













































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































“It was twenty-five minutes of eight when we left
the house. Now it’s eight. That means Horatio left
at about five minutes of. Right?”
~ “Right! And so hell land on Basidium at about
five minutes of ten — if he lands!”

“Dave, let’s watch. Let’s go to Mr. Bass’s and take
turns watching Basidium, beginning about twenty
minutes of ten. Then, if he lands, we'll catch the
signal.”

An hour and forty minutes later, the boys, their
stomachs aching with hunger but with the pangs
of hunger ignored, were to be seen crouched
tensely at the eyepiece of Mr. Bass’s telescope. The
little gray-lighted observatory was silent. Not even
the cheep of a bird was to be heard from the muf-
fled stillness outside.

First Chuck watched, then David. The moments
passed.
~ “Time, Chuck?”

“Ten of ten. He’s got five minutes more. But, of
course, Mr. Theo might not know right away.”

“He’ll know. He'll hear the space ship.”

Slowly, slowly, the minute hand on Chuck’s
watch crept toward the number eleven, while the
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little red second hand pushed round and round.
At precisely five minutes of ten, it was David who
was glued to the eyepiece.

Chuck’s hand trembled on his shoulder, then its
pressure sharpened. )

“Let me look now! Let me look, Dave! You can’t
stick there forever!”

Reluctantly David moved away. Was he to miss
the stupendous moment of Horatio Q. Peabody’s
historic and lonely landing on Basidium? Was he to
miss the sight of those four flashes signaling across
50,000 miles of space?

But — no. For as the minutes ticked and ticked
away, past five minutes of ten, past ten o'clock it-
self, no signal came. At five minutes after, David,
whose turn it was, raised his head.

“Perhaps your watch is wrong, Chuck.”

Wordlessly Chuck went over to Mr. Bass’s desk
and picked up the little traveling clock which Mr,
Theo had left there. It said exactly five minutes after
ten.

They watched for another half hour, and then Da-
vid’s eyes widened and the black pupils grew huge.

“Chuck, he’s gone. He’s missed his mark. Just
think of it: he’s gone entirely!”

But amazingly enough, Chuck laughed aloud.
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“Davel” he cried. “Remember the limerick about
the young lady named Bright? When you
travel slower than the speed of light, as we do on
earth, you go forward in time and get old. If we
were to travel faster than that, like the lady named
Bright, we'd get younger. But if anyone were to
travel at just that speed, as Horatio’s doing now on
the other side of the hole, he'd stay just exactly the
same as he was at the second he plunged inl And
remember how happy and triumphant he looked at
the window of the space ship when he took off?”

“Ye-e-e-s,” breathed David, the whole thing be-
ginning to dawn on him at last. “I see, Chuck —I
get it. There he is, in that other dimension, just
exactly as he was when he left our universe.”

The boys looked at one another, their faces
lighted with amazement. And between them hung
the astounding picture of Horatio Q. Peabody,
alert, erect, beaming with eager anticipation, speed-
ing through infinities of time, caught in one mo-
ment forever — and forever tilted on the invisible
edge of attaining what he longed for most — the re-
turn to Basidiuml|
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CHAPTER 21

Pride Goeth . . .

A MonTH passED.

And sometimes David would wake in the middle
of the night and it would come over him afresh:
how even now, at this very moment, Horatio was
existing somewhere in an absolutely unthinkable
state, quite unable ever to get out of it. Or maybe the
two boys would be walking along the street to-
gether, or sitting up in Mr. Bass’s observatory in the
evening, looking at the moon through the tele-
scope, or watching Basidium, and David would be
struck all over again by Horatio’s plight.

On such an evening, he said:

“Gee, poor old Horatio, he makes me sad.”

“Well, but what the heck, Dave, he had it coming
to him. Who was he, anyway, to want to change
everything no matter what happened to anybody
else?”
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“Yes, but Chuck, to get caught like that and to
have to just go on —and on —and on . . .”

“With the same expression on his face the whole
damed time!” Chuck murmured, and shuddered, as
if this thought, of them all, were too much to bear.

They said nothing, each boy lost in imagining,
until once more, quite idly, Chuck leaned forward,
put an eye to the telescope . . . and let out a yelp
of amazement.

“Davel Davel Look! It's the signal! It'’s happened!
Mr. Theo’s signaling — look!”

David leaped up, knocked over his stool, fell on
Chuck, shoved him out of the way, and banged his
face on the telescope. But he had no idea what he
was doing.

“Yes —so it is,” he whispered, staring upward
and clutching the telescope so hard his knuckles
turned white. “It’s the signal — three long flashes
and a short — three long flashes and a short —
50,000 miles away!” Now it was David’s turn to be
knocked aside.

“Let me look — let me see again! Yes, there it
is, Dave! It’s the signal. My golly, what’s happening?
Has Horatio landed? He must have! Now what’s he
going to do? Oh, gee, the poor little Mushroom
People!”
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At last the signaling stopped. The boys kept
watch for a little longer but nothing happened. Ba-
sidium remained as it had been before: pale blue-
green and peaceful, a tiny jewel suspended in space.

“But, Chuck, I don't get it. A whole month has
passed since Horatio took off. Surely he couldn't
have —”

“Yes, but, Dave — remember — in space there’s
no time — that is, for Horatio there’s no time. It’s all
just one big long Now. So maybe he got out of the
hole in some way. But how could he get from there
to Basidium?”

“I don’t get it, Chuck. I just don’t get it. But
surely Mr. Theo’s signal means something.” He was
silent, then suddenly he jumped up. “I don’t know
why, but I have a feeling we ought to get going.
Hurry — maybe we'll be too late —1I don’t know
for what, but I just have this feeling. Remember
what Mr. Theo said? That he’d signal, too, if any-
thing unusual happened, or were about to hap-
pen.

David was across the little room in a flash and
clattering down the steep, narrow stairs almost be-
fore Chuck could catch his breath or take in what
David had said.

“But, listen,” he yelled, stumbling after David
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and racing to the front door and slamming it be-
hind him, “listen, we ought to get going where?
Where're we going, Dave?”

“To the ocean,” David called back, racing along
the shadowy street that led toward his own house
and Cap'n Tom’s beach.

“But why the ocean?” persisted Chuck, and
then finally managed to catch up. “Why the ocean,
Dave? What's the matter with you? Have you gone
crazy?”

“Nope,” returned David, running fast. “And I
don’t know why the ocean. But I've got this feeling.
I had it so strong up at Mr. Bass’s, I just had to get
going. You go on home if you like.”

“Home!l” Chuck snorted. “Me — go home? After
Mr. Theo’s signal? Boy, you are crazy!”

The moon was huge, still low on the horizon as
though it had just climbed up out of the sea, and
in front of it, along a broad path, the waves ran glit-
tering. The sand of the beach was all silver, the faces
of the rocks turned to the moon were silver, and all
the big rumbling rollers had silver backs that
curved over, smooth and powerful.

Chuck and David stood at the wave-line where a
lip of foam scalloped the sand. Without speaking
they looked out over the water at the moon and
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sometimes David would stare up overhead as
though expecting something. At their backs a small
wind sighed in the cypress trees.

In a moment or two, David grasped Chuck by the
arm and silently pointed upward at the dark sky.
Chuck’s eyes followed the pointing finger.

“What is it, Dave?” But David did not answer,
only stood with his head back, watching. “Is it a
falling star?”

Whatever it was, descending swiftly on some in-
visible path that must surely end in the ocean in
front of them, it gleamed indeed like some falling
star. But it was not a star. David heard Chuck’s
breath draw in sharply, for now a strange, high
whistling assailed their ears out of the night sky, a
whistling that grew and grew in almost painful in-
tensity. Nearer it came, and nearer, until at last, for
the flick of an instant, the shining object, whatever
it was, flashed across their sight in the full light of
the moon — and then was gone — plunging into the
sea before their very eyes just at the moment when
the high, well-nigh unendurable whine had reached
its highest and most piercing note.

Now silence closed in. The sea was smooth and
quiet, the broad path of the moon glinted as before,
and the face on the moon seemed to have seen noth-
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ing unusual. But Chuck turned and looked at David.
His eyes were enormous.

“It was our ship, Dave. That was our space ship!
I saw it! I knew before it came down, and then
when it was almost down, right over the ocean — I
saw it. I know it was our ship!”

“Chuck, itll come back to the surface. Maybe,
somehow, we can get it. C'mon!”

As though they were possessed, they ran down to
where the great rocks bordered the sea and carried
the shore out into deep water. They ran up over the
face of the rocks, down into deep, black gullies, and
up again into the moonlight, panting in their im-
patient eagerness to get high on top. At last they
looked down over the whole ocean stretched be-
neath them.

“See anything, DaveP” Chuck was squinting,
straining his eyes to catch sight of their ship bob-
bing around somewhere out there on the swiftly
running surface of the sea. But David only shook his
head. Again and again they turned in a slow semi-
circle from left to right in the hope of catching
some fleck of moving silver in their vision. But
nothing was to be seen — or was the fleck of silver
lost in the glittering waves, so that moonlight was
not to be told from the floating body of their ship?
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“It’'s hopeless, Chuck. What a couple of fools
we are to think we can spot something like that at
night. Only I thought that if . . .”

“If we could spot it,” finished Chuck sadly, “we
could keep it from maybe crashing on the rocks
and being smashed to pieces like our other ship.”

“But it's no use. We'll have to wait till morn-
ing.

“And the tide’s coming in. So if the ship does
come with it, it just might be washed safely ashore.”

“Unless she comes in opposite here — opposite
these rocks —~

“And in that case — But Chuck’s voice hung
suspended in mid-air, “Listen/”

David listened. The night wind rustled past their
ears. The waves crashed on the rocks. But between
one crash and another he heard something.

“Help! Help!” The tiny voice came faintly.
“Help!”

“Horatiol”

“But it — it can’t be!”

“H-e-l-pl”

Madly leaping from one cliff to the next, rolling,
sliding on the seats of their pants, falling into rock
pools until they were soaked to the knees, Chuck
and David scrambled down to where the waves were
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roaring in, forgetting danger entirely in their
frenzy to find Horatio. Now they came right to the
edge of the rocks above the foaming water, where
surely the next wave would crash down and cover
them. The sea heaved itself — the thundering white-
ness came in.

“Watch out, Dave!l Watch o-u-t!”

They ran, but when they looked back over their




shoulders after the wave had receded, they saw
something dark lying on the smooth sand of the lit-
tle inlet below them.

It moved. Weakly it lifted an arm. It gathered it-
self. It .

“It’s Horatwl” screamed Chuck.

David on one side, Chuck on the other, they
heaved up that poor gasping, shivering, water-
logged remnant of humanity.

“What happened?” it got out faintly. “Where —
where am I?”

“Now, now, Horatio, just take it easy. You've
come a long way —"

“We'll get you home —"

“Just sit here for a minute till you pull your-
self together, then we'll help you up the hill.”

“Can you, Horatio? You'd better get home; you
might catch cold.”

Horatio staggered to his feet and stared all about
as though he could scarcely believe his eyes. Then
he seemed to chirk up. Impatiently he loosed him-
self from the boys’ sustaining hands.

“I don’t want to sit down,” he said in his old
sharp, abrupt fashion. “I'm all right. Perfectly all
right. Bit wet —but that's to be expected after
a swim in one’s clothes. But why is it night?
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That's the only thing I can’t figure. Why is it night?”

David swallowed. He gazed at Horatio, then at
Chuck, and Chuck seemed too astounded by all this
to speak.

“Horatio, listen to me,” begged David. “You've
been through an awful experience. You must
be calm. Have you any idea what’s happened to
you?”

Horatio frowned slightly and seemed to reflect.

“Well,” he replied, “let me see now. The last
thing I remember is sitting on that rock over there.
Seems to me your mother was trying to persuade
me to do something I didn’t want to do. But what?
And I was unhappy, terribly unhappy. But why? I
know I gave my lecture. And it was a great success.
It was, wasn't it?” Horatio suddenly interrupted
himself anxiously. Then he recovered. “Yes, I re-
member it was. Wait'll Dr. Frobisher hears about
that! He’s not the only one who can give lectures.
Well, anyway, so then I must have gone for a walk
— climbed up over those rocks, maybe, right to the
top, and then — fallen in.” Now Horatio’s voice
stopped and a peculiar look came over his face.
“Yes, but I think I must have gone to sleep up there
first, because I seem to remember a dream — really
a horrible dream. But it’s all so vague . . .” Again
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his voice petered out and for a moment the boys
could see that his face held a look that was quite
terror-stricken.

“Do go on, Horatio. What was the dream?”
Chuck pressed him. '

“Or wouldn’t you rather go up to the house and
get dry and then tell us?” asked David.

“No, no. Let me think. I seem to remember a
fight. Some sort of fight on the beach, and I won.
But even so, I — I — well, then, after a long while I
remember something terrible, as though I were be-
ing wrenched bone from bone. It was so awful I
can’t begin to describe it. . . .”

That must have been when he went through the
hole in space, thought David. That was the experi-
ence of going from one dimension to another.

“And all the while it seems to me I was grinning,
for some insane reason, but I can’t think why. Grin-
ning all the time, I was, and I kept saying over and
over to myself, without stopping, the words, ‘This is
forever — this is forever — and forever — and for-
ever — and forever. . . . Oh, it was frightful —I
can’t begin to tell you! But I wasn’t crazy, not for a
moment. I knew.” Suddenly Horatio put his head in
his hands, and Chuck and David stared at one an-
other, appalled, over poor Horatio’s bowed back,
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and then he straightened again. “I had the feeling
in my dream that this had something to do with
pride — or vanity. But I can’t think why. And then
the awful thing happened again — the Jolt. But I
can’t really remember what it was all about — nor
why I found myself in the ocean. But I did. So I
must have fallen from the cliffs — and then started
swimming. But it’s all so strange — I don’t under-
stand — I don’t understand at all.”

“But youre safe now, Horatio,” comforted
Chuck. “It’s all over and you're safe. And you'd bet-
ter come along home with us and get into dry
clothes. I think Dr. Topman’s trousers would
fit you better than my Gramp’s. He's kind of
tubby.”

“Yes,” said Horatio, beginning to move slowly
across the sand. “Yes, boy, youre quite right. I'd
better be getting home. Home! Good heavens —~
and all at once Horatio seemed positively galva-
nized into action. “I've simply got to get the night
train out of here. Do you realize I have the whole
of Dr. Frobisher's manuscript to prepare for the
publishers as well as the research for his next lec-
ture? Hurry now! I haven’t a moment to lose. What
if he should have got back in my absence? But what
am [ thinking — I've only been gone two days: All
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the same, I must be there. You see, I am quite in-
dispensable to him — as a matter of fact, it is really
I who —I—who—" And then Horatio stopped.
He stared down at the sand, and then looked up side-
ways.

What could he be thinking? wondered David. And
what on earth will he say, what will he do, when he
finds he has been gone, not two days, but almost
a whole month?

“What, Horatio? It is you who what?” insisted
Chuck.

“Good heavens, now why should that stupid old
saying have come into my head? You know, the one
about pride.” And — would you believe it? — Hora-
tio actually smiled, a kind of shamefaced, sheepish
smile. :

“You mean, ‘Pride goeth before a fall,” Horatio?”
asked Chuck.

“Oh, but you needn’t worry about that now,” said
David. “You've had your falll”

“Yes,” agreed Horatio, taking a last look at the
cliff before he turned to go on up the beach. “All
the way from the top of those rocks. It’s a wonder I
wasn't killed.”

He went on — stopped — and now a most amaz-

‘ing thing happened. For Horatio suddenly slapped a
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hand over his jacket pocket, looked puzzled, and,
then slowly pulled forth a swollen, sodden mass and.
stared at it in wonderment. ;

“What on earth . . . |” he exclaimed, and then,
with a gesture of extreme distaste, he flung the mass
down and kicked it to one side into a rock pool.,
“Can’t imagine,” he muttered, while the boys stood
staring first at Horatio, then at what had once been
the pride, the passion, the very core and necessity
of Horatio’s existence — his precious notebook.

But now an even more astonishing thing hap-
pened. Again he felt his jacket, again looked puz-
zled, and this time drew forth a handful of stones
(they might have been colored by daylight, but by
moonlight they seemed only gray and black and
white), which he slowly turned over, one by one;
meanwhile shaking his head. “What litter one picks
up and carries about with one. Can’t even remem-
ber where —" But he did not finish. He simply
tossed the stones away and walked on.

For a moment David stood where he was, watch-
ing, while a wave far out reared up its white back
and came plunging in toward where the notebook
lay and, not far off, the stones. The notebook would
be picked up by the wave and never seen again. The
stones would be buried in the sand, or in an hour
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or two be washed away and lost forever. But what if
—« thought David — what if in that notebook there
lay some unimaginable key to the language of Ba-
sidium? Who could tell — who cpould tell? As for the
stones, David could not bear that even one pebble
of the Mushroom Planet should be lost — and in a
moment he had recovered both the notebook and
the jewels of Basidium before the wave could reach
them, and had stuffed them into his pocket so that
Horatio should not see them.

“Yes,” Horatio was saying to Chuck as David
caught up, “yes, I might have been killed. Some
fall! In fact, I should say that a fall like that ought
to do me for the rest of my life, don’t you think?”
- “Pre-ciselyl” came a high, airy, far-off voice, so
high and airy and far-off that there could be no
doubt as to its owner.

But when David turned eagerly to look, there was
no one there.




Typical Comments about
Eleanor Cameron’s MusarooM PLANET Stories

The Wonderful Flight to the Mushroom Planet

“. . . a delightful story for 8-11-year-olds of two boys who, with their
small space ship, find a little planet near the earth and help the inhabi-
tants out of a great difficulty.” — Junior Libraries

“A perfect book for the junior space enthusiast, and one that will also
appeal to readers who do not usually read science books or science
fiction.” — Publishers’ Weekly

“. . . the most joyous and reassuring book I've read in this atomic
age.” — Anne Carroll Moore

Stowaway to the Mushroom Planet

“Mrs. Cameron has achieved the unusual feat of writing a sequel
which is even more absorbing than the original THE WONDERFUL FLIGHT
0 THE MusHrOOM PLANET.” — New York Times

“There is in the second book no diminishing of the expert combina-
tion of fact and fantasy, of science and wonder, of humor and imagina-
tion which made the first book so original and delightful.” — Saturday
Review

“For young enthusiasts of spacesship travel, Eleanor Cameron has
written an exciting successor to her WonperrFuL FLIGHT TO THE Muss-
rooM PLANET.” — Atlantic Monthly

Mr. Bass's Planetoid

“To Mrs. Cameron, there is no such thing as the impossible or the
finite — and her tale should stimulate a healthy wrinkling in the gray
matter in young craniums.” — Chicago Tribune

“The plot is worked out ingeniously, with plenty of excitement and
suspense.” — The Washington Post and Times Herald

“Chuck and David search for a missing scientist whose experiments
may cause a chain reaction which could devastate the earth. Nicely
written, imaginative, with plenty of action and lots of conversation.”
— Junior Libraries
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