


















































































































































































































































































































































































































about?" Now the head of a small boy of about six 
appeared. 

"1 did this morning," said he, "but he blew 
away." 

There was a moment of stunned silence. 
"Blew away!" burst out Cap'n Tom at last. 

"Great jumpin' Jehosaphat! What was that ye 
said - blew away?" 

"Yes, sir," said the little boy respectfully, but 
in a pedectly matter-of-fact voice. "My mum let 
me phone the radio station and I told 'em - he 
blew away. 1 saw him. I looked out of my win­
dow when the wind was really getting strong­
and 1 saw Mr. Bass go up in the air like a leaf in 
the sky -" here the little boy made an upward, 
fluttering movement of his hand - "and that 
was the last of him. After it stopped raining, 1 
came over here to look for him. I looked in his 
planta -- in his observ-tory, and in the closets, 
and under the bed, and behind the curtains, and 
down in the cellar, and everywhere - but he's 
gone. He blew away all right." 

There was another moment of profound si­
lence. 

"Are you sure this is true?" asked Cap'n Tom 
sternly after a bit. 
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"Yes, sir," said the little boy. "My mum just 
laughed, but she said 1 could phone anyway. She 
thinks Mr. Bass is 'going to come back. But he 
won't." 

"Did she say, too, that you might have been 
dreaming?" asked Mrs. Topman anxiously. 

"Yes," said the little boy. 
"I was afraid of that," said Mrs. Topman, "and 

of course you weren't. Did you like Mr. Bass 
a lot?" 

"Oh, yes - he was wonderful! You should see 
the things he made for me. You couldn't ever buy 
'em at a store. Stores wouldn't think of things like 
Mr. Bass could make." 

"And will you be sad - that is," said Mrs. Top­
man hastily, "will you miss Mr. Bass?" 

"Why sure," said the little boy, as if anybody 
with a lick of sense would know that. "0' course 
I'll miss him! But he's gone on an adventure and 
it'll be fun. He'll have a wonderful time! And he 
always said he'd blow away sometime, because 
he's a spore person. Mr. Bass told me that." 

Everybody stood around in a circle and just 
looked at the little boy, because they couldn't 
think of a single thing to say. But then all at once: 
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"Jim-mm-eeel" came a voice · from over in · the 
next garden. 

"There's my mum," he said, and quick as a rab­
bit he scuttled off down the stairs and away 
through the bushes. After he was gone not a leaf 
moved, not a bird piped - there wasn't a sound 
anywhere. 

"WeU/" said Cap'n Tom. "A spore person! B' 
the great white whale! Only thing to do now is 
to have a look around. Might find something. 
Stands to reason we'll find something. Have an 
idea Mr. Bass wouldn't mind." 

So in they went, even though David felt he 
could not bear to go into that empty little house 
now that Mr. Bass was gone. Blown away! Of 
course, it was just like him - it seemed to David 
that that was just exactly how Mr. Bass would 
go somewhere, but not now. Not today, of all 
days. Why would he have let himself be blown 
away just when he should have been waiting to 
hear how everything had turned out? 

"He's got to be here, Mom. He's got to be some­
where." 

But he wasn't. 
He wasn't in the closet, nor under the bed, nor 
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in the kitchen, nor under the sofa, nor behind the 
curtains, nor down cellar, nor up in the observa­
tory. He just wasn't anywhere. 

"By golly," they heard Cap'n Tom chuckle to 
himself out in the little kitchen. <eN eat and clean 
and snug as a ship's galley. All the pots and pans 
shining, and all the cutlery in place -" 

"Oh dear," said Mrs. Topman, coming away 
from peeking into Mr. Bass's bedroom, "I won­
der if we should take the liberty of coming into 
someone else's house and looking into all the cor­
llf~rs. It seems impolite, somehow -" But when 
she saw the steps leading to the planetarium, she 
seemed suddenly overcome with the delight of 
exploring. "Though of course," she said to David, 
who had already gone aloft and was looking 
down at her, "on the other hand, if Mr. Bass is 
really gone -" And up she climbed with Cap'n 
Tom crowding after. 

In the observatory, which they filled to the 
walls (Cap'n Tom being, after all, quite a large 
man), they stared all around at Mr. Bass's enor-

mous collection of books, his instruments of celes­
tial exploration, and the curious domed, ridged 
ceiling above them. And did the others feel as he 
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himself felt, wondered David, something extraor­
dinary here in Mr. Bass's little house, something 
waiting? 

"Oh, it's no use,. David, I'm afraid," said Mrs. 
Topman at last in a low voice, as though she 
didn't want to be overheard. "We might just as 
well give up and go home. We'll have to be con­
tent with biding our time until Mr. Bass chooses 
to appear again." 

But David did not follow when the other two 
filed down the steps. 

"Where are you, Mr. Bass?" he asked the eerie, 
gray morning stillness that filled the small room. 
"Where have you gone? Please come back!" 

And then - as if in answer, there came a muf­
fled exclamation from the depths of Mr. Bass's 
house, and the sound of scurrying feet. In less 
than a breath, David was down the observatory 
steps and into the living room, while down cellar 
could be heard the happy boom of Cap'n Tom's 
voice and a sharp cry of excitement from Mrs. 
Topman. 

"wha-atr yelled David at the top of his lungs 
on his way round to the cellar door. "What is it? 
Wait! Wait for mer 
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CHAPTER 20 

I, Tyco Bass 

I N the soft, clear radiance of the cellar light, in 
the midst of Mr. Bass's jungle of assorted contrap­
tions, stood Cap'n Tom with a long, legal-looking 
envelope in his hand. 

"A letter, David, a letter!" he shouted, as 
David rushed in at the door. "By jings, it's a 
letter from -looks like - Ly-co M. - or no, 
Tyco M. Bass. And it's for you boys. Says here; 
'To Masters David Topman and Charles Master­
son,' and it's got your address underneath, David, 
and it's all stamped and ready to mail. Found it 
here on the workbench, under a paperweight, 
along with the bills for the gas and light and 
water. Funny place for bills, r d say - down cel­
lar." David reached out and took the letter and 
his eyes were huge. 

"Mr. Bass never did what anyone expected him 
to, I guess," and with trembling fingers he turned 

201 



the envelope over and over, and at last, very de­
liberately, with his tongue in the corner of his 
mouth, he tore open one end and drew forth two 
folded sheets of paper. These he flattened, and 
he was beginning to read from them to himself 
when Mrs. Topman all at once gave an exclama­
tion of impatience. 

"Goodness to gracious, child!" she cried. "Read 
out, read out, so we can all hear!" 

And at that, David finally read out. 
"'Dear Chuck and David,''' he began, his 

voice tense and shaking, "'I have a feeling at this 
moment too strong to be ignored that my time 
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here on earth has come to an end. The hour for 
my appointment has arrived, and though I can­
not have my visit with you, at least I can tell you 
of some plans I have made. 

(C 'You boys have thought, no doubt, that be­
cause of my energy and great interest in so many 
different things, I am no older than the average 
grandfather. But, as I told you, the Mushroom 
People live quickly. And for a descendant of the 
Mushroom People, I am very, very old indeed­
so old that you might have trouble in believing 
me if you knew my secret. 

(C 'I had a feeling even before I met you on the 
beach this morning that the mission upon which I 
had sent you was triumphantly completed. I am 
eternally grateful to you. Now that I know my 
people are safe - because of you - I can draw 
my earthly affairs to a close and prepare myself 
to go elsewhere. 

(C 'I do not know where I shall go - certainly 
not to Basidium, for I finished that phase of my 
existence many centuries ago. No, my next life 
will be on some other planet, though where that 
planet lies in all the billions of starry galaxies that 
surround this little sphere, I have no idea. But I 
am not sad to be going, nor frightened of what 
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may lie ahead of me. Indeed, I look forward to 
this new adventure with joy. 

«'Because of your courage and willingness to 
do what was asked of you, Chuck and David, in 
spite of the many obstacles that lay in your path 
(not to speak of the thousands of miles it was nec­
essary for you to travel through space), I wish 
to express my gratitude to you in a way that I be­
lieve will bring you lasting pleasure. 

"'Aside from a cousin by the name of Theodo­
sius Bass, who is a great wanderer, loves to travel 
light, and who has never cared to be troubled 
with properties, I have no kith or kin to whom to 
leave my possessions. Therefore: 

"'I, Tyco M. Bass, being of sound mind, do 
herewith make my last will and testament, that 
the aforementioned David Topman and Chuck 
Masterson, of Pacific Grove, California, shall be 
my assignees and heirs. They are to inherit my full 
property, which consists of the land at 5 ThalIo 
Street, Pacific Grove, California, and all of the 
possessions contained within this property and 
within this house, to be theirs, jointly, for the rest 
of their natural lives. The inheritance is to be 
turned over, thereafter, to the city of Pacific 
Crove. 
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.. 'It is my wish (though they may do as they 
think best) that my house and my property be 
used as the headquarters and meeting place of a 
SOciety, under their management, of Young As­
tronomers and Students of Space Travel. There 
shall be a President, chosen by them: an adult of 
scientific, yet humorous and imaginative, turn of 
mind. 

" 'The members of the Society shall be chosen 
also by Masters Chuck and David, after due con­
sideration as to their fitness for membership, and 
interest in the subjects of astronomy and space 
travel. They should be young people who will 
use carefully the books and instruments of ce­
lestial exploration which I am leaving for their 
enjoyment. 

"'From the members of the Society, a number 
shall be selected by majority vote to undertake 
the various duties that will be necessary, under 
the guidance of the President. 

" 'On the separate sheet of paper enclosed here, 
you will find, Chuck and David, the combination 
of a small wall safe which is in the observatory. 
In this safe I should like you to keep a certain fil­
ter of which I told you, and which is there now. 
Also, I believe it would be well to keep your neck-
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lace there. Both these objects relate to a matter 
which should be kept an absolute SECRET - a se­
cret never to go beyond the circle of your immedi­
ate family! Even the members of your Society 
are not to be a party to this affair, for the time 
has not yet come when it will be safe and proper 
for these things to be known. Both of you 
have thought this matter over very carefully, 
and the conclusions you came to were the right 
ones . 

.. 'I am sorry that I have not time to tell you the 
results of my analysis of that canning bottle of 
Basidium air. I can only say that the results were 
fascinating - fascinating beyond my wildest im­
agination. 1 had the choice of writing out this 
will, or of writing a long scientific paper, and I 
felt that this was the more urgent . 

.. 'Good-by, my dear friends. I am happy that 
we have met and it is my great hope that we shall 
meet again in the distant future. I see no reason 
why we shouldn't. 

.. 'yours most sincerely, 
(Signed) Tyco M. Bass'" 

After this incredible document had been read, 
everybody just stood and stared at everybody 
else. David was dazed and speechless. Mrs. Top-
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man finally remarked that she wished she could 
sit down somewhere. But Cap'n Tom, having been 
faced with many and many a breath-taking situ­
ation in his lifetime, took hold of this new tum of 
events with his usual steadiness and calm. 

"Is that the paper with the combination to the 
safe on it, David?" 

"Yes," said David, staring at it, then staring 
at Mr. Bass's letter in wonder. 

"Then stow it away all safe in your wallet, boy, 
and get it memorized as soon as possible. Next, 
we must see to it that all this is brought up be­
fore my lawyer - all matters pertaining imme­
diately to the will, that is, but not to your secret, 
of course. The boundaries of Mr. Bass's property 
will have to be legally determined and the whole 
thing gone into quite thoroughly." 

"Cap'n Tom, what do you suppos~ your lawyer 
will say?" Cap'n Tom chuckled. 

"If he says anything at all, I shall simply re­
mind him that 'There are more things in heaven 
and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your 
philosophy.' Shakespeare, y'know, David." 

"I wish Chuck was here!" 
Now David's eye lit on the canning bottle, plain 

glass-colored as it had been before it went to Ba-
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sidium, sitting on Mr. Bass's work bench with the 
top lying nearby. And he was about to go over to 
it, when-

"Dave I" called a voice. "Hey, Dave, where are 
you?" 

Then there was a rush of feet along the path 
outside - and there stood Chuck in the doorway, 
gazing about at them with the strangest expres­
sion. Silently he put his hand in his pocket and 
with his eyes on David's face, eyes that danced 
and sparkled with suppressed triumph, he slowly 
- slowly - drew out his hand and - opened it. 
And like some marvelous rainbow-colored ser­
pent the necklace of Ta poured from his fingers 
and hung there, swaying back and forth in the 
bright air. 

There was a gasp of wonder from all those lips. 
"Chuck, you found itl It's why you went 

back-" 
"In the sand, Dave. I hunted over every inch of 

that beach around where we left the ship, and 
just when I was about to give up and go on 
farther, I looked down into one of those little rock 
pools - and I thought, 'What a beautiful crab: 
And then I thought, 'But there's never been a crab 
as beautiful as that!' and I got down on my knees 
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and put my hand in the rock pool- and pulled 
out Ta's necklace. It was all curled up down in 
there, just as neat and snug as you please, moving 
around every time a big wave came in from far­
ther out and pushed a little more water into the 
rock pool. And Dave, pretty soon the tide 
would've come in again and it would have cov­
ered the necklace and -" 

"- washed it away for good!" finished David, 
and then he went over and took the necklace in 
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his hands as if he could not for the life of him be­
lieve that they really had it back. 

Now Mrs; Topman carne and put out a finger 
to touch the great, satiny stones - each of a dif­
ferent hue, cobalt, verdigris, saffron, carnelian, 
vermilion, emerald, ultramarine, Tyrian purple, 
viridian - pulsing with color so deep that you 
could not take your eyes from the swaying; almost 
living thing in David's hands. And David 
thought, as he moved the stones against one an­
other, what a rich, satisfying sound they made, 
but he could not descripe it. 

Tnen Cap'n Torn took it in his big, red hands. 
''I've traveled all over the seven seas," he said. 

''I've been in every corner of the world, and I've 
never seen anything to compare with this." 

"No mere woman could wear it," said Mrs. 
Topman, and she took it for a moment and held 
it against her, then gave it hastily back to David. 
"No, no - ifs a necklace fit only for a king." 

"I wish we could have it in a big glass box," 
he said, "on a velvet pad in the front room of our 
Society. Don't you, Chuck? And there could be a 
sign that read 'TIlE NECKLACE OF TA: But of course 
we can't, because if s got to be a dead secret!" 

Chuck seemed not to understand, however. 
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"What society, Dave? What do you mean -?" 
Without a word, David handed Chuck Mr. 

Bass's last will and testament, and muttering to 
himself, just as David had done, his lips moving, 
Chuck read the whole thing through from begin­
ning to end - then stared off at nothing over the 
edges of the pages as though he had been stricken 
and had not yet come to. Then he looked up. 

"Great jumping kadiddle fishl" he exclaimed 
- but quietly, because by this time, what with 
one thing and another, he was pretty well done in. 

"We've got to have a President, Chuck - re­
member?" 

Slowly Chuck nodded, grinning, and then the 
two boys looked at one another and turned to 
Cap'n Tom. 

"Would you be the President of our SOciety, 
Grandpop ?" 

"Chuck and I want you to be, Cap'n Tom. 
You're just right - you're scientific because of 
having charted the seas by the stars when you 
were young, and then having been a real 
topnotch navigator ever since, and because 
you're humorous and have imagination. We think 
you're exactly right!" 

Cap'n Tom looked both pleased and grave. 
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«Boys," he said, «that's a real honor. I accept 
with the greatest pleasure, and I'll try always to 
keep my humor and imagination well to wind­
ward - that is, up where we'll stand a good 
chance of sailing along in a strong, steady breeze. 

«And now, young fellows, I think if I might 
have that will, I'll just cut along over to the law­
yer's and get everything settled. Annabelle, my 
dear, do you suppose you could drop me by?" 

Mrs. Topman said she would be happy to. And 
even before the sound of the car had faded away 
around the corner of ThalIo Street, Chuck and 
David were up at the top of Mr. Bass's house. 

«Numbers, Dave!" said Chuck. Tensely he 
waited, his fingers on the knob of the little dial 
on the observatory wall, while David got out Mr. 
Bass's slip of paper. Solemnly David read out the 
combination as though it were a kind of cere­
mony, and smooth as velvet spun the knob, the 
weights clicked into place, and the safe door 
swung back. Inside lay the Stroboscopic Polaroid 
Filter, a notebook entitled A Few Facts Con­
cerning the Hitherto Undiscovered Satellite, Ba­
sidium-X, another notebook entitled Random Jot­
tings on Some Inventions of Tyco M. Bass, and 
a sheet of paper on which were written rows of 
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figures under the words "Seasonal Positions of 
Basidium." 

Now Ta's necklace was laid away in the back 
of the safe, and David touched the button that 
caused the narrow slit to open in the dome of the 
observatory. Next he fitted the filter into place 
over the eyepiece of the telescope, and Chuck 
plugged in the filter cord. 

"You watch first, Chuck, and I'll find the right 
figures and work the dials. Let's see - here's 
the right date." Chuck wrinkled up one eye 
and waited breathlessly while David muttered 
to himself, looking first at the paper and then. 
with his tongue caught between his teeth, care­
fully, carefully, turning the dials of Mr. Bass's 
telescope. Slowly it moved up and down and from 
left to right and back again, searching, search­
ing. 

At last the telescope was still, Chuck gazed, 
and then after several seconds he turned to 
David and without a word gave up his place. 
Now David, with held breath, peered into the 
eyepiece, adjusted it a little, then gave a low 
exclamation of delight. 

There hung Basidium, suspended in space, 
glowing unearthly beautiful in its luminous en-
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velope of pale blue-green mist. So close it seemed, 
you might almost have called out to those who 
lived on it. Yet it was so far, thought David, 
that he and Chuck would never set foot on it 
again, never touch it again - that little world 
where even now Ta must be dictating to his Wise 
Men. David could see them in his mind, Mebe 
and Oro, busily writing into their Rolls of Wisdom 
the story, which would be handed down to their 
descendants, of how two strange beings had come 
in a creature of silver to bring them the Magic 
Stones from that planet which all Basidiumites 
call ' the Great Protector. 

No, they might never set foot on Basidium 
again. Still, thought David, as long as they pos­
sessed Mr. Bass's filter, that far green world was 
theirs. The wonderful Hight to the Mushroom 
Planet could be taken in the twirl of a dial and 
the wink of an eye, and Basidium had not been 
lost after all. 
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