
DEST INAT ION MOON

Today , w i th s pac e ful l  of s hips , c olonies  on the inner planets , and Earth's  Moon s o c los e that pi lots  on the Luna run s leep home nights , i t is  hard to imagine w hen "fly ing to the Moon" w as  a figure of s peec h for the impos s ible, w hen men w ho thought i t c ould be done w ere v is ionaries , c rac k pots .

It is  hard to real iz e the oppos i tion they  fac ed, to unders tand w hy  they  pers is ted, w hat they  thought--

Farquhars on, His tory  of Trans portation, III: 414

I

T he Mojave Des ert was  gray wi th fi rs t morning l ight, but at the c ons truc tion s i te l ights  were s ti l l  burning in the offic e of the tec hnic al  di rec tor. T he offic e was  quiet, s ave for petulant burbl ing of a pot of c offee.

T hree men were pres ent--the direc tor hims el f, Doc tor Robert Corley, Linc oln-tal l  and lean, Rear Admiral  "Red" Bowles , regular navy reti red, and J im  Barnes , head of Barnes  A irc raft, Barnes  T ool  W orks , other enterpris es .

A l l  three needed s haves ; Barnes  badly needed a hairc ut as  wel l . Barnes  was  s eated at Corley's  des k; Bowles  s prawled on a c ouc h, apparently as leep and looking l ike a fat, redheaded baby; Doc tor Corley pac ed the room, fol lowing a wel l  worn pattern.

He s topped, and s tared out the window. A  thous and yards  away on the floor of the des ert a great s hip, pointed and s leek, thrus t up into the s ky, ready to punc h out through Earth's  thic k atmos phere.

W eari ly he turned away and pic ked up a letter from the des k; i t read:

Reac tion As s oc iates , Inc .

Mojav e, Cal i fornia.

Gentlemen:

Your reques t to tes t the engine of y our atomic -pow ered roc k et s hip at the s i te of i ts  c ons truc tion is  regretful ly  denied.

A l though i t is  c onc eded that no real  danger of atomic  ex plos ion ex is ts , a bel ief in s uc h danger does  ex is t in the publ ic  mind. It is  the pol ic y  of the Commis s ion--Corley s kipped down to the las t paragraph:--therefore, tes t is  authoriz ed at the Spec ial  W eapons  Tes ting Center, South Pac i fic . A rrangements  may  be--

He s topped and s hoved the letter at Barnes . "If we've got to tes t at Eniwetok, we've got to find the money to do i t."

Barnes ' voic e s howed exas peration. "Doc , I've told you the s yndic ate won't put up another dime; there is  no other money to be found."

"Confound i t--we s hould have government money! "

Barnes  grunted. "T el l  that to Congres s ."

W ithout opening his  eyes  Bowles  c ommented, "T he United S tates  is  going to s tal l  around and let Rus s ia get to the Moon fi rs t--wi th hydrogen bombs . T hat's  what you c al l  'pol ic y.'"

Corley c hewed his  l ip. "It's  got to be now ."

"I know i t." Barnes  got up and went to the window. T he ris ing s un c aught a highl ight on the pol is hed s kin of the great s hip. "It's  got to be now," he repeated s oftly.

He turned and s aid, "Doc , when is  the next favorable time to leave?"

"W hen we planned on i t--next month."

"No, I mean this  month."

Corley glanc ed at the wal l  c alendar, dug into a bookc as e for a wel l -thumbed volume, did a quic k es timate. "T omorrow morning--around four o'c loc k."

"T hat's  i t, then. W e blas t off tomorrow morning."

Admiral  Bowles  s at up with a jerk. "B las t off in an untes ted s hip? J im , you're c razy! "

"P robably. But now is  the time--now . If we wait even a month, we wi l l  be tangled in s ome new s nafu. T hat s hip is  ready, exc ept for tes ting the power plant. So we'l l  s kip the tes t! "

"But we haven't even s elec ted a c rew."

Barnes  grinned. "W e're the c rew ! "

Nei ther Corley nor Bowles  ans wered. Barnes  went on, "W hy not? T he takeoff is  automatic . Sure, we agreed that we s hould have young men, fas t reflexes , and al l  that malarkey--and every damned one of us  has  been trying to figure out a reas on why he s hould be inc luded. You, Red, you s neaked off to Moffeatt Field
and took a pi lot's  phys ic al . Flunked i t, too. Don't l ie to me; I k now . And you, Doc , you've been hinting that you ought to nurs e the power plant yours el f--you've been working on your wi fe, too."

"Eh?"

"She wanted me to s ay that the s yndic ate would objec t to your going. Don't worry; I didn't agree."

Corley looked at him  level ly. "I've always  intended to go. She knows  that."

"T hat's  my boy!  Red?"

Bowles  heaved hims el f to his  feet. "Shuc ks , J im , I didn't bus t that phys ic al  muc h--jus t overweight."

"You're in. I don't want an eager young beaver as  c o-pi lot anyhow."

"'Co--pi lot?'"

"W ant to ras s le me for s kipper? Red, I've meant to gun this  c rate mys el f ever s inc e the day--Lordy, four years  ago! --when you brought Doc  to s ee me with a s atc hel ful  of blueprints ." He drew a breath and looked around exul tantly.

Bowles  s aid, "Let's  s ee. You for pi lot; I'm  c o-; Doc  is  c hief. T hat leaves  nobody but the radarman. You c an't pos s ibly train a man in the elec tronic s  of that s hip by tomorrow morning."

Barnes  s hrugged. "Hobs on's  c hoic e--i t has  to be W ard." He named the c hief elec tronic s  engineer of the projec t.

Bowles  turned to Corley. "Does  W ard hanker to go?" Corley looked thoughtful . "I'm  s ure he does . W e haven't dis c us s ed i t." He reac hed for the phone. "I'l l  c al l  his  quarters ."

Barnes  s tuc k a hand in the way. "Not s o fas t. Onc e the word got out, the Commis s ion has  twenty-four hours  in whic h to s top us ."

Bowles  glanc ed at his  watc h. "T wenty-one hours ."

"Long enough, anyhow."

Corley frowned. "W e c an't keep i t s ec ret. W e've got to load that s hip. I've got to reac h Dr. Has tings  and get our bal l is tic  c alc ulated."

"One thing at a time." Barnes  paus ed, frowning.

"Here's  the plan: we'l l  tel l  everybody that this  is  jus t a. dres s  rehears al , but c omplete in al l  detai ls , road bloc ks , rations , reporters , c hec k-off l is ts , the works . Doc , you get the power plant ready. Red, you're in c harge of loading. Me, I'm  going into Mojave and phone Has tings . T hen I'l l  phone the Univers i ty and arrange
for the big c omputer."

"W hy drive twenty m i les ?" Corley protes ted. "Cal l  from here."

"Bec aus e thes e wires  are probably tapped--and I don't mean the F.B .I.!  As ide from us  three and W ard, Has tings  is  the one man who mus t know the truth-- when he figures  that bal l is tic , he's  got to know i t matters ."

Barnes  reac hed for his  hat. "Doc , you c an c al l  W ard now--here I go."

"W ait! " s aid Bowles . "J im , you're going off hal f c oc ked. You c an at leas t find out from here where Has tings  is . You may have to fly down to Palomar and get him ."

Barnes  s napped his  fingers . "I am hal f c oc ked, Red. I forgot the mos t important i tem--the reas on why I c an't us e my plane mys el f; I need i t for the Res ident Ins pec tor." He referred to the projec t repres entative of the A tom ic  Energy Commis s ion.

"Holmes ? W hy does  he  need your plane?"

"T o get los t in. I'm  going to pers uade Ned Holmes  to go to W as hington and make one las t plea for us  to be al lowed to tes t our engine here. He'l l  do i t; turning us  down was n't his  idea. Our boy Andy wi l l  fly him  in my plane--and Andy wi l l  be forc ed down in the des ert, forty m i les  from a phone. Very s ad."

Corley grudged a s m i le. "Sounds  l ike kidnapping."

Barnes  looked innoc ent.

"Of c ours e Holmes  wi l l  put the Commis s ion's  s eal  on the power pi le before he leaves ."

"And we'l l  break i t. Any more objec tions ? If not, let's  get Andy, Holmes , and W ard, in that order."

Admiral  Bowles  whis tled. "Doc ," he s aid, "that engine of yours  had better work, or we wi l l  s pend the res t of our l ives  in jai l . W el l , let's  get bus y."

II

T he morning was  wel l  worn by the time J im  Barnes  drove bac k to the c ons truc tion s i te. T he c ompany guard at the pas s  gate waved him  through; he s topped nevertheles s . "Howdy, J oe."

"Morning, Mr. Barnes ."

"I s ee the gate is  open. Any orders  from the front offic e?"

"About the gate? No. Somebody c al led and s aid today was  dres s  rehears al  for the B ig Boy." T he guard hooked a thumb toward the s hip, two m i les  away.

"T hat's  right. Now l is ten; this  dres s  rehears al  mus t be letter perfec t. Keep that gate loc ked. Clear wi th me, or Admiral  Bowles , or Doc tor Corley hims el f before unloc king i t."

"Gotc ha, Mr. Barnes ."

"J us t remember that there are people who would do anything to keep that s hip over there from leaving the ground--and they don't nec es s ari ly have foreign ac c ents ."

"Don't worry, Mr. Barnes ."

But he did worry; c orking up the gate s ti l l  left fourteen m i les  of unguarded fenc e.

Oh, wel l --i t was  a ris k that mus t be ac c epted. He drove on pas t the l iving quarters , through the c i rc le of s hops . T he area s warmed with people, on foot, in truc ks , in jeeps . T ruc ks  were l ined up at the entranc e to the bul l  pen s urrounding the s hip i ts el f. Barnes  pul led up at the adminis tration bui lding.

In Corley's  offic e he found Bowles , Corley hims el f-- and Corley's  wi fe. Corley looked haras s ed; Mrs . Corley was  qui te evidently angry. "Greetings , folks ," he s aid. "Am I butting in?"

Corley looked up. "Come in, J im ."

Barnes  bowed to Mrs . Corley. "How do you do, ma'am?"

She glared at him . "You!  You're res pons ible for this ! "

"Me, Mrs . Corley? For what?"

"You know very wel l  'what'!  Oh you . . . you . . ." She c aught her breath, then gave vent to one explos ive word: "Men! " She s lammed out of the room.

W hen the door had c los ed behind her, Barnes  let his  eyebrows  s eek their natural  level . "I s ee s he knows . You s houldn't have told her, not yet, Doc ."

"Confound i t, J im . I didn't expec t her to kic k up a fus s ."

Bowles  fac ed around in his  c hair. "Don't be a fool , J im . Doe's  wi fe had  to know--wives  aren't hi red hands ."

"Sorry. T he damage is  done. Doc , have you put any c hec k on phone c al ls ?"

"W hy, no."

"Do i t. W ait, I'l l  do i t." He s tepped to the door. "Countes s , c al l  our s witc h board. T el l  Gertie to s witc h al l  outgoing c al ls  to you. You tel l  'em fi rm ly that outs ide l ines  are al l  in us e, find out who i t is , why they want to c al l , and whom--then tel l  the Direc tor, Admiral  Bowles , or me. Same for inc oming c al ls ."

He c los ed the door and turned bac k to Bowles .

"Your wi fe knows ?"

"Of c ours e."



"T rouble?"

"No. Navy wives  get us ed to s uc h things , J im ."

"I s uppos e s o. W el l , I got Has tings  s quared away. He s ays  that he wi l l  be here wi th the tape not later than two in the morning. I've got a plane s tanding by for him ."

Corley frowned. "T hat's  c utting i t fine. W e ought to have more time to s et up the autopi lot."

"He s ays  he c an't prom is e i t s ooner. How about things  here?"

"Loading is  c oming al l  right," ans wered Bowles , "provided the truc ks  wi th the oxygen aren't late."

"You s hould have flown i t in."

"Quit uttering. T he truc ks  are probably in Cajon Pas s  this  m inute."

"Okay, okay. Power plant, Doc ?"

"I haven't broken Ned Holmes ' s eal  on the atom ic  pi le yet. T he water tanks  are fi l l ing, but they've jus t s tarted."

He was  interrupted by the telephone at his  elbow. "Yes ?"

His  s ec retary's  voic e s ounded in the room. "Your wi fe wants  to c al l  long dis tanc e, Doc tor. I'm  s tal l ing her. A re you in?"

"Put her on," he s aid weari ly. Mrs . Corley's  words  c ould not be heard, but her angry tones  c ame through. Corley ans wered, "No, dear. . . T hat's  right, dear. I'm  s orry but that's  how i t is . . . no, I don't know when the l ines  wi l l  be free; we're holding them for c al ls  plac ed to the eas t c oas t. . . no, you c an't have the c ar; I'm
us ing i t. I--" He looked s urpris ed and replac ed the ins trument. "She hung up on me."

"See what I mean?" s aid Barnes .

"J im , you're a fool ," Bowles  ans wered.

"No, I'm  a bac helor. W hy? Bec aus e I c an't s tand the favori te s port of al l  women."

"W hic h is ?"

"T rying to geld s tal l ions . Let's  get on with the job."

"Right," agreed Corley and fl ipped a key on his  T eletalk. "Helen, c al l  the elec tronic s  s hop and tel l  Mr. W ard that I want to s ee him ."

"Haven't you broken the news  to him?" demanded Barnes .

"W ard? Of c ours e."

"How did he take i t?"

"W el l  enough. W ard is  high s trung. A t fi rs t he ins is ted there was n't time to get al l  the elec tronic  gear ready."

"But he's  in?"

"He's  in." Corley s tood up. "I've got to get bac k into the s hip."

"Me, too," Bowles  agreed.

Barnes  fol lowed them out. As  they pas s ed the des k of Corley's  s ec retary s he was  s aying, "One moment, puh leas e--I'm  ringing him ." She looked up and pointed to Corley.

Corley hes i tated. "Uh, uh," s aid Barnes , "i f you let 'em tie you up on the phone, we'l l  never take off. I'm  elec ted. Go on, you two. Get the buggy ready to go."

"Okay." Corley added to his  s ec retary, "Got Mr. W ard yet?"

"Not in the elec tronic s  s hop. I'm  c has ing him ."

"I want him  right away."

Barnes  went bac k ins ide and s pent an hour handl ing a logjam on the telephone. Pers onal  c al ls  he s imply s tal led on the exc us e that the l ines  were needed for priori ty long dis tanc e c al ls . If a c al l  was  c onc erned with getting the s hip ready to go, he handled i t hims el f or monitored i t. As  bes t he c ould he kept the
c ons truc tion s i te an is land, c ut off from the world.

He s traightened out a matter wi th the c hief metal lurgis t, gave the ac c ounting offic e an okay on s ome overtime of the week before, as s ured As s oc iated P res s  that the "dres s  rehears al" was  worth ful l  c overage, and gleeful ly extended an invi tation to the Los  Angeles  As s oc iated Civic  Clubs  to go through the s hip--next
week.

T hat done, he took Corley's  dic taphone and began a memorandum to his  bus ines s  manager on how to c los e the projec t in c as e (a) the trip was  s uc c es s ful , (b) the s hip c ras hed. He planned to mark i t to be trans c ribed the fol lowing day.

A  c al l  from Dr. Corley interrupted him . "J im? I c an't find W ard."

"T ried the men's  was hrooms ?"

"No--but I wi l l ."

"He c an't be far away. Anything wrong in his  department?"

"No, but I need him ."

"W el l , maybe he's  finis hed his  tes ts  and gone to his  quarters  to c atc h s ome s leep."

"T here's  no ans wer from his  quarters ."

"Phone c ould be off the hook. I'l l  s end s omeone to dig him  out."

"Do that."

W hi le he was  arranging this , Herbert S tyles , publ ic  relations  c hief for the projec t, c ame in. T he pres s  agent s lumped down in a c hair and looked mournful .

"Howdy, Herb."

"Howdy. Say, Mr. Barnes , let's  you and me go bac k to Barnes  A irc raft and qui t this  c razy dump."

"W hat's  bi ting you, Herb?"

"W el l , maybe you c an make s ome s ens e out of what's  going on. T hey tel l  me to get everybody in here by three A .M.--A .P ., U.P ., INS , radio c hains , televis ion truc ks , and s tuff. T hen you loc k the joint up l ike a s c hoolhous e on Sunday. And al l  this  for a prac tic e dri l l , a dry run. W ho's  c razy? Me or you?"

Barnes  had known S tyles  a long time. "It's  not a dri l l , Herb."

"Of c ours e not." S tyles  ground out a c igarette. "Now how do we play i t?"

"Herb, I'm  in a s queeze. W e're going to take off--at three fi fty-three tomorrow morning. If word gets  out before then, they'l l  find s ome way to s top us ."

"W ho's  'they'? And why?"

"T he A tomic  Energy Commis s ion for one--for jumping off wi th an untes ted power-pi le s hip."

S tyles  whis tled. "Buc king the Commis s ion, eh? Oh, brother!  But why not tes t i t?"

Barnes  explained, c onc luding with, "--s o we c an't tes t i t. I'm  bus ted, Herb."

"Is n't everybody?"

"T hat is n't al l ... Cal l  i t a hunc h, or anything you l ike. If we don't take off now, we never wi l l --even i f I had the dinero to tes t in the South Pac i fic . W e've had more than our s hare of bad luc k on this  projec t--and I don't bel ieve in luc k."

"Meaning?"

"T here are people who want this  enterpris e to fai l . Some are c rac kpots ; s ome are jealous . Others --"

"Others ," S tyles  finis hed for him , "don't l ike the United S tates  getting s pac e travel  fi rs t any better than they l iked us  getting the atom bomb fi rs t."

"Chec k."

"So what do you want to guard agains t? A  time bomb in the s hip? Sabotage of the c ontrols ? Or the Federal  mars hal  wi th a s quad of s oldiers  to bac k him  up?"

"I don't know! " S tyles  s tared at nothing.

"Bos s --"

"Yeh?"

"Item: pretty s oon you've got to admit publ ic ly that i t's  a real  takeoff, for you've got to evac uate this  val ley. T he s heri ff and s tate pol ic e won't play games  jus t for a dri l l ."

"But--"

"Item: by now i t is  after offic e hours  on the eas t c oas t. You're fai rly s afe from the Commis s ion unti l  morning. Item: any s abotage wi l l  be done on the s pur of the moment, provided i t is n't al ready bui l t into the s hip."

"T oo late to worry about anything bui l t into the s hip."

"J us t the s ame, i f I were you, I would go over her wi th a toothpic k. Any las t m inute s tuff wi l l  be done with a wrenc h, behind a c ontrol  panel  or s uc h--what they us ed to c al l  'target of opportuni ty."

"Hard to s top."

"Not too hard. T here is n't anything that c an be done to that s hip down at i ts  bas e, right? W el l , i f my nec k depended on that heap, I wouldn't let anybody up ins ide i t from now on, exc ept thos e going along. Not any body , not even i f he c arried a c erti fic ate of S imon-pure one-hundred-perc entis m from the D.A .R. I'd watc h
what went in and I'd s tow things  with my own l i ttle pattypaws ."

Barnes  c hewed his  l ip. "You're right. Herb--you jus t bought yours el f a job."

"Suc h as ?"

"T ake over here." He explained what he bad been doing. "As  for the pres s , don't tip them off unti l  you have to make arrangements  for the road bloc ks  and evac uation--maybe you c an keep things  wrapped up unti l  around m idnight. I'm  going up into that s hip and--"

T he telephone jangled; he pic ked i t up. "Yes ?" It was  Bowles .

"J im--c ome to the elec tronic s  s hop."

"T rouble?"

"P lenty. W ard has  run out on us ."

"Oh, oh!  I'l l  be right over." He s lammed the phone and s aid, "T ake over, Herb! "

"W i lc o! "

Outs ide, he jumped in his  c ar and s wung around the c i rc le to the elec tronic s  s hops . He found Bowles  and Corley in W ard's  offic e. W ith them was  Emmanuel T raub, W ard's  fi rs t as s is tant. "W hat happened?"

Corley ans wered, "W ard is  in the hos pi tal --ac ute appendic i tis ."

Bowles  s norted. "Ac ute funk! "

"T hat's  not fai r!  W ard wouldn't run out on me."

Barnes  c ut in. "It does n't matter ei ther way. T he ques tion is : what do we do now?"



Corley looked s ic k. "W e c an't take off."

"S tow that! " Barnes  turned to Bowles . "Red, c an you handle the elec tronic s ?"

"Hardly!  I c an turn the knobs  on an ordinary two-way--but that s hip is  al l  elec tronic s ."

"I'm  in the s ame fix--Doc , you c ould. Or c ouldn't you?"

"Uh, maybe--but I c an't handle radar and power plant both."

"You c ould teac h me to handle power plant and Red c ould pi lot."

"Huh? I c an't make a nuc leonic s  tec hnic ian out of you in s omething l ike a matter of hours ."

Barnes  s eemed to feel  the world pres s ing in on him . He s hook off the feel ing and turned to T raub. "Mannie, you ins tal led a lot of the elec tronic  gear, didn't you?"

"Me? I ins tal led al l  of i t; Mr. W ard didn't l ike to go up the Gantry c rane. He is  a nervous  type guy."

Barnes  looked at Corley. "W el l?"

Corley fidgeted. "I don't know."

Bowles  s aid s uddenly, "T raub, where did you go to c ol lege?"

T raub looked hurt. "I got no fanc y degree but I c arry a c ivi l  s ervic e c las s i fic ation of s enior elec tronic s  engineer--a P -5. I did three years  in the Raytheon labs . I had my ham l ic ens e s inc e I was  fi fteen, and I was  a mas ter s ergeant in the S ignal  Corps . If i t makes  with elec trons , I s avvy i t."

Barnes  s aid m i ldly, "T he Admiral  didn't mean any harm, Mannie. W hat do you weigh?"

T raub s hi fted his  eyes  from one to the other. "Mr. Barnes --this  is  no rehears al? T his  is  i t?"

"T his  is  i t, Mannie. W e take off--" He glanc ed at his  watc h. "--in thi rteen hours ."

T raub was  breathing hard. "You gentlemen are as king me to go to the Moon with you? T onight?"

Before Barnes  c ould ans wer, Bowles  put in:

"T hat's  i t, Mannie."

T raub s wal lowed hard. "Yes ," he s aid.

"Yes ?" Barnes  ec hoed.

"I'l l  go."

Corley s aid has ti ly, "T raub, we don't want to rus h you."

"Direc tor, take a look at my job appl ic ation. I put down 'W i l l ing to travel ."

III

T he great s hip was  ringed with floodl ights  s pac ed ins ide the bul l  pen. It was  s ti l l  framed by the s keleton arc h of the Gantry c rane, but the temporary anti -radiation s hield whic h had s urrounded i ts  lower part down to the jets  was  gone; ins tead there were pos ted the trefoi l  s igns  us ed to warn of radioac tivi ty--al though
the level  of radiation had not yet bec ome dangerous ly high.

But the power pi le was  uns ealed and the s hip was  ready to go. T hirteen-fi fteenths  of i ts  mas s  was  water, ready to be flas hed into inc andes c ent s team by the atom ic  pi le, to be thrown away at thi rty thous and feet per s ec ond.

High up in the s hip was  the c ontrol  room and adjac ent airloc k. Below the air loc k the permanent anti -radiation s hield ran ac ros s  the s hip, s eparating the pres s urized c rew s pac e from the tanks , the pumps , the pi le i ts el f, and auxi l iary mac hinery. Above the c ontrol  room, the nos e of the c raft was  unpres s urized c argo
s pac e.

A t i ts  bas e triangular airfoi ls  s pread out l ike overs ize fins --fins  they would be as  the s hip blas ted away; gl ider wings  they would bec ome when the s hip returned to Earth wi th her tanks  empty.

J im  Barnes  was  at the foot of the Gantry c rane, giving las t-m inute orders . A  telephone had been s trung out to the c rane; i t rang and he turned to ans wer i t.

"Mr. Barnes ?"

"Yes , Herb."

"Sheri ff's  offic e reports  road bloc ks  in plac e and everybody out of the val ley--i t c os t plenty c ums haw to c lear the Idle Hour Gues t Ranc ho, by the way."

"No matter."

"Everybody out, that is , but Pete the Herm it. He won't gi t."

"T he old boy with the whis kers  in that s hac k north of the gate?"

"T he s ame. W e final ly told him  the s c ore, but i t didn't faze him . He s ays  he ain't never s een no s hip take off for the Moon and he ain't planning to m is s  i t, not at his  age."

Barnes  c huc kled. "Can't blame him . W el l , let him  s ign the releas e our own people s ign. T el l  him  i f he won't s ign, the s how won't take plac e."

"And i f he does n't s ign?"

"Herb, I take off even i f s ome damn fool  is  s tanding under the jets . But don't tel l  him ."

"I got you. Now how about the pres s ?"

"T el l  them now--but keep them off my nec k. And even with releas es  they s tay in the bloc khous e."

"I'l l  have trouble wi th the news reel  and televis ion people."

"Remote c ontrol  or nothing. Herd 'em in, you go in las t and loc k the door behind you. T hey c an s tring al l  the wires  into the bloc khous e they need, but nobody s tays  ins ide the area uns hel tered."

"Mr. Barnes --do you real ly think the blas t wi l l  be that dangerous ?"

Barnes ' reply was  drowned out by the bul l  horn from the bloc khous e: "A ttention!  T he las t bus  is  now loading at the north entranc e to the s hop c irc le! "

P res ently S tyles  res umed:

"Another c al l --you better take i t, bos s . T rouble."

"W ho is  i t?"

"Commanding general  at Muroc ."

"Put him  on." In a moment he was  s aying, "J im  Barnes , General . How are you?"

"Oh--hel lo, Mr. Barnes . I hate to buc k you, but your man s eems  unreas onable. Is  i t nec es s ary to as k us  to keep radar c rews  up al l  night for your prac tic e dri l l?"

"Mmm . . . General , is n't your trac king radar always  manned anyhow? I thought this  c ountry had a 'radar umbrel la' over i t."

T he general  ans wered s ti ffly, "T hat's  not a proper ques tion, Mr. Barnes ."

"I s uppos e not. B ig di fferenc e between pas s ing a law and getting appropriations  to c arry i t out, is n't there?" He thought a m inute. "General , s uppos e I guarantee bl ips  on your trac king s c reens ?"

"W hat do you mean?"

Barnes  s aid, "General , I've known you s inc e open c oc kpi ts . You've us ed a lot of my planes ."

"You make good planes , Mr. Barnes ."

"T onight I want s ome c ooperation. T his  is  i t, W hitey."

"Huh?"

"W e blas t off tonight. As  long as  you know, you c an c al l  W hite Sands  and make s ure they trac k us , too. And W hitey--"

"Yes , J im?"

"W hat wi th getting your c rew organized and c al l ing W hite Sands  i t wi l l  be another hour before you c an c al l  W as hington, wouldn't you think?"

S i lenc e pers is ted s o long that Barnes  thought he had been c ut off, then the general  ans wered, "It m ight take that long. Anything more you had better tel l  me?"

"No. . . that's  enough. Exc ept one thing; I'm  going, W hitey. I'm  pi loting i t."

"Oh. Good luc k, J im ."

"T hanks , W hitey."

As  Barnes  turned away, he s aw a plane c irc l ing the area, i ts  l ights  bl inking. T he elevator c reaked behind him ; he looked up to s ee Corley, Bowles , and T raub des c ending. Corley s houted, "Is  that Dr. Has tings ?"

"I hope s o."

T he plane landed and a jeep drove up to i t. A  few m inutes  later the jeep s wung into the bul l  pen and up to the c rane; Doc tor Has tings  got out. Corley ran to meet him .

"Doc tor Has tings !  You have i t?"

"Greetings , gentlemen. Yes , indeed." Has tings  tapped a bulging poc ket.

"Give i t to me! "

"Suppos e we go into the s hip? I'd l ike to dis c us s  i t wi th you."

"J ump aboard." T he two s avants  mounted the elevator and s tarted up.

Admiral  Bowles  touc hed Barnes ' s leeve. "J im--a word with you."

"Shoot."

Bowles  indic ated T raub with his  eyes ; Barnes  c aught the meaning and they moved ins ide. "J im ," Bowles  as ked in a whis per, "what do you know about this  man T raub?"

"Nothing that you don't. W hy?"

"He's  foreign born, is n't he? Germany? Poland?"

"Rus s ia, for al l  I know. Does  i t matter?"

Bowles  frowned. "T here's  been s abotage, J im ."

"T he hel l  you s ay!  W hat s ort?"

"T he earth-departure radar wouldn't func tion. T raub opened up the front, then c al led me over."

"W hat was  i t?"

"A  penc i l  mark drawn between two leads . It--"

"I get you, a c arbon s hort. Sabotage, al l  right. W el l?"



"My point is , he found i t too eas i ly. How would he know right where to find i t i f he didn't do i t hims el f?"

Barnes  thought about i t. "If T raub is  trying to s top us , al l  he has  to do is  to refus e to go. W e c an't go wi thout him--and he knows  i t."

"Suppos e his  objec t was  not jus t to s top us , but to wrec k the s hip?"

"And ki l l  hims el f in the bargain? Be logic al , Red."

"Some of thos e people are fanatic s , J im . Beyond logic ."

Barnes  c ons idered i t. "Forget i t, Red."

"But--"

"I s aid, 'Forget i t! ' Get on bac k in that s hip and prowl around. Imagine that you are a s aboteur, try to think where you would hide a bomb--or what you would wrec k."

"Aye, aye, s i r! "

"Good. Mannie! "

"Yes , Mr. Barnes ." T raub trotted up; Barnes  told him  to go up and c ontinue c hec king. T he phone at the foot of the c rane rang; i t was  S tyles  again.

"Bos s ? J us t got a c al l  from the pas s  gate. T he deputy there is  hooked by c ar radio wi th the deputies  at the road bloc ks --"

"Good. Nic e organizing, Herb."

"Not good!  T he north road blac k reports  a c ar wi th a bai l i ff; he has  a federal  c ourt order to s top the takeoff. T hey let him  through."

Barnes  s wore s oftly. "Cal l , the pas s  gate. T el l  the deputy there to s top him ."

"I did. He won't. He s ays  he c an't interfere wi th federal  bus ines s ."

"T hat tears  i t! " Barnes  s topped to think. "Tel l  him  to make alm ighty s ure that the man is  what he s ays  he is . Tel l  him  that the c ourt order is  almos t c ertainly phony-whic h i t is . Tel l  him  to hold the man whi le he gets  in touc h with the s heri ff's  offic e and has  the s heri ff phone the judge who is  s uppos ed to have is s ued
the des c ribed order."

"I'l l  try," S tyles  ans wered, "but s uppos e the order is  kos her, bos s ? Hadn't I better jus t put the s lug on him  and dump him  in a c los et unti l  the fi reworks  are over?"

Barnes  weighed this . "No--you'd s pend your l i fe breaking roc ks . Gain me al l  the m inutes  you c an--then hightai l  i t for the bloc khous e. Is  everybody c lear?"

"Everybody but the c ar and driver for Mrs . Corley."

"How about Admiral  Bowles ' wi fe?"

"He s ent her off earl ier--the Admiral  does n't l ike s hips  watc hed out of s ight."

"B les s  his  s upers ti tious  heart!  Send Mrs . Corley's  c ar into the pen. I'm  going to button up around here."

"Roger! "

Barnes  turned around to find Corley and Has tings  des c ending. He waited, burs ting wi th impatienc e. Corley s poke as  they reac hed bottom. "Oh, J im , I--"

"Never m ind!  Is  everything okay up there?"

"Yes , but--"

"No time!  Say good-bye to your wi fe, Doc tor Has tings  --good-bye, and thanks !  Your plane's  wai ting."

"J im ," protes ted Corley, "what's  the rus h? It's --"

"No time! " A  c ar s wung in through the gate of the pen, c ame toward them. "T here's  your wi fe. Say good-bye

and get bac k here. Move! " Barnes  turned away and went to the c rane operator. "Barney! "

"Yeah?"

"W e're going up now--for the las t time . As  s oon as  we are off the c rane, bac k i t away. --T he s afety s tops  are off the trac ks ?"

"Sure."

"Off enti rely, or jus t moved bac k?"

"Off enti rely. Don't worry; I won't run her off the rai ls ."

"Yes , you wi l l . Run the c rane right off the end." "Huh? Mr. Barnes , i f I dropped the wheels  into the s and, i t would take a week to get her bac k on."

"Chec k. T hat's  exac tly what I want. A fter you do i t, don't s top to explain; jus t run for the bloc khous e."

T he operator looked baffled. "Okay--you s aid i t."

Barnes  c ame bac k to the elevator. Corley and his  wi fe were s tanding near her c ar. She was  c rying.

Barnes  s haded his  eyes  agains t the floodl ights  and tried to s ee the road to the pas s  gate. T he foundry c ut off his  view. Suddenly headl ights  gleamed around that bui lding, turned onto the s hop c irc le and c ame toward the bul l  pen entranc e. Barnes  s houted, "Doc !  Now!  Hurry! "

Corley looked up, then has ti ly embrac ed his  wi fe. Barnes  s houted, "Come on!  Come on! "

Corley wai ted to hand his  wi fe into the c ar. Barnes  c l imbed onto the elevator and, as  Corley reac hed i t, pul led him  aboard. "Barney!  UP ! "

Cables  c reaked and groaned; the platform c rawled upward. As  Mrs . Corley's  c ar approac hed the gate the other c ar s tarted in. Both c ars  s topped, then the s trange c ar bul led on through. It gunned in s ec ond toward the c rane and s lammed to a s top; a man s warmed out.

He ran to the elevator, the platform was  thirty feet above his  head. He waved and s houted. "Barnes !  Come down here! "

Barnes  s houted bac k, "Can't hear you!  T oo muc h rac ket! "

"S top the elevator!  I've got a c ourt order! "

T he driver of the c ar jumped out and ran toward the c rane c ontrol  s tation. Barnes  watc hed, unable to s top whatever was  to c ome.

Barney reac hed behind him  and grabbed a wrenc h; the driver s topped s hort. "Good boy! " Barnes  breathed.

T he elevator reac hed the airloc k door; Barnes  nudged Corley. "In you go! " He fol lowed Corley, turned and l i fted the gangway off the l ip of the door, s hoved i t c lear wi th his  foot. "Barney!  Get going! "'

T he c rane operator glanc ed up and s hi fted his  c ontrols . T he c rane quivered, then very s lowly c rawled bac k from the s hip, c leared i t, and c ontinued.

It bac ked s ti l l  farther, lurc hed out of plumb, and trembled. Its  drive motor s quealed and s topped. Barney s l id out of his  s addle and loped away toward the gate.

IV

T ime c hec ks  had been c ompleted with Muroc , wi th W hite Sands  and with their bloc khous e. T he c ontrol  room was  quiet s ave for the s ighing of ai r-replenis hing equipment, the low hum of radio c i rc ui ts , and s tray s ounds  of auxi l iary mac hinery. T he c loc ks  at eac h s tation read 3:29--twenty-four m inutes  to H-hour.

T he four were at their s tations ; two upper bunks  were oc c upied by pi lot and c o-pi lot; the lowers  by power engineer and elec tronic s  engineer. Ac ros s  the lap of eac h man arc hed a c ontrol  c ons ole; his  arms  were s upported s o that his  fingers  were free to handle his  s witc hes  without l i fting any part of his  body agains t
the terrible weight to c ome. His  head was  s upported s o that he m ight s ee his  ins truments .

T raub l i fted his  head and peered out one of the two large quartz ports . "It's  c louding up. I c an't s ee the Moon."

Barnes  ans wered, "Out where we're going there won't be any c louds ."

"No c louds ?"

"W hat do you expec t, out in s pac e?"

"Uh, I don't know. I gues s  I got mos t of my ideas  about s pac e travel  from -Buc k Rogers . E lec tronic s  is  my game." "T wenty-three m inutes ," announc ed Bowles . "Skipper, what's  the name of this  buc ket?"

"Huh?"

"W hen you launc h a s hip you have to name her."

"Eh, I s uppos e s o. Doc , what do you s ay? She's  your baby."

"Me? I've never thought about i t."

"How," Bowles  went on, "about c al l ing her the Luna?"

Corley c ons idered. "Sui ts  me, i f i t s ui ts  the res t of you."

"T he s pac e s hip Luna," agreed Barnes . "Sounds  good."

T raub c huc kled nervous ly. "T hat makes  us  'the Lunatic s .'"

"And why not?" agreed Barnes .

"T wenty m inutes ," announc ed Bowles .

"W arm her up, Doc . Chec k-off l is ts , everybody."

"She's  hot now," Corley ans wered. "If I inc reas e the fis s ion rate, I'l l  have to give her s omething to c hew. J im , I've been thinking. W e c ould s ti l l  tes t her."

"Huh?"

"Set her for a hal f-g l i ft, and c lear her throat onc e I've got her s et for that."

"W hat's  the point? She ei ther works , or s he blows  up."

"Okay," Corley ans wered.

T raub gulped. "Could s he blow up?"

"Don't worry," Cqrley reas s ured him . "T he s c ale model ran an hour and twenty-three m inutes  before i t blew up."

"Oh. Is  that good?"

"Mannie," Barnes  ordered. "Switc h on 'Ground P ic k-Up.' W e m ight as  wel l  watc h."

"Yes , s i r." Above them was  a large T V  s c reen. T raub c ould hook i t in to a s c anner in the tai l , another in the nos e, or--as  now--pic k up an ordinary video c hannel . T he s c reen l ighted up; they s aw their own s hip, lonely and tal l  in the floodl ights .

An announc er's  voic e c ame with the pic ture: "--this  s hip, the m ighties t ever bui l t, wi l l  s oon plunge into outer s pac e. Its  fl ight was  unannounc ed unti l  tonight, i ts  des tination has  not been revealed. Is  this --"

T he broadc as t was  interrupted by Herb S tyles . "Mr. Barnes !  Bos s ! "

Barnes  leaned out and looked at T raub in the c ouc h beneath. "A re you hooked in?"

"J us t a s ec --go ahead."

"W hat is  i t, Herb?"

"Somebody tearing down the road, heading this  way."



"W ho?"

"Don't know. W e c an't c ontac t the north road bloc k."

"Cal l  the pas s  gate. Head 'em off."

"It's  no longer manned. Hey--wai t. North road bloc k c oming in." A fter a paus e, S tyles  yel led, "T ruc k loaded with men--they c rus hed through and ran over a deputy! "

"Keep your s hirt on," c autioned Barnes . "T hey c an't reac h us . If they hang around down below, i t's  their m is fortune. I'm  blas ting on time."

Bowles  s at up. "Don't be too s ure, J im ."

"Eh? W hat c an they do to us  now?"

"W hat would s ix s tic ks  of dynamite agains t one of the tai l  jac ks  do to this  s hip? Let's  take off--now! "

"Before c alc ulated time? Red, don't be s i l ly."

"B las t off and c orrec t later! "

"Doc --c ould we do that?"

"Eh? No ! "

Barnes  s tared at the T V  pic ture. "Mannie--tel l  bloc khous e to s ound s irens ! "

"J im ," protes ted Corley, "you c an't take off now! "

"A re you s ti l l  s et up to tes t? Hal f g?"

"Yes , but--"

"S tand by! " His  eyes  were fixed on the pic tured s c ene outs ide; headl ights  c ame around the foundry, s ped toward the pen. T he moaning of s i rens  drowned out Corley's  ans wer.

T he truc k was  almos t at the gate. Barnes ' forefinger s tabbed the fi ring button.

A  whine of great pumps  was  blanked out by a roar they c ould feel  in their bones . T he Luna s hivered.

In the T V  s c reen a flower of whi te l ight burs t from the tai l  of the s hip, bi l lowed up, blanketing the headl ights , the bui ldings , the lower hal f of the s hip.

Barnes  jerked his  finger bac k. T he nois e died out; the c loud c hanged from inc andes c ent to opaque. In the s i lenc e S tyles ' voic e c ame over the s peaker. "Great-- Day --in the Morning ! "

"Herb--c an you hear me?"

"Yes . W hat happened?"

"Us e the bul l  horn to warn them off. T el l  'em to s c ram; i f they c ome c los er I'l l  fry them."

"I think you have."

"Get bus y." He watc hed the s c reen, his  finger rais ed. T he c loud l i fted; he made out the truc k.

"Nine m inutes ," Bowles  announc ed, c alm ly.

T hrough the s peaker Barnes  c ould hear a voic e on the bul l  horn, warning the attac king party bac k. A  man jumped down from the truc k, was  fol lowed by others .

Barnes ' finger trembled.

T hey turned and ran.

Barnes  s ighed. "Doc , did the tes t s ui t you?"

"A  mus hy c utoff," Corley c omplained. "It s hould have been s harp."

"Do we blas t, or don't we?"

Corley hes i tated. "W el l?" demanded Barnes .

"W e blas t."

T raub heaved a mournful  s igh. Barnes  s napped, "Power plant--s hi ft to automatic !  A l l  hands --prepare for ac c eleration. Mannie, tel l  bloc khous e, Muroc , and W hite Sands  to s tand by for c ount off at oh three five two."

"Oh three five two," T raub repeated, then went on, "Ship c al l ing bloc khous e, Muroc , W hite Sands ."

"Power plant, report."

"Automatic , al l  green."

"Co-pi lot?"

"T rac king on autopi lot." Bowles  added, "E ight m inutes ."

"Doc , is  s he hot as  s he'l l  take?"

"I'm  c arrying the fis s ion rate as  high as  I dare," Corley ans wered, s train in his  voic e. "She's  on the ragged edge."

"Keep her s o. A l l  hands , s trap down."

Corley reared up. "J im--I forgot to pas s  out the drop-s ic k pi l ls ."

"S tay where you are!  If we get s eas ic k, we get s eas ic k."

"One m inute, c oming up! " Bowles ' voic e was  hars h.

"T ake i t, 'Mannie! "

"B loc khous e--Muroc --W hite Sands . Ready for c ount off! " T raub paus ed; the room was  s ti l l .

"S ixty!  Fi fty-nine--fi fty-eight--fi fty-s even--"

Barnes  gripped his  arm res ts , tried to s low down his  heart. He watc hed the- s ec onds  c l ic k off as  T raub c ounted them. "T hirty-nine!  T hirty-eight!  T hirty-s even! " T raub's  voic e was  s hri l l . "T hirty-one!  Half! "

Barnes  c ould hear s i rens , ris ing and fal l ing, out on the field. Above him  in the T V  s c reen, the Luna  s tood s traight and proud, her head in darknes s .

"E leven"

"And ten"

"And nine! "

"And eight! "--Barnes  l ic ked his  l ips  and s wal lowed.

"Five--four--three--two--

"Fire! "

T he word was  los t in s ound, a roar that made the tes t blas t s eem as  nothing. T he Luna s hrugged--and c l imbed for the s ky.

V

If w e are to unders tand thos e men, w e mus t reorient. Cros s ing the A tlantic  w as  high adv enture--w hen Columbus  did i t. So w ith the early  s pac emen. The s hips  they  rode in w ere inc redibly  mak es hi ft.

They  did not k now  w hat they  w ere doing. Had they  k now n, they  w ould not hav e gone.

Farquhars on, Ibid., III: 415

Barnes  fel t hims el f s hoved bac k into the c us hions . He gagged and fought to keep from s wal lowing his  tongue. He fel t paralyzed by body weight of more than hal f a ton; he s trained to l i ft his  c hes t. W ors e than weight was  nois e, a m ind-ki l l ing "whi te" s ound from unbearable ul tras onic s  down to bas s  too low to be
heard.

T he s ound Dopplered down the s c ale, rumbled off and left them. A t five effec tive gravi ties  they outrac ed their own din in s ix s ec onds , leaving an ac hing quiet broken only by nois e of water c ours ing through pumps .

For a moment Barnes  s avored the s i lenc e. T hen his  eyes  c aught the T V  s c reen above him ; in i t was  a s hrinking dot of fi re. He real ized that he was  s eeing hims el f, dis appearing into the s ky, and regretted that he had not watc hed the blas t-away. "Mannie," he labored, to s ay, "s witc h on 'V iew A fter.'"

"I c an't," T raub groaned thic kly. "I c an't move a mus c le."

"Do i t! "

T raub managed i t; the s c reen blurred, then formed a pic ture. Bowies  grunted, "Great Caes ar's  ghos t! " Barnes  s tared. T hey were high above Los  Angeles ; the metropol i tan area was  map s harp, pic ked out in s treet l ights  and neon. It was  s hrinking vis ibly.

Ros y l ight flas hed through the eas tern port, fol lowed at onc e by dazzl ing s unl ight. T raub yelped, "W hat happened?"

Barnes  hims el f had been s tartled but he s trove to c ontrol  his  voic e and ans wered, "Sunris e. W e're up that high." He went on, "Doc --how's  the power plant?"

"Readings  normal," Corley repl ied in tongue-c logged tones . "How long to go?"

Barnes  looked at his  board. "More than three m inutes ."

Corley did not ans wer, three m inutes  s eemed too long to bear. P res ently T raub s aid, "Look at the s ky! " Corley forc ed his  head over and looked. Des pi te hars h s unl ight the s ky was  blac k and s pangled with s tars .

A t three m inutes  and fi fty s ec onds  the jets  c ut off. Like the fi rs t time, the c utoff was  mus hy, s low. T he terrible weight left them gradual ly. But i t left them c ompletely. Roc ket and c rew were al l  in a free orbi t "fal l ing" upward toward the Moon. Relative to eac h other and to s hip they had no weight.

Barnes  fel t that retc hing, frightening "fal l ing elevator" feel ing c harac teris tic  of no weight, but, expec ting i t, he s teeled hims el f. "Power, plant," he s napped, "report! "

"Power plant okay," Corley repl ied weakly. "Notic e the c utoff?"

"Later," dec ided Barnes . "Co-pi lot, my trac k s eems  high."

"My dis play trac ks  on," wheezed Bowles , "--or a hair high."

"Mannie! "

No ans wer. Barnes  repeated, "Mannie? Ans wer, man--are you al l  right?"

T raub's  voic e was  weak. "I think I'm  dying. T his  thing is  fal l ing--oh, God, mak e i t s top ! "

"Snap out of i t! "

"A re we going to c ras h?"

"No, no!  W e're al l  right."

"A l l  right,' the man s ays , T raub muttered, then added, "I don't c are i f we do."

Barnes  c al led out, "Doc , get thos e pi l ls . Mannie needs  one bad." He s topped to c ontrol  a retc h. "I c ould us e one mys el f."



"Me, too," agreed Bowles . "I haven't been this  s eas ic k s inc e I was --" He c aught hims el f, then went on. "--s inc e I was  a m ids hipman."

Corley loos ened his  s traps  and pul led hims el f out from his  c ouc h. W eightles s , he floated free and turned s lowly over, l ike a diver in s low motion. T raub turned his  fac e away and groaned.

"S top i t, Mannie," ordered Barnes . "T ry to rais e W hite Sands . I want a s eries  of time-al ti tude readings ."

"I c an't--I'm  s ic k."

"Do i t!"

Corley floated near a s tanc hion, grabbed i t, and pul led hims el f to a c upboard. He loc ated the pi l l  bottle and has ti ly gulped a pi l l . He then moved to T raub's  c ouc h, pul l ing hims el f along. "Here, T raub--take this . You'l l  feel  better."

"W hat is  i t?"

"Some s tuff c al led Dramamine. It's  for s eas ic knes s ."

T raub put a pi l l  in his  mouth. "I c an't s wal low."

"Better try." T raub got i t down, c lamped his  jaw to keep i t down. Corley pul led hims el f to Barnes . "Need one, J im?"

Barnes  s tarted to ans wer, turned his  head away, and threw up in his  handkerc hief. T ears  s treaming from his  eyes , he ac c epted the pi l l . Bowles  c al led out, "Doc -- hurry up! " His  voic e c ut off; pres ently he added, "T oo late."

"Sorry." Corley moved over to Bowles . "Crim iny, you're a mes s ! "

"Gimme that pi l l  and no c omments ."

T raub was  s aying in a s teadier voic e, "Spac es hip Luna , c al l ing W hite Sands . Come in W hite Sands ."

A t las t an ans wer c ame bac k, "W hite Sands  to Spac es hip--go ahead."

"Give us  a s eries  of radar c hec ks , time, dis tanc e, and bearing."

A  new voic e c ut in, "W hite Sands  to Spac es hip--we have been trac king you, but the figures  are not reas onable. W hat is  your des tination?"

T raub glanc ed at Barnes , then ans wered, "Luna, to W hite Sands --des tination: Moon."

"Repeat? Repeat?"

"Our des tination is  the Moon! "

T here was  a s i lenc e. T he s ame voic e repl ied, "Des tination: Moon-- Good luc k, Spac es hip Luna ! "

Bowles  s poke up s uddenly. "Hey!  Come look ! " He had uns trapped and was  floating by the s unward port.

"Later," Barnes  ans wered. "I need this  trac king report fi rs t."

"W el l , c ome look unti l  they c al l  bac k. T his  is  onc e in a l i fetime."

Corley joined Bowles . Barnes  hes i tated; he wanted very badly to s ee, but he was  as hamed to leave T raub working. "W ait," he c al led out. "I'l l  turn s hip and we c an al l  s ee."

Mounted at the c enterl ine of the s hip was  a flywheel. Barnes  s tudied his  orientation readings , then c lutc hed the s hip to the flywheel. S lowly the s hip turned, wi thout affec ting i ts  motion along i ts  c ours e. "How's  that?"

"W rong way! "

"Sorry." Barnes  tried again; the s tars  marc hed pas t in the oppos i te direc tion; Earth s wung into view. He c aught s ight of i t and almos t forgot to c hec k the s wing.

Power had c ut off a tri fle more than eight hundred m i les  up. T he Luna  had gone free at s even m i les  per s ec ond; in the las t few m inutes  they had been s teadi ly c oas ting upwards  and were now three thous and m i les  above Southern Cal i fornia. Below--oppos i te them, from their viewpoint--was  darknes s . T he s eaboard
c i ties  s tretc hed ac ros s  the port l ike Chris tmas  l ights . Eas t of them, s unris e c ut ac ros s  the Grand Canyon and s hone on Lake Mead. Further eas t the prairies  were in dayl ight, dun and green broken by bl inding c loud. T he plains  dropped away into c urved s kyl ine.

So fas t were they ris ing that the pic ture was  moving, s hrinking, and the globe drew into i ts el f as  a bal l . Barnes  watc hed from ac ros s  the c ompartment. "Can you s ee al l  right, Mannie?" he as ked.

"Yeah,", ans wered T raub. "Yeah," he repeated s oftly. "Say, that's  real , is n't i t?"

Barnes  s aid, "Hey, Red, Doc --heads  down. You're not trans parent."

T raub looked at Barnes . "Go ahead, s kipper."

"No, I'l l  s tic k wi th you."

"Don't be a c hump. I'l l  look later."

"W el l --" Barnes  grinned s uddenly. "T hanks , Mannie." He gave a s hove and moved ac ros s  to the port.

Mannie c ontinued to s tare. Later the radio c laimed his  attention. "W hite Sands , c al l ing Spac es hip--ready with radar report."

T he fi rs t reports , plus  a further s eries  c ontinued as  long as  W hite Sands  and Muroc  were able to trac k them, c onfi rmed Barnes ' s us pic ion. T hey were trac king "high," ahead of their predic ted pos i tions  and at s peeds  greater than thos e c al led for by Has tings ' finic ky c alc ulations . T he di fferenc e was  s mal l ; on the
autopi lot dis plays  i t was  hardly the thic knes s  of a l ine between the c alc ulated path and the true path.

But the di fferenc e would inc reas e.

"Es c ape s peeds " for roc kets  are very c ri tic al  Has tings  had c alc ulated the c las s ic al  hundred-hour orbi t and the Luna  had been aimed to reac h the plac e w here the Moon w ould be  four days  later. But ini tial  s peed is  c ri tic al . A  di fferenc e of les s  than one perc ent in s hip s peed at c utoff c an halve--or double--the trans i t
time from Earth to Moon. T he Luna  was  running very s l ightly ahead of s c hedule--but when i t reac hed the orbi t of the Moon, the Moon would not be there.

Doc tor Corley tugged at his  thinning hair. "Sure, the c utoff was  mus hy, but I was  expec ting i t and I noted the mas s  readings . It's  not enough to ac c ount for the boos t. Here--take a look."

Corley was  hunc hed at the log des k, a l i ttle s hel f bui l t into the s pac e between the ac c eleration bunks . He was  s trapped to a s tool  fixed to the dec k in front of i t. Barnes  floated at his  s houlder; he took the c alc ulation and s c anned i t. "I don't fol low you," Barnes  s aid pres ently; "your expended mas s  is  c ons iderably
higher than Has tings  c alc ulated."

"You're looking at the wrong figure," Corley pointed out. "You forgot the mas s  of water you us ed up in that tes t. Subtrac t that from the total  mas s  expended to get the effec tive figure for blas t off--this  figure here. T hen you apply that--" Corley hes i tated, his  expres s ion c hanged from annoyanc e to dis may. "Oh, my God! "

"Huh? W hat is  i t, Doc ? Found the m is take?"

"Oh, how c ould I be s o s tupid! " Corley s tarted frenzied figuring.

"W hat have you found?" Corley did not ans wer; Barnes  grabbed his  arm. "W hat's  up?"

"Huh? Don't bother me."

"I'l l  bother you with a bas ebal l  bat. W hat hav e y ou found?"

"Eh? Look, J im , what's  the final  s peed of a roc ket, ideal  c as e?"

"W hat is  this ? A  quiz s how? J et s peed times  the logari thm of the mas s  ratio. Pay me."

"And y ou  c hanged the mas s  ratio!  No wonder we're running 'high."

"Me?"

"W e both did--my faul t as  muc h as  yours . Lis ten; you s pi l led a mas s  of water in s c aring off that truc kload of thugs --but Has tings ' figures  were bas ed on us  l i fting that partic ular mas s  0 . T he s hip s hould have gros s ed almos t exac tly two hundred fi fty tons  at takeoff; s he was  s hy what you had us ed--s o we're going too
fas t."

"Huh? I was ted reac tion mas s , s o we're going too fas t? T hat does n't make s ens e." Barnes  hooked a foot into the legs  of the s tool  to anc hor hims el f, and did a rough run-through of the problem with s l ide rule and logari thm table. "W el l , boi l  me in a buc ket! " He added humbly, "Doc , I s houldn't have as ked to be
s kipper. I don't know enough."

Corley's  worried features  s oftened. "Don't feel  that way, J im . Nobody knows  enough--yet. God knows  I've put in enough time on theory, but I went ahead and urged you to make the blunder."

"Doe, how important is  this ? T he error is  les s  than one perc ent. I'd gues s  that we would reac h the Moon about an hour early."

"And roughly you'd be wrong. Ini tial  s peed is  c ri tic al , J im ; you know that! "

"How c ri tic al? W hen do we reac h the Moon?"

Corley looked glum ly at the pi ti ful  tools  he had with him--a twenty-inc h log-log s l ide rule, s even plac e tables , a Nautic al  A lmanac , and an offic e-type c alc ulator whic h bore the relation to a "giant brain" that a fi rec rac ker does  to an A -bomb. "I don't know. I'l l  have to put i t up to Has tings ." He threw his  penc i l  at the des k
top; i t bounc ed off and floated away. "T he ques tion is : do we get there at al l?"

"Oh, i t c an't be that bad! "

"It is  that bad."

From ac ros s  the c ompartment Bowles  c al led out, "Come and get i t--or I throw i t to the pigs ! "

But food had to wai t whi le Corley c ompos ed a mes s age to Has tings . It was  s tarkly s imple: OFF T RAJ ECT ORY. USE  DAT A W HIT E  SANDS MUROC AND COMPUT E CORRECT ION VECT OR. PLEASE USE UT MOST  HAST E--CORLEY.

A fter s ending i t T raub announc ed that he was n't hungry and didn't gues s  he would eat.

Bowles  left the "gal ley" (one lonely hot plate) and moved to T raub's  c ouc h. T raub had s trapped hims el f into i t to have s tabi l i ty whi le he handled his  radio c ontrols . "Snap out of i t, man," Bowles  advis ed. "Mus t eat, you know."

T raub looked gray. "T hanks , Admiral , but I c ouldn't."

"So you don't l ike my c ooking? By the way, my friends  c al l  me 'Red.'"

"T hanks , uh--Red. No, I'm  jus t not hungry."

Bowles  brought his  head c los er and s poke in low tones . "Don't let i t get you, Mannie. I've been in wors e jams  and c ome out al ive. Quit worrying."

"I'm  not worrying."

Bowles  c huc kled. "Don't be as hamed of i t, s on. W e al l  get ups et, fi rs t time under fi re. Come eat."

"I c an't eat. And I've been  under fi re."

"Real ly?"

"Yes , real ly!  I've got two Purple Hearts  to prove i t. Admiral , leave me alone, pleas e. My s tomac h is  awful  uneas y."

Bowles  s aid, "I beg your pardon, Mannie." He added, "Maybe you need another s eas ic k pi l l ."

"Could be."

"I'l l  fetc h one." Bowles  did s o, then returned again s hortly wi th a trans parent s ac k fi l led wi th m i lk--to be exac t, a flexible plas tic  nurs ing c el l , c omplete wi th nipple. "Sweet m i lk, Mannie. Maybe i t'l l  c omfort your s tomac h."

T raub looked at i t c urious ly. "W ith this  s hould go a diaper and a rattle," he announc ed. "T hanks , uh-- Red."

"Not at al l , Mannie. If that s tays  down, I'l l  fix you a s andwic h." He turned in the air and rejoined the others .

V I

T he Luna plunged on; Earth dropped away; radio s ignals  grew weaker--and s ti l l  no word from Has tings . Corley s pent the time trying endles s ly and tedious ly to antic ipate the ans wer he expec ted from Has tings , us ing the tools  be had. T raub s tood guard at the radio. Barnes  and Bowles  s pent a lengthy time s taring
out the ports --bac k at the s hrinking, c loud-s triped Earth, forward at the growing gibbous  Moon and bri l l iant s teady s tars --unti l  Bowles  fel l  as leep in m id-s entenc e, a s oftly s noring free bal loon.

Barnes  nudged him  gently toward his  c ouc h and there s trapped him  loos ely, to keep him  from c luttering up the c ramped c abin. He eyed his  own c ouc h longingly, then turned to T raub ins tead.

"Out of there, Mannie," he ordered. "I'l l  rel ieve you whi le you c atc h s ome s hut-eye."

"Me? Oh, that's  al l  right, Skipper. You get s ome s leep yours el f and I'l l  take a rain c hec k."



Barnes  hes i tated. "Sure you don't want to be rel ieved?"

"Not a bi t. I feel--" He broke off and added, "J us t a m inute," and turned to his  c ontrols . He was  on earphones  now, rather than s peaker. He s ettled them in plac e and s aid s harply, "Go ahead, Earth."

P res ently T raub turned to Barnes : "Chic ago T ribune-- they want an exc lus ive s tory from you."

"No, I'm  going to s leep."

T raub reported Barnes ' ans wer, then turned bac k. "How about the Admiral  or Doc tor Corley?"

"T he c o-pi lot is  as leep and Doc tor Corley is  not to be dis turbed."

"Mr. Barnes ?" T raub's  manner was  di ffident. "Do you m ind i f they get one from me?"

Barnes  c huc kled. "Not at al l . But s tic k them plenty." As  Barnes  c los ed his  eyes  he c ould hear T raub dic kering with s ome fac eles s  negotiator. He wondered i f T raub would ever get to s pend the fee? W hat was  a man l ike T raub doing up here anyhow, in a s hip headed nowhere in a hel l  of a hurry?

For that matter, why was  J im  Barnes  here?

A fter his  interview, T raub c ontinued guarding the radio. S ignals  grew fainter and pres ently reduc ed to garble. T he room was  quiet, s ave for the s oft murmur of the air replenis her.

A fter a long time the radio c ame s uddenly to l i fe--NAA , W as hington, T raub s oon learned, had rigged a reflec tor to beam direc tly at them. "Can you take c ode groups ?" he was  as ked.

He as s ured them that he c ould. "Des patc h for Rear Admiral  Bowles ," NAA  rapped bac k at him . "Zero zero zero one: c ode groups  fol low--love, unc le, king, eas y, roger--boy, able, dog, i tem, peter--" T he groups  c ontinued for a longtime.

"Doc tor Corley! "

Corley looked around vaguely, as  i f awakening in a s trange plac e. "Eh? Yes , Mannie? I'm  bus y."

"Doc tor Has tings  c al l ing."

"Oh, fine," Corley ac knowledged. "S l ide out of there and let me take i t."

T hey c hanged plac es  with effort, bothered by weightles s nes s . T raub fel t a touc h on his  arm. "W hat is  i t, Mannie?"

He turned; Barnes  and Bowles  had waked up and loos ed thems elves . "Howdy, Skipper. It's  Doc tor Has tings ."

"Good! "

"Uh, Admiral--got s omething for you." T raub hauled out the c ode dis patc h.

Bowles  s tared at i t. Barnes  remarked, "Rac e res ul ts ?"

Bowles  did not ans wer. He s hoved hims el f toward the forward bulkhead, as  far away as  pos s ible. He then took a thin book from an inner poc ket, and s tarted s tudying the mes s age with the aid of the book. Barnes  looked s urpris ed but s aid nothing.

Has tings ' report was  s hort but not s weet. T hey would reac h the Moon's  orbi t where planned, but more than fi fty hours  too s oon--and would m is s  the Moon by more than 90,000 m i les !

Barnes  whis tled. "Hot pi lot Barnes , they c al l  me."

Corley s aid, "It's  no joke."

"I was n't laughing, Doc ," Barnes  ans wered, "but there is  no us e c rying. It wi l l  be tragic  s oon enough."

T raub broke in. "Hey--what do you mean?"

"He means ," Bowles  s aid bluntly, "that we are headed out and aren't c om ing bac k."

"On out? And out--out into outer s pac e? W here the s tars  are?"

"T hat's  about i t."

"Not that," Corley interrupted, "I'd es timate that we would reac h our farthes t point s omewhere around the orbi t of Mars ."

T raub s ighed. "So i t's  Mars , now? T hat's  not s o bad, is  i t? I mean--they s ay people l ive on Mars , don't they? A l l  thos e c anals  and things ? W e c an get another load of water and c ome bac k."

"Don't kid yours el f, Mannie," Bowles  s aid. "J us t be glad you're a bac helor."

"A  bac helor? W ho s aid I was ?"

"A ren't you?"

"Me? I'm  a very domes tic  type guy. Four kids --and married--

fourteen years ."

Corley looked s tric ken. "Mannie, I didn't know."

"W hat's  that got to do with i t? Ins uranc e I've got, wi th a roc ket experimentation rider. I knew this  was  no pic nic ."

Barnes  s aid, "Mannie, i f I had known, I wouldn't have as ked you to go. I'm  s orry." He turned to Corley, "W hen do we run out of water--and air?"

Corley rais ed his  voic e. "P leas e!  Everybody!  I -didn't s ay we weren't going to get bac k. I s aid--"

"But you--"

"Shut up, Red!  I s aid this  orbi t is  no good. W e've got to vec tor wes t, toward the Moon. And we've got to do i t at--" He glanc ed at a c loc k. "Good grief!  Seven m inutes  from now."

Barnes  jerked his  head around. "Ac c eleration s tations , everybody!  S tand by to maneuver! "

V II

The mos t treac herous  maneuv er k now n to s pac e fl ight is  a jet landing on an airles s  planet. Ev en today , i t c ommands  the highes t pay , the mos t s k i l led pi lots --
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For forty hours  they fel l  toward the Moon. T he maneuver had worked; one c ould s ee, even with naked eye, that they were c los ing with the Moon. T he four took turns  at the radio, ate and s lept and talked and s tared out at the gl i ttering s ky. Bowles  and T raub dis c overed a c ommon pas s ion for c hes s  and played off the
"Firs t Annual  Interplanetary Champions hip"--s o dubbed by the Admiral

--us ing penc i l  marks  on paper. T raub won, four out of s even.

Some two hundred thous and m i les  out the Luna  s l id pas t the nul l  point between Earth and Moon, and began to s hape her final  orbi t. It bec ame evident that the c orrec tion vec tor had s omewhat overc ompens ated and that they were s winging toward the Moon's  wes tern l imb--"wes tern" as  s een from Earth: the Luna's
orbi t would inters ec t her names ake s omewhere on the never-yet-s een far s ide--or i t was  pos s ible that the s hip would s kim  the far s ide at high s peed, c ome around s harply and head bac k toward Earth.

T wo princ ipal  s tyles  of landing were pos s ible--T ype A , in whic h a s hip heads  in vertic al ly, braking on her jets  to a landing in one maneuver, and T ype B , in whic h a s hip is  fi rs t s lowed to a c i rc ular orbi t, then s topped dead, then bac ked to a landing when s he drops  from the point of res t.

"T ype A , J im--i t's  s imples t."

Barnes  s hook his  head. "No, Doc . S imple on paper only. T oo ris ky." If they c orrec ted c ours e to head s traight in (T ype A ), their s peed at ins tant of braking would be a m i le and a hal f a s ec ond and an error of one s ec ond would land them 8000 feet above--or below! --the s urfac e.

Barnes  went on, "How about a modified 'A '?" Modified T ype A  c al led for intentional ly blas ting too s oon, then c utting the jets  when the radar trac k s howed that the s hip hovered, al lowing i t to fal l  from res t, then blas ting again as  nec es s ary, perhaps  two or three times .

"Confound i t, J im , a modified 'A ' is  s o damned was teful ."

"I'd l ike to get us  down without wrec king us ."

"And I would l ike us  to get home, too. T his  s hip was  figured for a total  c hange of twelve and a hal f m i les  per s ec ond. Our margin is  paper thin."

"J us t the s ame, I'd l ike to s et the autopi lot to kic k her a c ouple of s ec onds  early."

"W e c an't afford i t and that's  that."

"Land her yours el f, then. I'm  not Superman."

"Now, J im--"

"Sorry." Barnes  looked at the c alc ulations . "But why T ype A? W hy not T ype B?"

"But J im , T ype B  is  probably ruled out. It c al ls  for dec elerating at point of c los es t approac h and, as  things  s tand now, 'c los es t approac h' may be c ontac t."

"Cras h, you mean. But don't be s o damned c onventional ; you c an vec tor into a c i rc ular orbi t from any pos i tion."

"But that was tes  reac tion mas s , too."

"Cras hing from a s loppy T ype A  was tes  more than reac tion mas s ," Barnes  retorted. "Get to work on a 'B '; I won't ris k an 'A ."

Corley looked s tubborn. Barnes  went on, "T here's  a bonus  with T ype B , Doc --two bonus es ."

"Don't be s i l ly. Done perfec tly, i t takes  as  muc h reac tion mas s  as  T ype A ; done s loppi ly, i t takes  more."

"I won't be s loppy. Here's  your bonus : T ype A  lands  us  on this  fac e, but T ype B  lets  us  s wing around the Moon and photograph the bac k  s ide  before we land. How does  that appeal  to your s c ienti fic  s oul?"

Corley looked tempted. "I thought about that, but we've got too l i ttle margin. It takes  a m i le and a hal f of motion to get down to the Moon, the s ame to get up--three m i les . For the trip bac k I have to s ave enough mas s  to s low from s even m i les  a s ec ond to five before we dip into the atmos phere. W e us ed up s even to
blas t off--i t al l  adds  up to twelve. Look at the figures ; what's  left?"

Barnes  did s o and s hrugged. "Looks  l ike a s l ightly fat zero."

"A  few s ec onds  of margin at mos t. You c ould was te i t on the trans i tions  in a T ype B  landing."

"Now the s ec ond bonus , Doe," Barnes  s aid s lowly. "T he T ype B  gives  you a c hanc e to c hange your m ind after you get into a c i rc ular orbi t; the s traight-in job c ommits  you beyond any help."

Corley looked s hoc ked. "J im , you mean go bac k to Earth w ithout landing?"

Barnes  lowered his  voic e. "W ait, Doc . I'd land on the Moon i f I had enough in tanks  to get down--and not worry about getting up again. I'm  a bac helor. But there's  Mannie T raub. No getting around i t; we s tampeded him . Now i t turns  out he has  a s lew of kids , wai ting for poppa to c ome home. It makes  a di fferenc e."

Corley pul led at his  s c alp loc k. "He s hould have told us ."

"If he had, we wouldn't have taken off."

"Confound i t, things  would have been al l  right i f I hadn't s ugges ted that you tes t the engine."

"Nons ens e!  If I hadn't s c ared thos e babies  off wi th a blas t, they probably would have wrec ked the s hip."

"You c an't be s ure."

"A  man c an't be s ure of anything. How about T raub?"

"You're right--I, s uppos e. Okay, we leave i t up to T raub."

From the other end of the c ompartment T raub looked around from his  c hes s  game with Bowles .

"Somebody c al l  me?"

"Yes ," Barnes  agreed. "Both of you. W e've got things  to dec ide."

Barnes  outl ined the s i tuation. "Now," he s aid, "Doc  and I agree that, after we get into a c i rc ular orbi t and have had time to add up what's  left, Mannie s hould dec ide whether we land, or jus t s wing around and blas t for home."

Bowles  looked amazed, but s aid nothing.



T raub looked flus tered. "Me? It ain't my bus ines s  to dec ide. I'm  the elec tronic s  department."

"Bec aus e," Barnes  s tated, "you're the only one with kids ."

"Yes , but-- Look here--is  there real ly a c hanc e that, i f we landed, we wouldn't be able to get bac k?"

"Pos s ible," Barnes  ans wered and Corley nodded.

"But don't you know?"

"Look, Mannie," Barnes  c ountered, "we've got water in the tanks  to land, take off, and return to Earth--but none for m is takes ."

"Yes , but you won't make any m is takes , wi l l  you?"

"I c an't prom is e. I've already made one and i t's  brought us  to this  s i tuation."

T raub's  features  worked in agonized indec is ion. "But i t's  not my bus ines s  to dec ide! "

Bowles  s poke up s uddenly. "You're right; i t's  not! " He went on, "Gentlemen, I didn't intend to s peak, bec aus e i t never c ros s ed my m ind that we m ight not land. But now the s i tuation demands  i t. As  you know, I rec eived a c oded mes s age.

"T he gis t was  this ; our trip has  c aus ed grave international  reperc us s ions . T he Sec uri ty Counc i l  has  been in c ons tant s es s ion, wi th the U.S .S .R. demanding that the Moon be dec lared joint property of the United Nations --"

"As  i t s hould be," Corley interrupted.

"You don't s ee the point, Doc tor. T heir only purpos e is  to fores tal l  us  c laim ing the Moon--we, who ac tual ly are making the trip. T o fores tal l  us , you unders tand, s o that the United S tates  wi l l  not be able to found a bas e on the Moon without perm is s ion--perm is s ion that is  c ertain to be vetoed."

"But," pointed out Corley, "i t works  both ways . W e would veto Rus s ia es tabl is hing a bas e on the Moon. Admiral , I've worked with you bec aus e i t was  a way to get on with my l i fe's  ambition, but, to be frank, us ing the Moon as  a roc ket launc hing bas e--by  any body --s tic ks  in my c raw."

Bowles  turned red. "Doc tor, this  is  not an attempt to ins ure the neutral i ty of the Moon; this  is  the s ame double-talk they us ed to s top world c ontrol  of atom ic s . T he c ommis s ars  s imply want to tie us  up in legal is ms  unti l  they have time to get to the Moon. W e'l l  wake up one morning to find Rus s ia wi th a bas e on the
Moon and us  wi th none--and W orld W ar T hree wi l l  be over before i t s tarts ."

"But--Admiral , you c an't know that."

Bowles  turned to Barnes . "T el l  him , J im ."

Barnes  ges tured impatiently. "Come out of your ivory tower, Doc . Spac e travel  is  here now--we did i t. T here is  bound to be a roc ket bas e on the Moon. Sure, i t ought to be a Uni ted Nations  bas e, keeping the peac e of the world. But the, Uni ted Nations  has  been helples s  from s c ratc h. T he fi rs t bas e is  going to belong
to us --or to Rus s ia. W hic h one-do you trus t not to m is us e the power? Us --or the Pol i tburo?"

Corley c overed his  eyes , then looked at Bowles . "A l l  right," he s aid dul ly. "It has  to be--but I don't l ike i t."

T raub broke the ens uing s i lenc e with "Uh, I don't s ee how this  ties  in wi th whether we land or not?"

Bowles  turned to him . "Bec aus e of this : the res t of that mes s age res tored me to ac tive duty and direc ted me to c laim  the Moon in the name of the United S tates --as  quic kly as  pos s ible. W e would have what the diplomats  c al l  a fai t ac c ompl i . But to c laim  the Moon I hav e to land ! "

T raub s tared. "Oh. I s ee."Bowles  went on in a gentle voic e, "Mannie, this  goes  beyond you and me, or even your kids . T he s ures t way to make s ure that your kids  grow up in a peac eful , free world is  to ris k your nec k right now. So we've got to land."

T raub hes i tated; Bowles  went on, "You s ee that, don't you? It's  for your kids --and m i l l ions  of other kids ."

Barnes  interrupted him . "Red--qui t working on him ! "

"Eh?"

"He'l l  make a free c hoic e--after we've leveled off and looked the s i tuation over."

"But, J im , I thought we s aw eye to eye. You told Doc --"

"P ipe down!  You've s tated your c as e, now qui t trying to work him  up into being a martyr."

Bowles  turned bright red. "I mus t inform you, s i r, that bes ides  being returned to ac tive duty I was  given authori ty to c ommandeer this  s hip."

Barnes  loc ked eyes  with him . "You c an take your authori ty and--do whatever you think proper wi th i t. I'm  s kipper and wi l l  s tay s o as  long as  I'm  al ive." He looked around. "A l l  hands --get ready for approac h. Doe, go ahead with trial  c alc ulations , T ype B . Mannie, warm up the pi lot radar. Bowles ! "

Final ly Bowles  ans wered, "Yes , s i r."

"Rig the autoc amera in the s tarboard port. W e'l l  take a c ontinuous  s trip as  we pas s  around the far s ide."

"Aye aye, s i r."

T raub leaned from his  c ouc h and peered out the s tarboard port. "It's  jus t l ike the other s ide."

Barnes  ans wered, "W hat did you expec t? Skys c rapers ? Co-pi lot, how do you trac k?"

"Speed over ground--one point three s even. A l ti tude, fi fty-one point two, c los ing s lowly."

"Chec k. I projec t c los es t approac h at not les s  than twenty-one--no c ontac t. W hat do you get?"

"Clos er to twenty, but no c ontac t."

"Chec k. T ake over orientation. I'l l  blas t when al ti tude c hanges  from s teady to opening."

"Aye aye, s i r! "

T he Luna  was  s winging around the unknown far fac e of the Moon, but her c rew was  too bus y to s ee muc h of the c raggy, devi l -torn lands c ape. She was  nearing her c los es t approac h, travel l ing almos t horizontal ly. She was  pointed tai l  fi rs t, ready to blas t bac k from a top s peed of a m i le and a hal f a s ec ond to a
c irc ular orbi t s peed of a m i le a s ec ond. A t Barnes ' order Bowles  gave his  attention to plac ing her axis  prec is ely horizontal .

T he televis ion s c reen read "V iew A ft"; in i ts  c enter was  a c ros s  mark lying over a pic ture of the mountainous  horizon they were approac hing. He joc keyed the s hip agains t the reac tion of the flywheel, then s teadied her by gyros  when one c ros s  l ine held s teady on the horizon.

Barnes  s et his  c ontrols  on s emiautomatic , ready both to fi re and c ut off wi th one punc h of the fi ring button. Into his  autopi lot he fed the s peed c hange he wis hed to ac hieve. A l ti tude dropped to forty m i les , to thi rty, to les s  than twenty-five. "Power plant," Barnes  c al led out, "s tand by for blas ting! "

"Ready, J im ," Corley reported quietly.

"E lec tronic s ?"

"Everything s weet, Skipper."

Barnes  watc hed ground s peed with one eye, the radar al timeter wi th the other. . . twenty-three, i t s aid... twenty-two. . . twenty-one and a hal f.

T wenty-one point five . . . twenty-one - point four-- point four again--and again. Point five!  and c rawl ing up. His  finger s tabbed at the fi ring button.

T he blas t was  fourteen s ec onds  only, then i t c ut off, but in the s ame mus hy fas hion whic h i t had before. Barnes  s hook his  head to c lear i t and looked at his  board. A l ti tude twenty-one point five; ground s peed, one plus  a frog's  whis ker--they were in orbi t as  planned. He s ighed happi ly. "T hat's  al l  for now, troops .
Leave everything hot but you c an get out of your hammoc ks ."

Bowles  s aid, "Hadn't I better s tay and watc h the board?"

"Sui t yours el f--but they won't repeal  the law of gravi tation. Doc , let's  s ee how muc h juic e we have left." He glanc ed at a c loc k. "W e've got an hour to make a dec is ion. It wi l l  be almos t hal f an hour before Earth is  in s ight again."

"I don't l ike the way s he c uts  off," Corley c omplained.

"Quit fretting. I us ed to have a c ar that s ounded i ts  horn every time I made a left turn."

Bowles  got a c ontainer of c offee, then joined T raub at the s tarboard port. T hey peered around the automatic  c amera and watc hed the moons c ape s l ide pas t. "Rugged terrain," Bowles  remarked.

T raub agreed. "T here's  better s tuff going to was te in Cal i fornia."

T hey c ontinued to s tare out. P res ently Bowles  turned in the air and s l i thered bac k to his  ac c eleration c ouc h.

"T raub! "

Mannie c ame to the des k. "Mannie," Barnes  s aid, pointing at a lunar map, "we figure to land s pang in the m iddle of the Earths ide fac e--that dark s pot, S inus  Medi i . It's  a plain."

"You figure to land, then?"

"It's  up to you, Mannie. But you'l l  have to make up your m ind. W e'l l  be there in about--uh, forty m inutes ."

T raub looked troubled. "Look,c hief, you s houldn't--"

He was  interrupted by Bowles ' voic e. "Captain!  W e are c los ing, s lowly."

"Are y ou s ure?"

"Quite s ure. A l ti tude nineteen point three--c orrec tion: point two. . . c los ing."

"Ac c eleration s tations ! "

Barnes  was  diving toward his  c ouc h as  he s houted.

T raub and Corley fol lowed him . As  he s trapped down

Barnes  c al led out, "Co-pi lot--get a c ontac t predic tion.

A l l  hands , s tand by for maneuvers ." He s tudied his  own board. He c ould not doubt i t; they were in s omething les s  than a perfec t c i rc le.

He was  trying to make a predic tion from his  dis play when Bowles  reported, "I make i t c ontac t in nine m inutes , Captain, plus  or m inus  a m inute."

Barnes  c onc entrated. T he radar trac k was  j iggl ing as  muc h as  five or ten perc ent, bec aus e of mountains  below them; the predic tion l ine was  a broad band. As  near as  he c ould tel l , Bowles  was  right.

"W hat now, Captain?" Bowles  went on. "Shal l  I s wing her to blas t forward?" A  s l ight nudge would s peed up the s hip, in effec t, l i ft her, perm it her to fal l  around  the Moon rather than c urve down.

It would als o was te reac tion mas s .

Nine m inutes . . . nine hundred m i les , about. He tried to figure how many m inutes  i t would be unti l  they rais ed Earth over the horizon, ahead.

Seven m inutes , pos s ibly--and Earth would be in s ight. A  landing at S inus  Medi i  was  impos s ible but they s ti l l  m ight land in s ight of Earth wi thout us ing more prec ious  water to c orrec t their orbi t. "Mannie," he s napped, "we land in s even m inutes --or we never land. Mak e up y our mind ! "

T raub did not ans wer.

Barnes  waited, whi le a m inute c ours ed by. Final ly he s aid in a weary voic e, "Co-pi lot--s wing to blas t forward. A l l  hands , prepare for departure."

T raub s uddenly s poke up. "T hat's  what we c ame for, was n't i t? T o land on the Moon? W el l , let's  land the damn thing! "

Barnes  c aught his  breath. "Good boy!  Co-pi lot, c anc el  that las t. S teady s hip for dec eleration. S ing out when you s ee Earth."

"Aye aye, s i r! "

"T here's  Earth! "

Barnes  glanc ed up, s aw, T erra pic tured in the T V  s c reen, ris ing behind a wal l  of mountains . Bowles  went on, "Better land, J im . You'l l  never get over thos e mountains ."

Barnes  did not argue; their al ti tude was  barely three m i les  now. He s houted, "S tand by. Red, s tart s winging as  s oon as  I c ut off."

"Right! "

"Fire! " He s tabbed the button. T his  maneuver was  manual, intended only to s top their forward motion. He watc hed his  ground-s peed radar whi le the s hip s hivered--nine-tenths  . . . s even . . . -five . . . four.;. three.. . two. . one . . . s ix-hundredths . He jerked his  finger off jus t before i t dropped to zero and prayed that a
mus hy c utoff would equal  his  antic ipation.



He s tarted to s hout to Bowles , but the s hip was  already s winging.

Earth and the horizon s wung up in the T V  s c reen and out of s ight.

For a c rawl ing ten s ec onds , whi le they fel l  s traight down, the Luna  c rept into pos i tion for a tai l -fi rs t landing. T hey were les s  than three m i les  up now. Barnes  s hi fted s c ale from m i les  to feet and s tarted his  predic tion.

Bowles  beat him  to an ans wer. "Contac t in s eventy-two s ec onds , Skipper."

Barnes  relaxed. "See the advantage of a T ype 'B ' landing, Doc ," he remarked c heerful ly. "No hurry--jus t l ike an elevator."

"Quit gabbing and get us  down," Corley ans wered taut1y.

"Right," Barnes  agreed. "Co-pi lot, predic t the blas t al ti tude." His  own hands  were bus y to the s ame end.

Bowles  ans wered, "J im , you going manual or automatic ?"

"Don't know yet." Automatic  fi ring was  quic ker, pos s ibly more c ertain--but that mus hy c utoff c ould bounc e them l ike a ping-pong bal l . He s teadied c ros s hairs  on his  autopi lot dis play and read the ans wer: "B las t at five two oh feet. W hat do you get, Red?"

"Chec k." Bowles  added, "T hat's  les s  than three s ec onds  blas t, J im . Better make i t automatic ."

"T end to your kni tting."

"My m is take."

Nearly forty s ec onds  pas s ed and they had fal len to eleven thous and feet before he dec ided. "Power plant, s et for manual landing. Co-pi lot, c over me at five hundred feet."

"J im , that's  too late," Bowles  protes ted.

"You wi l l  be c overing me al l  of a tenth of a s ec ond--after I s hould fi re."

Bowles  s ubs ided. Barnes  grabbed a glanc e at the T V  s c reen; the ground under them s eemed level  and there was  no perc eptible dri ft. He looked bac k at his  board. "Correc tion--c over at five ten."

"Five ten--right."

T he s ec onds  c l ic ked pas t; he had his  finger pois ed over the button when Bowles  s houted, "J im--look at the s c reen! "

He looked up--the Luna , s ti l l  c arrying a tri fle of dri ft, was  now over a long c rac k, or ri l l --and they were about to land in i t.

Barnes  jabbed the button.

He let up at onc e; the Luna c oughed to s i lenc e. T he ri l l , c anyon, or c revas s e was  s ti l l  in s ight but no longer c entered. "Co-pi lot--new predic tion! "

"W hat happened?" Corley demanded.

"Quiet! "

"P redic tion," Bowles  c hanted, "blas t at--at three nine oh."

Barnes  was  adjus ting verniers  for his  own predic tion as  Bowles  reported. "Chec k," he ans wered. "Cover at three s even oh." He threw one glanc e at the T V  s c reen. T he c revas s e was  toward the edge of the s c reen; the ground below looked fairly s mooth. Unques tionably the s hip had a s l ight dri ft. A l l  he c ould do was
hope that the gyros  would keep them from toppl ing. "Brac e for c ras h ! "

480--450--400-- He jabbed the button.

T he terrible pres s ure s hoved his  head bac k; be los t s ight of the al timeter. He c aught i t again-- 190--150--125-- A t "fi fty" he s natc hed his  finger away and prayed.

T he jet c ut off s loppi ly as  always . A  grinding jar s lammed him  more deeply into the c us hions  T he s hip lurc hed l ike an uns teady top--and s tayed upright.

Barnes  found that he had been holding his  breath a long time.

V III

Columbus  found a pleas ant c l imate ric h land doc i le nativ es . Now here in our Sy s tem did ex plorers  find c ondi tions  friendly  to men--and now here w as  this  more brutal ly  true than on our neares t neighbor.

-Farquhars on, Ibid., III: 420

Barnes  fel t dazed, as  i f wakening from a c onfus ing dream. Bowles ' voic e rec al led him  to the pres ent. "J ac ks  are down, s kipper. Unc lutc h the gyros ?"

He pul led hims el f together. "Chec k our footing fi rs t. I'l l --Say!  W e're on the Moon ! " Frantic al ly he uns trapped.

"W e s ure are! " ans wered Bowles . "A  fine landing, J im . I was  s c ared."

"It was  terrible, and you know i t."

"W e're al ive, aren't we? Never m ind--w e made i t."

Corley interrupted them. "Power plant s ec ured."

Barnes  looked s tartled. "Oh, s ure. T raub, your department okay?"

Mannie ans wered weakly, "I gues s  s o. I think I fainted."

"Nons ens e! " Bowles  reas s ured him . "Come on--let's  look."

T he four c rowded at the ports ide port and s tared out ac ros s  an umber plain, baking under an unc hec ked s un, now not far from zeni th. Mi les  away, jutting up into blac k, s tar-s tudded s ky, were the peaks  they had s een. In the m iddle dis tanc e was  a s ingle poc k mark, a c rater a m i le or les s  ac ros s . Nothing els e broke
the flat des olation ... endles s , l i feles s  was te, vac uum s harp and ki ln dry.

T raub broke the s i lenc e with an awed whis per. "Gos h, what a plac e!  How long do we s tay, Mr. Barnes ?"

"Not long, Mannie." He tried to make his  words  c arry c onvic tion. "Doc ," he went on, "let's  c hec k the mas s  ratio."

"Okay, J im ."

Bowles  went to the s tarboard port; one glanc e through i t and he s ang out, "Hey--s ee this ."

T hey joined him . Below was  the dark c has m in whic h they had almos t landed. It ran c los e to the s hip; one jac k almos t touc hed the edge. Barnes  looked down into i ts  awes ome depths  and fel t no regret about expending mas s  to avoid i t.

Bowles  s tared at i t. "I repeat, J im , a fine landing."

"T oo c los e for c omfort."

Bowles  pus hed his  fac e to the quartz and tried to s ee farther to right and left. "I'm  turned around," he c omplained. "W hic h way is  Earth?"

"Earth is  eas t, of c ours e," Corley ans wered.

"W hic h way is  eas t?"

"Man, you c ertainly are c onfus ed. Eas t is  out the other port."

"But i t c an't be. W e looked out there fi rs t and Earth was n't in s ight." Bowles  c ros s ed bac k to the other port.

"See?"

Corley joined him . "T hat's  eas t," he s tated. "Look at the s tars ."

Bowles  looked. "But s omething is  s c rewy. I s aw Earth before we landed, in the s c reen. You s aw i t, didn't you, J im?"

"Yes , I s aw i t."

"You; Doc ?"

"I was  too bus y. How high was  i t?"

"J us t ris ing. But I s aw i t."

Corley looked at the s ky, then at the mountains . "Sure, you did. And i t's  there--bac k of thos e mountains ."

Barnes  whis tled toneles s ly. "T hat's  i t. I've landed us  a few m i les  too s hort."

Bowles  looked whipped. "Out of l ine-of-s ight," he s aid dul ly. "I c ould c laim  i t unti l  hel l  freezes --and I c an't get the mes s age bac k."

T raub looked s tartled. "W e're c ut off from Earth? But I s aw i t, too."

"Sure, you did," agreed Barnes , "you s aw i t whi le we had al ti tude. Now we're down too low."

"Oh." T raub looked out. "But i t is n't s erious , is  i t?

Earth is  bac k of thos e mountains --but i t's  in the eas t; i t wi l l  ris e after a bi t. How fas t does  the Moon turn? T wenty-eight days  and s omething?"

Barnes  turned to Corley. "You tel l  him , Doc ."

"Mannie--the Earth does n't ris e or s et."

"Huh?"

"T he Moon keeps  the s ame fac e to the Earth al l  the time. From any one s pot, the Earth does n't move; i t jus t hangs ."

"Huh?" T raub rais ed his  hands , s tared at them; i t c ould be s een that he was  vis ual izing i t, us ing his  fis ts  for Earth and Moon. "Oh--I get i t." He looked dis mayed. "Say, that's  bad. T hat's  real ly bad."

"Snap out of i t, Mannie," Barnes  s aid quic kly. "If we c an't c ontac t Earth, we'l l  jus t have to wai t unti l  we get bac k." He s aid nothing about his  own fears .

Bowles  s mas hed a fis t into a palm . "W e've got to c ontac t Earth!  It does n't matter whether we get bac k; four c as ual ties  is  c heap. But to get a mes s age through now--this  mes s age, that a Uni ted S tates  ves s el  has  landed and taken pos s es s ion--c an mean the s alvation of the United S tates ." He turned to Corley.
"Doc tor, we have enough power to l i ft us  over thos e mountains , haven't we?"

"Eh? W hy, yes ."

"T hen let's  do i t--now." He turned toward his  c ouc h. "Hold i t, Red! " Bowles  s topped; Barnes  went on, "If we make one l i ft and drop, to near thos e mountains , you know what that does  to our c hanc es  of getting bac k."

"Of c ours e!  It's  not important; we owe i t to our c ountry."

"Maybe s o. Maybe not." Barnes  paus ed. "If i t turns  out that we don't have enough juic e left to break free of the Moon, I'l l  c onc ede your point."

"J im  Barnes , we c an't c ons ider ours elves  agains t the s afety of our c ountry."

"Speak for yours el f, Red. Conc eded that a c laim  to the Moon m ight help out the S tate Department this  week-- again i t m ight not. It m ight s timulate Rus s ia into going al l  out for s pac e travel  whi le the United S tates  s tumbles  along as  before, proud that we c laimed i t, but unwi l l ing to s pend real  money to make i t s tic k."

"J im , that's  s ophis try."

"So? T hat's  my dec is ion. W e'l l  try everything els e fi rs t. You don't know you c an't get a mes s age through. W hy don't you try?"

"W hen we're not in l ine-of-s ight? Don't be s i l ly."

"Earth is  not far down behind thos e mountains . Find a plac e that is  l ine-of-s ight."

"Oh. Now you make s ens e." Bowles  looked out at the mountains . "I wonder how far away they are?"

"T el l  you in a moment," T raub offered. "W ait ti l l  I s wing the s oup bowl around." He s tarted for his  c ouc h.



"Never m ind, Mannie! " put in Barnes . "No--go ahead. It won't hurt to know. But I was n't talking about the mountains , Red. T hey are too far away. But i f you s c out around, you may find a s pot from whic h the mountains  are low enough to let you s ee Earth. Or you m ight find s ome hi l ls --we c an't s ee al l  around from ins ide
here. Mannie, is  i t pos s ible to take out the radio and us e i t outs ide the s hip?"

"Outs ide? Let me s ee-- T he trans mitter is  unpres s urized; I gues s  I c ould j igger i t. How about power?"

Bowles  s aid, "Doc , how muc h c able c an we dig up?" Barnes  c ut in, "Find your s pot, then we'l l  s ee what's  needed."

"Right!  J im , I'l l  go out at onc e. Mannie, c ome with me and we'l l  find a s pot."

"Outs ide?" T raub s aid blankly.

"Sure. Don't you want to be the fi rs t man to s et foot on the Moon?"

"Uh, I gues s  s o." T raub peered out at the blazing unfriendly s urfac e.

Corley got an odd look; Barnes  noted i t and s aid, "One moment, Red. Doc  is  enti tled to the honor of being fi rs t. A fter al l , the Corley engine made i t pos s ible."

"Oh, s ure!  Doc  c an be fi rs t down the ladder. Let's  al l  go."

"I'l l  go later," Barnes  dec ided. "I've got work to do."

"As  you wis h. Come on, Doc ."

Corley looked s hy. "Oh, I don't have to be fi rs t. W e al l  did i t, together."

"Don't be modes t. Into our s ui ts --let's  go! " T houghts  of m i l i tary pol ic y s eemed to have left Bowles ' m ind; he was  for the moment boyis hly eager for adventure. He was  already undogging the hatc h that led down into the airloc k.

Barnes  helped them dres s . T he s ui ts  were modific ations  of high-al ti tude pres s ure s ui ts  us ed by jet pi lots --c umbers ome, al l -enc los ing s kins  not unl ike diving s ui ts  and topped off wi th "goldfis h bowl" helmets . T he helmets  were s i lvered exc ept for the fac e plates ; a walkie-talkie radio, two oxygen bottles , and an
ins trument bel t c ompleted the main features  of a s ui t. W hen they were dres s ed but not helmeted, Barnes  s aid, "S tay in s ight of the s hip and eac h other. Red, when you s hi ft from tank one to tank two, gi t for home and don't dawdle."

"Aye aye."

"I'm  going now." He gas keted their helmets , leaving Corley to the las t. T o him  he s aid s oftly, "Don't s tay long. I need you."

Corley nodded. Barnes  fas tened the doc tor's  helmet, then c l imbed up into the c ontrol  room and c los ed the hatc h. Corley wai ted unti l  Barnes  was  c lear, then s aid, "Chec k radios . Chec k ins truments ."

"Okay, Doc tor," T raub's  voic e s ounded in his  earphones .

"Okay here," added Bowles .

"Ready for dec ompres s ion?" T hey as s ented; Corley touc hed a button near the door; there c ame a muted whine of impel lers . Gradual ly his  s ui t began to l i ft and s wel l . T he feel ing was  not new; he had prac tic ed in their own vac uum c hamber bac k at Mojave. He wondered how T raub fel t; the fi rs t experienc e with
trus ting a Rube Goldberg s kin c ould be frightening. "How are you doing, Mannie?"

"A l l  right."

"T he fi rs t time s eems  odd, I know."

"But i t's  not the fi rs t time," T raub ans wered. "I c hec ked thes e walkie-talkies  in the c hamber at the job."

"If you gentlemen are through c hatting," Bowles  c ut in, "you'l l  note that the tel l -tale reads  'vac uum '."

"Eh?" Corley turned and undogged the outer door.

He s tood in the door, gazing north. T he ac hing, s un-drenc hed plain s tretc hed to a blac k horizon. On his  right, kni fe s harp in the airles s  moons c ape, was  the wal l  of mountains  they had grounded to avoid. He l i fted his  eyes  and made out the B ig Dipper, m idnight c lear above a dazzl ing, noonday des ert.

Bowles  touc hed his  arm. "One s ide, Doc . I'l l  rig the ladder."

"Sorry."

Bowles  l inked the ends  of a rope ladder to hooks  outs ide the door. Finis hed, he kic ked the ladder out. "Go ahead, Doc ."

"Uh, thanks ." Corley fel t for the fi rs t rung. It was  a c lums y bus ines s  in the pres s ure s ui t. Final ly he knel t, gras ped the thres hold, got a toe in and s tarted down.

It was  awkward, rather than hard work. Sui t and al l , he weighed les s  than forty pounds . He found i t eas ier to lower hims el f by his  hands  alone. He c ould not s ee below his  c hin, but the s hape of the s hip let him  know his  progres s . Final ly he was  even with the jets . He lowered hims el f a bi t more, fel t for the ground--
and kic ked his  toe into the lunar s oi l .

T hen he was  s tanding on i t.

He s tood there a moment, his  heart pounding. He was  trying to real ize i t, take i t in, and found hims el f unable to do s o. He had l ived the moment too many thous ands  of times  in too many years  of dreams . It was  s ti l l  a dream. A  foot brus hed his  s houlder; he s tepped bac k to avoid being s tepped on by T raub. Soon
Bowles  joined them. "So this  is  i t," the Admiral  s aid inanely and turned s lowly around. "Look, Mannie!  Hi l ls !  Not far away."

Corley s aw that Bowles  was  looking under the jets  to the s outh. T he plain was  broken there wi th a s harp eruption of roc k. Corley touc hed Bowles ' arm. "Let's  get away from the s hip. Here where the jets  s plas hed is  probably a bi t radioac tive."

"Okay." Bowles  fol lowed him ; T raub brought up the rear.

IX

Columbus  had one motiv e; Queen Is abel la had another-- Farquhars on, Ibid., III: 421

On c l imbing bac k into the c ontrol  room Barnes  did not immediately get to work. Ins tead he s at down and thought. For the las t--two days , was  i t? three days ? four days , real ly--he had had no c hanc e to c ol lec t his  thoughts , drop his  publ ic  mas k and invi te his  s oul .

He fel t unutterably weary. He l i fted his  eyes  to the mountains . T here they s tood, tal l  and forbidding, wi tnes s es  that he had ac c ompl is hed his  driving purpos e.

T o what end? T o let Corley explore the dark outer reac hes  of s c ienc e? T o help Bowles  ins ure the s afety of wes tern c ivi l ization--or perhaps  has ten a new c ris is ?

Or to make orphans  of four kids  whos e old man was  "a very domes tic  type guy" but c ould be s hamed into c oming along?

No, he knew i t had been bec aus e J immy Barnes  had been s mal l  for his  age, c lums y with his  fis ts , no dec ent c lothes --s o he had to make more money, bos s  more men, bui ld fas ter planes  than anyone els e. He, J ames  A . Barnes , had reac hed the Moon bec aus e he had never been s ure of hims el f.

He wondered about Mannie's  kids  and his  s tomac h was  a roc k ins ide him .

He threw off the mood and went to the radio c ontrols , keyed the walkie-talkie c i rc ui t and c al led out, "T his  is  J im  Barnes , kiddies , c oming to you by c ourtes y of 'SLUMP,' the Super s oap. Come in, c ome in, wherever you are! "

"J im ! " Bowles ' voic e c ame bac k. "Come on out."

"Later," Barnes  ans wered. "W here's  Doc ?"

"Right here," Corley ans wered. "I was  jus t c oming bac k."

"Good," s aid Barnes . "Red, I'l l  leave this  s witc hed on. S ing out now and then."

"Sure thing," Bowles  agreed.

Barnes  went to the des k and began toting up mas s  res erves . An orbi t c omputation is  c ompl ic ated; c alc ulating what i t takes  to pul l  free of a planet is  s imple; he had a rough ans wer in a few m inutes .

He ran his  hand through his  hair. He s ti l l  needed that hairc ut--and no barbers  on this  bloc k. He wondered i f i t were true that a man's  hair c ontinued to grow after his  death.

T he hatc h c reaked and Corley c l imbed into the room. "W hew! " be s aid. "It's  good to get out of that s ui t. T hat s un is  real ly hot."

"W as n't the gas  expans ion enough to keep you c ool?"

"Not c ool  enough. T hos e s ui ts  are hard to get around in, too, J im--they need a lot of engineering."

"T hey'l l  get i t," Barnes  ans wered abs ently, "but reengineering this  s hip is  more urgent. Not the Corley engine, Doc ; the c ontrols . T hey aren't del ic ate enough;"

"I know," Corley admitted. "T hat poor c utoff--we'l l  have to des ign a predic tion for i t into the autopi lot, and us e a feedbac k loop."

Barnes  nodded. "Yes , s ure, after we get bac k--and i f we get bac k." He tos s ed his  fingers  at the s c ientis t. "Hum that through."

Corley glanc ed at i t. "I know."

"Red won't find a s pot in l ine-of-s ight wi th home; thos e mountains  are infernal ly high. But I wanted him  out of the way--and Mannie. No us e talking to Red, he's  going to get a pos thumous  Congres s ional  Medal i f i t ki l ls  him--and us  too."

Corley nodded. "But I'm  with him  on trying to c ontac t Earth; I need i t wors e than he does ."

"Has tings ?"

"Yes . J im , i f we had enough margin, we c ould blas t off and c orrec t after radio c ontac t. W e haven't; i f we get off at al l  i t wi l l  be c los e."

"I know. I s pent our tic ket home, when I made that extra blas t."

"W hat good would i t have done to have c ras hed? Forget i t; I need Has tings . W e need the bes t orbi t pos s ible."

"Fat c hanc e! "

"Maybe not. T here's  l ibration, you know."

Barnes  looked s tartled. "Man, am I s tupid! " He went on eagerly, "W hat's  the s i tuation now? Is  Earth s winging up, or down?"

T he Moon's  s pin is  s teady, but i ts  orbi t s peed is  not; i t moves , fas tes t when i t is  c los es t to Earth. T he amount is  s l ight, but i t c aus es  the Moon to appear to wobble eac h month as  i f the Man-in-the-Moon were s haking his  head. T his  moves  the Earth to-and-fro in the lunar s ky s ome s even degrees .

Corley ans wered, "It's  ris ing--I think. As  to whether i t wi l l  ris e enough--wel l , I'l l  have to c ompute Earth's  pos i tion and then take s ome s tar s ights ."

"Let's  get at i t. Can I help?"

Before Corley c ould reply Bowles ' voic e c ame over the s peaker: "Hey!  J im ! "

Barnes  keyed the walkie-talkies . "Yes , Red?"

"W e're at the hi l ls  s outh of the s hip. T hey m ight be high enough. I want to go behind them; there may be an eas ier plac e to c l imb."

On the airles s  Moon, al l  radio requires  l ine-of-s ight-- yet Barnes  hated to refus e a reas onable reques t. "Okay-- but don't take any c hanc es ."

"Aye aye, Skipper." 'Barnes  turned to Corley. "W e need the time anyhow."

"Yes ," Corley agreed. "You know, J im , this  is n't the way I imagined i t. I don't mean the Moon i ts el f--jus t wai t unti l  we get s ome pres s urized bui ldings  here and s ome dec ent pres s ure s ui ts . But what I mean is  what we find ours elves  doing. I expec ted to c ram every m inute wi th exploring and c ol lec ting s pec imens  and
gathering new data. Ins tead I'l l  beat my brains  out s imply trying to get us  bac k."

"W el l , maybe you'l l  have time later--too muc h time."

Corley grudged a s m i le. "Could be--"

He s ketc hed out the relative pos i tions  of Earth and Moon, c ons ul ted tables . P res ently he looked up. "W e're in luc k. Earth wi l l  ris e nearly two and a hal f degrees  before s he s wings  bac k."

"Is  that enough?"

"W e'l l  s ee. Dig out the s extant, J im ." Barnes  got i t and Corley took i t to the eas tern port. He meas ured the elevations  of three s tars  above the tops  of the mountains . T hes e he plotted on a c hart and drew a l ine for the apparent horizon. T hen he plotted Earth's  pos i tion relative to thos e s tars .

"Finic ky bus ines s ," he c omplained. "Better c hec k me, J im ."

"I wi l l . W hat do you get?"

"W el l --i f I haven't dropped a dec imal point, Earth wi l l  be up for a few hours  anyway three days  from now."

Barnes  grinned. "W e'l l  get a tic ker-tape parade yet, Doc ."



"Maybe. Let's  have another look at the bal l is tic  s i tuation fi rs t."

Barnes ' fac e s obered.

Corley worked for an hour, taking Barnes ' approximation and turning i t into s omething s l ightly better. A t las t he s topped. "I don't know," he fretted. "Maybe Has tings  c an trim  i t a l i ttle."

"Doc ," Barnes  ans wered, "s uppos e we jettis on everything we c an? I hate to s ay i t, but there's  al l  that equipment you brought."

"W hat do you think I've been doing with thes e weight s c hedules ? T heoretic al ly the s hip is  s tripped."

"Oh. And i t's  s ti l l  bad?"

"It's  s ti l l  bad."

Bowles  and T raub returned worn out and jus t s hort of s un s troke. T he Admiral  was  unhappy; he had not been able to find any way to c l imb the hi l ls : "I'l l  go bac k tomorrow," he s aid s toutly. "I mean after we've eaten and s lept."

"Forget i t," advis ed Barnes .

"W hat do you mean?"

"W e are going to have l ine-of-s ight from here."

"Eh? Repeat that."

"Libration," Barnes  told him . "Doc  has  already c alc ulated i t."

Bowles ' fac e s howed del ighted c omprehens ion. T raub looked puzzled; Barnes  explained i t.

"So you s ee," Barnes  went on, we'l l  have a c hanc e to s end a mes s age in about s eventy hours ."

Bowles  s tood up, his  fatigue forgotten. "T hat's  al l  we need! " He pounded his  palm  exul tantly.

"S low down, Red," Barnes  advis ed, "our c hanc es  of taking off look wors e than ever."

"So?" Bowles  s hrugged. "It's  not important."

"Oh, for Pete's  s ake!  Drop the Nathan Hale ac t. Have the c ommon dec enc y to give a thought to Mannie and his  four kids ."

Bowles  s tarted to retort, s topped--then went on again wi th digni ty. "J im , I didn't mean to annoy you. But I meant what I s aid. It's  not important to get bac k, as  long as  our mes s age gets  through. Our m is takes  wi l l  make i t eas ier for the next expedi tion. In a year the United S tates  c an have a dozen s hips , better s hips , on
the Moon. T hen no c ountry would be s o foolhardy as  to attac k us . T hat is  important; we aren't."

He went on, "Every man dies ; the group goes  on. You s poke of Mannie's  kids . You have no c hi ldren, nor has  Corley. Mannie has --s o I know he unders tands  what I mean better than you do." He turned to T raub. "W el l , Mannie?"

T raub looked up, then dropped his  eyes . "Red is  right, Mr. Barnes ," he ans wered in a low voic e, "but I'd l ike to get home."

Barnes  bi t his  l ip. "Let's  drop i t," he s aid i rri tably. "Red, you m ight rus tle up s ome s upper."

For three days , Earth time, they labored. Bowles  and Barnes  s tripped the s hip--c ameras , empty oxygen bottles , their extra c lothing, the many s c ienti fic  ins truments  Corley had hoped to us e--W i ls on c loud c hamber, Geiger c ounter, a 12" Sc hmidt c amera and c loc k, s ti l l  c ameras , the autoc amera, ul tra- and infra-
s pec trographs , other ins truments . Corley s tayed at his  des k, c omputing, c hec king, c omputing again--getting the problem in the bes t pos s ible s hape to turn over to Has tings . T raub overhauled his  radio and l ined up his  direc tional  antenna to the exac t orientation at whic h Earth would appear.

T he hour final ly c rept up to them. T raub, was  in his  c ouc h at the radio c ontrols  whi le the res t c rowded at the eas tern port. W hat they needed to s ay had been made one mes s age:

A  formal c laim  to the Moon, s etting forth time and plac e of landing, a long and tec hnic al  mes s age to Has tings , and final ly c ode groups  s uppl ied by Bowles . T raub would s end i t al l  out as  one, many times  i f nec es s ary.

"I s ee i t! " It was  Corley who c laimed the dis tinc tion. Barnes  s tared at the s pot. "Your imagination, Doe; a highl ight on the peaks ." T he s un was  behind them, "afternoon" by loc al  time; the mountains  were bright in the eas t.

Bowles  put in, "No, J im . T here's  s omething there." Barnes  turned. "S tart s ending! "

T raub c los ed his  key.

T he mes s age was  repeated, wi th l is tening in between, time after time. An arc  of Earth s lowly, terribly s lowly, c rept above the horizon. No ans wer c ame bac k, but they did not des pair, s o l i ttle of Earth was  as  yet in s ight. Final ly Barnes  turned to Corley. "W hat does  that look l ike, Doc ? T he part we c an s ee, I mean."

Corley peered at i t. "Can't s ay. T oo muc h c loud."

"It looks  l ike oc ean. If s o, we won't get a j ingle unti l  i t's  higher."

Corley's  fac e s lowly bec ame horror s truc k. "W hat's  the matter?" demanded Barnes .

"Good grief!  I forgot to figure the atti tude ."

"Huh?"

Corley did not ans wer. He jumped to the des k, grabbed the Nautic al  A lmanac , s tarted s c ribbl ing, s topped, and drew a diagram of the pos i tions  of Earth, Sun, and Moon. On the c i rc le repres enting the Earth he drew a l ine for the Greenwic h meridian.

Barnes  leaned over him . "W hy the panic ?"

"T hat is  oc ean, the Pac i fic  Oc ean." Bowles  joined them. "W hat about i t?"

"Don't you s ee? Earth turns  to the eas t; Americ a is  moving away--already out of s ight." Corley hurriedly c ons ul ted his  earl ier c alc ulations . "Earth reac hes  maximum elevation in about, uh, four hours  and eight m inutes . T hen i t drops  bac k."

T raub pus hed up an earphone. "Can't you guys  s hut up?" he protes ted. "I'm  trying to l is ten."

Corley threw down his  penc i l . "It does n't matter, Mannie. You aren't ever going to be in l ine-of-s ight wi th NAA ."

"Huh? W hat did you s ay?"

"T he Earth is  fac ed wrong. W e're s eeing the Pac i fic  Oc ean now, then we'l l  s ee As ia, Europe, and final ly the A tlantic . By the time we s hould s ee the United S tates  i t wi l l  have dropped bac k of the mountains ."

"You mean I'm  jus t was ting time?"

"Keep s ending, Mannie," Barnes  s aid quietly, "and keep l is tening. You may pic k up another s tation."

Bowles  s hook his  head. "Not l ikely."

"W hy not? Hawai i  may s ti l l  be in s ight. T he Pearl  Harbor s tation is  powerful ."

"P rovided they have rigged a beam on us , s ame as  NAA ."

"W el l , keep trying, Mannie."

T raub s l ipped his  earphone bac k in plac e. Bowles  went on, "It's  nothing to get exc i ted about. W e'l l  be pic ked up anywhere." He c huc kled. "Soviet s tations  wi l l  be l is tening to us  s hortly. T hey wi l l  be broadc as ting denials  at the s ame time s tations  in Aus tral ia are tel l ing the world the truth."

Corley looked up. "But I won't get to talk to Has tings ! "

Bowles  s aid very gently: "As  I s aid, that is n't important in the long run."

Barnes  s aid, "S tow i t, Red. Don't get downhearted, Doc --there is  a good c hanc e that s ome other s tation wi l l  beam us . Keep trying, Mannie."

"W i l l  you guys  pleas e  s hut up?"

He did keep trying over and over again; in the intervals  he l is tened, not only to the beam frequenc y of NAA , but al l  over the dial .

More than eight hours  later the las t faint arc  of Earth had vanis hed. No one had thought to eat and T raub had not left his  pos t for any purpos e.

T hey went on preparing to leave, but their hearts  were not in i t. Corley s tayed at his  des k, exc ept for s natc hes  of s leep, trying to make up by effort for the lac k of fine tools . He s et the departure ahead to, give him  more time.

T he ac hing, c loudles s  lunar day wore on and the s un s ank to the wes t. T hey planned to ris k i t jus t at s undown. It was  admitted by Corley--and by Barnes , who c hec ked his  figures --that the s i tuation theoretic al ly did not perm it s uc c es s . By the book, they would ris e, c urve around the Moon, and approac h the border
where the fields  of Earth and Moon balanc e--but they would never reac h i t; they would fal l  bac k and c ras h.

It was  als o agreed, by everyone, that i t was  better to die trying than to wai t for death. Bowles  s ugges ted that they wait a month unti l  next s ight of Earth, but ari thmetic  s hut off that c hanc e; they would not s tarve; they would not die of thi rs t--they would s uffoc ate.

Bowles  took i t s erenely; T raub lay in his  bunk or moved l ike a zombie. Corley was  a gray-fac ed automaton, buried in figures . Barnes  bec ame inc reas ingly i rri table.

As  a s op to Corley, Bowles  made des ul tory readings  on the ins truments  Corley had not had time to us e. Among the c hores  was  developing the fi lms  taken on the fl ight ac ros s  the bac k fac e. It had been agreed to keep them, they weighed ounc es  only, and i t was  des irable to develop them to prevent fogging by s tray
radioac tivi ty. Barnes  as s igned T raub the tas k, to keep him  bus y.

T raub worked in the airloc k, i t being the only darkroom. P res ently he c ame poking his  head up through the hatc h. "Mr. Barnes ?"

"Yes , Mannie?" Barnes  noted with s atis fac tion that T raub s howed his  fi rs t touc h of animation s inc e his  ordeal .

"See what you make of this ." T raub handed him  a negative. Barnes  s pread i t agains t a port. "See thos e l i ttle round things ? W hat are they?"

"Craters , I gues s ."

"No, thes e are c raters . See the di fferenc e?"

Barnes  tried to vis ual ize what the negative would look l ike in pos i tive. "W hat do you think?"

"W el l , they look l ike hemis pheres . Odd formation, huh?"

Barnes  looked again. "T oo damned odd," he s aid s lowly. "Mannie, let's  have a print."

"T here's  no print paper, is  there?"

"You're right; my error."

Bowles  joined them. "W hat's  the c urios i ty? Moon maidens ?"

Barnes  s howed him . "W hat do you make of thos e things ?"

Bowles  looked, and looked again. Final ly he as ked, "Mannie, how c an we enlarge this ?"

It took an hour to jury-rig a magic  lantern, us ing a pi l fered c amera lens . T hey al l  gathered in the airloc k and T raub s witc hed on his  improvis ed projec tor.

Bowles  s aid, "Foc us  i t, for c ripes ' s ake." T raub did s o. T he images  of his  "hemis pheres " were reas onably dis tinc t. T hey were s ix in number, arranged in a s emic irc le--and they were unnatural  in appearanc e.

Barnes  peered at them. "Red--you were a bi t late when you c laimed this  planet."

Bowles  s aid, "Hmmm--" Final ly he emphatic al ly added, "Cons truc tions ."

"W ait a m inute," protes ted Corley. "T hey look arti fic ial , but s ome very odd formations  are natural ."

"Look c los er, Doc ," Barnes  advis ed. "T here is  no reas onable doubt. T he ques tion: were we a year or s o late in c laim ing the Moon? Or m i l l ions  of years ?"

"Eh?"

"T hos e are pres s ure domes . W ho bui l t them? Moon people, long before his tory? V is i ting Martians ? Or Rus s ians ?"

T raub s aid, "Mr. Barnes --why not l iv e  Moon people?"

"W hat? T ake a walk outs ide."

"I don't s ee why not. As  s oon as  I s aw them I s aid, 'T hat's  where thos e flying s auc ers  c ame from a whi le bac k."

"Mannie, there were no flying s auc ers . Don't kid yours el f."



T raub s aid, doggedly, "I knew a man who--"

"--s aw one with his  own eyes ," Barnes  finis hed. "Forget i t. T hat's  our worry--there. T hey're real . T hey s how on fi lm ."

"Forget Martians , too," Bowles  s aid gruffly, "and any long-dead Moon people."

"I take i t you go for Rus s ians ?" Barnes  c ommented. "I s imply know that thos e fi lms  mus t be in the hands  of m i l i tary intel l igenc e as  s oon as  pos s ible."

"Mi l i tary intel l igenc e? Ah, yes , on Earth--a lovely thought."

"Don't be s arc as tic . I mean i t."

"So do I."

From wi l l ingnes s  to die, his  m is s ion ac c ompl is hed, Bowles  bec ame frantic  to l ive, to get bac k. It made him  bi tter that he hims el f had ins is ted on landing--wi th al l -important new evidenc e even then latent in the s hip.

He s weated out a pos s ible s c heme to get the fi lms  bac k to W as hington and s eized a time when T raub was  out of the s hip to propos e i t to Barnes . "J im--c ould you get this  s hip bac k by yours el f?"

"W hat do you mean?"

"You c hec ked the figures . One man m ight make i t--i f the s hip were l ightened by the other three."

Barnes  looked angry. "Red, that's  nons ens e."

"As k the others ."

"No ! " Barnes  added, "Four men c ame; four go bac k-- or nobody does ."

"W el l , I c an l ighten s hip, at leas t. T hat's  my privi lege."

"Any more s uc h talk and i t'l l  be your privi lege to be s trapped down ti l l  takeoff! "

Bowles  took Barnes ' arm. "T hos e fi lms  have got to reac h the Pentagon."

"Quit breathing in my fac e. W e'l l  make i t i f we c an. Have you anything left to jettis on?"

"J im , this  s hip gets  bac k i f I have to drag i t."

"Drag i t, then. Ans wer my ques tion."

"I've got the c lothes  I s tand in--I'l l  jettis on them." Bowles  looked around. "J ettis on, he s ays . J im  Barnes , you c al l  this  s hip s tripped. Bye God, I'l l  s how you!  W here's  that tool  ki t?"

"T raub jus t took i t outs ide along with other s tuff."

Bowles  jumped to the m ic rophone. "Mannie? B ring bac k the hac ks aw; I need i t! " He turned to Barnes . "I'l l  s how you how to s trip s hip. W hat's  that radio doing there? Us eles s  as  a thi rd leg. W hy do I need an autopi lot dis play? Yours  is  enough. Doc --get up off that s tool ! "

Corley looked up from his  c los ed world of figures . He had not even heard the row. "Eh? You c al led me?"

"Up off that s tool--I'm  going to unbol t i t from the dec k."

Corley looked puzzled. "Certainly, i f you need i t." He turned to Barnes . "J im , thes e are the final  figures ."

Barnes  was  watc hing Bowles . "Hold the figures , Doc . W e may make a few revis ions ."

Under the drive of Bowles ' wi l l  they s tripped s hip again, fighting agains t their deadl ine. Rations --al l  rations -- men do not s tarve quic kly. Radios . Dupl ic ate ins truments . Engineering ins truments  not utterly es s ential  to blas ting. T he hot plate. Cupboards  and doors , l ight fixtures  and ins ulation; everything that c ould be
hac ks awed away or ripped out bodi ly. T he ladder from c ontrol  room to airloc k--that was  kic ked outlas t, wi th three s pac e s ui ts  and the rope ladder.

Bowles  found no way to get rid of the fourth pres s ure s ui t; he had to wear i t to s tay al ive whi le he pus hed out the las t i tems --but he found a way to m inim ize even that. He removed the ins trument bel t, the bac k pac k, the air bottles , the ins ulating s hoes , and s tood there, gas ping the air left in the s ui t, whi le the loc k
c yc led from "vac uum" to "pres s ure" for the las t time.

T hree hands  reac hed down and pul led him  through the hatc h. "S tations ! " Barnes  s napped. "S tand by to blas t! "

T hey were waiting for the c ount off, when T raub reac hed up and touc hed Barnes ' arm. "Skipper?"

"Yes , Mannie?"

T raub looked to s ee i f the other two were notic ing; they were not. "A re we real ly going to make i t?"

Barnes  dec ided to be truthful . "P robably not." He glanc ed at Bowles ; the Admiral 's  features  were s unken; his  fals e teeth had gone with the res t. Barnes  grinned warm ly. "But we're s ure going to give i t a try! "

The monument w here the proud Luna  onc e s tood is  pic tured in ev ery  s c hoolroom. Many  trips  fol low ed, s ome tragic , s ome not, before s pac e trans portation reac hed i ts  pres ent s afe operation. The s pac ew ay s  are pav ed w ith the bodies  and glorious  hopes  of pioneers . W ith ac c ompl is hment of their dream s ome of the
romanc e has  gone out of s pac e.

-Farquhars on, Ibid ., Hi : 423


