

















' SPACE, SPACE,

SPACE Stories about
the Time when Men will be

Adventuring to the Starsze

Selected, Introduction and Com-
mentaries by WILLIAM SLOANE

Grosset & Dunlap Publishers New York




Copyright 1953 by William Sloane. All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced in any form
without permission in writing from the publisher, except
by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review
to be printed in a magazine or newspaper.

By arrangement with Franklin Watts, Inc.
Manufactured in the United States of America
Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 53-9924

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

For permission to reprint copyrighted material the following acknowledg-
ments are gratefully made:

To Harry Altshuler for Nightmare Brother, by Alan Nourse ( Astounding
Science-Fiction Magazine, February, 1953), copyright 1953 by Street &
Smith Publications, Inc.

To Otis Kline Associates, Inc. for Dear Devil, by Eric Frank Russell
(Other Worlds Science Stories, May, 1950), copyright 1950 by the Clark
Publishing Company.

To Lawrence Le Shan for permission to reprint Trip One, by Edward
Grendon (Astounding Science-Fiction Magazine, July, 1949), copyright
1949 by Street & Smith Publications, Inc.

To Scott Meredith for Hide and Seek, by Arthur C. Clarke ( Astounding
Science-Fiction Magazine, September, 1949), copyright 1949 by Street &
Smith Publications, Inc., and for Like Gods They Came, by Irving Cox, Jr.
(Avon Science-Fiction and Fantasy Reader, January, 1953), copyright
1953 by Avon Periodicals, Inc.; and for Master Race, by Richard Ashby
(Imagination, September, 1951), copyright 1951 by the Greenleaf Pub-
lishing Company; and for Tools of the Trade, by Raymond F. Jones
(Astounding Science-Fiction Magazine, November, 1950 ), copyright 1950
by Street & Smith Publications, Inc.

To Fletcher Pratt for Second Chance, by Walter Kubilius and Fletcher
Pratt (Fantastic Story Magazine, September, 1952), copyright 1952 by
Best Books, Inc.

To Florence Starin for No Moon For Me, by Walter M. Miller, Jr.
( Astounding Science-Fiction Magazine, September, 1952 ), copyright 1952
by Street & Smith Publications, Inc.

To Street & Smith Publications, Inc. for Courtesy, by Clifford D. Simak
(Astounding Science-Fiction Magazine, August, 1951), copyright 1951
by Street & Smith Publications, Inc.

——










15
42
56
93
111
128
184

217

255

277

CONTENTS

Introduction

NO MOON FOR ME x Walter M. Miller, Jr.
TRIP ONE % Edward Grendon

TOOLS OF THE TRADE » Raymond F. Jones
HIDE AND SEEK x Arthur C. Clarke
MASTER RACE x Richard Ashby

DEAR DEVIL * Eric Frank Russell
COURTESY x Clifford D. Simak
NIGHTMARE BROTHER x Alan E. Nourse

SECOND CHANCE x Walter Kubilius
and Fletcher Pratt

LIKE GODS THEY CAME x Irving Cox, Jr.







INTRODUCTION

Of course none of the stories in this book is true today. No
living human being has ever been beyond the Earth, nor
even as far as halfway up through the ocean of air to its
surface in outer space. So far as we know for certain, the
Earth has never yet been visited by any kind of intelligent
life with a home on another planet, near or far. These
things are still to happen; and so the stories in this book
are all about what may take place sometime in the future.

There is something else about the stories you are going
to read: They are all guesswork. Nobody really knows
what will happen when the first spaceship leaves Earth
and reaches even the closest of the heavenly bodies, which
is our own Moon. No one knows for sure that there are
other worlds on which life exists, or how that life would
appear to us if we encountered it. The possibilities are too
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INTRODUCTION

vast for ordinary understanding. Our sun is only one star
in a galaxy which contains hundreds of millions of stars,
and yet the number of stars in our galaxy is small com-
pared with the total number of galaxies in the universe. If
Man is ever able to travel across the enormous gulfs be-
tween the stars of his own galaxy, or through the even
huger gulfs between galaxies, he can only guess what he
will find.

One thing is sure: The guesses are closer to the truth
today than they could ever have been before, although
astronomers have been studying the universe for thou-
sands of years. At first they had to make their observations
with the naked eye and with the help of the mathematics
of their times. Then, only about 350 years ago, Galileo in-
vented the telescope, and the mind of Man, if not his body,
began to plunge deeper and deeper into space, until now it
is possible that the end of all the galaxies has been found.
The mystery of what lies beyond them is unanswerable
today. It is even a question whether there is a “beyond” as
we ordinarily mean the word. But in the past hundred
years some of the secrets of the universe have been re-
vealed. A thousand different instruments have been prob-
ing far into space. Science is able to interpret much of
the information that is brought back; we know how hot the
stars are, how far away, and that they are made of the
same stuff as Earth and Earth’s sun.

The conquest of space has begun. Not long ago an ad-
miral in the United States Navy offered to put a rocket on
the Moon if the money to build it were appropriated.
Everybe iy knows that specially constructed senders and
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INTRODUCTION

receivers have beamed radar impulses to the Moon and
caught the electronic echo back on Earth again. So, if Man
has not yet landed matter on the Moon, he has sent energy
there and got some of it back.

Science is continually adding to our total store of knowl-
edge about the universe. The writers who speculate about
space travel in the future have a great reservoir of facts
to draw upon before they plot their stories. Indeed, they
have so much technical information available that they
must be at least amateur scientists in a dozen fields to
avoid writing foolishly. Science fiction is a difficult and
specialized kind of writing, and it is remarkable that so
many authors today are able to do so well with it.

Wherever Man finally goes in space, he will find one
thing that is always the same—himself. What is called
“human nature” will not change very much, even in a
colony of human beings on a planet of Procyon I. There
will still be hope and fear, love and hate, courage and
cowardice, the job well done or done badly. Just as they
do on Earth, human beings will always interpret experi-
ence even in the farthest reaches of space in terms of them-
selves. That is why the stories in this book are all about
human beings. Although some of the characters in them
are beings from other worlds, if you look at them closely
enough they will prove to be alive only insofar as they
are derived from what the author has learned about him-
self and the rest of us. People are people, and all we know
is in some way or other a reflection of ourselves, even
when that reflection appears as remote as a radar impulse
from the Moon or as abstract and grand as a scientific
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NO MOON
FOR ME~

WALTER M. MILLER, IJR.

*x X
w

*

The first voyage, of course, will have to be to the Moon.
That is only logical, because the Moon is the closest celes-
tial object and has a comparatively small gravity, so that it
is a natural stepping stone to the planets and the stars
beyond them. Then, too, the Moon is a safe destination;
we know that it is uninhabited by any potentially hostile
form of life—that is, as much as we can know anything like
that ahead of time. The Moon will provide the men of
Terra with a magnificent astronomical observatory and
base of operations which cannot be equaled on Earth.

To a lot of people, these advantages will not seem worth
the enormous cost of the first landing on Luna. Columbus
pleaded for years to secure enough money to float the
expedition which found a whole new hemisphere and

°® This story is from Astounding Science-Fiction Magazine.
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SPACE SPACE SPACE

changed the entire course of human history. He studied
the maps of his day and of the ancients, but he had to
resort to a good deal of double talk to get people to listen
to him. The Colonel Denin of this story is the same kind of
man Columbus was—willing to risk his whole future on
a single voyage into the unknown to prove to everybody
that no obstacle is too great to halt the onward sweep of
the human adventure. Such men have always had to battle
and plan for the things in which they believe.

But Mr. Miller has written a story with an unexpected
and not altogether comforting ending. There is such a
thing as being accidentally more right than you expect.
Not all the surprises the travelers of space encounter will
be pleasant ones. And not all the people who think they
know just what to look for will have their guesses con-

firmed!

*

The rocket waited on the ramp at midnight. Flood-
lights bathed the area in glaring brilliance, while
around the outer circle of barbed-wire entanglements,
guards stood watching the night. A staff car crept
through the gate, then purred toward a low tar-
papered building where several other vehicles sat idle
in the parking area. When the staff car stopped, and
a middle-aged colonel climbed out, a loud-speaker
croaked from the gable of the building:

“One hour before Zero. Dr. Gedrin, Colonel Denin,
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NO MOON FOR ME

and Major Long, please report to Briefing. One hour
before Zero.”

The colonel paused a moment beside his car and
nodded to the WAC chauffeur. “Take the heap back,
Sergeant. I won't need it again—not for a long time
at least. And—take care of yourself.”

She glanced at the building shadow of the rocket
and made a wry mouth, shaking her head doubtfully.

“Sergeant!”

“Sorry, sir! I was just thinking—" She saw his frown
and decided to keep her thoughts to herself. “Well—
good luck, sir.” She tossed him a last salute and
backed away.

The colonel, a gangling man with a bony face and
an unmilitary stoop, turned to glance at the cars
parked before the Briefing building. There was the
general’s, and the long black limousine used by the
Secretary of Defense. They were men who were
going back to their beds this night. He eyed the rocket
briefly, then strode toward the door of the Briefing
building. A young major with command pilot’s wings
was lounging in the entrance.

“Hi, Dennie,” he drawled with twisted grin. “Said
your prayers?”

Colonel Denin punched his shoulder lightly in awk-
ward greeting. “Yeah. I have got it figured out. We're
just leaving it up to you.” His voice was a melancholy
baritone, edged as always with a slight sourness.

The major shifted restlessly, and his grin was nerv-
ous. “Now I know how the Wright Brothers felt.
Dennie, I'm jumpy.”
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“Why?”

He nodded toward the slender black shaft whose
nose aimed skyward. “Me flying that thing is like a
Ubangi jumping in a Cadillac and taking off through |
New York traffic.”

“Somebody’s got to do everything for a first time.”

The major studied Denin’s dark, Lincolnesque face
for a moment. “Aren’t you worried?” A

“Moderately. But not about your ability to fly it. ;
The controls have been analogized to those of atmos-
pheric rockets. And we've gotten pilotless rockets to
the Moon before. Youre just replacing some of the
automatics, Jim.”

Jim Long thoughtfully lit a cigarette and blew ¥
smoke toward the sky. “One thing bothers me.”

“What?”

“You.”

A faint smile of amusement twitched about the
colonel’s thin mouth, and his dark, deep-set eyes gath-
ered wrinkles about their corners. “You think I can't ‘
navigate?”

Long snorted. “Don’t play games. You know that’s
not what I mean.”

“What, then?”

Long stared at him challengingly. “I think you're up
to something, Dennie. I don’t know what it is, but I
can watch you and see it. The whole world’s got its
fingers crossed about tonight, and about the “Voice.’

But youre cool as ice. Cocksure. Why?” :
Denin shrugged slowly. The faint smile lingered. '
ez *
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NO MOON FOR ME

“Maybe I'm jumpy inside,” he offered. “Maybe it just
doesn’t show.”

Long fell silent, eying him clinically. Here was the
impassioned man who had spent his life in working
against bitter opposition for the launching of the first
Lunar rocket. He had been a general during the last
war, had helped build and launch the first pilotless
rockets which had cleared Earth’s gravity and
helped end the conflict by the mere threat of transat-
mospheric attack. But then when the war was over,
Congress had displayed no inclination to finance a
piloted ship. The investment promised no returns.
Denin had taken to the stump-circuit, speaking di-
rectly to the nation, and bitterly condemning the pol-
iticlans who were consigning Man permanently to
Earth for financial reasons. He had been broken in
rank and suspended from the service. Now he was
back, and he had won, but only because of the “Voice,”
blaring out of space unexpectedly, speaking a lan-
guage to which there was no key.

“Maybe I'm wrong,” Long grunted. “Maybe you're
just tickled because you've won—if you call it win-
ning.”

Denin’s smile faded. “Uh-uh, Jim,” he said sadly.
“Man’s won. Not me. Space opens tonight.”

“You've helped a little,” the major grunted dryly.
Then he paused, mouth open, thinking. “What you
just said: ‘Man’s won.” That’s what I mean—by cock-
sure. A lot of people think were going to lose—going
out to meet the Voice. A lot of people don’t even think
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of it as ‘opening space.” They think of us as a delega-
tion, waving a white flag to a possible enemy. What
makes you so sure of yourself?”

The loud-speaker blurted again, cutting into their
conversation. “Fifty minutes before Zero. Denin and
Long, report to Briefing. Guards are requested to
clear red area of all maintenance personnel. All non-
coded personnel are requested to leave immediately.
Red area now under secrecy quarantine. Fifty minutes
before Zero.”

“Guess Gedrin’s already inside,” the colonel
grunted. “Let’s go.”

They flashed their credentials to the inside guard
and strode down the corridor toward the lighted
Briefing room. The pilot wore a puzzled frown.

“Dennie,” he said suddenly, “Do you know what’s
secret aboard the ship?”

The colonel hesitated, then nodded affirmatively.
“Yeah, I know.”

“That why youre cocksure?”

“Maybe. If I am. Maybe not. You'll find out, Jim.”

The others were waiting when they entered: Sec-
retary Eserly, thin, graying, and impeccably tailored;
General Werli, Commander of the Air Force; and Dr.
Gedrin, linguist for the expedition. Eserly came for-
ward to shake hands with the newcomers, then sat at
the end of a long table and extracted several papers
from his briefcase. He spoke quietly, informally.

“I have here your signed pledges, gentlemen.
Would any of you like a rereading of them?” His blue-
gray eyes flitted around the table, lingering on Denin,
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NO MOON FOR ME

Gedrin, and Long; each in turn murmured negatively.

“Very well, but let me remind you again of what
you have signed. You have stated that you have no
philosophic or religious objections to deliberate self-
destruction if it will secure a world goal. I can tell you
now, this may become necessary. Do any of you wish
to modify your pledge in any way?”

Only Gedrin, a chubby, scholarly little man in his
fifties, murmured surprise. Long glanced sharply at
Denin, whose face remained masklike, unconcerned.

“This has been put off until the last minute,” Eserly
went on, “for obvious security reasons. If the beings
behind the Voice became aware that we might be
launching a kamikazi attack . . . well . . . it’s hard
to say what they might do. But even though it is the
last minute, I'm prepared to release you from your
pledges if you so desire.”

Eserly stopped to look around again. Denin was
watching the linguist like a hawk. Gedrin moistened
his lips, glanced at the others, and said, “I . . .
thought it was a formality.”

“You wish to be released?” Eserly’s voice was cold,
but not contemptuous.

Colonel Denin drummed his fingers lightly on the
table. It was the only sound in the room. Gedrin looked
at the fingers, then met the colonel’s eyes for a brief
instant. A shudder seemed to pass through him. “No,”
he said, “no—Tll go along.”

Major Long cleared his throat and met the same
eyes almost angrily before he spoke to the secretary.

“I want to draw a line, Mr. Secretary.”

<
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Eserly shook his head. “We want no conditional
acceptances—

“I want to know what it’s all about.”

“You know all of it, Long. Except about the nuclear
explosives in the nose of the ship. You've been briefed
about finding the invader and trying to parley with
him. You've been told the government’s policy—an un-
conditional ‘get off our Moon.” What you haven’t been
told: if the answer’s no, youre to consummate your
pledge.”

Long looked angry. “I see. We're to home in on the
Voice, land in the same crater, if they let us; and
Gedrin tries to talk to them. If they're not co-operative,
we blow up the whole kaboodle, including ourselves.
Is that it?”

“Not quite, except as a last resort. You'll use your
own judgment. If it’s possible to leave the crater, and
bomb them from above, you'll do that. But we have to
make peaceful overtures. They might leave freely.
If they don’t, well—" He shook his head. “I want a
confirmation of your pledge, Long.”

“For a world goal that’s worth while—yes/” he
snapped.

“Meaning?”

“Meaning not for a childish goall”

Eserly looked shocked. He glanced at the others.
General Werli spoke sharply. “Suggest you temper
your language, Major.”

“Let him speak,” Eserly said. “Go on, Long.”

The pilot plucked at a splinter on the table and
glowered at it. “We've been hearing ‘the Voice’ on
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. ultra-high-frequency bands for years now. You say

E it’s trying to contact us. Well, it must be pretty patient,

L to keep talking that gibberish without an answer. All

~ weknow about it is: it's on the Moon. Telescopes don’t

~ pick it up. We can’t decode the language without a
key. Our only answer to it is this rocket.”

“What are you getting at, Long?” Denin asked un-
expectedly.

“You, Colonel,” Long barked.

“What are you talking about, Major?” Eserly
growled.

“Just this. Dennie fought all his life for this rocket.
But the rocket isn’t meant to be an answer to his fight.
It's meant to be an answer to the Voice. The world
wants to kick an invader off the Moon. Why? Is it be-
cause the world wants the Moon as a stepping stone
to space? Or is it just a case of: ‘If I don’t want it, you
can’t have it either’? That’s what I mean by a child-
ish goal.”

“Is that all that’s bothering you?”

Long slapped the table and reddened. “Alll What
do you mean all? You want us to sit on a U-bomb
and detonate it maybe. What are we doing it for? If
it'll help Man get to space, I'm willing. But I'm not
willing to do it just on principle; not unless the govern-
ment’s going to use a Lunar station after we clear the
ground! Yes, that’s all.”

He glared defiantly at both the secretary and the
general. He glanced at Denin. The moody colonel had
been smiling sardonically throughout the burst of ir-
ritation.
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But Eserly looked relieved. “Don’t let that bother
you, Long. Stop and think a minute. Some extrater-
restrial life form is on our satellite. Where it came
from, nobody knows. Very possibly, it'’s been sitting
there watching for a long time. When we hit the Moon
with projectiles, it started trying to contact us. Very
well, we respond through you. No matter what you
do up there—even if you have to destroy yourselves—
we know now that there are extraterrestrial life forms.
And they might come again. We're pretty well forced
to establish a Moon garrison.”

Long thought about it for a moment and began
nodding. “Sorry,” he grumbled. “That makes sense.
I guess I'm on edge.”

“You reaffirm your pledge?”

“Sure, chief.”

“That’s about the only purpose of this briefing then.
You've had all your other instructions. And when
you land, youll be on your own. The decisions you
make must come from your own judgment, unless you
have a chance to contact us—which I doubt.”

Eserly began a brief rehash of the technical instruc-
tions. Long was pilot and ship’s commander while in
space. Gedrin was spokesman, once the invaders were
contacted, and as long as negotiations proceeded
peacefully, he was to act as chairman. Colonel Denin
was to navigate, serve as ship’s engineer, and take
charge in the event of hostility. His would be the duty
of detonating the kamikazi cargo, if such became nec-
essary or advisable.
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“Thirty minutes before Zero,” announced the public
address system.

“That’s all, men,” Eserly grunted. “Get your gear
and get aboard. Good luck.” He glanced toward the
doorway. “Chaplain, would you—"

A hoary-headed officer who had just appeared
nodded quietly. The crew stared uneasily at the floor.
The chaplain crossed himself. “In the name of the
Father, and the Son, and the Holy Ghost—"

Soon they were striding across the brightly lighted
ramp toward the ladder and the open hatch. Denin,
having fought for this moment, was solemn, perhaps
bitter, moving with his usual ungainly stride, his dark
face waxen and heavy. The short rocket pilot strutted
a little, gnawing on a wad of gum, and waving to
spectators beyond the fence. “I'm still nervous!” he
confided to the tall colonel.

Gedrin said nothing. He seemed frightened, and
drawn into his shell. His plump face was mottled pink
from the exertion of carrying his space gear, and he
looked as if he wished he had never left the classroom.

“What do you think the Voice is, Dennie?” Long
called back as he climbed the ladder.

“I'm not guessing.”

The pilot chuckled. “Probably a dame with a flat
tire, yelling for help.”

Gedrin looked startled at the jest. “On the Moon?”
he muttered thickly.

Long stopped climbing. He looked back at Denin
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and slowly shook his head. Gedrin obviously wasn’t go-
ing to be of much use to them.

“Hurry up,” Denin snapped.

They climbed slowly, and disappeared into the com-
partment. A loading officer followed, saw that the
hatch was secure from the outside. “Seven on the first
shot,” he muttered, and paused to chalk a pair of dice
on it for luck.

“Five minutes before Zero. Clear the blast area.
Five minutes before Zero.”

Inside the cabin, the three men lay prone on the
gravity padding, waiting for the signal. The controls
and the navigational equipment were suspended over-
head, so that the men could reach them while lying
face-up toward the nose of the ship. Gedrin’s position
was to one side. His eyes were closed and his lips were
moving.

“Why do you keep watching him, Dennie?” Long
whispered to the colonel.

“He may blow his top. Keep a wrench ready to club
him.”

Long shook his head. “Six Gs will hold him down.”

They waited silently in the dim light from the instru-
ment panels.

“This feels like a circus stunt,” Long grunted. He
tightened his hand, fingers spread wide, and looked at
it, watching for a flutter.

“Afraid of being afraid?”

“Yeah, guess so. I could use a drink.”

“Who couldn’t?”
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“Yeah. Well—everybody’s invited to my place when
we get back. We'll have a few—"

“If we get back,” Denin murmured.

“Good-by, good-by, good-by!” shrilled a voice.

“What the—!"

“Gedrin.” Colonel Denin nudged the linguist with
his toe. “Gedrin! Snap out of it!”

“Huh . . . wh-what?” quavered the linguist, open-
ing his eyes.

“You a hysteric?”

Gedrin sputtered a protest and fell silent. His face
was righteously angry, as if he failed to realize that
he had cried aloud.

“Two minutes before Zero.”

“Keep your hands in your pockets, Gedrin,” Long
warned. “You, too, Dennie. Hands off the controls.
Black out if you can. We're just riders until we shed
the last booster stage.”

“You mean you won't be controlling it?” the linguist
whimpered.

“Nobody piloted a V-2, did they? After we shed
the Jast stage though, then I can take it.”

Breathing became audible in the small hot com-
partment.

“We don’t know what were doing!” Gedrin
gasped. “Nobody’s done it before. We don’t know.”

“Shut up, you sniveling coward!” snapped the col-
onel.

“Take it easy, Dennie!” Long whispered.

“Only way to settle him,” Denin murmured without
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interest. He stretched his long arms, grinned a little,
and folded his hands behind his head.

“Cocksure! Why—?r”

“One minute before Zero. Charging-pumps, please.
One minute before Zero.”

Long’s hand started toward the panel, then paused.
“I feel small!” he gasped. He slapped the switch an-
grily. A motor wailed mournfully up to speed.

“Good-by, good-by!”

“Stop it!”

“Ten years jockeying rockets. Wonder why I never
got married.”

“Forty seconds. Ignition spark, please. Forty sec-
onds.”

Long cursed and slapped at the panel again. An
angry chug rocked the ship, followed by a frying roar.

“No, no, no,” whined the linguist. “Stop, please—go
back.”

“Quiet, you fool! We're not off the ground yet.”

Gedrin yelped and slipped off the couch. He started
for the crawlway to the hatch. Denin moved like a cat,
rolling after him. He caught the linguist’s ankle and |
hauled him back. Gedrin collapsed under a short chop- |
ping blow to the temple. “You can’t get out, the lad-
der’s down,” the colonel explained to the limp body as
he dragged it back into place.

“Your hour of triumph,” the pilot muttered sarcas- |
tically.

“Couldn’t help it!” Denin snapped. “He'd have
broken his neck.”

“You're eager, boy! Too eager for me.”

S
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“Zero time! Main pumps, please! Zero time!”

The pilot laughed grimly and reached out to do
the radio’s bidding. “Shall we go, gentlemen?”

The fuel pumps raged, drowning the ship with their
din. The growl became an explosive roar of sound, en-
gulfing them. The growling monster pressed them
heavily into the padding. Man became sky-borne.

“What day is today?” shouted Long.

“September g, 1990.”

“Should remember it. Historic day.” He paused.
“All those nines—nine, nine, ninety. Ring of finality,
eh?”

“Precedes the millennial number.”

“Unless it’s like a speedometer. Just goes back to
zero.”

“Don’t worry about the invaders,” Denin called.
His eyes were closed, his big face calm. Too calm, Long
thought suspiciously.

He lay thinking about the Voice—the twitter, cheep,
cheep twitter that had been coming intermittently
from the Moon, interspersed with long silences and
variations in theme. For years the world had listened
and shivered, and had grown angry, angry enough to
build this ship which might otherwise never have
been built. Hunt them down and find out what they
want!/—was the command issued to Denin and Gedrin
and Long.

It was impossible to decode the twittering lan-
guage without some sort of clue or key. There was no
Earthly tongue to which it could be related, no start-
ing point for linguists. The government had built a
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station and had tried to answer. The venture had been
useless.

What were the Outsiders doing? Mining? Observ-
ing the Earth and its inhabitants? There was no satis-
factory answer.

There was a sudden lurch, then a cessation of sound.

They became weightless. Muttering excitedly, Long '
shoved himself out from beneath the panels. “We

shed the last combustion stage!” he barked. “Help me |
with the nuclears!”

Colonel Denin was already pulling his lanky frame “
out into the cramped standing-room of the small com-
partment. They walked with their hands feeling for
new controls, fumbling about in the gravityless ship.

“Hurry before we drop back into air.”

“Not much chance,” muttered the colonel as he '
nudged a lever to quarter-scale. A sizzling throb passed r
through the ship.

Long’s head ducked low to peer into a set of eye- l
pieces. “Back it off a little!” he yelped. “Tube’s get-
ting red.”

“Can’t, man! Get your focusing voltage higher.”

Long jerked a red knob down, pushing himself to-
ward the ceiling. He clawed his way to the floor again
and found the eyepiece.

“How’s she look?” Denin called.

“Nice! Tight stream! Red’s fading. Give us the
juice.”

“Keep watching it!” Denin eased the lever slowly
forward. The reactors began whispering, purring, then
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singing a bass note. Weight returned as acceleration
mounted. Soon they were standing normally.

“Hold it! Beam’s spreading a little!”

“Got to go higher.” The colonel pressed relentlessly
at the handle. “Still a few air molecules around. They
defocus it.”

“She’s getting red again!”

“When it gets white, let me know. Then you can
jump if you want to.”

Sweat was leaking from Long’s face and trac-
ing black streaks down the rubber eyepiece. Denin
watched him for a moment, then let the reaction-rate
stay steady. The acceleration needle sat on 1.5 Gs. The
radar altimeter floated past five thousand miles.

“Beam’s tightening—tubes cooling off.” He lifted
his head and waggled it at Denin. “That mean were
safe?”

“Safe from atmospheric defocusing.”

Long staggered to the controls and began making
adjustments according to the prearranged course.
The accelerative-gravity shifted slightly, rocking the
floor to an uphill grade, then settled back as before.
Denin plotted a check-point, then went to feel Ged-
rin’s pulse. The man was still drowsing and groaning.

“He'll come around in a little while.”

Long turned to shake his head and grin relief.
“Thank God that's over! Now tell me what hap-
pened.”

“Our jet’s positively charged—helium nuclei. It
focuses, like a cathode ray in an oscilloscope tube.
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If we don’t keep it in a tight stream, it can vaporize
parts of the ship. A few air molecules defocus it. Some-
thing like when you get a gassy tube in your radio.”

Long looked puzzled. “I never understood. We
squirt out alpha particles for a rocket jet, but what
keeps a negative charge from building up on the ship?”

“It leaks off. Pair of electron guns on the hull.”

“Another thing—if the alpha stream doesn’t touch
the tubes, what does it push on?”

Denin chuckled. “It pushes on the field that focuses
it. Just think of the ship as a flying cathode-ray tube
with no return lead, and with helium atoms instead of
electrons. Of course that’s like comparing Niagara
to a leaky faucet, but—"

The major shook his head. “Never mind, Dennie.
As long as the right thing happens when I shove the
right stick—that’s all I want.” He stared at the colo-
nel for a Jong moment. “Now that were out here, why
don’t you tell me what’s on your mind?”

For an instant, the colonel’s eyes gazed thoughtfully
at the wall. But his mouth tightened, and he shook his
head. “Let’s have a look behind us,” he growled, and
began cranking aside the outer steel plate that cov-
ered a viewing port.

They stared at it for a long time—a bright crescent,
fading through twilight grays into a dark globe.

“Mother of Man,” Denin murmured. “We're
weaned, Jim.”

Long turned to look at the awkward dreamer. What
he saw made him go back to his controls. There was
too much triumph in Denin’s face. Too much triumph
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for a man who should know that Man’s weaning might
depend entirely upon the whim of the creatures of the
Voice.

“Sorry I slugged you, Geddy,” Denin growled sud-
denly.

Long looked around to see Dr. Gedrin sitting up.
The chubby linguist looked bewildered. He listened
to the whine of drive for a moment, then rolled back
on the padding as if to sleep. The rocket rushed Moon-
ward amid monotonous silence. Long occasionally
glanced up at the compartment’s ceiling. Somewhere
overhead, the suicidal charge was stowed. And Den-
in’s gloominess seemed to indicate that he expected
to use them. Gloom and triumph rolled into one.

Long glanced at his watch. “Schedule says three
more hours. We living up to it, Dennie?”

“Yeah. We're cutting the drive in a few minutes.”

“What do we use for gravity?”

“Centrifugal force. Start her spinning.”

“And sit on the walls?”

“Yeah.”

“Hm-m-m—I'm going to start listening on the
U.H.F.”

“For the Voice? Don’t bother.”

Long stared at the colonel for a long time. “Our
instructions say—"

“Don’t bother.”

“Why?”

Denin looked up with a sigh. “Because I know ex-
actly where to look for it.”

“You what? How?”
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“Because I put it there.”

There was a long silence. Gedrin stirred on his cot,
peered at the colonel, then uncomprehendingly turned
his face to the wall. Denin’s fist was in his pocket; and
he was armed. So was Long, but he kept his hands
relaxed and watched Denin’s grim face.

“The pilotless rockets!”

“The pilotless rockets,” Denin echoed. “And a trans-
mitter, and some timing devices, and—" _‘

“And the Voice is a wire recorder.” |

The colonel nodded. His eyes were narrowed and
alert, watching the pilot carefully. i

“Why did you do it?”

“The Lunar rocket is underway, isn't it, Jim?”

“Not a nice trick to play on Congress and the tax-
payers. This bolt bucket cost three billion bucks, if
you count all the research that had to be done. You
have ceased to be a popular man, Dennie.”

“Not at all. I imagine they’ll think of us as martyrs.
They’ll never know, Jim.”

Long’s eyes darted toward the ceiling.

“That’s right. A kamikazi mission. They see the flash
on the Moon. We died to get rid of the invaders. And ?
so they build a Lunar station—to prevent any more
invasions.”

Long started to his feet. A gun appeared in Denin’s
hand. Long sank back in his seat.

“I hope you'll accept the situation, Jim. But I really r
don’t need a pilot.” ;

“No, I guess you don’t. Any kind of landing would [
do, wouldn'’t it?”
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“Even a crash.”

Long thought for a moment. “Why this twilight-of-
the-gods effect, Den?”

“What do you mean?”

“Why not dump the explosives in a bomb run, then
head back for Earth? We can keep silent.” A

Denin hissed his disgust. 11! § 1003742

“Allright, if you don’t trust us—we can land at night,
just off the African coast, say. Let the rocket sink.
Swim ashore. Hit the jungle. They'd think we died in
the Lunar explosion.”

“Save your breath. And your tricks.”

Long turned back to the controls, thinking quickly.
Denin had spilled it because he could no longer con-
tain it. That meant doubt, or guilt. He could have
waited until the ship landed. It would have been
safer for him.

“You think I'm wrong, Jim?”

“I think you’re nuts.”

“Space is opened. I'm nuts because I tricked the
world into space? O.K., maybe. So was the first ape
to come down out of his tree.”

Gedrin suddenly sat up. The colonel shot him a
sharp glance, taking his eyes from the pilot. Desper-
ately, Long struck out for the stabilizers.

The ship lurched. The gun exploded, and a bullet
ricocheted from the control panel to imbed itself in
the wall. Gedrin screamed. Long wrenched the stabi-
lizers hard, throwing the ship into violent twists. The
acceleration jerked him down, then up against the
safety belt. Bodies slammed about the cabin. He
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kicked the drive to four Gs. Then, sagging in his seat
he risked a look backward. Denin lay pinned to
the floor by his own weight, and a trickle of blood
leaked from a gash in his forehead. Gedrin was
sprawled in the corner, one leg twisted unnaturally.

The pilot eased the acceleration back to normal,
scooped up Denin’s gun, and broke out the first-aid
kit. “Cocksure,” he grunted as he taped the engineer’s
wrists and tended the gash. “Too cocksure.”

Denin came awake just before the landing. He
strained at his bonds for a moment, glared at the
pilot, said nothing. Gedrin was resting in a fog of
morphine, pawing dumbly at a splinted leg.

“Were coming in on your transmitter,” the pilot
grunted. He switched the signal into the speaker, and
for a moment the cabin was alive with the twitter of
the Voice that had tricked the world.

“You going to land?”

“Yeah.”

“Why? You mean to spoil it. Why not just turn
back?”

“Stop snarling, Den. Were going down to turn it
off. And I want to see how you managed to get it down
without shattering the transmitter.”

“It landed,” Denin said tonelessly. “I told you—you
just replace some of the automatics.”

“How did you get the stuff aboard without suspi-
cion?”

“The men who made it didn’t know what it was
for. The men who loaded the crate thought it was an
atomic warhead. And I set it up personally. Two men
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were bribed. They died since. Naturally, I might add.”

“Who paid?”

“The government. The men bribed were account-
ants.”

“It must have taken a lot of juggling.”

“It did. It is worth it, or was.” Denin paused, staring
at Long with lusterless eyes. “I hope I get an oppor-
tunity to kill you.”

“It was your mistake, Den—telling me too soon.”

Denin glanced toward the viewing screen, now en-
tirely covered by the white face of the Moon—grim,
pocked with the crescent-shadows of craters. His
voice grew tremulous. “Man’s destiny should lie in
space. He may never come again. Youre consigning
him to Earth.”

“Why? I don't see that.”

“The cost, you fool! What reason has he to go? Not
for economic returns. That’s been established. Unless
he has another reason, he’ll stay Earthbound. I tried
to give him a reason.”

“A phony one. Uh-uh, Dennie—you don’t trick
people into their destiny.”

“Why not? Ethics?” Denin’s voice was acid.

Why not indeed, Long thought. Ninety-nine per
cent of humanity would always remain Earthbound,
and would derive no profit from space. Yet, that
ninety-nine per cent would have to foot the bill. The
price of getting a few ships into space—and some day
to the stars—the price was sacrifice. Sacrifice of the
many for the few. And the many wouldn't like it—as
they had undoubtedly disliked building pyramids,
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and temples, and Towers of Babel for the amusement
of kings.

“Yeah, ethics,” he murmured.

Landing in the faint gravity was an easy job. The
strength of the Voice’s signal was blocking the set as
Long let the ship slip down on the auxiliary combus-
tion-rockets. The transmitter was not in a crater, but
on a wide, sun-parched and airless plain. The set-
tling rockets fanned out huge clouds of white dust as
they stung the surface. The dust fell rapidly, unsup-
ported by any atmosphere.

Long stood up and reached for a pressure helmet.
They had worn the heavy fabric suits while in flight.
He started the air-compressors and gathered up a
length of hose, then paused to glance down at the colo-
nel, “You can come, Dennie—if you want to. I'll un-
tie your feet.”

Denin shook his head glumly.

Long shrugged. “O.K.—but I'm making sure you
stay away from the detonator.” He dragged the bound
man to the bulkhead and taped his feet to a brace.
Then he opened the port covers, letting the angry sun-
light sweep through the compartment. The pilotless
missile lay on its side, fifty yards from the ship. Its hull
was cracked, but sweepmarks in the Lunar dust spoke
of a successful landing. |

The pilot was gone a long time. Through the port,
Denin watched him bounding about the missile in
long slow leaps. The colonel strained at his bonds, and
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tried to saw them on the sharp edge of the brace. Ged-
rin was moaning on his cot.

“Gedrin!”

There was no answer. The colonel called again in an
angry bellow. Gedrin stirred and looked up. “Where
are we?” he groaned.

“Lunal Now listen to me if you want to live!”

The linguist whimpered in fright.

“Long’s outside,” Denin went on. “You hear that
motor running?”

Gedrin’s head wobbled dizzily. It might have been
anod.

“Those are the fuel pumps,” the colonel lied.

“Huh?”

“Long forgot. Left them on. The tubes may fire ac-
cidentally.”

Gedrin was ready to believe anything, but he failed
to comprehend. Denin grumbled a curse and tried
again.

“Just listen to me,” he barked. “Listen! If you want
to live, you'll have to get up and cut the switch. The
switch. You understand?”

“Switch? Which?”

Denin nodded toward a panel. “The red double-
toggle with the safety guard around it. You've got to
get up.”

Gedrin shook his head as if to clear it. He raised
himself up a few inches and stared at the colonel.
“You're tied.”

“Long lost his head! You going to let us die?”
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Gedrin wheezed in pain. “My leg. I can’t.”

“You've got to. Roll off the cot. Gravity’s faint. You
won't get hurt.”

The linguist shoved against the wall, and yelped
as the light push carried him over the edge. He hit the
floor with a light thud. The splint shifted. He screamed,
then slumped back.

“Gedrin!l”

It was useless. The linguist had fainted.

“You'd go to any lengths, wouldn’t you, Dennie?”

Denin looked up to see the pilot coming through the
crawlway. He scowled and said nothing. Long’s face
was white, and his hands were trembling as he re-
moved his helmet. He seemed to be struggling to con-
trol some seething emotion. He moved quickly to the
panel, fumbled beneath it for a moment, and jerked
a wire loose from the red detonator switch. Then he
began cutting Denin’s bonds.

The colonel muttered in surprise.

“You're going outside with me,” Long told him.
“Get the camera equipment. We've got work to do.”

“What?” Denin snarled. “Take pictures of the
Voice? Evidence for my trial?”

The pilot shook his head and paused to light a ciga-
rette. “They’ll probably try you. But I think you'll get
off light.” He eyed Denin grimly. “Ever hear of ducks
on the Moon?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Duck tracks, they look like. All around your rocket.
And the dustmarks where another ship landed.”

Color drained slowly from the colonel’s face. He
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came to his feet and pressed his face against the glass,
peering outside.

“They've gone,” Long went on. “Apparently left
just after the missile landed. See that black patch over
on the hillside?”

Denin didn’t answer. He was reeling slightly.

“I think it was a mine shaft,” the pilot told him tone-
lessly.

The man who had tricked humanity into space
suddenly slumped. He sat down on the floor and began
laughing wildly.

“I—want to go home,” whimpered the awakening
Gedrin. “No Moon for me!”

Long eyed the linguist coldly. “You've got it, fellow.
Like it or not.”
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EDWARD GRENDON

* X
*

*

Only a handful of people will be able to make the first trip
to another world, even if it is a neighboring planet. Maybe
the line will form on the right, and everyone will want to
go. Maybe; but here is a story about one of the reasons
why we Terrans may not want to launch the first inter-
planetary flight—that is, when we come to think more
carefully about it.

The author of this story is not exaggerating the danger.
In the Middle Ages, the Black Plague killed from a quarter
to over half of all the people in Europe, and at the end of
World War I many millions of men, women and children
died of what was then called influenza. Both these terrible
events came about when the population of Earth was sub-
jected to a “new” disease against which most people had

® This story is from Astounding Science-Fiction Magazine.
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no immunity. Who is to say that there are no diseases on
the other planets?

Almost certainly, that will not deter the people whose
eyes are fixed on the stars. They will go anyway, and run
the risk. But what about the danger of bringing back a
plague that may wipe out most of the population of Earth?

* x
w

*

When she was all ready to go we were afraid to send
her. Sometimes it’s like that; you have problems and
you worry about them for years. Then they are all
solved for you and it’s the big chance. It's what you
have been waiting for—and then it falls apart. It
wouldn’t be so bad except for the letdown. They build
you up and knock you down.

The ship was beautiful. A hundred and ten feet
long and shaped like a hammerhead shark. She was
named The Astra. One problem after another had
been settled. Propulsion was the first big one to be put
away. Ingeline took care of that. Ingeline was the fuel
that Walther developed in Germany just at the end of
the war. He developed it so that a submarine could
outrun a destroyer. Thank God, the Nazis never had
a chance to use it; but plenty of uses were developed
later.

The second problem we solved was cosmic rays. We
had sent up rocket after rocket carrying sheep and
monkeys until we figured out how to protect them. The
other problems went fast—oxygen, navigation, land-
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ing and the rest. We had the backing of the United
Nations Science Foundation, and those boys were
good. We had sent the ship around the Moon as a test
under gyroscope control, full of chimpanzees and
orangutans as test freight. Every one of them came
back in perfect condition. The automatic cameras got
some photographs of the Moon’s other side. The photo-
graphs looked just like this side of the Moon to every-
one but the astronomers, but we didn’t care. We were
looking forward to the big one—Mars Trip One.
Everything had been checked and set and now it was
all off.

When Jerrins over at the Research Council phoned
me I had an idea it was bad news. Jerrins and I knew
each other pretty well and I knew from the tone of his
voice that something was wrong.

“I'm coming over, Jake,” he said. “Just hold every-
thing until I get there.”

We were set to pull out for Mars in twenty-nine
hours so we were pretty busy. “What do you mean,
hold everything?” I asked him. “Hold what?”

“TJust that. Hold everything. You might as well stop
loading supplies because you ain’t goin’ nowhere. Be
over in an hour,” and he hung up on me.

I didn’t get it. Ten years’ work, twenty million bucks
spent, and we weren't going. I figured I'd better not
tell the boys and just let them go on loading up. It
couldn’t do any harm to wait an hour.

Fifty minutes later Jerrins pulled in. I knew he'd
flown from Washington rather than try to explain by
phone, but I couldn’t think about anything. I yanked
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him into the office, slammed the door, opened it and
yelled “No visitors or calls” in the general direction of
the switchboard, and slammed the door again.

“0.K., Warren, what’s the dope?” I asked.

He sat down, lit a cigarette and said: “The trip’s off
for good. It’s final, irrevocable and that’s all there is
to it. I've been with the U.N. Subcommittee on Inter-
planetary Travel all afternoon. There is no question
about it. Finis. Period. Stop.”

Finally he told me the whole story. “It’s this way,
Jake,” he said. “It’s not a question of not wanting to
go. Everyone wants the trip to be a success. It’s a ques-
tion of being afraid to go. And I agree. There’s too
much risk.” He stopped for a moment. “You didn’t
know it and I didn’t know it until now, but a lot of the
biology boys have been worrying themselves sick
ever since the planning really got started. We haven't
thought much about their problems and they have one
big one. The U.N. has let us go on beating our brains
out because they wanted space travel and they hoped
a solution would be found. They wanted space travel
so bad that they were willing to put all this money and
energy into it in the hope that something could be
done; some answer would be found at the last minute.
But the bio boys report no can do.”

He stopped, lit a cigarette, leaned across the desk
and shoved it into my mouth. Then he leaned back,
lit himself another and went on.

“They let the Moon trip go because we weren’t land-
ing anywhere. Thats O.K. with them. As long as
the ship just stays in space it can come back and land,
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but once it’s landed on another planet, it can’t ever
come back here. That’s final. The U.N. is agreed on it
and we work for them. As a matter of fact, I agree
with them myself.”

I started to sputter, thought better of it, leaned back
and tried to focus my mind. A: Jerrins was a good
man and wasn’t crazy. He was sorry for me. Come
to think of it, I was sorry for him. This must nearly
have killed him. B: Our bosses weren’t crazy. They
were bright, trained men whom the U.N. had se-
lected. Space travel was strictly a U.N. proposition.
It was too explosive for any single nation to get to Mars
first and the U.N. had the power now to take over.
Ergo there must be a good reason why we couldn’t
go. Also I knew it concerned the microscope and dis-
section gang. That was all I knew, and I was chief
engineer in charge of building and was going to be—
would have been—chief engineer and captain on Mars
Trip One. So—I relaxed, stamped out my cigarette
butt and said to Jerrins: “Well?”

He grinned. “You collected yourself fast. It's this
way. Do you remember what happened to the Incas?
They were a pretty big gang until the Spaniards came
in with European diseases. The Spaniards had built
up a fairly good immunity to them but the Incas died
like flies. They had no immunity. By the same token
the Spaniards died of yellow fever, dengue and what
not, stuff the Incas had some immunity to.” He was
speaking very slowly now. “There were diseases in
Europe and diseases in South America, and each
killed people from the opposite continent. People who
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hadn’t built up immunities by selective breeding and
by little doses of the disease when they were chil-
dren. If there were diseases on two different continents
that were deadly, what about diseases on two differ-
ent planets? Suppose you can land on Mars. Suppose
you can get back. How will you know you're not carry-
ing something that will kill you six months later? Or
sterilize you? Or kill off the whole human race? When
can you ever be sure something isn’t incubating inside
the crew that will make them ten thousand times
worse than Typhoid Mary ever was?”

He stopped and didn’t say anything for three or
four minutes. Neither did I. Outside the sounds of
loading still went on. What he said made sense. Good
sense. You couldn’t come back. Not ever. A trip to Mars
was potential death for every human being. You
couldn’t risk the human race. I'd always assumed the
biologists could handle their end of the job and had
left it to them. But I could see now why my medics
had seemed worried lately. There didn’t seem to be
any answer to this problem.

“So, Jake,” he said finally, “I ain’t goin’ nowhere
and it can be conjugated as a regular verb. You ain’t
goin’ nowhere, we aint goin’ nowhere, and they
ain’t goin’ nowhere. It will be on the radio in a little
while. You better tell the boys before that. They'll
have their chance at trips later. The U.N. has 0.K.’d
research trips so long as they just float around. The
astronomers will want more photographs of the other
face of the Moon, some close-ups of Mars, and so forth.
But the ship—she stays on the ground for the present.”
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He got up, patted me on the shoulder and walked
out. Sixty seconds later I heard his helicopter taking
off.

After twenty minutes of sitting there silently by my-
self, I stood up and went over to the mirror. I looked
at myself in it and thought, Look here, Jake, you're a
big boy now and can take a disappointment. Call
the gang in and get it over with. I walked out to the
switchboard and patted the operator on the shoul-
der.

“Hook me up to the loud-speaker, Evie. Entire plant
and grounds. Give it to me in my office and then get me
some extra chairs in there. About twelve will do.”

Three minutes later my voice was booming out over
the grounds and shops: “Attention, attention. Chief
Engineer Weinberg speaking. I want all crew person-
nel, all chiefs of departments and all chiefs of sections
in my office immediately. All other loading person-
nel take a thirty-minute break. All crew personnel,
department and section chiefs in my office immedi-
ately. All others take a thirty-minute break. That is
all.”

The men who crowded into my office were a widely
varying lot. They were all shapes, sizes, ages and
colors. They had three major factors in common. Each
was intelligent, each was highly trained in his own
field, and each wanted the Mars trip to be a success,
with a desire that was passionate and devoted. They
filed in, tense, joking, worried. They distributed
themselves on the chairs, lit cigarettes or pipes, and
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waited. They knew me and knew that if I called
them at this late hour something important was up.
It was too early for formal speeches and they all knew
I would never dream of making one in any case. It
was too late for instructions; they all knew their jobs
perfectly by this time. They hoped it was nothing but
they knew better.

Twenty minutes later they understood. The medical
section had understood as soon as I had started to
talk. They had known about this for a long time but
were under orders from their U.N. chief to keep their
mouths shut and wait. It took the others a little longer
to get it. They listened silently, thought, asked a few
questions and finally just sat there looking at me. I
looked at them for a long minute and suddenly real-
ized something that made me feel wonderful: They
were disappointed but not beaten.

Most of them had been on this job between three
and ten years. They had worked, talked, eaten and
slept Mars Trip One. But when they were told it was
off they weren't in shock, they weren’t in tears, they
weren't licked. And this wasn’t the refusal of a bunch
of fanatics to face the facts. This was a team of highly
trained specialists who had faith in their brains and
ability and in the knowledge of their sciences. This
was the cream of humanity and they knew where
they were going. I remembered Don Byrne saying:
“There is a wisdom beyond wisdom and a faith be-
yond faith.”

The men were determined. They believed that Man
could not be permanently stopped by anything in the
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universe. And it wasn't conceit or intellectual snob-
bishness. Man was heading for the stars and they
knew it. They had conquered other obstacles; here
was one more. Each had seen apparently insuperable
barriers appear in his respective science time and time
again but none had halted progress for long. Man had
kept expanding intellectually, emotionally and mor-
ally in spite of real and imagined hurdles. He was
also going to expand and settle the planets and then
the stars, and these men knew it. They were hard-
headed, scientifically trained dreamers, and that’s an
unbeatable combination.

I felt myself relaxing and grinned at them. “Here
are your instructions: All perishable supplies are to
be battened down. Those supplies on board are to be
left there, those in the warehouses left where they are.
Put everything on the loading ramps away, either in
the ship or back in storage. Use your own judgment.
Tell the work crews to report for instructions each
morning. Theyll get paid for eight hours so long as
they report in, whether or not there’s a job for them.
Then you make any phone calls you want to. But
every mother’s son of you is to be back here in one
hour. Maybe the U.N. is licked, but we've got a lot of
thinking to do before we are.”

They filed out and I sat back and tried to think. My
thoughts went round and round.

Ten minutes later I realized I was defeating my
own purpose. There had been attempts to think this
through from the top down before. This was a job for
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teamwork. I went out to the switchboard again. Evie
was still there but her ear was glued to the radio. As
I came in she flicked it off and looked at me and
started to cry.

“Relax, Evie,” I told her. “Don’t believe every-
thing you hear on the radio. Those broadcasters are
a bunch of defeatists.”

She looked up startled, stopped crying and eyed me
questioningly. She had mascara all over her cheeks
and looked adorable. I patted her on the shoulder and
said: “I want a big conference table moved into my
office. More chairs and try to get comfortable ones
this time. Leave the other chairs in there. Put them
against the wall or something. Then phone all the
alternates and tell them I want them as quick as
they can get here. Phone Jerrins at the U.N. Research
Council and tell him I'd like him to fly back here as
soon as he can make it. Then get the kitchen on the
phone and tell them I want plenty of hot coffee and
sandwiches and I want good sandwiches—not just
bread and a thin slice of ham. On second thought, just
get coffee from them. Call a delicatessen in town
and get the sandwiches there. We're going to have us
a conference. There will be all the crew, the chiefs
and the alternates, so figure out how much food we’ll
need and get twice as much. Then phone supply and
tell them I want a small portable air conditioner in my
office inside of fifteen minutes. And you’ll probably be
needed all night, so make any phone calls you need to
get yourself a relief at the switchboard, grab some
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notebooks and pencils and come inside when you're
finished. And tell the relief that she will probably be
needed out here all night, too.”

Evie is a dependable gal as well as being ornamen-
tal, so I knew she’d get everything done. I walked
down to the snack bar and bought a few cartons of
cigarettes. On the way back I stole ash trays and pads
of blank paper from all the empty offices. When I got
back the conference table and chairs were in and the
boys from supply were plugging in the air conditioner.
I scattered my armload of supplies around the table
and waited. I was glad I'd thought of the air condi-
tioner. These boys could no more hold a conference
without smoking than they could think without doo-
dling, but I'd never believed in the efficacy of a low
oxygen content to increase efficiency.

And the alternates were a good idea, too. Every
crew member including myself had an alternate. The
alternates were just as involved as we were and just
as highly trained. If one of us couldn’t go, the alter-
nate was all ready to take his place. Having them
would double our number and should increase the
probability of our finding a way out of this. Jerrins,
too, would help. He had a razor-sharp mind and we
had worked together enough to know we comple-
mented each other. Also, if we developed anything
good, he was the man to sell it to the UN. I was
glad I'd asked him to come.

Five hours later we were still at it. The room was as
jammed as the ash trays. We had batted around a
dozen ideas—Ilike big tanks of acid on the Moon into
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which we’d dunk the ship on the way back to cleanse
her; and an observation ward into which we’'d dunk
the crew. Or small boats and suits to be worn on Mars
when the landing parties went out while the big
ship floated in space. Later the small boats and suits
would be jettisoned on Mars. Every plan went hay-
wire on one major count. You couldn’t guess at the
characteristics of possible bacteria, viruses, fungi and
whatnot, that you might encounter. Jerrins and the
four committee members he’d brought back kept
pointing out that there was no way of guessing at the
staying or spreading powers of these hypothetical
critters. The U.N. Medical Commissioner in charge of
Interplanetary Travel kept hammering at it. And you
couldn’t take chances.

One thing that struck me about these boys was
that no one ever suggested we use an idea in spite
of possible risks. They didn’t mind risking their necks,
but if there was the slightest chance of bringing back
infection, they dropped the idea like a hot potato. They
were going to get the trip off somehow but not one of
them was a sloppy thinker. A good bunch.

No one figured out the final idea. It came gradually
to us all at about the same time. Carruthers, the biol-
ogist, said something or other and that was all. We
stopped talking for awhile and thought it through. We
looked from one to the other, from Jamieson, our
physicist and atmosphere expert, who nodded “yes”
to LaRoux, our agronomist, to Seivers, our psycholo-
gist, and then to the U.N. medic. All nodded “yes.”
No one said anything until Evie put down her pen-
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cil and notebook, stood up very deliberately and came
over and kissed me on the cheek. Then the up-
roar began.

We have a nice little community here on Mars.
We've been here twelve years now. We moved out of
The Astra four years back. The air is still a bit thin
but our big atomic plants are constantly working re-
converting the iron oxide this planet is covered with.
Plants are growing, we have a truck farm that’s not
doing badly and a nursery school that’s doing even
better.

The U.N. psychologists and medics finally selected
a hundred and twelve of us to come. Those psycholo-
gists were really rough. Every test and interview tech-
nique they could figure out. We are now nearer one
hundred and fifty. Evie and I have two kids of our
own and the older has all the makings of a good en-
gineer.

Of course we can never go back, nor can our chil-
dren—but, if their children are O.K., they can go back
to Earth. We figure that if no bad diseases emerge in
three generations, things are pretty safe here. Then
well set up regular travel. We'll never see that our-
selves but it will happen. A ship floats around Mars
every three years and we communicate by helio-
graph. They drop supplies and mail and we blink
back messages. Each time they come they drop a life-
boat with one couple on it. That way they check if any
new diseases have emerged and the rest of us have
gradually built up immunity to it. We've had our dis-
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eases, especially the first year, and some of them were
weirdies all right, but our medical staff dealt with
them quickly and effectively, thank God.

There is the same quality of teamwork here that
we so clearly had back in those first planning days. It’s
a good little culture we have here and it’s part of a
dream—a good dream. The last papers we had two
years ago said a party planned to try for Venus soon.
And someday the stars.
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There are a lot of tools in any good garage. But what if the
garage were for spaceships, and if the ships came in for
repair from every corner of the universe? And suppose that
they had been built by hundreds of different races, each
with its own set of living requirements, its own special
kind of intelligence, and its own sciences never developed
on Earth. Running that kind of garage will be an art.
Politics, too, is an art. We Terrans have not developed
it very highly as yet. Our sciences are far ahead of our
political institutions, and it’s a favorite game to assign the
responsibility for what goes wrong with the machinery of
our government to politicians. When men have made their
contacts with the races of other planets they may discover

® This story is from Astounding Science-Fiction Magazine.
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that for all Earth’s skills and knowledge the inhabitants of
other worlds are wiser in certain respects than Man.

Anyway, here is a story with something to think about in
it. It starts with a super garage, but it is up to the reader to
decide just where it ends. That depends, in part, on what
he thinks of those dopes in City Hall and the muddleheads
in Washington. Or are they?

X *
<L =
*
The desert sun was slowly lighting the sleek, lazy
backs of the ships on the field of “Joe’s Service and Re-
pair.” It lit the distant hills, too, promising a day of
greater splendor than it could possibly deliver in
this barren land. But Joe didn’t mind. He liked big
plans.

From the window of his second-story office he
watched. His normal working day began at dawn,
and in the outer office he heard the entrance of his sec-
retary, Mary Barnes. She was devoted to him, but
her quick heel taps registered the irritation of having
to rise so early.

Joe stoked the big cigar in his mouth with long,
pleasurable draughts. The field was getting too small.
Time for another expansion, almost, but he wondered
if this time he should set up a separate location some-
where else. Concentration meant efficiency but the
bureaucrats who had to keep tabs on him worried
about “Joe’s Service and Repair” becoming too big.
Steadily, however, they were becoming smaller and
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!
smaller fry. Soon they wouldnt matter at all—he
hoped.

He marveled at the colors of the hulls. At midday
most would be dingy, space-pocked gray, but now
they seemed to glow with bright yellow and pink
and hues of shining steel.

There was the big Nadian. She was having a new
drive, atomic, Class Six, he recalled. Beside her was
the much smaller Iban with new atmosphere pumps
to be installed—half the crew had died getting her
into the repair depot. Most of them represented trag-
edy, but that tragedy was less because of him.

He looked beyond the Nadian to the fine, golden i
hull that Joomed even bigger a little way beyond. He
squinted for recognition, bending forward until his ci-
gar almost touched the windowpane. Then he rec-
ognized it.

“Mary! How did that royal barge get on our field?
Mary—!”

She came from the outer office at her own pace, but
with her morning coiffure adjustments only half com-
pleted. “I have the entry slip on the Martremant, if
that’s what youre worrying about,” she said. “It was
in the hopper this morning—came in during the night.
It is a very big job. She was rammed by a freighter
that got out of control at Capitol Field just as the First
Administrator was about to take off.”

“I can refuse service to anyone, and I refuse to have
anything to do with those junketing politicians. Good-
will tour—bah!”

The Martremant was the personal ship of the Ga-
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lactic Union’s First Administrator. With two hundred
of his commissioners, he was making a good-will tour
through member galaxies. Since it was, of course, im-
possible to visit all, the party had honored Earth
greatly, her galaxy being one of the most remote from
Administration Central.

Joe looked up sharply as he became aware of Mary’s
silence. “Well, I can, can’t I—?”

“I'm afraid not, Joe.” Her brown eyes watched him
seriously. “Your charter forbids discrimination, except
by government ban or permission. I'm sure there will
be neither in this instance. The job carries a special
government contract straight from the Capitol.”

“Not only do I have to fix this barge, but, as a tax-
payer, I have to foot my own bill?”

“Stripped to its bare essentials, that’s about it. The
government is half panicky about the accident. Up to
now the junket went off as rehearsed. It looked as if
the support of the First Administrator had been as-
sured for Earth’s candidate when the Administrator’s
term expires in six months.”

“Now the political plums have all turned sour be-
cause some chowderhead rams the royal barge, is
that it?”

“That’s it. You can bet nobody slept on Capitol
Hill last night.”

Joe chuckled suddenly. “Tough, isn’t it? The vips
will have to wait for repairs or a new ship. Wouldn’t
it be tough if we couldn’t find or make one essential
part? Of course, it would take a long time to find that
out. I think I'll like this job after all.”
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“Why don’t you just get it fixed as quickly as you
can,” said Mary crossly, “and get it off your mind? You
breed ulcers this way.”

Joe’s face sobered. “All right, Mary. We'll do it your
way. I think the efficiency of this office has picked up
thirty percent since you came—but I wonder if we
have as much fun—"

“It’s not fun to hate anything as much as you do
politicians.”

“A person can’t be sweet all the time. I don’t know
of more suitable use to be made of the pompous wind-
bags.”

“If I remember elementary history correctly there '
was a time of technological government.”

“A bunch of plumbers” apprentices,” growled Joe.
“The gang that got in was worse than the politicians.”

“That’s what everybody else thought, too.”

“Look, youTe changing the subject.” He took her [
arm with fatherly gentleness and led her closer to the ’
window. “That hulk out there cost a billion, at least.

Its operating expenses on this hundred-day junket

are a quarter-million a day. Who pays it? Little guys ‘
like me and you. A tax on this, a tax on that—half our l
life and substance are dribbled away supporting
those . . . those junketeers!”

“Little guys like me and you—! That calls for an in-
crease next Thursday. Here comes Mr. Litchfield. He
looks as if he has troubles on his mind. Ten to one it’s
Martremant trouble.”

She retreated to her own office as the chief repair
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engineer parked his scooter outside the building and
started up the stairs.

Howard Litchfield looked more like a professional
wrestler than a crack engineer. He carried his elbows
slightly away from his body as if perpetually waiting
for someone to photograph his strong-man pose.

“You've seen, I suppose,” he said.

“The Martremant?”

“We're going to have trouble on this job.”

“Why—what is it?”

“This is one of the eight third-order ships in exist-
ence. We've never had a third-order job in here be-
fore.”

“So what? There are twenty other jobs out there
that are the first we've seen of their exact kind. The
crew of the Martremant can give enough of their cere-
bral analogues to pin it down.”

“They could—if they were alive.”

Joe slowly removed his cigar. “What happened to
them?”

“The freighter that knocked the ship out drove
through the side of the officers’ quarters, and ended
by almost splitting the drive chambers in two. Only
twenty percent of the machinery is good. All crew-
men with technical knowledge are dead. The only
ones left are cooks and stewards, and theyre not
Radalians, who built the vessel.”

“And politicians—" added Joe.

“Who won’t move out.”
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“What?”

“That’s right. The First and his commissioners are
still aboard.”

“What about the atmosphere machinery?”

“That’s the twenty percent that’s left. Each state
suite is self-contained and independent. None of them
got damaged.”

“Well, why doesn’t the government just give them
a new ship and junk the old one? It would be cheaper.
Don't forget who pays this bill.”

Litchfield shook his head and sat down on the pol-
ished desk. “There was some mention of it, I gather,
but the First wants his personal barge back in Grade
A shape with not a scratch showing, so that’s what he
was promised. We have to deliver.”

“It’s not his ship, anyway. It belongs to the Galactic
Commission.”

“Sure—but who's going to remind him? He’s the
F.A”

“I'd like to remind him! I'd—" Joe sensed the useless-
ness of another tirade. He recalled Mary’s advice—get
the ship fixed.

“T'll help you,” he announced decisively. “Let’s get
that thing off the field by the end of the week.”

“This is already Monday!” l

“A man could breed a pretty good-sized ulcer in
six days.”

On the small scooters used for transportation about
the vast field, they sped towards the hulk of the Mar-
tremant. It was a squat tube of a hull about twenty
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stories high and three times as long. Joe gasped at the
great gash in the rear third of it.

“It would have been easier to take the tools to the
job than bring that piece of junk here. The freighter
must have rammed clear inside and then turned and
come out sidewise.”

“It exploded. That's why nobody will know for sure
what happened.”

Lights had been placed and Litchfield’s analysis
crew were already deep in the process of photograph-
ing and carefully dismantling the wreckage.

As Joe looked about, he became aware that there
were others present who had no business to be—but
he knew who they were.

You could tell them by the crease of their clothes,
the glistening shine upon their shoes, the dainty way
they reached down every so often to dust imaginary
specks from their knees.

There were four of them this time. The leader ap-
proached with outstretched hand, and recognition
slowly flamed in Joe’s eyes.

“I'm Mr. Johnson of the President’s office. Perhaps
you recall I used to be in Field Inspection,” he said.
“These men are—"

“Iremember,” said Joe slowly, glancing at Johnson’s
graying temples. “You're the Capitol’s current wonder
boy. You write speeches now.”

The man flushed, but he went on. “These men are
Mr. Burns, Mr. Cornwall, and Mr. Hansen, who are of
the Presidential Advisory Office.”

Joe took the hand of each in sullen challenge.
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“We tried to locate you last night to discuss the re-
pair of the Martremant. We finally authorized its
entry, since it had already arrived, anyway.”

“I was home asleep until five and down here at
five-thirty. You didnt look very hard for me.”

“Perhaps you have been acquainted with the tre-
mendous significance of this job,” said Johnson.

“I have. You want it done promptly so you can all
get your fingers in the big pie to be cut next election
day.”

The advisors’ faces grew masklike. “The ship must
be repaired with dispatch and accuracy, in order to
minimize the inconvenience to the Commissioners and
the First Administrator. We are authorized to place
every government facility required at your disposal
and issue a blank check for the work.”

“On my account!” cried Joe. “You offer me a blank
check on my own bank account just like you were Santa
Claus.”

“I'm afraid, Mr. Williams, that you don’t under-
stand the matter of appropriations.”

“I'm afraid I do. But if you want this hulk fixed, my
advice is to get out and stay out. Every hour you clut-
ter up the field delays the work another day.”

“It is necessary that we remain. The President has
delegated us to be on the site and issue him hourly re-
ports on the progress of the work.”

Groaning, Joe turned away. Above their heads, he
could see successive floors blasted upward and torn
with jagged holes. Swaying lights and miniature shad-
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ows of crewmen showed the analysis work going on in
those far levels.

“Did you check the files for Radalian analogues?”
he asked Litchfield.

“Yes. We've never had any in here before of that
race. The First and his Radalian Commissioners have
already been asked. They refused, of course.”

“Naturally.” Joe growled. “Who could expect a pol-
itician to let his brains be poked into? We'd find out
what was behind the double-talk we get. Get a tran-
script of plans from Radal then.”

“We already tried. They report the plans are con-
fidential, top-secret and super secret. Therefore, they
cannot be given out.”

Joe stood for perhaps five seconds while his blood
pressure mounted. Then he walked quietly to where
the four advisors were watching. He spoke to them
for approximately thirty seconds. They held a con-
sultation and then moved towards the front end of the
ship where the officials held forth in their luxurious
suites.

Fifteen minutes later they emerged and went to the
~ communications office. Within an hour the transcript
. of the plans was on Litchfield’s desk.

It made Joe feel good. He smiled expansively at the
stack of sheets.

“That is the first time I ever saw a politician who
was any good in a pinch. Now, we ought to be able
to go on without any more trouble. We won’t even
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need an analogue. Maybe I ought to go back to the
office and see what Mary’s got for me. If you need
me—

Litchfield listened absently. The responsibility for
repair was his. The stack of sheets describing the
drive was three feet high. It would be necessary to re-
sort to cerebral absorption methods to comprehend
all that mass of data, but that didn’t worry him. He
had opened the broad structural schematic and the
stereoscopic representation of the engines as they were
in place.

The tan of his face became suddenly a shade
lighter. “Wait a minute, Joe. Our troubles aren’t over
yet. This may be the time we don’t make it—"

“What's the matter now? We've got the plans of the
ship. All we need to do is follow them. Anything a crit-
ter can build, we can fix.”

“Providing we have the tools.”

“Tools? We've got a tool department. Art Rawlins
can build any tool you need.”

“Think Art ever heard of the molecular spray tech-
nique?”

Joe slowly dropped his cigar into a spittoon and
retreated from the doorway. “Molecular spray—it’s
only a rumor. You hear it at least once a week.”

“Not any more is it just a rumor. These plans spec-
ify it.”

Joe bent over the charts. They had been given Eng-
lish titling automatically during transmission. Litch-
field was right. The engines were designed to be con-
structed by spray technique.
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He knew what that meant. It was the only way
they could be built. Any other construction method
would require a new design for the whole power
plant.

Joe knew virtually nothing of the technique. He
had never found anyone who had even seen it. Ac-
cording to rumor, however, it was remotely akin to
the printing of electrical circuits which had been com-
mon for hundreds of years.

It was a means of building up three-dimensional
objects of unlimited complexity by spraying on mole-
cules in precise streams of variable constituency. The
spray was keyed by an intricate matrix system that
steered automatically the tool mechanism and changed
the quality of the molecules from uranium to soft putty
if that was called for. It was possible to leave channels,
build in wiring, and assemble parts in any degree of
intimacy required by design, a degree far surpassing
that possible by clumsy nut and bolt or welding tech-
niques.

“There ought to be spray equipment aboard ship,”
said Joe. “If repairs were required, I understand
they would have to tear the thing down and build it
up again.”

“Could be, but any sign of a machine shop was vola-
tilized. As it stands, we'd have to build a factory to
build the tool before we could even start on the ship—
provided we could get plans for the tools.”

“That shouldn’t be hard. We could get them the
same way we got the drive data.”

“Let’s try once more to get them to settle for conven-
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tional drive. We can set them up with a good second-
order outfit. Maybe the Presidential Advisors can put
some pressure in that direction.”

Joe called them in and explained the situation.
They tried to look as if they comprehended what spray
technique was all about, but Johnson shook his head.

“I guess we should have mentioned at first,” he said,
“that the Administrator asked if you understood the
spray methods. We said you did, because we felt sure
you would have no trouble with construction meth-
ods. He said that was fine, because his people only
rented the equipment from the makers—some other
race who won't let it out of their hands. The tool de-
sign is not available.”

“Then we’ll have to substitute,” said Litchfield.
“There’s no possible way to obtain spray tools in any
reasonable time. We can install a good second-order
drive. You'll have to make it right with the First.”

“You want to substitute a simpler, less efficient
drive?”

“If the junketeers want to get under way in the next
six years.”

“We can't allow it,” said Johnson. “This represents
the thing the President sent us to guard against. The
ship has to be repaired as it was.” |

“That represents the political mind at work under
a full head of steam!” exclaimed Joe. “We can’t be
given the tools, but we have to do the job anyway!
Now, listen—"

“Suppose you listen, Mr. Williams. How would it |
look for the First Administrator to go limping around
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the galaxies explaining that he was behind schedule
because his ship got wrecked on Sol III and the Ter-
restrians were incapable of matching his drives?

“How would it look, not only from our own politi-
cal viewpoint, but from the standpoint of your tech-
nical abilities, your business? Consider the effect if it
got spread around that “Joe’s Service and Repair’ had
muffed the First Administrator’s job? In spite of my
own personal distress in the matter, it is with a great
deal of pleasure I view your position over a very
rickety barrel.

“Good day, Mr. Williams—Mr. Litchfield.”

“All right—here’s the last word,” said Joe. “We'll
fix the Martremant so well that the original builders
won't know it’s been repaired—and by the end of the
week. You may include that in the next hourly report
to the President.”

Litchfield didn’t look up when they had gone. He
continued to stare down at the drawing, but he spoke
to Joe. “You know what you just said?”

“You bet I do! Call in all three crew shifts wholl be
on the repair job. We'll give them cerebral on the
drive plans. Get Art Rawlins and his whole tool crew
down here. Start them making matrices from these
plans.

“Then tell them to make some spray tools and get
to work.”

“Just like that?”

Joe’s face was suddenly more bitter than Litchfield
remembered it for a long time. He leaned over the
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table of drawings to look out the window. The quartet
of advisors seemed in a jovial mood as they went to-
wards the ship.

“They may not represent the President’s views,” said
Joe, “but for themselves they've already written off
this crop of plums. They have given up, but they think
theyre going to watch us lose our shirts in this deal.

“Remember the times we beat Johnson when he was
in Field Inspection? He hates our guts. They all do,
because we produce, and they can’t do anything but
sit on the sidelines. They make believe they run the
show while inside they eat their hearts out because
they are so incompetent in the ordinary business of
living.

“If we fail on this job, theyll see that were black-
balled in every port in the Union. The fact that we rep-
resent Terra in the field of service and repair doesn’t
matter any more. They figure we can be replaced.”

From long custom Litchfield gave only half an ear
to Joe’s political tirades, but he saw that Joe was com-
pletely right this time. The politicians whose stran-
gling regulations had been loosed by Joe’s persistence
were not going to let this golden opportunity go by.

Suddenly he was mad too. “The end of the week,”
he muttered.

Art Rawlins considered himself the biggest man on
the place. Physically, he was. Joe wouldn’t have tol-
erated the huge, slow-moving bulk in any lesser man,
but Rawlins was probably the best tool engineer on the
planet.
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“You can’t make things without tools,” was his
motto, “and I'm the man who makes the tools that
make the machines,” he finished modestly. “Without
me, nobody works.”

He was given the problem without the political an-
gles. There was no dismay in his reaction. Rather, he
scented in it the challenge of his career. He exhaled a
happy snort of enthusiasm as Joe finished outlining
the details.

“Molecular spray!” he exclaimed. “I've heard of it
half a dozen times in the last three months. But no
crew that has come in has ever seen it. Now we've got
a ship that uses it!”

“But without analogues of the designing race, and
with no plans of the spray, can you build it?”

“I don’t see why not. There’s not an artifact made
that doesn’t leave tool marks indicating the mental
processes of the mind that made it—and the tools
with which he built. There should be enough in-
formation in the plans of the ship to identify and build
the tools.”

“All right. I hope so. We're setting up a cerebral for
the repair crews this morning. You'll want to get in on
that with your crew. Get them into the cerebral room
in fifteen minutes.”

Cerebral indoctrination was a method of short-
circuiting the acquiring of data. It implanted items
of information directly into the cortex without sending
it through the long, circuitous, interference-filled chan-
nels of the senses.

From the original data, scanning machines pro-
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duced impulses exactly like the waves of a perfectly
healthy brain as it thought through the problem.
These impulses acted directly upon the molecules of
the recipients’ brains, imposing the data within.

Joe and Litchfield sat in on the session, absorbing
the vast flood of information regarding the design of
the Martremant. When it was over, they felt sure they
could have designed the tools by which the engines
would have to be built. But they knew it was an illu-
sion. There was still a tremendous job of analysis to be
done, and they lacked Art Rawlins’ special skill in
evaluating the data they had.

The repair crews filed out of the room at the end of
the two-hour session. Rawlins and his men continued
to sit there in their chairs, their headpieces in
their laps. It was when he saw them that Joe felt the
intense sinking inside him.

“What's the matter?” he said thinly. “Wasn't it any
good?”

Art Rawlins’ wide jowls circled downward to rest
against his upper chest. “Let’s run through it again,
Joe. This time change the differential to get fabrica-
tion analysis instead of design and function.”

The smaller group of men sat there for another two
hours while the machine went through the thou-
sands of drawings and stereoscopes once more. When
the lights were on again, Rawlins was slumped still
lower.

“I was right the first time,” he muttered. “It’s no
wonder the spray technique is so scarce if the inven-
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tors want to keep it hidden. Nobody could figure it out
from scratch.”

“Why?”

“The tools . . . the tools to make the spray—we
can’t make them.”

For about three-quarters of a minute Joe thought
he hadn’t heard right. Then he saw that Rawlins
wasn't joking, but was perfectly serious in his absurd-
sounding statement.

“What do you mean?” Joe asked. “I don’t under-
stand.”

“We'd have to go down through four or five separate
derivations to try to get to the basic technologies in-
volved. By then the trail would be so faint and the
variables so large that it would be meaningless.”

“I never heard of taking four or five derivatives of a
cerebral,” said Litchfield.

“Neither has anyone else. It’s never come up in such
a series as this before. Look: We now have an under-
standing of what the third-order-drive engines are
like. We know what the molecular spray tools to
build them are like—but we don’t know how to build
the tools to build the tools with which to build the
spray—and maybe one order of tools below that. See
what I mean?”

Joe’s voice sounded awed by this complexity that
he had never imagined. “It still sounds crazy.”

“That’s the way it is. Take our tools. Suppose an
aborigine could utilize cerebral processes to analyze
a sawed block of wood, for example.
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“He would first discover the need of a steel saw
and would get a pretty good idea of what it was like.
His next derivative would be the machine tools to
make the saw. That would be pretty faint. He'd go
on down to steel-making processes and discover the
necessity for iron ore—but he’d never reach any geo-
logical knowledge that would show him how to lo-
cate it. He'd never get as far as the technology of
smelting it or tempering it. Those items just wouldn’t
be there in the sawing process.

“So it is with the spray. There are at least five sep-
arate and unknown technologies that step down to
any level with which we are now familiar. The chances
of our discovering how to build a molecular spray are
absolutely, mathematically zero. The information has
got to come from outside, or not at all.”

“Nevertheless, the ship has to be repaired and off
the field by the end of the week,” said Joe.

The others in the room stared at him with a sort of
pity as if his mind had slipped into a rut from which
it would never emerge.

“Go over it again,” he said. “Try it on down to the
hundredth differential if necessary. Drain it of every-
thing it’s got, and then have a try at it again. I'll see
you later.”

Litchfield followed him out of the analysis building
into the hot sunlight of the field. Dingy, dust-colored
haze hung over all the desert now and the distant hills
were shaded a dirty color. He remembered the splen-
dor of the morning and looked accusingly skyward. If
any day was ever a bust, this one was.
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They walked half of the mile to the site of the
wrecked Martremant before either spoke. Then Joe
stopped, looking towards the ship with grim defiance
shaping his face.

“Howard,” he said slowly, “in all the rumors you've
heard about the molecular spray, whose name has
been connected with it? Did you ever hear before of
this mysterious, secret race that’s supposed to have
concocted it?”

“Why, no. It’s always mentioned in connection with
the Radalians, but I supposed that was because the
Radalians appear to be the only ones using it in their
third-order ships—after what Johnson reported about
the First.”

“I don’t believe it. It’s too thin. I think the Radalians
themselves built it.”

“That’s crazy! Why would they be withholding it
when we can't fix their ship without it?”

“Only the special gods of the politicians could an-
swer that one. The whole thing reeks of the thinking of
the political mind. Wherever a political deal is going
on there are always lies and counterlies. In this deal,
one of them is the story of the mysterious builders of
the molecular spray. And there is one way we can find
out with absolute certainty.”

“How?”
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