we built it. Not that we have now, for that matter."

The white, three-story building that faced the river was unpretentious and had obviousy been
congtructed only afew years before. It was surrounded by large, open lawns scantily covered by
dispirited grass. Dirk guessed that they had already been earmarked for future building operations. The



grass seemed to have redized thistoo.

Neverthdless, as adminidrative buildings went, Headquarters was not unattractive, and the view over
the river was certainly very fine. Along the second story ran aline of letters, as clean-cut and severdly
practica astherest of the building. They formed asingleword, but at the sght of it Dirk felt acurious
tingling in hisveins. It seemed out of place, somehow, herein the heart of agreet city where millionswere
concerned with the affairs of everyday life. It was as out of place asthe Discovery, lying againgt thefar
bank at the end of her long journeying—and it spoke of alonger voyage than she or any ship had ever)
mede:

INTERPLANETARY
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The officewas smal, and he would have to shareit with acouple of junior draftsmen—but it
overlooked the Thames and when he wastired of hisreports and files Dirk could aways rest hiseyeson
that great dome floating above Ludgate Hill. From time to time Matthews or his chief would dropinfor a
talk, but usudly they left him alone, knowing that that was his desire. He was anxious to be | eft in peace
until he had burrowed through the hundreds of reports and books which Matthews had obtained for him.

It was afar cry from Renaissance Italy to twentieth-century London, but the techniques he had
acquired when writing histhesis on Lorenzo the Magnificent served Dirk in good stead now. He could
tell, dmogt at a glance, what was unimportant and what must be studied carefully. In afew daysthe
outlines of the story were complete and he could begin tofill in the details.

The dream was older than he had imagined. Two thousand years ago the Greeks had guessed that the
Moon was aworld not unlike the Earth, and in the second century A.D. the satirist Lucian had written the
first of al inter-planetary romances. It had taken more than seventeen centuries to bridge the gulf
between fiction and reality—and dmost dl the progress had been made in the last fifty years.

The modern erahad begun in 1923, when an obscure Transylvanian professor named Hermann
Oberth had published a pamphlet entitled The Rocket Into Interplanetary Space. In this he developed
for the first time the mathematics of space flight. Leafing through the pages of one of the few copies ill in
exisgence, Dirk found it hard to believe that so enormous a superstructure had arisen from so small a
beginning. Oberth—now an old man of 84—had started the chain reaction which wasto lead in hisown
lifetime to the crossing of space.

In the decade before the Second World War, Oberth's German disciples had perfected the
liquid-fuelled rocket. At first they too had dreamed of the conquest of space, but that dream had been
forgotten with the coming of Hitler. The city over which Dirk so often gazed till bore the scars from the
time, thirty years ago, when the great rockets had come falling down from the stratosphere in atumult of
sundered air.

Lessthan ayear later had comethat dreary dawn in the New Mexico desert, when it seemed that the
River of Time had halted for amoment, then plunged in foam and spray into anew channd towardsa
changed and unknown future. With Hiroshima had come the end of awar and the end of an age: the
power and the machine had come together at last and the road to space lay clear aheed.

It had been a steep road, and it had taken thirty yearsto climb—thirty years of triumphs and
heartbreaking disappointments. As he grew to know the men around him, as he listened to their stories
and their conversations, Dirk dowly filled in the personal details which the reports and summaries could
never provide.

"Thetelevison picture wasn't too clear, but every few secondsit steadied and we got agood image.
That was the biggest thrill of my life—being the first man to see the other side of the Moon. Going there



will beabit of an anticlimax."

"—most terrific explosion you ever saw. When we got up, | heard Goering say: 'If thats the best you
can do, I'll tell the Fuehrer the whole thing's awaste of money." Y ou should have seen von Braun's
face n

"The KX 14's il up there: she completes one orbit every three hours, which was just what wed
intended. But the blasted radio tranamitter failed at take-off, so we never got those instrument readings
after dl."

"1 was looking through the twelve-inch reflector when that load of magnesium powder hit the Moon,
about fifty kilometersfrom Aristarchus. Y ou can just seethe crater it made, if you have alook around
uns”

Sometimes Dirk envied these men. They had apurposein life, even if it was one he could not fully
understand. It must give them afedling of power to send their great machines thousands of miles out into
space. But power was dangerous, and often corrupting. Could they be trusted with the forces they were
bringing into the world? Could the world itsdf be trusted with them?

Despite hisintellectual background, Dirk was not altogether free from the fear of science that had
been common ever sincethe great discoveries of the Victorian era. Hefelt not only isolated but
sometimes alittle nervousin his new surroundings. The few people he spoke to were invariably hel pful
and polite, but acertain shyness and his anxiety to master the background of his subject in the shortest
time kept him away from al socia entanglements. Heliked the atmosphere of the organization, which
was amost aggressively democratic, and later on it would be easy enough to meet dl the people he
wished.

At the moment, Dirk's chief contacts with anyone outside the Public Relations Department were at
mesdl-times. Interplanetary’s small canteen was patronized, in relays, by al the staff from the Director
Generd downwards. It wasrun by avery enterprising committee with afondness for experimenting, and
athough there were occasiond culinary catastrophes, the food was usualy very good. For dl that Dirk
could tell, Interplanetary's boast of the best cooking on Southbank might indeed be justified.

AsDirk'slunch-time, like Easter, was amovable feast, he usually met afresh set of faces every day
and soon grew to know most of the important members of the organization by sight. No one took any
notice of him: the building was full of birds-of-passage from universitiesand industrid firmsal over the
world, and he was obvioudy regarded asjust another vidting scientist.

His college, through the ramifications of the United States Embassy, had managed to find Dirk asmal
sarviceflat afew hundred yards from Grosvenor Square. Every morning he walked to Bond Street
Station and took the Tube to Waterloo. He quickly learned to avoid the early-morning rush, but he was
seldom much later than many senior members of Interplanetary’s staff. Eccentric hours were popular at
Southbank: though Dirk sometimes remained in the building until midnight, there were dways sounds of
activity around him—usually from the research sections. Often, in order to clear hishead and get allittle
exercise, hewould go for agtroll dong the deserted corridors, making mental notes of interesting
departments which he might one day visit officidly. Helearned agreat deal more about the placein this
way than from the e aborate and much-amended organization charts which Matthews had lent him—and
was away's borrowing back again.

Frequently Dirk would come across haf-opened doors reveding vistas of untidy labs and
machine-shopsin which gloomy technicians sat gazing a equipment which was obvioudy refusing to
behave. If the hour was very late, the scene would be softened by amist of tobacco-smoke and
invariably an electric kettle and a battered tea pot would occupy places of honor in the near foreground.
Occasiondly Dirk would arrive at some moment of technica triumph, and if he was not careful he was
likely to beinvited to share the ambiguous liquid which the engineers were continudly brewing. Inthis



way he became on nodding terms with agreat many people, but he knew scarcely a dozen well enough
to address them by name.

At the age of thirty-three, Dirk Alexson was gtill somewhat nervous of the everyday world around
him. He was happier in the past and among his books, and though he had traveled fairly extensively inthe
United States, he had spent dmost dl hislifein academic circles. His colleagues recognized himasa
steady, sound worker with an dmogt intuitive flair for unraveling complicated stuations. No one knew if
he would make agreat historian, but his study of the Medicis had been acknowledged as outstanding.
Hisfriends had never been able to understand how anyone of Dirk's somewhat placid disposition could
30 accuratdy have analyzed the motives and behavior of that flamboyant family.

Pure chance, it seemed, had brought him from Chicago to London, and he was till very much
conscious of thefact. A few months ago the influence of Walter Pater had begun to wane: thellittle,
crowded stage of Renaissance Italy waslosing its charm—if so mild aword could be applied to that
microcosm of intrigues and assassinations. It had not been hisfirst change of interest, and he feared it
would not be hislast, for Dirk Alexson was still seeking awork to which he could devote hislife. Ina
moment of depression he had remarked to his Dean that probably only the future held a subject which
would redly appeal to him. That casua and haf-serious complaint had coincided with aletter from the
Rockefdler Foundation, and before he knew it Dirk had been on the way to London.

For thefirst few days he was haunted by the specter of his own incapacity, but he had learned now
that this aways happened when he started anew job and it had ceased to be more than a nuisance. After
about aweek hefdt that he now had afairly clear picture of the organization in which he had so
unexpectedly found himsalf. His confidence began to return, and he could relax alittle.

Since undergraduate days he had kept adesultory journa—usualy neglected savein occasond
crises—and he now began once more to record hisimpressions and the everyday events of hislife.
These notes, written for his own satisfaction, would enable him to marsha his thoughts and might later
sarve asabasisfor the officia history he must one day produce.

"Today, May 3, 1978, I've been in London for exactly aweek—and I've seen nothing of it except the
areas around Bond Street and Waterloo. When it'sfine Matthews and | usualy go for astroll dong the
river after lunch. We go acrossthe"New" bridge (which has only been built for about forty yearsl) and
walk up or down river asthefancy takes us, crossing again at Charing Cross or Blackfriars. There are
quite anumber of variations, clockwise and counter-clockwise.

"Alfred Matthews s about forty, and I've found him very helpful. He has an extraordinary sense of
humor, but I've never seen him smile—he's absolutely deadpan. He seemsto know hisjob pretty
well—agood ded better, | should say, than McAndrews, who is supposed to be his boss. Mac is about
ten yearsolder: like Alfred, he graduated through journdism into public relaions. Hes alean,
hungry-looking person and usualy spesks with adight Scots accent—which vanishes completely when
he's excited. This should prove something, but | can't imagine what. He's not abad fellow, but | don't
think he'svery bright. Alfred doesdl the work and there's not much love lost between them. It's
sometimes a bit difficult kegping on good terms with them both.

"Next week | hope to start meeting people and going further afield. | particularly want to meet the
crew—but I'm keeping out of the scientists way until 1 know a bit more about atomic drives and
interplanetary orbits. Alfred is going to teach me al about this next week—so he says. What | al'so hope
to discover is how such an extraordinary hybrid as Interplanetary was ever formed in thefirst place. It
seems atypicaly British compromise, and therés very little on paper about its formation and origins. The
wholeingtitution isamass of paradoxes. It existsin astate of chronic bankruptcy, yet it's responsible for
spending something like ten millionsayear (£, not $). The Government hasvery littlesay iniits
adminigtration, and in some waysit ssems as autocratic asthe B.B.C. But when it's attacked in
Parliament (which happens every other month) some Minister always gets up to defend it. Perhaps, after



al, Mac'sabetter organizer than | imagine!

"| cdled it 'British, but of courseit isn't. About afifth of the staff are American, and I've heard every
conceivable accent in the canteen. It's asinternationa asthe United Nations secretariat, though the British
certainly provide most of the driving force and the administrative staff. Why this should be, | don't know:
perhaps Matthews can explain.

"Another query: apart from their accents, it'svery difficult to see any red distinction between the
different nationdities here. Isthis due to the— to put it mildly— supranationa nature of their work? And
if | stay herelong enough, | suppose| shall get deracinated too.”
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"l waswondering," said McAndrews, "when you were going to ask that question. The answer's rather
complicated.”

"I'll be very much surprised,” Dirk answered dryly, "if it's quite asinvolved as the machinations of the
Medici family."

"Perhgps not; we've never used assassination yet, though we've often felt likeit. Miss Reynolds, will
you take any callswhilel talk with Dr. Alexson? Thank you.

"Wadll, as you know, the foundations of astronautics— the science of space travel— had been pretty
well laid at the end of the Second World War. V.2 and atomic energy had convinced most people that
space could be crossed, if anyone wanted to do it. There were severa societies, in England and the
States, actively promulgating the idea that we should go to the Moon and the planets. They made steady
but dow progress until the 1950's, when thingsredlly started to get moving.

"In 1959, as you may— er— just remember, the American Army's guided missile 'Orphan Anni€ hit
the Moon with twenty-five pounds of flash-powder aboard. From that moment, the public began to
redize that space travel wasn't athing of the distant future, but might comeinsgde a generation.
Astronomy began to replace atomic physics as the Number One science, and the rocket societies
membership lists started to lengthen steadily. But it was one thing to crash an unmanned projectile into the
Moon— and quite another to land afull-sized spaceship there and bring it home again. Some pessmists
thought the job might till take another hundred years.

"Therewere alot of peoplein this country who didn't intend to wait that long. They believed that the
crossing of space was as essential for progress as the discovery of the New World had been four
hundred years before. It would open up new frontiers and give the human race agoa so chdlenging that
it would overshadow nationd differences and put the triba conflicts of the early twentieth century in their
true perspective. Energiesthat might have gone into wars would be fully employed in the colonization of
the planets— which could certainly keep us busy for agood many centuries. That was the theory, at any
rate. McAndrews amiled alittle.

"There were, of course, agood many other motives. Y ou know what an unsettled period the early
50'swas. The cynic's argument for space flight was summed up in the famous remark: "Atomic power
makes interplanetary travel not only possible but imperative.’ Aslong asit was confined to Earth,
humanity had too many eggsin one rather fragile basket.

"All thiswas realized by an oddly assorted group of scientists, writers, astronomers, editors and
businessmen in the old Interplanetary Society. With very small capita, they started the publication
Fpacewards, which wasinspired by the success of the American National Geographic Society's
magazine. What the N.G.S had done for the Earth could, it was argued, now be done for the solar
system. Spacewar ds was an attempt to make the public shareholders, asit were, in the conquest of
space. It catered to the new interest in astronomy, and those who subscribed to it felt that they were



helping to finance the first spaceflight.

"The project wouldn't have succeeded afew years earlier, but the time was now ripefor it. In afew
years there were about a quarter of amillion subscribersal over the world, and in 1962 ‘Interplanetary’
was founded to carry out full-time research into the problems of space flight. At first it couldn't offer the
sdaries of the great government-sponsored rocket establishments, but dowly it attracted the best
scientistsin the field. They preferred working on a constructive project, even at lower pay, to building
missilesfor trangporting atomic bombs. In the early days, the organization was aso helped by one or two
financia windfalls. When the last British millionaire died in 1965, he balked the Treasury of dmog dl his
fortune by making it into a Trust Fund for our use.

"From thefirgt, Interplanetary was aworld-wide organization and it's largely an historical accident that
itsH.Q. isactualy in London. It might very well have beenin America, and alot of your compatriots are
gill quite annoyed that it isn't. But for some reason, you Americans have adways been abit conservative
about spaceflight, and didn't take it serioudy until severa years after us. Never mind: the Germans beat
us both.

"Als0, you must remember that the United Statesis much too small a country for astronautical
research. Yes, | know that sounds odd— but if you look at a population map you'll see what | mean.
There are only two placesin the world that are redlly suitable for long-range rocket research. Oné'sthe
Sahara desert, and even that isalittle too near the greet cities of Europe. The other isthe West
Australian desert, where the British Government started building its great rocket rangein 1947. It'smore
than a thousand miles long, and there's another two thousand miles of ocean beyond it— giving agrand
total of over three thousand miles. Y ou won't find any placein the United States where you can safely fire
arocket even five hundred miles. So it's partly ageographical accident that things have turned out this
way.

"Where was |? Oh yes, up to 1960 or so. It was about then that we began to get redlly important, for
two reasons which aren't widely known. By that time awhole section of nuclear physics had cometo a
full stop. The scientists of the Atomic Development Authority thought they could start the
hydrogen-helium reaction— and | don't mean the tritium reaction of the old H-bomb— but the crucid
experiments had been very wisaly banned. There'srather alot of hydrogen in the seal So the nuclear
physicigsweredl sitting around chewing their fingernails until we could build them laboratories out in
gpace. It wouldn't matter, then, if something went wrong. The solar system would merely acquire a
second and rather temporary sun. ADA aso wanted us to dump the dangerous fission products from the
piles, which were too radioactive to keep on Earth but which might be useful some day.

"The second reason wasn't so spectacular, but was perhaps even more immediately important. The
great radio and telegraph companies had to get out into space— it was the only way they could
broadcast television over the whole world and provide a universal communication service. Asyou know,
the very short waves of radar and television won't bend around the Earth— they travel in practically
sraight lines, so that one station can send signasonly asfar asthe horizon. Airborne relays had been
built to get over thisdifficulty, but it was redized that the find solution would be reached only when
repeater stations could be built thousands of miles above the Earth— artificial moons, probably traveling
in twenty-four-hour orbits so that they'd appear stationary in the sky. No doubt you've read dl about
theseidess, so | won't go into them now.

"So by about 1970 we had the support of some of the world's biggest technica organizations, with
virtudly unlimited funds. They had to cometo us, snce we had al the experts. In the early days, I'm
afraid there was a certain amount of bickering and the Service Departments have never quite forgiven us
for stedling back dl their best scientists. But on the whole we get dong well enough with ADA,
Westinghouse, Generd Electric, Rolls-Royce, Lockheeds, de Havillands, and the rest of them. They've
al got offices here, as you've probably noticed. Although they make us very substantia grants, the
technical servicesthey provide are redly beyond price. Without their help, | don't suppose wed have



reached this stage for another twenty years.”

Therewas abrief pause, and Dirk emerged from the torrent of words like a spanidl clambering out of
amountain stream. McAndrews talked much too quickly, obvioudy repeating phrases and whole
paragraphs which he had been using for years. Dirk got the impression that dmost everything he had said
had probably come from other sources, and wasn't original at al.

"I'dnoidea" hereplied, "just how extensve your ramificationswere."

"Believe me, that's nothing!" McAndrews exclamed. "'l don't think there are many big industrid firms
who haven't been convinced that we can help them in someway. The cable companies will save
hundreds of millions when they can replace their ground stations and land-lines by afew repestersin
space; the chemicd industry will—*

"Oh, I'll take your word for it! | was wondering where al the money came from, and now | seejust
how big athing thisis."

"Dont forget," interjected Matthews, who had hitherto been ditting in resigned silence, "our most
important contribution to industry.”

"What's that?"
"Theimport of high-grade vacuumsfor filling e ectric-light bulbs and dectronic tubes.”

"Ignoring Alfred's usud facetiousness,”" said McAndrews severdy, "it's perfectly truethat physicsin
generd will make tremendous strides when we can build [aboratoriesin space. And you can guess how
the astronomers are looking forward to observatories which will never be bothered by clouds.”

"1 know now," said Dirk, ticking off the points on hisfingers, "just how Interplanetary happened, and
asowhat it hopesto do. But | ill find it very hard to define exactly what it is."

"Legdly, it'sanon-profit making” ("And how!" interjected Matthews, sotto voce) "organization
devoted, asits charter says, 'to research into the problems of spaceflight.’ It originally obtained its funds
from Spacewards, but that hasn't any officia connection with us now that it's linked up with National
Geographic— though it has plenty of unofficia ones. Today most of our money comes from government
grantsand from industria concerns. When interplanetary travel isfully established on acommercia bass,
asaviation istoday, well probably evolve into something different. Thereare alot of palitica anglesto
the whole thing and no one can say just what will happen when the planets start to be colonized.”

McAndrews gave alittle laugh, haf gpologetic and haf defensive.

"Thereare alot of pipe-dreamsfloating around this place, asyou'll probably discover. Some people
have ideas of starting scientific Utopias on suitable worlds, and dl that sort of thing. But theimmediate
am s purdy technicd: we mugt find out what the planets are like before we decide how to use them.”

The office became quiet; for amoment no one seemed inclined to speak. For thefirst time Dirk
redlized the true importance of the god towards which these men were working. He felt overwhelmed
and more than alittle frightened. Was humanity ready to be pitchforked out into space, ready to face the
challenge of barren and inhospitable worlds never meant for Man? He could not be sure, and in the
depths of hismind hefelt profoundly disturbed.

4

From the street, 53 Rochda e Avenue, S.W.5, appeared to be one of those neo-Georgian residences
which the more successful stockbrokers of the early twentieth century had erected as sheltersfor their
declining years. It was set well back from the road, with tastefully laid out but somewhat neglected lawns
and flower beds. When the weather wasfine, asit occasionaly wasin the spring of 1978, five young men



might sometimes be seen performing desultory gardening operations with inadequate tools. It was clear
that they were doing thismerely as arelaxation, and that their minds were very far away. Just how far, a
casua passer-by could hardly have guessed.

It had been avery well kept secret, largely because the security organizersthemselves were
ex-newspapermen. Asfar astheworld knew, the crew of the "Prometheus’ had not yet been chosen,
whereasin actudity itstraining had begun more than ayear ago. It had continued with quiet efficiency,
not five milesfrom Fleet Street, yet dtogether free from the fierce limelight of public interest.

At any onetime, there were not likely to be more than a handful of men in the world who would be
capable of piloting a spaceship. No other work had ever demanded such a unique combination of
physica and mentd characteristics. The perfect pilot had not only to be afirgt-class astronomer, an
expert engineer and aspeciaist in dectronics, but must be capable of operating efficiently both when he
was "weightless' and when the rocket's accel eration made him weigh aquarter of aton.

No singleindividua could meet these requirements, and many years ago it had been decided that the
crew of aspaceship must consist of at least three men, any two of whom could take over the duties of a
third in an emergency. Interplanetary wastraining five; two were reservesin case of last-minuteillness.
Asyet, no one knew who the two reserves would be.

Few doubted that Victor Hassell would be the ship's captain. At twenty-eight, he wasthe only manin
the world who had logged over ahundred hoursin freefal. The record had been entirely accidental.
Two years before, Hassell had taken an experimental rocket up into an orbit and circled the world thirty
times before he could repair afault which had developed in thefiring circuits, and so reduce hisve ocity
enough to fal back to Earth. His nearest rival, Pierre Leduc, had amere twenty hours of orbita flight to
his credit.

The three remaining men were not professiond pilotsat al. Arnold Clinton, the Audtralian, wasan
electronic engineer and aspecidist in computers and automatic controls. Astronomy was represented by
the brilliant young American Lewis Taine, whose prolonged absence from Mount Palomar Observatory
was now requiring €l aborate explanations. The Atomic Development Authority had contributed James
Richards, expert on nuclear propulsion systems. Being aripe old thirty-five, hewas usudly caled
"Grandpop" by his colleagues.

Lifeat the"Nursery,” asit was dways referred to by those sharing the secret, combined the
characteristics of college, monastery and operationa bomber station. It was colored by the persondities
of thefive "pupils" and by the visiting scientists who came in an endless stream to impart their knowledge
or, sometimes, to get it back with interest. It was an intensely busy but a happy life, for it had a purpose
and agod.

Therewas only one shadow, and that was inevitable. When the time for the decison came, no one
knew who wasto be |eft behind on the desert sands, watching the " Prometheus’ shrink into the sky until
the thunder of itsjets could be heard no more.

An astrogation lecture was in full swing when Dirk and Matthews tiptoed into the back of the room.
The spesker gave them an unfriendly ook, but the five men seated around him never even glanced at the
intruders. Asunobtrusively as possible, Dirk studied them while his guide indicated their namesin hoarse
whispers.

Hassell he recognized from newspaper photographs, but the others were unknown to him. Rather to
Dirk's surprise, they conformed to no particular type. Their only obvious pointsin common were age,
intelligence and dertness. From time to time they shot questions at the lecturer, and Dirk gathered that
they were discussing the landing maneuvers on the Moon. All the conversation was so much above his

head that he quickly grew tired of listening and was glad when Matthews gave an interrogatory nod
towards the door.



Out in the corridor, they relaxed and lit cigarettes.
"Well," said Matthews, "now that you've seen our guinea pigs, what do you think of them?”'

"l can hardly judge. What 1'd like to do isto meet them informally and just talk with them by
themsdlves"

Matthews blew a smoke-ring and watched it thoughtfully asit dispersed.

"That wouldn't be easy. Asyou can guess, they haven't much spare time. When they've finished here,
they usudly disappear inacloud of dust back to their families.”

"How many of them are married?’

"Leduc's got two children; so has Richards. Vic Hassell was married about ayear ago. The others are
dill angle”

Dirk wondered what the wives thought about the whole business. Somehow it didn't seem atogether
fair to them. He wondered, too, whether the men regarded this as smply another job of work, or if they

felt the exdtation— there was no other word for it— which had obvioudy inspired the founders of
Interplanetary.

They had now cometo adoor labeled "KEEP OUT— TECHNICAL STAFF ONLY!" Matthews
pushed tentatively againgt it and it Swung open.

"Cardless" he said. "There doesn't seem to be anyone around, either. Let'sgo in— | think thisisone
of the most interesting places | know, even though I'm not a scientis.”

That was one of Matthew's favorite phrases, which probably concedled awell-buried inferiority
complex. Actudly both he and McAndrews knew far more about science than they pretended.

Dirk followed him into the semi-gloom, then gasped with amazement as Matthews found the switch
and the place was flooded with light. He was standing in acontrol room, surrounded by banks of
switches and meters. The only furniture consisted of three luxurious seats suspended in acomplex gimbal
system. He reached out to touch one of them and it began to rock gently to and fro.

"Don't touch anything," warned Matthews quickly. "We're not really supposed to bein here, in case
you hadn't noticed.”

Dirk examined the array of controls and switches from a respectful distance. He could guessthe
purpose of some from the labelsthey bore, but others were quite incomprehensible. The words"Manua™
and "Auto" occurred over and over again. Almost as popular were "Fud.”

"Drive Temperature.
"Pressure” and "Earth Range." Others, such as"Emergency Cut-out.”

"Air Warning" and "Pile Jettison" had adigtinctly ominousflavor. A third and still more enigmétic
group provided grounds for endless speculation. "Alt. Trig. Sync.”

"Neut. Count” and "Video Mix" were perhaps the choicest specimensin this category.

"You'd dmost think, wouldn't you," said Matthews, "that the house was ready to take off at any
moment. It's acomplete mock-up, of course, of 'Alphas control room. I've seen them training on it, and
it'sfascinating to watch even if you don't quite know what it'sall about.”

Dirk gave a somewhat forced laugh.
"It'sabit eerie, coming across a spaceship control panel inaquiet London suburb.”

"It won't be quiet next week. We're throwing it open to the Press then, and welll probably be lynched
for keegping dl this under cover solong.”



"Next week?'

"Yes, if everything goes according to plan. 'Beta should have passed her final full-speed tests by then,
and well al be packing our trunksfor Austraia. By the way, have you seen those films of the first
launchings?'

“No."
"Remind meto let you see them— they're most impressive.”
"What's she done so far?"

"Four and ahaf milesasecond with full load. That's abit short of orbital speed, but everything was
il working perfectly. It'sapity, though, that we can't test 'Alpha before the actud flight.”

"When will thet be?'

"It'snot fixed yet, but we know that the take-off will be when the Moon's entering her first quarter.
Theshipwill land in the Mare Imbrium region whileit'still early morning. The return's scheduled for the
late afternoon, so they'll have about ten Earth-daysthere.”

"Why the Mare Imbrium, in particular?'

"Becauseit'sflat, very well mapped, and has some of the most interesting scenery on the Moon.
Besides, spaceships have always landed there since Jules Vernestime. | guessthat you know that the
name means 'Seaof Rains" "

"] did Latin pretty thoroughly once upon atime,” Dirk said dryly.
Matthews came as near asmile as he had ever known himto.
"l suppose you did. But let's get out of here before we're caught. Seen enough?”

"Y es, thanks. It'sabit overwhelming, but not so very much worse than atranscontinenta jet's
cockpit."

"Itisif you know what goes on behind al those pandls,” said Matthews grimly. "Arnold Clinton—
that's the e ectronics king— once told me that there are three thousand tubes in the computing and
control circuitsaone. And there must be agood many hundreds on the communications sde.”

Dirk scarcdly heard him. He was beginning to redlize, for the first time, how swiftly the sandswere
running out. When he had arrived afortnight ago, the take-off gtill seemed aremote event in the indefinite
future. That was the general impression in the outside world; now it seemed completely false. He turned
to Matthewsin genuine bewilderment.

"Y our Public Relations Department,” he complained, "seemsto have mided everyone pretty
efficiently. What'stheidea?'

"It's purely amatter of policy,” replied the other. "In the old days we had to talk big and make
Spectacular promisesto attract any attention at al. Now we prefer to say aslittle as possible until
everything's cut and dried. It'sthe only way to avoid fantastic rumors and the resulting sense of
anti-climax. Do you remember the KY 15? She was the first manned ship to reach an dtitude of a
thousand miles— but months before she was ready everyone thought that we were going to send her to
the Moon. They were disappointed, of course, when she did exactly what she/d been designed for. So
nowadays | sometimes call my office the 'Department of Negative Publicity.' It will be quite arelief when
the whole thing's over and we can go into forward gear again.”

This, thought Dirk, was a very sdlf-centered outlook. It seemed to him that the five men he had just
been watching had far better reasons for wishing that the "whole thing was over.”
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"Sofar,” wrote Dirk in his Journd that night, "I've only nibbled round the edges of Interplanetary.
Matthews has kept me orbiting around him like aminor planet— | must reach parabolic velocity and
escape elsewhere. (I'm beginning to pick up the language, as he promised!)

"The people | want to meet now are the scientists and engineers who are the redl driving force behind
the organization. What makesthem tick, to put it crudely? Arethey alot of Frankensteins merely
interested in atechnica project without any regard for its consequences? Or do they see, perhaps more
clearly than McAndrews and Matthews, just where all thisisgoing to lead? M. and M. sometimes
remind me of acouple of real-estate agentstrying to sell the Moon. They're doing ajob, and doing it
well— but someone must have ingpired them in thefirst place. And in any case, they are agrade or two
from the top of the hierarchy.

"The Director-Generd seemed avery interesting persondity when | met him for those few minutesthe
day | arrived— but | can hardly go and catechize him! The Deputy D.-G. might have been agood bet,
snce we're both Californians, but he's not back from the States.

"Tomorrow | get the'Astronautics Without Tears course that Matthews promised mewhen | came.
Apparently it'sasix-red ingructiond film, and I've not been able to seeit before because no onein this
hot-bed of geniuswas ableto repair athirty-five-millimeter projector. When I've sat through it, Alfred
swears 'l be able to hold my own with the astronomers.

"Asagood higtorian, | suppose | should have no pregjudices oneway or the other, but should be
capable of watching Interplanetary’'s activities with a dispassonate eye. It isn't working out that way. I'm
beginning to worry more and more about the ultimate consequences of thiswork, and the platitudes that
Alfred and Mac keep bringing up don't satisfy me at dl. | suppose that's why I'm now anxiousto get hold
of the top scientists and hear their views. Then, perhaps, I'll be able to pass judgment— if it'smy job to

pass judgment.

"Later. Of courseit'smy job. Look at Gibbon, look a Toynbee. Unless an historian draws
conclusions (right or wrong) heésmerdly afile clerk.

“Later Sill. How could | have forgotten? Tonight | came up to Oxford Circusin one of the new
turbine buses. It's very quiet, but if you listen carefully you can hear it Snging to itsdf in afaint, extremely
high soprano. The Londoners are excessively proud of them, since they'rethefirst intheworld. | don't
understand why asmple thing like a bus should have taken dmost aslong to devel op as a spaceship, but
they tell meit has. Something to do with engineering economics, | believe.

"| decided to walk to the flat, and coming out of Bond Street | saw agilded, horse-drawn van looking
asif it had rolled straight out of Pickwick. It was ddlivering goods for sometailor, | believe, and the
ornamental lettering said: 'Est. 1768.

"This sort of thing makes the British very disconcerting people to aforeigner. Of course, McAndrews
would say that it's the English, not the British, who are crazy— but | refuse to draw thisrather fine
diginction."
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"Youll excuse mefor leaving you," said Matthews gpologetically, "but dthough it'savery good film,
I'd scream the place down if | had to seeit again. At aguess, I've sat through it at least fifty times

dready.”
"That's O.K.," laughed Dirk, from the depths of his seat in thelittle auditorium. "It'sthefirst time I've
ever been the only customer at amovie, so it will beanove experience.”



"Right. I'll be back when it'sfinished. If you want any reelsrun through again, just tell the operator.”

Dirk settled back into the seat. It was, he reflected, just not comfortable enough to encourage one to
relax and take life easily. Which showed good sense on the part of the designer, sincethiscinemawasa
grictly functiond establishment.

Thetitlewith afew brief credits flashed on the screen.

THE ROAD TO SPACE
Technical advice and specid effects by Interplanetary. Produced by Eagle-Lion.

The screen was dark: then, in its center, anarrow band of starlight appeared. It dowly widened, and
Dirk redlized that he was beneath the opening hemispheres of some great observatory dome. The
gar-field commenced to expand: he was moving towardsit.

"For two thousand years,” said aquiet voice, "men have dreamed of journeysto other worlds. The
gories of interplanetary flight are legion, but not until our own age was the machine perfected which could
make these dreams come true.”

Something dark was silhouetted againgt the star-field— something dim and pointed and eager to be
away. The scene lightened and the stars vanished. Only the greet rocket remained, itssilver hull glistening
inthe sunlight asit rested upon the desert.

The sands seemed to boil asthe blagt ate into them. Then the giant projectile was climbing steedily, as
if dong aninvisblewire. The cameratilted upwards: the rocket foreshortened and dwindled into the sky.
Lessthan aminute later, only the twisting vapor-trail was | ft.

"IN 1942," continued the narrator, "thefirst of the great modern rockets was launched in secret from
the Baltic shore. Thiswas V.2, intended for the destruction of London. Since it was the prototype of al
later machines, and of the paceship itsdlf, let usexamineit in detail .

Therefollowed aseries of sectiond drawingsof V.2, showing al the essentia components— the fud
tanks, the pumping system and the motor itself. By means of animated cartoons, the operation of the
whole machine was demonstrated so clearly that no one could fal to understand it.

"V.2," continued the voice, "could reach dtitudes of over one hundred miles, and after the War was
used extensively for research into the ionosphere.”

There were some spectacular shots of New Mexico firingsin the late 1940's, and some even more
spectacular ones of faulty take-offs and other forms of misbehavior.

"Asyou seg, it was not dways reliable and it was soon superseded by more powerful and readily
controlled machines— such asthese— "

The smooth torpedo-shape was being replaced by long, thin needles that went whistling up into the
sky and came floating back beneath billowing parachutes. One after another speed and dtitude records
were being smashed. Andin 1959...

"Thisisthe 'Orphan Anni€ being assembled. She consisted of four separate stages, or 'steps,’ each
dropping off when itsfuel supply was exhausted. Her initid weight was ahundred tons— her payload
only twenty-five pounds. But that payload of magnesium powder was the first object from Earth to reach
another world.”

The Moon filled the screen, her craters glistening whitely and her long shadows lying, sharp and
black, across the desolate plains. She was rather less than half full, and the ragged line of the terminator
enclosed agreat ovd of darkness. Suddenly, in the heart of that hidden land, atiny but brilliant spark of



light flared for amoment and was gone. "Orphan Anni€" had achieved her destiny.

"But al these rockets were pure projectiles: no human being had yet risen above the atmosphere and
returned safely to Earth. The first manned machine, carrying asingle pilot to an atitude of two hundred
miles, wasthe 'Aurora Augtrdis," which was launched in 1962. By thistime dl long-range rocket
research was based upon the great proving-grounds built in the Australian desert.

"After the 'Aurora came other and more powerful ships, and in 1970, Lonsdde and McKinley, inan
American machine, made thefirst orbita flights around the world, circling it three times before landing.”

There was a breathtaking sequence, obvioudy speeded up many times, showing aimost thewhole
Earth spinning below at an enormous rate. It made Dirk quite dizzy for amoment, and when he had
recovered the narrator was talking about the force of gravity. He explained how it held everything to the
Earth, and how it weakened with distance but never vanished completely. More animated diagrams
showed how abody could be given such a speed that it would circle the world forever, balancing gravity
againg centrifugd force just asthe Moon doesinitsown orbit. Thiswasillustrated by aman whirling a
stone around his head at the end of a piece of string. Sowly he lengthened the string, but still kept the
gonecircling, more and more dowly.

"Near the Earth," explained the voice, "bodies haveto travel at five milesasecond to remain in stable
orbits— but the Moon, aquarter of amillion miles awvay in amuch weaker gravitationd field, need move
at only atenth of this speed.

"But what happensif abody, such asarocket, leaves the Earth at more than five miles a second?
Watch..."

A model of the Earth appeared, floating in space. Above the equator atiny point was moving, tracing
out acircular path.

"Hereisarocket, traveling at five miles asecond just outside the atmosphere. Y ou will seethat its
path isaperfect circle. Now, if weincrease its speed to six miles a second the rocket till travel s round
the Earth in aclosed orhit, but its path has become an dlipse. Asthe speed increases till further, the
ellipse becomes|onger and longer and the rocket goes far out into space. But it always returns.

"However, if weincrease the rocket'sinitial speed to seven miles asecond the dlipse becomesa
parabola— so— and the rocket has escaped for ever. Earth's gravity can never recaptureit; it isnow
traveling through space like atiny, man-made comet. If the Moon werein the right position, our rocket
would crashinto it like the'Orphan Annie." "

That, of course, wasthe last thing one wanted a spaceship to do. There was along explanation then,
showing all the stages of ahypothetica lunar voyage. The commentator showed how much fuel must be
carried for a safe landing, and how much more was needed for a safe return. He touched lightly on the
problems of navigation in space, and explained how provision could be made for the safety of the crew.
Findly he ended:

"With chemically propelled rockets we have achieved much, but to conquer space, and not merely to
make shortlived raidsinto it, we must harnessthe limitless forces of atomic energy. At present, atomically
driven rockets are fill in their infancy: they are dangerous and uncertain. But within afew yearswe shall
have perfected them, and mankind will have taken itsfirst great stride aong the Road to Space.”

The voice had grown louder; there was a throbbing background of music. Then Dirk seemed to be
suspended motionlessin space, afew hundred feet from the ground. There wasjust timefor him to pick
out afew scattered buildings and to redlize that he wasin arocket that had just been launched. Then the
sense of time returned: the desert began to drop away, with accelerating speed. A range of low hills came
into view and was ingtantly foreshortened into flatness. The picture was dowly rotating, and abruptly a
coadtline cut across hisfield of vison. The scale contracted remorselesdy, and with asudden shock he
redlized that he was now seeing the whole coast of Southern Austrdia.



The rocket was no longer accelerating, but was sweeping away from Earth at a speed not far short of
escape velocity. Thetwin idands of New Zedland swam into view— and then, at the edge of the picture,
appeared aline of whiteness which for amoment he thought was cloud.

Something seemed to caich at Dirk's throat when he redlized that he was |ooking down upon the
eternd ice-walls of the Antarctic. He remembered the Discovery, moored not half amile away. Hiseye
could encompass in amoment the whole of the land over which Scott and his companions, lessthan a
lifetime ago, had struggled and died.

And then the edge of the world reared up before him. The wonderfully efficient gyro-stabilization was
beginning to fail and the camerawandered away into space. For along time, it seemed, there was
blackness and night; then, without warning, the camera came full upon the sun and the screen was blasted
withlight.

When the Earth returned, he could see the entire hemisphere spread beneath him. The picture froze
once more and the music tilled, so that he had time to pick out the continents and oceans on that remote
and unfamiliar world below.

For long minutes that distant globe hung there before his eyes; then, dowly, it dissolved. Thelesson
was over, but he would not soon forget it.
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On the whole, Dirk's relations with the two young draftsmen who shared the office were cordia. They
were not quite sure of hisofficiad position (that, he sometimes thought, made three of them) and so
treated him with an odd mixture of deference and familiarity. There was one respect, however, in which
they annoyed him intensdly.

It seemed to Dirk that there were only two attitudes to adopt towards interplanetary flight. Either one
wasfor it, or onewas againg it. What he could not understand was a position of complete indifference.
These youngsters (he himsdlf, of course, was agood five years older) earning their living in the very heart
of Interplanetary itsdf, did not seem to have the dightest interest in the project. They drew their plansand
madetheir caculationsjust as enthusiagticdly asif they were preparing drawings for washing machines
instead of spaceships. They were, however, prepared to show traces of vivacity when defending their
attitudes.

"The trouble with you, Doc," said the elder, Sam, one afternoon, "isthat you take life too serioudy. It
doesn't pay. Bad for the arteries and that sort of thing."

"Unless some people did abit of worrying,” retorted Dirk, "there'd be no jobs for lazy so-and-sos
likeyou and Bert."

"What'swrong with that?' said Bert. "They ought to be grateful. If it wasn't for chapslike Sam and
me, they'd have nothing to worry about and would die of frustration. Mogt of ‘em do, anyway."

Sam shifted hiscigarette. (Did he use glue to keep it dangling from hislower lip at that improbable
angle?)

"Y ou're dways agitating about the past, which is dead and done with, or the future, which we won't
be around to see. Why not relax and enjoy yourself for achange?’

"l am enjoying mysdlf," said Dirk. "I don't suppose you redlize that there are people who happen to
likework."

"They kid themsalvesinto thinking they do,” explained Bert. "It'sdl amatter of conditioning. We were
smart enough to dodgeit."



"l think," said Dirk admiringly, "that if you keep on devoting so much energy to concocting excusesto
avoid work, you'll evolve anew philosophy. The philosophy of Futilitarianism.”

"Did you make that up on the spur of the moment?"

"No," confessed Dirk.

"| thought not. Sounded asif you'd been saving it up.”

"Tdl me" Dirk asked, "don't you fed any intellectud curiogty about anything?'

"Not particularly, aslong as | know where my next pay check's coming from."

They were pulling hisleg, of course, and they knew he knew it. Dirk laughed and went on:

"It seemsto me that Public Relations has overlooked anicelittle oasis of inertiaright onitsown
doorstep. Why, | don't believe you care ahoot whether the 'Prometheus reaches the Moon or not!”

"l wouldn't say that,” protested Sam. "I've got afiver on her.”

Before Dirk could think of a suitably blistering reply, the door was thrown open and Matthews
appeared. Sam and Bert, with smoothly co-ordinated motions that €l uded the eye, were instantly hard at
work among their drawings.

Matthews was obvioudy in ahurry.

"Want afreetea?' hesad.

"It depends. Where?'

"House of Commons. Y ou were saying the other day that you'd never been there.”
"This soundsinteresting. Whet'sit al about?"

"Grab your thingsand I'll tdll you ontheway."

In the taxi, Matthews relaxed and explained.

"We often get jobs like this," he said. "Mac was supposed to be coming, but he's had to go to New
Y ork and won't be back for a couple of days. So | thought you might like to come aong. For the record,
you can be one of our legd advisers.”

"Thisisvery thoughtful of you," said Dirk gratefully. "Who are we going to see?!

"A dear old chap named Sir Michael Flannigan. He's an Irish Tory— very much so. Some of his
congtituents don't hold with these new-fangled spaceships— they've probably never redly got used to the
Wright Brothers. So we have to go dong and explain what it'sall about.”

"No doubt you'll succeed in alaying hisdoubts," said Dirk asthey drove past County Hall and turned
on to Westmingter Bridge.

"l hope s0; I've got alinewhich | think should fix things very nicdly."

They passed under the shadow of Big Ben and drove for ahundred yards aong the side of the great
Gothic building. The entrance a which they stopped was an inconsgpicuous archway leading into along
hall which seemed very remote from the bustle of traffic in the square outside. It was cool and quiet, and
to Dirk thefeding of age and centuries-old traditions was overwhel ming.

Climbing ashort flight of steps, they found themsalvesin alarge chamber from which corridors
radiated in severd directions. A small crowd was milling around, and people sat in expectant attitudes
along wooden benches. On theright areception desk was flanked by astout policemanin full regdia,
hdmetand dl.

Matthews wal ked up to the desk, and collected aform which hefilled in and handed to the



policeman. Nothing happened for sometime. Then auniformed official appeared, shouted a string of
quite incomprehensible words, and gathered the forms from the policeman. He then vanished down one
of the corridors.

"What on earth did he say?" hissed Dirk in the sllence that had suddenly descended.

"He said that Mr. Jones, Lady Carruthers, and someone €l se whose name | couldn't catch, aren't in
the House at the moment."

The message must have been generdly understood, for groups of disgruntled constituents began to
drift out of the chamber, foiled of their prey.

"Now weve got to wait," said Matthews, "but it shouldn't be long, as we're expected.”

From timeto timein the next ten minutes other names were called, and occasionally members arrived
to collect their guests. Sometimes Matthews pointed out a notable of whom Dirk had never heard,
though he did his best to disguise the fact.

Presently he noticed that the policeman was pointing them out to atal young man who wasvery far
from his conception of an ederly Irish baronet.

The young man came over to them.

"How do you do?' hesaid. "My nameis Fox. Sir Michael isengaged for afew moments, so he asked
meto look after you. Perhaps you'd careto listen to the debate until Sir Michael's free?”

"I'm surewe would,” Matthews replied, alittle too heartily. Dirk guessed that the experience was not
particularly nove to him, but he was ddlighted at the chance of witnessing Parliament in action.

They followed their guide through interminable corridors and beneath numberless archways. Findly he
handed them over to an ancient attendant who might very well have witnessed the Sgning of Magna
Charta

"Hell find you agood seat," promised Mr. Fox. "Sir Michael will beadong for you in afew minutes.”
They thanked him and followed the attendant up awinding stairway.
"Who wasthat?' asked Dirk.

"Robert Fox— Labour M.P. for Taunton,” explained Matthews. "That's one thing about the House—
everyone aways helps everybody else. Parties don't matter as much as outsiders might think." He turned
to the attendant.

"What's being debated now?"
"The Second Reading of the Soft Drinks (Control) Bill," said the ancient in afunered voice.
"Oh, dear!" said Matthews. "Let'shopeit is only for afew minutes!”

The benches high in the gallery gave them agood view of the debating chamber. Photographs had
made his surroundings quite familiar to Dirk, but he had always pictured a scene of animation with
membersrising to cry "On apoint of order!" or, better ill, "Shame!”

"Withdraw!" and other Parliamentary noises. Instead, he saw about thirty languid gentlemen draped
aong the bencheswhile ajunior minister read a not-very-enthralling schedule of prices and profits. While
he watched, two members smultaneoudy decided that they had had enough and, with little curtseysto
the Speaker, hadtily withdrew— no doubt, thought Dirk, in search of drinksthat were not particularly
Soft.

His attention wandered from the scene below and he examined the great chamber around him. It
seemed very well preserved for its age, and it was wonderful to think of the historic scenesit had
witnessed down the centuries, right back to—



"L ooks pretty good, doesn't it?" whispered Matthews. "1t was only finished in 1950, you know."
Dirk came back to earth with abump.

"Good heavend | thought it was centuriesold!"

"Oh no: Hitler wrote off the earlier chamber inthe Blitz."

Dirk felt rather annoyed with himself for not remembering this, and turned his attention once moreto
the debate. There were now fifteen members present on the Government side, while the Conservative
and Labour parties on the Opposition benches could only muster a baker's dozen between them.

The pandled door againgt which they were sitting opened abruptly, and a smiling round face beamed
at them. Matthews shot to hisfeet astheir host greeted them with many apologies. Out in the corridor,
where voices could be raised again, introductions were effected and they followed Sir Michadl through
yet more passages to the restaurant. Dirk decided that he had never seen so many acres of wooden
pandingin hislife

The old baronet must have been well over seventy, but he walked with aspringy step and his
complexion was amost cherubic. Histonsured pate made the resemblance to some medieva abbot so
griking that Dirk felt he had just stepped into Glastonbury or Wells before the dissolution of the
monagteries. Y et if he closed hiseyes, Sir Michadl's accent transported him instantly to metropolitan
New Y ork. Thelast time he had encountered a brogue like that, its owner had been handing him aticket
for passnga"Stop" sgn.

They sat down to teaand Dirk carefully declined the offer of coffee. During the med they discussed
triviaities and avoided the object of the meeting. It was only broached when they had moved out on to
the long terrace flanking the Thames which, Dirk could not help thinking, was a scene of much greater
activity than the debating chamber itsdlf. Little groups of people stood or sat around, talking briskly, and
there was much coming and going of messengers. Sometimes the memberswould, en masse, disengage
themsalves apol ogetically from their guests and dash off to register their votes. During one of these
lacunae, Matthews did his best to make Parliamentary procedure clear to Dirk.

"Youll redize," he said, "that most of the work is done in the committee rooms. Except during
important debates, only the specidists or the memberswho are particularly interested are actudly inthe
Chamber. The others are working on reports or seeing congtituentsin their little cubbyholes dl over the
building."

"Now, boys," boomed Sir Michael as he returned, having collected atray of drinks on the way, "tell
me abouit this scheme of yoursfor going to the Moon."

Matthews cleared histhroat, and Dirk pictured hismind running rapidly through al the possible
opening gambits. "Wdl, Sir Michadl," he began, "it'sonly alogica extenson of what mankind's been
doing since history began. For thousands of years the human race has been spreading over the world until
the whole globe has been explored and colonized. The time's now come to make the next step and to
cross space to the other planets. Humanity must aways have new frontiers, new horizons. Otherwiseit
will sooner or later Sink back into decadence. Interplanetary travel's the next stage in our development,
and it will bewiseto take it beforeit's forced upon us by shortage of raw materias or space. And there
are dso psychological reasons for space flight. Many years ago someone likened our little Earthto a
goldfish bowl insde which the human mind couldn't keep circling forever with stagnation. The world was
big enough for mankind in the days of the stagecoach and the sailing ship, but it'sfar too smal now that
we can round it in acouple of hours.”

Matthews leaned back to watch the effect of his shock tactics. For amoment Sir Michael looked a
little dazed: then he made aquick recovery and downed the remainder of hisdrink.

"It'sdl alittle overwhelming,” he said ruefully. "But what will you do when you get to the Moon,



ayway?'

"Youmust redlize," said Matthews, pressing on remorselesdly, "that the Moon's only the beginning.
Fifteen million square milesis quite agood beginning, to be sure, but we only look uponit asa
stepping-stone to the planets. Asyou know, there'sno free air or water there, so thefirst colonieswill
have to be totally enclosed. But the low gravity will makeit easy to build very large Sructures and plans
have been drawn up for whole cities under greet transparent domes.”

"Seemsto me" said Sir Michael shrewdly, "that you're going to take your 'gold-fish bowls with you!"
Matthews nearly smiled. "A good point,” he conceded, *but probably the Moon will be mainly used by
the astronomers and physicists for scientific research. 1t's enormoudly important to them, and whole new
areas of knowledge will be opened up when they can build labs and observatories up there.”

"And will that make the world a better or a happier place?

"That, as dways, depends on humanity. Knowledge is neutra, but one must possessit to do either
good or ill."

Matthews waved his arm aong the great river moving duggishly past them between its crowded
banks.

"Everything you can see, everything in our modern world, is possible because of the knowledge which
menwon in ancient times. And civilization isn't datic: if it sands till, it will die”

Therewas slencefor awhile. Almost in spite of himself, Dirk felt deeply impressed. He wondered if
he had been wrong in thinking that Matthews was merely an efficient sdlesman, propagating the ideals of
others. Was he no more than ataented instrumentalist, performing a piece of music with complete
technica skill but without any red fedling? He could not be sure. Matthews, extrovert though he was,
concedl ed depths of reserve which Dirk could never plumb. In this, though in no other respect, hefilled
the specifications of that fabulous cresture, the typica Englishman.

"I've had agood many letters,” said Sir Michad presently, “from friends of minein Ireland who don't
liketheideaat dl and think we were never intended to leave the Earth. What am | to say to them?'

"Remind them of history,” replied Matthews. "Tdl them that were explorers, and ask them not to
forget that once upon atime someone had to discover Irdand!” He gave Dirk aglance asif to say: "Here
it comed"

"Imaginethat it'sfive centuries ago, Sir Michadl, and that my name's Christopher Columbus. Y ou
want to know why I'm anxiousto sail westward acrossthe Atlantic, and I'vetried to give you my
reasons. | don't know whether they've convinced you: you may not be particularly interested in opening
up anew routeto the Indies. But thisis the important point— neither of us can imagine just how much
thisvoyage is going to mean to theworld. Tell your friends, Sr Michael, to think what a difference it
would have made to Ireland if America had never been discovered. The Moon's abigger place than
North and South Americacombined— and it'sonly thefirst and smdlest of the worlds were going to
reech.”

The great reception hall was dmost deserted when they said good-byeto Sir Michael. He till
seemed atrifle dazed when they shook hands and parted.

"l hope that settlesthe Irish question for awhile," said Matthews asthey walked out of the building
into the shadow of the Victoria Tower. "What did you think of the old boy?

"He seemed agrand character. I'd give alot to hear him explaining your ideasto his congtituents.”
"Yes," Matthews replied, "that should be rather entertaining.”

They walked on for acouple of yards, past the main entrance and towards the bridge. Then
Maithews said abruptly:



"What do you think of it dl, anyway?'
Dirk hedged.

"l think | agree with you— logicaly,” he said. "But somehow | can't fed about it the way you seem to
do. Later, perhaps, | may— | just can't tell.”

Helooked at the grest city around him, throbbing with life and commerce. It seemed as agelessand
eternd asthe hills: whatever the future brought, surely this could never passaway! Y et Matthews had
beenright, and he of al people should recognizeit. Civilization could never stand till. Over the very
ground on which he was walking, the mammoths had once come trampling through the rushes at the
river's edge. They, and not the ape-men watching from their caves, had been the masters of thisland. But
the day of the gpe had dawned at last: the forests and swamps had given way before the might of his
machines. Dirk knew now that the story was merely beginning. Even at this moment, on far worlds
beneath strange suns, Time and the Gods were preparing for Man the sites of cities yet to be.

8

Sir Robert Derwent, M.A., F.R.S,, Director-Generd of Interplanetary, was arather tough-looking
character who invariably reminded people of the late Winston Churchill. The resemblance was somewhat
spoiled by his addiction to pipes, of which, according to rumor, he possessed two varieties— "Normal"
and "Emergency.” The "Emergency” modd was dways kept fully fuelled so that it could be brought into
action a once when unwelcome visitors arrived. The secret mixture used for this purpose was believed to
conss largely of sulphureted tealeaves.

Sir Robert was such astriking persondlity that ahost of legends had grown up around him. Many of
these had been concocted by his assistants, who would have gone through Hell for their chief— and
frequently did, since hiscommand of language was not that normally expected of an ex-Astronomer
Royal. He was no respecter of persons or proprieties, and some of his retorts to famous but not
excessvely intdlligent questioners had become historic. Even Royalty had been glad to disengage itself
from hisfire on one celebrated occasion. Y et despite al thisfacade, he was a heart akindly and
senditive person. A good many people suspected this, but very few had ever been able to proveit to their
satisfaction.

At the age of sixty, and three times a grandfather, Sir Robert appeared to be a rather well-preserved
forty-five. Like hishistoric double, he attributed thisto a careful neglect of dl the dementary rules of
health and asteady intake of nicotine. A brilliant reporter had once aptly called him " A scientific Francis
Drake— one of the astronomical explorers of the Second Elizabethan Age.”

There was nothing very Elizabethan about the Director-Generd as he sat reading the day's mail
beneath afaint nimbus of tobacco smoke. He dedlt with his correspondence at an astonishing rate,
gtacking the lettersin smal piles as he finished them. From time to time he filed a communication directly
into the wastepaper basket, from which his staff would carefully retrieveit for inclusion in avoluminous
folder with the eegant title "NUTS." About one per cent of Interplanetary’sincoming mail came under
this category.

He had just finished when the office door opened and Dr. Groves, Interplanetary's psychological
adviser, camein with afile of reports. Sir Robert looked a him morosdly.

"Well, you bird of ill-omen— what's dl this fuss about young Hassdll? 1 thought that everything was
under control.”

Groves looked worried as helaid down the folder.

"Sodid I, until afew weeksago. Until then al five of the boys were shaping well and showing no
sgnsof strain. Then we noticed that Vic was being worried by something, and | findly had it out with him



yesterday."
"It'shiswife, | suppose?

"Y es. Thewhole thing's very unfortunate. Vic's just the sort of father who givestrouble at the best of
times, and Maude Hassall doesn't know that helll probably be on hisway to the Moon when the boy
arives"

TheD.-G. raised his eyebrows.
"Y ou know it'saboy?"

"The Weismann-Mathers treatment is ninety-five per cent certain. Vic wanted ason— just in case he
didn't get back."

"l see. How do you think Mrs. Hassdll will react when she knows? Of coursg, it il isn't certain that
Vicisgoing to bein the crew.”

"| think shelll bedl right. But Vic'sthe onewho'sworrying. How did you fed when your first kid
arived?'

Sir Robert grinned.

"That'sdigging into the past. Asit happens, | was away mysaf— on an eclipse expedition. | very
nearly smashed acoronograph, o | understand Vic's point of view. But it'sadamned nuisance; youll
just have to reason with him. Tell him to have it out with hiswife, but ask her not to say anything. Are
there any other complicationslikely to arise?"

"Not that | can foresee. But you never can tdll.”
“No, you can', can you?'

The Director-Generd's eyes strayed to the little motto in its frame at the back of his desk. Dr. Groves
could not see them from where he sat, but he knew the lines by heart and they had often intrigued him:

"Thereis always a thing forgotten

Whenever the world goes well."

One day, hed haveto ask where that came from.

PART TWO

Two hundred and seventy miles above the Earth, "Beta" was making her third circuit of the
globe. Skirting the atmosphere like a tiny satellite, she was completing one revolution every ninety
minutes. Unless the pilot turned on her motors again, she would remain here forever, on the
frontiers of space.

Yet, "Beta" was a creature of the upper atmosphere rather than the deeps of space. Like those
fish which sometimes clamber on to the land, she was venturing outside her true element, and her
great wings were now useless sheets of metal burning beneath the savage sun. Not until she
returned to the air far beneath would they be of any service again.

Fixed upon "Beta's" back was a streamlined torpedo that might, at first glance, have been
taken for another rocket. But there were no observation ports, no motor nozzes, no signs of
landing gear. The sleek metal shape was almost featureless, like a giant bomb awaiting the



moment of release. It was the first of the fuel containers for "Alpha,” holding tons of liquid
methane which would be pumped into the spaceship's tanks when it was ready to make its voyage.

"Beta" seemed to be hanging motionless against the ebon sky, while the Earth itself turned
beneath her. The technicians aboard the ship, checking their instruments and relaying their
findings to the control stations on the planet below, werein no particular hurry. It made little
difference to them whether they circled the Earth once or a dozen times. They would stay in their
orbit until they were satisfied with their tests— unless, as the chief engineer had remarked, they
were forced down earlier by a shortage of cigarettes.

Presently, minute puffs of gas spurted along the line of contact between "Beta" and the fuel
tank upon her back. The explosive bolts connecting them had been sheared: very slowly, at the
rate of a few feet a minute, the great tank began to drift away from the ship.

In the hull of "Beta" an airlock door opened and two men floated out in their unwieldy
spacesuits. With short bursts of gas fromtiny cylinders, they directed themsel ves towards the
drifting fuel tank and began to inspect it carefully. One of them opened a little hatch and started
to take instrument readings, while the other began a survey of the hull with a portable leak
detector.

Nothing else happened for nearly an hour, apart from occasional spurts of vapor from
"Beta's’ auxiliary steering jets. The pilot was turning her so that she pointed against her orbital
motion, and was obviously taking his time over the maneuver. A distance of nearly a hundred feet
now lay between "Beta" and the fuel tank she had carried up from Earth. It was hard to realize
that during their slow separation the two bodies had almost circled the Earth.

The space-suited engineers had finished their task. Sowly they jetted back to the waiting ship
and the airlock door closed again behind them. There was another long pause as the pilot waited
for the exact moment to begin braking.

Quite suddenly, a stream of unbearable incandescence jetted from "Beta's' stern. The
white-hot gases seemed to form a solid bar of light. To the men in the ship, normal weight would
have returned again as the motors started to thrust. Every five seconds, "Beta" waslosing a
hundred miles an hour of her speed. She was breaking her orbit, and would soon be falling back
to Earth.

The intolerable flame of the atomic rocket flickered and died. Once more the little controlling
jets spurted vapor: the pilot wasin a hurry now as he swung the ship round on her axis again. Out
in space, one orientation was as good as another— but in a few minutes the ship would be
entering atmosphere and must be pointing in the direction of her motion.

It would always be a tense moment, waiting for that first contact. To the men in the ship, it
came in the form of a gentle but irresistible tugging of their seat-straps. Sowly it increased,
minute by minute, until presently there came the faintest whisper of sound through the insulation
of the walls. They were trading altitude for speed— speed which they could only |ose against
air-resistance. If the rate of exchange was too great, the stubby wings would snap, the hull would
turn to molten metal, and the ship would crash in meteoric ruin down through a hundred miles of

y.

The wings were biting again into the thin air streaming past them at eighteen thousand miles
an hour. Although the control surfaces were still useless, the ship would soon be responding
sluggishly to their commands. Even without the use of his engines, the pilot could choose a
landing spot almost anywhere on Earth. He was flying a hypersonic glider whose speed had given
it world-wide range.

Very slowly, the ship was settling down through the stratosphere, losing speed minute by



minute. At little more than a thousand miles an hour, the air-scoops of the ramjets were opened
and the atomic furnaces began to glow with deadly life. Streams of burning air were being blasted
from the nozzles and in its wake the ship was leaving the familiar reddish-brown tinge of nitric
oxides. It was riding the atmosphere again, safely under power, and could turn once more for
home.

Thefinal test was over. Almost three hundred miles above, exchanging night and day every
forty minutes, thefirst fuel tank was spinning in its eternal orbit. In a few days its companions
would be launched in the same path, by the same means. They would be lashed together, awaiting
the moment when they would pour their contents into the empty tanks of "Alpha" and speed the
spaceship on the journey to the Moon....

1

As Matthews put it, the "Department of Negative Publicity” had gone into forward gear a last— and
once started, it changed rapidly into top. The successful launching of thefirst fuel container, and the safe
return of "Beta" showed that everything that could be checked was functioning perfectly. The now fully
trained crew would be leaving for Austraiain afew days, and the need for secrecy was past.

A hilarious morning was spent at Southbank asthe Pressreports of the first vigit to the "Nursery”
camein. The science editors of the great dailies had, as usual, produced reasonably accurate accounts:
but some of the smaller papers, who had sent a ong sports reporters, dramatic critics, or anyone else
who happened to be handy, had printed some truly marvel ous stories. Matthews spent most of the day in
adtate of mingled mirth and mortification, launching atelephonic barrage in the generd direction of Fleet
Street. Dirk warned him that it would be wise to save most of hisindignation for the arriva of the
transatlantic Press reports.

Hassdll, Leduc, Clinton, Richards and Taine promptly became the targets of amost unpardleed
curiosity. Their life-stories (thoughtfully mimeographed well in advance by Public Relations) were
promptly serialized in newspapersdl over the world. Offers of matrimony poured in by every pog,
descending impartidly upon the married and the unmarried men dike. Begging lettersaso arrived in
hordes: as Richards remarked wryly: "Everyone except life-insurance agents wantsto sell us something”

The affairs of Interplanetary were now moving towardstheir climax with the smoothness of amilitary
operation. In aweek, the crew and dl the higher staff would be leaving for Austrdia. With them would
go everyone ese who could possibly think of asuitable excuse. During the next few days many
preoccupied expressions were to be seen around the building. Junior clerks had a habit of suddenly
discovering sick auntsin Sydney or impecunious cousinsin Canberrawho required their presence
immediately.

Theideaof the farewd | party had, it seemed, originated in the Director-General's mind and had been
enthusiagtically taken up by McAndrews, who was annoyed at not having thought of it himsdlf. All the
Headquarters staff wasto beinvited, aswel aslarge numbers of people from industry, the Press, the
universities and the innumerabl e organi zations with which Interplanetary had dedlings. After much
whittling of lisssand agood ded of heartburning, just over seven hundred invitations had been sent out.
Even the Chief Accountant, till boggling at the thought of a two-thousand-pound "hospitality” item, had
been brought to hed by threats of excluson.

There were afew who thought that these cel ebrations were premature and it would be better to wait
until the "Prometheus’ returned. To these criticsit was pointed out that many of the workers on the
project would not be returning to London after the launch, but would be going back to their own
countries. Thiswas the last opportunity of getting them al together. Pierre Leduc summed up the crew's
atitude when he said: "If we come back, well have enough partiesthen to last ustherest of our lives. If



we don't, then you ought to give us agood send-off."

The hotdl selected for the Bacchandiawas one of the best in London, but not one so good that only a
few of the executives and practically none of the scientistswould fed at ease. Speeches, it had been
solemnly promised, would be kept to aminimum to leave as much time as possible for the proper
business. This suited Dirk, who had a hatred for orations but a considerable fondness for banquets and
buffets.

He arrived ten minutes before the officid time, and found Matthews pacing up and down the foyer,
flanked by acouple of muscular waiters. He indicated them without asmile.

"My strong-arm men,” he said. "L ook carefully, and you can see the bulgesin their hip-pockets. We
expect lots of gate-crashers, particularly from the section of Fleet Street we haven't invited. I'm afraid
you'll haveto look after yourself tonight, but the chaps with 'Steward' on their lapelswill tel you who's
who if there's anyone you want to meset."

"That'sdl right," said Dirk, checking hishat and coat. "I hope you get time to have a snack now and
then while you're holding thefort.”

"My emergency reserves are well organized. Y ou'll get your drinks, by theway, from the chaps
labeled 'Fud Technician. Weve caled dl the drinks after some rocket fuel or other, so no one will know
what they've got until they drink it— if then. But I'll giveyou atip.”

"What's that?"
“Lay off the hydrazine hydrate!"

"Thanksfor thewarning," laughed Dirk. He was somewhat relieved to find, afew minutes|ater, that
Matthews had been pulling hisleg and that no such disguises had been employed.

The placefilled rapidly in the next haf-hour. Dirk did not know more than one person in twenty, and
felt alittle out in the cold. Consequently he kept somewnhat nearer the bar than was altogether good for
him. From time to time he nodded to acquaintances, but most of them were too fully engaged elsewhere
tojoin him. He wasrather glad when another equally unattached guest settled down beside him in search
of company.

They got into conversation in a somewhat desultory manner, and after awhile the talk came around,
inevitably, to the approaching adventure.

"By theway," said the stranger, "1've not seen you around I nterplanetary before. Have you been here
long?'
"Only three weeks or s0," said Dirk. "I'm on aspecia job for the University of Chicago.”
"Indeed?"
Dirk fdt takative, and the other seemed to show aflattering interest in his affairs.

"I've got to write the officid history of the first voyage and the eventsleading up to it. Thistripisgoing
to be one of the most important things that's ever happened, and it's necessary to have a complete record
for thefuture.

"But surely therell be thousands of technica reports and newspaper accounts?”

"Quite true: but you forget that they'll be written for contemporaries and will assume abackground
which may only befamiliar to present-day readers. | haveto try and stand outside of Time, asit were,
and produce a record which can be read with full understanding ten thousand years from today.”

"Phew! Somejob!"
"Yes: it'sonly become possible recently through the new developmentsin the study of language and



meaning, and the perfection of symbalic vocabularies. But I'm afraid I'm boring you."
To hisannoyance, the other didn't contradict him.

"l suppose,” said the stranger casually, "you've got to know the people round here pretty well. |
mean, yourein rather aprivileged postion.”

"That'strue: they've looked after me excellently and helped me dl they could.”

"There goes young Hassdll," said his companion. "Helooks a bit worried, but so would | in his shoes.
Have you got to know the crew at dl well?'

"Not yet, though | hopeto do so. I've spoken to Hassdll and Leduc a couple of times, but that's all.”
"Who do you think's going to be chosen for the trip?'

Dirk was about to give his not-very-wdl-informed views on this subject when he saw Matthews
frantically signaling to him from the other side of the room. For amoment darming possibilities of sartorid
disaster raced through his mind. Then a<ow suspicion dawned, and with amumbled excuse he
disengaged himsdf from his companion.

A few moments later, Matthews confirmed hisfears.

"Mike Wilkinsis one of the best— we used to work together on the News. But for goodness sake
be careful what you say to him. If you'd murdered your wife hed get it out of you by asking leading
questions about the wesather."

"Still, I don't think there's much | could tell him that he doesn't know aready.”

"Don't you believe it. Before you know where you are, you'll be featured in the paper as ‘an important
officid of Interplanetary’ and I'll be sending out the usud ineffective disclaimers”

"l see. How many other reporters have we got among our guests?'

"About twelve were invited," said Matthews darkly. "1 should just avoid all heart-to-heart talks with
people you don't know. Excuse me now— | must go back on guard duty."

Asfar as he was concerned, thought Dirk, the party was hardly going with aswing. The Public
Relations Department seemed to have an obsession about security, which Dirk considered they had
pushed to extremes. However, he could understand Matthew's horror of unofficia interviews— he had
seen some of their gruesome results.

For quite atime after this Dirk's attention was fully occupied by an astonishingly pretty girl who
appeared to have arrived without an escort— afact somewhat surprising initself. He had just, after much
vacillation, decided to step into the breach when it became all too obviousthat the escort had merely
been engaged on convoy duties dsawhere. Dirk hadn't missed his opportunity: he had never had one. He
turned once more to philosophica musings.

His spirits, however, revived consderably during dinner. The medl itself was excellent and even the
Director-Genera's speech (which set alimit for al the others) only lasted ten minutes. It was, asfar as
Dirk could remember, an extremely witty addressfull of private jokes which produced roars of laughter
in some quarters and sickly smilesin others. Interplanetary had ways been fond of laughing at itsdlf in
private, but only recently could it afford the luxury of doing soin public.

The remaining few orations were even shorter: severd speakerswould clearly have liked moretime,
but dared not take it. Finally McAndrews, who had acted throughout as avery efficient Master of
Ceremonies, caled atoast for the success of the "Prometheus’ and her crew.

Afterwards there was much dancing to the gentle, nostalgic rhythms so popular in the late '70s. Dirk,
who was avery bad dancer at the best of times, made severa erratic circuitswith Mrs. Matthews and
the wives of other officids before an increasing lack of muscular co-ordination warned him off the field.



He then sat watching the proceedings through abenevolent glow, thinking what nice people dl hisfriends
were and tut-tutting dightly when he noticed dancers who had obvioudy taken aboard just alittle too
much "fud."

It must have been around midnight when he suddenly became aware that someone was speaking to
him. (He hadn't been adeep, of course, but it was refreshing to close one's eyes now and then.) He
turned duggishly and found atal, middle-aged man watching him with some amusement from the next
chair. To Dirk's surprise, he was not in evening dress and did not seem to be worried by the fact.

"l saw your fraternity badge," said the other by way of introduction. "I'm Sigma Xi mysdf. Only got
back from Cdiforniathis evening— too late for the dinner.”

So that explained the dress, thought Dirk, feding rather pleased with himsalf at so brilliant a piece of
deduction. He shook hands, glad to meet afellow Californian— though he couldn't catch the name. It
seemed to be something like Mason, but it didn't really matter.

For some time they discussed American affairs and speculated on the Democrats chances of
returning to power. Dirk contended that the Liberas would once again hold the balance, and made some
brilliant comments on the advantages and disadvantages of the three-party system. Strangely enough, his
companion seemed unimpressed by hiswit, and brought the conversation back to Interplanetary.

"Y ou haven't been here very long, have you?' he queried. "How are you getting on?"

Dirk told him, at length. He explained his job, and enlarged lavishly upon its scope and importance.
When he had finished hiswork, al subsequent eras and al possible planets would redize exactly what
the conquest of space had meant to the age which had achieved it.

Hisfriend seemed very interested, though there was atrace of amusement in his voice about which
Dirk might haveto reprimand him, gently but firmly.

"How have you got onin your contacts with the technica side?’ he asked.

"Totdl thetruth,” said Dirk sadly, "1've been intending to do something about this for the last week.
But I'm rather scared of scientists, you know. Besides, there's Matthews. He's been very helpful, but he
has hisown ideas of what | should do and I'm anxious not to hurt hisfedings.”

That was a deplorably weak sort of statement, but there was alot of truth init. Matthews had
organized everything alittle too completely.

Thinking of Alfred brought back memories, and Dirk wasfilled with a sudden grave suspicion. He
looked carefully at his companion, determined not to be caught again.

Thefine profile and the wide, intelligent brow were reassuring, but Dirk was now too old ahand at
the game to be deceived. Alfred, he thought, would be proud of the way he was evading definite answers
to his companion's queries. It was rather a pity, of course, since the other was afellow American and had
comealongway in search of a"scoop”; dill, hisfirst loyaty now waswith hishogts.

The other must have redlized that he was getting nowhere, for presently heroseto hisfeet and gave
Dirk aquizzicd smile.

"l think," he said, as hetook hisleave, "that | may be able to put you in touch with the right people on
the technicd sde. Ring me tomorrow a Extension 3— don't forget— 3."

Then hewas gone, leaving Dirk in ahighly confused state of mind. Hisfears, it seemed, had been
groundless: the fellow belonged to Interplanetary after al. Oh well, it couldn't be helped.

His next clear recollection was saying good-night to Matthewsin the foyer. Alfred till seemed
annoyingly bright and energetic, and very pleased with the success of the party— though it seemed that
he had suffered from qualms from time to time.



"During that horn-pipe," he said, "l was quite certain that the floor was going to give way. Do you
redlize that would have delayed the conquest of space by at least half acentury?”

Dirk did not fed particularly interested in such meta-physica speculations, but as he bade adeepy
good-night he suddenly remembered his unknown Cdifornian.

"By theway," hesaid, "I got talking with another American— thought hewasajourndig & first. HEd
just arrived in town— you must have seen him— he wasn't wearing evening dress. Told meto ring him
tomorrow at extension something-or-other. Know who he was?'

Matthews's eyes twinkled.
"Y ou thought he was another journdigt, did you? | hope you remembered my warning.”
"Yes," sad Dirk proudly. "I never told him athing. Though it wouldn't have mattered, would it?"

Matthews pushed him into the cab and dammed the door. He leaned through the window for his
parting words.

"No, it certainly wouldn't," he said. "That was only Professor Maxton, the Deputy Director-Generd.
Go homeand deep it of f!"

2

Dirk managed to arrive a the officein timefor lunch— amea which, he noticed, did not seem very
popular. He had never seen so few customersin the canteen before.

When he rang up Extension 3 and introduced himself sheepishly, Professor Maxton seemed glad to
hear him and invited him round at once. He found the Deputy D.-G. in the next officeto Sir Robert
Derwent, amost surrounded with packing cases— holding, he explained, special test gear which wasto
beflown to Audtraliaat once. Their conversation was frequently interrupted by the Professor's orders
and counter-ordersto his perspiring assistants as they checked through their equipment.

"I'm sorry if | seemed abit offhand last night,” said Dirk apologeticaly. "Thefact is, | wasn't quite
mysdf.”

"| gathered that," said Maxton dryly. "After dl, you had severa hours start on me! Hi, you dope,
don't carry that recorder upside down! Sorry, Alexson, | didn't mean you.”

He paused for bregth.

"Thisisaninferna business— you never know what you'll want and you can be pretty surethat in the
end the most important stuff will get left behind.”

"What'sit al for?' asked Dirk, quite overcome by the arrays of glittering equipment and the sight of
more radio tubes than he had ever seen before at any onetimein hislife.

"Pogt-mortem gear," said Maxton succinctly. " 'Alphas main instrument readings are telemetered
back to Earth. If anything goeswrong, at least welll know what happened.”

"Thisign't very cheerful talk after last night'sgaiety.”

"No, but it's practical talk and may save millions of dollars, aswell asagood many lives. I've heard all
about your project in the States, and thought it was a very interesting idea. Who started it?”

"The Rockefeler Foundation— History and Records Divison."

"I'm glad the historians have finally redized that science does play quite apart in shaping the world.
When | was akid their textbooks were nothing but military primers. Then the economic determinists held
the fiedld— until the neo-Freudians routed them with great daughter. Weve only just got that ot under



control— so let's hope were going to get abaanced view at lagt.”

"That'sexactly what 'maiming a," said Dirk. "l redize that dl sorts of motives must have inspired the
man who founded Interplanetary. | want to unravel and analyze them asfar as possible. On the factua
Sde, I've been supplied with everything | want by Matthews."

"Matthews? Oh, the chap from Public Relations. They think they run the place— don't believe
everything they tell you, especidly about us."

Dirk laughed.

"| thought that Interplanetary was dl one big, happy family!"

"On the whole we get dong pretty well, especidly at thetop. At least, we present a united front to the
outsdeworld. Asaclass, | think scientistswork together better than any other, especidly when they
have acommon god. But you dways have clashing persondities, and there seems an inevitablerivary
between the technical and the non-technical grades. Sometimesit'sjust good-natured fun, but often
there's a certain amount of bitterness behind it."

While Maxton was speaking, Dirk had been studying him carefully. Hisfirst impression had been
confirmed. The D.D.-G. was not only aman of obvious brilliance, but one of wide culture and
sympathies. Dirk wondered how he got on with hisequally brilliant but ferocioudy forthright colleague,
Sir Robert. Two such contrasting persondities would either work together very well— or not at all.

At the age of fifty, Professor Maxton was generdly regarded as the world's leading atomic engineer.
He had played amgjor part in the development of nuclear propulsion sysemsfor aircraft, and the drive
units of the "Prometheus’ were based dmost entirely on his designs. The fact that such aman, who could
have demanded almost any price from industry, was willing to work here at anomina sdary, seemed to
Dirk avery sgnificant point.

Maxton called out to afair-haired young man in the late twenties who was just passing.

"Come here aminute, Ray— I've got another job for you!™

The other approached with arueful grin.

"1 hopeit's nothing tough. I've got abit of a headache thismorning.”

The D.D.-G. grinned at Dirk but refrained, after an obvious struggle, from making any comment.
Heintroduced them briefly.

"Dr. Alexson— Ray Collins, my persond assigtant. Ray'slineis hyperdynamics— short, but only just,
for hypersonic aerodynamics, in case you didn't know. Ray— Dr. Alexson'sahistory specidist, 0|
guess you wonder what he's doing here. He hopes to be the Gibbon of astronautics.”

"Not the''Decline and Fall of Interplanetary,’ | hope! Pleased to meet you."

"l want you to help Dr. Alexson with any technica queries. I've only just rescued him from the
clammy clutches of McAndrewss mob, so hell probably have some pretty weird ideas about things.”

He turned to survey the surrounding chaos, found that his ass stants were undermining the precarious
Seat he had adopted, and shifted to another packing case.

"I'd better explain,” he continued, "though you probably know it dready, that our little technica
empire hasthree main divisons. Ray hereis one of the airborne experts; he's concerned with getting the
ship safely through the atmosphere— in both directions— with the minimum of wear and tear. His section
used to be looked down upon by the spacehounds, who regarded the atmosphere as just a nuisance.
They've changed their tune now that we've shown them how to usethe air as afree fud supply— for the
first part of thetrip at least.”



That was one of the hundred or so pointsthat Dirk had never properly understood, and he made a
mental note, putting it first on hislist of questions.

"Then there are the astronomers and mathematicians, who form atight little trade-union of their
own— though they've suffered some pretty heavy infiltration from the eectronics engineers with their
caculating machines. They, of course, have to compute orbits and do our mathematical donkey-work,
whichisvery extendveindeed. Sr Robert himsdlf isin charge of ther affairs.

"Findly there are the rocket engineers, bless'em. Y ou won't find many here, for they're nearly dl in
Audrdia

"So that's the set-up, though I've neglected severa groups like the communications and control
people, and the medica experts. I'll turn you over to Ray now, and helll look after you."

Dirk winced dightly at the phrase; he felt that rather too many people had been "looking after him."
Collinsled himto asmall office not far away where they sat down and exchanged cigarettes. After
puffing thoughtfully for sometime, the aerodynamicist jerked his thumb towards the door and remarked:

"What do you think of the Chief?"

"I'm abit biased, you know; we're from the same State. He seems amost remarkable man— cultured
aswdl| astechnicdly brilliant. It'snot ausua combination. And he's been very helpful.”

Coallins began to wax enthusadtic.

"That's perfectly true. He'sthe best chap you could possibly work for, and | don't think hehhasa
single enemy. That's quite a contrast to Sir Robert, who has dozens among people who know him only
dightly."

"I've met the Director-Generd only once. | didn't know quite what to make of him."
Callinslaughed.

"It takesalong time to get used to the D.-G.— he certainly hasn't Professor Maxton's easy charm. If
you do ajob badly, the D.-G. will burn your ears off while the Prof, will give you ahurt look that makes
you fed like aprofessional baby-poisoner. Both techniques work perfectly, and everyone's very fond of
Sir Robert when they get to know him.”

Dirk examined the room with more than casud interest. It was atypica smdl drafting room with a
modern internaly illuminated tracing table occupying one corner. The wallswere covered with elaborate
and obscure graphs, interspersed with photographs of rockets removing themselves spectacularly to
distant parts. A place of honor was given to amagnificent view of the Earth from aheight of a leest a
thousand miles. Dirk guessed it was atill from the film that Matthews had arranged for him to see. On
Collinss desk was a photograph of quite adifferent sort— aportrait of avery pretty girl whom Dirk
thought he had seen once or twice at lunch. Collins must have noticed hisinterest, but ashe didn't
elucidate Dirk guessed that hewas till unmarried and, like himsdlf, an optimistic bachelor.

"l suppose,” the aerodynamicist said presently, "you've seen our film, 'The Road to Space'?!
"Yes, | thought it was very good.”

"It saves alot of talking and puts over the basic ideas pretty clearly. But of courseit's rather
out-of-date now, and | guessyou're still very much in the dark about the latest devel opments—
particularly the atomic drivein the 'Prometheus.’ "

"That'strue," said Dirk. "It'sacomplete mystery to me."
Callinsgaveapuzzedlittlegrin.

"That bafflesus" he complained. "From the technica point of view, it'sfar Smpler than the interna
combustion engine which everyone understands perfectly. But for some reason, people assume that an



atomic drive must beincomprehengble, so they won't even make an effort to understand it."

"I'll make the effort,” Dirk laughed. "It's up to you to do the rest. But please remember— | want to
know only just enough to follow what's happening. I've no intention of setting mysalf up as adesigner of

paceships!”

3

"l suppose | can assume,” said Callins, alittle doubtfully, "that you're quite happy about
common-or-garden rockets and understand how they work in avacuum?"

"l can see," replied Dirk, "that if you throw alot of matter awvay from you at great speed, there's
bound to be arecoil.” .

"Good. It's amazing how many people till seem to think that arocket hasto have 'something to push
againg, asthey invariably put it. You'll appreciate, then, that arocket designer isdwaystrying to get the
maximum paossible vel ocity— and a bit more— from the jet which drives his machine forward.
Obvioudy, the speed of the exhaust determines the velocity which hisrocket will atain.

"The old chemical rockets, like V.2, had jet speeds of one or two miles a second. With such
performances, to carry aload of one ton to the Moon and back would have needed severd thousand
tons of fuel, which wasn't practicable. What everyone wanted was aweightless fuel supply. Atomic
reactions, which are amillion or more times as powerful aschemical ones, virtualy gave usthis. The
energy released by the few pounds of matter in the first atomic bombs could have taken athousand tons
to the Moon— and back.

"But though the energy had been released, no one knew exactly how to useit for propulsion. That
little problem has only just been solved, and it's taken thirty yearsto produce the very inefficient atomic
rockets we have today.

"L ook at the problem from this point of view. In the chemica rocket, we get our driving exhaust by
burning afud and letting the hot gases acquire peed by expanding through anozzle. In other words, we
exchange hest for velocity— the hotter our combustion chamber, the faster the jet will leaveit. Wed get
the samereault if wedidn't actualy burn thefud at al, but heated the combustion chamber from some
outside source. In other words, we could make arocket by pumping any gaswe liked— even air— into
aheating unit, and then letting it expand through anozzle. O.K.?!

"Y es, that's straightforward enough so far.”

"Very well. Now as you know, you can get as much heat asyou like out of an atomic pile by making
it of richer and richer materias. If you overdo it, of course, the pilewill melt down into apuddie of liquid
uranium with carbon bobbing about on the surface. Long before that sort of thing happened, any sensible
man would have got hull-down over the horizon."

"Y ou mean it might go up like an atomic bomb?"

"No, it couldn't do that. But an unapproachable radioactive furnace could be just as nasty in its quiet
way. However, don't ook so darmed— this couldn't happen if the most elementary precautions were
taken.

"We had, then, to design some kind of atomic reactor which would heat a gas stream to avery high
temperature indeed— at least 4,000 degrees Centigrade. Since al known metals melt along way below
this, the problem gave us abit of a headache!

"The answer we produced is called the line-focused reactor. It'salong, thin, plutonium pile, and gas
ispumped in a one end and becomes heated asit travelsthrough. Thefina result isacentra core of
intensaly hot gas into which we can concentrate or focus the heat from the surrounding elements. In the



middle the jet temperature is over 6,000 degrees— hotter than the sun— but whereit touchesthewalls
itsonly aquarter of this.

"Sofar, | haven't said what gaswe're going to use. | think you'l redize thet the lighter it is— strictly
gpesking, the lower its molecular weight— the faster it will be moving when it comes out of thejet. Since
hydrogen isthe lightest of al elements;, it would betheided fud, with helium afairly good runner-up. |
ought to explain, by the way, that we still usetheworld 'fud,’ even though we don't actudly burn it but
amply useit asaworking fluid.”

"That's one thing that had me puzzled,” confessed Dirk. "The old chemical rockets carried their own
oxygen tanks, and it's a bit disconcerting to find that the present machines don't do anything of the sort.”

Callinslaughed.

"We could even use hdium asa'fuel,' " he said, "though that won't burn at all— or indeed take part in
any chemical reaction.

"Now athough hydrogen'sthe ideal working fluid, as| cdled it, it'simpossible stuff to carry round. In
theliquid sateit boils at afantasticaly low temperature, and it's so light that a paceship would haveto
have fue tanksthe Size of gasometers. So we carry it combined with carbon in the form of liquid
methane— CH,— which isn't hard to handle and has a reasonable density. In the reactor it breaks down
to carbon and hydrogen. The carbon's abit of a nuisance, and tends to clog the works, but it can't be
helped. Every so often we get rid of it by turning off the main jet and flushing out the motor with adraft of
oxygen. It makes quite a pretty firework display.

"That, then, isthe principle of the spaceship's motors. They give exhaust speeds three timesthat of
any chemical rocket, but even so, we gtill have to carry atremendous amount of fuel. And there are all
sorts of other problems I've not mentioned: shielding the crew from the pile radiations was the worst.

" 'Alpha,’ the upper component of the 'Prometheus,’ weighs about three hundred tons of which two
hundred and forty are fud. If it starts from an orbit around the Earth, it can just make the landing on the
Moon and return with asmall reserve.

"It has, as you know, to be carried up to that orbit by 'Beta.’ '‘Beta isavery heavy, super-high-speed
flying-wing, also powered by atomic jets. She Sartsasaramjet, using air as 'fud,’ and only switches over
to her methane tanks when she leaves the top of the atmosphere. Asyoull redlize, not having to carry any
fud for thefirst stage of the journey hel psthings enormoudy.

"At take-off, the 'Prometheus weighsfive hundred tons, and is not only the fastest but the heaviest of
al flying machines. To get it airborne, Westinghouse have built us afive-mile-long eectric launching track
out in the desert. It cost nearly as much asthe ship itself, but of courseit will be used over and over

again.

"To sum up, then: we launch the two components together and they climb until the air'stoo thin to
operate the ramjets any more. 'Beta then switches over to her fud tanks and reaches circular velocity at
aheight of about three hundred miles. 'Alpha,’ of course, hasn't used any fud at dl— infact, itstanks are
amost empty when 'Betd carriesit up.

"Once the 'Prometheus has homed on the fuel containers we've got circling up there, the two ships
separate, 'Alpha couples up to the tanks with pipe-lines and pumps the fuel aboard. We've aready
practiced this sort of thing and know it can be done. Orbitd refudling, it'scdled, and it'sredly the key to
the whole problem, because it lets us do the job in severd stages. It would be quite impossible to build
one huge spaceship that would make the journey to the Moon and back on asingle load of fudl.

"Once 'Alphas tanked up, it runsits motors until it's built up the extra two miles a second to get out
of itsorbit and go to the Moon. It reaches the Moon after four days, stays there aweek and then returns,
getting back into the the same orbit as before. The crew transfersto 'Beta," which is till patiently circling



with her very bored pilot (who won't get any of the publicity) and is brought down to Earth again. And
that'sal thereisto it. What could be smpler?!

"Y ou make mewonder," laughed Dirk, "why it hasn't been done years ago.”
"That'sthe usud reaction,” said Collinsin mock disgust.

"It'snot easy for outsdersto redize the terrific problemsthat had to be overcomein dmost every
stage of the work. That's where the time and money went. It wouldn't have been possible, even now,
without the world-wide research that's been going on for the last thirty years. Most of our job was
collecting the results of other people's work and adapting them to our use.”

"How much,” said Dirk thoughtfully, "would you say the 'Prometheus cost”?'

"It'samost impossible to say. The research of the world's laboratories for two generations, right back
to the 1920's, has gone into the machine. Y ou should include the two billion dollars the atomic bomb
project cog, the hundreds of millions of marks the Germans put into Peenemtinde, and the scores of
millions of poundsthe British government spent on the Audtraian range.”

"| agree, but you must have someidea of the money that actually went into the 'Prometheus itsdlf.”

"Well, even there we got quite priceless technica ass stance— and equipment— for nothing.
However, Professor Maxton once cal culated that the ship's cost about ten million poundsin research and
fivemillionsin direct congtruction. That means, someone pointed out, that were buying the Moon for a
pound asquare mile! It doesn't seem alot, and of course the later shipswill be agood ded cheaper.
Incidentdly, | believe we're dmaost recovering our expenses for the firgt trip on the film and radio rights!
But who cares about the money, anyway?"

His eyes wandered towards that photograph of the distant Earth, and his voice became suddenly
thoughtful.

"We're gaining the freedom of the whole Universe, and al that that implies. | don't think it can be
vaued interms of pounds and dallars. In the long run, knowledge dways paysfor itself in hard cash—
but it's till absolutely beyond price.”

4

Dirk's meeting with Professor Maxton and Raymond Collins marked an unconscious turning point in
histhinking, and indeed in hisway of life. He fdlt, perhaps wrongly, that he had now found the source of
the ideas which Mc-Andrews and Matthews had passed on to him at secondhand.

No one could have been more unlike the coldly passionless scientist of fiction than the Deputy
Director-Genera. He was not only afirst-class engineer, but he was obvioudy fully aware of the
implications of hiswork. It would be afascinating study to discover the motives which had led him, and
his colleagues, into thisfield. The quest for persona power did not seem alikely explanation in the cases
that Dirk had met. He must guard againgt wishful thinking, but these men seemed to have adisinterested
outlook which was very refreshing. Interplanetary wasinspired by amissionary zedl which technical
competence and a sense of humor had preserved from fanaticism.

Dirk was till only partly aware of the effects his new surroundings were having on his own character.
Hewaslosing much of hisdiffidence; the thought of meeting stranger's, which not long ago had filled him
with mild apprehension or at least with annoyance, no longer worried him at dl. For thefirst timein his
life, he was with men who were shaping the future and not merely interpreting the dead past. Though he
was only an onlooker, he was beginning to share their emotions and to fed with their triumphsand
defests.

"I'm quite impressed,” hewrotein his Journd that evening, "'by Professor Maxton and his saff. They



seem to have amuch clearer and wider view of Interplanetary's ams than the non-technical peoplel've
met. Matthews, for instance, is aways talking about the scientific advances which will come when we
reach the Moon. Perhaps because they take that sort of thing for granted, the scientists themselves seem
more interested in the cultura and philosophica repercussions. But | mustn't generalize from afew cases
which may not betypicd.

"| fed that I've now apretty clear view of the whole organization. It's now mostly ametter of filling in
details, and | should be able to do that from my notes and the mass of photostats I've collected. | no
longer have theimpression of being a stranger watching some incomprehensible machine a work. In fact,
| now fed that I'm dmost a part of the organization— though | mustn't let myself get too involved. It's
impossible to be neutral, but some detachment is necessary.

"Until now I've had various doubts and reservations concerning space flight. | felt, subconscioudy,
that it was too big athing for man. Like Pascd, | wasterrified by the Slence and emptiness of infinite
space. | see now that | waswrong.

"The migtake | made wasthe old one of clinging to the past. Today | met men who think as naturally
inmillions of milesas| do in thousands. Once there was atime when athousand mileswas a distance
beyond al comprehension, yet now it is the space we cover between one mea and the next. That change
of scaleisabout to occur again— and with unprecedented swiftness.

"The planets, | see now, are no further away than our minds will make them. 1t will take the
'Prometheus ahundred hours to reach the Moon, and dl the time she will be speaking to Earth and the
eyesof theworld will be upon her. How little athing interplanetary travel seemsif we match it againgt the
weeks and the months and the years of the great voyages of the past!

"Everything isrative, and thetime will surely come when our minds embrace the Solar System as
now they do the Earth. Then, | suppose, when the scientists are looking thoughtfully towards the sars,
many will cry: 'We don't want interstellar flight! The nine planets were good enough for our grandfathers
and they're good enough for ug!" "

Dirk laid his pen down with asmile and let hismind wander in the redlms of fantasy. Would Man ever
face that stupendous chalenge and send his shipsinto the gulf between the stars? He remembered a
phrase he had once read: "Interplanetary distances are amillion times as grest as those to which we are
accustomed in everyday life, but interstdllar distances are amillion-fold greater ill." Hismind quailed
before the thought, but still he clung to that phrase: " Everything is relative.” In afew thousand years,
Man had come from coracle to spaceship. What might he yet do in the eonsthat lay ahead?

5

It would be fase to suggest that the five men on whom the eyes of the world were now fixed
regarded themsalves as daring adventurers about to risk their fivesin a stupendous scientific gamble.
They weredl practica, hard-headed technicians who had no intention of taking part in agamble of any
kind— at least, where their lives were concerned. There was arisk, of course, but one took risks when
one caught the 8.10 to the City.

Each had reacted in his own way to the publicity of the past week. They had expected it, and they
had been well prepared. Hassell and Leduc had been in the public eye before and knew how to enjoy
the experience while avoiding its more annoying aspects. The other three members of the crew, having
fame thrust suddenly upon them, showed atendency to huddle together for mutua protection. Thismove
wasfatal, asit made them easy mest for reporters.

Clinton and Taine were till sufficiently unused to the experience of being interviewed to enjoy it, but
their Canadian colleague Jmmy Richards hated it. Hisreplies, none too helpful at the beginning, became
progressively more and more brusgue astime went by and he grew tired of answering the same



guestions ad nauseam. On one famous occasion, when harried by a particularly overbearing lady
reporter, his behavior became somewhat |ess than gdlant.

According to the description later circulated by Leduc, theinterview went something likethis:

"Good morning, Mr. Richards. | wonder if you'd mind answering afew questions for the West
Kensington Clarion?'

Richards (bored but till fairly affable): "Certainly, though | have to meet my wifein afew minutes.”
"Have you been married long?'

"About twelve years.”

"Oh: any children?'

"Two: both girls, if | remember correctly.”

"Doesyour wife gpprove of your flying off from Earth like this?*

"She'd better.”

(Pause, during which interviewer redlizesthat, for once, her ignorance of shorthand is going to be no
handicap.)

"l suppose you have alwaysfet an urgeto go out to the stars, to— er— place the flag of humanity
upon other worlds?"

"Nope. Never thought about it until acouple of yearsago.”
"Then how did you get chosen for thisflight?"

"Because I'm the second best atomic engineer in the world.”
"Thefirg being?'

"Professor Maxton, who's too valuable to risk.”

"Areyou & dl nervous?'

"Ohyes. I'm frightened of spiders, lumpst)f plutonium more than afoot across, and anything that
makes noisesinthe night.”

"l mean— are you nervous about this voyage?"

"I'm scared gtiff. Look— you can see metrembling.” (Demonstrates. Minor damageto furniture.)
"What do you expect to find on the Moon?"

"Lotsof lava, and very littleese”

(Interviewer wearing a hunted ook, and now clearly preparing to disengage.)

"Do you expect to find any life on the Moon?"

"Very likely. Assoon asweland, | expect therell be aknock on the door and avoice will say:
'Would you mind answering afew questionsfor the Selenites Weekly?' *

Not dl interviews, of course, were anything like thisflagrant example, and it isonly fair to say that
Richards swore the whole thing had been concocted by Leduc. Most of the reporters who covered
Interplanetary's affairs were science graduates who had migrated into journdism. Theirs was a somewhat
thankless task, since the newspaper world frequently regarded them as interlopers while the scientists
looked upon them as apostates and backdiders.

Perhaps no single point had attracted more public interest than the fact that two of the crew would be
reserves and would be fated to remain on Earth. For atime speculation about the ten possible



combinations became so popular that the bookmakers began to take an interest in the subject. It was
generally assumed that since Hassdll and Leduc were both rocket pilots one but not both of them would
be chosen. Asthis sort of discussion might have bad effects on the men themselves, the Director-Generd
made it clear that no such argument was vaid. Because of thair training, any three men would form an
efficient crew. He hinted, without making a definite promise, that the fina choice might have to be made
by ballot. No one, least of dl the five men concerned, redly believed this,

HassdlI's preoccupation with his unborn son had now become common knowledge— which did not
help matters. It had begun asafaint worry at the back of his mind which for along time he had been able
to keep under control. But as the weeks passed, it had come to trouble him more and more until his
efficiency began to fal. When he redlized this, it worried him still more and so the process had gathered
momentum.

Since hisfear was not apersona one, but concerned someone he loved, and sinceit had alogical
foundation, there wasllittle that psychologists could do about it. They could not suggest, to aman of his
temperament and character, that he ask to be withdrawn from the expedition. They could only watch:
and HasHl| knew perfectly well that they were watching.

6

Dirk spent little time at Southbank during the days before the Exodus. It wasimpossible to work
there: those who were going to Austrdiawere too busy packing and tidying up their affairs, while those
who weren't seemed in avery unco-operative mood. The irrepressible Matthews had been one of the
sacrifices: McAndrewswas leaving himin charge. It was avery sensible arrangement, but the two men
were no longer on speaking terms. Dirk was very glad to keep out of their way, especidly asthey had
been alittle upset over his desertion to the scientists.

He saw equdlly little of Maxton and Coallins, asthe technica department wasin agate of organized
uproar. It had apparently been decided that everything might be needed in Austrdia Only Sir Robert
Derwent seemed perfectly happy amid the disorder, and Dirk was somewhat astonished to receive a
summons from him one morning. Asit happened, it came on one of the few dayswhen hewas at
Headquarters. It was hisfirst meeting with the Director-Genera sincetheir brief introduction on the day
of hisariva.

He entered somewhat timidly, thinking of al the tales he had heard about Sir Robert. The D.-G.
probably noticed and understood his diffidence, for there was adistinct twinkle in his eye as he shook
hands and offered hisvisitor a seet.

The room was no larger than many other offices which Dirk had seen at Southbank, but its position at
acorner of the building gave it an unrivaed view. One could see most of the Embankment from Charing
Crossto London Bridge.

Sir Robert logt no timein getting to the point.

"Professor Maxton's been telling me about your job,” he said. "I suppose you've got usdl fluttering
around in your killing-bottle, ready to be pinned down for pogterity to examine?"

"1 hope, Sir Robert,” smiled Dirk, "that the final result won't be quite as static asthat. I'm not here
primarily as arecorder of facts, but of influences and motives."

The Director-Generd tapped thoughtfully on his desk, then remarked quietly: "And what motives,
would you say, underlie our work?'

The question, through its very directness, took Dirk somewhat aback.
"They're very complex,” he began defensively. "Provisondly, 1'd say they fall into two classes—



material and iritud "
"l find it rather difficult,” said the D.-G. mildly, "to picture athird category.”
Dirk gave adightly embarrassed amile.

"Perhaps I'm alittle too comprehensive,” he said. "What | meanisthis Thefirst men serioudy to
advance the idea of interplanetary travel were visionariesin love with adream. Thefact that they were
a0 technicians doesn't matter— they were, essentidly, artistis using their science to create something
new. If spaceflight had been of no conceivable practical use, they would have wished to have achieved it
just the same.

"Theirswas the spiritual motive, as|'ve caled it. Perhaps'intellectud’ is a better word. Y ou can't
andyzeit any further, because it represents abasic human impulse— that of curiosity. On the materia
sde, you now havethe vision of great new industries and engineering processes, and the desire of the
billion-dollar communication companiesto replace their myriads of surface transmitters by two or three
gtations out in space. Thisisthe Wall Street side of the picture, which of course came agood dedl later.”

"And which mative," said Sir Robert, pressing on ruthlesdy, "would you say is predominant here?"
Dirk was now beginning to fed completely at ease.

"Before | cameto Southbank," he said, 1 thought of Interplanetary— when | thought of it at al— as
agroup of technicians out for scientific dividends. That's what you pretend to be, and you deceive alot of
people. The description may apply to some of the middle grades of your organization— but it isn't true at
thetop.”

Dirk drew back hisbow, and took along shot at that invisible target out there in the dark.

"I think that Interplanetary is run— and always has been run— by visionaries, poets if you
like, who also happen to be scientists. Sometimes the disguise isn't very good."

Therewas slencefor awhile. Then Sir Robert said, in asomewhat subdued voice, though with a
trace of achuckle:

"It's an accusation that's been thrown at us before. We've never denied it. Someone once said that al
human activity was aform of play. We're not ashamed of wanting to play with spaceships.”

"And in the course of your play," said Dirk, "you will change the world, and perhaps the Universe."

Helooked a Sir Robert with new understanding. He no longer saw that determined, bull-dog head
with its broad sweep of brow, for he had suddenly remembered Newton's description of himself asa
small child picking up brightly colored pebbles on the shore of the ocean of knowledge.

Sir Robert Derwent, like dl greet scientists, was such achild. Dirk believed thet, in thefind analys's,
he would have crossed space for no other reason than to watch the Earth turning from night to day above
the glittering lunar peaks, or to see Saturn'srings, inal their unimaginable glory, bridging the sky of his
nearest moon.

7

The knowledge that thiswas hislast day in London filled Dirk with asense of guilty regret. Regret,
because he had seen practically nothing of the place; guilt, because he couldn't help feding that thiswas
partly hisown fault. It was true that he had been furioudy busy, but looking back on the past few weeks
it was hard to believe that held found it impossible to visit the British Museum more than twice, or St.
Paul's Cathedra even once. He did not know when he would see London again, for he would return
direct to America

It wasafair but rather cool day, with the usual possibility of rain later. There was no work he could



do at hisflat, for dl his papers had been packed and even now were hafway round the world ahead of
him. He had said goodbye to those members of Interplanetary's staff he would not see again: most of the
others he would meet at London Airport early tomorrow morning. Matthews, who seemed to have
grown quite attached to him, had become amost tearful, and even his sparring partners Sam and Bert
had inssted on alittle farewel | celebration at the office. When he walked away from Southbank for the
last time, Dirk redlized with a pang that he was aso saying good-bye to one of the happiest periods of his
life. It had been happy becauseit had been full, because it had extended al hisresourcesto the utmost—
above dl, because he had been among men whose lives had a purpose which they knew was greater
than themsalves.

Meanwhile, he had an empty day on his hands and did not know how to occupy it. In theory, such a
Stuation wasimpossible; but it seemed to have happened now.

He went into the quiet square, wondering if he had been wise to leave hisraincoat behind. It was only
afew hundred yards to the Embassy, where he had allittle business to conduct, but he was rash enough
to take ashort cut. Asaresult he promptly lost himself in the labyrinth of side Streets and culs-de-sac
which made London such acontinua source of exasperating ddlight. Only alucky glimpse of the
Roosavet Memoarid findly gave him hisbearings again.

A leisurdy lunch with some of his Embassy acquaintances at their favorite club disposed of the earlier
afternoon; then he was eft to his own resources. He could go anywhere he pleased, could see the places
which otherwise he might always be sorry to have missed. Y et akind of restlesslethargy made him fedl
unableto do anything but wander at random through the streets. The sun had finally secured its
bridgehead, and the afternoon was warm and relaxing. It was pleasant to drift through the back streets
and to come by chance upon buildings older than the United States— yet bearing such notices as.
"Grosvenor Radic and Electronic Corporation,” or "Provincia Airways, Ltd."

Late in the afternoon Dirk emerged into what, he concluded, must be Hyde Park. For afull hour he
circulated under the trees, ways keeping within sight of the adjoining roads. The Albert Memorid held
him pardyzed with frank disbdief for many minutes, but he findly escaped fromits hypnotic spell and
decided to cut back across the Park to Marble Arch.

He had forgotten the impassioned oratory for which that spot was famous, and it was very
entertaining to wander from one crowd to another, listening to the speakers and their critics. What, he
wondered, had ever given people theideathat the British were reserved and undemondtrative?

He stood for some time enthralled by a duet between one orator and his heckler in which each
maintained with equal passion that Karl Marx had— and had not— made a certain remark. What the
remark was Dirk never discovered, and he began to suspect that the disputants themsalves had long
snce forgotten it. From time to time hel pful interjections were provided by the good-natured crowd,
which obvioudy had no strong feglings on the subject but wanted to keep the pot bailing.

The next speaker was engaged in proving, apparently with the aid of Biblicdl texts, that Doomsday
was a hand. He reminded Dirk of those gpocalyptic prophets of the anxious year a.d. 999; would their
successors, ten centuries later, till be predicting the Day of Wrath as the year 1999 drew to its close?
He could hardly doubt it. In many ways human nature changed very little: the prophetswould still be
there, and there would gtill be some to believe them.

He moved on to the next group. A small but attentive audience was gathered around an elderly,
white-haired man who was giving alecture— aremarkably well-informed lecture— on philosophy. Not
all the speakers, Dirk decided, were by any means cranks. Thislecturer might have been aretired
schoolmaster with such strong views on adult education that he felt himsalf impelled to hold forth in the
marketplace to al who would listen.

Hisdiscourse was on Life, itsorigin and its destiny. Histhoughts, like those of hislisteners, were no



doubt influenced by that winged thunderbolt lying in the desert on the far sde of theworld, for presently
he began to speak of the astronomicd stage upon which the strange drama of life was being played.

He painted avivid picture of the sun and its circling planets, taking the thoughts of hislistenerswith
him from world to world. He had a gift for picturesque phrases, and though Dirk was not sure that he
confined himself to accepted scientific knowledge, the generd impression he gave was accurate enough.

Tiny Mercury, blistering beneath its enormous sun, he pictured asaworld of burning rocks washed
by duggish oceans of molten metal. Venus, Earth's Sster planet, was forever hidden from us by those
rolling clouds which had not parted once during the centuriesin which men had gazed upon her. Beneath
that blanket might be oceans and forests and the hum of strange life. Or there might be nothing but a
barren wilderness swept by scorching winds.

He spoke of Mars; and one could see aripple of increased attention spread through his audience.
Forty million miles outward from the Sun, Nature had scored her second hit. Here again waslife: we
could see the changing colors which on our own world spoke of the passing seasons. Though Mars had
little water, and his atmosphere was stratosphericdly thin, vegetation and perhaps anima life could exist
there. Of intelligence, there was no conclusive evidence at dl.

Beyond Marsthe giant outer worldslay in afrozen twilight which grew ever dimmer and colder asthe
Sun dwindled to adistant star. Jupiter and Saturn were crushed beneath atmospheres thousands of miles
deep— atmospheres of methane and ammonia, torn by hurricanes which we could observe across haf a
billion miles or more of space. If there was life on those strange outer planets, and the ill colder worlds
beyond, it would be more weird than anything we could imagine. Only in the temperate zone of the Solar
System, the narrow belt in which floated Venus, Earth and Mars, could there be life aswe knew it.

Lifeasweknew it! And how little we knew! What right had we on our puny world to assumethat it
et the pattern for al the Universe? Could conceit go farther?

The Universe was not hogtileto life, but merdly indifferent. Its strangeness was an opportunity and a
challenge— a chdlenge which intelligence would accept. Shaw had spoken the truth, half a century ago,
when he put these wordsinto the mouth of Lilith, who came before Adam and Eve:

"Of Lifeonly thereisno end; and though of its million starry mansions many are empty and many il
unbuilt, and though its vast domain is as yet unbearably desert, my seed shdl one day fill it and master it
to its uttermost confines.”

The clear, cultured voice died away, and Dirk became once more conscious of his surroundings. It
had been aremarkable performance: he would like to know more about the speaker, who was now
quietly dismantling hislittle platform and preparing to whed it away in adilapidated handcart. The crowd
was dispersing around him, looking for fresh attractions. From time to time haf-heard phrases borne
down the wind told Dirk that the other speakers were still operating at full blast.

Dirk turned to leave, and as he did so caught sight of aface which he recognized. For amoment he
was taken completely by surprise: the coincidence seemed too improbable to be true.

Standing in the crowd, only afew feet away from him, was Victor Hassdll.

8

Maude hassdll had heeded no elaborate explanations when her husband had said, rather aboruptly, that
he was "going for astroll around the Park." She understood perfectly, and merely expressed a hope that
he wouldn't be recognized, and would be back in timefor tea. Both of these wishes were doomed to
disappointment, as she wasfairly sure they would be.

Victor Hassall had lived in London for amost hdf hislife, but his earliest impressons of the city were



ill the mogt vivid and till held the strongest place in his affections. As ayoung engineering student he
had lodged in the Pad-dington area and had walked to college every day across Hyde Park and
Kensington Gardens. When he thought of London, he did not picture busy streets and world-famous
buildings, but quiet avenues of trees and open fields, and the wide sands of Rotten Row aong which the
Sunday morning riderswould till be cantering on their fine horses when humanity'sfirst shipswere
turning homewards from the stars. And there was no need for him to remind Maude of thelr first
encounter beside the Serpentine, only two years ago, but alifetime away. From al these places he must
now take hisleave.

He spent alittle time in South Kensington, wandering past the old colleges which formed so large a
part of hismemories. They had not changed: the students with their folders and T-squares and dide-rules
were just the same. It was strange to think that amost a century ago the young H. G. Wells had been one
of that eager, restlessthrong.

Acting upon impulse, Hassall walked into the Science Museum and came, as he had so often done
before, to the replica of the Wright biplane. Thirty years earlier the origind machine had been hanging
herein the great gdlery, but it had long since gone back to the United States and few now remembered
Orville Wright's protracted battle with the Smithsonian Ingtitution which had been the cause of itsexile.

Seventy-five years— along lifetime, no more— lay between the flimsy wooden framework that had
skimmed afew yards across the ground at Kitty Hawk, and the greet projectile that might soon be taking
him to the Moon. And he did not doubt that in another lifetime, the "Prometheus' would look as quaint
and as primitive as the little biplane suspended above his head.

Hassdll came out into Exhibition Road to find the sun shining brightly. He might have stayed longer in
the Science

Museum, but anumber of people had been staring at him alittle too intently. His chances of remaining
unrecognized were, heimagined, probably lower insde this building than amost anywhere on Earth.

Hewaked dowly across the Park aong the paths he knew so well, pausing once or twice to admire
views he might never see again. There was nothing morbid in hisredization of this: indeed, he could
gppreciate with some detachment the increased intengity it gave to hisemotions. Like most men, Victor
Hassdll was afraid of death; but there were occasionswhen it was ajudtifiable risk. That, at least, had
been true when there was merely himsdlf to consider. He only wished he could prove it was il true, but
inthat he had so far failed.

There was abench not far from Marble Arch where he and Maude had often sat together in the days
before their marriage. He had proposed to her here a good many times, and she had turned him down
amost— but not quite— as frequently. He was glad to see that it was unoccupied at the moment, and he
dropped into it with alittle Sgh of satisfaction.

His contentment was short-lived, for less than five minutes later he was joined by an e derly gentleman
who settled himsdlf down behind a pipe and the Manchester Guardian. (That anyone should wish to
guard Manchester had dways struck Hassdll as baffling in the extreme.) He decided to move, after a
aufficient interval, but before he could do thiswithout obvious rudeness there was afurther interruption.
Two small boyswho had been strolling aong the pathway did a sudden turn to starboard and walked up
to the bench. They looked at him steadily in the uninhibited way that some small boys have, then the elder
sad accusngly: "Hey, Miger, areyou Vic Hassd 7

Hassdll gave them acritical examination. They were clearly brothers, and as unattractive apair asone
would meet in aday's march. He shuddered dightly as he redlized what a hazardous business parenthood
was.

In normal circumstances, Hassdll would have carefully confessed to the charge, since he had not
forgotten many of his own schoolboy enthusiasms. He would probably have done so even now had he



been approached more politely, but these urchins appeared to be playing truant from Dr. Fagin's
Academy for Y oung Delinquents.

Helooked at them fixedly and said, in hisbest Mayfair circa 1920 voice, "It's haf-past three, and |
haven't any change for asixpence.”

At thismasterly non sequitur the younger boy turned to his brother and said heatedly: "Garn,
George— | told you he weren't!"

The other dowly strangled him by twisting histie and continued asiif nothing had happened. "Y ou're
Vic Hass|, therocket bloke."

"Dol look like Mr. Hassdll?' said Mr. Hassdll in tones of indignant surprise. "Yes."

"That's odd— no one's ever told me s0." This statement might be mideading, but it wasthe literal
truth. Thetwo boyslooked at him thoughtfully: Junior had now been granted the luxury of respiration.
Suddenly George apped ed to the Manchester Guardian, though there was now awel come note of
uncertainty in hisvoice. "Heskidding us, Migter, ain't he?' A pair of spectaclesreared themsalves over
the paper, and stared at them owlishly. Then they focused on Hassdll, who began to fed uncomfortable.
Therewasalong, brooding slence.

Then the stranger tapped his paper and said severely: "There'saphoto of Mr. Hassdll in here. The
noseis quite different. Now please go away."

The paper barricade was re-erected. Hassell looked into the distance, ignoring hisinquisitors, who
continued to stare dishelievingly at him for another minute. Findly, to hisrelief, they began to move away,
gl arguing with each other.

Hassdll waswondering if he should thank his unknown supporter when the other folded his
newspaper and removed his glasses.

"You know," he said, with adight cough, "there is agtriking resemblance.”

Hassdll gave ashrug. He wondered if he should own up, but decided not to do so.
"Totel thetruth,” he said, "it has caused me some annoyance before.”

The stranger looked at him thoughtfully, though his eyes had amisty, faraway |ook.

"They'releaving for Australiatomorrow, aren't they?' he said rhetoricdly. "I supposethey've got a
fifty-fifty chance of coming back from the Moon?'

"| should say it'salot better than that.”

"Sill, it is achance, and | suppose & this very moment young Hassell'swondering if helll ever see
London again. It would be interesting to know what he's doing— you could learn alot about him from
that.”

"l guessyou could," said Hassdll, shifting uncomfortably in his seet and wondering how he could get
away. The stranger, however, seemed in atalkative mood.

"Theresan editoria here," he said, waving his crumpled paper, "dl about the implications of space
flight and the effect it's going to have on everyday life. That sort of thing'sal very well, but when arewe
going to settle down?Eh?

"l don't quitefollow you," said Hassdll, not dtogether truthfully.

"Theresroom for everyone on thisworld, and if we run it properly well not find a better, evenif we
go gdlivanting right around the Universe.”

"Perhgps,”" said Hassdll mildly, "well only appreciate Earth when we have done just that."



"Humph! Then morefoolsus. Aren't we ever going to rest and have some peace?’
Hassdll, who had met thisargument before, gave alittle smile.

"The dream of the Lotus Eaters,” he said, "is a pleasant fantasy for the individual— but it would be
degth for therace.”

Sir Robeart Derwent had once made that remark, and it had become one of Hassdl's favorite
quotations.

"The Lotus Eaters? Let's see— what did Tennyson say about them— nobody reads him nowadays.
‘Thereis sweet music herethat softer fdls. . . No, it isn't that bit. Ah, | haveit!

"'Isthere any peace In ever climbing up the climbing wave?
W, young man, is there?'

"For some people— yes," said Hassll. " And perhaps when space flight arrives they'll al rush off to
the planets and |leave the L otus Eatersto their dreams. That should satisfy everybody.”

"And the meek shal inherit the Earth, eh?" said his companion, who seemed to have avery literary
turn of mind.

"You could put it that way," smiled Hassdll. He looked automeatically at hiswatch, determined not to
become involved in an argument which could have only one resuilt.

"Dear me, | must be going. Thanksfor thetak."

Heroseto leave, thinking held preserved hisincognito rather well. The stranger gave him acurious
little smile and said quietly: "Good-bye." He waited until Hassell had gone twenty feet, then called after
himinalouder voice: "And good luck— Ulyssed™

Hassdll stopped dead, then swiveled round in his tracks — but the other was dready walking briskly
in the direction of Hyde Park Corner. He watched the tdl, spare figurelose itself in the crowd; and only
then did he say to himself explosively: "Wdl I'll be damned!”

Then he shrugged his shoulders and walked on towards Marble Arch, intending to listen once again to
the sogpbox orators who had given him so much amusement in hisyouth.

It did not take Dirk long to redlize that the coincidence was hardly so surprising after al. Hassdll, he
remembered, lived in the West London area. What was more natural than that he, too, should be taking
hislast look &t the city? It might well be hislast in afar morefina sensethan Dirk's.

Their eyes met across the crowd. Hassdll gave alittle start of recognition, but Dirk did not suppose he
would remember him by name. He pushed hisway towards the young pilot and introduced himsdlf
somewhat awkwardly. Hassall would probably prefer to be left done, but he could scarcely turn aside
without speaking. Moreover, he had aways wanted to meet the Englishman and this seemed far too
good an opportunity to miss.

"Did you hear that last talk?" asked Dirk, by way of starting the conversation.

"Yes," replied Hassdll. "I happened to be passing and overheard what the old chap was saying. I've
often seen him here before; he's one of the saner specimens. It'srather amixed bag, isn't it?' He laughed
and waved in the genera direction of the crowd.

"Very," sad Dirk. "But I'm glad I've seen the place in action. It's quite an experience.”

As he spoke, he studied Hassdll carefully. It was not easy to judge his age, which might have been
anything from twenty-fiveto thirty-five. Hewas dightly built, with clear-cut features and unruly brown
hair. A scar from an early rocket crash ran diagondly across hisleft cheek, but was only visible now and
then when the skin became tauit.



"After lislening to that talk," said Dirk, "l must say that the Universe doesn't sound avery attractive
place. It'snot surprising that alot of people would prefer to stay at home.”

Hassdl laughed.

"It'sfunny you should say thét; I've just been talking to an old fellow who was making the same point.
He knew who | was, but pretended he didn't. The argument | brought forward was that there are two
kinds of mind— the adventurous, inquisitive types and the Stay-at-homes who're quite happy to St in
their own back-gardens. | think they're both necessary, and it's silly to pretend that one'sright and the
other isn't."

"I think I must beahybrid,” smiled Dirk. "I liketo st in my back-garden— but | dso likethe
wanderersto drop in now and then to tell me what they've seen.”

He broke off abruptly, then added: "What about sitting down for adrink somewhere?"
Hefdt tired and thirsty and so, for the same reason, did Hassell.
"Just for amoment, then,” said Hassdll. "I want to get back beforefive.”

Dirk could understand this, though as it happened he knew nothing of the other's domestic
preoccupations. He let Hassall navigate him to the lounge of the Cumberland, where they sat down
thankfully behind a couple of large beers.

"I don't know," said Dirk with an apologetic cough, "if you've heard of my job."

"Asamatter of fact | have," said Hassdll with an engaging smile. "We were wondering when you
were going to catch up with us. Y ou're the expert on motives and influences, aren't you?'

Dirk was surprised, aswell asatrifle embarrassed, to discover how far hisfame had spread.

"Er— yes," he admitted. "Of course," he added hatily, "'I'm not primarily concerned with individua
cases, but it's very useful to meif | can find just how people got involved in astronauticsin the first place.

Hewondered if Hassdll would take the bait. After aminute, he began to nibble and Dirk felt al the
sensations of an angler watching hisfloat twitching, at long last, on the surface of some placid lake.

"Weve argued that often enough at the Nursery,” said Hassdll. "Thereé's no smple answer. It depends
ontheindividua." Dirk generated an encouraging silence. "Congder Taine, for example. HEsthe pure
scientist, looking for knowledge and not much interested in the consequences. That's why, despite his
brains, hell dways be asmaler man than the D.-G. Mind you— I'm not criticizing. One Sir Robert's
probably quite enough for asingle generation!

"Clinton and Richards are engineers and love machinery for its own sake, though they're much more
human than Taine. | guess you've heard how Jmmy deals with reporters he doesn't like— | thought so!
Clinton'saqueer sort of fellow and you never know exactly what's going onin hismind. In their cases,
however, they were chosen for the job — they didn't go after it.

"Now, Pierre'sjust about as different from the rest as he could be. He's the kind who likes adventure
foritsdf— that'swhy he became arocket pilot. It was his big mistake, though he didn't redizeit at the
time. There's nothing adventurous about rocket flying: ether it goes according to plan— or ese, Bang!"

He brought hisfist down on the table, checking it in thelast fraction of an inch so that the glasses
scarcely rattled. The unconscious precision of the movement filled Dirk with admiration. He could not,
however, let Hassdll's remarks go unchallenged.

"l seem to remember,” Dirk said, "alittle contretemps of yours which must have given you acertain
amount of — er— excitement.”

Hassdl| amiled disparagingly.



"That sort of thing happens once in a thousand times. On the remaining nine hundred and ninety-nine
occasions, the pilot's smply there because he weighs less than the automeatic machinery that could do the
samejob."

He paused, looking over Dirk's shoulder, and a dow smile came across hisface.
"Fame hasits compensations,” he murmured. ""One of them is gpproaching right now."

A hotd dignitary waswhedling alittle trolley towardsthem, wheding it with the ar of ahigh-priest
bringing asacrifice to the dtar. He stopped at their table, and produced a bottle which, if Dirk could
judge from its cob-webbed exterior, was considerably older than he himsdif.

"With the compliments of the management, Sir," said the officid, bowing towards Hassell, who made
gppreciative noises but looked alittle darmed at the attention now being concentrated on him from all
Sdes.

Dirk knew nothing of wines, but he did not see how any skill in that complicated art could have made
the smooth liquid dide more voluptuoudy down histhroat. It was such adiscreet, such awell-bred wine
that they had no hesitation in toasting themsalves, then Interplanetary, and then the "Prometheus.” Their
appreciation so ddighted the man-agement that another bottle wotild have been forthcoming immediatdly,
but Hassdll gracefully refused and explained that he was dready very late, which was perfectly true.

They parted in a high good humor on the steps of the Underground, feeling that the afternoon had
cometo abrilliant finale. Not until Hassdll had gone did Dirk redlize that the young pilot had said
nothing, absolutely nothing, about himself. Was it modesty— or merely lack of time? He had been
surprisingly willing to discuss his colleagues, it seemed dmogt asif he was anxiousto divert attention from
himsdf.

Dirk stood worrying over thisfor amoment: then, whistling alittle tune, he began to wak dowly
homewards along Oxford Street. Behind him, the sun was going down upon hislast evening in England.

PART THREE

For thirty years the world had been slowly growing used to the idea that, some day, men were
going to reach the planets. The phophecies of the early pioneers of astronautics had come true so
many times since the first rockets climbed through the stratosphere that few people disbelieved
them now. That tiny crater near Aristarchus, and the television films of the other side of the Moon
wer e achievements which could not be denied.

Yet there had been some who had deplored or even denounced them. To the man in the street,
interplanetary flight was still a vast, somewnhat terrifying possibility fust below the horizon of
everyday life. The general public, as yet, had no particular feelings about space flight except the
vague realization that " Science" was going to bring it about in the indefinite future.

Two distinct types of mentality, however, had taken astronautics very seriously indeed, though
for quite different reasons. The practically simultaneous impact of the long-range rocket and the
atomic bomb upon the military mind had, in the 1950's, produced a crop of blood-curdling
prophecies from the experts in mechanized murder. For some years there had been much talk of
bases on the Moon or even— more appropriately— upon Mars. The United Sates Army's bel ated
discovery, at the end of the Second World War, of Oberth's twenty-year-old plans for
"space-stations' had revived ideas which it was a gross under statement to call "Wellsian.”

In his classic book, Wege zur Raumschiffahrt, Oberth
had discussed the building of great "space-mirrors" which could focus sunlight upon the



Earth, either for peaceful purposes or for the incineration of enemy cities. Oberth himself never
took this last idea very seriously, and must have been surprised at its solemn reception two
decades |ater.

The fact that it would be very easy to bombard the Earth from the Moon, and very difficult to
attack the Moon from the Earth, had made many uninhibited military experts declare that, for the
sake of peace, their particular country must seize our satellite before any war-mongering rival
could reach it. Such arguments were common in the decade following the release of atomic
energy, and were a typical by-product of that era’'s political paranoia. They died, un-lamented, as
the world slowly returned to sanity and order .

A second and perhaps more important body of opinion, while admitting that interplanetary
travel was possible, opposed it on mystical or religious grounds. The "theological opposition,” as
it was usually termed, believed that man would be disobeying some divine edict if he ventured
away from hisworld. In the phrase of Interplanetary's earliest and most brilliant critic, the Oxford
don C. S Lewis, astronomical distances were "God's quarantine regulations.” If man overcame
them, he would be guilty of something not far removed from blasphemy.

Snce these arguments were not founded on logic, they were quite irrefutable. Fromtime to
time Interplanetary had issued counterblasts, pointing out that the same objections might very
well have been brought against all explorerswho had ever lived. The astronomical distances
which twentieth-century man could bridge in minutes with his radio waves were less of a barrier
than the great oceans must have seemed to his Stone Age ancestors. No doubt in prehistoric times
there were those who shook their heads and prophesied disaster when the young men of the tribe
went in search of new lands in the terrifying, unknown world around them. Yet it was well that the
search had been made before the glaciers came grinding down from the Pole.

One day the glaciers would return; and that was the least of the dooms that might descend
upon the Earth before its course was run. Some of these could only be guessed, but one at least
was almost certain in the ages ahead.

There comes a time in the life of every star when the delicate balance of its atomic furnaces
must tilt, one way or the other. In the far future the descendants of Man might catch, fromthe
safety of the outermost planets, a last glimpse of their birthplace asit sank into the fires of the
detonating Sun.

One objection to space flight which these critics brought forward was, on the face of it, more
convincing. Snce Man, they argued, had caused so much misery upon his own world, could he be
trusted to behave on others? Above all, would the miserable story of conquest and enslavement of
one race by another be repeated again, endlessly and forever, as human culture spread from one
world to the next?

Against this there could be no fully convincing answer: only a clash of rival faiths— the
ancient conflict between pessimism and optimism, between those who believed in Man and those
who did not. But the astronomers had made one contribution to the debate by pointing out the
fal seness of the historical analogy. Man, who had been civilized only for a millionth of the life of
his planet, was not likely to encounter races on other worlds which would be primitive enough for
him to exploit or enslave. Any ships from Earth which set out across space with thoughts of
inter planetary empire might find themselves, at the end of their voyage, with no greater hopes of
conquest than a fleet of savage war-canoes drawing slowly into New York harbor .

The announcement that the "Prometheus” might be launched within a few weeks had revived
all these speculations and many more. Press and radio talked of little else, and for a while the
astronomers made a profitable business of writing guardedly optimistic articles about the Solar
System. A Gallup poll carried out in Great Britain during this period showed that 41 per cent of



the public thought interplanetary travel was a good thing, 26 per cent were against it, and 33 per
cent had not made up their minds. These figures— particularly the 33 per cent— caused some
despondency at Southbank and resulted in many conferences in the Public Relations Department,
which was now busier than it had ever been before.

Interplanetary's usual trickle of visitors had grown to a mighty flood bearing upon its bosom
some very exotic characters. Matthews had evolved a standard procedure for dealing with most
of these. The people who wanted to go on thefirst trip were offered a ride in the Medical Section's
giant centrifuge, which could produce accelerations of ten gravities. Very few accepted this offer,
and those who did, when they had recovered, were then passed to the Dynamics Department,
wher e the mathematicians administered the coup de grace by asking them unanswerable questions

No one, however, had found an effective means of dealing with the genuine cranks— though
they could sometimes be neutralized by a kind of mutual reaction. It was one of Matthews's
unfulfilled ambitions to be visited simultaneously by a flat-earther and one of those still more
eccentric people who are convinced that the world is on the inside of a hollow sphere. Thiswould,
he was sure, result in a highly entertaining debate.

Very little could be done about the psychic explorers (usually middle-aged spinsters) who were
already perfectly well acquainted with the Solar System and all too anxious to impart their
knowledge. Matthews had been optimistic enough to hope, now that the crossing of space was so
close at hand, that they would not be so eager to have their ideas tested by reality. He was
disappointed, and one unfortunate member of his staff was employed almost full time listening to
these ladies give highly colored and mutually incompatible accounts of lunar affairs.

More serious and significant wer e the |etters and comments in the great newspapers, many of
which demanded official replies. A minor canon of the Church of England wrote a vigorous and
much publicized letter to The London Times, denouncing Interplanetary and all its works. Sr
Robert Derwent promptly went into action behind the scenes and, as he put it, "trumped the
fellow with an archbishop.” It was rumored that he had a cardinal and a rabbi in reserve if
attacks came from other quarters.

No one was particularly surprised when a retired brigadier, who had apparently spent the last
thirty years in suspended animation in the outskirts of Alder shot, wanted to know what steps
wer e being taken to incorporate the Moon into the British Commonwealth. Smultaneoudly, a
long-dormant major-general erupted in Atlanta and asked Congress to make the Moon the
Fiftieth Sate. Smilar demands were to be heard in almost every country in the world— with the
possible exception of Switzerland and Luxembourg— while the international lawyersrealized that
a crisis of which they had long been warned was now almost upon them.

At this moment Sr Robert Derwent issued the famous manifesto which had been prepared
many years ago against this very day.

"Within a few weeks" the message ran, "we hope to launch the first spaceship from the Earth.
We do not know whether we shall succeed, but the power to reach the planets is now almost
within our grasp. This generation stands upon the brink of the ocean of space, preparing for the
greatest adventurein all history.

"There are some whose minds are so rooted in the past that they believe the political thinking
of our ancestors can still be applied when we reach other worlds. They even talk of annexing the
Moon in the name of this or that nation, forgetting that the crossing of space has required the
united efforts of scientists from every country in the world.

"There are no nationalities beyond the stratosphere: any worlds we may reach will be the



common heritage of all men— unless other forms of life have already claimed them for their own.

"We, who have striven to place humanity upon the road to the stars, make this solemn
declaration, now and for the future:

"Wewill take no frontiersinto space.”

1
"I think itshard lineson Alfred,” remarked Dirk, "having to stay behind now that the fun's beginning.”
McAndrews gave anoncommittal grunt.

"We couldn't both go," he said. "Headquartersis being decimated asit is. Too many people seem to
think thisisjust agood excuse for a holiday.”

Dirk forbore from comment, though sorely tempted. In any case, his own presence could not be
regarded as gtrictly necessary. He conjured up alast sympathetic picture of poor Matthews, staring
gloomily over the duggish Thames, and turned hismind to happier things.

The Kentish coastline was il visible astern, for the liner had not yet gained itsfull height or speed.
Therewas scarcely any sense of movement, but suddenly Dirk had an indefinable fedling of change.
Others must have noticed it dso for Leduc, who was sitting opposite, nodded with satisfaction.

"Theramjetsare arting tofire," he said. "They'll be cutting the turbines now."

"That means," put in Hasdll, "that we're doing over athousand.”

"Knots, miles or kilometers an hour, or rods, poles or perches per microsecond?' asked somebody.

"For heaven's sake," groaned one of the technicians, "don't start that argument again!™

"When do we arrive?" asked Dirk, who knew the answer perfectly well but was anxiousto creste a
diverson.

"We touch down at Karachi in about six hours, get six hours deep, and should bein Austrdiatwenty
hours from now. Of course we have to add— or subtract— about half a day for time difference, but
someone el se can work that out.”

"Bit of acome-down for you, Vic," Richardslaughed at Hassdll. "The last time you went round the
world it took you ninety minutes!”

"One mustn't exaggerate,” said Hassdll. "I was way out, and it took a good hundred. Besides, it wasa
day and ahaf beforel could get down again!™

"Speed'sdl very wdl," said Dirk philosophicdly, "but it gives one afase impresson of the world.
Y ou get shot from one place to another in afew hours and forget that there's anything in between.”

"l quite agree,”" put in Richards unexpectedly. "Trave quickly if you must, but otherwise you can't
best the good old sailing yacht. When | wasakid | spent most of my spare time cruising around the
Gresat Lakes. Give me five miles an hour— or twenty-five thousand. I've no use for stage-coaches or
aeroplanes or anything esein between."

The conversation then became technical, and degenerated into awrangle over the relative merits of
jets, athodyds and rockets. Someone pointed out that the airscrews could still be seen doing good work
in the obscurer corners of China, but he was ruled out of order. After afew minutes of this, Dirk was
glad when McAndrews challenged him to agame of chess on aminiature board.

Helost the first game over Southeastern Europe, and fell adeep before completing the second—
probably through the action of some defense mechanism, as McAndrews was much the better player. He



woke up over Iran, just in timeto land and go to deep again. It was therefore not surprising that when
Dirk reached the Timor Sea, and readjusted hiswatch for Australian time, he was not quite sure whether
he should be awake or not.

His companions, who had synchronized their deep more efficiently, werein better shape and began to
crowd to the observation ports as they neared the end of their journey. They had been crossing barren
desert, with occasiond fertile areas, for amost two hours when Leduc, who had been map-reading,
suddenly cried out: "Thereit is— over on theleft!”

Dirk followed his pointing finger. For amoment he saw nothing; then he made out, many miles away,
the buildings of acompact little town. To one sde of it was an airstrip, and beyond that, an dmost
invisbleblack linethat stretched across the desert. It seemed to be an unusudly straight railroad; then
Dirk saw that it led from nowhere to nowhere. It began in the desert and ended in the desert. It wasthe
first five miles of the road that would lead his companionsto the Moon.

A few minuteslater the great launching track was benegth them, and with athrill of recognition Dirk
saw thewinged bullet of the "Prometheus’ glistening on the arfiedd besde it. Everyone became suddenly
dlent, staring down at the tiny silver dart which meant so much to them but which only afew had ever
seen save in drawings and photographs. Then it was hidden by ablock of low buildings asthe liner
banked and they cameinto land.

"So thisis Luna City!" remarked someone without enthusiasm. "1t looks like a deserted gold-rush
town."

"Maybeitis" sad Leduc. "They used to have gold minesin these parts, didn't they?"

"Surely you know," said McAndrews pompoudy, “that L una City was built by the British Government
around 1950 as arocket research base. Origindly it had an aborigine name— something to do with
spearsor arrows, | believe."

"1 wonder what the aborigines think of these goings-on? There are ill some of them out in the hills,
aren't there?'

"Yes" sad Richards, "they've got areservation afew hundred miles away, well off theline of fire.
They probably think were crazy, and | guessthey'reright.”

The truck which had collected the party at the airstrip came to ahalt before alarge office building.
"Leaveyour kit aboard,” ingtructed the driver. "Thisiswhere you get your hotel reservations.”

No one was much amused at the jest. Accommodation at Luna City consisted largely of Army huts,
some of which were dmost thirty years old. The more modern buildings would certainly be occupied by
the permanent residents, and the visitorswere full of gloomy forebodings.

LunaCity, asit had been called for the last five years, had never quitelost itsorigina military flavor. It
waslaid out like an Army camp, and though energetic amateur gardeners had done their best to brighten
it up, their efforts had only served to emphasize the generd drabness and uniformity.

Thenorma population of the settlement was about three thousand, of whom the mgority were
scientigts or technicians. In the next few days there would be an influx limited only by the
accommodation— and perhaps not even by that. One newsreel company had dready sentina
consgnment of tents, and its personnel were making anxious inquiries about Luna City's westher.

Tohisrdief, Dirk found that the room alocated to him, though small, was clean and comfortable.
About adozen members of the adminigtrative staff also occupied the block, while acrossthe way Coallins
and the other scientists from Southbank formed a second colony. The Cockneys, asthey christened
themsdlves, quickly enlivened the place by such notices as " To the Underground” and “Line-up herefor
25 bus"



Thefirst day in Augtrdiawas, for the whole party, entirely occupied by the mechanics of getting
settled and learning the geography of the "city.” Thelittle town had one greet point in its favor— it was
compact and the tal tower of the meteorologica building served as agood landmark. The airstrip was
about two miles away, and the head of the launching track another mile beyond that. Although everyone
was eager to see the spaceship, the visit had to wait until the second day. In any case Dirk wasfar too
busy during thefirst twelve hours franticdly trying to locate his notes and records, which seemed to have
gone astray somewhere between Calcuttaand Darwin. He eventudly found them at Technica Stores,
which was on the point of consigning the lot back to England asthey couldn't find hisname on
Interplanetary's establishment list.

At theend of thefirst exhausting day, Dirk nevertheess till had enough energy to record his
impressions of the place.

"Midnight. Luna City, as Ray Collins putsit, looks like being 'good fun— though | guessthe fun
would wear off after amonth or so. The accommodeation is quite reasonable, though the furniture is rather
scanty and there's no running water in the block. I'll have to go haf amileto get a shower, but thisis
hardly roughing it!

"MCcA. and some of hispeople arein thisbuilding. I'd rather have been with Collinss crowd across
theway, but | can't very well ask to be transferred.

"Luna City reminds me of the Air Force bases I've seenin thewar films. It has the same bleskly
efficient appearance, the same atmosphere of restless energy. And like an air base, it existsfor a
machine— the spaceship instead of the bomber.

"From my window | can see, aquarter of amile away, the dark shape of some office buildingswhich
look very incongruous here in the desert under these strange, brilliant stars. A few windows are till lit up,
and one could imagine that the scientists are working feverishly againgt time to overcome some
last-minute difficulty. But | happen to know that said scientists are making adevil of anoisein the next
block, entertaining their friends. Probably the burner of midnight oil is some unfortunate accountant or
storekeeper trying to balance his books.

"A long way off to the left, through agap in the buildings, | can seeafaint smear of light low down on
the horizon. The 'Prometheus is out there, lying under the floodlights. It's strange to think that she— or
rather 'Beta— has been up into space adozen times or more on those fueling runs. Y et 'Beta belongsto
our planet, while'Alpha, which is till earthbound, will soon be up among the sars, never to touch the
surface of thisworld again. Were dl very eager to see the ship, and won't waste any time tomorrow in
getting out to the launching Site.

"Later: Ray hauled me out to meet hisfriends. | fed flattered, snce | noticed McA. and Co. weren't
invited. | can't remember the names of anyone | was introduced to, but it was good fun. And so to bed.”
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Even when first seen from ground level amile away, the "Prometheus’ was an impressive sght. She
stood on her multiple undercarriage at the edge of the great concrete gpron around the launcher, the
scoops of her ar-intakes gaping like hungry mouths. The smaler and lighter "Alpha’ lay inits specid
cradle afew yards away, ready to be hoisted into position. Both machines were surrounded with cranes,
tractors and various types of mobile equipment.

A rope barrier was dung round the site, and the truck hated at the opening in the cordon, beneath a
large notice which read:

WARNING— RADIOACTIVE AREA!



No unauthorized persons alowed past this point.
Vigtorswishing to examine the ship, contact Ext. 47 (Pub. Rd. 113).
THISISFOR YOUR PROTECTION!

Dirk looked alittle nervoudy at Collins asthey gave their identities and were waved past the barrier.
"I'm not sure | dtogether likethis" hesaid.

"Oh," replied Collins cheerfully, "thereé's no need to worry, aslong as you keep near me. Wewon't go
near any dangerous areas. And | aways carry one of these."

He pulled asmall rectangular box out of his coat pocket. It appeared to be made of plastic and had a
tiny loudspesker st into one side.

"What isit?"

"Geiger darm. Goes off likeasrenif theré's any dangerous activity around.”
Dirk waved his hand towards the great machine looming ahead of them.
"Isit agpaceship or an aomic bomb?' he asked plaintively.

Callinslaughed.

"If you got in theway of thejet, you'd never notice the difference.”

They were now standing beneath the dim, pointed snout of "Beta' and her great wings, sweeping
away from them on either side, made her look like amoth in repose. The dark caverns of the air-scoops
looked ominous and menacing, and Dirk was puzzled by the strange fluted objects which protruded from
them at various places. Collins noticed his curiosity.

"Shock diffusers,” he explained. "It's quite impossible to get one kind of air-intake to operate over the
whole speed range from five hundred miles an hour at sealeve to eighteen thousand miles an hour &t the
top of the stratosphere. Those gadgets are adjustable and can be moved in and out. Even so thewhole
thing's shockingly inefficient and only the fact that we've unlimited power makesit possbleat dl. Let's
seeif we can get aboard.”

Her stubby undercarriage made it easy to enter the machine through the airlock door in her side. The
rear of the ship, Dirk noticed, had been carefully fenced off with great movable barriers so that no one
could approach it. He commented on thisto Collins.

"That part of '‘Beta," said the aerodynamicist grimly, "is Strictly Out of Bounds until the year 2000 or
0."

Dirk looked a him blankly.
"What do you mean?"

"Just that. Once the atomic drive's started to operate, and the piles get radioactive, nothing can ever
go near them again. They won't be safe to touch for years.”

Even Dirk, who was certainly no engineer, began to redize the practica difficultiesthismust involve.

"Then how the devil do you inspect the motors, or put things right when they've gone wrong? Don't
tell methat your designs are so perfect that there aren't any breakdowns!™

Callinssmiled.
"That's the biggest headache of atomic engineering. Y ou'll have achanceto see how it'sdonelater.”
Therewas surprisingly little to see aboard "Beta," since most of the ship consisted of fuel tanks and



motors, invisible and ungpproachable behind their barriers of shielding. Thelong, thin cabin at the nose
might have been the control room of any airliner, but was more el aborately appointed since the crew of
pilot and maintenance engineer would be living aboard her for nearly three weeks. They would have a
very boring time, and Dirk was not surprised to see that the ship's equipment included amicrofilm library
and projector. It would be unfortunate, to say thelead, if the two men had incompatible persondities: but
no doubt the psychologists had checked this point with meticulous care.

Partly because he understood so little of what he saw, and partly because he was more anxiousto go
aboard "Alpha," Dirk soon grew tired of examining the control room. He walked to thetiny, thick
windows and looked at the view ahead.

"Betd' was pointing out across the desart, most paralel with the launching track over which she
would beracing in afew days time. It was' easy to imagine that, even now, she waswaiting to legp into
the sky and to climb towards the stratosphere with her precious burden. ..

The floor suddenly trembled as the ship began to move. Dirk felt acold hand clutch at his heart and
he dmost overbaanced, only saving himsdf by grabbing a arail infront of him. Not until then did he see
the little tractor fussng around the ship and reslize he had made afool of himsdf. He hoped that Ray
hadn't noticed his behavior, for he must certainly have turned pretty green.

"O.K.," sad Callinsat last, having finished his careful inspection. "Now let'slook &t 'Alpha’ "

They climbed out of the machine, which had now been pushed farther back into its surrounding
barriers.

"l guessthey're doing something to the motors," said Callins. "They've made— let's see— fifteen runs
now without any trouble. Which is quite afeather in Prof. Maxton's cap.”

Dirk was dtill wondering how "they" were doing anything at al to those terrifying inaccessble engines,
but another query had crossed his mind.

"Ligten," he said, "theré's one thing I've been meaning to have out with you for sometime. What sex is
the 'Prometheus? Everyone seemsto use he, she or it quiteimpartidly. | don't expect scientiststo
understand grammear, but till—"

Callins chuckled.

"That'sjust the kind of point we are particular about,” he said. "It'sbeen laid down officidly
somewhere. Although 'Prometheus is, of course, 'he,' we call the entire ship, 'she’ asin nautica practice.
'Betd isdso 'she,' but 'Alpha,' the spaceship, isan 'it. What could be smpler?"

"Quitealot of things. However, | supposeit's O.K. aslong asyou're consistent. I'll jump onyou
when you arent.”

"Alpha" was an even more compact mass of motors and fud tanks than the bigger ship. It had, of
course, no fins or aerofoils of any kind, but there were signs that many oddly-shaped devices had been
retracted into the hull. Dirk asked his friend about these.

"Those will be the radio antennae, periscopes, and outriggersfor the steering jets,” explained Collins.
"Back at the rear you'll see where the big shock absorbers for the lunar landing have been retracted.
When 'Alphas out in space they can al be extended and the crew can check 'em over to seeif they're
working properly. They can then stay out for good, since there'sno air resistance for therest of the
voyage.”

There was radiation screening around "Alphas.” rocket units, so it wasimpossible to get acomplete
view of the gpaceship. It reminded Dirk of the fuselage of an old-fashioned airliner which had lost its
wings or was yet to acquire them. In someways "Alpha’ strongly resembled agiant artillery shdl, with an
unexpected circlet of portholes near the nose. The cabin for the crew occupied less than afifth of the



rocket'slength. Behind it were the multitudinous machines and controls which would be needed on the
half-million-milejourney.

Callinsroughly indicated the different sections of the machine.

"Just behind the cabin," he said, "we've put the airlock and the main controls which may haveto be
adjugted in flight. Then come the fudl tanks— six of them— and the refrigeration plant to keep the
methane liquid. Next we have the pumps and turbines, and then the motor itsalf which extends halfway
aong the ship. Therésagreat wad of shielding around it, and the whole of the cabinisin the radiation
shadow so that the crew gets the maximum protection. But the rest of the ship's 'hot,’ though the fud itself
helpsagood ded with the shielding.”

Thetiny airlock was just large enough to hold two people, and Collins went ahead to reconnoiter. He
warned Dirk in advance that the cabin would probably be too full to admit visitors, but amoment later he
emerged again and sgnaed for him to enter.

"Everyone except Immy Richards and Digger Clinton has gone over to the workshops,” he said.
"We'rein luck — there's bags of room."

That, Dirk soon discovered, was a remarkabl e exaggeration. The cabin had been designed for three
peopleliving under zero gravity, when walls and floor were fredly interchangegble and itswhole volume
could be used for any purpose. Now that the machine was lying horizontally on Earth, conditions were
decidedly cramped.

Clinton, the Australian eectronics specidist, was hdf buried in avast wiring diagram which he had
been forced to wrap around himself in order to get it into the cabin. He looked, Dirk thought, rather like
acaterpillar spinning its cocoon. Richards seemed to be running through some tests on the controls.

"Don't look alarmed," he said as Dirk watched him anxioudy. "We won' take off— theré's nothing in
thefud tanks"

"I'm getting rather acomplex about this," Dirk confessed. "Next time | come aboard, I'd like to make
sure that we're tied down to anice, fat anchor.”

"Assome anchors go,” laughed Richards, it needn't be such abig one. 'Alpha hasn't much thrust—
about a hundred tons. But it can keegp it up for along time!™

"Only ahundred tons thrust? But she weighs three timesthat! "
Coallins coughed ddlicately in the background.
"It, | thought we decided," he remarked. However, Richards seemed willing to adopt the new gender.

"Y es, but she'sin free space when she starts, and when she takes off from the Moon her effective
weight will be only about thirty-five tons. So everything's under control.”

The layout of "Alphas' cabin seemed to be the result of a pitched battle between science and
surredism. The design had been determined by the fact that for eight days the occupants would have no
gravity at dl, and would know nothing of "up" or "down"; while for asomewhat longer period, when the
ship was standing on the Moon, there would be alow gravitationd field dong the axis of the machine. As
at the moment the center-line was horizonta, Dirk had afeding that he should redlly be waking on the
wallsor roof.

Y et it was amoment he would remember dl hislife, thisvist to thefirst of dl spaceships. Thelittle
portholes through which he was now looking would, in afew days time, be staring out across the lonely
lunar plains, the sky above would not be blue, but black and studded with stars. If he closed hiseyes, he
could amost imagine he was on the Moon aready, and that if he looked through the upper portholeshe
would see the Earth hanging in the heavens. Though he went over the ship severa times again, Dirk was
never ableto recapture the emotions of thisfirs vigt.



There was asudden scrambling noisein the airlock and Collins said hadtily:

"Wed better get out before the rush starts and someone gets trampled to death. The boys are coming
back."

He managed to hold off the boarding party long enough for them to make good their escape. Dirk
saw that Hassdll, Leduc, Taine and three other men were al preparing to enter the ship— severa with
large pieces of equipment— and his mind boggled as he tried to picture conditions within. He hoped that
nothing or nobody got broken.

Down on the concrete apron he relaxed and stretched himself again. He glanced up at one of the
portholes to see what was happening in the ship, but was hardly surprised to find hisview effectively
blocked. Someone was sitting on the window.

"Well," said Callins, offering him awelcome cigarette. "What do you think of our little toys?*

"l can seewhere all the money's gone,” Dirk answered. "It seems an awful lot of machinery to take
three men just across the road, asyou put it."

"There's some more to see yet. Let's go over to the launcher.”

Thelaunching track was impressive by itsvery smplicity. Two sets of rails began in the concrete
apron— and went straight out to disappear over the horizon. It wasthe finest example of perspective that
Dirk had ever seen.

The catgpult shuttle was ahuge metd carriage with armsthat would grasp the "Prometheus” until the
ship had gained flying speed. It would be just too bad, Dirk thought, if they failed to release at theright
time.

"Launching five hundred tons at as many m.p.h. must take quite agenerating plant,” he said to Callins.
"Why doesn't the 'Prometheus take off under her own power?"

"Because with that initia loading she salls a four-fifty, and the ramjets don't operate until just above
that. So we haveto get up speed first. The energy for the launch comes from the main power station over
there; that smdler building beside it houses a battery of flywhedlswhich are brought up to speed just
before the take-off. Then they're coupled directly to the generators.”

"l seg," said Dirk. "Y ou wind up the dastic, and away she goes."

"That'stheidea," Collinsreplied "When'Alphas launched, 'Beta isn't overloaded any more, and can
be brought in to land at areasonable speed— less than two-hundred and fifty miles an hour; whichis
easy to anyone who makes a hobby of flying two-hundred-ton gliders!™
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The milling crowd in the little hangar became suddenly quiet asthe Director-Genera climbed up onto
the dais. He had spurned amplifiers, and his voice rang strongly between the metal walls. As he spoke,
hundreds of stylos began to race over hundreds of pads.

"I'd like," Sir Robert began, "to have afew words with you now that everyone's here. Were
particularly anxiousto assist you in your job, and to give you every opportunity of reporting the take-off,
which asyou know isin five days time.

"Firgt of dl, youll redizethat it's physicaly impossibleto let everyonelook over the ship. Weve
admitted as many aswe could in the last week, but after tomorrow we can accept no more visitors
aboard. The engineerswill be making their find adjustments then— and | might also say that we've
aready had one or two cases of— ahem!— souvenir hunting.

"You'vedl had achance of sdecting observation sites dong the launching track. There should be



plenty of room for everyonein thefirst four kilometers. But remember— no one must go past the red
barrier at five kilometers. That'swherethe jets sart firing, and it's il dightly radioactive from previous
launchings. When the blast opens up, it will spray fisson products over awide area. Well givethe
all-clear as soon asit's safe for you to collect the automatic cameras you have mounted out there.

"A number of people have asked when the radiation shields are being taken away from the ships so
that they can be seen properly. Well be doing this tomorrow afternoon and you can come and watch
then. Bring binoculars or telescopesif you want to look at the jet units— you won't be allowed closer
than ahundred yards. And if anyonethinksthisisalot of nonsense, there are two people in hospital here
who sneaked up to have agood look and now wish they hadn't.

"If for any reason there's alast-minute hold-up, launching will be delayed twelve hours, twenty-four
hours, or, at the mogt, thirty-six hours. After that well have to wait for the next lunation— that is, for four
weeks. It makes very little difference when we go to the Moon, as far as the ship is concerned, but we're
anxiousto land in daylight in the region we know best.

"The two components will separate about an hour after take-off. It should be possible to see'Alphas
blast if the rocket is above the horizon when it beginsits powered orbit. We will be relaying any
broadcast messages over the camp speaker system, and on our local wave-length.

" 'Alpha should be on itsway to the Moon, in freefdl, about ninety minutes after take-off. We expect
thefirst broadcast about then. After that, there will be nothing much happening for three days, when the
braking maneuvers begin, about thirty thousand miles from the Moon. If for any reason the fuel
consumption has been too high, there will be no landing. The ship will be turned into an orbit around the
Moon, a aheight of afew hundred kilometers, and will circleit until the time for the precom-puted return

flight.
"Now, arethere any questions?"
There was silence for aminute. Then someone from the back of the crowd called out:
"When do we know who's going to be in the crew, sr?
The Director-Generd gave aworried little smile,

"Probably tomorrow. But please remember— thisthing is much too big for persondities. It doesn't
matter adamn who actudly goes on thefirst flight. The journey itself iswhat counts.”

"Can wetalk to the crew when the ship'sin space?’

"Y es, there will be limited opportunities for doing that. We hope to arrange agenera broadcast once
aday. And, of course, welll be exchanging fixes and technica information continuoudy, so the ship will
aways be in contact with ground stations somewhere on Earth."”

"What about the actua landing on the Moon— how's that being broadcast?"

"The crew will be much too busy to give running commentaries for our benefits. But the microphones
will belive, so well have agood idea of what's happening. Also the observatorieswill be able to seethe
jet whenit'sfiring. It will probably create quite a disturbance when it hits the Moon.”

"What's the program after thelanding, sir?"

"The crew will decideit in the light of circumstances. Before they |eave the ship, they'll broadcast a
description of everything they see, and the televison camerawill be set panning. So we should have some
redly good pictures— it'safull color system, by the way.

"That will take about an hour, and will givetime for any dust and radiation productsto disperse. Then
two members of the crew will put on spacesuits and start exploring. They will radio back their
impressions to the ship, and these will be relayed directly to Earth.



"We hopeit will be possible to make afair survey of aregion about ten kilometers across, but were
taking norisksat dl. Thanksto thetelevison link, anything that's discovered can be shown immediately
to us back on Earth. What we're particularly anxiousto find, of course, are mineral deposits from which
we can manufacture fuel on the Moon. Well naturaly belooking for sgnsof lifeaswell, but no onewill
be more surprised than usif wefind any."

"If you catch a Sdlenite," said someone facetioudy, "will you bring him back for the zoo?"

"Certainly not!" said Sir Robert firmly, but with atwinklein hiseye. "If we start that sort of thing,
we'relikely to end up in zoos ourselves.”

"When will the ship be coming back?' asked another voice.

"It will land in the early morning, and take off again in thelate afternoon, lunar time. That meansastay
of about eight of our days. Thereturn trip lasts four and ahalf days, so the total absence will be sixteen to
Sseventeen days.

"No more questions? Right, then I'll leave it at that. But there's one other thing. To make sure that
everyone hasaclear idea of the technical background, we've arranged three talks in the next few days.
They'll begiven by Taine,

Richards and Clinton, and each will cover his specid line of territory— but in non-technical language.
| strongly advise you not to missthem. Thank you!"

The ending of the address could not have been more perfectly timed. Asthe Director-General
stepped down from the dai's, a sudden, tremendous thunder came rolling up across the desert, setting the
gted hangar reverberating like adrum.

Three milesaway, "Alpha’ was testing its motors at perhaps atenth of their full power. It was a sound
that tore at the ear drums and set the teeth on edge; what it would be like at full thrust was beyond
imagination.

Beyond imagination, and beyond knowledge, for no one would ever hear it. When "Alphas’ rockets

fired again, the ship would be in the eternd slence between the worlds, where the explosion of an atomic
bomb is as soundless as the clash of snowflakes beneath awinter moon.

4

Professor maxton looked rather tired as he arranged the maintenance sheets carefully on hisdesk ina
neet pile. Everything had been checked; everything was working perfectly— amost too perfectly, it
seemed. The motors would have their fina inspection tomorrow; meanwhile the stores could be moved
into the two ships. It was a pity, he meditated, that one had to leave a stand-by crew aboard "Beta"' while
shecircled the Earth. But it could not be avoided, since the instruments and the refrigeration plant for the
fuel had to be looked after, and both machineswould have to be fully maneuverable in order to make
contact again. One school of thought considered that "Beta" should land and take off once more a
fortnight later to meet the returning " Alpha" There had been much argument over this, but the orbital view
had finally been accepted. 1t would be introducing fewer additiona hazardsto leave "Beta’ where she
was, dready in position just outside the atmosphere.

The machines were ready; but what, thought Maxton, of the men? He wondered if the
Director-Genera had yet made his decision, and abruptly decided to go to see him.

He was not surprised to find the chief psychologist aready with Sir Robert. Dr. Grovesgave him a
friendly nod as he entered.

"Hello, Rupert. | supposeyou're afraid I've caled the whole thing of f?*



"If you did," said Maxton grimly, "I think 1'd get up ascratch crew from my staff and go mysdlf. Wed
probably manage pretty well, at that. But, serioudy, how are the boys?

"They're fine. It won't be easy to choose your three men— but | hope you can do it soon, asthe
waiting puts an unfair strain on them. There's no further reason for delay, isthere?’

"No; they've dl been reaction-tested on the controls and are fully familiar with the ship. Werredl set
togo."

"Inthat case," said the Director-Generd, "well sttleit first thing tomorrow.”

"How?"

"By balot, aswe promised. It'sthe only way to prevent bad feding."

"I'm glad of that," said Maxton. He turned to the psychologist again.

"Areyou quite sure about Hassdll?"

"l was coming to him. Hell go dl right, and he redlly wantsto go. He's not worrying so much now that
the last-minute excitement has got hold of him. But therés gill one snag.”

"What's thet?"

"I think thisis very unlikely, but suppose anything goeswrong &t this end while he's on the Moon?
The baby's due just around mid-voyage, you know."

"l see. If hiswifedied, to take the worst case, what effect would it have on him?"

"Itisn't easy to answer that, as helll dready be under conditions quite unlike any which ahuman being
has experienced before. He may take it camly, or he may crack up. | think it'savanishingly small risk,
but it'sthere”

"We could, of coursg, lieto him," said Sir Robert thoughtfully, "but I've always been rather particular
about ends and means. I'd hate to have atrick like that on my conscience.”

Therewas slence for afew minutes. Then the Director-General continued:

"Well, thanks very much, Doctor. Rupert and | will talk it over. If we decide it's absolutely necessary,
we might ask Hassdll to step down.”

The psychologist paused at the door.
"Youmight" hesad, "but I'd hateto try it mysalf."

The night was ablaze with stars when Professor Maxton left the Director-Generd's office and walked
wearily acrossto the living-quarters. It gave him aguilty fegling to redize that he didn't know the names
of haf the congtellations he could see. One night held get Taine to identify them for him. But hewould
haveto hurry; Taine might have only three more nights on Earth.

Over to theleft he could see the crew's quarters, blazing with lights. He hesitated for amoment, then
walked swiftly towards the low building.

Thefirst room, Leduc's, was empty, though the lights were on and it had only just been vacated. Its
occupant had already stamped his persondity upon it and piles of books lay around the place— far more
than there seemed any point in bringing on such ashort visit. Maxton glanced at the titles— mostly
French— and once or twice his eyebrows rose dightly. He filed away one or two words to await his next
contact with areally comprehensive French dictionary.

A charming photograph of Pierré'stwo children, sitting happily in amode rocket, wasin a place of
honor upon the desk. A portrait of hisvery beautiful wife was standing on the dressing-table, but the
effect of domesticity was somewhat spoiled by the half-dozen photographs of other young ladies pinned



onthewdl.

Maxton moved to the next room, which happened to be Taine's. Here he found Lechic and the
young astronomer deeply engrossed in agame of chess. He watched their tactics critically for atime, with
the usud result that they accused him of ruining their play. At this he chalenged the winner; Leduc won
and Maxton polished him off in about thirty moves.

"That," he said, as the board was put away, "should stop you getting over-confident. Dr. Groves says
itsacommon failing of yours."

"Has Dr. Groves said anything else?" asked Leduc with elaborate casuaness.

"Wdl, I'm giving away no medical confidenceswhen | say that you've dl passed your tests and can
go on to High School. So first thing tomorrow we're going to have a sweepstake to select the three

guineapigs”
Expressons of relief came over hislisteners faces. They had been dmost promised, it wastrue, that

thefinal choice would be by balot but until now they had not been sure, and the fedling that they were dl
potentid rivals had sometimes strained their relationships.

"Aretherest of the boysin?' asked Maxton. "I think I'll go and tell them.”
"Jmmy's probably adeep,” said Taine, "but Arnold and Vic are ill awake."
"Good. Be seeing you in the morning.”

Strange noises emerging from Richard's room showed that the Canadian was very much ad eep.
Maxton went on down the passage and knocked at Clinton's door.

The scene that confronted him amost took his bresth away: it might have been afilm set showing a
mad scientist's [aboratory. Lying on the floor in atangle of radio tubes and wiring, Clinton seemed to be
hypnotized by a cathode-ray oscilloscope, the screen of which wasfilled with fantastic geometrica
figures, continually shifting and changing. In the background aradio was softly playing Rachmaninoff's
rightly little-known Fourth Piano Concerto, and Maxton dowly realized that the figures on the screen
were synchronized with the music.

He clambered on to the bed, which seemed the safest place to be, and watched until Clinton finally
prized himsdlf off thefloor.

"Assuming that you know yoursdf," he said at last, "can you tell me what the heck you're trying to
do?'

Clinton tiptoed gingerly over the confusion and sat down beside him.

"It'san ideal've been working on for someyears,”" he explained gpologeticaly.
"WEell, | hope you remember what happened to the late Mr. Frankengtein.”
Clinton, who was a serious individud, failed to respond.

"| cdl it akaleidophone," he said. "Theideaisthat it will convert any rhythmica sound, such asmusic,
into pleasing and symmetrica, but dways changing, visuad patterns.”

"That would make an amusing toy. But would the average nursery run to that number of radio tubes?’

"It's not atoy,” said Clinton, dightly hurt. "The television people, and the cartoon film industry, would

find it very useful. It would beided for providing interludes during long musica broadcasts, which dways
get boring. Infact, | was hoping to make abit of money out of it."

"My dear fdlow," grinned Maxton, "if you're one of the first men to get to the Moon, | don't think
you'll ever bein any red danger of starving in the gutter in your old age.”



"No, | suppose not."

"Therea reason why | dropped in wasto tell you that we're having aballot for the crew first thing
tomorrow. Don't eectrocute yoursalf before then. I'm going to see Hassell now— so good night.”

Hassall was lying in bed reading when Professor Maxton knocked and entered.
"Hello, Prof,” he said. "What are you doing around at this ungodly hour?'

Maxton came straight to the point.

"Weé're having the draw for the crew tomorrow morning. Thought you'd like to know."
Hassl was slent for amoment.

"That means" he said, in adightly thick voice, "that welve dl got through.”

"Good heavens, Vic," protested Maxton heartily, "surely you never had any doubtd!™

Hassdll's eyes seemed to avoid him. They a so avoided, Maxton noticed, the photograph of hiswife
on thedressing-table.

"Asyou al know," Hassdll said presently, "I've been rather worried about— Maude."

"That's natura enough, but | gather that everything is O.K. What are you going to cdl the boy, by the
way?'
"Victor William."

"Well, | guessthat when he arrives Vic Junior will be about the most famous baby in the world. Too
bad the television system’'s one-way. Y ou'll have to wait until you get back before you can see him.”

"When and if," muttered Hassdll.

"Look here, Vic," said Maxton firmly. Y ou do want to go, don't you?'
Hassdll looked up in half-ashamed defiance.

"Of course | do," he snapped.

"Very wdl then. Y ou've got three chancesin five of being chosen, like everyone else. But if you don't
come out of the hat thistime, then you'll be on the second trip, which in some wayswill be even more
important, since by then well be making our first attempt to establish abase. That'sfair enough, isn't it?"

Hassd|l was slent for amoment. Then he said, somewhat despondently:
"Thefirg voyage will bethe onethat History will remember. After that, they'll al merge together.”

Now was the moment, Professor Maxton decided, to lose histemper. He could do thiswith great
skill and accuracy when the occasion demanded it.

"Ligtento me, Vic," he sormed. "What about the people who built the blasted ship? How do you
think we like having to wait until the tenth or the twentieth or the hundredth crossing before we have our
chance? And if you're such adamn fool asto want fame— then good God, man, have you forgotten—
someone's got to pilot the first ship to Mars!"

The explosion died away. Then Hassall grinned across at him and gave him alittle laugh.
"Can | take that as a promise, Prof?"
"It isn't mine to make, confound you.”

"No, | don't supposeitis. But | see your argument— if | missthe boat thistime | won't be too upset.
Now | think I'll goto deep.”
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The spectacle of the Director-Genera carefully carrying awastepaper basket into Professor
Maxton's office might normally have caused some amusement, but everyone regarded him solemnly ashe
entered. There were no bowler hats, it seemed, in the whole of Luna City: the wastepaper basket would
haveto act asalessdignified substitute.

Apart from the five members of the crew, who were painstakingly showing their nonchadancein the
background, the only other people in the room were Maxton, McAndrews, two members of the
adminigtrative staff— and Alexson. Dirk had no particular reason to be there but McAndrews had
invited himin. The Director of Public Relaionswas dways doing helpful thingslikethis, but Dirk strongly
suspected that he was trying to secure hisfoothold in the officia history.

Professor Maxton picked up a dozen small strips of paper from his desk and flicked them between
hisfingers

"Right— arewe dl ready?' he said. "Heresadip for each of you to put your name on. If anyone's
too nervous to write, he can make a cross and welll get it witnessed.”

Thislittle sally did much to relieve the tension and there were some good-natured jibes asthe dips
were signed and handed back, aready folded.

"Good; now I'll mix them up with the blanks— so. Who'd like to do the draw?"

There was amoment's hesitation. Then, acting on some unanimous impulse, the four other crew
members pushed Hassell to the front. He looked rather sheepish as Professor Maxton held the basket
out towards him.

"No cheating, Vic!" hesaid. "And only one at atime! Closeyour eyesand dip.”

Hassell plunged his hand into the basket and pulled out one of the dips. He handed it to Sir Robert,
who quickly unfolded it.

"Blank," hesaid.

Therewas alittle sgh of annoyance— or relief?

Ancther dip. Again—

"Blank."

"Hey, iseveryoneusing invisbleink?' asked Maxton. "Try again, Vic."
Thistime hewaslucky.

"P. Leduc."

Ferre said something very quickly in French and looked extremely pleased with himsdlf. Everyone
congratulated him hastily and turned at once back to Hassdll.

Heimmediately scored a second bull's-eye.
"J. Richards™"

Tensgonwasnow at its highest. Looking carefully, Dirk saw that Hassdll's hand was trembling very
dightly ashe pulled out thefifth Strip.

"Blank."

"Herewe go again!" groaned someone. He wasright.
"Blank."

And yet athird time—



"Blank."

Someone who had forgotten to bregthe lately gave along, deep suspiration.
Hassdll handed the eighth dip to the Director-Generd.

"LewisTane"

The tenson broke. Everyone crowded around the three chosen men. For amoment Hassell stood
perfectly till; then he turned towards the others. His face showed absolutely no emotion of any kind.
Then Professor Maxton clapped him on the shoulder and said something that Dirk could not hear.
HassdlI's face relaxed and he answered with awry smile. Dirk distinctly caught the word

"Mars'; then, looking quite cheerful, Hassdll joined the othersin congratulating hisfriends.

"That'll do!" boomed the Director-Generd, grinning al over hisface. "Come acrossto my office— |
may have afew unopened bottles around the place.”

The company trooped next door, only McAndrews excusing himsalf on the grounds that he had to get
hold of the Press. For the next quarter of an hour severa sedate toasts were drunk in some excellent
Audtrdian wineswhich the Director-Genera had obvioudy obtained for thisoccason. Thenthelittle
party broke up with agenerd air of relieved satisfaction. Leduc, Richards and Taine were dragged off to
face the cameras, while Hassdll and Clinton remained for awhile in conference with Sir Robert. No one
ever knew exactly what he said to them, but they both seemed quite cheerful when they emerged.

When the little ceremony was over, Dirk attached himself to Professor Maxton, who aso seemed
very pleased with himself and waswhigtling tundesdy.

"l bet you're glad that's over," said Dirk.
"| certainly am. Now we al know where we stand.”

They waked together for afew yards without saying anything. Then Dirk remarked, very innocently:
"Havel ever told you about my particular hobby?*

Professor Maxton looked somewhat taken aback.
"No, what isit?"

Dirk gave an gpologetic cough.

"I'm supposed to be quite agood amateur conjurer.”

Professor Maxton stopped hiswhistling, very abruptly. A profound slencefell. Then Dirk said
reassuringly: "There's no need to worry. I'm quite sure that no one else noticed anything— particularly
Hasdl."

"You," said Professor Maxton firmly, "are a confounded nuisance. | suppose you'll want to put him
downinyour infernd history?"

Dirk chuckled.

"Perhaps, though I'm not agossip writer. | noticed that you only pamed Hassdll's dip, so presumably
the others were chosen by chance. Or had you aready arranged what names the D.-G. would cdl out?
Were dl those blanks genuine, for instance?"

"You areasuspicious blighter! No, the othersredlly were chosen by fair balot.”
"What do you think Hassdll will do now?"

"Hell stay for the take-off, and till be home with timeto spare.”

"And Clinton— how will hetekeit?"



"He'saphlegmeatic individud; it won't worry him. We're getting the pair of them working right away
on the plansfor the next trip. That should keep them from fretting and moping.”

Heturned anxioudy to Dirk.

"Youll promise never to say anything about this?'

Dirk gaveagrin.

" 'Never' isaheck of along time. Shal we settle for the year 20007

"Always thinking about posterity, aren't you? Very well then— the year 2000t is. But on one
condition!"

"What'sthat?"
"I'll expect a de luxe, autographed copy of your report to read through in my old age!™
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Dirk was making atentative draft of his preface when the telephone rang noisily. The fact that he had
atelephone at al was somewhat surprising, for many much moreimportant people lacked one and were
aways coming in to borrow his. But it had fallen out that way during the allocation of offices, and
athough he expected to lose it at any moment no one had yet arrived to remove the instrument.

"That you, Dirk? Ray Callins here. We've got the screens off the 'Prometheus so you can seethe
whole ship at last. And you remember asking me how we serviced the motors?*

IIYall
"Come dong and you can watch. It'sworth seeing.”

Dirk sighed and put away his notes. One day he would redly get started, and then the history would
materidize at aterrific rate. He was not at al worried, for he now knew his methods of working. It was
no good starting before he had marshaled all the facts, and as yet he had not finished indexing his notes
and references.

It was avery cold day, and he wrapped himsdlf up thoroughly as he walked towards " Oxford
Circus." Mot of Luna City'straffic converged upon thisintersection, and he should be ableto get alift to
the launching site. Transport was precious at the base and there was acontinua battle between the
various departments for the possession of the few available trucks and cars.

He stamped around in the cold for about ten minutes before ajeep loaded with journdists on the
same mission came roaring by. It looked somewhat like atraveling optician's shop, sinceit bristled with
cameras, telescopes and binoculars. Nevertheless Dirk managed to find room for himself among the
window display.

Thejeep swirled into the parking area and everyone clambered out, lugging their equipment. Dirk
gave ahand to avery small reporter with avery large telescope and tripod— partly out of good nature
but partly because he hoped he'd be able to have alook through it himself.

Thetwo great shipsnow lay bare of dl coveringsand screens, for the first time one could fully
appreciate their Sze and proportions. "Beta' might, at acasua glance, have been taken for aconventiona
arliner of fairly norma design. Dirk, who knew very little aoout aircraft, would not have given her a
second glance had he seen her taking off from hislocd field.

"Alpha’ no longer seemed quite so much like agiant shell. The spaceship'sradio and navigationa
equipment had now been extended, and its lines were completely spoiled by asmall forest of masts and
outriggers of various kinds. Someone inside must have been operating the controls, for occasiondly a



mast would retract or extend itsdlf farther.
Dirk followed the crowd around to the rear of the ship.

A roughly triangular area had been roped off, so that the "Prometheus’ was at one apex and they
were at the base. The nearest they could get to the machine's driving units was about a hundred yards.
Looking into those gaping nozzles, Dirk felt no particular desireto come any closer.

Cameras and binoculars were being brought into action, and presently Dirk managed to get hislook
through the telescope. The rocket motors seemed only afew yards away, but he could see nothing
except ametd pit full of darkness and mystery. Out of that nozzle would soon be coming hundreds of
tons of radioactive gas at fifteen thousand miles an hour. Beyond it, hidden in shadow, werethe pile
elementsthat no human being could ever again approach.

Someone was coming towards them through the forbidden area— but keeping very closeto the rope
barrier. As he approached Dirk saw that it was Dr. Callins. The engineer grinned a him and said:
"Thought I'd find you here. Were just waiting for the servicing staff to arrive. That's anice telescope
you've got— can | have alook?'

"Itisnt mine" explained Dirk. "It belongsto this gentleman here.”

Thelittle journalist would be ddlighted if the Professor cared to have alook— and still more so if hed
explain what there was to see, anyway.

Collins stared intently for some seconds. Then he straightened up and said: "I'm afraid theré's not alot
to see at present— we should have a spatlight shining up the jet to illuminate the interior. But you'll be
glad of that telescopein aminute.”

Hegaveawry little smile.

"It'srather aqueer feding, you know," he said to Dirk, "looking at amachine you've helped build
yourself— and which you can never go near again without committing suicide.”

While he spoke, an extraordinary vehicle was approaching across the concrete. It wasavery large
truck, not unlike those which television companies use for outside broadcasts, and it wastowing a
machine at which Dirk could only stare in baffled amazement. Asit went past, he had a confused
impression of jointed levers, small eectric motors, chain drives and worm-whedl's, and other devices he
could not identify.

The two vehicles cameto ahdlt just insde the danger area. A door opened in the big truck, and half a
dozen men clambered out. They uncoupled the trailer, and began connecting it up to three large armored
cableswhich they unwound from drums at the front of the van.

The strange machine suddenly cameto life. It rolled forward on itslittle balloon tires, as though testing
itsmohility. Thejointed levers began to flex and unflex, giving awerd impression of mechanicd life. A
moment later it Started to roll purposefully towards the "Prometheus,” the larger machine following behind
it at the same speed.

Collinswas grinning hugdly at Dirk's amazement and the obvious surprise of thejournaists around
him.
"That'sTin Lizzie," he sad, by way of introduction. " She's not redlly atrue robot, as every movement

she makesis controlled directly by the men in the van. It takesacrew of three to run her, and it's one of
the mogt highly skilled jobsin theworld.”

Lizziewas now within afew yards of "Alphas’' jets, and after some precise foot-work with her bogies
she cameto agentle halt. A long, thin arm carrying severa obscure pieces of machinery disappeared
down that ominous tunndl.



"Remote servicing machinery,” explained Collinsto hisinterested audience, "'has alway's been one of
the most important sde-lines of atomic engineering. It wasfirst developed on alarge scalefor the
Manhattan Project during the War. Since then it's become quite an industry in itsdlf. Lizzieisjust one of
the more spectacular products. She could almost repair awatch— or at least an alarm clock!™

"Just how doesthe crew control her?" asked Dirk. "Therés atelevison cameraon that arm, so they
can seethework just asif they werewatching it directly. All movements are carried out by servo motors
controlled through those cables.”

No one could see what Lizzie was now doing, and it was along time before she dowly backed away
from the rocket.

Shewas carrying, Dirk saw, acurioudy shaped bar about three feet long which she held firmly in her
meta claws. Thetwo vehicles withdrew three-quarters of the way to the barrier, and as they approached
the journalists hastily retreated from that drab gray object in the robot's claws. Collins, however, stood
his ground, so Dirk decided it must be safe to remain.

There was a sudden, raucous buzzing from the engineer's coat-pocket, and Dirk jumped afoot in the
air. Collins held up his hand and the robot came to a hat about forty feet away. Its controllers, Dirk
guessed, must be watching them through the television eyes.

Collinswaved hisarms, and the bar dowly rotated in the robot's claws. The buzzing of the radiation
alarm ceased abruptly and Dirk breathed again.

"Therés usualy some sort of beaming effect from anirregular object like that," explained Collins.
"Weredtill initsradiation field, of course, but it's too wesk to be dangerous.”

He turned towards the telescope, which had been temporarily deserted by its owner.

"Thisisrather handy," hesaid. "I didn't intend to do avisua inspection myself, but thisistoo good a
chanceto miss—that is, if we can focus at this distance.”

"Exactly what are you trying to do?" asked Dirk as hisfriend racked the eyepiece out to itsfullest
extent.

"That's one of the reactor dementsfrom the pile," said Collins absently. "We want to check it for
activity. H'm— it seemsto be standing up to it al right. Like a peep?”'

Dirk peered through the telescope. He could see afew square inches of what at first sght appeared
to be metal; then he decided that it was some kind of ceramic coating. It was so close that he could
digtinctly make out the surface texture.

"What would happen,” he said, "if you touched it?*

"You'd certainly get very bad delayed burns, gamma and neutron. If you stayed near it long enough,
youddie"

Dirk stared in fascinated horror at that innocent gray surface which seemed only afew inches away.
"l suppose,” he said, "that the bitsin an atomic bomb would look very much like this.”

"Just as harmless, anyway," agreed Collins. "But theré's no danger of an explosion here. The
fissonable materid we useisall denatured. If wewent to alot of trouble, we could get an exploson—
but avery smdl one

"What do you mean by that?" asked Dirk suspicioudy.

"Oh, just alarge bang,” said Callins cheerfully. "I couldn't give the figures off-hand, but it would
probably be no better than afew hundred tons of dynamite. Nothing to worry about at al!"
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The senior gaff lounge dways gave Dirk theimpresson of adightly down-at-hed London club. The
fact that he had never been in aLondon club— prosperous or otherwise— did nothing to shake this firm
conviction. Y et at any one time the British contingent in the lounge waslikely to bein the minority, and
amost every accent in the world could be heard here during the course of the day. It made no difference
to the atmosphere of the place, which seemed to emanate from the very English barman and histwo
assgtants. Despite al ondaughts, they had kept the Union Jack flying herein the socid center of Luna
City. Only once had they yielded any territory, and even then the enemy had been swiftly routed. Six
months ago the Americans had imported a brand-new Coca-Cola machine, which for awhile had
gleamed resplendently against the somber wooden pandling. But not for long: there had been some hasty
consultations and much midnight carpentry in the workshops. One morning when the thirsty clients
arrived, they found that the chromium plating had disappeared, and that they must now obtain their drinks
from what might have been one of the late Mr. Chippendae's minor masterpieces. The status quo had
been restored, but asto how it had happened the barman confessed compl ete ignorance.

Dirk aways caled at least once aday to collect hismail and read the papers. In the evening the place
usually became rather crowded and he preferred to stay in hisroom, but tonight Maxton and Collins had
dragged him out of retirement. The conversation, as usua, was not very far from the enterprise at hand.

"I think I'll be going to Taine's lecture tomorrow," said Dirk. "He's talking about the Moon, isn't he?!

"Yes, | bet hell be pretty cautious now that he knows he's going! He might have to eat hiswordsiif
he's not careful.”

"Weve given him a perfectly free hand," explained Maxton. "Hell probably talk about long-term
plans and the use of the Moon as arefuding base to reach the planets.”

"That should be interesting. Richards and Clinton will both be talking about engineering, | suppose,
and I've had quite enough of that."

"Thanks!" laughed Collins. "It's nice to know that our efforts are appreciated!”
"Do you know," said Dirk suddenly, "I've never even seen the Moon through a big telescope.”

"We could fix that up any evening this week— say after tomorrow. The Moon's only aday old at the
moment. There are severa telescopes here that would give you a pretty good view."

"l wonder," said Dirk thoughtfully, "if we're going to find life— | mean intelligent life— anywherein
the solar sysem?’

Therewas along pause. Then Maxton said abruptly: "1 don't think so."
"Why not?"

"Look at it thisway. It'staken us only ten thousand years to get away from stone axes to spaceships.
That meansthat interplanetary travel must come pretty early in the development of any culture— that is, if
it proceeds dong technologicd linesat dl.”

"But it needn't,” said Dirk. "And if you throw in prehistory, it'staken usamillion yearsto get to
Spaceships.”
"That's till only athousandth— or less— of the age of the solar system. If therewas any civilization

on Mars, it probably died before humanity emerged from thejungle. If it il flourished, it would have
visted uslong ago.”

"That'sso plausible,” replied Dirk, "that I'm sureit isn't true. Moreover, you can find plenty of
incidentswhich make it look asif we have been visited in the past, by things or shipsthat didn't like the
look of usand sheered off again.”



"Yes, I've read some of those accounts, and they're very interesting too. But I'm a skeptic: if anything
ever hasvisited Earth, which | doubt, I'll be very surprised if it came from the other planets. Space and
time are so big that it just doesn't seem probable that well have neighbors only acrossthe road.”

"That ssemsapity,” said Dirk. "1 think the most exciting thing about astronauticsisthe posshility it
opens up of meeting other types of minds. It won't make the human race seem quite so lonely.”

"That's perfectly true; but perhapsit will bejust aswdl if we can spend the next few centuries quietly
exploring the solar system by ourselves. At the end of that time we'll have acquired alot more wisdom—

and | mean wisdom, not mere knowledge. Perhaps welll be ready then to make contact with other races.
At the moment— wdl, were ill only forty yearsfrom Hitler."

"Then how long do you think well haveto wait," said Dirk, alittle discouraged, "before we have our
firgt contact with another civilization?'

"Who can say? It may be as near in time as the Wright Brothers— or asfar away asthe building of
the pyramids. It may even, of course, happen aweek from tomorrow when the 'Prometheus lands on the
Moon. But I'm darned sureit won't."

"Doyou redly think," asked Dirk, "that well ever get to the stars?’

Professor Maxton sat in silence for amoment, thoughtfully blowing clouds of cigarette smoke.
"] think so. Someday," he said.

"How?" persasted Dirk.

"If we can get an atomic drive that's more than fifty per cent efficient, we can reach nearly the velocity
of light — perhaps three-quarters of it, at any rate. That meansit's about five yearstraveling from star to
gar. A long time, but still possible even for us short-lived creatures. And one day, | hope, well livealot
longer than we do today. A heck of alot longer."

Dirk had a sudden vison of the three of them from the point of view of an outside observer. He
sometimes had these moments of objectivity, and they were vauablein preserving his sense of
proportion. Here they were, two men in the thirties and one in thefifties, Stting in their armchairs around
the low table carrying their drinks. They might have been businessmen discussing aded, or resting after a
round of golf. Their background was utterly commonplace; from time to time snatches of everyday
conversation drifted across from other groups, and therewas afaint "clicking” of table-tennis ballsfrom
the room next door.

Y es, they might have been discussing stocks and shares, or the new car, or the latest gossip. But
instead, they were wondering how to reach the sars.

"Our present atomic drives,” said Collins, "are about one hundredth of one per cent efficient. So it will
be quite awhile before we think of going to Alpha Centauri.”

(In the background a plaintive voice was saying: "Hey, George, what's happened to my gin
and lime?")

"Ancther question,” said Dirk. "Isit absolutdly certain that we can't travel faster than light?!

"Inthisuniverse, yes. It'sthe limiting velocity for dl materia objects. A miserable six hundred million
milesan hour!"

("Three bitters, please, George!")

"Still," said Maxton dowly and thoughtfully, “there may even be away around that.”

"What do you mean?' asked Dirk and Collins smultaneoudy.

"Inour universe, two points may be light-years apart. But they might be dmost touching in ahigher



("Where's the Times? No, you ass, not the New York thing!")

"| draw theline at the fourth dimension,” said Collinswith agrin. "That'sa bit too fantastic for me. I'm
apractica engineer— | hope!"

(In the table-tennis room next door, it sounded as if an absent-minded victor had just jumped
the net to shake hands with his opponent.)

"At the beginning of this century,” Professor Maxton retorted, "practica engineersfelt the sameway
about the theory of rdativity. But it caught up with them ageneration later.” He rested his elbows on the
table and stared into the remote distance.

"What," he said dowly, "do you imagine the next hundred yearswill bring?’
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The big nissen hut was supposed to be connected to the camp's heating system, but no one would
have noticed it. Dirk, who had grown accustomed to life at Luna City, had wisdly brought his overcoat
with him. Hefdt sorry for the unfortunate members of the audience who had neglected this dementary
precaution. By the end of the lecture, they would have avivid impression of conditions on the outer
planets.

About two hundred people were dready seated on the benches, and more were continudly arriving,
snceit was dill only five minutes after the time a which the lecture was supposed to sart. In the middle
of the room a couple of anxious dectricians were making last-minute adjustments to an episcope. Half a
dozen armchairs had been placed in front of the speaker's dais, and were the targets of many covetous
eyes. Asclearly asif they had been |abeled, they proclaimed to the world: "Reserved for the
Director-Generd ."

A door at the back of the hut opened, and Sir Robert Derwent entered, followed by Taine, Professor
Maxton, and severa otherswhom Dirk did not recognize. All but Sir Robert sat down in the front row,
leaving the center seet empty.

The shuffling and whispering ceased as the Director-Generd stepped on to the dais. He looked, Dirk
thought, like some great impresario about to ring up the curtain. And so, in asense, he was.

"Mr. Taine," said Sir Robert, "has kindly consented to give usatalk on the objects of our first
expedition. As hewas one of its planners, and ashe will betaking partinit, I'm sure well hear hisviews
with great interest. After hel'stalked about the Moon, | gather that Mr. Taineisgoing to— er— let his
hair down and discuss the plans we have for the rest of the solar system. | believe he hasiit pretty well
organized dl the way out to Pluto. Mr. Taine." (Applause.)

As he climbed on to the platform, Dirk studied the astronomer carefully. He had paid little attention to
him until now: indeed, apart from his chance meeting with Hassell he had had few opportunities of
studying any of the crew.

Tanewasadightly plump young man who seemed scarcdly in the middle twenties, though he was
actudly just under thirty. Astronautics, thought Dick, certainly catches them young. No wonder that
Richards, at thirty-five, was considered quite an old crock by his colleagues.

When he spoke, Taine's voice was dry and precise and his words carried clearly throughout the hut.
He was agood spesker, but had an annoying habit of juggling with pieces of chalk— which he frequently
missed.

"l needn't tell you very much about the Moon asawhole," he said, “since you've aready read or



heard quite enough about it in the past few weeks. But I'll discuss the place where we intend to land, and
say what we hope to do when we get there.

"Firg of dl, heresaview of the whole Moon. (Slide One, please)) Sinceit'sfull, and the sunis shining
verticaly on the center of the disc, everything looks flat and uninteresting. The dark areahere a the
bottom right isthe Mare Imbrium, in which well be landing.

"Now thisisthe M oon when she's nine days old— which ishow you'll see her from Earth when we
arive. Asthe sun'sshining a an angle, you'l see that the mountains near the center show up very
clearly— look at those long shadows they throw.

"Let'sgo closer and examine the Mare Imbrium in detail. The name, by the way, means 'Sea of
Rains,' but of courseit isn't aseaand it doesn't rain there or anywhere else on the Moon. The old
adgtrologers caled it that in the days before the invention of the telescope.

"You'll seefrom this close-up that the Mareisafairly flat plain bounded at the top (that's the south,
by the way) by this redly magnificent range— the lunar Apennines. To the north we have thissmaller
range, the Alps. The scde here gives you an idea of the distances: that crater, for example, is about fifty
miles across.

"Thisareaisone of the most interesting ones on the Moon, and certainly has the finest scenery, but
we can only exploreasmall region on our firgt vist. We shall land about here (Next Side, please), and
thisisadrawing of the areaunder the greatest magnification we can use. It'sasyou'd seeit with the
naked eye from a distance of two hundred miles away in space.

"The exact spot for the landing will be decided during the gpproach. Well befalling dowly for the last
hundred miles and should have time to select asuitable area. Since were coming down verticaly on
shock absorbers, and holding off against the rockets until the last moment, we need only afew square
yards of reasonably horizonta surface. Some pessmist has suggested that we may descend on what turns
out to be dry quicksand, but this doesn't seem at dl likely.

"We will leave the ship in couples, roped together, while one remains aboard to relay messages back
to Earth. Our spacesuits carry air for twelve hours, and will insulate us againgt the whole range of
temperatures encountered on the Moon— that is, from boiling point to a couple of hundred degrees
below zero, Fahrenheit. Since wéelll be there during the daytime, we won't run into the low temperatures
unlesswe stay in shadow for long periods.

"| can't hopeto mention al the work we intend to do during our week on the Moon, so I'll merdly
touch on some of the highlights.

"Firg of dl, we're taking some compact but very powerful telescopes and hopeto get clearer views
of the planets than have ever been possible before. This equipment, like much of our stores, will be left
behind for future expeditions.

"We are bringing back thousands of geological— | should say 'selenologica— samplesfor andysis.
We'relooking for minerals containing hydrogen, since once we can establish afud extraction plant on the
Moon, the cost of voyageswill be cut to atenth or even less. More important gill, we can start thinking
of tripsto the other planets.

"We're a so taking agood deal of radio gear. Asyou know, the Moon has enormous possibilitiesasa
relay station and we hope to investigate some of these. In addition we shall be making al sorts of physical
measurements which will be of the grestest scientific interest. One of the most important of theseisthe
determination of the Moon's magnetic field in order to test Blackett's theory. And, of course, we hopeto
get asplendid collection of photographs and films.

"Sir Robert has promised you that I'm going to 'let my hair down.' Well, | don't know about that but
you may beinterested in what |, personally, think the lines of development will be in the next decade or



S0.

"Firg of dl, we have to establish a semi-permanent base on the Moon. If were lucky in our first
choice, we may be ableto build it where we make our initid landing. Otherwise well haveto try again.

"Quite extensive plans have been drawn up for such abase. It would be salf-contained asfar as
possible, and would grow its own food supplies under glass. The Moon, with its fourteen days
continuous sunlight, should be a horticulturist's paradise!

"Aswe learn more about the Moon's natural resources, the base will be expanded and devel oped.
We expect mining operations at an early date— but they will be to provide materidsfor use on the
Moon. It will be far too expensive to import any but very rare substancesto Earth.

"At the present time, journeys to the Moon are extremely costly and difficult because we haveto
carry fuel for the return trip. When we can refuel on the Moon, we shal be able to use much smaler and
more economical machines. And, as| remarked just now, welll be able to go to the planets.

"It sounds paradoxica, but it's easier to make the forty-million-mile journey from alunar baseto Mars
than it isto crossthe quarter of amillion miles between Earth and Moon. It takes much longer, of
course— about two hundred and fifty days— but it doesn't take more fudl.

“The Moon, thanksto itslow gravitationd field, isthe stepping-stone to the planets— the base for the
exploration of the solar system. If everything goes smoothly, we should be making plansfor reaching
Mars and Venus about ten years from now.

"l don't propose to speculate about Venus, except to say that well amost certainly make aradar
survey of her before we attempt alanding. It should be possible to get accurate radar maps of the hidden
surface, unless her atmosphereisvery odd indeed.

"The exploration of Marswill be very much like the exploration of the Moon in some respects. We
may not need spacesuitsto go around in, but well certainly need oxygen equipment. The Martian base
will be up againg the same problems as the Lunar one, though in amuch less acute form. But it will have
one disadvantage— it will be along way from home and will have to rely much more onitsown
resources. The dmost certain presence of some kind of lifewill aso affect the settlement in wayswe can't
predict. If there is intelligence on Mars— which | doubt— then our plans may have to be changed
completely; we may not be ableto stay there at al. The possibilitiesasfar asMarsis concerned are
amogt endless; that'swhy it's such an interesting place.

"Beyond Mars, the scale of the solar system opens out and we cannot do much exploring until we
have faster ships. Even our 'Prometheus could reach the outer planets, but she couldn't get back and the
journey would take many years. However, by the end of the century, | believe we may be getting ready
to go to Jupiter and, perhaps, Saturn. Very probably these expeditions will start from Mars.

"We cannot of course hopeto land on those two planets: if they have solid surfaces at al, whichis
doubtful, they are thousands of miles down beneath an atmosphere we dare not enter. If thereisany form
of lifeinsde those subarctic infernos, | don't see how we can ever contact it— or how it can ever know
anything about us.

"The chief interest on Saturn and Jupiter liesin their systems of moons. Saturn has at least twelve,
Jupiter at least fifteen. What's more, many of them are fair-sized worlds— bigger than our Moon. Titan,
Saturn'slargest satdllite, ishaf asbig as Earth, and it's known to have an atmosphere, though not a
breathable one. They are dl very cold indeed, but that is not a serious objection now that we can get
unlimited quantities of heet from atomic reactions.

"The three outermost planets won't concern usfor quite along time to come— perhapsfifty years or
more. We know very little about them at the moment, in any case.

"That'sall I'm going to say now. | hope I've made it clear that the journey we're taking next week,



though it seems so tremendous by our present standards, isredly only thefirst step. It'sexciting and
interesting, but we must keep it in its true perspective. The Moon's asmall world, and in some ways not a
very promising one, but it will lead us eventudly to eight other planets, some bigger than the Earth, and
more than thirty moons of various Sizes. Thetota areawe're opening up for exploration in the next few
decadesis at least ten timesthat of the land surface of this planet. That should provide room for
everybody.

"Thank you."

Taine stopped abruptly, without any rhetorica flourishes, like abroadcaster caught out by the studio
clock. Therewas dead silence in the hut for perhaps haf aminute as his audience came dowly back to
earth. Then there was a polite trickle of gpplause, which dowly grew as more and more of Taine's
listeners discovered that they were ill standing on the solid ground.

Thereporters, samping their feet and trying to restore thair circulations, began to file out into the
open. Dirk wondered how many had redlized, for thefirst time, that the Moon was not agoa but a
beginning— the first step upon an infinite road. It was aroad, he now believed, dong which dl races
must travel in the end, lest they wither and die upon their little, londly worlds.

For the firgt time one could now see the "Prometheus’ asawhole. "Alpha’ had at |ast been hoisted
into position upon "Betas' broad shoulders, giving her asomewhat ugly, hunch-backed appearance.
Even Dirk, to whom dl hying machines |ooked very much alike, could not now have confused the grest
ship with anything else that had ever ridden the skies.

Hefollowed Collins up the ladder of the movable gantry for hislast look at the interior of the
spaceship. It was evening and there were few people about. Beyond the warning ropes some
photographers were trying to get shots of the machine with the sun going down behind it. The
"Prometheus’ would make an impressive Sght silhouetted againgt the fading glory of the western sky.

"Alphas' cabin was as bright and tidy as an operating theater. Y et there were persona touches. here
and there articles which obvioudy belonged to the crew had been stowed away in niches where they
were firmly secured by elastic bands. Several pictures and photographs had been pasted against
convenient walls, and over the pilot's desk aplastic frame carried a portrait of (So Dirk assumed)
Le-duc'swife. Charts and mathematical tables had been secured at strategic spots where they could be
quickly consulted. Dirk suddenly remembered, for the first timein days, hisvisit to the training mock-up
in England, where he had stood before this same array of instrumentsin aquiet London suburb. That
seemed alifetime ago, and more than haf aworld away.

Collinswaked over to atal locker and swung open the door.
"Y ou haven't seen one of these before, have you?' he asked.

Thethree flaccid spacesuits hanging from their hooks looked like crestures of the deep sea, dredged
up from the darknessinto the light of day. Thethick, flexible covering yielded easily a Dirk's touch, and
he felt the presence of reinforcing metal hoops. Transparent helmets like large gol dfish bowlswere
secured in recesses at the sSide of the locker.

"Just like diving suits, aren't they?' said Callins. "Asamatter of fact, 'Alpha ismore like a submarine
than anything e se— though our design problems are alot easier, aswe haven't such pressuresto
contend with."

"I'dliketo Stinthe pilot's podtion,” said Dirk aoruptly. "Isit al right?'
"Y es, aslong as you don't touch anything.”

Coallinswatched with adight smile asthe other settled himsalf down in the seat. He knew the impulse,
having yielded to it himsalf more often than once.



When the ship was under power, or standing vertically on the Moon, the seat would have swung
forwards through aright angle from its present position. What was now the floor beneath Dirk's feet
would then bethewall in front of him, and the periscope eyepiece which his boots now had to avoid
would be conveniently placed for his use. Because of this rotation— so unfamiliar to the human mind— it
was hard to capture the sensations which the ship's pilot would have when he occupied this seat.

Dirk rose and turned to go. He followed Collinsin silence to the airlock, but paused for amoment at
the thick ova door for alast look around the quiet cabin.

"Good-bye, little ship," he said in hismind. "Good-bye— and good luck!"

It was dark when they stepped out on to the gantry, and the floodlights spilled pools of brilliance upon
the concrete below. A cold wind was blowing, and the night blazed with stars of which he would never
know the names. Suddenly Coallins, standing in the gloom beside him, caught hisarm and pointed silently
to the horizon.

Almost logt in the faint afterglow of the sunset, the two-day-old sickle of the New Moon was diding
down into the west. Clasped in itsarms was the dimly luminous disk which gtill awaited the advent of
day. Dirk tried to picture the great mountains and the wrinkled plains still waiting for the sun to rise upon
them, yet dready ablaze with the cold light of the dmost full Earth.

Millions upon millions of timesthe Earth had waxed and waned above that silent land, and only
shadows had ever moved upon itsface. Since the dawn of terrestrid life, perhaps a dozen craters had
crumbled and decayed, but it had known no other change than this. And now at last, after al these ages,
itslondliness was coming to an end.
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Two days before take-off, Luna City was probably one of the calmest and least agitated spots on
Earth. All preparations had been completed except the final fueling and some last-minute tests. Therewas
nothing to do except wait until the Moon moved to its gppointed place.

In the great newspaper offices dl over the planet, subeditors were busily preparing their headlines,
and writing possible dternative stories which could be quickly trimmed to fit al but the most stubborn
facts. Perfect strangersin buses and trains were liable to swap astronomica knowledge at the dightest
provocation. Only avery spectacular murder was likely to receive the atention it normally commanded.

In every continent, long-range radar sets were being tuned up to follow "Alphd’ onitsjourney into
space. Thelittle radar beacon aboard the spaceship would enable its position to be checked at every
moment of the voyage.

Fifty feet underground at Princeton University, one of the world's greatest € ectronic computers was
standing by. Should it be necessary for any reason for the ship to change its orbit, or to delay itsreturn, a
new trgjectory must be caculated through the shifting gravitationd fields of Earth and Moon. An army of
mathemeati cians would take months to do this; the Princeton calculator could produce the answer, aready
printed, in afew hours.

Every radio amateur in the world who could operate on the spaceship's frequency was giving his
equipment alast-minute check. There would not be many who could both receive and interpret the
hyperfrequency, pulse-modulated signas from the ship, but there would be afew. The watchdogs of the
ether, the Communications Commissioners, were standing by to deal with any unauthorized tranamitters
which might try to bresk into the circuit.

On their mountain tops, the astronomers were preparing for their private race— the contest to see
who would get the best and clearest photographs of the landing. "Alpha" was far too small to be seen
when it reached the Moon— but the flare of the jets as they splashed across the lunar rocks should be



vigbleat least amillion milesaway.

Meanwhile the three men who held the center of the world's stage gave interviews when they felt like
it, dept long hoursin their huts, or relaxed violently at table-tennis, which was about the only form of
gport that Luna City provided. Leduc, who had amacabre sense of humor, amused himself by telling his
friends the usdess or insulting things he had left them in hiswill. Richards behaved asif nothing of the
dightest importance had happened, and insisted on making e aborate sociad engagementsfor three weeks
time. Tainewas seldom seen a dll; it transpired later that he was busily writing amathematical tregtise
which had very little to do with astronautics. It was, in fact, concerned with the total possible number of
games of bridge, and the length of time it would take to play them dl.

Very few peopleindeed knew that the meticulous Taine could, had he wished, have made much more
money out of fifty-two pieces of card than he was ever likely to from astronomy. Not that he would do at
al badly now, if he came back safely from the Moon. ..

Sir Robert Derwent lay completely relaxed in hisarmchair, the room in darkness save for the pool of
light from the reading lamp. He was dmost sorry that the two or three days margin for last-minute
hold-ups had not been required. It was still anight and aday and a night again before the take-off— and
there was nothing to do but wait.

The Director-Generd did not like waiting. It gave him time to think, and thought was the enemy of
contentment. Now, in the quiet hours of the night, as the greatest moment of hislife approached, he was
revisiting the past in search of hisyouth.

Theforty years of struggle, of success and heartbresk, still lay in thefuture. Hewas aboy again, a
the very beginning of hisuniversity career, and the Second World War which had stolen six years of his
lifewas gill no more than athreatening cloud on the horizon. He was lying in a Shropshire wood on one
of those spring mornings that had never come again, and the book he was reading was the one he il
held in his hands. In faded ink upon the fly-leaf were the words, written in acurioudy haf-formed hand:
"Robert A. Derwent. 22 June 1935."

The book was the same— but where, now, was the music of the singing words that once had set his
heart on fire? He was too wise and too old; the tricks of aliteration and repetition could not deceive him
now, and the emptiness of thought was dl too clear. Y et ever and again there would come afaint echo
from the past, and for amoment the blood would rush to his cheeks as it had done those forty years ago.
Sometimes asingle phrase would be enough:

"O Love's lute heard about the lands of Death!™
Sometimes a couplet:
"Until God loosen over land and sea The thunder of the trumpets of the night"

The Director-Genera stared into space. He himself was |oosening such athunder asthe world had
never heard before. Upon the Indian Ocean the sailorswould look up from their ships asthose roaring
motors stormed across the sky; the tea-planters of Ceylon would hear them, now faint and thin, going
westwards into Africa. The Arabian oil-fields would catch the last reverberations as they filtered down
from the fringe of space.

Sir Robert turned the pagesidly, halting wherever the flying words caught his mind.
"It is not much that a man can save

On the sands of life, in the straits of time, Who swimsin sight of the third great wave, That
never a swimmer shall crossor climb.”

What had he saved from Time? Far more, he knew, than most men. Y et he had been amost forty
before he had found any am in life. Hislove for mathemeatics had always been with him, but for long it



had been a purposel ess passion. Even now, it seemed that chance had made him what he was.

"Therelived a singer in France of old By the tideless dolorous midland sea. In a land of sand
and ruin and gold

There shone one woman, and none but she."

The magic failed and faded. His mind went back to the war years, when he had fought in that silent
battle of the [aboratories. While men were dying on land and seaand air, he had been tracing the paths of
electrons through interlocking magnetic fields. Nothing could have been more remotdly academic; yet
from the work in which he had shared had come the greatest tactical weapon of the war.

It had been asmall step from radar to celestia mechanics, from electron orbits to the paths of planets
round the sun. The techniques he had applied in the little world of the magnetron could be used again on
the cosmic scale. Perhaps he had been lucky; after only ten years of work he had made his reputation
through his attack on the three-body problem. Ten years later, somewhat to everyone's surprise—
including his own— he had been Astronomer Royal.

"The pulse of war and passion of wonder,
The heavens that murmur, the sounds that shine,
The stars that sing and the loves that thunder, The music burning at heart like wine..."

He might have held that post efficiently and with successfor the remainder of hislife, but the Zeitgeist
of astronautics had been too strong for him. His mind had told him that the crossing of space was about
to come, but how near it was he had not &t first recognized. When that knowledge had finaly dawned, he
had known at last the purpose of hislife, and thelong years of toil had regped their harvest.

"Ah, had | not taken my life up and given All that life gives and the years let go, The wine and
honey, the balm and leaven,

The dreams reared high and the hopes brought low?"

Heflicked the yellowing pages adozen at atime, until his eyes caught the narrow columns of print for
which he had been searching. Here at least the magic lingered; here nothing had dtered, and the words
gtill best againgt his brain with the old, insstent rhythm. There had been atime when the verses, head to
tall in an endless chain, had threaded their way through his mind for hour upon hour until the very words
hed lost their meaning:

"Then star nor sun shall waken,

Nor any change of light: Nor sound of waters shaken,
Nor any sound or sight: Nor wintry leaves nor vernal,
Nor days nor things diurnal; Only the sleep eternal

In an eternal night."

The eternal night would come, and too soon for Man'sliking. But at least before they guttered and
died, he would have known the stars; before it faded like adream, the Universe would have yielded up
its sacretsto hismind. Or if not to his; then to the minds that would come after and would finish what he
had now begun.

Sir Robert closed the dim volume and placed it back upon the shelf. His voyage into the past had
ended in thefuture, and it wastime to return.

Beside his bed, the telephone began to cal for attention in angry, urgent bursts.
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No one ever learned agreat dedl about Jefferson Wilkes, smply because there was very little indeed
to know about him. He had been ajunior accountant in a Pittsburgh factory for dmost thirty years, during
which time he had been promoted once. He did hiswork with a laborious thoroughness that was the
despair of hisemployers. Like millions of his contemporaries, he had practicaly no understanding of the
civilization in which he found himsdf. Twenty-five years ago he had married, and no one was surprised to
discover that hiswife had left him in amatter of months.

Not even his friends— though there was no evidence that he had ever possessed any— would have
maintained that Jefferson Wilkes was a profound thinker. Y et there was one matter to which, after his
fashion, he had given very seriousthought.

The world would never know what had firgt turned the pathetic little mind of Jefferson Wilkes
outwards towards the stars. It was more than probabl e that the motive had been adesire to escape from
the drab redlity of hiseveryday life. Whatever the reason, he had studied the writings of those who
predicted the conquest of space. And he had decided that, at al costs, it must be stopped.

Asfar as could be gathered, Jefferson Wilkes believed that the attempt to enter space would bring
down upon humanity some stupendous metaphysical doom. There was even evidence that he considered
the Moon to be Hell, or at least Purgatory. Any premature arrival by mankind in those infernal regions
would obvioudy have incd culable and— to say the least— unfortunate consequences.

To gain support for hisideas, Jefferson Wilkes did what thousands before him had done. He sought
to convert othersto his beliefs by forming an organization to which he gave the declamatory title: "The
Rockets Must Not Risel" Since any doctrine, however fantastic, will gain some adherents, Wilkes
eventudly acquired afew score supporters among the obscurer religious sectsthat flourish exoticaly in
the western United States. Very swiftly, however, the microscopic movement was rent by schism and
counter-schism. At the end of it dl, the Founder was | eft with shattered nerves and depleted finances. If
onewishesto draw so fineadistinction, it may be said that he then became insane.

When the "Prometheus’ was built, Wilkes decided that her departure could only be prevented by his
own efforts. A few weeks before the take-off, he liquidated his meager assets and withdrew his
remaining money from the bank. He found that he would still need one hundred and fifty-five dollarsto
takehimto Audrdia

The disappearance of Jefferson Wilkes surprised and pained his employers, but after ahasty
ingpection of his books they made no efforts to trace him. One does not call in the police when, after
thirty years of faithful service, amember of the staff steal's one hundred and fifty-five dollars from a safe
containing severa thousand.

Wilkes had no difficulty in reaching Luna City, and when he was there no one took any notice of him.
Interplanetary's staff probably thought he was one of the hundreds of reporters around the base, while
the reporters took him for amember of the staff. He was, in any case, the sort of man who could have
walked straight into Buckingham Palace without attracting the dightest attention— and the sentrieswould
have sworn that no one had entered.

Wheat thoughts passed through the narrow gateway of Jefferson Wilkess mind when he saw the
"Prometheus’ lying on her launching cradle, no one will ever know. Perhaps until that moment he had not
redlized the magnitude of the task he had set himsdlf. He could have done great damage with a bomb—
but though bombs may be come by in Fittsburgh asin al greet cities, the ways of acquiring them are not
common knowledge— particularly among respectabl e accountants.

From the rope barriers, whose purpose he could not fully comprehend, he had watched the stores
being loaded and the engineers making their fina tests. He had noticed that, when night came, the great
ship was | eft unattended benegth the floodlights, and that even these were switched off in the smdl hours



of themorning.

Would it not be far better, he thought, to let the ship leave Earth but to ensure that it would never
return? A damaged ship could be repaired; one that vanished without explanation would be afar more
effective deterrent— awarning that might be heeded.

Jefferson Wilkess mind was innocent of science, but he knew that a spaceship must carry itsown
air-supply, and he knew that air was kept in cylinders. What would be simpler than to empty them so that
the losswould not be discovered until too late? He did not wish to harm the crew, and was sincerely
sorry that they would come to such an end, but he saw no aternative.

It would be tedious to enumerate the defectsin Jefferson Wilkess brilliant plan. The air supply of the
"Prometheus’ was not even carried in cylinders, and had Wilkes managed to empty the liquid oxygen
tanks he would have had some unpleasantly frigid surprises. The routine instrument check would, in any
case, have told the crew exactly what had happened before take-off, and even without an oxygen
reserve the air-conditioning plant could have maintained a breathable atmosphere for many hours. There
would have been time to enter one of the emergency return orbits which could be quickly computed for
just such acdamity.

Lagt, and far from least, Wilkes had to get aboard the ship. He did not doubt that this could be done,
for the gantry was|eft in position every night, and he had studied it so carefully that he could climb it even
in the dark. When the crowd had been surging around the head of the ship, he had mingled with it and
had seen no sign of locks on that curious, inward-opening door.

Hewaited in an empty hangar at the edge of thefield until the thin moon had set. It was very cold,
and he had not been prepared for this since it was summertime in Pennsylvania. But his mission had made
him resolute and when at |ast the blazing floodlights died he had started to cross that empty sea of
concrete towards the black wings spread benesth the stars.

The rope barrier hdted him and he ducked under it. A few minuteslater his groping handsfelt ametal
framework in the darkness before him, and he made hisway around the base of the gantry. He paused at
the foot of the metal steps, listening into the night. The world was utterly slent; on the horizon he could
seethe glow of such lightsaswere dill burning in Luna City. A few hundred yards away he could just
make out the dim silhouettes of buildings and hangars, but they were dark and deserted. He began to
climb the steps.

He paused again, listening, at the first platform twenty feet from the ground, and again hewas
reassured. His electric torch and the tools he thought he might need were heavy in his pockets; hefelt a
little proud of hisforesight and the smoothness with which he had carried out his plan.

That was the last step: he was on the upper platform. He gripped historch with one hand, and a
moment later the walls of the spaceship were smooth and cold beneath hisfingers.

Into the building of the " Prometheus’ had gone millions of pounds and more millions il of dollars.
The scientists who had obtained such sums from governments and greet industrial undertakings were not
exactly fools. To most men— though not to Jefferson Wilkes— it would have seemed improbabl e that
thefruit of al their |abors should be left unguarded and unprotected in the night.

Many years ago the planning staff had foreseen the possibility of sabotage by religious fanatics, and
one of Interplanetary's most cherished files contained the threatening | etters which these people had been
illogica enough to write. All reasonable precautions had therefore been taken— and taken by experts,
some of whom had themsel ves spent years during the War sabotaging Axis or Allied eguipment.

Tonight the watchman in the concrete bunker at the edge of the macadam was alaw student named
Achmet Singh, who was earning alittle money during his vacation in away that suited him very well. He
had only to be at his post eight hours aday, and the job gave him ample time for sudy. When Jefferson
Wilkes cameto the first rope barrier, Achmet Singh was fast adegp— as, surprisingly enough, he was



quite expected to be. But five seconds later, he was wide awake.

Singh punched the darm cut-off button, and moved swiftly acrossto the control panel, cursing fluently
in three languages and four religions. Thiswas the second time this had happened on hiswatch: before, a
stray dog belonging to one of the staff had set off the darms. The same thing had probably happened
agan.

He switched on the image converter, waiting impatiently for the few secondsit took the tubesto
warm up. Then he grasped the projector controls and started to survey the ship.

To Achmet Singh, it seemed that a purple searchlight was shining across the concrete towards the
launching platform. Through the beam of the searchlight, utterly unconscious of its presence, aman was
cautioudy feding hisway towards the "Prometheus.” It wasimpossible not to laugh a his movements as
he groped blindly aong while dl around him was bathed with light. Achmet Singh followed him steedily
with the beam of the infra-red projector until he came to the gantry. The secondary darmswent into
action then, and again Singh switched them off. He would not act, he decided, until he had learned the
midnight prowler's motives.

When Jefferson Wilkes paused with some satisfaction on thefirgt platform, Achmet Singh secured an
excdlent photograph which would be conclusive evidence in any court of law. He waited until Wilkes
had reached the airlock itself; then he decided to act.

Theblagt of light which pinned Wilkes against the walls of the spaceship blinded him as effectively as
the darkness through which he had been fedling his way. For amoment the shock was so parayzing that
he could not move. Then agrest voice roared at him out of the night.

"What are you doing there? Come down a once!

Automatically he began to ssumble down the steps. He had reached the lower platform before his
mind logt its pardysis and he looked desperately around for ameans of escape. By shidding hiseyes, he
could now see alittle; thefatd ring of floodlights around the " Prometheus’ was only a hundred yards
across and beyond it lay darkness and, perhaps, safety.

The voice cdled again from beyond the pool of light.
"Hurry up! Come thisway— weve got you covered!"

The"we" was pure invention on the part of Singh, though it was true that reinforcementsin the form of
two annoyed and deepy police sergeants were on the way.

Jefferson Wilkes finished his dow descent, and stood trembling with reaction on the concrete,
Seadying himsdlf againg the gantry. He remained dmost motionlessfor half aminute: then, as Achmet
Singh had anticipated, he suddenly bolted around the ship and disappeared. He would be running
towards the desert, and could be rounded up easily enough, but it would save timeif he could be scared
back again. The watchman knocked down another loudspesker switch.

When that same voice roared at him again out of the darkness ahead, where he had thought to find
safety, the terrified little spirit of Jefferson Wilkesfinally despaired. In unreasoning fear, like some wild
anima, he ran back to the ship and tried to hide himsdlf in its shadow. Y et even now the impulse that had
brought him round the world still drove him blindly on, though he was scarcely aware of hismotivesor his
actions. He began to work hisway aong the base of the ship, aways keeping in the shadows.

The great hollow shaft only afew feet above his head seemed to offer a second way into the
machine— or, a least, achance of hiding until he could escape. In ordinary times, he could never have
meade that climb over the smooth metal walls, but fear and determination gave him strength. Achmet
Singh, looking into histelevision screen a hundred yards away, became suddenly ashen. He began to
gpeek, quickly and urgently, into his microphone.



Jefferson Wilkes did not hear him; he scarcely noticed that the great voice from the night was no
longer peremptory, but pleading. It meant nothing to him now; he was conscious only of the dark tunnel
ahead. Holding historch in one hand, he began to crawl dongit.

Thewalls were made of some gray, rock-like materia that was hard yet oddly warm to the touch. It
seemed to Wilkes asif he was entering a cave with perfectly circular walls, after afew yardsit widened
and he could dmost walk if he bent double. Around him now was a meaningless mosaic of metd bars
and that strange gray rock— the most refractory of al ceramics— over which he had been crawling.

He could go no farther; the cave had suddenly divided into a series of branching passages too small
for him to enter. Shining historch dong them he could see that the walls were pierced with jets and
nozzles. He might have done some damage here, but they were al beyond his reach.

Jefferson Wilkes dumped down on the hard, unyielding floor. The torch fell from his nervelessfingers
and the darkness enfolded him again. He was too exhausted for disappointment or regret. He did not
notice, nor could he have understood, the faint unwavering glow that was burning in the wals around him.

A long timelater, some noisein the externa world drew his mind back from wherever it had fled. He
sat up and stared around him, not knowing where he was or how he had come here. Far away he could
seeafant circle of light, the mouth of this mysterious cavern. Beyond that opening were voices and the
sounds of machines moving to and fro. He knew that they were hostile and that he must remain here
where they could not find him.

It was not to be. A brilliant light passed like arising sun across the mouth of his cave, then returned to
shine full upon him. It was moving down the tunnel, and behind it was something strange and huge which
hismind could not grasp.

He screamed in terror asthose meta claws camefull into the light and reached forward to grasp him.
Then he was being dragged helplessly out into the open where his unknown enemies were waiting.

Therewas aconfusion of light and noisesal around him. A great machine that seemed to be divewas
holding himin its metal arms and rolling away from atremendous winged shape that should have aroused
memories, but did not. Then he waslowered to the ground in acircle of waiting men.

He wondered why they did not come near, why they kept so far away and looked at him so
drangdy. He did not resst when long poles carrying shining instruments were waved around him asiif
exploring his body. Nothing mattered now; he felt only adull sckness and an overwhelming desirefor
deep.

Suddenly awave of nausea swept over him and he crumpled to the ground. Impulsively, the men
standing in that wide circle moved a pace towards him— and then drew back.

Thetwisted, infinitely pathetic figure lay like abroken doll benegth the glaring lights. Therewasno
sound or movement anywhere; in the background, the great wings of the "Prometheus’ brooded above
their pools of shadow. Then the robot glided forward, trailing its armored cables across the concrete.
Very gently, the metal arms reached down and the strange hands unfol ded.

Jefferson Wilkes had reached the end of hisjourney.

11

Dirk hoped that the crew had spent a better night than he had. He was still deepy and confused, but
he had adistinct impression of being awakened more than once by the sound of cars driven recklesdy
through the night. Perhaps there had been afire somewhere, but he had heard no darm.

He was shaving when McAndrews came into hisroom, obvioudy burgting with news. The Director of
Public Rela-tionslooked asif he had been up haf the night, which indeed was very nearly the case.



"Have you heard the news?' he said breathlesdly.

"What news?" asked Dirk, switching off his shaver with some annoyance.
"There's been an attempt to sabotage the ship.”

"What!"

"It happened about one o'clock this morning. The detectors spotted aman trying to get aboard
'Alpha." When the watchman challenged him the damn fool tried to hide himself— in 'Betas exhaust!”

It was some seconds before the full meaning of the words dawned. Then Dirk remembered what
Collins had told him when he had |ooked through the telescope into that deadly pit.

"What happened to him?' he said thickly.

"They cdled to him through loudspesakers, but he took no notice. So they had to get him out with the
servicing robot. He was il dive but too hot to go near. He died a couple of minutes later. The doctors
say he probably never knew what had happened to him— you don't when you get adose like that.”

Feding alittle sick, Dirk dumped down on his bed.
"Did he do any damage?' he asked at length.

"We don't think so. He never got into the ship, and there was nothing he could do to the jet. They
were afraid he might have left abomb, but luckily he hadn't.”

"He must have been crazy! Any ideawho hewas?’

"Probably ardigious maniac of somekind. We get alot of them after us. The police aretrying to
trace him from the contents of his pockets.”

There was a gloomy pause before Dirk spoke again.
"Not avery good send-off for the 'Prometheus;,’ isit?
McAndrews shrugged his shoulders, somewhat calloudy.

"l don't think anyone round heré'slikely to be superdtitious! Are you coming out to watch the fudling?
It's scheduled for two o'clock. I'll giveyou alift down in the car.”

Dirk was not enthusiastic.

"Thanks all the same," he said, "but I've got rather alot to do. And anyway, there won't be much to
see, will there? | mean, pumping afew hundred tons of fuel isn't going to be very exciting. | supposeit
could be— but in that event I'd rather not be there!™

McAndrews seemed dightly annoyed, but Dirk couldn't help that. At the moment hefdt singularly
little desire to go near the "Prometheus’ again. It was an irrationd feding, of course; for why should one
blamethe great ship if it protected itsdf againgt its enemies?

Throughout the day Dirk could hear the roar of helicopters arriving in acontinua stream from the
great Audrdian cities, while from timeto time a transcontinenta jet would come whistling down into the
arport. Where these early arrivals expected to spend the night he could not imagine. It was none too
warm in the centrally heated huts, and the news reporters unlucky enough to be under canvas had told
terrible stories of hardship, many of which were very nearly true.

Late in the afternoon he met Collins and Maxton in the lounge and heard that the fuelling had been
carried out with no difficulty. As Callins said: "We have now only to light the blue touch-paper and
retire”

"By theway," remarked Maxton, "didn't you say the other night that you'd never seen the Moon
through atelescope? We're going over to the Observatory in aminute. Why not come aong?'



"I'd love to— but don't say that you've never looked at her, either!”
Maxton grinned.

"That would be a'very poor show,' as Ray would put it. | happen to know my way around the Moon
quite wdll, but I doubt if more than half the peoplein Interplanetary have ever used atelescope. The
D.-G.'sthe best example of that. He spent ten years on astronomical research before he ever went near
an observatory.”

"Don't say | told you," said Collinswith grest seriousness, "but I've found that astronomers are
divided into two species. Thefirg is purely nocturna and spends its working hours taking photos of
objects so far away that they probably don't exist any more. They're not interested in the solar system,
which they consder avery odd and amost inexcusable accident. During the daytime they may be found
deeping under large stones and in warm, dry places.

"Members of the second species work more norma hours and inhabit offices full of calculating
machines and lady computors. This hinders them alot; nevertheless they manage to produce reams of
mathematics about the— probably non-existent— objects photographed by their colleagues, with whom
they communicate through little notes | eft with the night-watchman.

"Both species have one thing in common. They are never known, except in moments of extreme
menta aberration, actually to look through their telescopes. Still, they do get some very pretty
photographs.”

" think," laughed Professor Maxton, "that the nocturna species should be emerging any moment now.
Let'sgo.”

The"Observatory” at Luna City had been erected largely for the amusement of the technical taff,
which included far more amateur astronomers than professonds. It conssted of agroup of wooden huts
which had been dragtically modified to hold about adozen instruments of al sizesfrom threeto twelve

inches gperture. A twenty-inch reflector was now under construction, but would not be completed for
some weeks.

The visitors had, it seemed, dready discovered the Observatory and were making full use of it. Some
scores of people were lining up hopefully in front of the various buildings, while the thwarted owners of
the telescopes were giving them two-minute peeks accompanied by impromptu lectures. They had not
bargained for thiswhen they had gone out to have alook at the four-day-old Moon, and they had now
given up dl hope of having aview themsdlves.

"It'sapity they can't charge apound ahead,” said Collins thoughtfully as he looked at the queue.

"Perhapsthey are," answered Professor Maxton. "We might at least put up a collecting box for
impecunious atomic engineers.”

The dome of the twelve-inch reflector— the only instrument which was not privately owned and
which actually belonged to Interplanetary— was closed and the building was locked. Professor Maxton
drew out abunch of master keys and tried them one by one until the door opened. The nearest inline
immediately broke ranks and started to pour towards them.

"Sorry," shouted the Professor, as he dammed the door behind them, "it's out of order!”
"Youmeanit will be out of order,” said Collinsdarkly. "Do you know how to use one of these
"We should be ableto figureit out," answered Maxton, with just a shade of uncertainty in hisvoice.
Dirk'svery high opinion of the two scientists began to fall aoruptly.

"Do you meantotdl me" hesaid, "that you're going to risk using an instrument as complicated and



expensve asthis without knowing anything about it? Why, it would be like someone who didn't know
how to drive getting into an automobile and trying to Sart it!"

"Goodness gracious,” protested Collins, though with adight twinklein hiseye. "Y ou don't think this
thing is complicated, do you? Compareit with abicycle, if you like— but not acar!”

"Very wel," retorted Dirk, "just try and ride abicycle without any practice beforehand!™

Callinsmerdly laughed and continued his examination of the controls. For some time he and the
Professor exchanged technical conversation which no longer impressed Dirk, since he could see that they
knew very little more about the telescope than he did himself.

After some experimenting, the instrument was swung round to the Moon, now fairly low in the
southwest. For along time, it seemed to Dirk, he waited patiently in the background while the two
engineerslooked to their full. Finaly he got fed up.

"You did invite me, you know," he remongtrated. " Or have you forgotten?'

"Sorry," gpologized Callins, giving up his position with obvious reluctance. "Have alook now— focus
up with thisknob."

At firgt Dirk could see only ablinding whiteness with darker patches here and there. He dowly turned
the focusing knob, and suddenly the picture became clear and sharp, like some brilliant etching.

He could see agood hdf of the crescent, thetips of the horns being out of the field. The edge of the
Moon was a perfect arc of acircle, without any sign of unevenness. But the line dividing night and day
was ragged, and broken in many places by mountains and uplands which threw long shadows acrossthe
plains below. There were few of the greet craters he had expected to see, and he guessed that most of
them must liein the part of the disk that was till unlit.

Hefocused his attention upon agreat ova plain bordered with mountains, which reminded him
irresistibly of adried-up ocean bed. It was, he supposed, one of the Moon's so-called seas, but it was
easy to tel that there was no water anywherein that calm, still landscape spread out benesth him. Every
detail was sharp and brilliant, save when aripple like a heat-haze made the whole picture tremble for a
moment. The Moon was sinking into the horizon mists, and the image was being disturbed by itsdanting,
thousand-mile passage through the Earth's atmosphere.

At one point just insde the darkened area of the disk agroup of brilliant lights shone like beacon fires
blazing in thelunar night. They puzzled Dirk for amoment, until he redlized that he was|ooking upon
great mountain peaks which had caught the sun hours before the dawning light had struck into the
lowlands around their bases.

He understood now why men had spent their lives watching the shadows come and go acrossthe
face of that strange world which seemed so near yet which, until his generation, had been the symbol of
al that could never be atained. He redlized that in alifetime one could not exhaust its wonders, aways
there would be something fresh to see as the eye grew more skilled in tracing out that wedlth of amost
infinite detall.

Something was blocking his view and he looked up in annoyance. The M oon was descending below
thelevel of the dome; he could lower the telescope no farther. Someone switched on the lights again and
he saw that Collins and Maxton were grinning a him.

"l hope you've seen dl you want to," said the Professor. "We had ten minutes apiece— you have
been there for twenty-five and I'm darned glad the Moon set when it did!”
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"Tomorrow we launch the 'Prometheus.’ | say ‘we,' because | find it no longer possible to stand aside
and play the part of adisinterested spectator. No one on Earth can do that; the events of the next few
hourswill shapethelives of al menwho will ever be born, down to the end of time.

" Someone once pictured humanity as arace of idanderswho have not yet learned the art of making
ships. Out across the ocean we can see other idands about which we have wondered and specul ated
sncethe beginning of history. Now, after amillion years, we have made our firgt primitive canoe;
tomorrow we will wetch it sail through the coral reef and vanish over the horizon.

"Thisevening | saw, for thefirgt timein my life, the Moon's glittering mountains and great dusky
plains. The country over which Leduc and his companionswill bewalking in lessthan aweek was il
invisble, waiting for the sunrise which will not come for another three of our days. Y et its night must be
brilliant beyond imagination, for the Earth will be more than hdf-full initssky.

"l wonder how Leduc, Richards and Taine are spending their last night on Earth? They will, of course,
have put dl their affairsin order, and therell be nothing I eft for them to do. Arethey relaxing, listening to
music, reading — or just degping?’

James Richards was doing none of these things. He was seated in the lounge with hisfriends, drinking
very dowly and carefully, while he regaled them with entertaining stories of the tests he had been given by
crazy psychologiststrying to decideif hewas norma, and if so, what could be done about it. The
psychologists hewas libeling formed the largest— and most appreciative— part of hisaudience. They let
him talk until midnight; then they put him to bed. It took six of themto doit.

Pierre Leduc had spent the evening out at the ship, watching some fudl evaporation tests that were
being carried out on "Alpha." Therewas very little point in hisbeing present, but athough gentle hints had
been dropped from time to time, no one could get rid of him. Just before midnight the Director-Generd
arrived, exploded good-naturedly and sent him back in his own car with strict ordersto get some deep.
Whereupon Leduc spent the next two hoursin bed reading La Comedie Humaine.

Only Lewis Taine— the precise, unemotiona Taine— had used hislast night on Earth in ways that
might have been expected. He had sat for hours at his desk preparing drafts and destroying them one by
one. Latein the evening he had finished; in careful long-hand he transcribed the letter which had cost him
S0 much thought. Then he sealed it and attached aformal little note:

Dear Professor Maxton,
If 1 do not return, | should be obliged if you would arrange for this|etter to be delivered.
Sincerdy, L. Taine.

L etter and note he placed in alarge envelope which he addressed to Maxton. Then he picked up the
bulky file of dternative flight orbits and began to make pencil notesin the margins.

Hewashimsdf again.

13

The message which Sir Robert had been expecting arrived soon after dawn by one of the high-speed
malil-planeswhich, later in the day, would be carrying the films of the launching back to Europe. It wasa
brief officia minute, Sgned only with apair of initids which the whole world would have recognized even
without the help of the words: 10, Downing Street” which ran dong the head of the paper. Yet it was
not entirely aformal document, for beneeth the initia's the same hand had written: " Good luck!™

When Professor Maxton arrived afew minutes later, Sir Robert handed him the paper without a
word. The American read it dowly and gave asigh of relief.



"Wdl, Baob," he said, "weve done our share. It's up to the politicians now— but well keep pushing
them from behind."

"It's not been as difficult as | feared; the statesmen have learned to pay attention to us since
Hiroshima."
"And when will the plan come up before the Generd Assembly?”

"In about a month, when the British and American governmentswill formaly proposethat 'dl planets
or celegtial bodies unoccupied or unclaimed by non-human forms of life, etc. etc., be deemed
international areasfregy bleto al peoples, and that no sovereign sate be permitted to claim any
such astronomical bodiesfor its exclusive occupation or development..." and so on.”

"And what about the proposed Interplanetary Commisson?”

"That will haveto be discussed later. At the moment the important thing isto get agreement on the
first stages. Now that our governments have formaly adopted the plan— it will be on theradio by this
afternoon— we can start lobbying like hell. Y ou're best at this sort of thing— can you write alittle
gpeech on the lines of our first Manifesto— one that Leduc can broadcast from the Moon? Emphasize
the astronomical viewpoint, and the stupidity of even attempting to carry nationdism into space. Think
you can do it before take-off? Not that it mattersif you can't, except that it may leak out too soon if we
have to radio the script.”

"O.K.— I'll get the rough draft checked over by the palitical experts, and then leave you to put in the
adjectivesasusua. But | don't think it will need any purple passagesthistime. Asthe first messageto
comefrom the Moon, it will have quite enough psychologica punch by itsalf!”

Never before had any part of the Australian desert known such a population density. Specid trains
from Adelaide and Perth had been arriving throughout the night, and thousands of cars and private
arcraft were parked on either side of the launching track. Jeeps were continualy patrolling up and down
the kilometer-wide safety zones, shooing away too inquisitive visitors. No one at al was alowed past the
five-kilometer mark, and at this point the canopy of circling aircraft aso came to an abrupt end.

The"Prometheus’ lay glittering in the low sunlight, throwing afantastic shadow far acrossthe desert.
Until now she had seemed only athing of metd, but at last she was dive and waiting to fulfill the dreams
of her creators. The crew was aready aboard when Dirk and his companions arrived. There had been a
little ceremony for the benefit of the newsreds and television cameras, but no forma speeches. These
could come, if they were needed, in three weeks time.

In quiet, conversational tones the loud-speakers dong the track were saying: "Instrument check
completed: launching generators running at haf speed: one hour to go.

The words came rolling back across the desert, muffled by distance, from the further spegkers: "One
hour to go— hour to go— go— go— go..." until they had died away into the northwest.

"l think we'd better get into position,” said Professor Maxton. "It's going to take us sometimeto drive
through this crowd. Take agood look at 'Alpha— it'sthe last opportunity you'll have.”

The announcer was speaking again, but thistime hiswords were not intended for them. Dirk redlized
that he was overhearing part of aworld-wide sequence of ingtructions.

"All sounding stations should be reaedy to fire. Sumatra, India, Iran— let us have your readings within
the next fifteen minutes.”

Many miles away in the desert, something went screaming up into the sky, leaving behind it apure
white vapor trail that might have been drawn with aruler. While Dirk watched, the long milky column
began to writhe and twist as the winds of the stratosphere dispersed it.

"Met rocket," said Collins, answering his unspoken question. "Weve got a chain of them along the



flight path, so well know pressures and temperatures all the way up to the top of the atmosphere. Just
before the take-off, the pilot of '‘Beta will bewarned if there's anything unusua ahead of him. That's one
worry that Leduc won't have. There's no weather out in space!”

Across Asa, the dim rockets with thelr fifty kilograms of instruments were climbing through the
stratogphere on their way to space. Their fuel had been exhausted in thefirst few seconds of flight, but
their speed was great enough to carry them ahundred kilometers from the Earth. Asthey rose— somein
sunlight, others il in darkness— they sent back to the ground a continua stream of radio impulses,
which would be caught and trand ated and passed on to Audtraia. Presently they would fal back to
Earth, their parachutes would blossom, and most of them would be found and used again. Others, not so
fortunate, would fall into the sea.or, perhaps, end their days astribal godsin the jungles of Borneo.

The three-mile drive dong the crowded and very primitive road took them nearly twenty minutes, and
more than once Professor Maxton had to make a detour into the no-man's-land which he himsalf had put
out of bounds. The concentration of cars and spectators was greatest when they cameto thefive
kilometer mark-— and ended abruptly at abarrier of red-painted poles.

A smadll platform had been erected here from old packing cases, and thisimprovised stand was
aready occupied by Sir Robert Derwent and severa of his staff. Also present, Dirk noticed with interest,
were Hassdll and Clinton. He wondered what thoughts were passing through their minds.

From time to time the Director-General made comments into a microphone, and there were one or
two portable trangmitters around. Dirk, who had vaguely expected to see batteries of instruments, wasa
little disappointed. He redlized that al the technical operations were being carried out elsewhere, and this
was merely an observation post.

"Twenty-five minutesto go," said the loud-speskers. "'Launching generators will now run up to full
operating speed. All radar-tracking stations and observatories in the main network should be standing

by:

From the low platform, almost the whole of the launching track could be seen. To the right werethe
massed crowds and beyond them the low buildings of the airport. The "Prometheus’ was clearly visible
on the horizon, and from time to time the sunlight caught her sides so that they glittered like mirrors.

"Ffteen minutesto go."

Leduc and his companionswould be lying in those curious seets, waiting for them to tilt under thefirst
surge of acceleration. Y et it was strange to think that they would have nothing to do for dmost an hour,
when the separation of the shipswould take place high above the Earth. All theinitia respongbility lay
upon the pilot of "Beta," who would get very little credit for his share in the proceedings— though in any
case hewas merely repeating what he had done a dozen times before.

"Ten minutesto go. All aircraft are reminded of their safety ingtructions.”.

The minutes were ticking past: an age was dying and anew one was being born. And suddenly the
impersonal voice from the loud-speakers recalled to Dirk that morning, thirty-three years ago, when
another group of scientists had stood waiting in another desert, preparing to unleash the energies that
power the suns.

"Five minutesto go. All heavy éectrica loads must be shed. Domestic circuitswill be cut
immediady."

A great slence had come over the crowd; al eyeswere fixed upon those shining wings adong the
skyline. Somewhere close a hand achild, frightened by the stillness, began to cry.

"One minute to go. Warning rockets away."

Therewasagreat "Swoosh!" from the empty desert over on the left, and aragged line of crimson



flares began to drift dowly down the sky. Some helicopters which had been edging forward minute by
minute went hadtily into reverse.

"Automatic take-off controller now in operation. Synchronized timing signa— Now!"

Therewasa"click" asthe circuit was changed, and the faint rushing of long-distant static came from
the speakers. Then there boomed over the desert asound which, through its very familiarity, could not
have been more unexpected.

In Westmingter, half way round the world, Big Ben was preparing to strike the hour.

Dirk glanced at Professor Maxton, and saw that he too was completely taken aback. But there was a
faint smile on the Director-Genera's lips, and Dirk remembered that for ahalf acentury Englishmen dl
over theworld had waited beside their radios for that sound from the land which they might never see
again. He had asudden vision of other exiles, in the near or far future, listening upon strange planetsto
those same bells ringing out across the deeps of space.

A booming silence seemed to fill the desert as the chimes of the last quarter died away, echoing in the
distance from one loud-speaker to the next. Then thefirst stroke of the hour thundered over the desert,
and over the waiting world. The speaker circuit was suddenly cut.

Y et nothing had changed: the "Prometheus’ till lay brooding on the horizon like agreat meta moth.
Then Dirk saw that the space between her wings and the skylinewas alittle lessthan it had been, and a
moment later he could tell quite clearly that the ship was expanding asit moved towards him. Faster and
faster, in an absolute and uncanny silence, the "Prometheus’ came racing down the track. It seemed only
amoment before it was abreast of him, and for the very last time he could see " Alpha," smooth and
pointed and glittering upon its back. Asthe ship rushed past to the left out into the empty desert, he could
just hear the"swish!" of theair split by its passage. Even that was very faint, and the el ectric catapult
made no sound &t al. Then the "Prometheus’ was shrinking slently into the distance.

Seconds later, that silence was shattered by aroar as of athousand waterfalls plunging down the face
of mile-high dliffs. The sky seemed to shake and tremble around them; the "Prometheus’ itself had
vanished from sight behind acloud of whirling dust. In the heart of that cloud something was burning with
an intolerable brilliance that the eye could not have borne for amoment without the intervening haze.

The dust cloud thinned, and the thunder of the jets was softened by distance. Then Dirk could see
that the fragment of sun he had been watching through half-shut eyes no longer followed the surface of
the Earth, but wasllifting, steadily and strongly, up from the horizon. The"Prometheus’ was free from her
launching cradle, was climbing on the world-wide circuit that would lead her into space.

The fierce white flare dwindled and shrank to nothingness againgt the empty sky. For awhilethe
mutter of the departing jets rumbled around the heavens until it too waslogt, drowned by the noise of
arding arcraft.

Dirk scarcely noticed the shouting of the crowds as life returned to the desert behind him. Once again
there had comeinto his mind the picture he was never wholly to forget— that image of the lonely idand
lost in aboundless and untraveled sea.

Boundlessit was, infiniteit might be— but it was untraveled no longer. Beyond the lagoon, past the
friendly shelter of the cord redf, thefirst frail ship was sailing into the unknown perils and wonders of the
open sea.

EPILOGUE

Dirk aexson, sometime Professor of Socia History at the University of Chicago, opened the bulky
package on his desk with fingersthat trembled dightly. For some minutes he struggled with the elaborate



wrappings, then the book lay before him, clean and bright asit had left the printers three days ago.

Helooked at it silently for afew moments, running hisfingers over the binding. His eyes strayed to the
shelf whereits five companions rested. They had waited years, most of them, to bejoined by thislast
volume,

Professor Alexson roseto hisfeet and walked over to the bookshef, carrying the new arrival with
him. A careful observer might have noticed something very odd about hiswalk: it had acurious
gpringiness that one would not have expected from aman who was nearing sixty. He placed the book
besdeits five companions, and stood for along time, completely motionless, saring at the little row of
volumes.

The binding and |ettering were well matched— he had been very particular about that— and the set
was pleasing to the eye. Into those books had gone the greater part of hisworking life, and now that the
task was ended he was well content. Y et it brought agrest emptiness of spirit to redlize that hiswork
was done.

He took down the sixth volume again and waked back to his desk. He had not the heart to begin at
once the search for the misprints, the infelicitieswhich he knew must exist. In any case, they would be
brought to his notice soon enough.

The binding protested stiffly as he opened the volume and glanced down the chapter headings,
wincing dightly ashe cameto "Errata— Vals. I-V." Y &t he had made few avoidable mistakes— and
above dl, he had made no enemies. At timesin the last decade that had been none too easy. Some of the
hundreds of men whose nameswere in the fina index had not been flattered by hiswords, but no one
had ever accused him of undue partidity. He did not believe that anyone could have guessed which of the
men in the long and intricate story had been his persond friends.

He turned to the frontispiece— and his mind went back through more than twenty years. There lay
the "Prometheus,”" waiting for the moment of her destiny. Somewhere in that crowd away to theleft he
himsalf was standing, ayoung man with hislifeswork till before him. And ayoung man, though he did
not know it then, under sentence of desth.

Professor Alexson walked over to the window of his study and stared out into the night. The view, as
yet, waslittle obstructed by buildings, and he hoped it would remain that way, so that he could aways
watch the dow sunrise on the mountains fifteen miles beyond the city.

It was midnight, but the steady white radiance spilling down those tremendous dopes made the scene
amog as bright as day. Above the mountains, the stars were shining with that unwavering light thet till
seemed gtrangeto him. And higher ill...

Professor Alexson threw back his head and stared through half-closed eyelids at the blinding white
world on which he could never walk again. It was very brilliant tonight, for dmost dl the northern
hemi sphere was wreathed in dazzling clouds. Only Africaand the Mediterranean regions were
unobscured. He remembered that it was winter beneath those clouds; though they looked so beautiful
and so brilliant across aquarter of amillion miles of space, they would seem adull and somber gray to
the sunlesslandsthey covered.

Winter, summer, autumn, spring— they meant nothing here. He had taken leave of them dl when he
made hisbargain. It was ahard bargain, but afair one. He had parted from waves and clouds, from
winds and rainbows, from blue skies and the long twilight of summer evenings. In exchange, he had
received an indefinite stay of execution.

He remembered, across the years, those endless arguments with Maxton, Collins and the rest about
the value of space flight to the human race. Some of their predictions had come true, others had not—
but asfar as he was concerned, they had proved their case up to the hilt. Matthews had been speaking
the truth when he said, long ago, that the greatest benefits which the crossing of space would bring were



those which could never have been guessed beforehand.

More than a decade ago the heart specidists had given him three yearsto live, but the great medica
discoveries made at the lunar base had come just in time to save him. Under asixth of agravity, wherea
man weighed less than thirty pounds, a heart which would have failed on Earth could still beat strongly for
years. There was even a possibility— amost terrifying in its socid implications— that the span of human
life might be greater on the Moon than upon the Earth.

Far sooner than anyone had dared to hope, astronautics had paid its greastest and most unexpecteo.
dividend. Here within the curve of the Apennines, in thefirgt of dl cities ever to be built outside the Earth,
five thousand exileswere living useful and happy lives, safe from the deadly gravity of their ownworld. In
time they would rebuild dl that they had |eft behind them; even now the avenue of cedarsalong Main
Street was a brave symbol of the beauty that would be born in the yearsto come. Professor Alexson
hoped he would live to see the building of the Park when the second and much larger Dome was
constructed three miles away to the north.

All over the Moon, lifewas stirring again. It had flickered once, and died, athousand million years
ago; thistimeit would not fail, for it was part of arisng flood that in afew centuries would have surged to
the outermogt planets.

Professor Alexson ran hisfingers, as he had so often done before, over the piece of Martian
sandstone that Victor Hassdll had given, him years ago. One day, if he wished, he might go to that
strange little world; there would soon be ships that could make the crossing in three weeks when the
planet was at its nearest. He had changed worlds once; he might do so asecond timeif he ever became
obsessed by the Sght of the unattainable Earth.

Beneath itsturban of cloud, Earth wastaking leave of the twentieth century. In the shining cities, as
midnight moved around the world, the crowds would be waiting for thefirst stroke of the hour which
would sunder them forever from the old year and the old century.

Such ahundred years had never been before, and could scarcely come again. One by one the dams
had burgt, the last frontiers of the mind had been swept away. When the century dawned, Man had been
preparing for the conquest of the air; when it died, h'e was gathering his strength upon Marsfor the legp
to the outer planets. Only Venus gtill held him at bay, for no ship had yet been built which could descend
through the convection gales raging perpetualy between the sunlit hemisphere and the darkness of the
Night Side. From only five hundred miles away, the radar screens had shown the pattern of continents
and seas benegth those racing clouds— and Venus, not Mars, had become the great enigma of the solar
sysem.

As he saluted the dying century, Professor Alexson felt no regrets: the future wastoo full of wonder
and promise. Once more the proud ships were sailing for unknown lands, bearing the seeds of new
civilizationswhich in the agesto come would surpass the old. The rush to the new worlds would destroy
the suffocating restraints which had poisoned dmost half the century. The barriers had been broken, and
men could turn their energies outwards to the starsinstead of striving among themselves.

Out of the fears and miseries of the Second Dark Age, drawing free— oh, might it be forever!—
from the shadows of Belsen and Hiroshima, the world was moving towards its most splendid sunrise.
After five hundred years, the Renai ssance had come again. The dawn that would burst above the
Apennines at the end of the long lunar night would be no more brilliant than the age that had now been
born.

About Arthur C. Clarke

In arecent issue, Holiday magazine acclaimed Arthur G. Clarke as "the colossus of sciencefiction"—
and with good reason. Still in hisearly thirties, he has dready completed abody of works, both in fiction
and nonfiction, which has clearly established hisreputation as a careful scientist and asuperbly gifted



writer of imaginative literature. The Exploration of Space, his nonfiction book on the coming age of
interplanetary flight, was a Book-of-the-Month Club choice. The Atlantic Monthly praised it as"an
exceptiondly lucid job of scientific expodtion for thelayman." Hislatest nove is Childhood'sEnd, a
bresthtaking speculation on the future evolution of man, which The New York Times hascdled "afirst
rate tour de force that iswell worth the attention of every thoughtful citizen in this age of anxiety.” Most
recently he published Expedition to Earth, arepresentative collection of his short stories described by the
New York Herald Tribune as"easily the year's best book of sciencefiction short stories.”

A fdlow of the Royal Astronomica Society and Chairman of the British Interplanetary Society since
1949, Arthur C. Clarke brings the discipline and the intellectua horizons of scienceto the service of a
truly origina and powerful imagination. Theresult isfiction of the future with an unusua relevance for our
times. (His story "Superiority,” for example, isrequired reading a the Massachusetts Ingtitute of
Technology.)

Mr. Clarkesinterest in science began early. "When | waslessthan ten yearsold,” he writes"my
father gave me acigarette card (one of the pleasures the modern generation has never known!) from a
series depicting prehistoric animals. So for awhile| avidly collected fossils, and still have amammoth's
molar somewhere around the house. However, | soon switched from paeontology to astronomy, built a
smal| telescope from a cardboard tube and a couple of lenses, and spent many of my nights mapping the
moon, until | knew my way around it agood dedl better than around my native Somerset.

"Throughout my teens, while my widowed mother was struggling to make the farm pay, | spent my
time building scientific gadgets. The most ambitious was a photo-phone transmitter made from abicycle
lamp, which could send speech for several yards dong amodulated light-beam.

"The science-fiction virus atacked me when | was fourteen and saw my first copies of Amazing
Stories and Astounding. For years| collected every issuel could lay my hands upon; | can gtill recall the
thrill of receiving an entire crateful of Wonder Stories which 1'd purchased for five cents apiece.

"When | was around fifteen | started writing short piecesfor the school magazine and eventudly
became its assistant editor. On turning up these articles recently, | was depressed to see how little
improvement there had been in the interim.

"Moving to London after | passed acivil-service exam (there were 1500 candidates, and 25 had the
cheek to get better marksthan | did) | encountered the British science-fiction world, aswel asthe
embryo British Interplanetary Society. Wastreasurer of the B.1.S,, edited, wrote for, and duplicated
countless science-fiction ‘fan mags, and sold my first articles on space flight.

"The War and the R.A.F. jolted me out of the civil service and introduced meto radar. The
experience | gained running the first Ground-Control Approach equipment has been reflected ina
number of my stories and has given me an ingght into the scientific mind.

"With the help of afriendly Member of Parliament | obtained our equivalent of aG.1. scholarship to
Kings College, London, and passed out two years later with aFirst Class Honors B.S. in physicsand
pure and applied math.

"Meanwhile | had sarted sdlling storiesto the science-fiction magazinesin the United States (my first
check arrived while | was stationed at Stratford-on-Avon, from which something may possibly be
deducted). | continued writing fiction and nonfiction after I'd left college and became Assistant Editor of
Physics Abgtracts— avery interesting job that kept me in touch with scientific progress. Threw thisup
after two years when my space-time income began to exceed my sdary.

"In 1950 my first book was published— atechnica work caled Interplanetary Flight, which was
30 successful despite its specidized nature that | was asked to do a second book for the generd public.
Thiswas The Exploration of Space.

"Lately agreat ded of my time has been taken up by the chairmanship of the British Interplanetary



Society, and I've not been able to do as much writing as| would like. TV hasaso reared its ugly head,
but | don't intend to be seduced from the printed page. Still, | must confess| rather enjoy being in front of
the TV cameras, for no future program can possibly be astough as my first BBC assgnment— a straight
twenty-minute talk on the fourth dimension, without the cameraleaving mefor asecond.”

For aman who expends enormous energy barnstorming Americaand the Continent in pursuit of his
scientific interests, Mr. Clarkesliterary output is phenomend, both asto quality and quantity. At present
he livesin London, where heis completing a series of inter-related short stories and preparing anew
nove.



