The Sun Came Up Last Night!

by James E. Gunn (as by Edwin James)

* Feature Novel Of Strange Menace ¢
There was a new sun in the sky, and there’ d be a new Earth soon—a nice clean Earth free of
life—unless a shield from the radiations could be devised. And the technicians who could make
such a shield were in hiding!
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Notes

THE DRUNK wasin hismelow stage. He was muittering happily to himsdlf. Sean leaned allittle
closer.

“ The sun was shining on the sea:

Shining with all his might”

Sean’ ssmilewas alittle rueful. 1t was nice that someone was happy. The drunk was a short, pudgy
man dressed in alight spring suit. He wasleaning over therailing of the pier, watching the wavesrall in.

" He did his very best to make
The billows smooth and bright.”

The drunk’ s atire and activities would not have been particularly noteworthy had it not been for two
otherwise ordinary facts: it was midnight in New Y ork, midnight of February 16.

“ And that was odd because it was—

The middle of the night.”

Thedrunk finished his quotation with achortle. He turned to Sean. “Have adrink,” he said, offering a
fifth of bourbon very gravely.

Asgravely Sean took it. Herolled the drink around his mouth and let it dide gently down histhroat.
He fdt better. It was good bourbon.

“Somebody oncetold me,” the drunk said with a studied seriousness, “that nothing isimpossible. Is
thet right?’

Sean dlowed himsdlf to be drawn into conversation. “ Given enough time anything can happen,” he
sad, “and usudly does.”

“Just like the monkey and the typewriter,” the drunk added ponderoudy. “It’ sall ameatter of



probabilities”

Sean cast aquick glance at the blazing disc overhead. Probabilities or fantasy? Sean wasn't sure he
wouldn’t wake up soon.

“I have awonderful idea,” the drunk said happily. His voice sank to aconfidential tone and he
glanced suspicioudy around the pier. “Let’ s organize acompany. We Il cdl it * Possibilities Unlimited'.
We |l makemillions”

“Hm-m-m,” Sean said. “We d need adogan. What about * We Do Anything’ 7’

“Fine, fine” the drunk exclaimed.

“Or ‘ Want Something?—There’s No Time Like Infinity.””

The drunk tilted the bottle back and swalowed noisily. “Wunnerful! Wunnerful!” he sputtered.

Sean smiled wryly and arched his cigarette into the sea. Infinity wasn't available. There was only now.
And now there wastrouble. The fantastic had only too ordinary consegquences; it was going to be hard to
livewith.

Now—there was Ed and the Globe. Life asusua in spite of the fantastic. If possible. And he had
dallied too long.

Thedrunk sidled up to him. “There might be something done about that thing,” he said, jerking his
thumb upward.

Sean glanced up again. “What?’ he said.

The purring of amotor sounded behind them. Sean half turned and saw along, dark car which had
driven up to the head of the pier. A white blur of aface was visble a one of the windows.

“Ah, hereyou are, Willie,” some one said from the car. “We thought we d never find you.”

So the drunk’ s name was Willie. Sean glanced a him. The drunk was shaking. His eyeswere
frightened—Sean had never seen such frightened eyes, even those of prisoners of war who knew they
weregoing to die.

“Comedong, Willie” thevoice said. “And bring your friend with you.”
The drunk turned to Sean and gasped out one word. “ Peterson.”

Then he had dipped over therail into the water. Sean stared down in amazement. The man had sunk
like astone. Sean dtarted to dive after him. As hisfeet left the pier something whispered and plucked at
his coet tail. A moment later something twisted hisfoot.

Then he was in the water going deeper and deeper. There was nothing. The pudgy man was gone.
Sean came up for air under the shadow of the pier. Heraised hisfoot and fingered his shoe. The hedl
was gone, wrenched off. Hefdt hiscoat tall. Therewasanedt little holeinit.

Sean suddenly felt cold. Someone had shot at him. Someone had wanted to kill him Why?
He swam deeper into the shadow of the pier.

SEAN STARED up at the big Sign acrossthe front of the towering building. The New York Globe, it
sad. Always first with the most.



What did Ed want? Sean O’ Shaughnessy had been there first with the most once too often.

Somewhere, distantly, awoman screamed and a man shouted. Sean threw himsalf forward
inginctively. He was hafway through the revolving door when there was an impact behind him, atortured
screech of metal, awhine of tires, and an accelerated motor. Then there was quiet.

Slowly, cautioudy, Sean went back through the door to the outside. A crowd was gathering. Some of
them were staring at black marks on the sidewalk or paint on the building and some were gazing down
the street.

“That driver must have been drunk,” some woman said indignantly.

Sean walked over to the paint mark on the building. It was dark, aimost black. He turned quickly and
went back inside.

The newsroom was crowded, asit was after every local catastrophe. Even in the midst of death and
destruction, the American newspaper reader wanted to know how everybody €l se was suffering. Only
thiswas’t death and destruction—yet.

The reporters, pounding away at their typewriters, turned to shout greetings at Sean as he threaded
hisway downtheade.

“Hey, boy! Come back to get alock of the old man’shair?’

“You'retoo late. Hejust tore out the last one.”

“Hey, Sean! Ed findly admit he couldn’t run the paper without you?’

“He' sbeen going mad ever snceyou left.”

“Hey, See-an! A touch of sunstroke?’

“It’s pronounced Shawn, you Irish bum,” said Sean. “ Casey—you' re adisgrace to the auld sod.”
But he patted the red curlsthat framed the lovely Irish face.

“Y our hand’ strembling,” she said in surprise.

Herased it and eyed it asif it were some strange specimen. “Why soit isl”

He moved between the rows of clattering teletypes and stopped before the door of the
glass-enclosed office. The sign on the door said Edwin Stanton—Managing Editor, and beyond that
was Ed’ s shining head bent over a desk cluttered with papers. Sean opened the door and Ed'sface
came up a the sound of the newsroom.

“Comein, Sean,” he said. “And close that door.”

SEAN SHUT the door behind him and took a chair in front of the desk. Ed fiddled nervoudy with a
|etter opener, but Sean sat quietly, not saying anything. He wasn't going to make it any easer. Finaly Ed
cleared histhroat.

“We need you, Sean,” he said quickly. “We need every good newspaperman. Thisisacrisisand the
newspapers are going to have to bear alot of the weight of it. We want you to come back.”

“What about Morris?’ asked Sean, gently.
“Morrisbe hanged,” Ed said irritably. “Thisisbigger than Morris, more important even than the



Globe.”
Sean whistled softly. Always before it had been the Globe first and the rest of the world second.

“I' know—I know,” Ed snapped. “Anyway, Morrisis going to be too busy to worry about Columnist
Sean O’ Shaughnessy and whether the Globe hasfired him as requested.”

“He sgot alot of money,” Sean said.

“Rubitin,” Ed sghed. “Alsoit’smostly tied up in cod. He Il havelotsto think about; people aren’t
going to want much cod thiswinter.”

“Nor next ummer.”

Ed gave him ashrewd glance. “No,” he said. “They won't. They won't want much of anything.
Except maybe a hunk of the North Pole. That’ swhat | mean—we re going to need you.”

Sean sighed. “A ot of things have happened to metoday, Ed. | get fired; | see the sun go down and
come up againin the East afew minutes later. | see adrunk drown himsalf; somebody takes a couple of
shotsat me; | dmost get run over. And now you want me to come back to work.”

“Wedl?' Ed asked.
“For one, brief, delirious moment | thought | was out of thisbusiness.”

Ed relaxed. “All right, listen. About 6 p.m., our time, the moon was overhead in England, and
observers saw what appeared to be a bright flash behind the moon. That faded. At 6:01 the moon
appeared to grow ahdo. Thisgot brighter until, at 6:02, arim of fire appeared around the edge. At
6:03—7

He pointed out the window at the flaming disc that had been the moon. “It’ s pouring out enough hest
to raise the temperature in New Y ork 40 degreesin afew hours.”

Sean began to whistleatune. It was It’s June in January. Ed' sface got red. “It' snot funny.”

“I know,” Sean said, breaking off. “Wait till the sun and moon come up together. Wait till summer.”
“That’ swhy | telephoned you to come back,” Ed said somberly.

“What am | supposed to do,” Sean said, “organize abucket brigade?’

“There |l be better men than you or | trying to do that,” Ed began dowly. “Right now thisisa
novelty—and arather pleasant one. Y ou walk into your house and it swinter, below freezing. Y ou wak
out and it'sabalmy spring. But what we' re worried about is the people when they find out the real
consequences.”

“Who's*we'?’ Sean asked, his eyes narrowing.

“An hour ago | had acdl from Washington. All disseminators of public information are being
organized. Nothing gets out that isn't in the public interest.”

“And who decidesthat?’

“We do—fallowing the lineslaid down in Washington. They’ Il betoo busy with other things.”

“I imagine” Sean said drily. “What istheir decison on what isfit to print?’

“We can't tell the public everything a once. If they knew dl the possible consegquences, there would



beriotsand atotal collgpse of morality and government. They must be conditioned to theideadowly.
No adarming statements or predictions; reassurances, if necessary, and dow and subtle but steady
information on the conditions they will haveto face”

“| see” Sean said. “And that’smy job, | presume.”

“I"'m assigning you to features,” Ed said. “ Anything connected with the moon and its new condition.
Keep enough news flowing to satisfy the demand but not enough to alarm. Keep it light, if you can, but
dipinafact here and there. Nothing scary.”

“In other words,” said Sean, “do a propagandajob on the moon. Make the public think it's as good,
if not better, than the old one.”

“That'sright,” Ed said. “But it snot for profit, thistime. It sfor surviva.”

“I know,” Sean said, and he stared out the window at the white-hot disc of the moon. Hisface was
strained and pae, and hisvoice waslow. “Don’'t count on me too much, Ed. I’'m scared.”

THE TELETY PES were pounding away madly, threatening to shake themsalves from their
foundations. Sean watched them for afew minutes, scanning the information that streamed from the
machines. Then he ripped off afew items, walked to hisdesk, and lit acigarette.

He arranged the sheets of yellow paper in aneat pile and read them through carefully. They were
comprehensive. And most of theinformation was confidentia.

How to tell it was the problem. How to tell enough but not too much. How to explain it satisfactorily
without telling the truth. Sean took out several sheets of copy paper and began to write down the
essentid facts. He had to have them dl in hand before he could fabricate successfully.

An atomic explosion on the hidden side of the moon set up a chain reaction which converted
the entire mass of the moon into a gaseous, burning sphere of exploding atoms, much like the sun.
The heat given off by the moon is much less than that of the sun but that is partially
counter balanced by its nearness.

So much for the facts that were known. The rest was conjecture, but it was guesswork by men who
were qualified to guess.

It was a natural occurrence. It was started by the bringing together of a large quantity of
fissionable material, of which thereis practically none refined by nature. Whether it was
deliberate or not is another matter.

There were three explanations offered.

The explosion was set off by: (1) inhabitants of the hidden side of the moon—an accident; (2)
an earth nation which had mastered space flight; either deliberately, by rocket, or accidentally,
through the explosion of an atomic factory; or (3) extra-terrestrial forces bent on destroying
earth.

Of the three, Sean liked the second best. There would be only too many reasons to establish a secret
colony and factory on the moon. It could not be deliberate—any earth nation would be in the same boat
with the rest of the world. And the other two possibilities were too farfetched.

The effects predicted were frightening.

The temperature range in the temper ate regions would be from 60 degrees in the winter to 130



in the summer. The tropics would be unbearable, and the semi-arctic would be similar to the
tropics before the change.

Sean smiled grimly. Therewould be abig rush north.

Another aspect, allied to the climatic changes, would be the increasing frequency of high
intensity storms, tornadoes, hurricanes, etc. Those who live near water would have the heat
tempered for them, but they would be in greater danger from inclement weather.

There were, of course, afew compensations.

Man’'s store of available energy was greatly increased. Practically all the energy used by man,
atomic energy excluded, comes to him through the radiation of the sun. Plant life convertsit into
fuel, it makes the winds blow, it lifts he waters from the sea and carries them to the mountains.
The moon would intensify that action.

Those high winds and torrentia rains might be energy in the raw, Sean thought wryly, but it was rather
an uncomfortable method of getting it He glanced at some of the news reports. They ranged from the
tragic to comic relief.

Fifty heat deaths bel ow the equator when the temperature zoomed to 120. It was summer there.
The birds were flying north. Danger of large-scale floods with the spring thaw coming all at once.
Spring crops coming up.

Maybe they would have phenomend resultsif the sorms didn’t beet them down or they didn’t wither
in the heat. They would need agood crop.

Largeincrease in static on AM sets—generally poor reception.
Thereweren't many AM sets|eft; that wouldn't bother anyone.
Some mysterious radio signals.

That would be good to take the people’ s minds off their troubles.

Sean stuck a sheet of copy paper in histypewriter and started beating away at hisstory. It was hard
not to put in al the facts. He stedled himsdlf. The reason could go in, but not the explanations. The
innocuous predictions, but not the dire ones. The newsitems—yes, they would have to be included.

FINALLY it wasfinished. Sean got up wearily, collected the sheets, and took themin to Ed. The
managing editor looked through the story quickly. “Good enough,” he said. * Y ou’' ve got theidea. Only,
those mysterious radio signas may not be as funny as you think. Washington has atop cryptographer
working on them.”

Sean shrugged. Ed reached into his desk, pulled out asmall card, and tossed it toward the reporter.
Sean picked it up and glanced at it. He looked quickly at Ed.

“Y ou're now an agent of the government,” Ed said softly. “Remember that.”
Sean frowned. “Why?’

“Every person in aresponsble position has one of those now,” Ed said grimly. *Y ou may be caled
onto give help at any time, to quell ariot, spike arumor, or keep your teeth clamped shut on the truth.
You'll need that card. Without it, nosy questioners or people who want to get into strange placeswon’t
be looked on kindly.”



Sean nodded, and tucked the card away.
“Wherewill you be,” Ed asked, “if | want to get in touch with you in the next hour or 0?7’

“For the next haf hour,” Sean said wryly, “at the nearest bar. After that, at the University. Professor
Lyons. | need somefirg-hand information.”

He walked into the newsroom, glanced down the row of desks, and hesitated. Finaly, he shrugged
and walked down theaide. “Casey,” he said. “How would you like to join mein adrink?’

She looked up quickly. “ Areyou trying to leed meinto evil ways?’
“Nothing could be farther from my thoughts,” Sean said easly.

“In that case, there’ snot much point in accepting,” she said. She got up, standing dim and desirable
beside him. “But | can aways hope you' Il change your mind.”

SEAN GLANCED around warily asthey left the building, but the Streets were dmost deserted. It
wasjust before dawn; the bright moon had gone down. It should have been dark, but there was a sort of
twilight instead.

The few people on the street looked hot and uncomfortable as they walked aong. They seemed
irritable, and perhaps it was not dl due to the heat. Then adark cloud began to come up quickly, and
people cast quick glancesat it and scurried for their destinations.

“I fed sorry for them,” Pat said.
“Why them, especidly?’

“I mean dl of them, knowing something strange has turned their world upside-down, not knowing
what it may do them, findly. And yet they keep on with their everyday work and life, sure, fundamentally,
that man will find away to survivethiscrissashe hasal the rest. There' s something redlly great about
them.”

“Great?’ Sean questioned.

“Yes” Pat said vigoroudy. “For amost any one of these brave, foolish, quixotic people, if put to the
find test, would sacrifice himsdlf for the future of hisfamily, his country, or hisrace. In the massthey may
be swayed to terrible things, but individually they’ re great.”

“What about us,” Sean asked, “who know what the future may bring?’

She glanced at him. “We're different, she said. "We're cynical; we' ve been observing and reporting
their doings so long that peoplein the mass or individudly are only ciphers.”

Sean laughed. “ Except you, Casey. You're no cipher. Your figure is much better than that.”

They dodged into the bar just ahead of thefirst huge splatters of rain. They were soon seated in the
secluded side booth which was the favorite of the Globe' s reporters.

“I'm not sure,” said Sean, soberly, “that the greatest loss in the moon transformation will not beits
romantic influence.” A smile crossed hislips. “What will you do now, Casey, when thereisno moon to
Sigh benesth?’



Shelaughed. “You'reasnaive asdl men, O’ Shaughnessy. It' s you who made the moon asymbol of
romance; we only used it. It's the men who sighed and dreamed, women schemed.”

“That sounds very cold and caculating.”

“It was,” she said. “ The moon was a cold, chaste, unresponsive goddess, and that’ s why you wanted
her—and us. Oh, occasionaly, | admit, we got swept away by our own propaganda—but, generaly
gpeaking, we kept our heads.”

“Hm-m-m,” Sean murmured. “The things you never know until too late.”

“It’ sthe women who have to keep the world running properly,” Peat said. “If it were left to the men,
they’ d ways be running off on some wild crusade or hare-brained scheme and never get down to the
practical fundamentas of life, like hard work and getting married and raising children.”

“Oh, | imaginewe d get around to it intime,” Sean smiled.

“| doubt it,” said Pat, serioudy. “ Y ou' d rather have the world unsettled and adventurous. Women are
the custodians of life; they have to see that everything is safe and sensible and secure, that theworld isa
proper placeto settle down in and raise afamily.”

“Then | wasright,” said Sean, “when | said theloss of the moon’ s romantic influence would be the
greatest tragedy, dthough | didn’t know | was being so serious.”

“Oh, itisn't so serious” Pat said lightly. “I1t was only ahandy device. Women have ahundred other
weapons in the battle for the preservation of the race. We Il think of something else; we' re eternaly
resourceful when it comesto catching aman and making him into ahusband and father.”

SEAN HALF rose from hisbench and leaned over thetable. “Likethis?’ he said, and kissed her
lightly.

Before he could draw back, Pat caught him by the shoulders. “No—likethis,” she said, and, placing
her soft lipsfirmly againg his, held them there for along moment.

Sean sank back. “1 see what you mean,” he said, breathlesdly.

They were dlent. Findly Peat broke the spdll. “ Sean,” she said, “why do you cal me* Casey’ ? Why
don't you cdl me‘Pat’ like everybody else?’

Hissmilewasalittle crooked. “Men have to have their defenses”
“Agang me?’ sheamiled.

“Maybeit’ sbecause I'm afraid,” Sean said.

“Of mel” sheexclamed.

“Of everything.”

Shelaughed. “Oh, no! Not the great O’ Shaughnessy, reporter-hero of athousand floods, fires, wars,
catastrophes. Afraid!”

Histonewas deadly serious. “I’m afraud,” he said. “I’ ve dways been afraid. That’swhy I’ ve done
thethings | have—to try to live down that feding indde that keepsteling me |’ m worthless. Before, it
wasn't S0 bad; the dangers were impersonal. But now someoneistrying to kill me.”



“Why?" she gagped.

“I don’'t know,” he said miserably. He didn’t meet her eyes. “1 wanted you to know what kind of
person | am. I’verun before; | may run again. And I’ll end up hating myself and everybody else.”

Her eyeswere on hisface. There was pity in them and understanding and—something else. But his
gaze was gtill focussed on adark corner of the bar. “We'redl afraid,” shesaid lightly.

He raised his glass and moodily took adrink. A moment later he spat it out on the floor and reached
across the table to knock her glass out of her hands and away from her lips.

Shewas hdf-dartled, hdf-angry. “Wasthat supposed to be funny?’
“Cyanidel” hesaid.

There had been no disturbances yet. The sun—thered sun, thistime—had come up, leaving only a
brief, cooler period between the two long stretches of day.

It would take along time to accustom onesdlf to this, Sean thought, as he walked into the building
from the campus, out of the hest.

A uniformed policeman stopped him. “Where you goin’, buddy?’ he asked, asif he knew the answer
anddidn'tlikeit.

“Professor Lyons,” Sean said. “Interview for the Globe’

The policeman shook his head. “No dice, buddy; come back next week.”
“What' s happened here?’ Sean asked, alarmed. “Why are the police here?’
“No questions, buddy,” the cop said sharply. “Move aong.”

Sean opened his mouth and shut it again. He was about to back awvay when he thought of the card Ed
had given him. “ Does this mean anything to you?’

The cop took agood look at it and grumbled. “Why didn’t you say so?’ he said sourly. “ Go ahead.”

SEAN WALKED down the hal. When he glanced back, the officer was standing implacable before
another vigitor. Sean turned it over in hismind afew times before he knocked at the office door.

“Comein,” avoicecdled.

Sean opened the door and walked in. Three men were grouped around adesk at the rear of the
office. One of them was Professor Lyons; the other two he didn’t know.

“Ah, O’ Shaughnessy,” Lyons said. 1 was expecting you to show up soon. | didn’t think you' d let the
uniform at the front door stop you.”

Sean flipped his card a them. “I’m amember of the fraternity.”

Lyonsglanced at it and tossed it back. “ O’ Shaughnessy of the Globe, Professors Davis and Stewart,
physics and astronomy, respectively.”

They nodded their greetings.



“I'm afrad thereisn’t much we can tdll you,” Lyonssaid.

“I canthink of alot of things,” Sean said drily; “ suppose we start with what the cop isdoing at the
door.”

They glanced at each other. “It ssemsthe publicisn’t to find out the scientific explanation for the
moon’s peculiar ate,” Lyonssaid. “The officer is ostengbly there to keep us from being molested, but
we more than half suspect that heis aso posted to keep us from talking to any but authorized personnel.”

“Even though we have been enlisted, asyou have,” said Stewart, “in the forces of the government.”

“Apparently,” added Lyons, with consciousirony, “scientists are not considered too trustworthy
when it comesto secret information.”

“That must have disrupted your classes,” said Sean.

“Quitetrue,” Lyonssaid. “But they would have been broken up in any case; our students have been
organized into atemporary auxiliary force of police for kegping the peace.”

“I see” said Sean, leaning toward them. “What | want to know is: can man survive this change?’

“I'm afraid we can't answer that question, or any more questions,” Davis brokein coldly. “We have
been ingtructed to confide in no one; | intend to see that we obey those ingtructions.”

“Professor Davigl” Lyons exclaimed. “We weretold to talk to no one except authorized persons.
Sean isobvioudy authorized. And I’'m sure nothing will get through to the public that shouldn’t.”

“If I'm to do an efficient job of giving the public whét they should have, I'll haveto know thered
answers” Seansad firmly.

“I intend to register my protest, nevertheess,” Davissad; “1 adviseagaingt it.”

“The answer to your question, Sean,” Lyons said, “is maybe. Not dl, probably, but undoubtedly
some will continue to exist. With superhuman efforts, perhaps amgority could survive—under different
conditions, of course.”

“What do you mean,” Sean asked quickly, ** superhuman efforts and different conditions 7’

“Thefirst step would be to harness as much of the added energy as possible—by building huge
windmills, increasing our hydo-electric capacity, and so forth. Then the cities would have to be protected
from the e ements—by going underground or being roofed.”

“Of thetwo,” put in Stewart, “we consder the roofing the more practica and desirable.”

“Extensgive hydroponic farms must be started,” Lyons continued, “to supply food until it is seen
whether our present plants can survive the changed environment and the elements or we can develop
new varieties”

“Isthat program possible?’ Sean asked.

“Possible?—yes” said Lyons. “On asmall scae, probable. But whether it can be or will be done
extengvey isuncertain. Thefina decison, of course, isup to Washington. All we can doissuggest.”

“Arethere any chances of doing something about the moon?’
Stewart smiled grimly.
“Y ou might aswell try to put out the sun.”



SEAN SUDDENLY naticed that their voices had been pitched well above norma for severd
minutes. Listening, he heard the reason. There was astrong whine and whistle in the background. He
looked out the window, the othersfollowing his gaze. The trees outside were whipping wildly.

“That’ sthefirg of thebigwinds” Lyonssaid.

It was an ingstent, irritating sound. No matter how far pushed into the back of the mind, it was never
completely forgotten.

“Sothat’sit, then,” said Sean; “the surviva of thefittest again.”

“Unlesswe can work together far better than we have before,” said Stewart, “it will mean fairly
complete destruction.”

“Unless—" Lyons began, and bit hislip.

“Unlesswhat?" Sean urged.

“If Peterson’s Colony could be persuaded to—"

“Professor Lyons!” Davis commanded coldly.

“But Davigl” Lyons protested nervoudly.

“Never!” Davissad in biting tones.

“| supposeyou'reright,” Lyons said weakly and turned back to his desk.

An uneasy silence fell upon them, a silence threaded with the eager, ravenous whine from beyond the
window. Sean glanced casudly at the two men, but his mind was racing. What meaning did that scene
have, if any? That was the second time he had heard the name * Peterson.”

Sean was about to take hisleave when the telephone rang. Stewart answered it and handed it to the
reporter.

He listened for amoment and began scribbling on a piece of copy paper. Finadly he put the phone
down gently.

“A Navy cryptographer,” Sean said dowly, “has deciphered a message apparently from outer space
on aline, roughly, with the congtellation Orion. This, supposedly, iswhat the message said:

To the government (or governments) of earth and to its people—We, the race of Karth, from
the sun of Dilr, have initiated a chain reaction on your satellite as thefirst step in our conquest of
your planet. We have powers beyond your imaginings. If you obey us you will not be hurt and will
be afforded the blessings and comforts of the Karth rule. If you do not, we will force your flaming
satellite fromits orbit and cause it to approach your planet until it breaks apart and showers you
with its disintegrating matter. These are our instructions: all weapons, no matter how small or
large, will be collected and deposited at one spot, where they will be destroyed. At a time which
will be set later representatives of the gover nment—or gover nments) will meet with the
occupying ship to surrender the planet. If you agree to these conditions, set off a large explosion
on the desert to the south of your largest inland sea when the constellation which is shaped like a
square with a line acrossit is directly overhead. We will give you thirty revolutions of your
satellite to consider this. After that it will be too late.



Lyonslicked hislipsnervoudy. “It'sajoke,” he said. “ Someone strying to pull apractical joke. Not
avery funny oneether.”

“How could they decipher something like that?” Stewart objected.

“It wasin Morse code,” Sean said. “ Slightly garbled, asif someone had picked up the snatches which
had passed through the Heaviside layer and pieced out the language from that.”

“It must betrue,” Davis said harshly; “no one on earth has the knowledge or the ability or the power
to start a chain reaction on the moon. We should have known that.”

“What are we going to do?’ Lyons asked, helplesdy.
“Giveup, of course” Davis said; “we can't fight that kind of power.”
“I'm afraid you'reright,” Sean said, getting up to leave.

Lyonswalked toward him and clasped his hand firmly. “ Come around any time, Sean. | imaginewe |l
be pretty londy for awhile. Unlessthey cdl off our bodyguard.”

“I'll do that,” said Sean, repressing astart of surprise.

He exchanged pleasantries with the others and walked away swiftly, not stopping until he was cut off
from sight of the office by abend in the corridor.

Then he carefully unfolded the dip of paper Lyons had pushed into hishand.
Find out, it read, where major inventions of 1950-60 came from! Last hope.

Sean set amatch to it, watched it burn, and ground the ashes under his hedl.

Outs de the wind was howling.

IT WASA hard pull to get the door open against the sweep of the wind. Sean ducked quickly inside
the lobby and straightened his coat and hair. He stopped at the desk to look for mail. The clerk looked
up as Sean saw his box was empty. “Oh, Mr. O’ Shaughnessy,” he said. “ There was a man here looking
for you.

Sean forced himsdlf to be cam. “What did helook like?’
“Sort of tal and thin with gray hair. Hewouldn't leave hisname.”

The description didn’t fit anyone Sean knew. He nodded and started to walk away. The clerk called
him back.

“Heleft apackage for you—the man | wastaking about. It wouldn't fit in your box.”

The clerk hauled it out and set it down on the desk. It was a square package about fiveincheson a
Sde. Sean stared at it dully.

“It has your name on it, but no return address,” the clerk said.



Sean picked it up gingerly and walked to the elevator. He got off at the fifth floor and walked to his
room fumbling for his key. When he wasinside he placed the package on atable and looked at it.

The package was innocuous enough, wrapped in brown paper and tied with white string. But there
was no reason for anyone to leave a package for him. Except—!

A cold feding of fear welled up in him, choking him. When helit a cigarette his hands were trembling.
They were after him. Four times within less than twenty-four hours. Two bullets. A car. Poison. And now
this. There was no doubt in his mind what the package was.

Why?Why did he have to die? What had he done; what had he seen; what did he know? Therewas
thelittle drunk whose name was Willie who had been afraid to go on living. And Professor Lyonswho
was afraid, too. And oneword: “ Peterson.” Did someone want him dead because he had heard that
name? Or because he might have heard more?

They won't get me, hethought savagely. | won't sit here and be a target. Let them find me if
they want me.

Panic seized him. He ran into the bathroom and filled the bathtub with water. He picked the package
up, dmost dropping it in hishaste, and dipped it gently under the water.

SEAN WENT back in the bedroom and threw afew clothesinto asmall bag. He dipped out of the
hotel the back way, glancing around carefully to make sure no one saw him. A cab waswaiting at the
head of the dley.

“Whereto?’ the cabby asked.
“Jugt drive around,” Sean said shakily.

He watched out the back window for fifteen minutes. No one was following him. He could swear to
it. But there was no use taking any chances.

Sean tossed a couple of bills onto the front seat and dipped out at acorner drugstore. He made two
cdlls, oneto the police, the other to Pennsylvania station.

He watched the street from the front of the store for severa minutes. Then he stepped out and hailed
another cab. “Penn station”, he said.

When he entered, atal, thin man with gray hair was watching one of the doors. Sean dodged into one
of the stores, hoping that he hadn’t been seen. He watched the man closely. There was no doubt about it;
the man waswaiting for him.

How did they know, he thought in anguish. They couldn’t have known. It must be a guess.

And then thetall, thin man with gray hair stepped forward to greet a middle-aged woman coming
through the door.

Sean felt himsalf go weak insde. A moment later he cursed himsdlf for being afool and acoward. He
stepped out of the store and walked to the reservation window.

“Hereyou are, sr,” the clerk said. “ One for—"
“Thank you,” Sean said loudly.

The clerk looked a him curioudy. Sean waked dowly away, glancing around with apparently casua
interest but scanning each face for recognition. He lounged near the stairsto thetrainsand lit acigarette;



he hadn’t long to wait.

Sean repressed any signs of emotion when the attendant called histrain. The passengers went down,
chatting, carefree. Sean envied them and didn’t move. At the last moment he dashed down the sairsas
the conductor caled “ All aboard.” He swung up the steps just asthe train started to move.

Standing at the entrance, watching the platform, he was breathing asigh of relief when ashort, fat man
carrying alarge suitcase rushed into sight and boarded the train. The fat man pushed himself past Sean,
puffing, without asign of interest and moved into the car. Sean watched him through narrowed eyes.
Findly he shrugged.

But it was the short, fat man who bumped againgt him in the Chicago station. Sean just kept himsdlf
from going under the whedls of the train by aquick, twisting turn. When he regained his balance, the man
was gone.

Sean cursed and took even greater precautions. In Kansas City he dodged through taxicabs, stores,
and side streets for an hour before he arrived at the house of afriend. Even then he couldn’t deep,
tossing and turning in feverish thought and tortured doubts.

The burning roof of the house collgpsed just as he got out of it.

The motor of the airplane he caught at the Municipa Airport sputtered and died soon after it took off.
Luckily, it was able to glide back for adead stick landing.

Sean boarded another train. In Albugquerque he was red-eyed and shaky from loss of deep and little
food. He aimost collapsed when atruck backfired on anearby street. He crept, trembling, back onto the
tran.

Asthetrain rolled westward, there were no further attempts on hislife. Sean sat in his compartment
staring blindly out at the desert. Had they been attempts on hislife? Or mere unrelated accidents? He
was never to know. Had he lost them? Or were they trying to lull him into afalse sense of security?

He got up, locked the door, and threw himself down on the unmade bed. In afew minutes he was
adeep.

In San Francisco he bought agun and stopped running.

FROM HIS hotdl room, Sean put in acal to Washington, D.C. When he hung up he looked down at
thelist of names and addresses. It seemed very ordinary. A few of the names were familiar; most were
not. The addresses? Scattered over the face of the United States.

Sean scratched his nose reflectively with the tip of his pencil. Where was the mystery?

He picked up the telephone again and asked the operator for the phone of aMr. Joseph David
Carter at an addressthere in San Francisco. There was ashort wait and then a voice came through, thin
and querulous. “Helo? Hello?’ it said. The voice might have been that of aman or awoman.

“IsaMr. Joseph David Carter there?’ Sean asked.
“Who?’ asked the voice, stupidly.



“Joseph David Carter,” Sean repested.
“Oh, Carter! Heain't lived here for amost ten years.”
“Did heleave aforwarding address?’

An ear-splitting clap of thunder came over the wire. Sean smiled grimly. “Wait aminute,” said the
voice, crabbedly. “I'll see”

Sean waited for severd minutes. Finally he heard the clatter of the phone being picked up again. “ Just
apost office box number here,” the voice said. It gave the number.

“Thanks,” said Sean and jiggled the hook. The operator came back on.
“Give methe main post office,” Sean said.

After some trouble in getting the right person, Sean findly found an officid who could help him.
“Yes,” sadtheclerk, returning, “we have abox herefor Joseph Carter.”

“Thanks,” said Sean and started to hang up.

“If you get in touch with him, though,” said the clerk, “you might tel him he hasmail here.”
“Doesn’'t hecdl for it?

“There hasn't been any mail removed from the other side of that box for severa years.”

Sean hung up, scratched his head, and jotted down that apparently inconsequential piece of
information. He continued his search for others on thelist, running up a congderable phone bill. A few of
them hefound at the addresses given; but the mgority had vanished, leaving nothing behind but a San
Francisco post office box number.

So, mused Sean, and what significance has San Francisco that the inventors of the *50s should
vanish there, leaving only a box number astheir forwarding address? And none of the boxes had
been approached in years. Somewhere the clue to this curious behavior was hiding, waiting to explain

many things

But the two circling, fiery globeswouldn't wait. Every hour they created more havoc. And the public
was getting restless; any moment, panic might bresk through the tight bonds of secrecy and control. Sean
took a cab to a San Francisco newspaper office. From the managing editor, an acquaintance of severa
years, he got the permission he needed.

SEAN QUICKLY found hisway to the morgue. The superannuated reporter who handled thefiles
cast anervous, questioning look toward him from under straggly, white eyebrows.

It's even getting him, Sean thought. He feels it, too—the restlessness, the tension, the working
against time.

“ Anything you can find on aman named Peterson,” Sean said. “ And any reference to a colony of that
name. Twenty yearsor so ago, | think. Maybe more.”

The old man went slently about histask, thumbing through an index, referring to the cabinets that
lined the rooms. He tossed a bundle of clippings on the desk and went back to his searching.

Sean |eafed through them quickly. “Must be some other Peterson,” he said.



The old man grunted.

Finaly he returned with another envelope, this one covered with dust. “Thissays* Peterson’,” he said.
“Don’t know what'sin it. Must have been here before | took over.”

Sean began to scan the yellowed clippingsinsde. Gradudly his reading grew dower until he was
absorbing every word. An hour later helooked up and put the last clipping carefully aside. During that
hour the noise and voices outside had failed to penetrate his concentration. Now his eyes, strained by
trying to decipher faded printing on discolored paper, refused to focus for amoment.

Finally, the old man, seated at his desk, swam into view. He was gazing a him curioudy. “ The way
you been reading,” he said, “it might be your own obit.”

“No,” said Sean, dowly. “Maybe just the opposite. For everybody.”

Leaving careful ingtructionsto safeguard the clippings, Sean went back to his hotel room and put in
another cdl to Washington. While he was waiting for an answer to his question, he lay back on his bed.
His eyes stared at the celling, unseeing. Occasiondly hewould get up and pace restlessly or stare
impatiently at the telephone,

He was getting close.

WHEN THE cal findly came through, it was storming outside. Thunder cracked loudly, and hall
clatered in the streets and againgt the windows. At timesit was difficult to make out the answers of the
voice on the other end of theline.

“South Pacific?’ Sean said and again, “ South Pecific. Location?’ He scribbled on a sheet of paper.
“Let’shaveit once more. Dimensions? Out of the shipping and air lanes? Anything more known about
it?”

He thanked the voice from Washington and hung up. He sat down in achair and concentrated on his
notes. It wasfaling into place, dl the pieces forming a pattern of hope.

Sean wasrested. He felt better than he had for along time; he was through running. He till didn't
know why. He didn’t know alot of things, but he knew enough.

Heputinacal to New Y ork and got through dmost immediately. “Hello, Professor Lyons?’
“Yes,” said the voice at the other end of the line. It sounded tense and wary.

“Somebody esethere, eh?’ said Sean. “Pretend you ' retalking to arelative. Y our Aunt Harriet or
somebody.”

“Oh, hello, Aunt Julie. How are you?’
“I'll ask the questions,” said Sean. “You just say yes or no, right or wrong. Got it?’
“That’'sfing” Lyonssad.

“Theway I'vegotit figuredisthis” Sean said. “ A geneticist named Peterson tried to get public
acceptance for a scheme to improve the race by planned marriages, but he wasn't successful.”

“That'sgood,” said Lyons. “I’'m glad you' re feding better.”

Sean took a deep bresth and went on. The rest was conjecture. “ So he gathered together a group of
extrarintelligent people—scientists, men and women—bought an idand in the South Pacific, and settled



down to found a colony, the nucleus of an idedl society, hoping that it would spreed |ater.”
“That’'sright.”

“For thefirst few years they needed money to buy machinery, raw materias, and that sort of thing, so
they put out alot of inventions and collected the royaties. When they became independent of outside
resources, they stopped their efforts and withdrew from al contact with the outside world under a heavy
vell of secrecy.”

“Yes” Lyonssad, “that’ strue, Aunt Julie”

“A lot of scientists know about it, however, but they have been sworn to secrecy. They are very
much in sympathy with the experiment, fed that contact with the outside world would sully it, perhaps
destroy it, and would go to great lengthsto protect its secret.”

“l imagineyou' reright.”

“The colony,” Sean went on, “may have made grest scientific advances and may know what to do
about the moon and the ultimatum from the diens.”

“Yes” Lyonssad.

“But |eft done they may decide to take care of themsalves and let the rest of the world go, unlessthey
are convinced that it’ sto their best intereststo string dong with us.”

“I wouldn't be surprised,” said Lyons. Hisvoice sounded alittleworried. “I’ m rather busy, Aunt
Julie; | don't think we' d better talk much longer.”

“Just one more thing. Do you think it would be a good ideafor someone to go thereto try to make
them seethelight?’

“I think that would be afineidea,” Lyons said. “But don't bore anybody else with those old stories of
yours. Oh, yes. I’'m fine. | wouldn’t worry about the moon any more; | think it'sgoing to bedl right.
Good luck, Aunt Julie. Goodbye.”

The phone clicked. Sean st it down gently. He looked out the window where the huge hallstones
were beating down mercilesdy. As helooked the window cracked under the impact.

Sean felt determined. He wasn't afraid any more—at least not in the old way. Thiswas different. This
was't blind and unreasoning; this was acalm awareness of the difficulties and the odds—a sensible
thing. He could livewith it.

He cdled the airport and made arrangements for agroup of independent pilots to meet with him
within an hour at the port. He looked at the cracked window again. There would be that to contend with,
aswdl.

Sean went to his coat and got out the automatic. Carefully he gected dl the shells. Slowly he cleaned
the gun, ailed it, worked it back and forth to see that it moved easily. Hefilled the clip and dipped it into
the butt of the gun.

He got up and put on his coat. Picking up the gun, he placed it in aside pocket. The bulge was dmost
imperceptible. He put on his hat. He wouldn’t need anything else.

Sean looked around the room. His face seemed harder; his eyes, too, were harder. Therewasa
different air about him. He looked like aman it would be wise not to disagree with.

He opened the door and stepped out into the hall.



THE PILOTS milled around uncertainly in the smal room just off the airport. Outside, the wind blew
fiercely and huge hailstones clattered on the roof and bounced off the pavement.

“Ligten, migter,” one of them said findly. “It isn't we' re afraid, but any man’safool togo outin
wesether likethis”

“Of courseyou aren't afraid,” Sean said pleasantly. “I admit I'm afoal, but | want to know if there's
another fool here”

“Why can't you wait afew days, mister,” said another pilot. “Maybe the sorm will let up.”

“Maybeit won't, too,” Sean said. “1 want to go out as soon as possible, and I’ ve got the money to
pay for thetrip.”

“No one could have that much money,” muttered another.

“What are you afraid of 7’ Sean asked. “ The only thing you haveto loseisyour lives.”
“What about our ships?’

“I'll put up money to pay full insurance coverage on you and your ship.”

“What good will that do usif we re not around to collect it?” someone piped from the back of the
room.

“Let’slook at facts,” Sean sad. “Either you men are pilots or you aren’t. Thisweether isn't going to
let up; it swith usto stay. You havetofly init or get ajob digging ditches. The money you have sunk in
your planesisgoing to be atotd loss unless you use them—no one else will want them. I’'m giving you a
chance to make some money to replace that 10ss.”

“I'd rather dig ditchesin the ground than the ocean,” one pilot said.

“Yeah, migter,” another said. “If you wanted to go some place overland, I'd say ‘ swell—hop
aboard.” But this ocean stuff is suicide, now. Storms pop up out of nowhere, even if you can get off the
ground. Y ou might just aswell run into a hurricane or typhoon as not. No, sir, not for me.”

“Let metel you this, then,” Sean began. “I’m on important business—important for al of us,
important for the future of theworld. | wouldn’t risk my neck for anything less”

“What do you mean—important?’

“I can't tell you everything, but it has to do with the moon and its present condition. If I’'m successful,
it may bring the moon back to normal.”

“If it ssoimportant,” one of them said skepticaly, “why don’t you get the navy to fly you.”

“Therearereasons | can't explain why that isimpossible,” Sean said, pulling out hisbillfold. “I am,
however, an agent of the government.”

He pulled out the card Ed had given him. One of the pilots glanced &t it. “ That don't mean athing,” he
sad. “We'vedl got those”

“All right,” Sean said. “Isanybody willing to risk it?’



Theslencewassullen.

“Aren't there any men left around here?” Sean said desperately.

One of the pilots, abig manin hisflight jacket, stuck his nose closeto Sean’ sface.

“I don't take that from anybody,” he said savagdly.

“Why don’t you do something about it?” Sean said quietly. “Like flying mewhere | want to go.”

The man glared at him for amoment and spun on hished. “1 got afamily, migter,” hesad. “They
comefirg.”

THE REST GOT UP and dowly followed him. Finally the room was cleared except for Sean and an
average-sze blond fellow in ashabby leather jacket. He was grinning.

“Wadl,” Sean sad hitterly, “why don’t you follow your buddies?’

“Sorry, migter,” he said, tossing hiscurly hair. “1 didn’t want to make the other guysfed bad; I'll take
that job.”

“What' sthe matter,” Sean asked, “no family?’
“Nope,” hesaid, grinning. He got up and stretched. “All | got ismeand my plane; | just liketofly.”
“Amphibious?’

“Yep,” hesaid. “Range: ten-thousand miles, if we load her to thelimit. | had aserviceto the Idands
before the storms blew up. She' sa sweet ship.”

“I'll pay you five thousand dollarsfor thetrip, plusinsurance for you and your ship.”
“Just the ship, migter,” the pilot grinned. “I don’t want anybody happy if | don’t come back.”
“O.K.,” Sean said. Thefdlow’sgrin wasinfectious. “1’'m Sean—Sean Casey.”

“I"'m John Storm,” the pilot said and cocked an ear to the sound of the hail outside. “Well named,
eh?

Sean grinned. “May the better sormwin.”

Storm lit acigarette and drew in a deep puff of smoke. Releasing it dowly, he spoke through the
smoke. “When do we leave?’

“Assoon asthe ship isready.”
“That s pretty damn quick,” Storm said. “All we gottadois put alittle extragasin her. Let’'sgo.”

Sean hesitated for amoment. His scrupleswon out. 1t sonly fair that | tell you thismuch,” he said.
“WEe re heading for aspot I’'m not even sure exigts. If it does, | don’t know what we may be getting into.
Our chances are probably pretty dim of getting through the whole mess dive. Y ou can back out if you
want to.”

“Thanksfor telling me, Sean,” Storm said. “But I’ ve dways been crazy and thisis no timeto change.”
Sean’ sexpression lightened. “Let'sgo,” he said.

They spent afew minutesin alarge office of the main termina. Storm called the hangar to have them



service the ship, and they signed afew papers. On their way out of the room, Sean saw one of the typists
look up from her work. Her expression wasworried. “Leaving again, Johnny?’

“Keep alight inthewindow for me,” he said gayly.

“Y ou be careful now,” she demanded fiercely.

He grinned broadly and threw her akiss. “Sure will, Honey.”

Ancther pretty girl siopped them inthe hdl. “Johnny!” she said. “Y ou aren't flying today.”
“Suream, honey,” hesad. “Missme?’

“You'reafool, Johnny,” she said, but her eyes belied her words.

They stopped for clearance and the weather. “| can’t give you clearance in this stuff,” the officer said,
nodding at the window. “Y ou wouldn’t even get off thefield.”

“WEe | take our chances,” Sean said lightly.
“But wewon't,” the man said. “No ship takes off the airport in weather like this”
“The man said we' retaking off, Bill,” Storm said evenly. “1t’ sour risk and we re teking it.”

“Thisisimportant business,” Sean added. “We aren’t doing it for fun. But with or without clearance,
we retaking off; if you want any confirmation, call thisnumber in New Y ork.”

Sean handed him acard and they waked down the railing to the weather section. The girl got up
scanning a sheet she had just received. She was young and pretty. Sean turned his eyes away; he knew
what was going to happen.

“Weather clearing alittle west of here,” she read automatically. “May dacken herein spots. Dueto
unusud conditions prevailing lately no prediction is advance—. Johnny!”

She had raised her eyes from the sheet “Y ou aren’t going out in that!” she exclaimed.
“Sure am, honey.”

Heleaned over therailing and kissed her lightly on thelips. “Begood,” he said, and he and Sean
waked awvay.

THE HAIL dackened alittle and they made arun for the hangar. The ship was dready warmed and
waiting. They got in the huge plane, Sean sitting in the co-pilot’ s seat, and waited.

The hail had dmost stopped. Thefield should have been knee-deep inice but it melted rapidly inthe
sultry hest. It was raining now, hard, windswept rain. Storm looked at Sean questioningly. Sean jerked a
thumb toward the calling.

Storm revved the engines and pulled the ship out of the hangar. The rain hammered at it; the wind
rocked it. Storm sat amoment, feeling the plane s response. Then he nodded. “ She'll takeit,” heyelled,
abovethe engines.

Sean nodded. Storm taxied her to the runway facing into the wind. It tried to lift the plane from the
ground. The hall began fdling again, lightly. Storm pushed the throttle dowly toward open. Within two
hundred feet the plane was off the ground, jerking through the air with the guststhat caught at it.

Storm handled the controls casudly, dmost tenderly. Then the hail struck, hammering at the ship,



thundering to bresk through. The thick glass on Sean’s side cracked; the metal covering dented; and then
they were through. Only the wind and rain buffeted them.

Storm cursed alittle at the damage. Then he turned to Sean. “Where to?” heyelled.

Sean handed him adip showing the latitude and longitude. Storm pursed hislips asif he were
whigtling softly. Then helooked at Sean and grinned. “What are we waiting for?” he shouted, and headed
the ship out over the ocean.

It was hot below the equator, sizzling, and the cabin was not refrigerated. Here it was the middle of
summer, and sometimes the sun or the burning moon beat down and heated the metal of the ship to
scorching intengity. Then the rain came asa brief respite, and the winds and storms tossed the ship wildly.

They fled on and on into the South Pacific, searching for anidand that was once sold to aman named
Peterson, an idand that might be desert, and might be anything. In the quiet moments, Sean rehearsed his
arguments again and again. In the stormy ones, he helped Storm hold the plane to its course.

Storm turned to Sean one clear, bright moment on the morning of the second day and wiped the
swest from hisforehead. “ One hundred milesmore, if my navigation isright,” hesaid. “If it sthere, how
dowegetin?’

Sean had told him the story during the lonely hours. If they failed, it wouldn't make any difference. If
they succeeded, he would need an aly who knew what was going on.

Sean shrugged his shoulders. “Y our guessisasgood asmine.”
“Just set down and say ‘ here we are, where' s the brass band’ 7’
Sean grinned. “Maybe.”

Storm went back to hiswhed, but now they both watched below eagerly. The water was blue,
bottomless, and without boundaries or features. It moved lazily in the sun.

A dot in the distance became atiny, white cora idand beneath, without vegetation, the water milky
around it. Then nothing again. The hundred miles went by, and the monotony was unrelieved.

Storm smiled apologeticaly. “ Those winds are hard to figure. It might be ahundred milesin any
direction.”

“Let’skeep going theway we are,” Sean said.

They kept going. Fifty miles more dipped behind them. Sean gtirred uneasily. They couldn’t do this
incefinitely.

STORM WASthefirst to seeit. It looked like agray, hazy bubble to the Ieft, on the horizon. He
banked the ship and sent it straight toward the spot.

“Ever see anything like that before?” Sean asked.

“Hell, no,” Storm said. “And | don't think anyone else has either. There' s nothing around herefor
hundreds of miles”

The bubble grew until it became agray hemisphere sitting upon the blue ocean. It was difficult to see
what lay behind that curtain. Shapes seemed to grow and change and quiver. When it was beneath them,



there was ahint of buildings and spires below—or it might have been trees and mountains, or waves and
steam.

They banked around it, searching for a hint to its nature, looking for an opening, something. It was
expressonless, asblank asamask. “Well?” Storm said.

“Bank aboveit,” Sean said, and he walked back to the toolchest and pulled out a screwdriver.

He forced the door open againgt the dipstream. He looked down; the bubble was directly below. He
tossed the screwdriver through the opening. Then he looked down, watching the tool turn lazily over and
over asit fdl toward the gray hemisphere. It got smdler and smaller.

There was aflash and alazy puff of smoke curling upward. Sean walked back to the cockpit. “ See?”
he asked.

Storm nodded. They looked at each other.
“They don't likevidtors” Storm said.

“I guessnot,” Sean said. “Istheradio set up?’
Storm nodded.

“Just click the switch onthefar right.”

Sean clicked the switch and waited. Then he picked up the hand mike. “Hello, Peterson’s Colony,”
he said steedily. “Hello, below. Thisisthe plane flying overhead; we wish to enter. Please answer.”

He switched to reception and waited. There was nothing, not even static. He flipped the sending
switch again. “Hello, Peterson’s Colony,” he said. “ Thisis an emergency. We must talk with you. Radio
usingructionsfor landing. Answer.”

Again there was nothing. Sean tried another wave length and another. He spun the did toitslimitin
both directions. The air remained as Sllent asit was when they arrived. He repested his message again
and again. Nothing.

“Hello, Peterson’s Colony,” he said savagely. “We know the secret of your existence. We know who
you are, what you are, where you are. Y ou and the earth are threatened with destruction or davery. This
isamatter of your existence, aswell. Don't be afraid; there are only two of us. Send usingtructions for
landing. Answer!”

There was only silence. Sean |eft the radio and walked dowly back to the cockpit. Storm raised an
eyebrow. Sean shook hishead. “Not athing,” he said.

Storm pointed at the gas gauge. “ There isn’'t much more than enough to get usback,” he said. “We
have to do something soon.”

Sean looked down at the gray hemisphere. “1 know,” he said.

He studied it for along moment. “Why don’t they answer?” he said suddenly. “Arethey crazy or
what?’

“Maybethey can’'t hear us,” Storm said. “ That thing stopped the screwdriver. Maybe it stops other
things, too.”

“Maybethat’sit,” Sean said. “Maybe they can’t see us any better than we can see them, or hear us
either. Maybe they don’'t know we' re here.” He thought about it for amoment. Then he shook his head.



“If they’ re smart enough to do that”—he motioned to the hemisphere—* they should be smart enough to
know we're here.”

“Maybethey’redl gone,” Storm suggested. “ Or dead.”
“That'sahappy thought,” Sean said.

He turned away and tossed the problem in hismind. Below lay the one hope for thelife and freedom
of theworld. Below lay death if they should try to penetrate the screen. But upon his decision rested not
only hislife and Storm’ s but the whole suffering people of earth. Go back or try to go in? What should he
do?

He had done enough, hetold himself. He had tried. What man could do more?
Oh, Casey—Pat, he muttered, soundlesdy, what shall | do?
“Wait aminute,” he said.

Hewalked back to the radio, still waiting, still slent. He picked up the mike. “Peterson’s Colony,” he
sad coldly. “We're coming in. If you value your lives or your future do not try to stop us. Thisisyour last
chance; we' recoming in.”

He walked back to the cockpit. “ Take her down,” he said.

STORM NURSED it down until it was skimming the water. Then he eased back on the throttle to cut
flying speed. When the ship finaly dipped into the water it was as smooth as alaunching. They were
beside the gray curtain which was about one hundred yards away.

“Where now, cap'n?’ grinned Storm.
“Edgealittle closer and then circle the thing. Maybe we' Il see something.”

When they were little more than awingspan away, there was il little to see. The curtain came down
to the water’ s edge and then stopped. The seawas cam and the meeting point between the curtain and
the seawas steady. It wasjust aline.

That seemed odd to Sean, somehow, but he couldn’t pin it down. Now that they were closer the
shapes seemed cleared behind the barrier. Theidand seemed to rise gradudly in avague, hillock shape.
And those were buildings, athough their outlines wavered and faded. But there was no movement;
possibly it wastoo far to see. Sean kept telling himself that it wastoo far to see.

Then their wake arrived at the curtain, and aline of steam arose where it splashed againgt the barrier.
Sean looked &t it, puzzled.

“Mighty powerful stuff,” Storm said.
“All right, take her around,” Sean said, in abemused tone,

They taxied around the hemisphere. Everywhere it was the same. No thickening, no thinning of the
barrier, just the same gray wall with the line of steam at the edge where the wake splashed. And it was
big—bigger than it looked.

“Doesn’'t look like there’ sany way into this place, Sean,” Storm said finally. “Like| said, | guessthey



don't likevistors”
Sean snapped hisfingers. “That'sit! Look there wherethe seamisrisng.”
“What do you mean?’ Storm asked. “That’ swhere the water hitsit.”
“Yes,” Sean sad triumphantly. “But it doesn’'t steam when the waves have quieted down.”
Storm gtared at him for amoment. Then hisface cleared. “Maybeyou'reright.”

“That hasto beit,” Sean said. “ That curtain doesn’t extend below the surface. It would take a
tremendous amount of power to keep turning that water to steam. Taxi up alittle closer.”

Storm maneuvered the ship to within afew feet of the screen. Sean picked up an old broom and
crawled out on the hull until he was on the prow. The sun burned down and the hull was frying-hot, but
he stretched himsdlf out and stuck the broom forward under the water. Nothing happened.

Hedrew it back. It waswhole, uncharred, unblistered. Hetried it again. Thistime heraised it alittle
high and he brought back asmal piece of the handle.

Sean crawled back into the ship, sweating. “1 wasright,” he said exultantly.

“When dowegoin?’ Storm asked.

“I"'m sorry, Johnny,” Sean said; “you don't go.”

“Now, see here,” Storm protested. “1 signed up for the whole trip. Well, we aren’t there yet.”

“We may need to get away in ahurry,” Sean said. “You'll have to be ready. And besides, someone
hasto guard the ship.”

Storm agreed reluctantly. “1t’ syour party,” he said.
“Keep as close awatch as possible,” Sean said.

He reached into the pocket of his coat and pulled out hisautomatic. “Here,” he said. “Y ou may need
this. If I’'m not back or haven't sent word in exactly twenty-four hours, go back with what we' ve found
out. Get in touch with Ed Stanton at this number in New Y ork. Tdl him everything' sthat happened.”

He scribbled for amoment on a card and handed it to Storm.
“Got it,” Storm said.
Sean took adeep breath. “Y ou’ ve done agood job, Johnny. Y ou should get amedal.”

“Becareful,” Storm said. “You' d better swim asfar as possible under water. No telling how thick
that thing is. Good luck, Sean.”

“If | don’'t get back” —Sean’ s voice was steady—you might tell agirl named Pat Casey at the New
York Globe that—that—"

“That what?’ Storm asked softly. “ Oh, tell her she' sthe best thing that ever came out of Ireland.”

SEAN WALKED to the door and crawled back to his position on the prow. He waved at Storm,
took a deep breath, let it partway out, and dived.

The water was clear and warm. He pulled himself forward with long, powerful sweeps of hisarms.



Hislegsweren’'t much help, clothed and shod. He pulled himsdlf benesth the weter, until his lungs began
to burn and scream for air. And then he went alittle farther.

Findly he came up, gasping, to the surface. He took a shuddering breath, another, and looked back.
The curtain was over fifty feet behind him.

Sean turned and looked at the idand. It was covered with buildings, white, even in the subdued light
that came through the screen. There wasn't a spot of green, not a shrub or tree or blade of grass. Just the
buildings, square and utilitarian, some of them towering close to the roof of the hemisphere.

But there was no one moving on theidand; it appeared deserted. For the first time Sean noticed that
it was coal. It wasn't that he was wet. The air was cool; the sun shone through the screen, but itsrays
were tempered.

At apoint not very far away, therewas alarge, sone dock. Everywhere el se the buildings came
squarely to the water’ s edge and stopped, like acliff. Sean stopped treading water and began to swim
toward the dock.

On one of the stone pillars was a series of metd rings forming aladder. Sean pulled himsdf, dripping,
from the water and began to climb.

When his head came over the edge of the structure, he was prepared to glance hastily around and
duck back; he wasn't prepared to look into the kindly eyes of an old man with awhite beard. The old
fellow had been seated on a chair back from the front, fishing over the sde of the pier. Severd brightly
colored semi-tropicd fish lay beside him.

He smiled at Sean. *Y ou' ve been swimming,” he sad. “ Svimming with your clotheson. I’ ve often
wanted to do that, but I'm getting too old now. | forget mysalf, however. Welcome, sir. Welcometo
Peterson’s Colony.”

Sean stared at the buildings and back at the old man. He followed Sean’ s gaze and nodded, alittle
sadly. “You'reright,” he said. “We should have brought some artists or an architect. Asit is, the colony
isutilitarian—ypurely utilitarian.”

There was something in the thought that seemed to depress him. He stared down at the fish around
hischair asif comparing them with theidand.

“Whereiseverybody?’ Sean asked warily.
“Thereisacouncil. Everybody hasgone.”
“Why aren’'t you there?’

The old man sghed. “1 have outlived my usefulness,” he said. Helooked up, alight shining in hiseyes.
“Perhaps someday there will be no old age, no senility. Perhapsit can be bred from therace, as
imbecility or epilepsy can be bred out.”

A wondering thought crept into Sean’smind. “Who areyou?’ he said.
“Me?" said the old man, asif surprised a interest in hisidentity. “I am an old man named Peterson.”
“Peterson!” Sean bregthed. “ Then thisisyour colony.”

“Innameonly,” the old man said. “My children have gone far beyond my humble beginnings; they
have gonevery far.”

“Then you can helpme,” Sean said eagerly. “ The world needs you and your colony, Mr. Peterson.”



“Yes” Peterson said, resting ahand in his beard, “that iswhat | thought. The world needed my
colony. Even when | was most discouraged, that iswhat sustained me. Someday, | told mysdlf, the world
will bein serioustrouble, will cal for help, and we will answver.”

“That time has come,” Sean said dowly. “Theworld isin trouble now. | have comefor help.”
Peterson turned sorrowful eyes on Sean’s eager, pleading face. “1 wish,” hesaid, “I wish—"
A cold, precise voice broke in behind them. “Peterson,” it said, “you know it isforbidden.”

In his excitement, Sean hadn’t noticed the figuresin loose-fitting tunics and trousers walking onto the
dock. Now there was no excitement, no surprise at finding adripping stranger on the shores of this
isolated, shrouded idand. Peterson sank back in his chair and turned dowly back to hisfishing. Sean
swung around to face the newcomers.

THEY WERE gtanding in agroup, five of them, eyeing him humorlesdy. “Who areyou?’ one of them
asked.

He took a deep bresth. “ Sean Casey.”
“How did you get here?’
Sean glanced down at hisclothes. “Swam.”

They didn’t smile. Sean reflected that they were young to be so serious. The onedightly in front
nodded at the others.

They stepped forward to group themselves around him. Sean tensed himsdlf for afight.
“Comedong,” theleader said.

Sean decided to come aong. They walked briskly, in silence, off the dock and up the Street. It was
paved with the same materias that were used in the buildings and put together with such care that there
wasn't acrack or an inequality—just the same, dightly-roughened surface everywhere.

Theidand had a definite rise toward the center, and they walked up agrade that had Sean breathing
heavily in afew minutes. Findly they turned in a a building that |ooked as much liketherest as
assembly-line cars. He was escorted to adesk behind which sat adightly older man than his guards, but
dressed identicaly.

“Sean Casey,” the leader of the wel coming committee said. “Hewon't divulge how he got here”
“Very well,” said the man behind the desk. “Y ou may return to your work.”

In amoment they were alone, Sean and the man behind the desk, in awindowless cubiclelit,
mercilesdy, from hidden sources. Sean looked around for another chair, but there was nothing elsein the
room. “Not avery friendly welcome,” he sad,

“We don't encourage visitors, Casey. How did you get here?’

Sean thought about it for amoment. “Airplane, of course,” he said, They probably knew it anyway,
and, if they didn’t, they would find out soon enough.

“Whereisit now?”’

Sean wondered alittle at his manner of speech. It was the same as the others, cold, metalic, precise.



“Qutsdeyour curtain.”
Theman nodded. “You are Irish?’ he asked.
“American.”
“Naturdized?’
“No,” Sean said.

The questions continued for several minutes. Sean wondered what he was up to. He didn’'t seem like
aperson to waste words or time. Perhaps he was trying to analyze him before he asked the important
guestions, so that he could judge the validity of the answers.

“Occupdtion?’

Sean hesitated for amoment. “Reporter,” he said. What good would that information do them?
“How did you learn of the existence and location of the colony?’

“Research.”

“Why areyou here?’ the man asked.

“To ask for help,” Sean said dowly. “The world needs your help. Only Peterson’s Colony can saveit
from dow disintegration, destruction, or endavement.”

The man’'s eyes narrowed. “What led you to the conclusion that we would help?’
“You arethe last hope,” Sean said. “Y ou must help. How can you refuse?’

The man didn’t answer. He studied Sean through unreveding eyes. Findly he rose from his chair and
moved around the desk. “ Come with me,” he said.

THEY WALKED out into the street again. There were afew people there now, men and women, in
what appeared to be the standard colony dress. They showed no curiosity at the sight of a stranger. And
there were no children. Sean wondered at that.

They waked toward the center of theidand, till climbing.

“The colony was begun,” the man said as they moved dong, “to develop a better society and a better
race. Theworld regjected us and our ideas; we owe it nothing. | want you to remember that.”

“You oweit your lives,” Sean objected. “Without the rest of the world you would have had no
exigence. It, at least, gave you achancefor life”

“The same debt is owed by the rest of the race to the amoeba, the fish, and the rest of the
evolutionary cycle”

He shrugged it aside.

“We devel oped our society on necessarily rigid principles of proper matings, proper training, and
proper discipline. The laws areinflexible asthey must bein atruly scientific society. When the children
are born they are removed from parental care and placed in general nurseries so that they will fed
respons ble to the society, not to the home or family group.”

“Why areyou telling methis?’ Sean asked.



“So that you can understand.”
It isn’t that, Sean thought. It'sa desire for admiration.
“When the children reach the age of discrimination their red training begins.”

Heled the way into another building, half-way up the dopeto the centra peak. They looked ina
gymnasium class of children doing vigorous caesthenics. They were of varying ages and sizes, swest
beading their faces, dl serioudy intent on what they were doing. They were silent, no laughing or giggling,
no talking. Sean felt something cold creep into his heart.

Another room was aclassroom, filled with children of grade school age, bent studioudy over desks.
And theingructor was | ecturing on advanced physics.

The inspection continued, class by class of students far advanced beyond their ages. All the courses
were fundamentaly scientific in nature.

They went back into the street and continued their journey toward the building marking the center of
theidand.

“When the children have completed their training, they are matched to fitting occupationsin the
various laboratories, hydroponic gardens, or theoretica sciences. As much work as possibleis done by
machine. Thereisno drudgery. Couples are mated by the central council and produce children as
scheduled. Theintelligence and hedlth quotient isrisng steedily.”

“And what does all thislead to?’ Sean asked, sickened.

“To abetter society and a better race,” the man said coldly. “Both planned, not allowed to grow or
deteriorate haphazardly. It isawork which must not be interrupted or endangered.”

“Endangered?’ Sean asked.

“We have dways redized that the world would not hesitate to destroy usif it became aware of our
presence.”

They werein front of the large building dominating theidand.

“Y ou will seethe Spokesman and the higher council,” the man said, “but | am afraid the answer will
be ‘no’

THE HIGHER council was composed of men of thirty-five or forty years of age. Sean presented his
pleastrongly.

“Theworld sfaterestsin your hands, gentlemen,” Sean said. “The moon, as you know, has become
another, smdler sun. It doneis creating terrible havoc and will decimate the earth’ s population in afew
years.”

“That condition does not trouble us,” said the man seated in the center at the long, raised table.

“I' know,” Sean said; “you have your screen, which protects you. That iswhat the rest of the world
needsfor surviva. Give usthe secret.”

“Wewill takeit into consderation,” the Spokesman said.



“Just before | left for here,” Sean continued, “we learned the reason for the moon’s explosion. A
gpace ship from an dien star system set off achain reaction on it asthe first step in the conquest of earth.
They demand earth’ s complete surrender to their domination.”

“What are the consequences of refusal?’ asked the other.

“They will force the moon out of its orbit toward the earth until it disintegrates and makes the earth
uninhabitable. They demand that the governments of earth disarm completely asapreliminary to
surrender.”

“Will the governments surrender?’

“What else can they do?’ Sean asked. “ They have no choice. But you, with your greater scientific
knowledge, might be able to devise amethod of protecting earth and defeating the aiens.”

“Why should we do this?’ asked the Spokesman.

“To savethe earth!” Sean exclaimed. “However hitterly you may feel toward the rest of the world,
the fact remains we are your brothers. No matter how far away you are, you are till part of us, sprung
from the same fathers, nurtured by the same civilization, culture, traditions, bred in the same
philosophies”

“|sthere no better reason than that?”’

Sean looked at them. When he went on his voice was cold. “To save your own necks,” hesaid. “If
earth defiesthe diens, even you could not survive therain of disintegrating matter. And if the earth
surrendersthe dienswill either conquer you or destroy you.”

“Isthat dl?’ the other asked.
Sean hesitated amoment. “Yes,” he said.

The Spokesman looked down the line of faces on each side of him. To Sean they wereinscrutable,
but they must have meant something to the other. He nodded and turned back to Sean.

“Hear this, then, before we announce our decision. We bear no love for the rest of theworld. It cast
us out when it might have furthered our progress. It would destroy usif it were aware of usand if it
could.”

“Y ou can’'t condemn awhole peoplefor the actions of agovernment or afew governments!”

“We met with nothing but hatred everywhere,” the Spokesman said. “The only oneswho understand
or sympeathize are on thisidand with, perhaps, afew exceptions.”

“People are dow to accept new things,” Sean argued. “Y ou can’t sentence them to death because
they are not educated to your movement.”

“We not only can, we do,” tolled the other. “ They do not deserveto live. They are not friends or
brothers, but enemies. Let them perish!”

“But what of the danger to you?’ Sean protested.
Sean read no concern on any face.
“We will meet that as we have met everything e se—aone.”

“Must | take this message back to your former homes, your relatives, your friends?’



“We have no home but this, no relatives nor friends but what are here. And you will not return.”

SEAN STARTED. The council rose asif by signa and began to file from the room. Only the
Spokesman remained seated.

“Youwill remain here” the other said.

For amoment Sean entertained wild hopes that the Spokesman wanted to say something that the
others should not hear, but that dream was soon shattered.

“Your shipisoutsde,” the man sad.

“Ves”

“We presume thereis another personinit.”

“Presume away,” Sean shrugged.

“Y ou will send aradio messageto him, ingructing him to comein asyou did, thet al iswell.”
“What will happenif | don't?’

Theman shrugged. “Wewill find another way.”

“What will you do with us?’

“You are unfit to take an equa place in the colony. Y ou will be offered a choice: death or menid
[abor.”

“Andif | refuse?’
“Then you will have no choice”

Sean’ stone changed, it became fawning; under itsflattery the man behind the broad table drew
himsdf alittle Sraighter.

“I don’t know wheét to do; you people are so smart. Y ou know so many things—all the inventions
you have made.”

“Only the Spokesman of the higher council knowsthem al.”
“You, Sr!” Sean exclamed. “But surely you don’t remember dl the detailsin your head!”
“Of course,” the man said scornfully. “I1t isasmple matter for a person with Colony training.”

“Then why don’'t you save the earth,” Sean suggested dyly. “Y ou would be hailed as the savior of the
world and everyone would be eternaly thankful to the Colony.”

The Spokesman eyed him coldly. “That has been decided,” he said.
Sean dipped hishand into his pocket. It would have to be that, then. There was no other choice.

When he brought his hand out, there was aknifein it. With one swift motion the blade clicked out,
wicked and shining in the crud, diffused light of the room, and Sean threw himsdlf in adide acrossthe
table. The Spokesman sat there, parayzed.

Sean grabbed histunic at the throat, pulling it mercilesdy tight againgt his neck until the man could
scarcely breathe. Hisright hand held the knife blade afew inches from the man' s chest.



“Onesound,” Sean said savagdly, “and I’ll cut your heart out.”

THE SPOKESMAN turned alittlewhite. “Don’t be afool,” he said, when he regained hisvoice.
“You can't get out of hereif you kill me.”

Sean laughed. “I don’t want to kill you unless| haveto. If you're good | may not haveto.”
“What do you want meto do?’ The man’s voice was shaky.

“Y ou're not o brave now,” Sean said harshly. “Y ou're not so willing to save yoursdlf and let the rest
of theworld go hang.”

The Spokesman tried to get agrip on himself. Sean tightened the tunic around his throat and moved
the knife blade alittle closer. The blade gleamed suggestively. He crumpled. Sean watched him, hating
him, hating himsdf.

Sean threw him back in his chair and swiveled around off the table behind him. “ Get up.”
The man got up, shaking.

“You'regoing with me,” Sean said. “Y ou'll take mewhere | want to go, asif we were going about
businessfor you. If you make any sgnd or give anything away, if anyonetriesto stop usor saveyou, if
anything interferes, I'll run thisknife in you before anyone can get close enough to scop me.”

“But—but they’ Il seethe knifel” the man protested.

“Don’'t worry,” Sean sneered. “The knifewill be concealed by my deeve. All right. Start walking!”
“Where?’ he asked, walking toward the door.

“Down the hill totheleft.”

They walked to the door. A man gpproached them questioningly, but the Spokesman waved him
away. “Casey has agreed to assist us.”

They waked down theinclined street Side by side. Thistime Sean was glad of the calm acceptance of
the men and women on the streets. He felt the cold stedl of the knife blade on hisarm, shivered, and
steadied himself sharply. It wouldn't do to show his prisoner that he was afraid.

Sean placed alight hand on the other’ sarm. A tremor shook it. Sean rel eased the arm, reassured.

Men and women who passed them murmured greetings to the Spokesman. He nodded in return. It
was dl commonplace and ordinary, but undernesth lay atension between Sean and his prisoner that
might flare any moment into catastrophe. Sean dared not think of what lay on his actions and his success.
Sweat popped out on hisforehead in pite of the cool ness benegth the gray dome.

Sean measured his progressin fractions. Half the distance was behind, then three quarters, afew
hundred feet |eft. Then they were on the dock and no one was around. No one was watching them. No
one except Peterson, the old man, who was till fishing over the side of the dock.

“Where are you taking me?’ the Spokesman whispered.
“You'll see” Sean hissed, jabbing him in the back with histhumb.

The Spokesman almost collapsed. He staggered on out the dock. Peterson looked up. A pleaded
expression crossed hisface. “Oh, hdllo,” he said. “Back again. Hello, Corder.”



“Yes, Mr. Peterson,” Sean said. “We're back.”
“Going swvimming again?’ Peterson asked
“Yes” Sean said. “Both of us.”

“Oh,” Peterson said, ashadow of asmile crossing hisface. “I didn’t know Corder liked to swim with
hisclotheson.”

“Hedoesn't, particularly,” Sean grinned. “He' sjust going aong to keep me company. And don't
worry about anything, Mr. Peterson. | think everything’ sgoing to be dl right.”

“That'snice” Peterson said. “Have anice swim. Have anice swim, Corder.”

Sean turned to Corder. “We Il swvim straight out,” he said. “If you try anything funny I’ll rip your
stomach open. And | warnyou, I’ m like afish in the water.”

Sean dipped the knife from his deeve. Corder shivered and cast him a mute glance of apped. Sean
clamped the hilt of the knife between histeeth, thinking what afierce, piratical gppearance he made. He
grabbed Corder by the arm and dived.

Behind him he heard a splash. As he came up Corder was choking and spluttering.
“All right,” Sean said fiercdy, removing the knife from hismouth. “ Svim!”

He emphasized his command by amotion with the knife. Corder started swimming. Sean replaced the
knife between histeeth and followed.

THE LINE of the screen was only acouple of hundred yards away, but it seemed like forever before
it wasat hand.

“Holdit aminute” Sean said.

He turned to look back. The dock was still deserted except for the figure of the old man. But
Peterson was on his feet, waving at them. He seemed almost gay.

Sean turned back to the screen with alighter heart. He looked at the water-soaked Corder once
more. He was shaking, even in the water. Sean removed the knife again. *“ Can you swim under water?’

Corder shook his head, fear gleaming in his eyes. Sean nodded regretfully, reached out, and brought
the knife hilt down solidly on Corder’ s head. The man gave agroan and relaxed in the water.

Quickly Sean placed hisfeet under the others arm pits and dived, pulling Corder down with him. He
swam powerfully, making strong, sweeping strokeswith his arms, the dead weight of Corder dragging
behind. At least he had to come up. He glanced back; the barrier was well behind them.

Corder floated to the surface. Sean turned him over, so that his face was out of the water. He was
gtill unconscious. He had probably swallowed alot of water.

Sean glanced around for the plane. For one despairing moment he thought that it was gone. Then he
turned another quarter and it was there, dmost behind him.

The sun was sizzling on the water as Sean hauled Corder’ s unconscious form to the hull and
hammered on it. Storm appeared in the doorway, gun in hand. He gasped as he saw Sean.



“What've you got?’ he said when he had hauled the two aboard.
Sean started pumping water out of Corder’ slungs. “The answer,” hesaid. ”Let’ s get going.”

Sean walked into the newsroom followed by Corder and Storm. Corder glared hatred at Sean’'s
back; he was sweating and his face seemed alittle bruised and puffy. Storm made himsdlf at home
immediadly.

Therewas a hail of greetings and questions from the reporters. They got up and clustered around the
three.

“Say! Where ve you been?’

“What'sdl the mystery in Ed' s office?’

“Y eeh—more queer ducksin there than thereisin Central Park.”
“What' ve you been doing with yoursalf?’

“What' s the scoop?’

A couple of big, efficient-looking men moved from the managing editor’ s office to bresk it up. Sean
jerked athumb at Corder and they placed themselves on either side of him and urged him aong.

Sean was following when he caught sight of Casey. Hetouched her hair lightly. “Hello, Casey,” he
sad, alittle huskily.

“Hello, you Irish bum,” she said. Her smilewasaalittle tremulous.
“Who'sthis?” Storm asked in his most interested tone.

“Oh, Johnny,” Sean said. “1 gave you afase name. Mine' s O’ Shaughnessy.”
“I know,” Storm said, hiseyeson Pat; I’ ve seen pictures.”

“And thisisPat Casey,” Sean said.

“If you don’'t mind,” Storm said absent-mindedly, “I think I’ stay out here. | wouldn't be any useto
you.”

Sean shrugged his shoulders, walked to the door, and looked back. Storm was leaning over Pat’s
desk, talking eagerly, and she was looking up, completely absorbed.

SEAN SIGHED and walked into Ed’ s office, closng the door behind him. Therewas alarge group
crowded into the room. Sean recognized Lyons, Stewart, Davis, severa other scientists and engineers,
some high-placed Washington officids, some high-ranking nava and army officers, and afew others. The
rest must be F.B.I, men, he thought.

“Wewired you most of the story from San Francisco,” Sean said. “Y ou can get the rest of the details
later. Right now | want you to hear the solution.”

He prodded Corder. “Go ahead. Tell them what to do about the moon.”

Corder licked hislips. “Y ou can use the same device we use to protect the colony and furnish it with
power. Propel four rockets with the proper equipment to positions which will form a square completely
obscuring the moon from the earth. The equipment will set up a screen which will block any radiations
desred.”



“Tell them the other advantages, Corder,” Sean urged.

“These radiations, when being screened, will generate power,” Corder said bitterly. “This power can
be broadcast and picked up any place in the world with the use of relaying equipment, either on earth or
in gpace. Y ou can allow as much or aslittle radiation to dip through as you wish and select between
radiations.”

“That' sfantastic,” Davissaid.

“We ll get to you inaminute, Davis,” Sean said. “ Corder will give you thetechnica details of the
rocket, screening, and broadcast machinery. But first, Admird, | think the United States had better send
afleet to force the surrender of the Peterson Colony.”

The Admird nodded.
“That will betaken into immediate consderation.”

“It shouldn’t be too difficult,” Sean said. “ Although they have atomic wegpons, they can be
overwhelmed by force. Their screen can be set to stop any radiation or material object, but | doubt if it
could stand up under the sudden energy charge of an atomic bomb. And certainly one could be exploded
beneath the screen, either dipped in under the water or set off just outside.”

Ed looked at him oddly.
“I think, however,” Sean went on, “that they will surrender on threat of destruction.”

The scientists had gathered around Corder, jotting down figures and notes, gabbling excitedly and
exclaming in amazement asthe scientist outlined the theoretica and technical details of the plan for
harnessing the moon’ s destructive power.

“Wdl, Ed,” Sean said with atired smile, “it lookslikeit will be ablessng after dl. Thiswill end the
earth’ s power needsfor along, long time, and it can be made to provide atempering of climate where
needed.”

“How did you doit?" Ed exclaimed. “How did you get Corder to come with you and give up his
secrets?’

“Oh, it wasn't hard, once you understood them,” Sean explained. “ They’ d been living safdly, without
fear or conflict, so long that actual danger, threat of death or injury, had adisproportionate affect on
them.”

“Wheat did you mean about Davis?’

“Quite ahigh percentage of scientistsal over the world werein on the secret of the Colony and
helped them dl they could,” Sean said. “Even the threat of extinction for the world couldn’t induce them
to revedl its secret. Some of them, | have reason to believe, have either committed or attempted to
commit murder. It isamisplaced loyalty which will have to be corrected.”

“Wait aminute!” Ed said suddenly. “We reforgetting the most important thing. What good will dl this
do us? There siill thedien ship and its ultimatum.”

EVERYBODY in the room looked up quickly at that. Sean glanced at the Colony scientist. “We
won't have to worry about that, will we, Corder?” he said.

The scientist’ s face tightened.



“You see,” Sean said, “the whole thing was the Colony’ sidea. They sent out the spaceship, started a
chain reaction on the moon, and sent the message—all in order to remove athrest to their colony. They
felt that earth was sure to surrender. At the least they could destroy dl the arms and armaments on earth,
and at the best they could rule the whole planet as alien conquerors.

“Thusthey could protect themsalves and ingtitute their ideas on aworld-wide scae. An added
incentive was the greater power supply it provided their colony. They had no means, of course, of forcing
the moon fromits orbit, but the threat was sufficient.”

The Admird exploded. “Why, we Il blow them out of the water!”

“No,” Sean said sharply. “That isthe only-too-typical reaction they were afraid of. We need them,
and they need us. They have agreat amount of knowledge and greeat capabilitiesfor adding more. The
Colony was both asuccess and afallure. Itsfalure was that it withdrew from humanity. It got too far
away from us and became dlite, aclan, apart from the generd race.

“They need the rest of the world for balance. The Colony should be broken up, true, but its members
should be redistributed throughout the world, re-educated to the humanities which it lacked. If you
destroy them, you destroy at the same time that immense store of information and intelligence and plant
the seeds of distrust and rebellion among the scientists and people of the world for future generationsto

The Admiral nodded dowly. Sean looked at Corder. Hislook of sullen hatred had changed to an
expression that might have been gratitude.

“The tragedy of the Situation,” Sean said, “iswhether Peterson’ sideas might not have been successful
under different circumstances. Perhaps, when humanity is better prepared for them, they may receive
another trid.”

Therewas dlencein theroom for amoment.

“And, Admird,” Sean said softly, “when you get there, take specid care of an old man named
Peterson.”

Ed seized his hand and wrung it.

“Sean,” he said earnestly, “you’ ve done awonderful thing. I’'m going to see that you and Storm are
properly rewarded—Hey! Where are you going?’

Sean turned at the door. 1 have to see whether atrap is till baited.”

SEAN STOPPED afew feet from the desk. Storm and Pat were still deeply engrossed in
conversation. Sean saw the look on Pat’ sface as she listened eagerly, read it, and turned away, the
musclestightening around his mouth. There was something irresi stable about Storm.

“Sean!” Pat cried, and there was an urgent note in her voice.

Sheran to him and turned him toward her. “ Areyou ill afrad?

Heforced asmile. “Still afraid,” he sad, “but no longer afraid of mysdf.”

He started to turn away but she pulled him back. “| have something to ask you.”
“I'll give you the answer now,” Sean said gently. “I1t’ s <till woman’s choice.”

“Wadll, you Irish bum,” shesaid. “I chooseyou!”



Suddenly, without valition, hisarmswere around her and herswere clinging to hisneck. “Tdl me,”
shewhispered, “am | till the best thing that ever came out of Ireland?’

Over her shoulder Sean caught sight of Storm’ s grinning face. Sean’ s answer was properly muffled.
TheEnd.
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