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CHAPTER ONE

The babble of talk at the lunch table subsided as the
chairman rose and tapped a glass with his spoon. There
was an air of expectancy in the room, for all present
knew they were about to hear something that had never
been heard before. The chairman, Lord Edel, looked
keenly at the faces before him. He was a tall, handsome
man of fifty, with firm features, greying hair and an
eye that commanded respect in any company. He was
reputed to be well on the inside of the country’s affairs,
whatever government was in power at the moment. And
his presence as chairman of the Universal Exploration
Club was, in itself, a guarantee that the affairs of the
Club were of some importance to the world. He waited
long enough for the silence to reach a point of near-
tension, and then spoke.

“Gentlemen.”  His voice was quiet but very clear.
“We are here to-day to welcome home, and give honour
to the captain and crew of a ship that has made a voyage
more daring, more hazardous, and more important in
the possibilities it opens up, than any before made in the
history of the world.”

There was a murmur of agreement and appreciation
round the table while the men of the crew referred to
looked coyly at their cigarette ends. The chairman con-
tinued.
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“You are, I think, all somewhat surprised at the way
this is being done—by a small lunch gathering, instead
of the grand public celebration that the occasion
undoubtedly deserves. But there is a reason for this, a
very cogent reason. The expedition led by Captain
Murray, here on my right, was brilliantly successful. It
not only achieved all you asked of it but more. It
achieved the real object of the expedition, about which
you knew nothing.” :

There was a sudden buzz of excited voices, dying
quickly as Lord Edel raised his hand for silence.

“The real object of the flight,” he continued, *was to
seek and find a new world. This — has — been — done.
A new world has been found.”

The other sixteen men around the table stared at each
other almost as though for support as the full meaning
of the words sank into their brains. The faces of the
crew themselves showed blank bewilderment as they
looked, first at each other and then at their captain,
seated at the head of the table. He smiled enigmatically
and waited for the chairman to recommence speaking.

“Therefore,” Lord Edel proceeded quietly, “instead of
calling now upon Captain Murray to tell you something
about the flight he has just made, I propose to spend a
few minutes introducing to you a man whom most of you
have never met, or perhaps ever heard of, but who is,
nevertheless, the starting point of our story. Seated on
my left here is Professor Dziewinski, the leading
astronomer of our day, and the man who had discovered
the new planet. A worthy follower of his great countryman
Copernicus, the founder of modern astronomy and dis-
coverer of the solar system as such, the Professor has
persisted for years in a belief that everyone else had
scouted as impossible, the existence of a twin world in
the orbit of the Earth. And now at last, with the help
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of Captain Murray and Professor Verron, who designed
the ‘ship that flies through space, this belief has been
proven correct, and the new world has been seen.”

All eyes were fixed on the dark, thin-faced man who sat
beside the chairman, drawing patterns on the tablecloth
with the handle of his spoon. Lord Edel consulted his
notes and then, with sudden decision, put them down.

“I had in mind to go into some detail about this
remarkable discovery, but I will not now.” He spoke
more briskly.  “We can deal with details later. For
the moment it is enough for us to grasp that the new
planet, a sister to the Earth, lies exactly opposite us
behind the Sun, flying on almost the same orbit as our-
'selves and having the same, or very similar chemical
characteristics and climatic conditions.  Professor
Dziewinski will himself answer your questions in a few
minutes.

“All I want to say now is that I, as chairman of the
organisation which promoted the recent flight, knew of
the Professor’s theory and, realising the immense import-
ance of .this discovery now that space travel is a practical
proposition”—he paused dramatically—* gave the instruc-
tion to Captain Murray to make the observation of the
new planet 'his main task. @ He has been completely
successful in his survey and will tell you himself what he
saw. Please, gentlemen, restrain your questions till you
have heard him out. Captain Murray.”

There was no applause when the chairman sat dowp
and only a feeble and belated handclap when the well-
known explorer rose. The audience were too stunned to
be polite. They leaned forward in their seats, drinks and
smokes clean forgotten in the excitement. Captain
Murray glanced round the table with a slight smile on his
face. Although nearly as tall as Lord Edel, his breadth
of shoulder and slightly stooping posture made him look
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shorter. The two were a startling contrast in types.

People being nice about Murray described him as
“rugged” but his more candid friends called him just plain
ugly. His face looked like something crudely sculped
out of a piece of brown stone, his skin was not so much
lined, as cracked by exposure to alternate tropic and
arctic sun, his eyebrows stood out over his broken nose
like a pair of thatched sun-blinds and a scar across his
forehead added a theatrical air of make-up to his wilfully
shaggy appearance. But when he smiled there was a
real warmth in it. One felt of him as of a tame bear, a
bit dangerous perhaps but friendly nevertheless.  And
that was a fair summing up. A man of immense personal
courage, his defiance of danger frequently extended to his
subordinates, but men who served him loved him and those
who followed him were well led. He started speaking
in the deep, crisp voice of a man to whom words arz
symbols rather than familiar tools. 5

“Credit for the trip,” he said curtly, “goes to Professor
Verron for designing a ship to do the job, and doing it
so well that not a single modification is called for after
" this test. Professor Dziewinski gave us astral charts,
correct in every detail, and instructions as to what to
expect and look out for. My crew flew well, carried out
all orders correctly and I had no trouble at all.

“We made a rocket-assisted take-off from our estab-
lished launching site in Greenland, dropped out our rocket
drive gear at a height of two hundred miles and an air-
speed of twelve-hundred miles an hour. We continued
climbing on our engines at the same speed for thirty hours
at which point we became gravity free, so we set course
and cut the motors. We now had a space speed of sixty-
eight thousand, seven hundred miles an hour, our own
twelve hundred plus the orbit speed of the Earth itself.
Our course was set to cut across one end of the ellipse
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of the orbit of the Earth and then fly in that orbit whilst
making our observations. The ship handled perfectly
and we found no speed loss on changing course, which
had been our only fear. We reached our planned posi-
tion in the orbit after two hundred and twenty hours
flying.”

Murray droned on with his cool, factual report of the
flight while his hearers sat spell-bound. He told of how
he had watched and photographed two complete days of
the new planet and mapped a hitherto unknown part of
the heavens. - How the various tests had reacted fo show
that the face of the new planet was much the same as
that of our own Earth. Then, grimly, he spoke of the
photographic duplication of all records and their arrange-
ment in automatic parachute containers so that, if the
landing on Earth was a smash, the records might survive.
Amid tense silence he told of the return journey.

“We turned our ship and picked up the orbit again,
heading back to the Earth which was, of course, now
approaching us. Our combined space speeds totalled one
hundred and thirty-six thousand, two hundred miles an
hour, which brought us into the gravity sphere in fourteen
hours flying. We circled to pick up atmosphere at twelve
hundred and landed without incidents. In view of the
smoothness and trouble-free nature of the return trip and
landing, I did not release the duplicate records, as this
would have meant the risk of their falling into other
hands. No one, apart from ourselves, knows the results
of the flight. That is all,  gentlemen.”

As Captain Murray sat down something like a sigh
went up from the men round the table. The very matter-
of-factness of the account had added to the tension, since
each listener filled in for himself the drama that Murray
passed by in his terrific story.  Again there was no
applause. The occasion was too big for such formality.
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Lord Edel waited while nervous fingers fumbled -for
cigarette cases and wineglasses, then he rose again.

“And now, gentlemen, I will ask Professor Dziewinski
to tell you what is known about the new planet itself. He
will not give too much technical detail, but you will require
basic information in order that we may discuss the whole
situation effectively later.”

The Professor rose, glanced once quickly round the
expectant faces before him, then stared back at the table-
cloth. He spoke quickly in a hard metallic voice.

“The idea of this other planet is not new,” he began,
in the manner of a lecturer in class. ‘“That is to say,
certain phenomena have been noted by observers of the
Sun, which were only explicable by the concept of some
other body of considerable density being in the line of
observation. We know that because of the brilliance of
the Sun’s light, many astral bodies beyond it have never
been seen from the Earth, although the existence of such
bodies is not disputed.

“The reason why Dziewinski’s planet”—he paused to
allow his claim to the name to sink in — “was
not suspected for so long, was that the coinci-
dence of another planet having the same orbit
and therefore the same space speed as this Earth was
considered too great. In fact the orbit varies very
slightly, point-two-eight degrees to be precise, and my
observations and studies of the observations of other
astronomers over the past few thousand years, led me to
the belief that this other body was moving slightly rela-
tive to the Sun-Earth plane. In fact in about one and a
half million years from now the planet will be clearly
visible alongside the Sun at time of solar eclipse.”

A ripple of laughter ran round the table at the sugges-
tion that the Professor’s claims would be vindicated in
one and a half million years. Dziewinski looked puzzled
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and a little hurt. He could not see the joke at all. His
hearers straightened their faces and the Professor con-
. tinued his lecture.

“From purely mathematical calculations it seemed
quite probable that the new planet, simply because it had
taken up the same orbit as the Earth at the same time in
astral history, would be made of the same materials and
be of roughly the same size and weight as the Earth
itself. This means, of course, that it may be inhabited
or is at least inhabitable. All this, however, was mere
conjecture unless and until some means of observation
could be established without the Sun getting in the way.
I discussed this matter with Professor Verron three years
ago and he proposed the building of an observation ship
stationed in sub-planetary relationship to the Moon, but
this was no use as being much too near the Earth to by-
pass the Sun’s light.

“Professor Verron talked the matter over with Lord
Edel who asked, if it were possible to build a ship to
sail round the Moon, why could not the same ship go
anywhere else in space? There were difficulties, of
course, but they have been surmounted and the voyage
you have just had described to you has been made. From
the photographs and observation data brought back by
Captain Murray we now know for certain that the new
planet exists, that it is the same size and has the same
chemical characteristics as this Earth and”—the Professor
paused, looked up and continued slowly with emphasis on
each separate word—‘‘and it can be reached by Verron
spaceship.”

Then, without warning, he sat down and resumed his
doodling on the tablecloth.

Immediately the room became a babble of sound. The
listeners turned to each other with exclamations of sur-
prise, compliments, congratulations and questions. Lord
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Edel let it run for a minute then banged on the table for
attention. )

“Well, gentlemen,” he said smiling, “you have heard
the bare bones of the story from the two who made it
come true. Now it is for all of us to discuss the effects.
I think no one here will question the idea that we will
proceed to organise a flight to Dziewinski’s planet and
that Captain Murray will lead the expedition. The pro-
ject is too big and the possible consequences too serious,
however, for this undertaking to be approached in any
lighthearted manner. The need, above all, is for secrecy
at this juncture. That is why the government cannot
be called in now. The finest security service in the world
could not keep a secret as big as this, even if the dis-
cussions could be confined to cabinet level. And if any
other power got to hear of our plans the world political
upheaval would be such as we would not like to feel
responsible for.

“At the same time this tremendous scientific discovery
must be utilised. A proper exploration must be carried
out, and a survey made by accredited scientists of the
flora and fauna, if any, and the mineral wealth of the
new planet. For this a new and larger Verron ship will
be needed to carry the additional personnel and provide
the fuel and rocket space for the double take-off and land-
ing requirements.  Once again, gentlemen, we need
money. You four businessmen, Mr. Kalaman, Mr.
Jamieson, Mr. Keller and Mr. Erroll, who, between you,
put up the money for the first flight must, I feel sure,
feel that you have had your money’s worth out of it.
Will you dip in your pockets again for this, the greatest
trip of all time?”

He stopped speaking and looked hopefully at the four
men he had addressed. They were sitting together along
one side of the long table and they turned towards each
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other as Edel finished speaking. There were eager looks
on their faces; but Kalaman, the biggest man financially
of them all, controlled his features deliberately as he met
the eyes of the others, and they followed suit. It is not
good business to look keen about any proposition, however
exciting it may be in reality. Lord Edel, who knew these
types well, was not put out.

“Well, Mr. Kalaman, will you give the lead?” hz
asked lightly, then turned to the other side of the table,
“Mr. Kalaman is head of World Investments Incorpor-
ated, one of the largest finance houses of our day.” He
introduced the big man.

Kalaman pursed his lips and looked thoughtful.

“You are right, my lord, in saying that those of us
who put up the money feel that it was worth while, but
not quite right in putting it in the way you did, that we
had got our money’s worth. We haven’t had anything
at all back yet. These other three gentlemen represent
technical concerns and will get data from you as a resuit
‘of the experimental flight that may well be worth the
money invested by them in this form of research. I,
however, am purely a financier. I invest money for a
money return, not for scientific or technical know-how. I
will get nothing at all out of this unless the results at the
other end are of such value as to be a commercial con-
sideration. To put it bluntly, what do you offer me in
return?”

Captain Murray’s craggy face screwed up into what
looked like an expression of intense pain, but the noise
that came rumbling out of him was identifiable as laugh-
ter. The scientists seemed to think the question com-
pletely unfunny, while the young men of the spaceship’s
crew just shrugged their shoulders helplessly. Only Lord
Edel seemed quite unruffled. He by-passed the financier
beautifully.
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“That’s a very good point, Mr. Kalaman,” he said with
a gentle smile, “a very good point indeed. It is
undoubtedly true that the other gentlemen are more likely
to be interested at this phase in the adventure.  Mr.
Jamieson, you represent the Britannic Electrical Corpora-
tion. It was your equipment that went into the first
Verron ship and has been adequately tested. The adver-
tisement value will be tremendous, when the time comes
for publicity. Will you help with the new ship?”’

Jamieson, a thin wiry man with receding ginger hair
" and a straggly moustache, nodded vigorously but did not
respond to the chairman’s smile.

“You can count on imy personal backing,” he said
rather brusquely, “but as far as the Corporation is con-
cerned Mr. Kalaman is right. If new territories are dis-
covered and they have a commercial value, we will require
a share in that value. I believe Mr. Keller and Mr.
Erroll here will concur.”

Keller, a fat smooth-faced man with a bald head, and
Erroll, tall and lean with hard, quick eyes, both nodded
in agreement.

“The Amalgamated Engineering Combine will wish to
be represented,” Keller said briefly. “And I think
Nuclear Developments will have an eye on possible
uranium deposits, eh, Erroll?”

Erroll nodded silently and Kalaman took up the case
again. :

“You see, my lord,” he said with a slightly ironical
inflexion in his voice, “your initial experimental flight has
been such a conspicuous success, that we have already
passed from that phase to the fresh phase of economic
development, or at least the study of the practicabilities
of such development.  Scientific investigation will, of
course, continue to receive our earnest support, but it
must be part of the objective of the journey to the new
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planet, not the whole thing. You want more money—
well, what have you to offer for sale?”

There was silence at the table for some seconds and it
was broken, rather surprisingly, by Captain Murray.

“Do I understand that you want to come with me on
the next flight?” he asked coolly.

There was a titter from the crew members, and Kala-
man gulped. He certainly had no intention of entrust-
ing His own invaluable body to such a hazardous enter-
prise, and to do him credit he did not care who knew it.

“Nothing of the sort had entered my mind,” he
answered candidly. “I am merely asking what return
is offered for the money that has to be invested.”

Then Keller interposed quickly :

“You have an idea there, Captain,” he said. “We, as
principals, will not be available for such a long and
uncertain journey as this must be, but we could very
well be represented. You propose to take extra scien- .
tific personnel with you on the next trip to study the
new discoveries from your own point of view. What I
suggest is that you also carry representatives of our
business organisations, who will study the chances of
commercial development. My own son, who is fond of
travel and has considerable flying experience, will make
one. No doubt the other firms will have their own
nominees.”

For the first time throughout the whole function the
man who designed the spaceship spoke.

“An important factor,” said Professor Verron in his
deep slow voice, “is the load carrying capacity of the
ship.  For each unit of weight carried the fuel load for
the return journey is twenty units. If you four gentle-
men all wish to have personal representatives aboard I
shall have to design for more space, which means more
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weight, which means about six tons extra fuel capacity.
This in turn will cost more money. Is it worth it?”

Kalaman began to look angry. He glared at the Pro-
fessor and then turned to Edel.

“Do I understand that your back-room boys want us
to put up the money for them to have the show to them-
selves?” he demanded.

“Even so,” smiled Edel in return, “they see their own
point of view as you see yours, all-important. Our job
as the planners is to take all points of view into account
and arrive at a workable solution.  Although what you
say is correct, Mr. Kalaman, nevertheless this is primarily
an expedition for exploration purposes. Suppose, there-
fore, we compromise. Captain Murray will take two
men representing the business interests in his crew, pro-
vided it is understood that they come under his command
as leader of the expedition and accept his discipline.
What are your views?”

He looked from one face to another round the table,
then called the names of the men who had to decide.

“Captain Murray?” Murray nodded with a growl.

“Professor Verron?”  The scientist hesitated and
seemed to be calculating his problem already. Then he,
too, nodded.

“I will try to adapt the design,” he answered.

“Good man,” said Edel with some relief. “What
about you men of business. Can you agree among your-
selves an some scheme for representation suitable to
your own requirements in the situation?”

The four glanced at each other and all nodded without
speaking. To tell the truth they had little idea of what
they did want out of this extraordinary adventure, and
were glad enough to have got a foot in and leave it at
that.

Lord Edel glanced at his watch.
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“Well, gentlemen, we will meet again as the plans
progress. For the moment, if we can count on you for
credits, Mr. Kalaman, and on your firms, gentlemen, for
the technical facilities you know we require, the new ship
will be ready in ten weeks time. Shall we say that the
take-off for the Dziewinski planet is provisionally fixed
for three months to-day. That is all, gentlemen. Good
afternoon.”

CHAPTER TWC

Building the second spaceship was naturally a much
quicker and easier task than the first had been. Professor
Verron had all the data he needed for the new design
except for some fairly simple calculations as to the addi-
tional propulsion units required for the two take-off
charges. The reaction engines remained the same since,
once the rockets had got the ship moving at the desired
speed, the power required to maintain speed and
manoeuvre was not very much affected by the increased
weight and size of the ship and its crew.

The original design had allowed for the launching
rockets to be carried in a detachable cage on the tail of
the ship, the whole cage being dropped off when the
propellant charge was exhausted. As the new ship
would have to fly all the way carrying the rockets for
her return take-off, the Professor designed a hollow tail
to carry them. This tail was sealed on the outward
flight and would only be opened when actually ready for
the return journey. The hollow tail could then be filled
with gas under pressure and sealed from inside the ship
in order to withstand the atmospheric load on arrival .
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back at earth. Extra space for the two additional
scientists, and the two commercial representatives with
their food and equipment, had to be provided, and then
came the problem of requirements after landing on the
planet.

Some kind of tools and equipment would be required
and some kind of transport, but what? The spaceship
had no wheeled undercarriage but used something like
sled-runners and was designed to take off and land on
snow or ice near the Poles. This was sound enough in
itself since on any planet there would be plenty of flat
space under snow, whereas the possibility of finding a
natural landing field capable of taking a sixty-ton ship
with a minimum landing speed of three hundred miles
an hour anywhere else was pretty remote. The snag
was, of course, that having landed, the crew would be
faced with a trek of hundreds of miles, with very
probably a sea crossing at the end of it, before they
reached a sufficiently temperate spot for normal explora-
tion to be effective. :

Professor Verron and Captain Murray discussed these
problems from all angles without decision, so the crew
was called in to state the various requirements of the
specialists and find a way to meet them. Murray told
the assembled crew what the problems were and then
asked each man in turn as they sat round in a circle on
the grass of the disused airfield that was their camp and
workshop. The first man he asked happened to be the
engineer, Angus.

“You’ll have to maintain any kind of mechanical
vehicle we use, John. What would give you the least
headaches ?”

Lean, sour-looking Angus, who had already been nick-
named Jeremiah by the younger crew members because
of his perpetual air of pessimism, looked up glumly.
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“No one thing’ll dae it,” he growled morosely, “We’ll
not be walking off the snow so we’ll need sleds, then
maybe boats, then a truck for carrying men and equip-
ment on land, and a small aircraft for reconnaissance.”

Verran threw up his hands despairingly.

“Do you want me to build a third ship to carry all
this stuff?” he asked plaintively. ‘This is impossible
as an additional load.” »

Murray smiled. He knew his men and Angus had
done no more than state the simple requirements of the
exploratory part of the expedition. He turned to the
pilot, Taylor, a tall, young man, the exact opposite of
Angus in manner and Murray’s most devoted admirer.

“What’s your idea, Bill?”

“ Heli-kites, sir,” answered Bill Taylor promptly.
“Two or three of ’em, so that when we have crashes we
can use the bits on the others. @ Heavy fuel engines,
same as the ship so’s we don’t have to carry petrol. They
can land or take off anywhere and could taxi on the
ground with quite heavy loads if you want ’em to.”

Professor Verron seemed about to break out again
but changed his mind and shrugged resignedly. Captain
Murray addressed the next man, the radio operator Stan
Miller by name, a happy-go-lucky youth and the insepar-
able friend of the ship’s electrician, Arthur Frost, who
sat beside him. The two had already discussed the
matter between themselves and Miller answered firmly
for the both of them.

“Got to have something with a fairly hefty engine,
sir,” he said. ‘Sparks here will need a sizeable gener-
ator to give me enough current for the lenge-range trans-
mitter and that will need a powerful motor than can run
stationary for long periods on the ground. I doubt if
Bill’s helicopter could lift the sort of power-station I
need.”
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“That will not be necessary,” answered the Captain.
“Your long-range transmitter will remain built into the
ship as in flight. The exploration parties can use small
portable transmitters and receivers with the main station
as a relay.”

“But, sir,” Miller’s cheerfulness vanished like a sun-
beam behind a cloud, ‘that means Arthur and I will
be stuck with the ship on an icefield all the time and miss
the fun.”

The rest of the crew laughed at this ingenuous
approach to the responsibilities of inter-planetary explora-
tion. But Captain Murray smiled understandingly.

“This trip is not being undertaken for fun, laddie,” he
said kindly. ‘“But don’t worry. You will not be called
upon to stand by the ship all the time. Now just one
more opinion. Devine, you will want a slow flying air-
craft as the best thing for your photography I presume.
Have you any other ideas?”

Devine was looking very thoughtful. A big, dark and
rather restless young man, he was the only one of the
crew who occasionally gave his skipper some worries as
a personality. He was a brilliant photographer and a
capable technician and he was quite fearless when work-
ing in his own sphere, but he could not bear doing noth-
ing, even for z short time. His tendency to brood over
difficulties that might never arise, and which he would
deal with calmly enough if they did arise, made him a
man apart from the team at such times. The present
discussion was one to give him plenty of chance to brood
over difficulties. @He waited some seconds before
answering.

“Any aircraft can carry me and my kit. The cine-
camera with magazines, a miniature telephoto job and a
tape recorder don’t weigh much altogether, and any
astral survey pictures can be done only from the ship
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because of the telescope. But can we place utter
reliance on an aircraft? A crash landing a few hundred
miles from base would beat us. We’d never get back on
foot carrying our equipment.”

“That is a matter for organisation on the spot, Pat,”
said Murray quietly. ‘““Obviously we shall have to build
up a chain of dumps within easy flying range of each
other and do our exploring from these.  The limiting
factor is the room and carry capacity of the ship and it
seems that Bill’s idea of a helicopter, or some form of
turbine-engined rotor-craft with wheel or float landing
gear, is the best compromise. But we can’t take three
or even two, Bill. One aircraft is the limit and damn
the risk.”

He paused and looked round the circle of faces. Thev
were all keen and confident. He felt he had nothing to
worry about with this crew, but another idea came out of
the good feeling itself.

“While I’ve got you together, lads,” he said quickly,
“there’s one other thing. We flew together on the first
space trip ever made and we know we’re all right. This
time we shall have a bigger crew. You will feel that
they are strangers, almost interlopers at first, but that
won’t do. The new crew must be as solid together as
we were ourselves. They’ll start arriving any minute
now and I want you all to do your best to make them
part of the team from the moment they get in. This is
important, even more important than equipment. Do
you understand that?”

The men nodded seriously. They could well appre-
ciate the necessity for teamwork on a job like this. They
were still looking serious when Murray dismissed them.
They walked back to the ship and went about their
various tasks of preparation.

The great Verron ship itself was now nearing comple-



20 SISTER EARTH

tion. Its huge metal envelope, a dull silver in.colour, stood
under the partial cover of an open-ended balloon hangar.
To the occasional aircraft that passed overhead or even
to the casual observer from the ground she looked suffi-
ciently like a small airship not to attract undue attention.
After all no one is interested in airships these days. In
shape the ship rather resembled an elongated bullet with
its sharp nose and almost parallel sides. She stood on
runners nearly the full length of the ship, with her nose
tilted slightly upwards when on the ground. Her
retractable wings, used only for flying and landing in
atmosphere, were hydraulically operated and moved in
and out silently like the membranes of a gigantic bat,
and there was neither fin nor rudder externally, stability
being afforded by the gyroscopes. What looked like a
bulbous window in the nose was, in fact, a huge lense
refracting on to mirrors so that the pilot and navigator
in the control-room twenty feet behind could see what lay
in front of and around them on a large circular screen.
There was no method of direct vision through the heavily
insulated triple skin of the craft and all observation was
carried out through the built-in, turntable telescope.
The men of the crew were all engaged in the installa-
tion of their own specialised equipment. Captain Murray
was very keen on this as it made sure that each man
knew .all there was to know about his own tools. Pro-
fessor Verron’s own team of mechanics worked on the
hull or, under the direction of Angus, on the fitting of
the ten powerful reaction engines. They were all busily
engaged when a dozen electric alarm bells inside and out-
side the ship set up a clamour. There was a drill laid on
for this and each man left his task and rushed to his
allotted place at one or other of the hangar entrances.
The alarm had been operated from the entrance to the
field, a gate flanked by the former guardroom, almost
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out of sight at the far end of the runway.  Captain
Murray came out of the hut that served as drawing office
and stores alongside the hangar and, jumping into his
car, raced off across the field. He reappeared five
minutes later with two passengers, and the crew noted
that none of them looked very pleased. As the car
approached the elder of the two was recognised as Mr.
Keller of the Amalgamated Engineering Combine. He
was still arguing.

“Security is all very well, Murray,” he was saying as
the car drew up, “but I’'m a partner in this venture and
my son here is one of your crew. Those guards of yours
had no right to barricade us out like that.”

“They were doing their job and carrying out orders,”
said the Captain curtly, and climbed out of the car. The
newcomers looked with interest at the ship, and the
younger man made straight for the ladder leading into
the belly-hatch. Bill Taylor made an instinctive move to
stop him, but Murray called them back. ‘““All right,
Bill,” he called. *Joe, come here a moment.”

Joe Keller looked startled at being thus familiarly
addressed but he turned back, and Murray introduced
him to the crew.

“These boys all flew with me before, Joe, and they
are pretty busy getting their instruments into the new
ship. Perhaps you'd like to give John Angus a hand
with his engines?”

It was obvious that Murray was doing his best to make
Joe Keller feel himself one of the team from the start
and the young man himself seemed to appreciate it. He
was a hefty specimen who looked rather like a boxer,
" but he had his father’s sleepy-lidded, sharp eyes. He
turned to Angus with a smile.

“Sure, I'd like that,” he said easily. “Let’s go.”
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The two of them moved towards the ship and there
was an almost visible easing of tension among the rest
of the crew. The first new boy had been accepted, but
Murray was not altogether happy. He stared at the
older Keller from under those bushy eyebrows and
remarked, apropos nothing in particular:

“I’m not a business man myself.”

Keller stared back at him comprehendingly and
answered, ‘“All the same, we’ll go into the office and
work out those schedules.”

Once inside the ship Joe took his coat off and really
settled down to work with John Angus. The engineer
had already installed his six forward propulsion units and
was engaged in fitting the control thrusters, a pair of
engines on each side of the ship, slightly off-set. There
being nothing for an aerofoil to grip in the ether a change
of direction was. made by applying side-thrust from these
engines, after which the gyros brought the ship’s nose
round to the new line of flight. When Keller, senior,
came out of the hut an hour or so later and called to his
son, that young man appeared at the hatch in a wonder-
ful state of disrepair. He had no overalls and his once
beautiful clothes were torn and oilstained. @ He grinned
cheerfully at his father. A

“You carry on, Pop,” he said airily. “I’m staying
put from now on. Send some of my kit round in the
morning will you. I’ll manage without for to-night.”

He turned back into the ship without waiting for any
comments and the other men of the crew looked at each
other and grinned. Perhaps the commercial types
would not be so bad after all, they thought.

That evening, two more men arrived to join the party.
They were the two scientists, Dr. Ellison and Dr. Evers-
ley. The only scientists the crew had ever met before
in their young lives being Verron and Dziewinski, both
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sour and rather eccentric men in their late fifties, the
youthful appearance and most friendly manners of the
newcomers rather shook them. The two contrasted
markedly in appearance, Ellison being big and well-
fleshed while his companion was smaller and thinner.
Nevertheless, there was really little excuse for the bad
manners of the irreverent Bill Taylor who, on catching
sight of the young scientists for the first time ejaculated,
“Blimey ! Laurel and Hardy,’”’ in a loud, clear voice.
There was a moment of acute embarrassment, then
Ellison burst out laughing, turned to Eversley and said,
Y Okay, so be it. Laurel and Hardy we are.” There
was a general laugh and two more had been accepted
into the flying family.

Work proceeded raplidly and the Verron ship was
almost ready when the last two new members of the
crew dropped literally out of the-sky. The ship had
been drawn out of the hangar to allow Angus to test-
run his engines and, in the frightful din that ensued, no
one noticed that they were observed till the throttles
were shut and the crew heard the quieter hum of a tur-
bine motor directly above their heads. They looked up
and saw a cabin helicopter hovering right over the ship.
Seeing that he was observed the pilot brought his craft
down sideways, hovered a couple of feet off the ground
for a few seconds just to show that he could do it, and
settled soundlessly.

Bill Taylor strolled over to greet the flyers.

“Nice work, pal,” he greeted the new pilot. “I’m
Bill Taylor, pilot of the ship. Pleased to see you. How’s
the kite?”

The new pilot jumped down and shook Bill’s hand.
He was a tall youth, so good looking as to be almost
effeminate at first sight, though his lithe movements and
resolute expression quickly dispelled that -illusion.
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“I’'m Tony Fenton,” he responded smiling. ‘““She’s a
nice job all right, real silk. Meet the cargo.”

This referred to his passenger who was emerging from
the helicopter, a tough-looking red-haired man of about
thirty with a Western-desert moustache. He introduced
himself to the rest of the crew who were now gathered
round.

“Bert Dowler, at your service, gentlemen,” he
announced with a theatrical bow. ‘“Representing
Nuclear Developments Limited. Collectively speaking,
how do you do?”

The others chorused a greeting and at that moment
Murray, having spotted the helicopter from his office,
came across to meet the new arrivals. Bill introduced
them and Tony Fenton rather shook the skipper by
snapping to attention and saluting smartly in acknow-
ledgement. Murray rather liked it all the same and his
craggy face contorted itself into a recognisable grin of
welcome as he shook hands.

“Nice to have you, lads,” he said gruffly. “Now we’re
all here perhaps we can get moving soon. How are the
tests going, John?” This to Angus, who was already
moving back towards the ship.

“Fine, skipper,” John answered with, for him, unusual
cheerfulness. ‘“Full thrust on each motor above require-
ment figures, no vibration problems, generators okay, and
all pumps working. I’'m ready when you like.”

“That’s great,” said Murray. “Right, crew. If
you’ll all complete your test reports of your various
responsibilities and get Professor Verron to check and
countersign them, we’ll be moving very soon. Fenton
and Dowler come over to the office with me and I'll tell
you all about the scheme.”

The crew went back to the ship babbling with excxte-
ment. They had not expected to get away as quickly as
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this and all were delighted at the prospect. @ Verron
went over each man’s technical gear, checking their test
reports against his design figures, asking a question here
and there, leaving nothing to chance before he signed
the test sheets. Then the ship was tractor-towed back
into the hangar, the test fuel drained off, storage batteries
removed for transport and a huge sheet stretched over
the hull and lashed down. By evening all was ready for
transport to the dockside, and that night the crew enjoyed
a wow of a party. It was so good it took most of them
nearly all the next day to get over it.

The job of shifting the giant ship by road was, in
itself, no mean task and it had to be carried out at night
over closed roads. The silent influence of Lord Edel
was evidenced in the smoothness of the arrangements.
At sunset the aerodrome was invaded by a dozen police
on motor-cycles escorting a low-loader borrowed from
the Royal Air Force. The eighty-four feet of the
Verron II were carefully winched aboard and secured
by the runners, the nose of the ship projecting right over
the prime-mover.  Then, shortly after midnight, the
cavalcade set off for the docks. Professor Verron and
John Angus with two of the mechanics travelled with the
ship. The rest of the crew and mechanics calmly went back
to their beds. It-was all so quiet and undramatic that
they hardly believed that the great journey had really
started.

Only John Angus out of the flying crew accompanied
the spaceship with the helicopter, stores, fuel and equip-
ment by sea to the launching site on the southern tip
of Greenland, near the permanent British Meteorological
Base there. All the others, under the fatherly eye of
Captain Murray, spent a few days in London before
leaving by passenger plane to meet the ship. Murray
trusted his crew completely to be discreet in keeping their
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great secret, but he did not want them hitting too many
high spots by way of celebration so he accommodated
them in a quiet private hotel and laid on the single rule
that they must be in to take all meals together.

There was a certain amount of work to do in getting
personal kit together, but in the main the men took it
easy, saw a picture or two and a theatre show, had the
odd drink here and there and went to bed in good time.
One film that Stan Miller and Arthur Frost saw amused
them mightily. It was a picture about an exploratory
voyage to a planet by spaceship and they reported back
to their comrades that they had no idea that flying in
space was anything like that, and they hoped being on
a planet wasn’t like that either.

These two inseparables dropped into a bar one evening
just before going back to dinner. It was early yet and
the place was almost empty. They were the only two
in that bar but they could hear voices coming over the
head-high partition of wood and glass that divided them
from the saloon bar next to them.

“Don’t try to do too much,” a voice was saying as
they came in. “Take your lead from Ellison on the
technical side. He’s a capable man, and he’ll see that
there’s no secret reporting of anything that’s of interest
to us.”

The two space flyers looked at each other sharply.
The thought occurred to both of them that the use of
that name was sheer coincidence. It was a fairly
common name after all and they did not recognise the
voice of the speaker.  Still they stood very quiet and
waited for the response. When it came they both
stiffened. It was the voice of Bert Dowler.

“Okay, Mr. Erroll,” he was saying. ‘““You can rely
on me to look after your interests. That’s what you pay
me for after all, but I’m damned if I can see just how at
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the moment. I’'m game enough for the trip and I like
the adventure. I like the boys too and I don’t want to
get in wrong with anybody on the outfit. Just what is
it that you expect me to do anyway?”

“Just this,” answered Erroll. “Those people are
explorers and experimenters for the sake of exploring
and experimenting. Our firm, and the other firms and
people who are financing the expedition, are in it for the
prospects of development that lie in any discoveries that
are made. These two points of view may not always
agree, and that’s where you come in. Anything that is
of interest or potential interest to us must be reported to
us in detail, whether it is in the official report or not. We
are business men not idealists or academicians and we
finance this show frankly for what may come out of it for
us.t

There was a pause for a few moments before Dowler
replied quietly.

“Fair enough, Mr. Erroll. I'll do what I can to make
the trip worth while from all angles.”

The barman came over at that moment to take their
order. Stan called for the beers in a gruff voice that
would not be recognisable through the partition, and
they drank up quickly and left. They walked in silence
for some minutes till Arthur asked:

“Well?”

“Well what?”

“What do we tell the skipper?”

“What can we tell him? Bert came out of it all right.
He said he liked us and was keen on the trip. He
obviously didn’t like the dual role but what can he do
about it?  The business types made it clear at that
lunch meeting that they came in only for what they could
get out of it. That was good enough for Lord Edel as
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~ well as the skipper and the Professor. Why should we
kick?”

“I suppose you’re right,” answered Arthur doubtfully,
“but I can’t help wishing we weren’t starting out on a
trip like this with a divided cause. I’ll bet you,” he
continued prophetically, “we’ll be sorry about it before
we’ve done.”

CHAPTER THREE

The flight to Greenland was uneventful. Lord Edel,
who accompanied the party, had chartered a private
plane for the trip, and the whole crew of the spaceship,
and the mechanics who were required for the final pre-
parations for the take-off, set off in the highest spirits.
Liaison was good so that they sighted the ship with the
Verron II on her deck just steaming into the bay. The
plane swooped and circled round the ship, while Angus
and the Professor waved from the bridge.

Getting the spaceship ashore next day was a tricky
job, since there were no giant cranes to lift her as at
the loading end. They cut away part of the steamer’s
rails and swung the spaceship round thwart-ships on
rollers, then drawing her off slowly by tractor. Angus
looked longingly at that tractor when he thought of some
of the difficulties he might encounter in manhandling the
ship on the other planet. ‘But Bill Taylor, intercepting
and understanding that longing look, gave the answer.

“You might as well be lying, John, as looking like
that. You can’t take it with you either way.”

It took two more days to load up stores and equip-
ment, take on fuel and fit the outside cage to carry the
take-off rockets.  Bill made two ground-bourne runs

s
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over the snowfield to test his motors and controls. Then
he announced himself satisfied and it was agreed to take
- off next day. Captain Murray dished out sleeping pills
to combat the almost unbearable excitement that all the
crew felt, but even so, they were early astir and anxious
to be away next day.

At last the moment arrived. The crew lined up to be
photographed in front of the ship, Pat most amusingly
embarrassed at finding himself at the wrong end of a
camera, Lord Edel and the two Professors shook hands
with each man in turn. They climbed into the belly
hatch and took up their various take-off stations. Captain
Murray checked each man’s readiness on the inter-com.
and the great ship slid away over the snow to her run-
way, tractor-swept and flag marked in the snow.

The crew were happy enough by now and it was the
little group of watchers in the snow who felt the tension
most. Verron stood by a small table carrying a radio
set, the headphones on his ears bringing Murray’s voice
as he gave the final orders. The ship turned, not in a
sweep but swivelling sharply in a cloud of powdered
snow to make a final test of the thrust engines. She
stood still, engines purring quietly for a space that
seemed like an age, ithen Murray’s quiet voice came
through the phones, crisply.

SAllbset - 0 Stand by ... Take-gff!”

The six propulsion engines roared, blasting the snow
away behind them as the ship smoothly slid forward.
Bill Taylor took her up to a hundred before he opened
the great bat-like wings, then he gave her full-bore and
the speed rose rapidly.

“Two-hundred . . . two-fifty . . . three-hundred . . .
airborne at three-twenty . . . three-fifty . . .” came
Murray’s dispassionate voice.

s
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The watchers on the ground saw the nose of the great
ship lift, slowly at first, and then more and more steeply
till it seemed that she must stall out of the sky.

“Stand by the rockets,” came Murray’s voice. A
moment’s pause, and then, “Rockets . .. In!”

Beneath the almost vertical spaceship the snow whirled
as Angus cut in the rocket drive. The ship shot upwards
as though impelled by some gigantic kick from below.
Through their glasses the watchers saw her leaping up
straight into the sky, the retractable wings folding back
smoothly as she went, higher and higher, right out of
sight. Lord Edel put down his glasses and turned to
Professor Verron.

“Nice ship you’ve got there, flies very well,” he
remarked casually. Verron looked at him silently and
wished he had his own feelings under control like that.
He would dearly have loved to be able to say something
casual or even funny at that moment but he could not.
He was standing on the snow on the southern tip of
Greenland, but his heart was miles up in the air and

going higher every second with the ship he had built.
* Edel laid a hand on his arm and smiled understandingly.

“Don’t worry, old man,” he said, “they’ll be back
all right and with all our dreams come true.”

Inside the ship no one could move while the accelera-
tion of the rocket drive pinned them down. With the
exception of the two pilots, all the men were lying full
length, thwart-ship, in big aluminium cradles, each
technician’s cradle being set in front of his own work,
Angus by the engine controls, Miller his radio, Frost his
switchboard, and Devine, high up under the roof on a
turntable under the giant telescope. Ellison, Eversley,
Dowler and Keller had their cradles set against the after
bulkhead of the control room so that they could see and
hear what went on and give a hand to anyone if wanted.
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Forward in the cockpit, Bill Taylor made his take-off
curled up in a ball in his big, well-upholstered, semi-
circular chair, strapped in by his flying harness, his eyes
fixed on his instruments and his power-operated controls
working from finger-switches and hand-levers. From a
similar chair beside him Tony Fenton, the helicopter
flyer, who was to be relief pilot, watched in candid
admiration Bill’s cool handling of the spaceship.

Over their heads, his cradle set so that he could see
the instrument panel as well as his visual screen and
astral charts, Murray as Captain and navigator com-
manded the ship. He was a capable pilot himself and
had acted as relief on the first trip they had made. But
he had greater responsibilities ‘than handling controls
and, now that they had a second pilot on board, he would
keep himself out of the pilot’s seat most of the trip.

Apart from enabling them to take the strain of the
rocket take-off without black-outs, the cradles were
chiefly designed for work in the gravity free spaces. A
man with no weight to his body would have to hold him-
self down to his work unless he was caged in. Inside’
the cradles they could work efficiently without holding on
or being strapped down. As the speed stabilised and the
stresses eased, the crew looked round at each other with
happy grins. The newcomers to the team were wildly
excited and had difficulty in obeying the captain’s orders
to remain in their places.

After twelve minutes’ climb, Murray logged a height
of two hundred and twenty miles, obtained by telescope
range-finder since the altimeter had long since given up
registering. Air-speed was thirteen hundred and ten,
which was faster than they had achieved with the smaller
ship and suggested that Professor Verron had given them
a generous safety margin in calculating the rocket
charge. Angus, watching the falling column of ink-like



32 SISTER EARTH

fluid in a glass tube that indicated the dwindling charge
in the blasting rockets, called up the skipper.

“One minute to go on rockets.”

“One minute,” acknowledged Murray, and a few
seconds later, “Rocket cage . . . Release!”

Angus released the light metal cage that held the
rockets around the tail of the ship.  For another half
minute nothing happened then, as the thrust died, the
whole cage containing the burnt-out rockets fell away
from the craft. The ship seemed to become smoother
and quieter as the reaction engines took up the drive to
maintain the flying speed given by the rockets. There
was no air resistance at this height and, apart from the
subdued hum of the engines, the silence was almost
uncanny.

“Okay, men, you can move about now if you want to.
We’ll have a last drink to celebrate the take-off and then
take it quietly until we’re gravity free and can get down
to routine. That was nice work, Bill, a perfect lift.”

Bill Taylor glowed. Murray’s words of praise were
rare enough but all the more precious for that. The
young pilot, for all his lightheartedness, was keenly
aware of his heavy and unique responsibility and the
knowledge that his chief appreciated it too gave addi-
tional satisfaction. Dr. Eversley, who had accepted the
responsibilities of quartermaster during the flight, pro-
duced a bottle of champagne and filled a glass for each
man.  This helped to dispel the high tension of the
occasion and enabled the crew to settle down. After this
there would be no more drinking in flight. Even with a
volunteer crew Murray’s discipline was firm and no man
even thought of questioning it.

Movement at this stage in the flight was difficult. They
were still gravity controlled and from this point of view
the ship was standing on her tail. The idea of walking
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on the walls' and hanging things up on the floor took a
bit of getting used to and there were many laughs and
bumps as the men struggled around.  Once clear in
space the problem was difficult in a different way. In
the cockpit and the control room behind it there were no
flat surfaces. The curved walls of the ship were filled
with the various control panels and handrails across the
ship enabled a man to pull his floating body wherever
he wanted to go.

Abaft the control room was the mess, which had a
flat surface where one would expect the floor to be in a
normal craft. This was an accident in the original
design as Professor Verron had merely put it there to
cover in the ship’s generators, but a remark somewhat
morosely though pertinently made by Pat Devine, “If
we'’re going to have a floor, for our sanity’s sake let’s
walk on it,” had put a new idea into the Professor’s fer-
tile brain. = As the generators would be churning out
current anyway, he made the floor of soft iron and passed
the current round it to make an enormous magnet. The
floor was covered with soft material so that shoes could
slide on it easily and each man was equipped with a pair
of iron soled goloshes, a light body harness with iron
pads front and back and a pair of velvet-covered iron
bracelets. With this gear worn and the floor magnetised
it was possible, after some practice, to walk, =it, eat,
etcetera, in reasonable comfort. A reverse cit—uit screen
round the bulkhead protected the control room and the
forward part of the ship from the magnetic influence,
rather in the same manner as the Degaussing gear used
in war-time to protect ships from magnetic mines.

For the first thirty hours of the flight movement within
the ship was reduced to a minimum and the crew fed on
sandwiches and thermos drinks prepared before take-off.
The men dozed, read or talked quietly to pass the time
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away. Then they were roused to fresh interest by the
sudden blasting of the side-thrust engines and awoke to
the realisation that they had reached the limit of the
gravity sphere and Bill was changing course.  Their
bodies were now quite weightless and Joe Keller, anxious
to try anything new, launched himself into the air and
floated round the control room commenting on the sensa-
tion.

“Nice feeling, blokes,” he said, fending himself off
Pat’s turntable and rolling over helplessly in the pro-
cess. ‘“Can’t feel the thrust of those motors at all.
Golly ! that different.” -

There was a decidedly queer feeling inside him as the
pilot varied the speeds of the big gyros to bring the
ship’s nose on to the new course.

“What’s the matter, Joe?” asked Bert Dowler
grinning, “Feel seasick?”

Joe straightened his face as he recovered.

“That was a weird feeling,” he said, ‘rather like
going down in a llft suddenly only it happened in three
dimensions at once.’

He tried to turn himself right side up and his swing-
ing foot narrowly missed the ear of John Angus. The
engineer swore at him.

“Come down, you idiot. Look, if you want to dance
around, go into the mess-room there and let me test the
magnetism on you. Get inside and get your harness on.”’

Joe obeyed, floating himself through the hatchway in
the main bulkhead. He put on the magnetic harness,
bracelets and slippers and called out to Angus that he
was ready for testing. This was the one thing that
could not be tested on the ground, so Verron had pro-
vided a rheostat control with a locking device to be fixed
after space-test. = Angus stepped up the current flow
stage by stage while Joe walked round and round the
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mess deck, trying to find the magnetic pull that gave
the most natural feeling. Bert and the two scientists
joined him and after some argument they agreed on a
setting that was quite comfortable.  Captain Murray
afterwards insisted on a very considerable increase in the
pull, on the grounds that they would be useless on their
feet when they landed if their muscles became accus-
tomed to the light pull during their five weeks in space.
A sound enough idea, but it took the skipper himself to
think of it, as Joe remarked.

From then on the ship settled down to a regular
routine of life. The chief trouble was, of course, bore-
dom and the routine of duties, however light, did help to
combat this. The two pilots stood shifts in the cockpit,
but even there it was only a matter of keeping an eye
on the instruments. Professor Dziewinski’s astral
charts and calculations had proved so accurate on the
first flight that Murray trusted them implicitly and had
set course to intercept the new planet dead on.

Barring accidents this course would not be changed
till they circled the planet itself before landing. Keller
had stuck to Angus and the engines since his first intro-
duction, and in spite of the contrast between the dour
engineer and the big, bouncing playboy that Joe
undoubtedly was, they got on very well together. They
took shifts at covering the engine controls although the
main units were now silent as the ship was moving
through space under its momentum only. Joe took
advantage of this to investigate the engine room
thoroughly and quickly became conversant with the oper-
ation of the power plant of the whole ship.

Bert Dowler shared shifts with Stan Miller at his radio,
a boring, but ever hopeful business of transmitting the
CQ general call-sign every hour and waiting for a reply
that never came. But the real friendship that developed
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between new and old crew members was that between
Devine and Ellison.

The photographer was the only man on the ship who
was really and consistently busy. As the ship was
travelling in the opposite direction from that of the first
flight the whole of the starry universe exposed to his
telescope was being seen for the first time by man. He
was taking pictures and making notes continuously and
was perfectly happy thus absorbed. Ellison started by
giving assistance without asking afd, as he became
familiar with the tasks, his services were accepted by Pat
until they reached a point where they were actually
sharing the job. They spoke very little to each other
all the time but, before the trip was half over, a deep
bond of friendship had formed between them.

Certainly the sky was beautiful enough for anyone to
appreciate, but to those who were not particularly
interested in astronomy it looked much the same any
day. There was, of course, no day or night for them.
The Sun shone from the same direction all the time,
whilst in every other direction the starry sky was as
black as night.  Captain Murray encouraged anyone
who wished to sit and watch the giant visual reflector
that filled one side of the cockpit, and showed all that
lay ahead of the craft as seen by the big lens in her nose,
but there was little competition for this pastime until,
after four hundred and thirty-two hours flying, they saw
their objective, the new planet. Then everybody tried
to crowd round the screen at once.

Devine was taking fresh photographs and anxiously
comparing them with the ones he had made on the first
trip to see if there were any differences. These would
indicate that some features which had been previously
taken for physical conformations of the planet’s surface
were, in fact, cloud effects. He need not have worried,
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however, since his row of pictures gave as clear a map
of the planet as any schoolmaster’s globe. Murray per-
suaded him to give a short lecture to the rest of the crew
about ‘the characteristics so far observed of the new
planet.

“It would appear,” he said, “that the most remark-
able thing about this planet from our point of view. is
its similarity to our own earth. We see four clearly-
defined land masses or continents, taking up about one
third of the total surface area, the remainder being
occupied by oceans which, in turn, have permanently
frozen parts at the two Poles.

“The inclination of the axis appears to be very
slightly less than ours which, of course, means that the
seasons will be less clearly defined and temperatures less
extreme except at the actual Poles and the Equator.”

“Do we know anything at all about life on the planet?”
asked Dr. Eversley.

“Fauna, no,” answered Pat, “but Flora undoubtedly
exists in quantity and variety. , Look at these photo-
graphs and observe the changes in colouring in the four
months since the first lot were taken. Note the uniform
but reversed changes near the extremes of the Poles as
the winter has moved out in the South and in for the
northern hemisphere. We have established by spectro-
scopic and infra-red tests that the atmosphere is virtually
identical with the air on Earth and, since the mass of
the planet is also the same, the air pressures must be
equal. We may find completely different species of plant
life but the level will be near enough the same.”

“That means,” interrupted Joe Keller, “that we could
live there on a vegetable diet for as long as we like.”

“There seems to be nothing against the supposition,”
answered Pat cautiously. “Do you want to stay there?”
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There was a general laugh at this, for the idea of the
company letting Joe strand himself on an uninhabited
world struck them as funny. But Joe answered quite
seriously.

“It might come to that after all.”

‘ Joe’s got a power complex,” said Tony Fenton with
a grin. ‘“He wants to rule all alone like Napoleon on
St. Helena.”

There was some more laughter ang, as it died, Pat
could be heard muttering to himself, “St. Helena, St.
Helena.” He turned suddenly to Murray.

“I say, skipper, that’s an idea. I’m tired of calling
that poor star ‘Dziewinski’s Planet’. Let’s give it a
name, and why not Helena?”

“Okay,” answered Murray. ‘It sounds all right to
me, and I don’t suppose it will worry the Professor what
we call it. - Everyone agree?”

There was a chorus of approval which was stilled by
Bill Taylor’s voice from the cockpit.

“Then come and have a look at your new girl-friend,
fellers. She’s nipping towards you at a hundred
thousand miles an hour.”

There was a rush to the visual screen and there before
them, looking the biggest thing in the sky, was Helena.
She looked about as big as the Moon normally does from
the Earth, but being much larger than the Moon, she
was actually much further away than that.  Murray,
who had followed the rush in his own leisurely fashion,
volunteered the information that they had another
twenty-three hours to fly before entering atmosphere.
Part of this time would be taken up in a swinging circle
round the planet to make contact at the same space
speeds.

“I must warn you,” he said, “that we may socn be
feeling the effects of gravity although, as we are now
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flying towards the planet’ much faster than any gravita-
tional pull could take us, the effects will not be anything
like those on the take-off. I suggest we have one good
meal, make up some pack rations and thermos drinks,
and then get back to our cradles for the arrival.”

The crew carried out these instructions and settled
down to sleep in anticipation of excitement to come.
Bill altered course slightly, ready to start his circle, and
handed over to Tony for the last time. Then hours
later he called on John Angus to start and test-run the
engines—all ten started at a touch, then there was one
blast from the thrust motors, the inevitable sea-sick feel-
ing as the great gyros took over, then Joe Keller tried
to float out of his cradle and fell, gently but firmly, to
the floor.

‘“Gravity, gravity, I've got gravity,” he shouted to
the laughter of the rest of the crew. The atmosphere
in the control room was half hysterical as each man in
turn tried out the movements of his own body in a
strange kind of wonderment at the way it all worked.
Then the side-engines blasted again and the gyros sat
the dancing men down in grotesque helplessness. Murray
had got the ship into position behind the planet in its
own orbit and Bill was putting her nose down. They all
held on tightly to the nearest objects as, for the first time
in weeks, the sensation of movement came back.

A shaded purple light in the corner of Bill’s facia-board
flickered and lit up—the air-speed indicator was work-
ing.  This was the most tricky and dangerous part of
the whole flight, entering an atmosphere at over thirteen
hundred miles an hour and judging speed and distance
to the point where the wings could safely be opened
without tearing the ship apart. @ Murray had climbed
down from his cradle and was standing behind Bill
Taylor’s seat, watching the rapidly recording instru-
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ments, but he made no attempt to interfere with the
young veteran at the controls.

‘Bill put a finger on one instrument to attract the
skipper’s attention to it.  Skin temperature was going
up rapidly as the atmosphere grew denser, but it stayed
below the red danger line for a time and then the air-
speed started to drop. Bill drew back the hydraulic
control that would spread out the huge wings, then, as
the ship steadied, lifted her nose. As she came into
level flight he turned his head towards Murray, a confi-
dent, youthful smile on his face again after the strained
look of the past minutes. .

“Air-speed four hundred, altitude forty thousand,
course ninety degrees,” he reported formally. “Naviga-
tional instructions please.”

Murray did not answer immediately. He dropped a
hand on Bill’'s shoulder and squeezed it hard. Then he
turned back to his screen. :

Everyone in the ship relaxed. She was now flying as
a normal aircraft at a height that showed up the coast-
lines and cloud formations clearly below them.

“Looks just like home, doesn’t it,” said Arthur Frost
wonderingly, and he was saying what all were thinking.
The sheer Earth-like naturalness of everythmg was a
wonder in itself.

Pat had handed over one of his cameras to Ellison and
the two of them were taking shots desperately as the
ship sped round the new world directly over its equator.
Out of these pictures, plus the long-range ones they had
obtained from the space approach, they could make com-
plete aerial maps of the planet. These could be supple-
mented later by details from lower altitudes and slower
speeds photographed from the helicopter. The ship was
flying as slowly as the engines would function properly
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and, as they were not designed primarily for atmosphere
flying, they were running rather hot. Angus cut out three
of the propulsion units and ran for a while on the other
three, but he complained to Murray that he was not too
happy and suggested looking for a landing place before
trouble arose. ;

The captain gave a fresh course and Bill turned the ship
due North to fly straight over the Poles. He stepped the
speed up to six hundred so that Angus could run all his
engines at once on zero boost and keep them fairly happy.
The photographers just had to put up with it and carry
on.

Some hours later they approached the northern icefield
and Bill cut the engines to glide down for close observa-
tion. They passed over several hundred miles of what
appeared to be a forest before reaching the snowline
but saw no sign of life. From the comparisons between
the two sets of photographs Murray had been able to
identify the line of permanent snow and he picked out a
great plain which had land contact on one side and sea on
the other as the safest place to attempt the landing. They
cruised up and down its fifty-mile lengtlr and thirty mile .

- width. It seemed to be dead flat, smooth and untouched
by any living thing. Murray made his decision. He
chose a spot a few miles in from the junction of sea and
land and pointed to it on the screen.

“Put her down there, Bill,” he said quietly.

Bill nodded, swung the ship into line and put her nose
down and held her in the glide. The snow rose to meet
them, smooth and free from crevasses. The question was
whether it would take the weight of the ship or whether
she would sink into soft, powdery drift-snow. The motors
blipped in readiness to make the attempt to drag them up
again if the landing was too soft, but all went well. Bill
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flattened out a neat five feet above the surface and the -
ship settled smoothly down on to firm, snow-coated ice.
The wings came back as the speed dropped and she slowly
slid to a halt.

The crew watched in tense silence as Murray put on an
oxygen mask and dropped out of sight into the air-lock.
They knew it was no use suggesting that anyone else but
the captain should risk the first breath of Helenian air. = A
few seconds later the trap of the air-lock opened again
and Murray’s head appeared minus the mask.”

“Okay, men,” he called cheerfully, “come and get a
breath of fresh air. It’s marvellous stuff, but bring some
coats with you. It’s damn cold.”

- Grabbing coats, blankets, or whatever was nearest to
hand the crew tumbled through the hatch and dropped into
the snow below. It was Joe Keller who made the first
snowball and threw it, to start a glorious gambol around
the ship.

So the young men of the Earth celebrated their arrival
on a brand new world.

CHAPTER FOUR

John Angus quickly produced a big electric drill, some
iron spikes and a hammer, and got the crew to work
pegging down the ship. There was hardly any wind at
that moment but they could not afford to take chances of
damage through dragging moorings. Everyone worked
with a will but they all found the unaccustomed exercise
a real effort after their long confinement in the spaceship,
and had to rest frequently. This worried Murray, who
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decided that he would have to spend some days sending
out exercise parties on foot before he could make up his
first team for exploration.

The men took the adventure very calmly on the whole,
though this might have been due to the accidental
similarity of scenery at the take-off and landing points.
One field of snow looks very much like another anyway.
But there was a childish pleasure in seeing darkness come
on in the evening after the weeks of continuous sunlight
in space. It was a happy party that night to celebrate
the arrival of the spaceship. @ The only man to raise a
Guestion being the irrepressible Bill Taylor who enquired,
“What have we got to celebrate. We were supposed to
come here, weren’t we?”

Next morning every man seemed t6 be anxious to get
down to work of some sort so Murray formed a sled team
consisting of Bill Taylor as navigator, Stan Miller with a
portable radio, Dr. Eversley, Joe Keller and Bert Dowler.
Their task was to head due South till they reached the
sea, turn West to what had appeared from the air to be a
land junction, and set up a cairn with an electric beacon on
it operated by a hand motor in a small hut to be erected
alongside. This was to provide a navigational guide in
conjunction with the ship itself for the future explorations
by helicopter.

The sleeping cradles in the Verron ship had been so
designed that they could, by removing the upper cages,
be used as very efficient light sleds. The sectioned hut,
the hand-generator with its search-light and a supply of
iron rations, blankets, a compass and a Verey pistol were
loaded on the sleds to form the basis of an emergency
station in the hut. The value of the compass was, how-
ever, problematical as they did not know as yet the posi-
tion of the magnetic North or the extent of its variation.
Stan Miller loaded his portable radio set on the back of
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the second sled and walked immediately behind it wear-
ing his head-gear and microphones on a trailing lead. He
was able to maintain constant contact with Arthur Frost
at the main set in the ship to test the conditions for radio
transmission and reception on the short-wave sets.

By mid-morning the loading was completed and the
land party set off, leaving the others about their various
tasks with the ship, Frost standing by the radio, Tony
Fenton with the help of Angus assembling the helicopter,
and Devine developing the yards of film he had used on
the flight in. Captain Murray himself sat down to the
unrewarding task of writing up the log. The sleds ran
easily over the lightly coated ice and the walking was
sheer pleasure to the long imprisoned men. They
reached the edge of the icefield after seven miles march,
marked the spot with a flag stuck in the ice and turned
westwards along the seaboard. Stan Miller was finding
the radio conditions good and kept the ship advised of
their movements. .

A little over six miles further on the ice became hum-
mocky and Ellison stated without hesitation that this
was the point at which land and sea met. Sure enough,
only a few hundred yards on, the ground started to rise
slightly and became a little more uneven. Taylor, look-
ing at things from the point of view of the flying man
who would have most use for the station, insisted on the
cairn being set up on the first rise in the ground although
they could see higher land only a few miles away. He
maintained that the only real value of the thing as a
station, as distinct from an observation point, was to be
the visible corner of an emergency landing ground, so he
would not move from the edge of the smooth ice.

The two scientists, supported by Dowler, wanted to
press on to get some idea of the land formation. They
could have appealed to Murray over the radio, but
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Bill would not hear of it, so the party divided, leaving
Bill, with Joe and Stan, to set up the station. The little
hut was quickly erected and pegged down. Then the
generator was installed so that a man inside the hut could
turn a handle and generate enough current to send a
strong beam of light vertically into the sky from the top
of the cairn outside. A hole in the ice inside the hut
held the stores and blankets, and the Verey pistol with
its rockets hung just inside the entrance within reach of
any unfortunate who might be injured or too exhausted
to operate the generator. It was Murray’s intention to
set up a chain of such stations along the routes of the
exploration parties and, although it was hoped they would
never be used, Bill Taylor was determined that the instal-
lations should be well done. It took three hours to-
complete the job and, with a ten mile walk back to the
ship, they had to start almost immediately. The scien-
tists got back to the hut in time to eat their thermos-
warmed meal with the others and the whole party set off
in a direct line for the ship. Bill made careful observa-
tions at intervals along the march and was able to log
the direct line distance accurately.

Bill was rather unhappy and reported privately to his
skipper his concern about the division of objectives’in his
party that day. Murray took it lightly, however.

“It was my fault really,” he said. ‘“I was regarding
the walk itself for exercise as the main objective in send-
ing you all together. If I had laid down a specific objec-
tive, and named a commander for the expedition, no one
would have thought of questioning it. Don’t worry about
7k i

Bill was much comforted by this, but he was not
entirely happy all the same. He knew that the crew were
solid enough under Murray’s personal leadership but he
felt that there was not enough unanimity of purpose.
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However he was not in a position to do anything about it
himself and soon forgot the unpleasant feelings.

During the next few days several other walking expedi-
tions were sent out in different directions where these
observation points were established to facilitate accurate
astronomical charting. Tony made several short flights
in the helicopter and practised dropping and picking up
without landing by means of a rope ladder. Devine, with
a lot of help from Ellison, built up a very creditable set
of maps in preparation for the main job of exploration,
and Bill Taylor, having no flying or navigating to do at
the moment, took over the job of quartermaster with some
interesting results. He was an inveterate experimenter,
and he developed a technique of mixing up odd ingred-
ients at random, and serving the results under the generic
name of “goulash”. Some of the concoctions were quite
creditable and even edible!

The really interesting thing that cropped up during
these days was the behaviour of Stan Miller’s radio. He
kept picking up carrier waves in the lower sector of his
medium-wave band. The wave-lengths were so consis-
tent that he was able to log about a dozen clearly defined
emissions giving faint but positive audio-frequency
reception.

“The results suggest,” he wrote in his report on the
subject, ‘‘that a number of broadcasting stations of
moderate power are operating in regular routines on
wave-lengths of between two and three hundred metres
and, from the consistency and clarity of the reception,
that these stations are not more than a few hundred miles
away.”

The radio man had taken it all very calmly and when he
found the cockpit, which Murray was using as an office
while the ship was grounded, empty when he took the
report in, he just put it down on the desk and left it
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there. No one had ever seen the skipper look so excited
before ‘as he was an hour later after reading that story.
He came flying out of the belly hatch shouting for Miller.

“Miller, Miller, Stan Miller, where the devil are you?
Come here you ether-eating mugwump. What does this
mean, a joke?”

He waved the piece of paper in front of the surprised
operator, who was looking completely nonplussed at all
this fuss and noise.

“Of course not, skipper,” he answered in a slightly.
aggrieved tone. ‘“It’s my report on the summary of the
log results since we landed, that’s all.”

Captain Murray cooled down quickly.

“Do you realise what you’ve said here?” he asked
quietly. “In talking about broadcasting stations oper-
ating in regular routines, you are suggesting that this
planet is inhabited by a highly developed humanoid race
with an organised society and advanced technical know-
ledge.”

“So what?” said Miller coolly. “We always said this
place was just like the Earth. Why shouldn’t we expect to
find civilised people on it?”

All through the history of the human race men of
mature stature have been getting occasional shocks from
those whom they described as the younger generation.
Murray was getting one of those shocks now. He looked
round the circle of faces, interested and somewhat
amused, but with the exception of the two scientists, none
of the crew looked terribly surprised at the great news.
Murray shrugged his shoulders and gave it up as a
problem.

“All right, laddie, I give in,” he said with a smile,
“but come inside and let’s talk about it.”

That evening when they were all gathered in the mess-
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room, Murray raised the subject again to the whole crew.

“Although we circled the planet at its equator on
arrival,” he began, “and then flew due north to this ice-
cap without seeing any sign of life, I had not ruled out
the possibility of the existence of fauna on the planet or
even the presence of some form of intelligent, reasoning
life. I was not, however, prepared in my own mind for
the idea of a civilisation comparable to our own on Earth.
I will read you the report that our more open-minded
radio operator left on my desk this morning, and we can
then discuss the implications of it together.”

He went on to read Stan Miller’s report in full and
supplemented this with a precis of his later questioning.
Then he continued :

“Unless we can find some other explanation altogether
for the facts that Stan has observed and recorded, we
must accept the idea of a human or near human race on
Helena, who live in cities or groups, hence the different
stations, and whose technical development is on some-
what snm1lar, or at least parallel lines to our own. If
this is so we are faced with somewhat different objectives
than those which I, at any rate, had conceived. Instead
of mapping and collecting geological samples and so forth,
we must at once concentrate on the much greater dis-
covery of the new people. This may mean greater risks,
though we have no reason to suppose at the moment that
they will be any less friendly disposed to us than we are
to them. I am putting it to you, therefore, so that we
may be agreed on our immediate lines of investigation.”

There was silence for some moments after the captain
had finished, and the first man to speak was Dr. Ellison.

“I don’t quite see,” he said slowly, “why you take it
for granted that this discovery should turn us away from
our previously agreed objectives. @~ We came here to
explore the planet and check on its mineral prospects and
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to my mind we should do just that. If, in the course of
our explorations, we meet these people or animals or
whatever they are, we can find out all about them as we
g’O.” ,

“1 agree,” said Bert Dowler quickly, but looking
slightly embarrassed. “The people who made this trip -
possible by their backing are not likely to be as much
interested in the inhabitants as in the survey results. We
can do both, of course, but the original job should come
first.”

Stan Miller and Arthur Frost exchanged meaning looks.
They were both thinking of those voices in that bar on
their last evening in London and particularly Erroll’s
words of advice, “Take your lead from Ellison . . .”
This was working out now.

Murray looked at Joe Keller.

“You’re the other commercial representatlve, Joe.
What do you think of that?”

Joe hesitated for a moment, looking round at the faces
of the others before he replied.

“Frankly, sir, I don’t think it matters. We can hardly
survey the planet without making contact with the people,
and when we do, they, rather than we, will decide our
next moves. I’m prepared to leave it entirely to your

N judgment.”

“That’s a point,” interposed Eversley, ‘“and there’s
more to it than that. If we meet these people, get
friendly with them and learn to talk to them, they’ll tell
us more about the planet than we could possibly discover
for ourselves in a year’s exploring.”

There was a chorus of agreement at this, although it
was noticeable that neither Ellison nor Dowler joined in.
Murray laid down the report and picked up another piece
of paper from the table.
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“Okay, troops,” he said briskly, *“we’ll start
to-morrow.  The helicopter will work down the coast
from the point where your first sub-station was made, and
will set up depots every hundred miles on a leap-frog
system. We will leave a skeleton crew on the ship man-
ning the radio, etcetera, and, by alternate lifts, will move
two other crews depot by depot down the coast, one
move a day. During that static day each group will
explore within safe limits around its depot. If we have
not made contact with anyone after ten days down the
coast we will turn inland for five days more. At the end
of that time we will return to base and consider flying the
ship itself on a longer survey flight. Here are the orders
for the march.”

He handed his piece of paper across the table to John
Angus and the others crowded round to read it. Angus
was to remain in command of the ship, with Arthur Frost
and Bert Dowler to maintain a twenty-four hours a day
manning of the radio. The exploration party would be
divided into two flights, one led by Murray with Tony
Fenton, Dr. Ellison and Pat Devine with his’ cameras,
the other under Bill Taylor and Stan Miller and the radio
transmitter, Dr. Eversley and Joe Keller. This division
was necessary as Tony, although a very skilful pilot, was
a poor navigator, whilst Bill could navigate as well as
fly.

The lift started next morning with Bill Taylor taking
the helicopter with the crew of his flight, one of the
collapsible huts, blankets, rocket pistol, stores, etc., and
enough reserve fuel for a double flight. Just a hundred
miles down coast he found a good clear place, well clear
of ice and within sight of the first trees. He dropped his
crew and stores and all the fuel not needed to get back,
then Jeturned to the ship within two hours of starting.
Tony then flew Murray’s flight, similarly equipped,

‘.
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landed for a few minutes to inspect the first base, then
went on to set up another a further hundred miles along
the coast. He came back to the ship alone, picked up
Bill and every gallon of fuel the aircraft would take, and
flew out again, dropping Tony and half the fuel at the
first station and then carrying on to rejoin his own flight.
Thus they had established two stations in the first day,
with reserve fuel on them for four extra flights.

. On the next morning Tony started with an empty flight
to pick up a maximum lift of fuel from the base ship and
then the two flights leap-frogged another two hundred
miles along the coast, leaving their flag-marked hut
stations with the reserve supplies to form a chain behind
them.

For three days they kept up this pace without incident
Pat took photographs on each lift and pieced together a
good map of the coast, but neither by direct observation
nor from a study of the photos could they find any trace
of life, let alone industrial activity. The trees were so
thick that it was impossible to penetrate far into the
forests. =~ They were mostly of the needle-bearing type
such as would be found in similar latitudes on earth. Dr.
Eversley took cuttings and made voluminous notes about
this Helenian flora, but he admitfed that it differed little
from the home-grown varieties.. Ellison, the geologist,
was disappointed as the little spaces between the sea and
the impenetrable forest consisted entirely of tundra-
covered, sandy soil with no rocks for him to knock chips
off with his ever-ready hammer.

On theyevening of the third day Stan Miller again
produced a bombshell. He had been in radio contact
with the ship chatting with his friend Arthur, and send-
ing in the day’s log. -Then he switched off the short-
wave band and started running through the wave-
lengths he had logged earlier from the ship. He tuned
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in carefully at one point and then called to Bill to come
and listen. Bill strolled over casually and slipped on the
earphones, then he jumped as if stabbed. Clearly and
unmistakably came the sound of a voice. The language
was like nothing Bill had ever heard before, but there
was no doubting the fact that it was a real voice, a triflz
higher pitched than earth-human custom but with a
pleasant, full expression and at one point definitely
humorous. Dr. Eversley and Joe Keller took turns to
listen and confirmed the fact of the indisputably human
intelligence behind that voice. @ Then a fresh thought
occurred to Bill.

“What range do you think you’re working on, Stan?”
he asked.

“Can’t be at all certain,” said the operator. * Gener-
ally speaking, I've found radio conditions here pretty
good, but in this case I have no idea of the power of the
station I’m receiving which makes things difficult to
judge. Actually I got this fellow last night—two hun-
dred miles back, but it was too faint to report on.
Between there and here he’s come in with four or five
times the strength, so I guess he can’t be more than
another couple of hundred miles off at the most.”

‘“Damn it, man,” Bill shouted at him, ‘“won’t you
ever realise the implications of your work. You’re say-
ing that this station is less than two hundred miles away
and the skipper’s camp is a hundred miles ahead of us.
We’ve got to warn him.”

“Okay, Bill,” said Stan, still casual. ‘“Can’t see what
all the excitement’s about now, but we’ll have a go.”

The only radio in Murray’s camp was the one in the
helicopter itself. It was not a big set and its telephone
range on the ground was small. Stan, therefore, tried to
reach them on his telegraph buzzer, but had no success.
Tony Fenton had switched off after Murray had heard

b
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the reports from the ship’s powerful transmitter and he
had no reason to think that Bill would try to call him up
on the portable set afterwards. Miller got into touch with
the ship again and asked them to call up the helicopter,
but there was no one listening at that time so, rather
worried, Bill gave up the attempt till morning.

Both camps slept quietly that night, the men on watch
in each place sitting by the fir-cone fires that provided a
little light and warmth, though the nights were no longer
arctic by any means. The dawn guard in Murray’s
camp was Devine, taking the two hour watch from four
to six. He got up from his seat when the light became
good and strolled towards the edge of the woods to get
some more cones for his fire. The trees here were less
thick than they had been all the way down the coast,
and it was possible to walk right into the woods. Pat
did so. He was perhaps a dozen feet inside the trees
when he became aware that he was not alone. He peered
around in the dim light. All round him, by every tree
trunk, silently staring at him, were men.

CHAPTER FIVE

They were little men, a good foot shorter than the
hefty Pat and slightly built. They did not look very
frightening.  Their clothes were simple, knee-length
smocks of a soft-looking fabric, olive green in colour and
gathered at the waist by heavy belts that appeared to be
made of a coppery-coloured metal. Their feet and legs
up to just below the knee were encased in some heavier
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fabric wound round foot and leg like puttees and gartered
with rings of the same metallic stuff. = At each man’s
belt there was an obvious weapon looking like a rather
cumbersome pistol, but none of them made any move to
touch the weapons when Pat saw them. From the fact
that they were so uniformly dressed and armed it was
obvious that they were an organised force, soldiers or
police.

Looking around again Pat spotted that one of them
was distinguished from the rest by the fact that he wore
a lanyard round his neck and a small star-shaped badge
on his left breast. ‘Guessing that this man must be the
leader, Pat faced him and raised his right arm, palm
open, in what is generally accepted anywhere on Earth
as a salute of peace. For a moment nothing happened,
then the leader slowly imitated the greeting. Pat smiled
at him and the little man smiled back. Then in a moment
all the little men were smiling and moving slowly towards
him.

Realising that he must look a formidable giant to these
friendly little strangers, Pat took care to move slowly
and deliberately. He beckoned the leader and then
turned, pointing to the sleeping camp. The leader nodded

- and they all moved towards the hut. Pat went inside and
‘gave Murray a gentle shake.

“Wake up, skipper. We've got visitors.”

Old campaigner Murray woke instantly and completely

without any preliminary stretching and yawning. He
looked « hard at Pat’s face, reading his expression
accurately.

“Friendly natives, eh!” he remarked calmly. ‘ Okay,

I shan’t keep you a minute.”

Pat went outside again smiling reassuringly at the little
men and a few moments later Murray joined him. Pat
led him over to face the leader of the Helenians and tried
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to convey that Murray was their chief by touching the
star on the little man’s breast and then putting his finger
on the same place on the captain. This did not appear
to get over till Murray produced from his pocket a small
silver badge of the Sun and planets that had been given
to him by Lord Edel on behalf of the Universal Explora-
tion Club, and stuck it into his shirt. Immediately the
little man’s face was wreathed in still broader smiles and
he extended both his hands together towards his opposite
number. Murray accepted the two-handed shake in a
like manner and turned to introduce Dr. Ellison and Tony
Fenton who had just emerged from the hut.

“What’s cooking?” asked Tony, blinking at the semi-
circle of green clad little men. ‘ These fellows playing at
Robin Hood or something?”

“Not exactly,” answered Murray. “These are our
Helenian hosts, and they appear to be friendly enough,
although a little nervous. Treat them gently please.”

Tony had come out of the hut just in time to see the
double hand-shake between the two captains so, at
Murray’s words, he immediately turned to the nearest of
the little men and held out his own hands with a cheerful
grin on his face. This broke the ice completely as the
man responded warmly and they all crowded round closer,
obviously losing fear of the giant strangers rapidly.
After a few minutes of handshaking and more smiles,
Murray led the way over to the helicopter.

“Get in,” he said to Tony. *“Switch on the radio and
try to get the ship.”

Tony obeyed and Murray motioned the Helenian captain
to follow him into the plane, but the little man hung
back. Murray did not press him and they waited by the
open door while Tony operated the radio.

“Calling Verron II, calling Verron II, over,” called
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Tony, and the little man nodded his understanding of
radio procedure.

“Right, skipper, Angus answering now,” said Tony.

Murray stepped into the plane and went to the radio.
The Helenian made no attempt to stop him, but remained
by the door of the plane watching.

“Hello, John, Murray calling. We’ve met the people
of the planet, twenty of them, soldiers of some sort. They
are very friendly but a bit scared of us. We’ll probably
have to go with them for a while and leave the plane here.
Will you call up Bill and tell him and his flight to stay
put till we can get sorted out. No, nothing to worry
about as far as I can see. Stand by and I'll call you
again if I can get any idea what’s going to happen next.”

He stepped down from the plane and again tried to
invite the little man inside, but he would not go and,
instead, pointed towards the woods. It was clear that
he was suggesting that they should all go in that direc-
tion. Murray tried again, pointing to the helicopter and
Tony and then up into the air, but this only created
puzzlement so he gave it up.

“Call John again and tell him we’re leaving the plane
and going along with the Helenian army,” he said to
Tony with a rueful grin. Then turning to the captain he
nodded, smiled and pointed to the woods in acceptance
of the orders or invitation, whichever it was. Tony
passed on the news to the ship, locked up the plane and
joined the others on the ground, then in the middle of the
group of soldiers they all moved off into the woods.

It had been rather late the previous evening by the time
they had pitched camp and they had not had any oppor-
tunity to examine the terrain closely.  As it happened
they found that they had landed almost at the edge of
the great forest and there was a clearly defined path
which led within a couple of hundred yards to a large
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open space. When they came into this space they ail
stopped dead in amazement.  Their first thought was
that they were looking at the Verron ship, but a second
glance showed them that the object before them was a
gas-bag.

“Blimey!” gasped Tony, “a blinkin’ dirigible, and a
neat bit of work at that.”

His appreciation was justified for the airship was a
neat and well-made job. Its graceful, cigar-shaped hull
was a dull silver in colour and the long carriage under-
neath was mounted directly onto the hull. A projection
at the rear of the carriage indicated some form of pro-
pulsion unit whilst doors and ports forward were obviously
the passenger accommodation. She was anchored by
metal cables attached to nearby tree-stumps. Directional
fins and stabilisers mounted centrally on the envelope
revealed that she was a rigid ship. @ Her metal work
looked like aluminium with a faint coppery tinge to it,
obviously a light alloy of some sort.

At this point Pat had a go at solving the language
deadlock. Like most expert photographers he was a
useful hand with pencil and sketch-book, which he nor-
mally carried with him. He whipped out these imple-
ments and rapidly drew a sketch of the airship just as
she stood against the background of trees. This he
showed to the Helenian commander. Then he drew the
same airship ascending into the air, and by an obvious
if slightly overdone facial contortion of interrogation, got
the man to agree that flying was the function of the craft.
He followed this with two similar sketches of the heli-
copter aided by much pointing back along the path
through the woods and then upwards into the sky, and
indicating Tony Fenton as the flyer.

The little man grasped the idea quietly and Tony was
escorted back to his plane by two of the guards. A few
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minutes later the sound of the turbine engine was heard
and the helicopter appeared over the tree-tops.  Tony
lowered her gently alongside the groups of men and the
two guards leapt out of the machine in great excitement,
apparently trying to tell the others how the thing worked.
They were all somewhat afraid of the whirling rotors but
intrigued at the ease of handling as compared with their
bulky gas-bag.

Murray’s chief worry was the welfare of Bill Taylor
and his party, now marooned at the forest edge a hundred
miles to the northward. He was quite keen to go with
the Helenians to their city or headquarters but was afraid
that it might not be easy to get away again quickly. He
asked Pat to try to make the little men understand that
there were four more of the giants within easy flying
range. They had a most amusing few minutes drawing,
pointing, lining up men in four and counting them and
finally reached a partial understanding by which Murray
and the Helenian commander with two guards, and Tony
at the controls took off in the helicopter and set off north-
wards in a leisurely manner, so that the rest of them
could follow in the airship.

The dirigible appeared to. be capable of about eighty
miles an hour. She was propelled by some kind of jet
engines that were fairly quiet in operation but seemed
to have no control for variation in thrust, either on or
off and nothing in between. Tony showed off a bit by
circling round the Helenian ship at close quarters, a pro-
ceeding which gave everybody great fun and helped to
improve still further the friendliness of the atmosphere.
They reached the stage-camp an hour and a quarter after
take-off and Tony put down his plane immediately, while
the airship came down by diving under power and throw-
out out grapnels by which she winched herself down. It
looked a risky sort of manoeuvre to the Earth-men, none
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of whom had any practical experience of lighter-than-
air craft, but the Helenian flyers took it quite for granted.

Bill’s party had received the message relayed from
the Verron ship that Murray’s group had been captured
and were surprised and delighted to see them turn up this
way on the best of terms with their “captors”. They
~discussed quickly the idea of trying to carry on to con-
tact the rest of the party on the Verron II, but Murray
decided against it for the time being. The ship and its
crew were safe enough where they stood and contact
could be maintained by radio. The commander settled
the problem finally by pointing to the South and herdiny
everybody on board. As before Tony and Murray went in
the helicopter and the rest in the airship.

After flying for an hour and a half and passing their
overnight camp, they saw the estuary of a large river
below them. The Helenian pilot was apparently flying
by visual contact, for he went right over the river and
then turned westward and inland. About thirty miles up
river a Helenian who appeared to be the commander,
though not the pilot, of the airship, came forward and
pointed out of the wide observation screen in front of the
passenger cabin.  The Earth-men gathered round and
looked down. Immediately below them the ground
appeared to be dead flat and free from trees. It was
criss-crossed at fairly wide intervals by what looked like
straight, narrow waterways. There were no recognisable
roads and no signs of traffic on the ground. At some of
the intersections of the waterways there were buildings,
long, low shed-like structures with gleaming glass roofs.

As they came further in they saw in front of them the
city. On the North bank of the river, methodically laid
out in blocks and squares, was the residential quarter,
one, two or three storey buildings, well spaced and with
grass and shrubs between them. Paths were clearly
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defined across and round the open spaces but still no
traffic roads could be seen. On the South bank there
were roads, radially disposed from three docks, like three
slightly overlapping fans. The mysterious thing about
them was that they did not seem to lead anywhere. The
longest of the roads was about a mile, the others varying
down to half that distance, and there, in the middle ot
the green plain, they just came to pointless stops. At
intervals along the roads, thickest nearest the docks.
were more of the big glass-roofed sheds like these on the
water-ways across the river.

Looking downwards at the scene of civilisation below
they did not notice the approach of other craft until they
suddenly noticed that the sky was full of them. Therz
was one other rigid ship like their own and then a lot ot
small craft that appeared to be non-rigid, most of them
not much bigger than balloons. All had the metal alloy
cabins made fast directly under the gas containers and
all were propelled by stern motors. By a rough guess
compared with the speed of the ship they were flying in,
the smaller craft were cruising at speeds varying from
thirty to sixty miles an hour. They passed very close
together and appeared unbothered by the risk of colli-
sions.

At the very edge of the city buildings, and right on the
North bank of the river, was the landing ground. A
large field cut into rectangles by concrete paths with
grass verges was laid out like an elongated chess board,
the rectangles being surfaced rather like hard tennis
courts in alternate colours, red and green. Each one had
a symbol in the centre, large enough to be clearly identi-
fied from the air, and across the width of the rectangle
were stripes or bars about six feet apart.

The airship turned into position at one end of the field
and made the usual approach with the power on and the
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elevators thrusting the nose down. It was obvious that
she was diving on one particular square at the city end of
the landing ground. When almost over it the four grap-
nels dropped and caught in the cross-stripes that now
were seen to be flexible ropes. Then the engines stopped
and the electric winches quickly pulled the ship down to
the ground. It was all so simple and efficient that Bill
Taylor sighed.

“There’s nothing new under the sun,” he said sadly
“We thought it was a bright idea when we did that in
the Fleet Air Arm on carriers.”

“Cheer up, chum,” answered Stan Miller sympatheti-
cally. “I’d like to see the mess they’d make if they tried
to bring in the Verron II that way.”

Led by the airship’s commander they all trooped down
a gangway slid from the nose on the cabin and walked
over to the large, low building at the end of the field that
presumably was the administrative centre. The helicop-
ter was then hovering at roof height just in front of the
main entrance, the roaring of its engine and the swish
of the rotors creating a half-fearful interest among the
little people who danced around in the doorway and stuck
their heads out of windows to see the monster.  The
Earth-men grinned at the sight.

Tony Fenton was a born showman and it was easy to
imagine him thoroughly enjoying the excitement he was
causing whilst he pretended to take time work