- again.

—*~did I say all that while I was
caffeinated? I ought to-turn out
some pretty terrific copy sober.”
- “And to think you, the woman

I had asked to make my wife,
did this to me.” -

“Oh, that’s all right, Stet,”
Tarb said without looking up -

from the paper. “I wasn’t going
| to accept you, anyway.”

“Ctood for you, Tarb,” Dros-
mig approved.

“You're going back to Fizbus
on the next liner—do you hear
me?” Stet raged.

HE smiled sunnily. “Oh, but

I'm rnof, Stet. I'm going to
stay right here on Earth. I like
it. You might say the spiritual
" aura got me.”
- He snorted. “How can you pos-
‘sibly stay?’ You don't have an
independent income and this is
an expensive planet. Besides, I
won't let you stay on Earth. I
have considerable influence, you
know!”

“Poor Stet.” She sm11ed at him
“I'm afraid the Fizbian
press—the Fizbian consul even—
are pretty small pullets beside
the Solar Press Syndicate. You
see, I came in this moming only
to resign.”

. He stared at her.
“Yesterday,” she mformed h1m,

] was offered another position

—as feature writer for the SP. I
hadn’t  decided whether .or not
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to ‘accept when 1 reported back -
last evening; but you made up

my mind for me, so I called them
this morning and -took the job.

.My work will be to explain Fiz-
bians to Terrans and Terrans to-

Fizbians—as I wanted to do for
the szes, Stet only you would-
n't let me.
“It’s no use saying anything to
you about loyalty, I suppose?”’
“None whatsoever,” she said,
“] owe the Times no loyalty and

I'm doing what I do out of loy-

alty to Fizbus ... plus, of course,
a much higher salary.”

“Pm glad for you, Tarb,”
Drosmig said sincerely.

“Be glad for yourself, Senbot,
because Stet will have to let you
conduct the column your way
from now on, Either it'll supple-

ment my work in the Terrestrial -

papers or he’ll look like a fool.
And you do hate looking like a
fool, don’'t you, Stet?”

He didn’t answer. .

“Better give up, Stet” She F

turned to Drosmig. “Well, good-
by, Senbot—or, rather, so long.
I'm sure we'll. be seeing each
other again. Good-by, S‘tet. No
hard feelings, I hope?” '

He neither moved rier spoke.

CfWell . ..
sald ‘

The door closed Stet stared

after her. The forgotten umbrella

drlpped forlornly in the corner. -

—EVELYN E. SMITH
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good-by, then,” she .,

THE- CAVE ‘OF NIGH T¢

HE phrase was first used
by a poet disguised in the

cynical hide of a newspaper
reporter. It appeared on the first
day and was widely repnnted
He wrote:

.+ “At-eight.o'clock, after the Sun

has set and the sky is darkening,

look up! There’s a man up there-

where no man has ever beetn.

““He :s fost in the cave of

_ night . :
The headlmes demanded some-

.. thing short, vigoreus and descrip-
‘tive.- That was it. It was inac-’
i curate, but it stuck

If anybody was m a. eave, 1t

The Cave of nght

By JAMES E. GUNN

To qualify, o great fragedy

has fo meet strict scientific

: fests—and this met them uh‘!_'_ 1

was the rest of humanity.- Pa1n~
fuily, triumphantly, one tan had
climbed out. Now he couldn’t find ~
his way back into.the cave thh__
the rest of us. '

What goes up doesnt always )

come back dewn.

- That was the first day. After""l'-'

it.came twenty-nine days of agon--

 ized suspense.

The cave of mght I wish the BN
phrase had been mine. :

That wss it, the tag, the sym--
bol. It was the first thing a man’
saw when he glanced gt the news-
paper. L
talked about it: “What’s the: Iat- S

Gk i iustrted by MEL HONTER"
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It was the way people -




the hope.

I MAYBE it was the Floyd Col-
lins influence. The papers
' -'dug up. their files on that old
‘tragedy, reminiscing, comparing;
and they remembered the. little
‘girl—Kathy Fiscus, wasn't it?—
who was trapped in that aban-
. doned, ‘California drain pipe; and
. & number of others.
) Per1odxcally, it happens, a se-
. . quence of events so accidentally
dramatic that men lose their
hatreds, their terrors, their shy-
‘nesses, their inadequacies, and the
" ‘human. race momentarily recog-
. niges its kinship.
The essential ingredients are
‘these: A person must be in un-
‘usilal' and desperate peril. The
peril must have duration. There
. must be proof that the person
is* still alive. Rescue attempts
-~ must be made. Publicity must be
w1despread
“One could. probably. be con-
- structed artificially, but if the
" world ever discovered the fraud,
. 11 would never forgive,
" Like many others, I have tried
“.. to analyze what makes a niggling,

* suddenly share that most human
emotion ‘of sympathy, and, like
 them, I have not succeeded: Sud-
- denly a distant stranger will mean -
" more ‘than their own comfort.”
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.- .est about the cave?” It summedr.' .
wit all up, the drama, the anx1ety,

" squabbling, callous race of béings

Live, Rev!

We pass on the street we who

would not have nodded, and ask,
“Will they get there in- time?”

Optimists and pessimists alike,
we hope so, We ali hope so.”

In a sense, this one was differ-
ent. This was purposeful. Know-
ing the rigk, accepting it because
there was no other way to do
what had to be done, Rev had
gone into the cave of night. The
accident was that he could not
return,

. The news came out of nowhere’

— literally — to an unsuspecting .

world, The earhest mention the
historians have been able to lo-
cate was an item about a ham
radio” operator in Davenport

Iowa. He picked up’ a distress
signal on-a stlcky hot June eve- -

ning,
The message, he said later,
seemed to fade in, reach a peak

"and fade out;
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. and fuel tanks empty
——ceiver broke . . . transmitting
in.clear so someone can pick this
up, and . . . no way to get back

. stuck .,

A small enough beginning.

The next message was received
by a military base radio watch
near Fairbanks, Alaska, That was
early in the morning. "Half an
hour later, a night-shift worker ia

Boston heard something on his

Every ‘waking = moment, they
" pray: Live, Floyd! Live, Kathy'-

ing to the telephone.

That morning, the whole world
learned the story. It broke ‘over
thern, a wave of excitement and
concern. Orbiting 1,075 - miles
above their heads was a man, an
officer of the United States Air
-Force, in a fuelless spaceship.

ALL by 1tse1f the spaceship
part would have captured the
world’s attention. It was achieve-

© ment.as monumental as anything

Man has ever done and far more
spectacular,
from the tyranny of Earth, this
jealous mother who had bound
her children tight with the apron

. strings of gravity. _ _
Man was free. It was a symbol-

that nothing is completely and

. finally ‘impossible if Man wants

it hard enough and long enough.
There are¢ regions that human-

ity finds peculiarly congenial,

Like .all Earth’s creatures, Man
is a product and a victim of en-
vironment. His triumph is that
the slave became the master. Un-

. like more specialized animals, he
. distributed himself across the en-
-tire surface of the Earth, from the
“frozen Antarctic contment to the

Arctic icecap.

" Man became an equatorxal ani-
- mal, a temperate zone animal, an
arctic animal..He became a plain

dweller, a-valley dweller, a moun-

tain dweller. The swamp and the
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.short—wave set that sent h1m rush. .

It - was liberation:

desert became equally hlS home _
Man made hlS own . envzron- :
ment. )
With his inventive mmd and. hlS B
"dexterots ‘hands, he fashloned i, -
conquered cold and heat, damp-
mess, aridness, land, sea, air. Now, 5 :

with his science, he had conquered
everything. He had become inde-

pendent of the world that bore - “
“him.

It was a bn'thday cake for all
mankind, celebrating its commg
of age.

‘Brutally, the d:saster was 1cmg
on the cake.

But it was more, too. When
everythmg is considered, perhaps
it was the aspect that, for a few,
brief days, united humamty and
made possible what we did.

It was a sign: Man is never
comipletely independent of ‘Earth;

he carries with him his environ- n
ment; he is always and forever.a E
- part of humanity. It was a con-

quest mellowed by a confessmn of
‘mortality and error.

It was a statement: Man has"
within him the qualities of great-

-ness that will never accept the’
restraints of " circumstance, and - ;' i
yet he carries, too, the ‘seeds of'
fallibility that we all recogmze m

ourselves,
Rev was one of us. His tr1umph

was our-triumph; his peril-—more

fully and finely—was our peril, -
Reverdy L. McMillen, III; ﬁrst _

lieutenant, U.S.A.F. Pilot.. Rocket




- jockey,

.. @S “any -mefiber of our own
- family, ° S

- sonal shock to me. I knew
- Rev. We had become good: friends
in’ " college; and fortune had
, thrown us together in the Air
- Force, a writer and a pilot. I had
.7 got out a§ soon as possible, but
. "Rev had stayed in. 1 knew, vague-
.1y, <that he -had been testing
. rocket-powered airplanes- with
i = - Chuck Yeager. But I had no ides
Hill -~ - -that thé rocket Program was that
' close to space.” oo
Nobody did. It wag a better-
‘kept secret than the Marhattan
Project. o
I remember staring at Revy’s
picture in the evening newspaper
—the straight black hair, the thin,
rakish mustache, the Clark Gable
- ears, the reckless, rueful grin—
i -and I felt again, Tike a physical
i, .- thing, his great joy in living. Tt
- expressed itself in. a hundred
ways. He loved widely, but with
discrimination. He ate well, drank
heartily, reveled in -expert jazz
. ~and | artistic incentiveness, and
" talked incessantly.
. Now he was alone and soon all
- that might be extinguished. I
. told myself that I would help.
- ~That was a time of wild ‘en-

s -

Man. Rev. He was only'a-
thousand miles away, calling for -
. help, but those miles were straight  Florida, wildly volunteer Ing their

up. We got' to know him as well ~services. But I wag no engineer. -

THE’ne’wé carhe as a gréat per-

‘ thusiasm. Men “mobbed the Air
Force Proving Grounds at Cocoa,

I wasn’t even a welder or a

-riveter. At best, I was only a

poor word mechanic, :
But words, at least, T could
contribute,

I made a hasty verbal agree-

ment with a local Paper and
caught the first plane to ‘Wash-
ington, D. C. For a long time, 1
liked to think that what I wrote
during the next few days had
something to do with subsequent
€vents, for many of my articles
were picked up for ‘reprint by
other newspapers.

The Washington ﬁ_ascd was the

‘responsibility of. thé ‘Senate™ In.
vestigating Committee. It sub-

poenaed everybody in sight —

which effectively removed them

from the. vital work they were.

doing. But within a day, the Com-
mittee realized that it had bitten
off a bite it could neither swallow
nor spit out, ' -
General ‘Beauregard Finch,
head of the research and de-
velopment ' program, was the
tough - morsel the - Committee

gagged on. Coldly, accurately, he

described the development of the
project, the scientific and tech-
nical research, the tests, the build-
. ing of the. ship, the training of
the prospective crewmen, and the
-winnowing of the - volunteers
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down to one man.

In words more eloquent because
of their clipped precision, he de-
scribed: the takeoff of the giant

. three- -stage ship, shoved upward

on a lengthening arm of combin-

ing hydrazine and nitric aeid. -
. Within fifty-six minutes, the re-

maining third stage had reached
its orbital height of 1,075 miles.

"It had coasted there. In order
to mmaintain that orbit, the motors

' _had  to flicker on for fifteen

seconds.
‘At that mOment disaster laugh-
ed at Man’s careful calculations.

‘ BEFORE Rev could override

the automatics, the motors
had flamed ‘for almost half a
minute, The fuel he had depended
upon to slow the ship so that it
wou_ld drop, re-enter the atmos-

-phere and be reclaimed by Earth

was almost gone. His efforts . to
counteract. the excess speed re-

- sulted only in an approximation
- of the original orhit.

", The fact was this: Rev was up
there. He would stay there until
someone came and got him,

" !And there was no way to get
there. )

“The Committee took that as an

- admission of guilt and incom-

Ppetence; they tried to lever them-
selves free with it, but General
Finch was not to be intimidated,
A manned- ship had been sent up

: because no mechamcal or elec-

“tronic computer could contain '
the vast possibilities for decision.

and action built into a human
being.

The original computer was stlll
the best all-purpose computer.

There had been only one ship
built, true. But there was good
reason for that, a completely
practical reason—money.

Leaders -are, by deﬁmtlon,
aliead of the people But this
wasn’t a field in which they could
show the way and wait for the
people to follow. This was no
expedition in ancient Shlps, no
light exploring party, no ‘pilot-
plant opération, Like a parachute
jump, it had to be successful the
first time,

This was an enterprise into
new, expensive fields. It demand-
ed money (billions of dollars),
brains (the best available), and
the hard, dedicated labor of men

- (thousands of them).

General Finch became a na-
tional hero that afternoon. He
said, in beld words, “With the
limited funds you gave us, we
have done what we set out to do..
We have demonstrated that space
flight is possible, that a space
platform is feasible.

. “If there is any inefficiency, if
there is any blame for what has
happened, it lies at the door of
those who lacked confiderice in
the courage and ability of their
countrymen to fight free of Earth
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to- the greatest"glory'. Senator, -
.how ‘did you vote on that?”

But I am not writing a history.

" The shelves are full of them. I
- will touch-on the international

repercussions only enough to
show that the event was no more *
a respecter of riational boundaries
than was Rev’s orbiting ship..

HE orbit was almost perpen-

dicular to the equator, The
ship traveled as far north as
Nome,. as far south as Little
America om the Antarctic Con-
tinent. It completed one giant
circle every two hours. Mean-
while, the Earth rotated beneath.
If the ship had been’ equipped

with adequate optical instru- ‘
ments, Rev could have observed

every spot on Earth within

" twenty-four hours. He could have
seen fleets and .their dispositions, -

aircraft carriers and the planes.
taking off their decks, troop
. maneuvers, -
In the General Assembly of the
‘United Nations, the Russian am-
bassador protested this unwar-
ranted and illegal violation of its
national boundaries. He hinted
darkly that it would not be al-
lowed ‘to continue. The U.S.8.R.
- had not been caught unprepared, -
he said. If the violation went on—
. “every few hours!”—drastic steps
“would be taken.

- .- 'World opinion reared up in in--
- dignation. “The U.8.8.R.' imme-
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d1ate1y retreated and’ pretended :
as only it could, that its belhger- L
ence had been an unwarranted in-"
ference and that it had never said .
anything of the sort, anyway. 7
This was not a military ob- . -
server-above our heads. It was a"-
man who would soon be dead un-

less help reached him.

A world offered what it had
Even the USS.R.

already on the verge of success.
And the American public re-
sponded with more than a billion -
dollars within a week. Congress
appropriated  another billion.

Thousands of men and women -

volunteered.

The race began.

Would the rescue party reach
the ship in hme? The World
prayed. -~

And it listened daily to the

voice .of a man it hoped to buy S
.'back from death. s

The problem _shaped up hke '

this: S
The trip had been’ planned to .

last for only a féw days. By care- © .

ful rationing, the food and Water _
might be stretched out for more
_than a month, but the oxygen, by
cutting down activity to’ con_serve

|it, couldn’t possibly last more

than thirty days. That was the
: absolute outside limit.

I remember reading the care— o

fully detailed calculations ‘in the :

announced .
“that 'it- was outfitting a rescue .
ship, since its space program was =~ -




paper and studying them for
some- hopeful  error. There was
none. ) oot

ITHIN a few hours, the dis-
carded first stage of the ship
had been located floating in . the
“Atlantic Ocean. It was towed
-back to Cocoa, Florida. Almost a
week was needed to find and re-
turn to the Proving Grounds the
second stage, which had landed
906 miles away.

Both sections were practically

undamaged; their fall had been
_cushioned by ribbon parachute.
. They could be cleaned, repaired
and used again. The trouble was
~ the vital third stage--the fiose
section. A new one had to be
designed and bu11t within a
‘month.

Space-madness became a new
~form of hysteria. We read statis-
tics, we memorized insignificant
details, we studied diagrams, we
learned the risks and the dangers
. and how they would be met and

-conquered. It all became part of
. us. We watched the slow progress

-of the second ship and silently,
tautly, urged it upward.

The schedule overfiead became

part of everyone’s daily life. Work -
stopped while people rushed to . -

windows or outside or to their
television :-sets, hoping for a
glimpse, a glint from the hLigh,
swift ship, so near, so untouch-
ably far.

e

And we listened to the vo1ce
from the cave of night:

“I’ve been staring out the port-
holes. I never tire of that.
Through the one on the right, I
see what looks like a black velvet
curtdin with a strong light behind
it. There are pinpoint holes in the

curtain and the light shines .

through, not winking the way
stars do, but steady. There’s no
air up here. That’s the reason.
The mind can understand and
still misinterpret,

“My air is holding out better

than I expected. By my figures,

it should last twenty-seven. days
more, I shouldn’t use so much
of it talking all the time, but it’s

‘hard to stop. Talking, I feel as if’

I'm still in touch with Earth,
still one of you, even if I am way
up here.

-“Through the left-hand win-
dow is San Francisco Bay, look-

‘ing like a dark; wandering arm

extended by the ocean octopus.
The city itself looks like a heap
of diamonds with trails scattered
from it. It glitters up cheerfully,
an old friend. It misses me, -it
says. Hurry home, it says. It's

gone now, out of sight. Good-by,
Frisco! _

“Do you hear me down there?
Sometimes 1 wonder. You can’t
see me now. I’'m in the Earth’s

" shadow. You’ll have to wait hours

for the dawn. ¥'ll have mine in a

. few minutes.
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I know that.  If I know you,

“youw're all worrying about me,
-working to get me down, for- .
_getting everything else. You don’t .
know what a feeling that is. I

hope to Heaven you never have

" to, wonderful though it is.

"“Too bad. the receiver was
broken, but if it had to be one
or the other, I'm glad it was the
transinitter that came through:

" There’s only one of me. There are

billions of ‘you to talk to.
“I wish there were some way I
could be sure you were hearing

me. Just that one thing might

keep me from going crazy.”

EV, you were one in milli_ons.
‘We read all about your selec-
tion, your training. You were our
representative, picked with- our
greatest skill.
" Out of ‘a thousand who passed
the initial rigid réquirements for

- education, physicat and emotion-

al condition and age, only five
could qualify for space.- They
couldn’t be too- tall, too stout,
téo young, too old. Medical and

.psychiatric tests - weeded them -

out,”

One of the trammg machines.—
Lord, how we studied this—re-
produces the acceleration strains
of ‘a blasting rocket. Another
‘trains men for maneuvering in the
weightlessness of space. A third
duplicates the cramped, sealed
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“yourre all bﬁsy down there. - conditions of a spaceship cabin.

Out of the final five, you were
the only one who qualified. ‘,

"No, Rev, if any of us could = .
stay sane, it was you.

There were thousands. of sug-
gestions, almost all of them use- -
less. Psychologists suggested self-
hypnotism;. cultists suggested
voga. One man sent in a detailed:-
sketch of a giant electromagnet -
with which Rev’s ship could be .

" drawn back to Earth,

General. Finch had the bnly
practical idea. He outlined a plan
for letting Rev know that we
were listening. He p1cked out
Kansas City and set. the- time.”
“Mzdmght " he said. “On the dot. -
Not a minute carlier or later. At ;
that. moment, he'll be right over-
head,” -

And at midnight, every hght in -
the city went out and -came back

"on and went out and came back_

on again. _

For a few awful moments, we:
wondered if the man up there in' = "
the cave-of .night had seen. Then - -:
came the voice we knew now so.
well that it seemed it had always
beent with us, a part of us, our .-
-dreams and our waking. - e
. The voice was husky with emo- .
tion: .
“Thanks ... Thanks_'. for hst__t;n-"
ing. Thanks, Xansas City. I saw . -
you winking at me. I'm not alone..: * -
I know that now: I'll’ never for—
get. Thanks.” : P
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And silence then as the shlp

" fell below the horizon. We pic-

tured it to ourselves SOmetnnes,
confinually circling the Earth, its

trajectory exactly matching the

curvature of the globe beneath it.

. We wondered if it would ever

stop. .
Like the Moon, would it be a
‘satellite of the Earth forever?
‘We went through our . _daily
chores like automatons while we

- watched the third stage of the

rocket take shape. We raced

-against a dwindling air supply,

and death raced to catch a ship
moving at 15,800 miles per hour.

WE’ watched the ship grow.

On our television screens,
we saw the construction of the

- cellular - fuel tanks, the rocket

.- motors, and the fantastic multi-

_tude of pumps, valves, gauges,

" switches, circuits, transxstors, and
© tubes..

The personnel space was built
to carry five men instead-of one

. man. We watched it develop, a

Spartan simplicity in the middle

~of the great complex, ‘and it was

as if we ourselves would - iive
there, would watch those dials
and instruments, would grip those

.~ chair-arm controls for the infini-

tesimal sign that the automatic

. pilot had faltered, would feel the

soft flesh and the softer internal

-organs being wrenched away from
-the unyielding bone, and would

hurtle upward into the cave of

night,
. We watched the pIatmg wrap
itself protectlvely around the

vitals of the nose section, The
wings were attached; they would
make the ship a2 huge, metal

glider in its unpowered descent
to Earth after the job was done.
We met the men who would

man the ship. We grew to know

them as we watched them train,
saw them fighting artificial gravi-
ties, testing spacesuits in simu-
lated vacuums, practicing man-
euvers in the weightless condition
of free fall,

That was what we lived for.

And we listened to the voice

that came to us out of the night:
- “Twenty -one  days.
weeks. Seems like more. Feel a
little sluggish, but there’s no
room for exercise in a coffin,
“The concentrated foods I’'ve been

eating are fine, but not for a-

steady diet. Oh, what I'd give for
a piece of home-baked apple pie!

“The weightlessness got me at
first. Felt I was sitting on a ball
that was spinning in ali directions
at once. Lost my breakfast a
couple of times before I learned
to stare at one thing. ‘As-long as

you don’t let your eyes roam,

you’re okay.

.~ “There's Lake Michigan! My

God, but it’s blue today! Dazzles
the eyes! There’s Milwaukee, and
how are the Braves doing? It.
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“‘must be a het day in Chicago.

It’s a little muggy up here, too.
The watér absorbers must be

' ‘overloaded ¢

“The air smells funny, but I’
‘not surprised. I must smell funny,
too, after twenty-one days with-

.out a bath. Wish -I could have

one.” There are an awful 1ot of

things I.used to take for granted -

and suddenly want more than—

- “Forget that, will you? Don’t
worry about me. I'm fine. I
know you're working to get me
down. If you don't succeed, that’s
ckay with me. My life wouldn’t
just be wasted. I've done what
I’ve always wanted to do. I'd do
it again,

“Too bad, though, that we only

" had the money for oné ship.”

ND again: “An hour ago, I
saw the Sun rise over Russia,

It looks like any other land from-
‘here, green where it should be-

‘green, farther north a sort of mud
color, and then white where the
snow is still deep. :

“Up here, you wonder why

. we re so different when the land

is the same. You think: we're all

- .children of the same _mother_
planet. Who says we’re different?
Maybe.

o “Think I'm crazy?
you're right, It doesn't matter
~much what I say as long as I say
something, - This - is one time I

= - -won’t be interrupted. Did any
I mian ever have such an audience?”
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-~ No, Rev. Never ) :

" The voice from above, hlstor-'
ical now, preserved

“1 guess the gadgets are all
right. You slide-rule mechanics! -
You test-tube artists! You find- "~

" ing what you want? Getting thé -

dope on cosmic. rays, meteoric
dust, those islands you could:
never map, the cloud formations, -
wind movements, all the weather:
data? - Hope the “telemetering
gauges are working:. They’re more -
important than my voice.”

I don’t think so, -Rev. But'

we got the data. We: built some :
of it into the new ships. Ships, not-
" ship, for we didn’t stop with one.

Before we were finished, we had
two complete three-stagérs: and a
dozen nose sections,

The voice: “Air’s bad tonight.. L

Can’t seem to get a full breath, '
Sticks in the lungs. Doesn’t mat-" -

ter, though. I wish you could all .. -

_see what I have seen, the vast- .
Spreadmg universe around Earth,

like a bride in a soft veil. You'd -
know then that we belong out‘.. o

" here,” -
-We know, Rev. You led us__out'.

- You showed us the way.

We listeried and .we watched,
It seems to me now that we held
our breath for thirty days. -~ .

At last we watched the ‘fuel
pumping into the ship — nitric:

-acid and hydrazine, A month ago,

we " did not know their ‘names; -
now we ‘recognize. them. as the. -
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~very substances of life itself, It
flowed through the long special
hoses, dangerous, cautiously
". grounded, over half a million
.dollars’ worth of rocket fuel.
Statlstxmans estimate that more
than a hundred million Ameri-

Gans were watching their tele-

vision sets that day. Watching
and praying.

Suddenly the view switched to
the ship fleeing south above us.
The technicians were expert now.
- The telescopes picked it up in-
stantly, the focus perfect the first
tim_e, and tracked it across the
sky until it dropped beyond the
horizon. It looked no different

now than when we had seen it

first.

UT the voice that came from
our speakers was different. It

was weak. It coughed frequently

- and paused for breath.

“Air -very bad. Better hurry.
Can’t last much longer . . . Silly!

. . Of course you'll hurry.
“Don’t want anyone feeling
sorry for me . . . I've been living
_fast . . . Thirty days? I've seen
360 sunrises, 360 sunsets . . . I've
" scen what no man has ever seen
‘before . . . I was the first. That’s
something . . . worth dying for . .~
- “I've seen the stars, clear and
undiminished, They look cold,
. but_there’s warmth to them and
life. They have families of planets
- like our own sun, some of them

. - They must. God wouldn’t put
them there for no purpose , .
They can be homes to our future
generations. Or, if they have in-
habitants, we can frade with
them: goods, ideas, the love of
creation . . .

“But—more than this—I have
seen the Earth. I have seen it—
as no man has even seen it—
turning below me like a fantastic
ball, the seas like blue glass in the
Sun . . . or lashed inte gray
storm-peaks . . . and the land
green with life . . . the cities of the
world in the night, sparkling . . .
and the people .

“I have seen the Earth—-there
where I have lived and loved . . .

I have known it better than any
"man and loved it better and

known its children better . . . It
has been good ., . .
“Good-hy . . . I have a better

tomb than the greatest conqueror
Earth ever bore . . . Do not dis-
turb . .’

We wept. How could we help
it? :
Rescue was so close and we
could not hurry. it. We watched
impotently. The crew were hoist-
ed far up into the nose section of
the three-stage rocket. It stood as
tall as a 24-story building. Hurry!
we urged. But they could not
hurry. The interception of a
swiftly moving target is Pprecision
business. The takeoff was all eal-
culated and "impressed on the
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. methodically, The

metal .and glass and free elec-

trons of an electronic compliter. -
The ship was tightened down

spectators

scurried back from the base of

* the ship. We waited. The ship

waited. Tall and slim as it was,
it seemed tc crouch. Someone

counted. off the seconds to a

breathless “world: ten — mine —
eight . . . five, four, three . . .
onc—fire!

There was no flame, énd then

we saw it spurting into the air
from the exhaust tunnel several

" hundred feet away. The ship bal-
" anced, unmoving, on a squat col-
. umn of incandescence; the col-
umn stretched itself, grew tall;

the huge ship picked up speed

and dwindled - into a point of

bnghtness

The telescopic lenses found 1t
lost it, found it again. It arched
over on its side and thrust itself
seaward. At the end of 84 seconds,
the rear jets faltered, and our
hearts .faltered with them. Then

‘we saw that the first stage had:
" been dropped. The rest of the
™ ship moved off on a new fiery
trail. A ring-shaped ribbon para- -

chute blossomed out of the third
stage and slowed it rapidly.
The second stage dropped away

- 124 seconds later. 'The nose sec-

tion, with its human cargo, its
rescue equipment, went on alone.
At 63 miles altitude, the flaring

exhaust cut out. The third stage ..
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would coast up the gravitatgonal'
hill more than a thousand ‘miles.

UR stomachs were knotted .  :

with dread as the resc"u'e'sh.ip-‘ ;

disappeared beyond the horizon

of the farthest television camera,

By this time, it was on the other

side of the world, speeding toward.
a - carefully planned - rendezvous
with its sister.’ )
Hang on, Rev! Don’t g:ve up!
Fifty-six minutes.
how long we had to wait, Fifty-

six minutes from the takeoff until = . -

the ship- was in its orbit. After
that, the party would need time -
to match speeds, to send a space-~

suited crewman drifting across -

the emptiness between, ovér the .
vast, eerily turning sphere of the_
Earth beneath. ‘
In lmagmatmn .We followed
them,
Minutes would be lost whlle -

the rescuer clung to the ship,
- opened the airlock cautiously so

that none of the precious fem-’
nants of air would be lost, and

-passed into, the ship where one

man had known utter loneliness.
We waited. We hoped. -
Fifty-six minutes. They passed
An hour. Thirty minutes more. ~

We reminded - ourselves —and

were reminded—that the - first
concern was Rev. It might be’
hours before we would get any
real news. -

- - -

The tensmn mounted unbear- o .

-5r;

That. was: = ‘.‘




. able.

“open.”
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We waited—a nation, a
world-—for relief.

At elghteen minutes less than
two hours—too soon, we told our-

. selves, lest-we hope too much—
" we heard the voice of Captain
"Frank Pickrell, who was later to

become -the first commander of
the .Doughnut.

“I have just entered the ship,”
he said slowly. “The airlock was
He paused. The implica-
tions sttinned our emotions; we
listened mutely. “Lieutenant Mc-

- Millen is dead. He died heroic-

ally, waiting until all hope was
gone, until every oxygen gauge
stood at zero. And then—well, the
airlock was open when we arrived,

“In accordance with his own

wishes, his body will be left here .

in its eternal orbit. This ship will
be his tomb for all men to see

“when they look up toward the

stars. As long as there are men
on Earth, it will circle above

-them, an everlasting reminder of

what men have done and what
men can do. :

“That was Lieutenant McMiI-
len’s hope. This he did not only
as an American, but ag a man,*

dying for all Jhumanity, and all
humanity can glory-for it.

“From this moment, let this be
his shrine, sacred to all the gen-
erations of spacemen, inviolate.

. And let it be'a symbol that Man’s

dreanis can be realized, but some-
times the price is steep.- :

“I am going to leave now. My
feet will be the last to touch this
deck. The oxygen I reledsed is
almost used up. Lieutenant Mec-
Millen is in his control chair,
staring out toward the stars. T will
leave the airlock doors open be-
hind me. Let the airless, frigid
arms of space protect and pre-
serve for all eternity the man
they would not let go.”

Good-by, Rev! Farewell! Good

- night!

EV was not long alone. He

was the first, but not the last

to receive a space burial and a
hero s farewell.

This, as I said, is no history

of the conquest of space. Every

child knows the story as well as
I and can identify the make of a
spaceship more swiftly.

- The story of the combined
efforts that built the orbital plat-
form irreverently called the
Doughnut has been told by oth-

ers. We have learned at Iength the

political triumph that placed it
under United Nations control,
Its contribution to our daily
lives has received the accolade of
the commonplace. It is 4n ob-

‘servatory, a laboratory, and a

guardian. Startling discoveries
have come out of that weightless,
airless, heatless place.. It has
learned how weather is made and
predicted it with incredible ac-

- curacy. It has observed the stars

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION

clear of th;;. veil _of the at_mo'sé"
phere, And it has" insured our

peace . ...

It ‘has paid 1ts way. No one
can question that. It and its
smaller relay stations made pos-
sible today’s worldwide television

- and radio network. There is no
" . place on Earth where a free voice

cannot be heard or the face of

freedom be seen. Sometimes we .

find ourselves wondering how it
would have been any other way.
And we have had adventure.

We have traveled to the dead.

gypsum seas of the Moon with

‘the first exploration party. This
" year, we will solve the mysteries

of Mars. From our armchairs, we
will thrill to the discoveries of our
pioneers—our stand-ins, so to

- speak. It has given us a common

heritage, a common goal, and for
‘the first time we are united.
This I mention only for back-

-ground; no one will argue that
the conquest of space was not of .
: incalclﬂable benefit to all man-
- kind.

The whole thing came back to
me recently, an overpowering
flood of memory. I was skirting
Times Sguare, where every face

"is a stranger’s, and suddenly I

stopped, incredulous..
“Rev!" I shouted.
.The man kept on walking. Hc

-‘passed me without a glance. [

turned. around “and stared after

' him. I started to run. 1 grabbed
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himi“by the arm. “Rev!’ I said

huskily, swinging him around. “Is
it really you?” :

~The man smiled polltely ' “You
must have mistaken me for some-'
one else.”” He unclampered my

fingers easily and moved away. I

realizéd then that there were two
men with him, one on each side.

I felt their eyes on” my face,‘

memorizing it.

Probably it didn’t mean any- -
thing, We all have our doubles_ T

could have been mistaken.
But it started me remembermg
and thinking.

The first thing the rocket ex—

perts had to consider was expense.

‘They didn’t have the money.

The second thing was weight.
‘even a medium-sized man is
‘heavy when rocket payloads are
reckoned,

vival are many times heavier.

If Rev had escaped alive, why .

and- the stores and.
equipment essential to his sur-

-

had they anrounced that he was = *
dead? But I knéw the questxon

. was all wWrong.

IF my speculations wei‘erighf,__ .
Rev had never been up there

at all. The essential payload was
only a thirty-day recording and a

transmitter: Even if - the major.
feat of sendmg up a manned -
rocket was. beyond their means’

and their techniques;-they could o

send up that much. :
Then they got the money;: they




g0t the volunteers and the tech-
niques. - - :

I suppose the telemetered re-

-Ports from the rocket helped.

But what they accomplished in

- thirty days was.an unparalieled

o miracle.

The. timing of the recording

- Must have taken months of work:
but the vital part of the scheme

" was s_e‘ci‘ecy. ,General Finch had
to know and Captain—now
Colonel—Pickrell, A few others—

workmen, . administrators — and

Rev. ..
" What could they do with him?
Disguise him? Yes. And then

- - hide him in the biggest city in
-+ the world. They would have done

. it that way. :
- It gave me a funny, sick kind
of feeling, thinking about it, Like
... everybody else, I don’t like to be
. taken in by a phony plea. And
_this ‘'was a fraud perpetrated on
- all humanity, .

" Yet it had led us to the planets. -

- Perhaps it would lead us beyond,
even to the stars. I asked myself:

" could they have done it any other-

- way? .
I would like to think I was
mistaken. This myth has become

T
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part of us. We lived tﬁrough it

" ourselves, helped make it. Some-

day, I tell myself, a spaceman

whose reverence is greater than )

his obedience will make a pil-
grimage to that swift shrine and
find only an empty shell,
I shudder then.
_This pulled us together. In a

sense, it keeps us together. Noth- ‘

‘ing is more important than that.

I try to convince myself that I
was mistaken. The straight black
hair was gray at the temples now
and cut much shorter. The mus-
tache was gone. The Clark Gahle
ears were flat to the head; that’s

a simple operation, I understand..
‘But grins are hard to change. -
And anyone who. lived through

those thirty days will never for-
get that voice.

I think about Rev and the life
he must have now, the things he
loved and can never enjoy again,
and I realize perhaps he made the
greater sacrifice, .

I think sometimes he must
wish he were really in the cave

. of night, seated in that icy control

chair 1,075 miiles above, staring
out at the stars, :
—JAMES E. GUNN

L UTSIDE the ship, it was
S the sun that blazed an-
1 grily. Inside, it was Sam

" “or Il never lef you set foot on
this planet at all” " 0 .
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When o driven man arrives at

a cemetery world, thf -else

can if be but iourﬁey’s end—

and the start of o new one?

Wilson'’s * temper. . “Study your
lessons,” he snarled, with a- sav-
ageness -that surprised himself,

 DEAD MAN/S PLANET ..

“Okay, Pop,” said Mark, a lit-

tle white around the nostrils. He.. -

looked old for so young a kid. “I

' didi’t mean anything wrong.” o
“T don’t care what you meant.’ U
“You do as you're told.” N
-+ In ".the ' quiet that -followed, -
. broken. only by the hum of the =




