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Suddenly the great ship struck it. The entire mass of the planetoid split; a great ball of flaming gas mushroomed out.
 
-
 
Although interplanetary exploration will produce situations in which the heroic, tragic, and dramatic in man will be brought out, it will also probably produce much that is quite humorous and whimsical.
 
Certainly the spectacle of men, used to the comforts of earth, being forced to adapt themselves to the conditions of some strange planet, may appear to some people as being tragic and to others as being humorous.
 
There is no doubt, however, that if man leaves the earth, travels to another world under which totally different conditions prevail, he may have to change his entire mode of conduct and his outlook. Qualities on earth that would make a man successful might entirely unfit him for the pioneering life on a new world; and the man unsuccessful on earth, may become a great leader on the new planet.
 
Mr. Campbell uses this idea in his story with great effectiveness. He has given us a very human picture of the "derelicts" that will not soon be forgotten.
 
-
 
Chapter I
 
              Duke Stetson deposited his bag and pushed his First Officer's cap to one side meditatively. He looked up at the blue sky. Then he glanced off toward thin, multicolored towers that formed the skyline of New York City in 2132. Tiny lines of crawling airplanes wound through them. Behind, and beyond lay the residential districts.
 
              "Vacation, huh?" Duke grinned. "And now what?" He looked at the little blue slip in his hand. For the next six months he could wander anywhere he pleased on Earth's surface, following the Terrestrial Transport Lines free of charge. That and the six months' vacation were the due rewards of five years of steady work on the Terraluna Lines, owned by Lunar Beryllium. Behind him now loomed the shining, scarred hull of the giant freighter from which he had landed an hour ago.
 
              "Well, Horace Greeley advised going west, so I think I'll try it. I need a little genuine ultra-violet." Duke stepped down through the customs and waved to a taxiplane.
 
              "Terrestrial Transport," he called. In six hours he was in Los Angeles, and twenty minutes later found him registering at the Hotel Pacific in Santa Monica.
 
              Then he started to enjoy life, light and liberty. It was quite a peculiar sensation to the man who had spent so many hours weightless in the eternal glaring night of space, to smell the salt tang of moist air, to lie in the softened warmth of a yellow sun on a beach of white sand, and to feel a constant weight on his body.
 
              He was not long in finding friends, and even quicker in astonishing these Earth-bound mortals with feats of agility and strength they could scarcely believe. His lean six-feet-three of muscular body, trained to constant work and exercise of a space-officer, where weightlessness itself required the development of suppleness and of muscles unused on Earth, made him a deadly opponent in tennis.
 
              But there was one girl who consistently defeated his best efforts. Joan Reading was not large, a mere five-four, but every muscle in her well trained body seemed to know where the ball was going next, and those laughing brown eyes never lost it, even when waving locks of mahogany-gold half blinded her. She was a fine player, but Duke began to wonder if it was altogether her playing that defeated him. He seemed to have unusual difficulty in following the ball. It was so much easier to follow her.
 
              In five years as First Officer, and three before that as Second, Duke Stetson had had opportunities to meet many girls. But as the days of his vacation passed, more and more he found a something in Joan these others had lacked. Still—Joan was the daughter of John Russel Reading, and Reading owned Lunar Beryllium, owned it because it was his. He had made it, as he had made the first spacial freight ships, and the first successful space passenger ships. Old John Russel was known for getting just about what he wanted, and very little that he did not want, and Duke began to have an idea that perhaps, though he knew Joan was the one he must have, John Russel Reading would not want the First Officer of one of his own ships for a son-in-law.
 
              For nearly seven years Duke had been working on a piece of apparatus designed to do what nothing known could do; penetrate Earth's blanketing Heaviside layer that reflected all radio waves and permitted none to pass. It made of every ship in the void an isolated world. No messages could be sent to Earth, nor to Mars or Venus either, since each had its enveloping, protecting blankets of ionized air. Moon, Phobos, Deimos, the astronomical observatories on Ceres, these could be reached easily from space by the enormous radio beams, but the major planets answered always with the eternal silence of space itself.
 
              But Duke had studied the static that the enormous power plant, the Sun, rained down on Earth. That got through—perhaps—
 
              He had worked on it, and had apparatus now that he believed would do the "impossible." And he felt that perhaps the inventor of the interplanetary signaling beam would be Old Reading's idea of a husband for Joan.
 
              One of his six months was gone, and vacation was beginning to pall on him now. But for Joan it would have bored him long before. To a man who has worked unceasingly for five years in the depths of the Eternal Mystery and Night, the tiny Earth and her little, petty people begin to seem insignificant. One who has seen the eternal jeweled night for five long years, finds the poor, fogged nights of Earth, with their colorless, bloated stars quite uninteresting.
 
-
 
              One evening in late June, he announced to Joan he was going to leave soon. They took Joan's little plane and flew out through clouds of rose toward a sun of red-hot copper sinking in a tremendous jewel, a pure aquamarine. Finally a little speck of green and brown appeared, and they settled down on the Catalina Island House landing.
 
              It was dark when they finished dinner and walked over tiny pebbles that the patient waves, in the course of a few millenniums, would turn into fine white sand. Then they sat down and watched a glowing moon swim up out of the black sea.
 
              "The Moon," muttered Duke with a grimace. Six years of avoiding meteors, first on his way to Earth's satellite, then from it, had not impressed him with its beauties. The Moon was a place that one tried to reach in safety, then worked to leave.
 
              'The Moon," laughed Joan softly. "Once it was a big green cheese, and once it was a big silver platter. Now it produces three hundred and twenty three thousand tons of beryllium per annum, and the profits are quite large."
 
              "Carried in the vest pocket of John Russel Reading, for future reference. That's the worst of it," he added, looking at her face.
 
              A different glint had come over her copper-bronze hair, the light of the pale moon was distorting its colors. Even the crimson fire of the light beach suit she had worn was a shade almost black. It matched her lips, which flashed back in a smile as she turned to meet his eyes.
 
              "Why, don't you want Dad to be successful?" asked Joan.
 
              "Well," replied Duke, at length, "I'd be much happier if he weren't, I'm afraid." The pebble he tossed landed accurately on the toe of his left rubber moccasin. He continued to stare along the trajectory of the pebble.
 
              The smile left Joan's face. "Why, Duke?" she asked softly.
 
              Duke looked at her, opened his mouth to say something, found that it was quite unnecessary, and closed it slowly. He looked in her eyes for a little moment, then slowly pulled her over against him, and gave her a long, happy kiss. She snuggled down against his shoulder with a little sigh, and smiled very contentedly out across the water. Duke was looking down in uncomprehending wonder at the little body nestled down against him. Suddenly a little gasp escaped him, and his arms tightened about her convulsively.
 
              "Oh—not so hard, you big bear!" she finally managed. "Won't do you any good to crush in a couple-two-three of my ribs, will it?" she smiled up at him.
 
              "I—I—I don't know, Joan," he said shakily, rolling the name on his tongue as a jeweler might roll some magnificent stone between his fingers. "But when you lie there, so very small, so exquisitely feminine—and it begins to dawn on me that you are going to be mine forever—" He smiled down at the little upturned face.
 
              "Well, for one of the brightest men your college ever turned out, you were certainly hard to convince," smiled Joan pertly.
 
              The smile suddenly left Duke's face. "Why, what's the matter?" asked Joan, sitting up quickly.
 
              "I'm second in command of a space freighter. That's the only source of income I have. If I know you aright, you are first in command of Lunar Beryllium, who owns the freighter. They have improved things a lot in the last fifty years, but people still need money to live," replied Duke dismally.
 
              "Oh, Duke, if I were first in command of Lunar Beryllium, if I could move that dear old grizzly bear I have for a father, it wouldn't be so bad. But—well, I'll have to see him, and you have to start in a week you say. I think I'll speak to him tonight. Shall I?"
 
              Later, when the small hours weren't quite so small as they had been, the plane hovered gently, almost soundlessly over the hotel where Duke was staying. The rustle of the air past the propellers continued for some ten minutes before Duke descended. For some time he stood watching the vanishing lights of the plane. Then he stretched heavily muscled arms up to the pin point stars, thinking how very, very lonely they must be because Joan was here and belonged to him.
 
              Early the next afternoon there began a considerable roaring and raging around the Reading house on Berkeley Heights. John Russel Reading said a number of things when he heard Joan's latest plan, and Joan said a few more. But the tableau ended by Joan's reporting hotly to Duke that her father declared that Duke must have two hundred thousand dollars and Joan, or neither.
 
              Old Reading was a strong-willed man, and he had learned through long experience that he had a strong-willed daughter. But he loved that daughter the more for it, and in his private opinion there was no male, himself included, on the face of Earth, or Mars, or Venus either for that matter, who was worthy of her. But he fully intended to see to it that the man who did get her was the best available. If he happened to be wealthy, that was luck. There was plenty of money in the family. But if Joan had decided that she wanted some man, he must find some reason for delaying her while he investigated. And the two hundred thousand dollars was the reason.
 
              The worst of it was that old Reading had a very important merger plan on hand which would take him to Mars for the next three weeks.
 
              And that meant so much delay in getting his investigation of Stetson started. But he had some private detectives started at work immediately.
 
              Duke listened to Joan's hot denunciation of her father's ultimatum, and sat silently thinking, then he got up.
 
              "Joan, that won't help us, dear little girl. I'm going to leave a bit sooner than I expected.
 
              "I have a friend here on Earth who is with Photo Communications in Boston. He knows some of the things I've been doing, and has some apparatus to use as receivers.
 
              "I want to test the apparatus I have been working on. I think it will work. If it does—I may be able to buy out your father's holdings. If it doesn't—I still have some more theories.
 
              "But I'll have to go to Phobos to test its ability to send messages to Earth. I must have a fair test. Earth has a good heavy atmosphere, and a thick, strong Heaviside layer, and the distance will be about fifty-two million miles. That will be a good test, since ships seldom operate at a distance greater than that from some planetary base.
 
              "I'm too broke to buy passage to Mars, but I can buy passage from Mars to Phobos. I'm going to get a job on some freighter bound for Mars, and jump to Phobos from there. I guess that's the best way."
 
              "Oh, Duke, how long will you be gone?"
 
              "Haven't a notion. Three months at least."
 
              Joan had a number of things to say about the situation, but she helped Duke get ready. She did a little private wire-pulling here and there, and because Stetson was not altogether unknown as a crack second in command, and because a ship was being fitted out for a hurry journey, Duke got a berth.
 
-
 
              She was the New Seattle, registered of that Martian city, and a freighter of rather large size in her day, but better than fifteen years old. She was bound for the Transport docks on Mars to be cut up for her fifty-inch beryllium meteor-proof armor.
 
              But what Duke did not learn was that she was traveling empty for high speed, and taking Reading, and some of his men along. Because the rocket motors were designed to drive the ship loaded, now that she was empty, they would be able to produce enormously high accelerations, and speed far greater than any normal space ship would make. A freighter without a load is a rather ticklish horse to ride, but old Captain Barnett had been in the business since the first "fire-monsters" went to the moon.
 
              Duke had his apparatus very carefully stowed in his cabin, and was nicely settled, so he decided to stroll out and look about the take-off cradle.
 
              He wandered about the ship, looking at the different rocket motors—a full dozen of them, far larger than those of the "ferry-boats" of the Terraluna Lines—and at the great space curving coils. He inspected the fuel batteries, the life boats, in fact every part of the ship, for two shifts of six hours in every twenty-four hours would find him in full control of the ship.
 
              It was nearing the take-off time when he came up on the control bridge, and looked out across the crowded dock. Machines were working under the direction of tiny men, filling the tanks of the ship with air, water, fuel, oxygen, and a miscellany of liquids, solids, and semi-solids.
 
              Aside from the laborers working the machines, there were few men about the dock, save customs officials, for there were no general passengers on this trip.
 
              Anxiously Duke looked about from his point of vantage. Joan had said she would be here, and as yet he couldn't see her. Finally as he noticed the Reading family plane coming in for a landing, he hurried down toward the landing dock. Emerging from a mass of bales and crates he rounded a corner, and suddenly spotted Joan—with her father, and a group of important men!
 
              He stopped, amazed, and when Joan saw him he ducked behind some crates. In a moment Joan joined him.
 
              "Oh, Duke," she laughed, "this is going to be some trip for you! Dad, and some friend of his are going, and they are the real reason for the ship traveling empty. I didn't get word of it till this morning! He is using this ship because he will make better time. He has a conference on Mars, and James Kenneth Pahk-ah," she mimicked, "is going with him. He's president of General Foods, you know, that great big man that looks as though he owned the place."
 
              "That great big man" weighed somewhere in the neighborhood of three hundred pounds, was very, very pompous, and realized to the fullest the dignity of his position. The other men seemed mainly secretaries and clerks.
 
              "Oh, Lord, it sure is going to be a hectic trip!" grinned Stetson.
 
              "And Dad doesn't even know you!" laughed Joan merrily.
 
              Half an hour later they took off. Energy began to flow into the coils and the gravity-neutralizing field built up. Gradually weight left them and the ship floated up through the atmosphere till the black of airless space was about them. Then the great rocket motors began to speak, and the machine lurched forward. Quickly it gathered velocity until it was speeding meteor-like toward Mars, or where Mars would be when the journey was over.
 
              Hour after hour the ship bored on, and the shifts switched. During his off periods Stetson worked on his apparatus. On his work periods he had plenty to occupy his attention. They were traveling at a speed that was considered high, even for the Planetary Lane Guardships, equipped with special, super-sensitive electro-static meteor detectors. Such high speed for this old ship, with its not-too-sensitive apparatus, was decidedly unwise. But—the owner was aboard and he had ordered it.
 
              Parker did not understand what was happening, and if he did, it would not have helped. He only knew that he was terribly oppressed by the terrific, continued acceleration of the ship. They were using an acceleration of more than one gravity all the way, and his three hundred pounds felt as though it were three hundred and fifty.
 
-
 
CHAPTER II - Collision!
 
              The ruddy-green disc of Mars drew near finally, and the twin winking eyes of Phobos and Deimos chasing rapidly around it. Stetson was off duty as they drew near, and as the captain had taken over for landing, he decided to take a swim. A large tank of sea water from Earth was being brought over as their only cargo for use in a chemical plant, and the men had been making free use of it as a swimming pool. It would be a long time before he got another chance for a swim if he were on tiny Phobos. So Duke stripped and dived in.
 
              The moment his body sank into the water, the excess weight he had been carrying slipped off. Floating in the water, the effect was the same as though he were on Earth, for the water buoyed him up perfectly.
 
              For a few moments he swam vigorously, twisting and shooting through the chill water. Then he lay on his back and looked out of the port above him.
 
              Ahead was the great disc of Mars, and on one side was the shining disc of Phobos, on the left and ahead as seen from the other port was rugged, contorted Deimos.
 
              "Hmmm—mean position," he muttered to himself, thinking in terms of a space pilot. The not-too-sensitive meteor detectors would be almost useless in the enormous electrostatic fields of three huge bodies on three sides. And here, near a planet, where its great gravitational field swept meteors from their paths and drew them to itself, the danger was the greatest.
 
              Barnett at the controls drove the ship on, however. He had orders—and he followed them.
 
              But suddenly there came a crash—a single detonation it was so sharp—and a great mass of nickel-steel, tough as an armor-piercing bullet, and traveling perhaps thirty miles a second, smashed cleanly through the control room of the ship. It carried away the rocket control apparatus, and shorted all the electrical firing controls. The rockets, without control, opened up on full power.
 
              Rocket motors, designed to produce an acceleration four times gravity on the ship when loaded to capacity, broke loose, when the ship was practically empty! The enormous power tore at the great beryllium fabric of the ship, and it groaned under the stress. The enormous, hardened girders creaked and strained, and the ship rocketed forward under an acceleration seven and three-quarters times gravity of Earth.
 
              Stetson lapsed into unconsciousness almost instantly as the enormous acceleration weight pressed down on him. But the water he floated in saved him from death.
 
              The men at their posts on the ship cried out once in agony. Their knees broke, their spines snapped, and they slumped down, broken things, under the awful pressure of the acceleration. They died instantly.
 
              Stetson lived, unconscious, because he floated in water. Three other men lived. One was Reading. He had been taking a medicinal bath before landing. One was the pompous and overweight Mr. James Kenneth Parker, and he lived because he also was taking a bath. Had been taking one for hours. He had quickly learned that it was much more comfortable to lie immersed in water while the ship staggered under her load of acceleration. He had spent most of his time in his bath.
 
              The fourth was an oiler. He was a wiry, lean man, about five feet six in height, and decidedly tough. He had been engaged in dredging a bucket of oil out of the oil bunker when the crash came. He had promptly fallen into the dense oil, and floated peacefully but unconsciously in its placid depths.
 
              But every other man on board was dead.
 
              The ship meanwhile had been observed. Men had seen it drive suddenly forward, and a Lane Guardship speeded after it in an effort to rescue its crew. But it was quickly distanced by the runaway before it was well under way.
 
              Long, long hours later Stetson awoke, sneezing violently. He sneezed again. He gasped for breath and coughed out salt water. He opened his eyes, and they burnt. Desperately, half panicky, he opened his eyes after wiping them with his hands. For a moment he could see before the water rushed back. Then he drove his legs down, and sailed out and up. He wiped his face again, and succeeded in getting air into his lungs.
 
              He was in the middle of a large sphere of water which had coated with rounded symmetry every article in the cargo tank. It also coated him, and hung in round blobs in the air.
 
              Realization came. The rockets were exhausted, and weightless, the water by its adhesion had spread around wetting everything.
 
              He struck the other side of the room, and carefully preparing himself, opened his eyes under the water, and swam toward the door. It was much easier to swim in the water than to work one's weightless way through the air. In a moment he found the door, opened it, and with a small globe of water burst through. Immediately he closed the door again, but not before a film of water had raced down the passageway.
 
-
 
              About that time John Russel Reading was cursing most luridly as he floated weightless and helpless in his room. He had succeeded in escaping from his medicinal bath and getting into his suite. Finally he worked himself to a holding strap and turned down the little corridor to his study. The nervous little secretary was on the floor, but he would never be nervous again. Reading began to comprehend the magnitude of the disaster when he saw the secretary—a broken heap on the crumpled remains of a metal chair. The typewriter he had been using was floating in broken pieces about the room. Much of the furniture of the room had given way under its enormous weight.
 
              Reading hastily put on some clothes and, half-dressed, stepped into the hall. His bell had brought no steward. On the floor was the explanation. Blood staining his neat white suit, his legs twisted at an impossible angle, lay the steward.
 
              Reading was quiet, and began to look for perhaps another living man.
 
              A lusty voice rang through the ship. "Thank God! At least one other man. HALOOOO!" roared the business man.
 
              In a moment two cries answered. One came from far down in the ship, and the second from somewhere near at hand. A moment later Duke appeared, clad only in his bathing suit.
 
              "Mr. Reading!" he gasped in surprise. "Thank the Lord! Everyone else seems to have been killed, crushed by acceleration. I haven't found a clock on board still running. The lifeboat clocks will be working however. Built for emergencies. HALOOO!" he roared, as someone called from below.
 
              "We have to find out where we are first," added Duke decisively. "We'll go to the control room."
 
              "Who are you? How can you tell?" demanded Reading, inspecting the bronzed, powerful figure of the man before him. Duke hesitated to reply. He decided that life would be more bearable with Mr. Reading if he were kept in ignorance.
 
              "Chief Officer—I was taking a swim when it happened—Oh, man! What in the name of heaven is this!" he stopped in amazement.
 
              A magnificent figure garbed in dripping garments of a thousand hues, mostly the dark red of the heavy Venusian lubricant, stood before them.
 
              "Am I as bad as all that?" grinned a streaked, quite unrecognizable face. "I took a bath in the lubricant tank, sir. I ain't had a chance to clean up."
 
              "Oh, Lord, it's Bates!" laughed Duke. "Go clean up, and get some clothes. Get your stuff together, and pile it in Lifeboat Seven, that'll be whole, and it's the biggest. Take my stuff in as soon as you can, and perhaps Mr. Reading will want his necessities. Take only two things, two bags. But get everything I have—we'll need it!"
 
              "Right, sir." Bates turned and shot himself down the corridor. Used to being weightless, he managed deftly.
 
              Duke turned to Reading again. "Besides which, I hold Space Pilot's Papers. Get some heavy tough clothes on, and get ready. Then make sure there is no one else alive on board."
 
              Duke turned and dived for the control room. Reading was a leader, not a follower, and for a moment he stood in exasperated surprise at the order from a young officer of the line he owned. Then he remembered that an officer knew a lot more about taking care of people in space ships than did business men. Quietly he got ready.
 
              First, however, he put on some tough hiking clothes he had brought for a hunting trip he had hoped to make on Mars. Then he went about the passenger levels shouting. Finally he heard a groan, and on investigation found that Mr. J. K. Parker, of General Foods, was floating helpless and hopeless in the middle of his bath room. Parker was shaking all over his fleshy body. Little wavelets started at his neck and ran down his body, and died out at his ankles.
 
              Finally Reading calmed him enough to induce him to struggle to the door, and let himself out. In a moment the room was flooded, for he didn't shut the door. Reading maneuvered him into the next room, and shut the door for him. Parker produced a white linen suit as his idea of "rough clothes." Reading picked his most suitable clothes, along with a stream of picked (and over-ripe) adjectives.
 
              In the meantime Duke had succeeded in getting enough current from the emergency battery line to work the telescope. Quickly taking sights on the Sun, Jupiter and Mars he worked out an approximate position. They had started out from Mars in a tremendous arc, and curved up, out of the plane of the ecliptic, and now were curving back into it. They were headed for the center of the outer band of asteroids. The ship had perhaps as much as five minutes to live before it met with headlong collision at hundreds of miles a second with a mass of stone and metal weighing in the near neighborhood of fifty billion tons.
 
              Duke turned, left the telescope, and calling to the others to leave everything instantly, raced weightless to his room. Three more boxes were left. One contained his clothes, one contained batteries, and the other some apparatus. Duke grasped the apparatus, lifted the massive box, driving rapidly toward the No. 7 boat with it. Bates was already there, with all the rest of the apparatus, but had neither his clothing nor Reading's.
 
-
 
              They heard Reading's call, and explaining in three words, Duke took the controls, and sent Bates after the two men. "Asteroids—bring 'em."
 
              Bates brought them. He brought them despite great objections on the part of Mr. J. K. Parker, who demanded clothes fit to wear. Reading came, because he knew what asteroids were, and had heard they were dangerous.
 
              It was, none the less, four minutes later when Duke Stetson pulled the releasing lever. Automatic doors opened, and a powerful spring gear drove the little twenty-foot ship clear of the gleaming monster.
 
              "Lie down," snapped Stetson. He seated himself in the carefully molded pneumatic pilot's chair, and as the protesting Mr. Parker was slapped down by Bates, he turned loose all the rocket power the little ship could muster. They curved rapidly away from the gleaming cylinder of the Mother Ship New Seattle, and turned to one side. Some thirty seconds later, racing now up and out of the asteroid zone, Duke shut off the power. The burdening weight of four times Earth gravity left them, and they looked toward the ship.
 
              "Now listen here, young man. Do you know who I am? What do you mean by forcing me to leave that ship in such a precipitate manner, taking none of my valuable papers with me? I shall most certainly see that you are permanently suspended from operations," declared the Honorable J. K. Parker, his face wrinkled into what was intended to be a terrifying, avenging frown.
 
              "I hope you can," sighed Duke.
 
              "Oh, Mister Parker!" exclaimed Bates with evident anxiety written all over his guileless face and in his very innocent blue eyes. "You won't do that I hope. But surely you'll stay with us now? And at least you will wait to see whether or not you do get back, or whether you just starve to death in this little dust spot in the void. Or maybe a meteor will hit us. You know this ship has four-inch armor plate and the other had fifty," added Bates, warming up to his subject, as Parker's face turned slowly green.
 
              "Ohhhhh—take me right back there!" wailed Parker.
 
              "Watch it," suggested Bates, pointing out the little window. The gleaming hull, visible in the flashing glare of the sun of space, was shooting straight on, farther and farther away from them. Almost invisible in the black background of outer space a great, rough mass of rock was careening in its orbit, moving some eight miles a second, turning slowly on its axis. An enormous broken chip of a planet.
 
              Suddenly the great ship struck it. Absolutely noiseless, the collision showed as an enormous flash of light and energy flared out. The entire mass of the planetoid split and was thrown all over space—a great ball of flaming gas mushroomed out.
 
              A fifth of a second later there was only a faint glow.
 
              "Ohhhhhhh!" Parker gave vent to a long groan.
 
              Duke grinned at the window in front of him, while Bates brushed an imaginary dust particle from his quite immaculate suit. He had donned the suit he had intended to land in—his best and newest. Hence the toughest. These two, used as they were to space, were not awed and terrified by the immensity of its emptiness, and hence could better judge their position.
 
              "Parker!" snapped Reading viciously. "You blankety blank blank yellow bellied, white livered, chicken hearted mountain of slobbering fat! Get up, and pretend you're a man, not a monkey. This Bates has been playing on you so you don't know which end your head's on, though it's hard enough to tell anyway. Get up!"
 
              Parker got up. In a few moments Reading was treating him like a human being again, and the overwrought man was beginning to feel like one.
 
              "Now—er—what's-your-name, where are we and where are we going?" asked Reading. "Can we have a guardship pick us up in the next few hours, or will it take a day or so?"
 
              "Guardships patrol the space routes between the inner planets. We are already beyond the asteroids, and getting farther all the time. This machine is equipped with a radio sending set that has no tubes in it, as I have discovered, and a receiving set designed for A. C. But the motor generator which should be driven by the battery, hasn't been oiled and it won't get up to speed, so I can neither send nor receive for a while. Even if the sending set were operating, we couldn't reach more than five hundred miles. These things aren't meant for long range. They are intended to bring the guardships to the exact spot, after they have been summoned to the general locality of the distressed ship. Big ships aren't supposed to smash into asteroids you know."
 
-
 
CHAPTER III - Stranded!
 
              "This ship is so very poorly tended to I'm surprised the rockets are full. They are luckily. Also the battery supplies are plentiful. Plenty of power, anyway. The inspection of these boats is the duty of the ground crews. My, the Planetary Transport must be wasting power on ground crews. I'll bet dollars to burned out battery plates that some fellow on the ground crew has a hum-dinger of a sending set," said Stetson sourly.
 
              "Then we can neither send nor receive, and the guard-ships won't come?" asked Reading in alarm.
 
              "Exactly right."
 
              "Well, what can we do? What plans have you?" asked Reading, straightening up.
 
              "All outer planets have been explored. Jupiter's uninhabitable, but unfortunately we are headed for it. We can just about stop the ship by the time we reach it. Of course, since it doesn't take any power to simply coast along, we could go to Pluto for all that, but we will just about be able to stop by the time we reach Jupiter, maybe. I haven't calculated the effect of the Sun's gravity, nor of Jupiter's. I'll have to use both to stop us, but the gravity apparatus is intact. With that we can neutralize, but not reverse gravitational pulls.
 
              "With luck we ought to make Ganymede. That's one of Jupiter's ten moons. The biggest. The latest, the tenth, is so small they could never see it from Earth. Ganymede is bigger than Mercury, and, wonder of wonders, has an atmosphere very rich in oxygen, nearly fifty per cent, so that even though the pressure is very low, men can breathe it. That's where we are headed."
 
              "Why? What can we do there?"
 
              "Oh, an exploration trip starts out on a mineral hunt every few years. Jupiter and his moons are a good place to hunt. He's kind of big, and may have taken some deep skimmings off the Sun that the smaller ones didn't get. Therefore the rarer, heavier metals are more apt to be plentiful. There will probably be an expedition within the next four or five years," replied Stetson carelessly.
 
              "Ohhhh," mourned Parker, "and when I get back Jimmie Blackwell will have taken everything I've got.
 
              "Is there anything to eat there? I'm hungry. Is there anything to eat he*e?" he added more anxiously.
 
              "Well," replied Stetson with a long face, "there are lots of things that eat there. Mostly plants. They have carnivorous plants, and insects the size of fox-terriers. The explorers reported that grasshopper steak was fairly edible, but rather tough, and flavored somewhat like duck that is just a little too high. Then there are lots of mushroom growths that make you sick for the first few weeks, but after that you can eat them with moderation."
 
              "But isn't there any bread, nor steaks—real steaks?"
 
              "But the worst of it is," continued Stetson, "that there isn't much water that's drinkable."
 
              "Chief," reported Bates succinctly, "I've opened ten cans of meat, and found one that wasn't spoiled too bad to eat."
 
              "Let Parker try it if he wants to. His company supplies the Lines. On contract I believe. Must have made plenty on that contract, Parker," Stetson replied bitterly. The supplies were supposed to be renewed every year, but General Foods sometimes had a habit of missing a year or two.
 
              "Yes—about a million and a half—but I can't eat this, it's moldy."
 
              "How's the water, Bates?" asked Reading.
 
              "All tanks full, but it's a bit old. Tastes kind of funny."
 
              "No, Bates, it's all right. Just distilled," laughed Stetson.
 
              The ship was well on its way now, and out of the danger zone, so Stetson set the controls, and began to take more accurate readings. Half an hour later he told the men that they should reach Ganymede in about four days. In the meantime he advised them to leave the spoiled food alone and stick to water and canned milk, which was supplied and maintained by General Dairies, and had been faithfully renewed every three months.
 
              Stetson spent his time working on his apparatus, and in taking parts of the ship to pieces, and putting them together in a different way. When he got through he had a receiving set that functioned perfectly, and was three or four times as sensitive as it had been. Also the rotary converter was working again. But there was absolutely nothing coming through the ether in their direction, save the roar caused by the static of the unshielded sun.
 
              The temperature of the ship had been falling, despite the many absorbing plates on the sunward side, and the silvered shadow side. Finally Stetson was forced to use some of the precious battery power for heat.
 
-
 
              By the time they reached Ganymede's orbit the ship was still moving several miles a second, and the last of the rocket fuel was gone. Stetson settled down to work. He had to land the ship, and that meant he had to brake its speed. He used Jupiter's gravitational field at first, coming in on the gravity neutralizer, and so getting the ship close without increasing the speed. However, he built up a gravitational neutralizer field, and that energy had to be radiated before he could get weight to slow them. He threw it into the big resistor coils inside and outside. The ship was most uncomfortably hot for a change, but Stetson had his calculations exact. They fell into Ganymede's orbit with a velocity so low that it took them nearly four hours to settle through the atmosphere.
 
              Nevertheless, due to the gravitational effects of some of the other satellites, which Stetson had been unable to calculate, they landed with too great velocity, and they landed on solid rock. The hull split open like a ripe melon. The air rushed out, and in a moment they were breathing Ganymedian atmosphere.
 
              "Despite that crash, you certainly did a beautiful job of landing. It was mighty good work," conceded Reading.
 
              "Well, in that case, I think you owe me for the passage. I think my bill will be ten thousand dollars apiece."
 
              "WHAT! Charge us for this! I should say not!" roared Reading in instant defiance.
 
              "Oh, all right. But I think you'll pay," grinned Stetson amicably. "Remember the last edible food is gone, and we have water for one day more."
 
              While the two big business men looked at each other in amazement, Stetson and Bates stepped out.
 
              "Say, Chief, did you mean what you said?" asked Bates in worried surprise.
 
              "Absolutely," smiled Stetson. "I've got my reasons, and if we get back within six months I'll guarantee you ten thousand dollars. How does that sound?"
 
              "It sounds like robbery," replied Bates doubtfully.
 
              "No—just hotel expenses.
 
              "Now look—do you see those big, broad leaf palms there? We are going to cut down a number of them, and build a shack before it starts misting here. When it mists it just rains up from the ground."
 
              Bates and Stetson set to work. They cut down some of the huge, pulpy plants, and with the aid of some tougher material Stetson procured somewhere, succeeded in rigging a substantial and remarkably tight little dwelling in some five hours.
 
              Reading and Parker watched with interest. Reading was too much offended to help, and Parker wouldn't have helped anyway. Immediately after its completion, Bates and Stetson started a task that, but for the lesser gravity, would have been impossible. They spent the rest of the long daylight bringing the fuel batteries and their oxygen tank leads from the ship. Then Stetson and Bates started out into the jungle. They were both exceedingly hungry, but Stetson had insisted that the batteries, and the important apparatus, be safely sheltered. Now they could go foraging.
 
              In half an hour they were back. Bates had been astounded to see Stetson hurling small boulders a quarter of a mile. Then he had tried it and found that the combination of mass and small weight made it possible to push the stone harder as it left the hand, use a stone whose mass was really greater than the arm, and still not have it so heavy it couldn't be thrown. Stetson had been able to direct them unerringly after a few tries and had crushed a thing that looked like a large jack-rabbit with black armor on. Stetson brought three of them back. Also he had some violently colored growths. He called them Ganymedius stenthis, and claimed it was the correct name. Bates had his doubts. Also he doubted the edibility of mushrooms with colors so flamingly brilliant.
 
              "We can eat 'em, all right. They are good, too," promised Duke.
 
              "Well, I never saw anything good to eat advertising itself so promiscuously," replied Bates doubtfully.
 
              "Apparently the things here can't eat them. They contain a thing unusual in Terrestrial mushroom growths, a true sugar. Sugars are alcohols, and apparently alcohols are poisonous to the animals here. Also, we can thank luck that no large animals, dangerous to man, have ever been discovered here," explained Stetson.
 
              When they reached the camp, Stetson started a fire. Then he took a small knife, and opened the armorlike legs of the oversize cricket he had found. Inside was solid flesh, and despite stories he had told Parker, the meat was very good and quite tender. Its flavor was not strong, but quite different from anything they were accustomed to. However it gave out an odor, when cooking, that was detectable for amazing distances. Something like the odors of frying fish or bacon, or onions, it had the power of bringing the presence of an appetite acutely before the conscious mind.
 
-
 
              Reading and Parker had also been hunting. Parker had fallen into a mud hole, and was deplorably muddy. Then he had tried to catch one of the burrowing insects. He caught it but let go promptly, but not before it had done an amazing amount of damage with its powerful jaws. They returned empty handed, and most empty internally. Bates and Stetson were sitting before a warm fire that blazed feebly in the thin Ganymedian air, but looked quite cheerful in the night which had fallen. The odor of the cricket steak was even more cheering.
 
              The business men appeared promptly. Parker had washed his hands, and bathed them with an antiseptic lotion on the ship.
 
              "Ah—that smells good. I see you found something to eat, didn't you?" he said delightedly, waddling up in a most extraordinary way on this lighter planet. His face was colored a deep green by Jupiter's reflected light. The enormous disc of the planet was standing in the skies above them and visibly turning as they watched.
 
              "Yes—it's good stuff, too. But very expensive," added Stetson. A piece of meat was broiling merrily in the skillet, and its odors wafted up to Parker's nose made him very hungry.
 
              "Expensive!" roared Reading. "What is this?"
 
              "This," replied Stetson with a sweeping gesture, "is the Hotel Ganymede. Lodging, five hundred dollars per night. Meals, all the same price, one hundred per each."
 
              "You blankety-blank profiteering, brainless sap! You haven't the common sense of that animal you're frying. You haven't got the decency of your monkey uncle! You'll give us a share in that like human beings. We certainly won't pay!" exploded Reading, marching up to the fire.
 
              "Ummm—Ganymede was claimed under the laws of interplanetary exploration by the United States. That makes U. S. colonial laws apply. This is a hotel, as shown by our sign. (He had set up a sign on a slip of paper.) Therefore lodgers are not forced to eat here, eaters are not forced to lodge, and no one is forced to do either," philosophized Stetson amicably, stirring the odorous contents of the frying pan. He dropped in a handful of chopped mushrooms, and a new and spicy aroma went up.
 
              Reading stormed off in a rage. Parker stood around, and looked hungrily at the frying pan. Then he went off to speak to Reading.
 
              In ten minutes they were back. The meat and mushrooms had just been taken off the fire.
 
              "All right, you highway robber. I'll take it. I haven't that in cash. I'll give you notes," snapped Reading.
 
              "Well, I guess your credit will be good for a few nights," conceded Duke blandly.
 
              "You—you!" Reading started forward. Parker hung onto him, pleading in his ear.
 
              "What's your name?" demanded Reading getting out his fountain pen and notebook.
 
              "Oh, just make the bill out to Cash," suggested Duke.
 
              "All right, and from now on I think I'll call you Bill. I can't think of any more appropriate name, since you won't tell me yours."
 
              "That'll be all right, I guess. But—er—you see these notes you gentlemen gave don't pay Bill entirely. You still owe me $10,000 each for your passage."
 
              It took nearly half an hour, in which time Bates and Stetson finished their meal, for Parker to get Reading back. Finally they came, but they were not going to sleep under that hotel's roof.
 
              "Well, that's all right, I guess. But you see it's three hundred and twenty five per day with all meals, that's three meals, but it's three hundred for meals, and fifty for hotel rooming privileges," explained Stetson.
 
              Parker sniffed hungrily as a new batch of cricket steaks and mushrooms were grilled. He ate with immense satisfaction, despite the notes he had handed over, amounting to eleven thousand dollars.
 
              The two millionaires slept outside. That is, they started to. But when Jupiter's great blanketing disc went down out of the sky, the heat radiated away very rapidly, and water condensed out of the air on everything. They woke up soaked to the skin, and shivering.
 
              They slept in the "hotel" where a fire was keeping the air too warm to mist. They paid a hundred dollars extra for making the proprietor get up in the middle of the night.
 
              With morning, too very stiff jointed to move, Parker had to pay for day privileges. Reading went out hunting. He ran after several giant insects, but they jumped away from him with ease. His stones never hit them because he could not learn to control them under this lesser gravity. He was afraid to try the mushrooms for fear of getting the wrong kind. He saw insects eat them sometimes, and curl up and die almost at once. Whereupon the weird mushroom would slowly wrap itself around the insect, grow rapidly to seed, and burst with a pop that sent its tiny seeds for hundreds of yards.
 
-
 
CHAPTER IV - Tapping the Sun
              He returned hours later very, very hungry. He had to pay for another meal, he knew. But he was willing to admit he was licked because the other fellow had experience and practical knowledge he didn't have. He was a business man, and he saw that as a food producer he was not so good.
 
              He went to the ship first, and tried to draw some of the tasteless water. None came out. Parker had thoughtfully taken a shower bath, draining the last of the water. He paid plenty for that shower in the time to follow. There simply was no available water on the surface of Ganymede. It all remained in the air and came out at night, to evaporate into the air again in the morning. It was impossible to collect it unless, like a plant, one could take it out of the air.
 
              Stetson had, however, solved the problem. He had taken the water tank from the ship, filled it with pounded leaves and other plant material, and started heating it. Steam came out. He collected and salted it till it had a pleasant flavor. It sold for one hundred dollars a glass.
 
              He patented the idea. At least he claimed it was patented. But the others couldn't duplicate his method anyway, because he had the only available apparatus, and as the chief engineer of the ship, had a right to it.
 
              Life was somewhat miserable for the two plutocrats. They were steadily becoming poorer. But Parker suffered most. He had to work rather hard, because he couldn't sit still. It cost too much to sit in the "hotel" and he couldn't sit still or go to sleep outside because the insects would come up and bite him. The ship was no refuge, they were swarming over it, and already dozens of mushroom growths filled it.
 
              Reading was not suffering as much. He was busy exploring the section of the planet near him.
 
              Bates and Stetson were working on the latter's apparatus. Stetson had made a queer set up that looked something like a daisy ten feet across. The golden center, however, was a flattened copper dome, made of heavy metal, and attached to a tremendously heavy copper lead about two feet long. It was almost as great in diameter as it was in length. The end of this massive copper block was approximately an inch from a second plate of two-inch copper. This spread out in a bowl three feet in diameter.
 
              Around the two-foot length was a curiously designed coil of rather heavy copper wire, insulated from the block on insulite pins. At the gap between the heavy lead and the copper bowl three magnets were placed, one hundred and twenty degrees apart.
 
              The petals of the daisy were made of thin metal plates, connected at rim and center, and insulated from the copper dome.
 
              Leads from them ran to the apparatus set in neat rows on the floor of the hotel, and connected with the battery from the ship.
 
              Stetson was ready to test it. Some of the material was already pulled off the roof when he called a halt, and instead ran long, long wires from the machines, out across the jungle, to a point nearly five miles distant. There he set up a very much simpler device resembling the daisy. It had petals, and the copper dome, and a very heavy iron bar, in fact a crowbar, ran down from it to the moist ground.
 
              Stetson focused it carefully on a certain spot in the sky where the sun would be at the end of a given time, arranged a simple gyroscope from the ship to hold it that way, and went back to his machines. He started adjusting dials, and looking out across the jungle. Presently there was a flash, and a very pale ray reached out into the heavens, but it went in an absolutely straight line. It did not spread.
 
              "What's that?" demanded Reading.
 
              "It's a beacon to call the crickets so I can kill 'em easier," grinned Stetson. "But it may draw something else, so we had best lie down."
 
              He watched his chronometer closely. After quite a time he shut off some of his apparatus. The beam stayed on, for the last piece had not been shut off.
 
              Again quite a time elapsed. Then something came down that beam. It came down in a solid flood of incandescent fire. It came down with an explosive thud, smacked onto the planet, and did something. It continued to come for some two minutes. Then it stopped abruptly. Those two minutes were two minutes of terrific roaring, the ground shook and quivered, heat bellied out from the region in waves. Great tongues of flame shot high into the sky. Then abruptly it was quiet. 
 
              "It seems," said Reading somewhat shakily, "that you did get hold of something besides crickets, or else that was a lightning bug of a new kind. What did you do?"
 
              "I set my choke too broadly. I have to use a band of less than one-thousandth of a cycle. I was playing tag with the sun, and the sun got rough," he added.
 
              "The sun!" cried Reading, jumping up in surprise. "Do you mean to tell me you brought that energy across five hundred million miles of space!" Reading was thinking of what a nice power station the sun would make.
 
              "Umhum. You haven't day rights, so get out and let us work," replied Stetson, looking absently off toward the smoking section which had housed the model of his larger plant here.
 
              "Here's day rights," said Reading eagerly, writing out another note hurriedly. There were about three pages left in his notebook. They had been here three weeks, and the Hotel Ganymede was very expensive. It had cost him nearly sixty five thousand dollars.
 
-
 
              Stetson accepted absently, and sat down and did some calculating. He ended up by connecting in all his apparatus to the large daisy projector. In half an hour he was ready. The business man watched silently.
 
              A section of the roof was removed. Stetson trained his projector with sights mounted on it, and it remained trained by a finished clockwork attached to it. Then the beam started out. It was scarcely visible this time, but they waited patiently. After a very long time a sudden flash snapped out, and the beam was a solid column of energy stretching out to infinity, flowing bluish in the atmosphere. It was stopped solidly, however, at the gap where the three magnets surrounded the great copper conductor.
 
              Stetson touched a key for the barest instant. A solid mass of flaming energy jumped across the gap, and struck the copper bowl with an audible thud. The energy seemed to flow through the bowl, then stream out in a dense cloud from the upper surface. It intermingled with the main beam, but seemed not to be troubled by that.
 
              Stetson was grinning joyously. When he released that key the flame of energy across the gap was put out as though it had never been. Still that solid column of energy reached out to infinity. It was cold. No heat came from it. Parker, who had also decided to pay day privileges, got up and waddled over to it, stretching out his hand to touch it. Stetson, occupied, did not see him till almost too late. Then he struck him heavily with his arm, and sent the fat man rolling over on top of Reading.
 
              "You suicidal sap!" remarked Stetson coldly, staring at him. "I don't know how much power that beam carries, but it carries enough to throw all of us to kingdom come and back. Stay where you are."
 
              Carefully and with utmost caution Stetson approached the apparatus, and delicately adjusted the copper bowl, turning it at a slight but carefully measured angle to the main shaft. Mounted in direct coupling as it was, the clockwork would maintain it at the same angle to the sun that it now had.
 
              Stetson returned to his key. He sat down and began to tap at it. The flame leaped and died, danced across the little gap, and the cloudy beam leaped and died in the copper bowl.
 
              "I think it works. I'll take a chance on it anyway. If—" He turned to Reading, who had been watching with the keenest, though silent interest. "Want to send a message to the home folks ?"
 
              "WHAT—send a message from one planet to another by direct communication? Impossible. Never been done," barked old Reading.
 
              But there was more of an air of challenge than of flat denial.
 
              "Well—I'll tell you what I'll do. You two can get together and send a message to Earth, telling where and who you are. I'll bet they come. You can make out the notes this time so they will be good only if we reach Earth within three months," suggested Stetson. His eyes were laughing into Reading's. Beside him was the compact apparatus, the great bulk of the glistening black batteries behind the enormous daisy of metal. Above, and out to infinity, stretched that pulsing beam of energy, a flaming sword of infinite might. And all about was the tangled jungle of Ganymede.
 
              "How much do you want, you robber?" demanded Reading. He knew what was coming by this time.
 
              "Now let's see. It's five hundred million miles or so. Call it that. I'll charge the exceedingly low rate of twelve thousandths of a cent a mile. For that I'll send all the messages you want," said Stetson after a moment's mental calculation.
 
              "Something's wrong, Reading," bleated Parker. "That sounds like a reasonable rate."
 
              "Reasonable! Parker, that amounts to no less than sixty thousand dollars! Thirty thousand apiece!"
 
              "NO!" he roared, turning to Stetson triumphantly. "At last we've got one thing we won't have to pay for. You'll have to send something yourself, sooner or later, you damn shark. I'll wait."
 
              "Hmm—that's too bad," said Stetson with a downcast look. "I'd found that I couldn't afford to run the hotel on the present rates if I didn't put this deal through. I'll have to double them. Then, of course, you can stay as long as you like. I might say I believe it will take nine days for a guardship to get out here from Mars."
 
              "You overgrown laughing hyena, you haven't the brains of an amoeba, but blankety blank if you haven't got me licked. You win, damn your hide, because I'm a business man, and not yet used to plain robbery. All right, here." Reading paid up, and Parker, shaking all over in his anxiety, followed suit.
 
              "Thank you, gentlemen. I am sure both my partner and I appreciate this. I suspect a guardship will call in about a week and a half." Stetson drew out his growing collection of notes, counted out ten thousand dollars' worth, and passed them over to the astounded Bates.
 
-
 
              Duke settled down to his key. The beam winked and flowed and flickered, into the atmosphere and out into space. "Hope I'm using enough power, and yet I don't want to use too much," he mumbled.
 
              "Four survivors of the Space Freighter New Seattle, having escaped in a life boat, marooned on satellite Ganymede of Jupiter. Have no suitable receiving apparatus. If these signals are heard, please send aid. Survivors are John Russel Reading, Los Angeles; James Kenneth Parker, Chicago; Joseph Bates, oiler aboard S. F. New Seattle; and Duke Stetson, Chief Officer aboard New Seattle" ran the message. 'He sent it four times, while the other men watched the flickering beam in hypnotized wonder. Then the sun descended too low for safe operation, and Duke shut off the apparatus.
 
              Day after day he sent the call, and further messages from the two men. Day after day he listened on his small receiving set for some word from the patrol ship he felt sure would come.
 
              Nine days after sending the message first, he heard a faint response. In two hours it was audible.
 
              "Calls received, stop sending. Signals breaking down insulation on power lines. End of message. Calls received—," came the message again and again, Duke had sent his position on Ganymede, so now he shut off his apparatus.
 
              "Must have used too much power," he muttered.
 
              Decidedly Stetson had used too much power. The first warning Earth had was a crashing static bolt that blew out static controls in several million radio sets, made meters in power stations jump as several thousand horsepower was suddenly thrown into the lines, and lightning devices flashed into action.
 
              It was the sheer sharpness of tuning Stetson was using that minimized the damage.
 
              The steady messages induced experimenters to try tuning them in for power. Several succeeded. One or two had heavy enough leads to dissipate the tremendous surges. Some secondary effect caused the natural static to tune in with Stetson's artificial barrage.
 
              Power companies, whose lines unfortunately tuned in by natural length, were forced to suspend operations along those lines.
 
              Earth had been distinctly disconcerted by Stetson's fourteen billion horsepower. Most of the enormous power was absorbed in the atmosphere, resulting in lightning discharges all over the night side of Earth, and a noticeable temperature change easily recorded by Weather Bureau instruments.
 
              So the guardship with its powerful sending apparatus had beamed Ganymede, hoping to penetrate the small planet's light Heaviside layer, and so stop the signals.
 
              The guardship appeared that evening. A blazing fire was their beacon. The long ship landed lightly directly in front of the Ganymede Hotel, and half a dozen officers swarmed out at once.
 
              They met the survivors, and after a hearty welcome, the chief officer turned at once to Stetson.
 
              "Good Lord, man, what was that thing you were using? The messages we have been getting from Luna for the last nine days have been one continuous howl for us to stop you. The first signals came through on a band so narrow that the meters couldn't measure its width, but they had such enormous power behind them that anything coming anywhere near your band simply gave up the ghost with loud wails. Even power lines that were somewhere nearly the right length were burning up in a blaze of glory. Your signal strength was estimated as fourteen billion kilowatts! How in the name of the Great Universe did you get that power? And how did you get it through the Heaviside layer. We couldn't even get it outside, your beam was so tight," asked the officer in wonder.
 
              "Sorry I used so much power—I had no idea of its magnitude. You see, I just tapped the Sun, and turned loose its static producing energies on old Earth. My signals were static really, but carefully tuned static. I—"
 
              "Tapped the Sun!" cried the officer in amazement. "Lord, I thought you had a few million dollars' worth of ideas to get through the Heaviside layer—but tapping the Sun for power!"
 
              "Officer," interrupted Parker, waddling up, "as an Interplanetary Patrol Officer, I demand that you arrest this man."
 
              The officer, as a scientist and a space navigator, was much more in sympathy with the man who could make the Sun itself do his bidding than with the millionaire. "Why? What charge?" he demanded.
 
              "Eh—er—Extortion!" said Parker with# a grunt of satisfaction.
 
              Chief Officer Talbot turned to Stetson who was smiling broadly.
 
              "You see, Officer, I was running a hotel here for a while and my rates were a bit high to suit this man. But I didn't compel him to stay here, he was at liberty to move out." Chief Officer Talbot looked at the "Hotel," and began to understand.
 
              "Hmm—how high?"
 
              "He charged us a total of two hundred and ten thousand dollars for one month in that, and for sending that message," replied Parker, with a quivering rage. Reading was standing to one side looking on with a quizzical frown. He liked Stetson's grin.
 
-
 
              "Well, to tell you the truth, Mr. Parker, there's nobody else in the System who could have sent that message for any amount of money, so I really think that alone was worth it—if you wanted to go back. And if, as he says, you were free to leave—"
 
              "Free to leave! Free to leave—and stay out in the cold and wet—and not have anything to eat?" snorted Parker.
 
              "Well—there are no laws regulating hotel rates here that I know of—"
 
              "Parker, come on. Let's go back and fight where we have some courts to light in," suggested Reading, climbing into the ship.
 
              The invaluable apparatus was carefully stored in the ship, and they started back. The fast patrol ship made the five hundred million miles in something under fifteen days. The atmosphere aboard was a bit strained. Parker was still trying to have Stetson arrested. As yet he hadn't found a charge that would stick. Reading was just sitting back and watching the progress of events. He was beginning to wonder about the possibilities of getting Stetson to sell him the patents on his apparatus.
 
              They landed in Los Angeles. Quite a crowd had gathered, mainly scientific men, for the news of Stetson's discovery, forwarded from the patrol ship's powerful beam transmitter, had done more, and had been more thoroughly broadcast than even Stetson's messages.
 
              The four men descended first. Parker waddled down with immense dignity. Reading came down the gangway with a firm step, anxiously glancing about for Joan. Joan was there. She broke through and ran toward the gangway with an expression of relieved happiness on her face—and passed her father with a little touch to fall into Stetson's arms.
 
              Stetson and Joan were all alone. There were just two pairs of eyes, and two pairs of arms, and two young bodies in all the world. Finally Duke came to.
 
              John Russel Reading was standing with feet firmly planted, and a quite indescribably mixed expression on his face. It was largely composed of amazement and suppressed amusement.
 
              "Joan," he grated out. Joan snapped around, still holding onto Duke quite firmly. "Let go of him and tell me who he is."
 
              "Ohhh—don't you know? He's Duke Stetson," she said with a look of surprise, pride and quite obvious possession. "An' he's mine!" she added with a look of defiance. John Russel Reading was just daddy to Joan, and his air of displeasure didn't bother her in the least.
 
              "And I guess he's got that two hundred thousand now!"
 
              "He most certainly has, and I know who he is. He's a highway robber, a holdup, the meanest specimen of—"
 
              "Dad! He isn't. He's—"
 
              "He's thinking it's time we went somewhere else to hold the family fight that seems to be brewing," interrupted Stetson, glancing about at a battery of televisor machines going full blast.
 
              They went, in Joan's plane, the people thought. They actually slipped out, and wound up in the Reading place quite soon after.
 
              "Now," said Joan decisively, "what do you mean by calling him all those names?"
 
              With the labored patience of one who seems at the bursting point, old Reading explained what had happened at the Hotel Ganymede.
 
              Joan laughed uproariously when he was through. "Oh—he put it over on old Dad! You can't call him names, he just beat you at your own game—and got the two hundred thousand you told him to. Ohhhh!"
 
              "And since I have the two hundred thousand, I wonder if you still think that possession of dollars is a proof of good character and ability?" asked Stetson quietly, little torn pieces of paper raining down from his hands. The notes were quite permanently gone.
 
              "Hmmm—teaching the old man a lesson, eh? Well—you did with a vengeance. You taught him a lot of other things. I said that two hundred thousand because I wanted to have a chance to find out something about you, before you married my Joan. I thought it might hold you up for a while, instead it seems I was held up," added Reading ruefully.
 
              "There's something I want to ask you. Are the patents on that device for sale?"
 
              "They are—but you can't pay for them. Somebody else has to help you," replied Stetson.
 
              "Huh. Now what kind of a holdup?" demanded Reading sharply.
 
              "Oh, you've got to give me your daughter, and she has to say yes," grinned Stetson.
 
 
 
The End
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