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Preface

In 1954 | had written my first two science-fiction novels, This Fortress World andStar Bridge (in
collaboration with Jack Williamson). | waswriting full-time, living in ahouse rent-free and working in a



basement room | had converted into an office in the house my parents shared with my brother. My wife
and son and | even had free medical care from my brother, and gtill it was difficult to buy groceries and
pay our few other bills.

| spent eight hours aday in my basement office, turning out ten pages aday and rewriting it once. That
meant | could write ashort story in aweek, anovelette in two weeks, ashort nove in four weeks, and a
nove in three months. | wroteThis Fortress World andStar Bridge that way, and both got published by
Gnome Pressin 1955, but | got atotal of $500 ($450 when my agent took his percentage) for This
Fortress World and haf that (Jack got hdf) forSar Bridge . Both novels were reprinted later and
trandated into a number of foreign languages, and provide agood return for my efforts, but | didn't know
about those prospects then, and at the time $750 for six months work seemed like a poor strategy for a
Sruggling writer.

| made two decisons: | would place my storiesin the near future, and | would write my novelsin the
form of short stories and novelettesthat | could get published first in the magazines and later collect as
books. When | became ateacher of fiction writing | passed it dong to my studentsas"Gunn's Law” (&l
it twice!).

One of theideas| wasturning over in my head was the near future of space flight: how would the public's
inertiaever be overcome? Willy Ley and Wernher von Braun had started the process by collaborating on
anissue of Collier's dedicated to the congtruction of a space station, complete with evocative paintings by
agronomical artist Chedey Bonestell. It was later reproduced in book form asThe Conquest of Space. |
sat down to write astory that might be published in the dick magazines (the ultimate aspiration of every
pulp writer). | called it "The Cave of Night," and when it was done | asked my agent to send it to
Collier'sand, if Collier's regjected it, to theSaturday Evening Post . He sent it toCallier's , and when
Collier's rgected it he shipped it over to Horace Gold atGalaxy, who paid me 3 %2 cents aword and
published it in the February 1955 issue.

A couple of good things happened. "The Cave of Night" was dramatized on NBC's "X Minus One' radio
program. | got $50 for that. A year or so laterGalaxy told my agent it wanted to develop atelevison
program that would broadcast drameatizations from the pages of Galaxy , as"X Minus One" had done on
radio.Galaxy wanted "The Cave of Night" for its pilot program and bought the TV rights for $350. Not
long afterwards, gpparently, that project fdl through and the rights were sold to Desilu, which broadcast
averson in 1959 on "Deslu Playhouse’ under thetitle of "Man in Orbit” (with LeeMarvinand H. G.
Marshall). That wastoo late to save my full-time writing career (by then | wasworking in the
Chancdlor's office a the University of Kansas), but it was good to have something on televison, even
though somewhere along the line the point of the story had been changed (that would become afamiliar
feding).

Back in 1954, however, | had gone on to write "Hoax." Horace Gold didn't likeit (" Are you going to
keep on writing stories about hoaxes?' he wrote), but James Quinn did and published it inlF in
December of 1955. | wrote "The Big Whed" in 1955, and it got published inFantastic Universe in
September 1956. By that time | was editing the dumni publications for the University of Kansas Alumni
Association, under an agreement that | could take off one week amonth and a month every summer to
write. | also enrolled in awriters workshop course from mainstream author and editor Carolyn Gordon,
who taught me (among other things) about Flaubert'sinvention of creating a sense of redlity by describing
places with appealsto at least three senses. | wrote "Powder Keg" in that class. | suspect that Ms.
Gordon was ahit puzzled by it, but she didn't flinch.If publisheditin April of 1958.

Before that came out | had written in the summer of 1956 the short novel "Space IsaLonely Place,”" and
Bob Mills, who later would become my agent, published it in hisinnovative magazineVenture in May



1957. By that time Bantam Books had decided to start a science-fiction line, and my then agent, Harry
Altshuler, submittedStation in Space . Bantam didn't reply for aseveral months (Harry would write that
submitting a book to Bantam was like dropping it down awell, but eventudly they dways seemed to
come through with an acceptance); then they sent us a contract for the unheard of advance of $2,500.

So it seemed that my strategy had worked. The book was published in 1958. Meanwhile, however,
something el se had happened. A man-made satellite had been placed in orbit on October 4, 1957. It was
caled Sputnik, and the Russians had doneit. The U.S. didn't launch one until 1958, and it wasthe third.
Sation in Space was out of date before it was published! | discovered that stories could be placed too
closeto the present.

Science-fiction writers get reputations as prophets. They aren't redlly in that business. Their intention isto
write plausible scenarios about possible futures. Sometimes, by chance, one of them coincides with
redity. | wasn't too good in my foreshadowing of the future of spaceflight. But what about the first
American in orbit, John Glenn, on Feb. 20, 19627 What do you cal it when the town of Perth, Audtrdia,
turned itslights on and off as Glenn's flight passed overhead? Wel, maybe somebody had readStation
on Space or seen the television adaptation. Or maybe. ...

SoStation in Space can be read today as historical sciencefiction like Jules VernesFrom the Earth to
the Moon. Or asdternateredity. Or asthe way it should have been....

James Gunn
It was twenty years of dreams, five
years of hell, and a thousand miles
straight up! It was a long hard
journey, so the crewmen had to be
perfect. The standards of physical
and intellectual perfection were
impossi bly high—ten thousand were
rejected for each man chosen.
But there was still more—psychological
perfection. A man cannot take his
hatreds and prejudices with himto
space—they weigh too much.
TO SURVIVE THE SMFT AND
MERCILESSJUDGMENT OF PURE
SPACE, ITSCONQUERORSMUST
BE SECOND ONLY TO THE GODS.
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Station in Space

The Cave of Night

THE PHRASE WAS FIRST USED by apoet disguised in the cynical hide of a newspaper reporter. It
appeared on the first day and was widdy reprinted. He wrote:

"At eight o'clock, after the Sun has set and the sky is darkening, look up! There's a man up there
where no man has ever been.

"Heislog inthecaveof night. .. "

The headlines demanded something short, vigorous and descriptive. That wasit. It wasinaccurate, but it
stuck.

If anybody wasin acave, it wastherest of humanity. Painfully, triumphantly, one man had climbed ot.
Now he couldn't find hisway back into the cave with the rest of us.

What goes up doesn't dways come back down.
That wasthefirgt day. After it came twenty-nine days of agonized suspense.
The cave of night.l wish the phrase had been mine.

That wasit, the tag, the symbol. It was the first thing a man saw when he glanced at the newspaper. It
was the way people talked about it: "What's the latest about the cave?' It summed it dl up, the drama,
the anxiety, the hope.

Maybeit wasthe Floyd Collinsinfluence. The papers dug up their files on that old tragedy, reminiscing,
comparing, and they remembered the little girl—Kathy Fiscus, wasn't it>—who was trapped in that
abandoned, Cdiforniadrain pipe; and a number of others.

Periodicdly, it happens, a sequence of events so accidentdly dramatic that men lose their hatreds, their
terrors, their shynesses, their inadeguacies, and the human race momentarily recognizesits kinship.

The essentia ingredients are these: A person must be in unusua and desperate peril. The peril must have


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\StationInSpace.html
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\StationInSpace.html
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\StationInSpace.html
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\StationInSpace.html
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\StationInSpace.html

duration. There must be proof that the personis il dive. Rescue attempts must be made. Publicity must
be widespread.

One could probably be constructed artificidly, but if the world ever discovered the fraud, it would never
forgive

Like many others, | have tried to analyze what makes aniggling, squabbling, callousrace of beings
suddenly share that most human emotion of sympathy, and, like them, | have not succeeded. Suddenly a
distant stranger will mean more than their own comfort. Every waking moment, they pray: Live, Foyd!
Live, Kathy! Live, Rev!

We pass on the street, we who would not have nodded, and ask, "Will they get therein time?”
Optimists and pessmigts dike, we hope s0. We al hope so.
In asense, this one was different. Thiswas purposeful.

Knowing the risk, accepting it because there was no other way to do what had to be done, Rev had
goneinto the cave of night. The accident wasthat he could not return.

The news came out of nowhere—literally—to an unsuspecting world. The earliest mention the historians
have been able to locate was an item about a ham radio operator in Davenport, lowa. He picked up a
distress sgna on a sticky-hot June evening.

The message, he said later, seemed to fade in, reach a peak, and fade out:

"...and fue tanks empty.—ceiver broke. . . transmitting in clear so someone can pick thisup, and. . . no
way to get back. . . stuck. . ."

A smdl enough beginning.

The next message was received by amilitary base radio watch near Fairbanks, Alaska. That wasearly in
the morning. Half an hour later, anight-shift worker in Boston heard something on his short-wave st that
sent him rushing to the telephone.

That morning, the whole world learned the story. It broke over them, awave of excitement and concern.
Orbiting 1,075 miles above their heads was aman, an officer of the United States Air Force, in afuelless

spaceship.

All by itsdlf, the spaceship part would have captured the world's attention. It was achievement as
monumental as anything Man has ever done and far more spectacular. It was liberation from the tyranny
of Earth, thisjed ous mother who had bound her children tight with the gpron strings of gravity.

Man wasfree. It wasasymbal that nothing is completely and findly impossibleif Man wantsit hard
enough and long enough.

There areregionsthat humanity finds peculiarly congenid. Like dl Earth's crestures, Man is a product
and avictim of environment. Histriumph isthat the dave became the master. Unlike more specidized
animds, he distributed himsdlf across the entire surface of the Earth, from the frozen Antarctic continent
to the Arctic icecap.

Man became an equatorid anima, atemperate zone anima, an arctic animal. He became aplains
dweller, avdley dweler, amountain dweller. The swamp and the desert became equaly his home.



Man made his own environment.

With hisinventive mind and his dexterous hands, he fashioned it, conquered cold and heat, dampness,
aridness, land, seg, air. Now, with his science, he had conquered everything. He had become
independent of the world that bore him.

It was abirthday cake for al mankind, celebrating its coming of age.
Brutaly, the disaster wasicing on the cake.

But it was more, too. When everything is considered, perhapsit was the aspect that, for afew, brief
days, united humanity and made possible what we did.

It wasasgn: Manis never completely independent of Earth; he carrieswith him his environment; heis
aways and forever apart of humanity. It was aconquest mellowed by a confession of mortaity and
error.

It was a statement: Man haswithin him the qualities of greatnessthat will never accept the restraints of
circumgtance, and yet he carries, too, the seeds of falibility that we al recognizein ourselves.

Rev was one of us. Histriumph was our triumph; his peril—more fully and finely—was our peril.

Reverdy L. McMillen, 111, firgt lieutenant, U.S.A.F. Pilot. Rocket jockey. Man. Rev. Hewasonly a
thousand miles away, caling for help, but those miles were straight up. We got to know him aswell as
any member of our own family.

The news came as agreat persond shock to me. | knew Rev. We had become good friendsin college,
and fortune had thrown us together in the Air Force, awriter and apilot. | had got out as soon as
possible, but Rev had stayed in. | knew, vaguely, that he had been testing rocket-powered airplanes with
Chuck Yeager. But | had no idea that the rocket program was that close to space.

Nobody did. It was a better-kept secret than the Manhattan Project.

| remember staring a Rev's picture in the evening newspaper—the straight black hair, the thin, rakish
mustache, the Clark Gable ears, the reckless, rueful grin—and | felt again, like aphysica thing, hisgreat
joy inliving. It expressed itsdlf in ahundred ways. He loved widdy, but with discrimination. He ate well,
drank heartily, reveled in expert jazz and artistic inventiveness, and talked incessantly.

Now he was done and soon al that might be extinguished. | told mysdlf that | would help.

That was atime of wild enthusiasm. Men mobbed the Air Force Proving Grounds at Cocoa, Florida,
wildly volunteering their services. But | was no engineer. | wasn't even awelder or ariveter. At best, |
was only apoor word mechanic.

But words, at least, | could contribute.

| made a hasty verba agreement with aloca paper and caught the first plane to Washington, D. C. For a
long time, | liked to think that what | wrote during the next few days had something to do with
subsequent events, for many of my articles were picked up for reprint by other newspapers.

The Washington fiasco was the responsibility of the Senate Investigating Committee. It subpoenaed
everybody in sght—which effectively removed them from the vita work they were doing. But withina
day, the Committee redlized that it had bitten off abiteit could neither swallow nor spit out.



General Beauregard Finch, head of the research and devel opment program, was the tough morsdl the
Committee gagged on. Coldly, accurately, he described the devel opment of the project, the scientific and
technica research, the tests, the building of the ship, the training of the prospective crewmen, and the
winnowing of the volunteers down to one man.

In words more eloquent because of their clipped precision, he described the takeoff of the giant
three-stage ship, shoved upward on alengthening arm of combining hydrazine and nitric acid. Within
fifty-sx minutes, the remaining third stage had reached its orbita height of 1,075 miles,

It had coasted there. In order to maintain that orbit, the motors had to flicker on for fifteen seconds.
At that moment, disaster laughed at Man's careful caculations.

Before Rev could override the autométics, the motors had flamed for dmost hdf aminute. Thefuel he
had depended upon to sow the ship so that it would drop, re-enter the atmosphere and be reclaimed by
Earth was dmost gone. His efforts to counteract the excess speed resulted only in an approximation of
theorigind orbit.

Thefact wasthis. Rev was up there. He would stay there until someone came and got him.
And there was no way to get there.

The Committee took that as an admission of guilt and incompetence; they tried to lever themsalvesfree
with it, but Genera Finch was not to be intimidated. A manned ship had been sent up because no
mechanica or eectronic computer could contain the vast possibilities for decison and action built into a
humean being.

The origina computer was till the best al-purpose computer.

There had been only one ship built, true. But there was good reason for that, acompletely practica
reason—money.

Leadersare, by definition, ahead of the people. But thiswasn't afield in which they could show the way
and wait for the people to follow. Thiswas no expedition in ancient ships, no light exploring party, no
pilot-plant operation. Like a parachute jump, it had to be successful the firgt time.

Thiswas an enterprise into new, expensive fields. It demanded money (billions of dallars), brains (the
best available), and the hard, dedicated |abor of men (thousands of them).

Genera Finch became anationd hero that afternoon. He said, in bold words, "With the limited funds you
gave us, we have done what we set out to do. We have demonstrated that space flight is possible, that a
goace platformisfeasible.

"If thereisany inefficiency, if thereisany blame for what has happened, it lies at the door of those who
lacked confidence in the courage and ability of their countrymen to fight free of Earth to the grestest
glory. Senator, how did you vote on that?'

But | am not writing ahistory. The shelvesare full of them. | will touch on the international repercussions
only enough to show that the event had no more respect for national boundaries than Rev's orbiting ship.

The orbit was dmost perpendicular to the equator. The ship traveled as far north as Nome, asfar south
asLittle Americaon the Antarctic Continent. It completed one giant circle every two hours. Meanwhile,
the Earth rotated benesath. If the ship had been equi pped with adequate optica instruments, Rev could
have observed every spot on Earth within twenty-four hours. He could have seen fleets and their



dispostions, aircraft carriers and the planes taking off their decks, troop maneuvers.

In the Genera Assembly of the United Nations, the Russian ambassador protested this unwarranted and
illegd violation of its nationa boundaries. He hinted darkly that it would not be alowed to continue. The
U.S.SR. had not been caught unprepared, he said. If the violation went on—"every few hours!"
—drastic stepswould be taken.

World opinion reared up in indignation. The U.S.S.R. immediately retreated and pretended, asonly it
could, that its belligerence had been an unwarranted inference and that it had never said anything of the

sort, anyway.

Thiswas not amilitary observer above our heads. It was a man who would soon be dead unless help
resched him.

A world offered what it had. Even the U.S.S.R. announced that it was outfitting arescue ship, Snceits
gpace program was adready on the verge of success. And the American public responded with more than
ahillion dollars within aweek. Congress gppropriated another billion. Thousands of men and women
volunteered.

The race began.

Would the rescue party reach the ship in time? The world prayed.

And it listened daily to the voice of aman it hoped to buy back from death.
The problem shaped up likethis:

Thetrip had been planned to last for only afew days. By careful rationing, the food and water might be
stretched out for more than amonth, but the oxygen, by cutting down activity to conserveit, couldn't
possibly last more than thirty days. That was the absolute outside limit.

| remember reading the carefully detailed cal culationsin the paper and studying them for some hopeful
error. There was none.

Within afew hours, the discarded first stage of the ship had been located floating in the Atlantic Ocean. It
was towed back to Cocoa, Florida. Almost aweek was needed to find and return to the Proving
Grounds the second stage, which had landed 906 miles away.

Both sections were practically undamaged; their fall had been cushioned by ribbon parachutes. They
could be cleaned, repaired, and used again. Thetrouble wasthe vita third stage—the nose section. A
new one had to be designed and built within amonth.

Space-madness became anew form of hysteria. We read satistics, we memorized indgnificant detalls,
we studied diagrams, we learned the risks and the dangers and how they would be met and conquered.
It al became part of us. We watched the dow progress of the second ship and silently, tautly, urged it
upward.

The schedule overhead became part of everyone'sdaily life. Work stopped while people rushed to
windows or outside or to their television sets, hoping for aglimpse, aglint from the high, swift ship, so
near, so untouchably far.

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

"I've been staring out the portholes. | never tire of that. Through the one on theright, | see what looks



like ablack velvet curtain with astrong light behind it. There are pinpoint holesin the curtain and the light
shines through, not winking the way stars do, but steady. Theresno air up here. That's the reason. The
mind can understand and gtill misinterpret.

"My air isholding out better than | expected. By my figures, it should last twenty-seven days more. |
shouldn't use so much of it talking al thetime, but it's hard to stop. Taking, | fed asif I'm ill in touch
with Earth, ill one of you, evenif | amway up here.

"Through the left-hand window is San Francisco Bay, looking like a dark, wandering arm extended by
the ocean octopus. The city itsalf looks like aheap of diamonds with trails scattered fromiit. It glittersup
cheerfully, an old friend. It misses me, it says. Hurry home, it says. It's gone now, out of sight. Good-by,
Frisco!

"Do you hear me down there? Sometimes | wonder. Y ou can't see me now; I'min the Earth's shadow.
Y oull haveto wait hoursfor the dawn. I'll have minein afew minutes.

"You'redl busy down there. | know that. If | know you, you're dl worrying about me, working to get me
down, forgetting everything e se. Y ou don't know what afeding that is. | hope to Heaven you never have
to, wonderful thoughitis.

"Too bad the receiver was broken, but if it had to be one or the other, I'm glad it was the transmitter that
camethrough. There'sonly one of me. There are billions of you to talk to.

"I wish there were someway | could be sure you were hearing me. Just that one thing might keep me
fromgoing crazy."

Rev, you were onein millions. Weread dl about your selection, your training. Y ou were our
representative, picked with our greatest skill.

Out of athousand who passed the initid rigid requirementsfor education, physical and emotiona
condition and age, only five could qualify for space. They couldn't betoo tal, too stout, too young, too
old. Medica and psychiatric tests weeded them out.

One of the training machines—L ord, how we studied this—reproduces the acceleration strains of a
blasting rocket. Another trains men for maneuvering in the weightlessness of space. A third duplicatesthe
cramped, sedled conditions of a spaceship cabin. Out of the final five, you were the only one who
qudified.

No, Rev, if any of us could stay sane, it wasyou.

There were thousands of suggestions, dmost al of them useless. Psychologists suggested sdlf-hypnotism;
cultists suggested yoga. One man sent in adetailed sketch of agiant € ectromagnet with which Rev's ship
could be drawn back to Earth.

Generd Finch had the only practical idea. He outlined aplan for letting Rev know that we were listening.
He picked out Kansas City and set thetime. "Midnight,” he said. "On the dot. Not aminute earlier or
later. At that moment, helll be right overhead.”

And a midnight, every light in the city went out and came back on and went out and came back on
agan.

For afew awful moments, we wondered if the man up there in the cave of night had seen. Then camethe
voice we knew now so well that it seemed it had aways been with us, apart of us, our dreams and our
waking.



The voicewas husky with emotion:

"Thanks. . . Thanksfor listening. Thanks, Kansas City. | saw you winking a me. I'm not aone. | know
that now. I'll never forget. Thanks."

And silence then asthe ship fell below the horizon. We pictured it to oursalves sometimes, continually
circling the Earth, itstrgectory exactly matching the curvature of the globe benegth it. We wondered if it
would ever stop.

Likethe Moon, would it be asatellite of the Earth forever?

We went through our daily choreslike automatons while we watched the third stage of the rocket take
shape. Weraced againgt adwindling air supply, and death raced to catch a ship moving at 15,800 miles
per hour.

We watched the ship grow. On our televison screens, we saw the construction of the cellular fuel tanks,
the rocket motors, and the fantastic multitude of pumps, valves, gauges, switches, circuits, transgstors,
and tubes.

The personnd space was built to carry five men instead of one man. We watched it develop, a Spartan
amplicity inthe middle of the great complex, and it was asif we ourselveswould live there, would weatch
those dids and instruments, would grip those chair-arm controlsfor the infinites ma sign that the
automeatic pilot had fatered, would fed the soft flesh and the softer interna organs being wrenched away
from the unyielding bone, and would hurtle upward into the cave of night.

We watched the plating wrap itsaf protectively around the vitals of the nose section. The wingswere
attached; they would make the ship ahuge, metd glider in its unpowered descent to Earth after the job
was done.

We met the men who would man the ship. We grew to know them as we watched them train; saw them
fighting artificid gravities, testing Spacesuitsin Smulated vacuums, practicing maneuversin theweightless
condition of freefdl.

That waswhat we lived for.
And we listened to the voice that came to us out of the night:

Twenty-one days. Three weeks. Seems like more. Fed alittle duggish, but there's no room for exercise
in acoffin. The concentrated foods |'ve been eating are fine, but not for a steady diet. Oh, what I'd give
for apiece of home-baked apple pie!

"Theweightlessness got me at first. Felt | was Sitting on aball that was spinning in dl directions at once.
Lost my breakfast a couple of timesbefore | learned to stare at one thing. Aslong asyou don't let your
eyesroam, you're okay.

"Theré's Lake Michigan! My God, but it's blue today! Dazzlesthe eyes! There's Milwaukee, and how
arethe Braves doing? It must be a hot day in Chicago. It'salittle muggy up here, too. The water
absorbers must be overloaded. "Theair smellsfunny, but I'm not surprised. | must smell funny, too, after
twenty-one days without a bath. Wish | could have one. There are an awful lot of things| used to take
for granted and suddenly want more than—

"Forget that, will you? Don't worry about me. I'mfine. | know you're working to get me down. If you
don't succeed, that's okay with me. My lifewouldn't just be wasted. I've done what |'ve dways wanted
todo. I'ddoit again.



"Too bad, though, that we only had the money for one ship.”

And again: "An hour ago, | saw the sun rise over Russia. It lookslike any other land from here, green
whereit should be green, farther north a sort of mud color, and then white where the snow is ill deep.

"Up here, you wonder why we're so different when the land isthe same. Y ou think: we'redl children of
the same mother planet. Who sayswe're different?

"Think I'm crazy? Maybe youreright. It doesn't matter much what | say aslong as| say something. This
isonetime |l won't be interrupted. Did any man ever have such an audience?!

No, Rev. Never.
The voice from above, historical now, preserved:

"| guessthe gadgets are dl right. Y ou dide-rule mechanics! Y ou test-tube artists! Y ou finding what you
want? Getting the dope on cosmic rays, meteoric dust, those idands you could never map, the cloud
formations, wind movements, dl the weather data? Hope the telemetering gauges are working. They're
more important than my voice"

| don't think so, Rev. But we got the data. We built some of it into the new ships. Ships, notship, for we
didn't stop with one. Before we were finished, we had two complete three-stagers and a dozen nose
sections.

Thevoice "Air'sbad tonight. Can't seem to get afull breath. Sticksin the lungs. Doesn't matter, though. |
wish you could al seewhat | have seen, the vast-spreading universe around Earth, like abride in a soft
veil. You'd know then that we belong out here.”

Weknow, Rev. You led usout. Y ou showed us the way.
We listened and we watched. It seemsto me now that we held our breath for thirty days.

At last we watched the fuel pumping into the ship—nitric acid and hydrazine. A month ago, we did not
know their names, now we recognize them asthe very substances of lifeitsdf. It flowed through the long
gpecia hoses, dangerous, cautioudy grounded, over haf amillion dollars worth of rocket fudl.

Statidicians estimate that more than a hundred million Americans were watching their televison setsthat
day. Watching and praying. . .

Suddenly the view switched to the ship fleeing south above us. The technicians were expert now. The
telescopes picked it up ingtantly, the focus perfect the first time, and tracked it across the sky until it
dropped beyond the horizon. It looked no different now than when we had seen it first.

But the voice that came from our speakers was different. It was weak. It coughed frequently and paused
for breeth.

"Air very bad. Better hurry. Can't last much longer. . . Silly!. .. Of courseyou'l hurry.

"Don't want anyone feding sorry for me. . . I've been living fadt. . . Thirty days? 've seen 360 sunrises,
360 sunsets. . . I've seen what no man has ever seen before. . . | wasthe firgt. That's something. . . worth

dyingfor. ..

"I've seen the gars, clear and undiminished. They look cold but there's warmth to them and life. They
have families of planetslike our own sun, some of them. . . They must. God wouldn't put them there for



Nno purpose. . . They can be homesto our future generations. Or, if they have inhabitants, we can trade
with them: goods, ideas, the love of creation. . .

"But—more than this—I have seen the Earth. | have seen it—as no man has ever seen it—turning below
me like afantastic ball, the seaslike blue glassin the sun. . . or lashed into gray storm-pesks. . . and the
land green with life. . . the cities of the world in the night, sparkling. . . and the people. . .

"I have seen the Earth—there where | have lived and loved. . . | have known it better than any man and
loved it better and known its children better. . . It hasbeen good. . .

"Good-by. . . | have a better tomb than the greatest conqueror Earth ever bore. . . Do not disturb. . ."
Wewept. How could we help it?

Rescue was s0 close and we could not hurry it. We watched impotently. The crew were hoisted far up
into the nose section of the three-stage rocket. It stood astall as a 24-story building.Hurry! we urged.
But they could not hurry. Theinterception of aswiftly moving target is precison business. The takeoff
wasall calculated and impressed on the metal and glass and free eectrons of an eectronic computer.

The ship was tightened down methodicaly. The spectators scurried back from the base of the ship. We
waited. The shipwaited. Tal and dim asit was, it seemed to crouch. Someone counted off the seconds
to abreathless world: ten—nine—eight. . . five, four, three. . . one—firel

Therewas no flame, and then we saw it spurting into the air from the exhaust tunnel several hundred feet
away. The ship balanced, unmoving, on asguat column of incandescence; the column stretched itsdlf,
grew tall; the huge ship picked up speed and dwindled into apoint of brightness.

Thetelescopic lensesfound it, logt it, found it again. It arched over onits Side and thrust itself seaward.
At the end of 84 seconds, the rear jets fatered, and our hearts faltered with them. Then we saw that the
first stage had been dropped. Therest of the ship moved off on anew fiery trail. A ring-shaped ribbon
parachute blossomed out of the third stage and dowed it rapidly.

The second stage dropped away 124 seconds later. The nose section, with its human cargo, its rescue
equipment, went on alone. At 63 miles dtitude, the flaring exhaust cut out. The third stage would coast up
the gravitationd hill more than athousand miles.

Our stomachs were knotted with dread as the rescue ship disappeared beyond the horizon of the farthest
televison camera. By thistime, it was on the other Sde of the world, speeding toward a carefully planned
rendezvous with itsSster.

Hang on, Rev! Don't give up!

Fifty-sx minutes. That was how long we had to wait. Fifty-six minutes from the takeoff until the ship was
initsorbit. After that, the party would need time to match speeds, to send a space-suited crewman
drifting across the emptiness between, over the vast, eerily turning sphere of the Earth benegth.

Inimagination, we followed them.

Minutes would be lost while the rescuer clung to the ship, opened the airlock cautioudy so that none of
the precious remnants of air would be lost, and passed into the ship where one man had known utter
londiness.

We waited. We hoped.



Fifty-sx minutes. They passed. An hour. Thirty minutes more. We reminded oursdves—and were
reminded—that the first concern was Rev. It might be hours before we would get any real news.

The tension mounted unbearably. We waited—a nation, aworld—for relief.

At eighteen minutes less than two hours—too soon, we told ourselves, lest we hope too much—we
heard the voice of Captain Frank Pickrell, who was |ater to become the first commander of the
Doughnut.

"I havejust entered the ship," he said dowly. "The airlock was open.” He paused. Theimplications
sunned our emations; we listened mutely. "'Lieutenant McMillen isdead. He died heroically, waiting until
al hope was gone, until every oxygen gauge stood at zero. And then—well, the airlock was open when
wearrived.

"In accordance with his own wishes, hisbody will beleft hereinitseternd orbit. Thisship will be his
tomb for al men to see when they look up toward the stars. Aslong asthere are men on Earth, it will
circle aove them, an everlasting reminder of what men have done and what men can do.

"That was Lieutenant McMillen's hope. Thishe did not only as an American, but asaman, dying for al
humanity, and dl humanity can glory for it.

"From this moment, let thisbe his shrine, sacred to dl the generations of spacemen, inviolate. And let it
be asymbol that Man's dreams can be redlized, but sometimesthe priceis steep.

"l am going to leave now. My feet will be thelast to touch this deck. The oxygen | released isamost
used up. Lieutenant McMillenisin hiscontrol chair, staring out toward the stars. | will leave the airlock
doors open behind me. Let the airless, frigid arms of space protect and preservefor al eternity the man
they would not let go."

Good-by, Rev! Farewd ! Good night!
Rev was not long alone. He was the first, but not the last to receive a space burial and ahero'sfarewell.

This, asl said, isno history of the conquest of space. Every child knowsthe story aswell as| and can
identify the make of a spaceship more swiftly.

The story of the combined effortsthat built the orbitdl platform irreverently called theDoughnut has been
told by others. We have learned at length the palitical triumph that placed it under United Nations
control.

Its contribution to our daily lives has received the accolade of the commonplace. It isan observatory, a
laboratory, and aguardian. Startling discoveries have come out of that weightless, airless, heatless place.
It has learned how weather is made and predicted it with incredible accuracy. It has observed the stars
clear of thevell of the atmosphere. And it hasinsured our peace. . .

It has paid itsway. No one can question that. It and its smaller relay stations made possible today's
worldwide television and radio network. There is no place on Earth where afree voice cannot be heard
or the face of freedom be seen. Sometimes we find oursalves wondering how it would have been any
other way.

And we have had adventure. We have traveled to the dead gypsum seas of the Moon with thefirst
exploration party. Thisyear, wewill solve the mysteries of Mars. From our armchairs, we will thrill to the
discoveries of our pioneers—our stand-ins, SO to spesk. It has given us acommon heritage, acommon
god, and for thefirgt timewe are united.



This| mention only for background; no onewill argue that the conquest of space was not of incalculable
benefit to dl mankind.

The whole thing came back to me recently, an overpowering flood of memory. | was skirting Times
Square, where every faceisastranger's, and suddenly | stopped, incredulous.

"Rev!" | shouted.

The man kept on walking. He passed me without aglance. | turned around and stared after him. | started
torun. | grabbed him by thearm. "Rev!" | said huskily, swinging him around. "Isit redly you?"

The man amiled politdy. "Y ou must have mistaken me for someone else” He unclamped my fingerseasly
and moved away. | redlized then that there were two men with him, one on each side. | felt their eyeson
my face, memorizing it.

Probably it didn't mean anything. We all have our doubles. | could have been mistaken.
But it started me remembering and thinking.

The firgt thing the rocket experts had to consider was expense. They didn't have the money. The second
thing was weight—even amedium-sized man is heavy when rocket payloads are reckoned, and the
stores and equipment essentid to his surviva are many times heavier.

If Rev had escaped dive, why had they announced that he was dead? But | knew the question was all
wrong.

If my speculationswereright, Rev had never been up there a al. The essentia payload wasonly a
thirty-day recording and atransmitter. Even if the mgor feat of sending up amanned rocket was beyond
their means and their techniques, they could send up that much.

Then they got the money; they got the volunteers and the techniques.

| suppose the telemetered reports from the rocket hel ped. But what they accomplished in thirty dayswas
an unpardlded miracle.

Thetiming of the recording must have taken months of work; but the vital part of the scheme was
secrecy. General Finch had to know and Captain—now Colond—FPickrell. A few others—workmen,
adminigtrators—and Rev. . .

What could they do with him? Disguise him?Y es. And then hide him in the biggest city intheworld. They
would have doneit that way.

It gave me afunny, sick kind of fegling, thinking about it. Like everybody ese, | don't liketo betakenin
by aphony plea. And thiswas afraud perpetrated on dl humanity.

Y et it had led usto the planets. Perhapsit would lead us beyond, even to the stars. | asked mysdlf: could
they have doneit any other way?

| would like to think | was mistaken. This myth has become part of us. We lived through it ourselves,
helped make it. Someday, | tdl mysalf, a spaceman whose reverenceis greater than his obedience will
make apilgrimageto that swift shrine and find only an empty shell.

| shudder then.

This pulled ustogether. In asensg, it kegps ustogether. Nothing is more important than that.



| try to convince mysdlf that | was mistaken. The straight black hair was gray at the temples now and cut
much shorter. The mustache was gone. The Clark Gable ears wereflat to the head; that'sasmple
operation, | understand.

But grins are hard to change. And anyone who lived through those thirty dayswill never forget that voice.

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

| think sometimes he must wish hewereredlly in the cave of night, seated in that icy control chair 1,075
miles above, staring out at the stars.

|Go to Contents |

Hoax

BY DAYLIGHT THE ROOM was smal and shabby. Amos had outgrown it, as he had outgrown the
bed.

But at night it still had itsmagic.

When the venetian blinds were closed and the light was off, the stars still came out fluorescently, and the
planets, spinning gently in the smallest breath of air, seemed redl and close. And the moon—pocked and
familia—aboy could dmaost reach up and touch it.

Best of dl wasthe S.1.2—the Doughnut—glowing right above the bed, and the boy, lying there, was
free-faling in space, one of the heroes, one of the spacemen.

The boy was grown now, and the sun bleached the starsinto tiny spots of paint and exposed the black
thread that held up the planets and the S.1.2. Thetime for dreamswas over.

She bustled around the room. The models spun and swayed. "Y ou'll want this," she said briskly, holding
out the book.

Hetook it, the thumbed, batteredConquest of Space with the achingly beautiful Bonestdls, and put it
back on the shelf. "Gosh, Mom," he pleaded, trying to make her understand. "1 don't need that. I'm
through with dl this. Give thisjunk to Tommy."

"Theway you talk—a person would think you weren't coming back," she complained, her voice breaking
inthemiddle.

"Now, Mom." He dipped an arm around her shoulder and squeezed. "Weve talked thisout. I'm grown
up; I'm not aboy any more. All these things'—he dismissed them with a careless hand—"1've got to put
away. But I'll be back on leaves and Earth-duty and things."

She's faded, he thought. Since he had been at the Academy. It had been along time since he had thought
she was the most beautiful woman in the world. His mother had grown old.

It had been a sad trip home. Maybe it had been amistake, coming home. Maybe it would have been
better to have refused the leave. He had wanted to. But that wouldn't have been fair, ether.

Hefolded over the thin, blue nylon of the spacepack and zipped it shut on hisfew persona belongings.
Her eyes migted. Irritation crossed hisface. "Now what's the matter?”
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"You'retaking so little," she said and caught her lower lip between her teeth.

"Y ou know theweight limit," he said sharply. Then his voice softened. "Ten pounds. To put that on the
Doughnut takes sixteen hundred pounds of fudl. Whatever else | need will be there. The Air Force won't
let me go naked.”

"I know." She sighed. She brightened determinedly "If you're packed, comeright downdtairs. | saved a
piece of pie."

He dung the spacepack over his arm the way spacemen did. Asthey went down the stairs, he put hisleft
arm clumsily around her waist. "Now, Mom, | don't want anything to eat, honest. | couldn't et abite.”

"Y ou aren't going away from home empty, young man!"

"Sure, Mom. All right. Whatever you say.” He dropped the bag on achair in the hall and et himself be
led into the kitchen.

She watched him egt, her eyes never leaving hisface. He forced down the apple pie, not wanting it,
fighting the eagerness to be gone, to be on hisway.

The kitchen was a place peculiarly his mother's. There she wasin command of things; there she had the
courage to say what she had been wanting to say. "I just can't understand why anyone would want to go
flying off into nothing. Seemslike there's enough trouble right here on Earth without hunting up more.
Every time| turn on the television"—her eyes moved to the repeater screen flat againgt the kitchen
wall—"it seemsthere's some new crisis or the cold war is colder or hotter. . ."

"Oh, Mom! Y ou know I've dways wanted—ever since | was alittle boy, dreaming, playing rockets. . ."

"Little boys| can understand. Grown men are something else again. Like you said upstairs, you expect
them to put away childish things. Why?—that'sdl | want to know. . ."

"Becauseit'sthere," he said, knowing that to her thiswas no reason at dl. But it was the reason men had
aways given their women for chasing adream, not redlly ableto explain.

"It'simportant,” he went on evenly, "tackling something redlly worth the doing. It's the dream—like the
onethat led the settlersinto the wilderness, that pulled the wagon trains across the prairies. It'swhere
men are making the future, men who really count, men like Rev McMillen and Bo Finch and Frank
Pickrell. It's putting something out there where nothing has ever been—the Doughnut. Courage built it out
of dreams. Guts holdsit up. And that's just the beginning. It'sthe future out there."

"It's death out there." Absently, she brushed awisp of graying hair back into place. "Like McMillenin his
tomb, frozen, going around and around the Earth forever. The first man out; thefirst man to die. That
should have warned us. It used to be war that took our men from us; now it'sthat.” Shelooked up at the
caling asif shewere staring through it, asif she could see thelittle plastic-and-nylon whed spinning up
there in the sun, where the sky is black and death is never far away.

"Good-by, Mom." He stood up abruptly, kissed her. Her lipswere cold. "Don't worry. I'll bedl right.”

Hewalked quickly through the house, taking his cap from the closet shelf, picking up the spacepack from
the chair. He stopped outside, hesitated and looked back.

Already the house seemed unredl, fading, like everything init. Even hismother.

Helooked up, not seeing the small, swift glint of the Doughnut, not expecting it. The satdllite wasn't



vishle here until 0319.

Hewaked alittle, letting the Earth tug at him for the last time, thinking that this was fantasy now, soon it
would bedl asunred asfiction.

Out therewas hisredlity.
Within afew hours he would step out onto the vast concrete landing strip at Cocoa, Forida
It was the beginning of the grest adventure.

Generd Finch was shockingly old and ill. Amos compared the redlity with the pictures a the Academy:
the Generad shaking hands with Pickrell, facing the Senate subcommittee, giving amemoria wreath to an
anonymous pilot to placein orbit for al those men who had given their lives. . .

But then Genera Beauregard Finch was an old man, four years past retirement age, dmost seventy.

The sx yearssnce McMillen'sfata flight had aged the Generd, but with them he had built hisown
monument. Above him circled the Doughnut to which he had sacrificed his hedth, hislife—as other men
had sacrificed their hedlth and their lives.

It wasworth it. It was the dream.

In the little waiting room near the platform, the Generd stood, still straight, still wearing proudly the
honorary Doughnut insigniaon his shoulder. "Y ou're going out there, Danton, taking with you al our
honor, al our pride. We've never sent out abad one, acoward or afool. | don't think we've started

now. Only afew men have preceded you. Only afew will follow. It will dways be ahard, lonely business
out there. But there's nothing more worth the doing."”

The Generd had never been out there. By the timeit was possible, he was, too old.
"What do they call you now—you cadet replacements?”
"Pick'spick, ar."

"Good enough. That's what you are—picked men, selected and sorted and pruned, over and over. The
best of the best. Y ou've had the finest training we could give you. Remember though: it's never
enough—the picking or the training. The job isaways bigger than the man. What you've gonethroughiis
nothing to what iswaiting for you."

Amoaos smiled politely. The Generd could cdl it nothing, the Academy sdection and training program: he
had never been through it. Knowing it now, Amas could not have forced himself to go through it again:
the unceasing torment of brain and body, the endlesstests of physica and psychologica endurance, the
perpetud cramming of an infinite amount of information into afinitebrain. . .

Cdl it nothing. Cdll it five years of hell.

Out of 50,000 applications, 1,000 had been accepted. After the intense physical and psychiatric tests,
gxty wereleft.

They received their reward: five years of training. Five yearsfighting the books, of takingg'sinthe
centrifuge while trying to function as astage-three crew member, of working out in the "whirligig,” of
living in the"tank™ with thirteen other men for weeks without end—knowing that the psychologists were
watching. . .



And always the growing pressure of failure as classmates dropped out, were culled, disappeared, were
mentioned no more.

Until there werefiveleft to graduate.

Five out of 50,000. Those were odds you refused to face when you started. The only way to survive was
not to think about it, to take each trid asit came, and when theg's built too high, to remember the dream
and fight once more and once again.

There couldn't be anything tougher than that. The redity would be fulfillment.

"Go on!" the Genera growled. "Get out there! | talk too much. The ship won't wait, not even for a
generd.”

He was coughing as Amoas, in flight helmet and coverdls with the webbed harness over it, strode across
the broad platform toward the tapering spire of theferry. It was atypica three-stager, gleaming inits
white, ceramic coating, its clean lines broken by stabilizer fins and the broad, ungainly wings on which the
third stage would glide through the atmosphere to a powerless landing.

The devator, part of the giant, hammerhead crane, lifted Amos smoothly up the side of the ship. Across
the hull of the third-stage, beside the vast expanse of wing, were painted these black words:
McMILLEN'SFOLLY.

Amos read them and frowned. Service irreverences were unavoidable, but they belonged within the
service, not out where the public could share them. To call the S.1.2 the Doughnut was not too bad—he
did it himsdlf—but this name | eft abad taste in the mouth. The hot hand of air friction could not erase it
too soon.

Thethick, square door stood open and empty. Amos shrugged and stooped through the air lock into the
familiar cabin of the M-5 stage-three.

He climbed the rungs of the ladder toward the one unoccupied segt. On thistrip he would be radio op.

The otherswerein their places—captain, co-pilot, navigator, engineer—their smoothly helmeted heads
like bowling balls precarioudy balanced on seat backs. One of the bowling ballsturned, became aface,
hard, disnterested. The captain.

"Cadet-Trainee Danton, sr," Amos said, saluting crisply, "reporting for transportation.”

"Oh, God!" the captain groaned at the co-pilot. His head twisted back toward Amos. "Whereve you
been?Y ou think we've got nothing better to do than wait for alousy cadet? Oh, never mind! Get
strapped down! We know—old Bo was giving you speech 12B: "Words of advice and encouragement
for cadets making their maiden trips: We've never sent out abad one, acoward or afoal. | don't think
we've started now."'

Fushing, Amoslifted himself into the vacant chair and clicked his harness strapsinto place. They'd have
been waiting anyway. Takeoff time wasn't for five minutes.

"What's your speciaty?' the captain asked.
"RAilot, gr."

"Watch, then. Maybe you'll learn something. Know any radio?"



"Yes gr."

"Then thisisan order: Keegp your clammy hands off the insruments! Any communication that's necessary,
I'll take care of. Understand?’

"Yes, gr."

"Plug in your earphones or not as you choose, but don't put on throat mikes. | don't want you fouling up
thecircuits.”

Amoss face was burning, but he clenched histeeth and said, "Yes, ar.”

The captain reached into an elasticized pocket beside his chair and pulled out a plastic bag. He dropped
itto Amos "Putit on."

"I've had freefall, gr,” Amos protested. "I won't need, this.”
"Y ou have, eh? How much?"
"Almost seven minutes.”

"Eighty seconds at atimein aKeplerian orbit! Nuts! Thistime you'll get four hours just asadarter. Put it
on! That'san order."

Sowly Amos dipped the dastic behind hishelmet and fitted the plastic ring over hismouth. It wasn't
enough to come through the Academy. He had to prove himsdlf al over again.

“Enginear?"
"Engineer check-off complete.”

"Navigator?'

"Navigator check-off complete.”

"Co-pilot?'

"Co-pilot check-off complete.”

"Radio op and captain’s check-off complete. Thirty secondsto blast-off."
"Y ou were alittle rough on the kid, Skipper,"

"He can't learn any younger. Or much older, either. Twenty-five seconds.”

Amostwisted his head and looked out the unshielded windows of the canopy.Forget it, hetold himsdf.
Thereisalways a Queeg. The services lured them, fed them, made them strong. Nowhere else
could they achieve satisfaction so easily.

"Hifteen seconds.”

The horizon was agently curving arc of purple-blue above the gray-black of the sea. Within minutes
now, the liberated third-stage would fight itsway out of the atmosphere that scattered the blue of the
sunlight and gaveit to the sky. Within lessthan an hour it would bein orbit, its velocity canceling Earth's
gravity. Within afew hours he would bein the Doughnut. . .



"Fve seconds.”

Anticipation flooded Amossthroat, choking, unbearable. Thiswaswhat it had been about, the relentless
pressures, the endless torment. Thiswas it about to happen. . .

"Three—two—one. . ."

The cabin began to rumble. Like atorch risng from the ground to light their way, flame shot into the night
from the exhaust outlet. Amos could seeit reflected from the astronomica dome and the radar saucers
and the control tower, etching them into the blackness of the bay.

"Engineering check—al motorsblasting.”

On the captain's control panel, ared eye opened. "And away we go!" said the captain, exultation in his
voice. "Up, beast!"

The cabin roared. The torch outside the window flamed intolerably. Amos squeezed his eyes shut, and
the fine, strong net of acceleration pulled him into the seat cushions, fishhooking his cheeks down, tugging
at hiseyeballs. When he got his eyelids open again, orange-red dials were spinning in front of him,
meaningless, the long hoursin the centrifuge mock-up wasted. The net pulled, hard, inexorable.

Amostried to breathe, but his chest couldn't lift againgt the intolerable weight that held it down. Panic
surged, cold, in his stomach, up histhroat. . .

A few seconds later, the net dissolved. The seat cushions, released, shoved Amosforward against the
harness. Hisweight dropped from 1,350 pounds down to alittle less than 300. He drew a deep,
shuddering breath and another.

Thefirst-stage had been dropped, its contribution made. Now the second booster was building its
pressures, adding its accel eration to a speed that had aready reached more than 5,000 miles per hour.

Sowly the net drew down again. Again Amoss breathing grew difficult. He struggled for one more
breath and one more. Then the net was down hard, and there was no more bresath.

Seconds passed. The pressure grew, never quite as hard as the first booster's nineg's but lasting longer.
Thistime Amos went forty seconds without breathing. Then the second stage dropped away, and the
pressure relented.

Amos gasped for bresth.

The sky had turned velvet black. The starswere out: unwinking brilliants set in the velvet. The ship was
forty mileshigh; it wastraveling amost 15,000 miles per hour.

Third-stage pressures were amost unnoticeable. They never climbed above threeg's.

They broke into sunlight. His dazzled eyes squeezed shut againgt the sudden pain, swifter than the metd
coversthat did over the canopy to protect it from the massive, unfiltered irradiation of the sun's ultraviolet
that otherwise would soon discolor and cloud it.

Afterimages danced in front of Amoss eyes, lasted for minutes. Before they faded, the motors cut out.
The net released him completely, the seat cushion shoved, the harness caught him again. . .

But hewasfdling, hurtling downward from atremendous cliff, tumbling helplesdy and unchecked into
infinite depths. . .



He clawed at the chair arms, gripped them until the veins stood out, ropy and blue, in the whiteness. His
breath sucked in, rasping. He held it, every muscle braced for the impact. . .

That never came. The pit was bottomless.
It wasilluson! Thefdl reflex. Babies haveit; kittens, lowered suddenly, claw wildly for support.

Hewas fdling, hetold himsdf. He wasfdling avay from the Earth, coasting upwards a more than
18,000 miles per hour, without that resistance to the pull of gravity which conveys a sensation of weight.

Sowly helet his breath sgh out. Sowly he relaxed stubbornly resisting muscles. Helet himself fall.

He opened his eyes and looked up, seeing the seats and hel mets above him. For amoment it helped, and
then his gravi-receptorstold him that thiswasillus on—there was no up, no down. Hewasfdlingin al
directions at once.

The cabin was spinning around him. He fought the sensation, fought the fedling of nauseathat gripped his
throat and stomach. Hisface perspired, grew cold. A moment later he was violently sick in the plastic

bag.

It was dmogt half an hour before the spasms ceased.

Dimly, through his agony, he heard voices.

"Fud resarve. . "

" Skin temperature one thousand. . ."

"V ocity eighteen thousand four. . ."

"Altitude. . ."

"Cocoa. Check flight path. . ."

"On the draight and narrow, Fally. . ."

"Check. Keep us posted will you? Let's make this a nice easy ride—papastired.”

Heat was a problem. By the time the third-stage lft the last thin traces of atmosphere behind, the
temperature of the hull was 1,000°F.

The refrigeration equipment, massive enough to cool aten-story office building, labored to keep the cabin
livable. It took four hoursfor the ship to reach equilibrium temperature.

The crew couldn't Sit back and swet it out. They had jobs to do. In coagting to the 1,075-mile altitude,
the ship had dropped below orbital speed. Between them, by star Sghts and computations, the navigator
and co-pilot determined the ship's dtitude. The captain pressed a button on the arm of his chair. Sowly
the pattern of stars shifted over the canopy.

Once more the captain pressed the firing button. The ship gained alittle more than 1,000 miles per hour.
They werein orbit.
The captain spoke to the Doughnut: "Ess one point two. Folly. In orbit but blind. Give usahand.”

Theradio was slent.



"Doughnut!" the captain roared. " Get your finger out! Give usabearing”

"Folly. Ess one point two. Thanksfor the outburst. Gave us radio bearing. We now have visud.
Following are corrections. . ."

Amos hugged to himself the meaning of S.1.2; it wasamark of belonging, and at the moment it wasal he
had. The"S' stood for satellite, the"1" for the orbit, the 2" for the second satdllite in that orbit.

The S.1.1 was McMillen'stomb, leading the Doughnut by one hundred miles.

With the setting of the sun, the shades had been rolled back from the canopy. The ship wasin the
shadow of the Earth. Amos stared into the star-speckled sky for hisfirst glimpse of the Doughnut, but the
night draped it with invighility.

It wasn't like the model that had hung above his bed; it didn't glow.
". .. and welcome back, Colond," said the voice from the Doughnut.
The captain growled and gave the ship agentle boost. Sowly it began to flip over.

Beneath them—above them—the night-dark Earth gppeared and swept across the canopy and gave way
again to the stars. In that glimpse Amos saw the reddish glow of acity and a star-brightness neer it that
swept away before he could identify it. He fought back nauses; terror whispered that he was one of
those unfortunates who never got over their spacesickness.

The cruisng motor turned on again briefly. Weight and fall again. The tumbling stopped. Amostook a
deep, relieved breath. Framed in the canopy now, drawing the eyes like avision of heaven, wasthe
gently spinning whed of the Doughnut, one great poke connecting the rim of thewhed, bulging to ahub
inthemidde.

It wasthere a lagt, barely visble, gleaming dully in the starlight. Amosforgot his nausea.

It had been along way to come: twenty years of dreams and five years of hell and athousand
miles—draght up.

"If you're going over," the captain said, close, sarcadtic, "1'd advise you to dip into something alittle
warmer. Otherwise you might find the last few feet the hardest.”

Hefloated past. Amos hated him. Hated his sarcasm.

Cautioudy he released his harness straps, holding desperately to the chair arm to keep from faling. It was
no usetrying to fool his gravi-receptors and mechano-receptors, theyknew hewasfaling.

Sowly, trying to control his nausea, he floated above the ladder, pulling himself long it until he reached
the rack of pressure suits. Clinging to astanchion and struggling to fit hislegsinto the proper placeswasa
far different experience than when his 150 pounds had been solid and maneuverable at the Academy.
Finally hedipped hislegsin and wedged one arm far enough down a deeve to grab the hand controls.

When he had the other arm in adeeve, the captain was aready dressed. He floated over impatiently to
help with the fastenings and lower the helmet over Amos's head.

"Radio working?' The voice wasloud and harsh indgde the siit.

"Yes, gr."



"Good. Check your suit.”

Amos stared at the face dimly visible through two faceplates of dark glass. The complete check took a
good five minutes, and the suits were thoroughly inspected after and before every trip. "Yes, ar," hesaid

grimly.
Step by step, joint by joint, gauge by gauge, control by control, attachment by attachment, he went
through the suit-check manud. " Suit check complete, air.”

The captain turned curtly, swinging himsdf by ahook around a stlanchion, and caught the air-lock
controls. By the time the outer door opened in front of them, bulky stevedores were dumping boxes and
crates and tubes out of the cargo compartment. The ship and the three taxis hitched to one broad wing
were anchors for avast spider web of cords and safety lines.

Amoslooked up into infinity. Slowly the ship tilted; infinity was adark mouth gaping; hewasfdling. . .

He grabbed for the edge of the doorway. Where his hands should have been, tools banged against the
hull of the ship. Theimpact threw him forward, aamsflalling helplesdy.

Ashe cleared the Sde of the ship, Earth swung into view beneath. His orientation twisted. Panic was a
livething in hischest and throt, fluttering icy wings. Hewasredly faling now, faling helplesdy and
endlesdy toward desth.

Hefdll through impa pable space unable to tear hisfascinated eyes avay from the dark Earth below.
Something was clanging againgt his suit, but it was seconds before he could ook to seewhat it was. The
captain was clinging to the handle on the chest of his suit.

Something clicked againgt hiswaist. The captain released, him, siwung around, began to recede.

"Wait—!" Amos began, fear digtorting hisvoice, and then he saw that anylon safety linetrailed from him
to the captain.

The shipwas only afew yards away. The captain pulled himsdlf to it by hisown line and snapped Amaos's
cord onto aring beside the air-lock door. Slowly hereded Amosin like aclumsy metd fish.

"Elementary lesson number one," the captain said in abored, unpleasant voice, “the moment you reach
pace: dipon.”

"Sorry, Sr," Amos said, hissuit dripping insde with Swvegt.

"That'saword we don't have much use for out here. Y ou seldom live to useit. Theré's your
trangportation.” He pointed to one of the nearby sausages. "Jump!™ Amos hesitated before the blank
immensity that separated him from the taxi. Then he closed his eyes and jumped, his safety line unredling

behind. Twice he missed and had to haul himself ignominioudy back. On the third try, he caught a hook
in the handle on the nose of the little two-man ship and clung.

The captain rdeased his safety line. It disgppeared into theredl at Amosswaist.

A round door opened out for Amos. He dipped carefully into the taxi and crawled past the suited pilot to
the seat behind.

As Amos buckled himsdlf down, the pilot turned awkwardly in the starlight coming through the canopy
and touched hishelmet to Amoss. "If your radio'son, turn it off."



Thewords echoed hollowly. Amas pressed the button under hisleft index finger. "It's off,” hesaid
curioudy.

"Good. Privacy's hard enough to come by up here. No use broadcasting everything, eh? My name's
Kovac. Lieutenant Max Kovac. Y ou're new, aren't you?"'

"That'sright. Cadet Amaos Danton.”

"Glad to meet you, Amos. Y ou don't know how glad. One morelike you, and | get rotated. Then watch
out, fleshpotd"

"Y ou been herelong?'

"Twelve long months, brother. That's twelve years by any other calendar. Just let me get my feet back on
the ground, and they couldn't drag me out again with ateam of wild rockets. Excuse me, Amos. We're

being paged.”

From the Hub of the Doughnut came a brilliant spot of light. Thetaxi jockeyed sickeningly back and forth
onitstwo jetsuntil it was aimed at the station and then the rear jet came on full. The Doughnut swelled in
front of them like abaloon, spinning. With asingle correction, Kovac dipped the taxi into one of the
motionless, cagdlike landing berths at elther sde of the Hub, killing hisforward speed with abrief flare of
the nose motor. Amos followed Kovac into the turret, his heart beating swiftly, expectantly.

Beyond the air lock was the Hub. Suits hung in brackets around the curving wall like gleaming white
mongters. He was insde the Doughnut, Amos thought, spinning with it, apart of it. He was here.

Amos released his helmet clamps and took a deep breeth of the Doughnut's air. It smelled like amachine
shop inside a bathhouse. It stank.

Kovac was dready out of hissuit. He helped Amos, saying easily, "Don't let it bother you, kid. It'stough
your first time out. Y ou can't coordinate because your muscles and senses are il adjusted to gravity.
Everybody goesthroughit. You'll get the knack. Just don't let anybody kid you. At first we're all babies
learning towalk."

He dipped the suit and helmet into an empty bracket. "Comeon," he said, launching himself toward one
tunnel like achampion diver. He caught the landing net thet lined one curving wall and pulled his mouth
close to amicrophone. "Weight control. Kovac coming in on B with new arriva Cadet Amos Danton.
One-fifty?" he asked, gauging Amoss size.

Amos nodded. After amoment abored voice said, "Okay, you're balanced.”

They pulled themselves dong the net, their weight dowly increasing, their bodies swinging gradualy down
toward the rim until, when they reached the little weight-control office, they were hanging from the net.

Amos weighed forty pounds.

In front of acompact computer and aschematic of the Doughnut dotted with small, magnetic markers sat
an officer inwrinkled, khaki coveralls. "Danton?' he said, raising an eyebrow in cursory
acknowledgment. "Welcome aboard, sucker."

Hisface sraightened as he stood up quickly, saluting. "Welcome back, Colond.”

Someone brushed past Amaos and turned, stripping off hisflight helmet. 1t wasthe captain of theFolly, his
hair agrizzled spacecut. "Danton, eh?' he said sourly. "L et me know when you're ready to go back in."



He stooped through a doorway and was gone.

Theweight given him by the Doughnut's spin had made Amaos's empty, aching stomach fed better, but
now it felt likeit had abrick init.

How can a man dream so long, he thought desperately,and have the reality turn out so horribly?

With his hemet off, the captain of theFolly was unmistakable. He was Colond Frank Pickrell,
commander of the Doughnt.

Genera Finch had been right: the selection and the training was never enough; the job was bigger than the
man; what Amos had gone through was nothing to what was waiting for him.

To Amosit seemed that he had never been trained &t al; he had to learn everything al over again.
Nothing could have prepared him for no-weight. Nothing could have prepared him for the fierce, blazing
redlity of the sun, for the Earth like agiant, round picture framed in white haze and spanning haf thefield
of vison, for the everyday discomforts of life aboard the Doughnuit.

There were never enough men for the jobs that had to be done if they were to justify the expense and
sacrifice of putting the Doughnut into space and maintaining it there. The work day was 14 to 16 hours
long, back-breaking, physical labor done under the most uncomfortable, most dangerous conditions men
could endure and till stay sane.

There was never enough space insde the Doughnut even for essentids. If it was aquestion of function or
comfort, comfort lost. Amos's bunk was hisfor eight hours out of every twenty-four. The two other shifts
were allowed to two other men.

Hewould crawl into the bunk and lie there, too weary to deep, and wonder if he would survive. There
were times he was so homesick for the fed and look and smell of Earth that he cried into the thin pillow,
pressing his face deep to muffle the sobs. There were times he would have sold his chance of promotion
for ten hours of uninterrupted deep. There were moments he dmost screamed for the lost privilege of a
few minutes completely done.

None of these were possible unless he gave up the dream. And that was the unthinkable. There were
fleeting moments he would tdl himsdlf that thiswas fulfillment; he was out there a |ast—out therein the
Doughnut—out with his dreams. So it meant privation and drudgery and psychologicd starvation—he
was out there, and it was wonderful.

It waan't often he could convince himsdlf. Because thiswasn't his dream.

He was given twenty-four hoursto acclimate himsdf, but it was seven days before he could keep down
solids. Speciaized personnel performed an extrajob in maintenance when their regular shift was over,
but Amoss speciaty was piloting, and he wasn't trusted with a ship. He aso knew navigation,
engineering, and communiceations, but these, too, were out of the question. He was assigned to the
permanent labor force. He was ajanitor, astevedore, a handyman.

Therewaslittle dust. The air-conditioning plant extracted the dirt and lint men brought with them from
Earth, but Amos emptied wastebaskets, washed fingerprints off dias, screens, and viewports, scrubbed
washrooms, polished brass. . . He answered dl callsfor working parties; at least once aday he went out
to unload aferry and push the freight to the waiting taxis. In his spare time, he maintained the temperature
regulators.

Thiswas aperpetua chorethat kept him clinging to the meteor-bumper of the Doughnut for aminimum



of sx hoursaday as he unscrewed the shutterlike regulators with the tools at the deeve end of his suit
and fastened arenovated regulator inits place.

A week inthe S.1.2, and Amos began to forget that he had ever known another life. A week: 84
revolutions of the Earth around the Doughnut; 84 sunrises, 84 sunsets, 84 nights.

Food became less atask, more agripe. Nausea came less frequently and almost never reached the
active stage. Strength returned unnoticed. Life became less atorment, more adrudgery. By the same
token, it became less adream, more acold redlity.

Amosfought it.

There were men to envy in the Doughnut, the observers and the scientists. physicists, agrologists,
astro-physicigts, astronomer. . . They were doing what they wanted to do in the best possible place to do
it.

Amos moved through the Doughnut, cleaning, watching, telling himsdf that thiswas the dream.

For the physicists, conditions were available that had been unattainable or attainable only with grest
effort: weightlessness, virtualy perfect vacuums, temperatures approaching absolute zero. . . The
physicistswerein astate of perpetud excitation, like their cosmic ray counters and ionization chambers.

Undernesth the radio ops were the agrologists and the dowly unraveling mystery of westher, seen now
from above and outside. Weather had never been so predictable.

Next came the observers, pre-empting two decks for their maps and telescopic enlargements, staring at
closdly guarded items of military interest. They reminded Amos of pathol ogists staring through
microscopes at viruses and germs and cancer cells—only the things under the lens knew they were being
observed and acted accordingly.

Beyond the computer and the telescope control pandl was Celestial Observation, two deckstal, where
photographs of distant nebulae were projected for study. A few hundred feet from the Doughnut, a
free-floating tel escope was taking the finest celestial photographs man had ever seen, free from the
distortions of awavering blanket of air.

But, in asense quite apart from their civilian status, the scientists were a class distinct from the Air Force
officers and cadets who manned the Doughnut. The scientists had never |eft Earth.

For them the S.1.2 was an end in itsdlf, created especially to serve their purposes. It existed asa
platform on which to stand as they looked up or down or performed their specidized experiments.

But Amos knew it was only ameans, the first of aseries of stepsthat led up to the moon, the planets,
andthe gtars.

The scientists had come out into space to look back at Earth. Amos had come out to reach the stars.
That was the dream.

Thethirtieth day, one month: Amoswas in the Hub, weightless, stedling moments from deep to practice
doggedly the esoteric techniques of movement without the aid of semicircular cands and otolith organs.
Hewas climbing out of a suit when the loud-speaker said, "Cadet Danton. Report to Colond Pickrell.
Cadet. . ."

Inthe middle of theA spoke, Amos passed Kovac. The lieutenant gave him awink and an encouraging



gmile. "Don't et him make you mad, boy," hewhispered. "The Fishisacold and cal culating man!*
Amosamiled briefly.

Acrossthe airtight door was printed: commander. Amos pressed the buzzer. The door swung open
toward him. Pickrell stood behind it, hisface set and hard.

"Don't stand therelike afool," he said. "Comein."
"Yes, dr." Amos clenched his teeth and stooped through the doorway.

The cabin wasn't much bigger than a closet and not much better furnished. Like Pickrdll, it was cold,
gray, austere, built not for gppearance or comfort but for efficiency. The only furniture was abunk, athin,
one-legged table, and achair; when folded flat against the wal, they left awaking space of amost six
feet square.

The duminum table was let down. Pickrdl did behind it into the chair. "It cost over one thousand dollars
in propellants doneto get you out here," he said flatly. "1'm ready to write that off. I'm not even
concerned about the five hundred dollars aday it takesto maintain you out here. But you're taking up
gpace agood man might fill. I'm sending you back in the next empty seat.”

"Why?' The word was expelled from Amos.

"'Some men have the equipment for thiskind of life. Y ou aren't one of them. Y ou've been sick, haven't
you?'

"Onceinawhile” Amosadmitted.
"There's no such thing as spacesickness. It's fear. We don't have room out here for cowards.”

"What have you got against me, Colonel? Y ou had it in for me the moment | stepped aboard the ferry.
What isit: hate, fear, jealousy? I'm doing my work. If | had achance I'd do more. Give me that chance,
Colond! Don't send me back before |—"His hands were wet. He looked down. Blood was trickling
from the holes hisfingernails had cut into hispams.

"I'll tell you what 1've got againgt you, Danton: you've got starsin your eyes. Thisian't ajob to you; it'sa
game. | know your kind; I've seen too many of you. Y ou want to go on out Y ou gripe about the Air
Force marking time on the moon project or the Mars ship or the Venus expedition. I'll tell you something,
Danton: thisisno glory road. This satelliteis out hereto look back on Earth, not out at the stars. But
you'll never get that through your head. Y ou're dangerous. Y ou'll kill yourself. That | don't care about.
But the chances are dangeroudy grest that you'll take the rest of uswith you. And that's my business.

"Get out your nice new spacepack, Danton. You'regoing in.”

Amos stood stiffly in front of the desk, fedling unreal, looking down &t the salt-and-pepper spacecut with
the bald spot at the crown. But for Pickrell, Danton had ceased to exist.

Amos turned and pushed through the airtight door and let it pull shut behind him. Thiswastheway it
ended. Thiswasthe bursting of the dream. To destroy it took nothing as powerful or asdramatic asa
meteor. A word pierced it, and it collapsed.

But worse than that was the change in Pickrell. Thiswasn't the man he had idolized. Thiswasn't the hero,
the second man out. Thiswasn't the man who had stood in the cabin of Rev McMillen's ship and stared
down at the frozen body of the man who had led the way out and got lost in the cave of night, hisfuel



exhausted. Thiswasn't the man who had broadcast to the world from 1,000 miles up:
"In accordance with my ingtructions and his own wishes, hisbody will beleft hereinitseternd orbit. . .

"From this moment, let thisbe his shrine, sacred to dl the generations of spacemen, inviolate. And let it
be a symbol that Man's dreams can be realized, but sometimes the priceis steep. . ."

Pickrell had changed, surely, not the dream. He had grown old and used up, and the dream was too
much for him.

And in hishandswas the future of spaceflight.
The dream was betrayed.

Tears stung Amoss eyes. He blinked rapidly, to keep them back. Tears weren't manly, but there are
times when even aman must weep.

When his eyes cleared, he was insde the Hub, and the idea was complete.

Pickrell could send him home like aboy who has been naughty at school. Pickrell could bresk his heart.
That was Pickrdl's right; he was the Commander. But he couldn't send Amos home until Amos had one
chance to do what he had been trained to do.

It took only secondsto get into asuit. Amos pulled up the zippers, pulled down the helmet, clamped it to
the suit. He refilled the oxygen tanks at the petcock againgt the wall. He sdlected a hand rocket from the
rack and dipped through the air lock and out the turret.

It was night; the Earth swam nearby, circling around him, giant and dark.

When he rel eased the landing-berth cage, centrifugd force threw him gently away on atangent. His
stomach sank: he was completely on his own. There were no cords connected to anything: no umbilical
cord, no gpron string, no safety line.

He spun dowly. The Doughnut siwung into view; the sausage-shaped taxis were hitched along the inner
edge of the whedl. He could have reached them by the spoke, but that took time. Timewas all he had,
and therewaslittleleft. . .

He was going to miss the rim. He swiveled the hand rocket to one side and gave it a cautious,
one-second burdt. It shoved him toward the rim, but it made him spin more rapidly.

Quickly he turned the rocket in the opposite direction and let it push until his spin had stopped. Then he
was spinning the other way, faster now. Panic gripped histhroat; he couldn't swvallow.

How long did a hand rocket last? He couldn't remember, but once the fuel was exhausted, he had lost Al
chance of heping himsaf.

He closed his eyesto shut out the vast, pancake disk of the Earth flipping crazily over and over; hetried
to think. All he could remember was his Academy ingtructor saying, "Keep it againgt your belly button!
Bdly button, | said”

That wasit. All force had to be exerted through his center of gravity—roughly the navel—or it created
in.

He opened his eyes, svung the rocket to theright, and gave it aflicker of aburst. His spin dowed.
Another flicker. His spin dmost stopped. That was good enough, because the rim of the giant whedl was



only two arm-lengths away. When he was faced away from the Doughnut, he pressed the rocket to his
navel and fired briefly.

As he passed the rim, he caught the line of ataxi with one hook and let himsdlf dide dong it until the taxi
sopped him. Its hydrazine and nitric acid gauges stood at only half full.

Hetook adeep bresth and launched himsdlf toward the next taxi in line. Thistime hisreaction flight was
perfect. One burst turned him to face the taxi, a second, in the opposite direction, stopped hisrotation, a
third killed hisforward speed.

Thisone had just been refuded.

Amos unsnapped the hitching line and let the taxi drift tangentialy away from the Doughnut. He was
weightless, but he had a ship under him. He had power. He had agodl.

Before the chance was gone, he was going to pay afind tribute to a dream. He was going to vidt theicy
tomb of Rev McMillen.

The tomb was in the same orbit as the Doughnut, but one hundred miles ahead.

He had to head in the right direction, where there was no smple method of determining direction. He had
to compute distance traveled, where even fully equipped ships found that difficult. He had to increase
Speed, when every increase in Speed meant an increase in dtitude.

And if he strayed off course by just afew minutes of adegree at the start, he would be milesfrom his
god at theend.

There were no instrumentsin the taxi, no built-in octants, no patent logs, no computers. . .Taxiswere
built for short hauls when both ends of the journey were dwaysin view. Two gunsight telescopes were
fixed immovably at eyeleve, one pointing sraight forward, the other straight back. The controlswere
crude: two sticks, one at each side of the pilot's chair, firing the front and the rear rockets, which
swiveled within alimited arc in response to the movement of the sticks. The throttles were buttons on top
of the sticks.

Thetaxi was roughly horizonta and spinning gently. The Earth tipped lazily around the canopy, chased by
theflat, black-velvet curtain of the night hung with itssmdll, unblinking lanterns. The sarswere dien.
Where was he?

The Earth rolled around him, the continents and oceans diding down acrossthe disk: the dark, familiar
shapes of Cubaand Floridadiding south. That meant the Doughnut was on its northern leg of the orbit
that reached asfar north as Nome, asfar south as Little Americaon the Antarctic continent.

The stars snapped into place. There was the Big Dipper. And there—indicated most beautifully by the
Pointers—was Polaris.

He drew dividends on hislong labor of memorizing the Doughnut's timetable: in five minutes, by thetaxi's
chronometer, the Pole Star would make an angle with the orbit of—he figured quickly—43° .

Amoskilled the taxi's spin and placed his horizontal axis paralel with the Doughnut's orbital plane as near
as he could estimate the angle. He could think of only one way to check dtitude; he dropped thetaxi's
nose until the forward sight nicked the Earth's horizon.

Instead of apilot's suit with its speciaized manipulators, he had a handyman's deeve-end tools. He held
theright-hand control stick firmly inapair of pliers and poised ascrewdriver above the throttle



button—and hesitated.

Rocketing one-hundred miles by the seat of his suit was a desperate gamble: there are no railroad tracks
in space. There was sacrilegein it, too, but Amos shrugged that away. No shrine has ever been profaned
by an honest worshipper.

Hisjaw tightened. The danger didn't matter. The dream was dying; there would be no other chance.

He pressed the throttle button. The accelerometer climbed quickly to oneg; he held it there for ten
seconds. When he released the throttle, he had added roughly four milesaminute to hisvelocity. He had
used up—he checked the instrument panel quickly—two-tenths of hisfud supply. The nose of the taxi
was gill pointed at the horizon.

At 2103 the sun rosg, flashing blindingly on the nose of the taxi.
At 2116 Amos passed over Nome, hisfirst check point.

At 2119 Amos checked to see that the forward sght was still bisecting the horizon and pressed the | eft
throttle button for ten seconds after the accelerometer reached oneg.

Given well-matched motors, hisincrease in speed and dtitude were canceled. He should be back in orbit
within sght of McMillen'stomb.

Heturned dowly to scan the entire fidld of vison, ignoring the glare of the sun, fierce againgt hiseyesas
he looked back.

There was no stage-threein view.

He had failed. There was no use searching a cubic area of space that might be hundreds of milesin
volume Head back, fool! hethought.If you can get back—and | wouldn't bet a used sick-bag on it.

Cubic, he thought. Cubic.

Recklesdy, he tumbled the taxi over on its back. For amoment the glare from the polar ice cap blinded
him, then he saw it.

To theright, three or four milesaway, it gleamed in the sun; highlights ran dong one wing and down the
cone-shaped hull.

Expertly, Amoskilled the tumbling and centered the stage-three in hisfront sights; he poured on the fud.
The ship swelled but not as quickly asthe exultation that filled histhroat, hard, choking. He blasted to a
stop, careless of fud.

McMuillen'stomb hung afew feet away, itsair-lock door gaping opento invite himin.

Hedidn't move for amoment. He sat quite still for afew seconds, trying to savor the moment, trying to
andyze hisemotions. They were too complex; he gaveit up.

As he crawled out the port, he snapped his safety line onto the taxi. For an ingtant, holding himsdlf to the
taxi, he studied the opening opposite him. Then he dived for it, kicking the taxi back.

He hit glancingly againgt the open door, caught the jamb with one hook, and pulled himsdlf in. Asthe taxi
reached the end of the safety line, it tried to tug him away, but he had agood hold. Bracing hisfeet on
each dde of the doorway, hereded in thetaxi until it wastight against the ship. He turned. The inner
air-lock door was open.



He hesitated, thinking about what he would find insde, and reality began to edit hisdreams.

He had thought of McMillen Sitting in the captain's chair, staring out through the canopy toward the stars
he had brought within man's reach, arueful smile frozen upon hisface, hisbody perfectly preserved by
the chill airlessness of pace.

It wouldn't belike that &t al.

If the ship had ever had a ceramic coating, micro-meteorites had scoured the metd clean years ago. The
hull temperature was more than 800°F. That was no deep freeze.

Amos had seen pictures of explosive decompression. If these air-lock doors had been opened quickly,
McMillen wouldn't bein one piece. If, on the other hand, the air had leaked out dowly, his body fluids
would have started boiling when the air pressure reached six percent of sealevel, the blood in the lungs
evaporating, blood ballooning under the skin. . .

It was no picture for adreamer. Amos straightened his shouldersinside his suit, feding older, asif he had
lost something and would lose more. He drifted through the inner doorway and hooked a girder to pull
himsdlf toward the nose of the ship.

Under the canopy, he caught himsdlf by another exposed girder, his eyes puzzled, hisface wrinkled in an
effort to understand.

Theinterior of the ship was only ashdl. There were no seats, no insruments, no inside sheathing. There
had been no shuttersfor the canopy; ultraviolet had turned it almost completely opaque; micro-meteorites
had etched it.

There was no pilot, no hero named McMillen. There never had been. No one had ever planned for any.

The only useful object in the shell was acompact radio transmitter bolted to agirder. Attached to it was
atape recorder with an oversized redl. The tape had run out.

It had been ahoax. The great epic of man'sfirst flight into space, the magnificence of Earth's responseto
his pleafor help—it had al been false. The contributions that had made the Doughnut possible had been
tricked from a credulous American people.

Amos clung to the girder and grew old. The orange protective coating had never even been painted over.
Amos scratched at it until the sted gleamed through: dreams end here.

Coldly he pushed away. He swung back through the airlock door and crawled into the taxi. His
movements sent it floating away from the ship.

Icily he computed his return. He had spent more than haf of hisfud and amost haf of his oxygen.

Ten minutes later Polaris becamevisble. A ten-second blast from the forward motor dowed the taxi. He
waited for the Doughnut to catch up.

A little over twenty-five minutes later, he speeded up again, and the needle of the fuel gauge tapped
againg the zero peg. He released the throttle button and |ooked up.

The Doughnut hung above him.

For thefirst time, he turned on hisradio receiver. Immediately, it burst into speech: "Danton! Give us
someindication of your postion. If your radio isworking, answer so that we can get a bearing. We can't



send out searching patties until. . ."

Amosflipped it off, amed the taxi at the Doughnut, and touched the throttle of the right-hand stick. The
motor coughed; just once. It was enough. The ship floated gently toward the ring. Amos crawled out,
caught aline as he passed, and snapped the taxi to it.

He hit the landing berth with hisfirgt try.

When he came into the Hub, Kovac was climbing into asuit. He stopped, one leg drifting sideways, and
gared increduloudy a Amos. "Wherein the—? My God, man, you've got the whole Doughnut in a—!"

"Took ajoy ride,” Amos said, releasing his hemet and stripping off the suit. He gave ashort, mirthless
laugh. "Joy ride! The Colond issending mein.”

"Sending you in my chilblained foot! Y ou gave him causel" We drifted closer, glancing at the nearby
microphones. "Didn't you understand me? Aslong as aman obeys ingtructions and does the work
assigned him with any degree of competence, the Fish can't send himin. They took away that power; he
was sending in too many men. Y ou had to let him ride you into making a break!™

"l wasasucker,” Amos agreed flatly. "I guess| dways have been."

He dived for spoke B and pulled himsdf quickly along the landing net. "I'm back," hethrew at the
weight-control officer as he passed. Wide-eyed, the lieutenant spun quickly to his phone.

Amos made hisway, unhurried, to the cramped communa deeping quartersfor rim B personnel and
dipped into hisbunk and lay there, his hands under his head, staring at the smooth bulge of the bunk
above.

Two minuteslater Colonel Pickrell arrived.
The low overhead forced him to bend his neck. He glowered at Amos. "Danton--" he began.

"Excuse my not getting up, Colond,” Amos said, "but there isn't room for two of us between the bunks. If
I'd known you wanted to see me, I'd have come to your room."

Pickrell tried to straighten up, couldn't. "All right—everybody but Danton, out of herel™

The bunks emptied swiftly. Men grabbed their clothes and squeezed past Pickrell, glancing backwards
curioudy. When they were done, Pickrell sat tiffly on the edge of the bunk acrossthe narrow aide.
Amosdidn't look at him.

"All right, Danton, let'shaveit."

"Have what, Colond?'

Pickrdll stared a himicily. "The explanation for stegling ataxi. For absenting yourself from your post.”
"I borrowed the taxi. It's been returned. Y ou can deduct the cost of the fuel from my pay.”

"Thanks," Pickrdl said sarcadticdly. "But maybe we should et the courtmartia decide that."

"Asfor absenting mysaf—I was on my off-shift, just as| am now. What | choose to do with my off-time
ismy own affar.”

"Ridiculous! There are specific ingtructions against the unauthorized use of equipment for persona



reasons. Where did you go?'

Amosturned his head and met Pickrel'seyes squardly. "1 took alittletrip,” he said gently. "I visited
McMillen'stomb!"

"Youremad!"
Amos |ooked back at the bunk above him.

"Y ou couldn't possibly get therein ataxi,” Pickrdl continued sharply. "Without instruments, without radio
bearingsl And if you got there, you couldn't possibly get back.”

Amoslay motionless, his hands under his head, uncaring.
"You'relying," Pickrdl said.

Amoslooked at him again, at the blue-agate eyesin the hard, weathered face. The lenses had severd tiny
cataracts. "Why did you do it?" he asked. "Why did you do it that way?"

Pickrell's eyebrows dmost met. "Y ouwere there" he muttered, disbelief lingering in hisvoice. "Fantadtic!
| wouldn't trust mysdlf to come back from atrip like that."

"Hoax!" Amossaid.

Pickrell took adeep bresth and let it Sgh out. "Yes," he said, "the ship was empty. McMillenwasn'tiniit.
Hewasn't thefirst man into space. He didn't die there. The messages back—all planned, al taped. Why
did it happen that way? To understand you'd have to be one of us, back in 1957."

Amosdidn't look a him. What Pickrdll said didn't matter. There were no reasons good enough.

"We couldn't get the money," Pickrell said. His eyes seemed to be seeing something along way off. "That
was the only thing we needed—the money. We used al we had—government money, our own; it wasn't
enough. We built aship. We daved onit. But we couldn't finishit. By stripping the third Sageto ashell,
we could put a payload of only one hundred poundsinto an orbit.

"l don't remember now who suggested the idea—maybe it was McMillen himsdlf. But it was the answer.
Weadl knew it We couldn't redly put McMillen up here because we were the only ones with the
imagination to see what space flight could mean. So we pretended.” He made a sweeping gesture that
included the satellite and everything it entailed and meant. "None of us has ever regretted it"

Amoslooked a him silently.

"But we didn't want it that way. We could have put aman out here, you see—except for the money. So
we got the money the only way we knew how. And we put men out here. That's what counts. That's our
judtification. We didn't want it this way, but we've never been sorry wedid it.”

"I'm s0 glad,” Amos said softly.

Pickrell turned fierce eyes on him. "None of usis happy about it—understand that! Bo isn't. He wasthe
last one we convinced; he was the onewho redlly put it over, andit'skilling him. McMillenisn't. Who
wants to be a hero when you're only afake hero and you're alive to know it. Do you know who wasthe
first man into space? Me."

Amos chuckled. "And the honor belongsto aliving ghost!"



"Who wantsit?' Pickrell asked violently. Then, reflectively, "We did what we had to do, to do what had
to be done. The other way was too risky. We couldn't leave it to time and chance."

"Wheres McMillen?

"Alive. In New Y ork probably. He's had plastic surgery, and he's under twenty-four hour guard. Not
because we don't trust him; we just can't take chances. He gets whatever he wants, within reason.”

"Except the privilege of coming out,” Amos said. "He can't come out. Ever. Hell diethere, thefake
hero."

"Yes." Pickrdl's eyes snapped back to Amos. His face smoothed. "And you, poor dreamer,” he said
sardonicaly, "you see now why | can't kegp you here. Only fabulous luck kept you from killing yourself.
Y ou might have cogt the Air Force afantagtic sum in futile search and lost time."

"But| didn't"

"Giveyoutime" Pickrdl said confidently, "—you would. | told you to get packed.” He glanced at his
wriswatch. "Theferry isduein thirteen minutes.”

Amosturned his head curioudy. "Why are you so determined to get rid of me, Colonel ?*

"Out here dreamersdie young,” Pickrell said flatly. "We should weed them out early—before we spend
millionstraining them—~but they won't listen to me at the Academy. To Stay dive out here you haveto be
ruthless. We got out here by ahoax, but we can't live onillusions. | don't want to die because some fool
burns a hole in the Doughnut while he's gazing at the stars. Out hereisredlity. Y ou can't dream your way
around it.”

The Colond's face was no colder than Amoss.

"We're out here on sufferance,” Pickrell continued. "We have to bring our environment with us wherever
wego, and it isn't enough. The air stinks. Thefood isawful. The water tastes of human waste. Theré'sno
privacy. Try aswe can, we never redly become completely adjusted to no-weight. We live with death at
our elbow: too much hest, too much cold, too much acceleration, too much ultraviolet, too little air, too
thin abarrier againgt the night and the invisible bullets that speed through space, too many unfiltered rays
and particles. . .

"I've got five blind spots from heavy primaries plowing through the center of my retina. If an accident
doesn't take mefirg, I'll die before I'm sixty."

"Or if someone doesn't kill you," Amos murmured.

A tight grin dipped across the Colond'sface. "Could a dreamer take that?' he asked. "Hed crack up—if
he lived that long. We need men out here, not boys. That'swhy you're going back.”

He stood up as straight as the overhead would alow and started for the doorway asif everything had
been said.

"Colond,” Amossad, lifting hisvoice alittle. "How do you get aman to go through five years of hell at
the Academy and then come out hereto live with discomfort and desth—if you take avay the dream?”

Pickrell swung back, frowning.
"| thought 1'd tell you, Colond: I'm not going back.”



"What did you say?' Pickrell asked dowly.

"Send me back,” Amos said clearly, "and I'll expose the hoax.”
Pickrdl grinned. "Blackmail ?*

"Cdl it that."

Pickrel studied Amos asif the cadet had suddenly changed faces. "I've got a hunch I've been wrong
about you. I've decided to let you stay."

Amos accepted it asif he had expected nothing else.

"I'll tell you the redl reason,” Pickrell went on. "Not because of what you might say—who'd believea
courtmartiaed officer, disgruntled, out for revenge? Or maybe alittle accident—they're easy to come by
out here and they're usudly fatal. No—you did make that trip; there must be something of apilot in you.
And | see now that you can be ruthless, too."

Pickrell chuckled. "Blackmail! Danton, | think | like you after al. Now that you've got this foolishness
about heroes and the great adventure knocked out of you, maybe you'll be a spaceman yet. You're
right—it'sthe best solution. We can't let you go back. Not ever. You'll be McMillen's counterpart, out
here. Next shift you take over ataxi. Good night,Lieutenant. Sweet dreams.”

He stooped through the doorway: a hard, unhappy man—adreamer who had sold his dreamsfor the
means to make them real. When his dreams came back to haunt him, they must be bitter.

Amos grimaced as atiny spot of pain burned briefly in hischest. A heavy primary had passed through a
pain receptor.

He touched the button beside the viewport, and the outside cover lifted away. Out there was Mars.
Somewhere was Venus and the rest. Nearer, dmost within reach, was the moon.

They weren't the same, he and the Colonedl, Amos thought.

The dreams aman absorbs from his society, as naturally asthe air he breathes, aren't important. Soon or
late—they die. Cdll it growing up.

And when aman grows up he has to make his own dreams. Hiswere ill out there.

|Go to Contents |

The Big Whed

NAKED AND ANONYMOUS, | shivered in the cold, barren corridor, my armsfolded across my
chest, awaiting human cipher in aline of men equaly naked, equally anonymous.

Clothes make the man, | thought. But that wasn't quite it. Clothes give us the courage to be men. Yes,
that was alittle better.

Therewasthisto be said for nudism: without their clothes al men are brothers.Rich man, poor man,
beggarman, Red. . .

It was appropriate that we should be standing there naked. Through some unknown sin, through some
unsuspected crime againgt society, we had lost the right to be men. We had been stripped of our jobs, of
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our rightful placesin society. We had been stripped of our pride and our manhood. No indignity wastoo
great an expiation.

Insecurity does that to aman.

Thiswas no different from any other government project: make haste to get here, hurry to get undressed,
hurry to wait. | hoped it wasinefficiency. | didn't like to think that it was policy—an indignity intended to
render us properly malesble.

But these days there were many things| didn't like to think.

Theline stirred restlessly. Someone coughed. | looked a my watch. It had been only half an hour. |
shivered again.

The man in front of me turned, grinning. He was big and blond and pot-bellied. "Cold?" he asked.
"Cold enough.”

"Y ou should have someinsulation like me," he said. He patted hisbelly. "But if you think you're cold,
look at the guy behind you.”

| turned, In back of mewas athin, dark-haired boy. | stared rudely, but | couldn't help it. I'd always
thought the phrase "blue with cold" was hyperbole.

"|—I w-wish they'd h-hurry up-p!" the boy said between chattering teeth.

Behind him was alean, saturnine man with mobile, black eyebrows over degp-set eyes. "The mills of our
economic gods grind dowly," he said in aresonant, public-speaker'svoice, "but they will grind us
exceeding fine"

| grinned. "My name's Bruce Patterson,” | said to the three of them.

"Jock Eckert," said the pot-bellied blond, sticking out ameaty hand at the end of a massive forearm.
"George Kendrix," said the man behind the boy.

"Clary Cahoun," said the boy.

"Yourekidding!" Eckert protested.

The boy |ooked sheepish. "No—that's my name.”

"Cheer up,” | said. "Maybe you'l outgrow it."

We laughed together. It was an achemy that made us men again.

At the head of theline, adoor opened. A crisp, authoritative voice said, "Thefirg ten, filein." The
speaker counted them off. "That'sdl. Well get to the rest of you as soon as possible”

The line shuffled forward. | counted the headsin front of us: thirteen. "What'sthe job?" | asked.
"Anybody know?'

Eckert shrugged. "Who cares? It'sagovernment job, it's acongtruction job, and it paystriple time for
hazard. Any congtruction job they got, | can handle.”

"Not government exactly,” Kendrix corrected. "C.I.C. Thereésadifference.”



"Not in my book," Eckert growled. "It's aboondoggle like the Hell River Job, but when they're passing it
out little Jock isgoing to bein line. Triple time goes along way these days.”

"That'sright," | agreed, hearing ahungrinessin my voice and haingiit.

The door opened again. "Ten more. One at atime. Don't push. Youll al getin."

The door closed. We moved up.Next time, | thought. ™Y ou didn't help usbuild the fild?’

"l wasaforeman at Hell River," Eckert said. "This job sounded better, so | quit and came down.”
"You aren't married then."

"Thesetimes?Hell, no!"

"You'relucky," | said.

Eckert turned on Clary. "What are you grinning at?'Y ou know something?"

"Maybe." Clary'sgrin broadened. "Y ou'll know soon enough.”

"Listento thekid!" Eckert shook his head. "He thinks he's grown up because he's here with the men. Bet
thisishisfirst job. How about you, Patterson? What did you do before the Crash?"

"I was an ingpector for an automated production line." | laughed bitterly. "And then they got a hunk of
metal, wire, and transstorsto takemy place.”

"Kendrix?'

"Believeit or not," Kendrix said, "l was an economics professor in aMidwestern college. | got fired for
caling aspade a spade. Specificdly, | said we werein the middle of the biggest depression economic
man had ever known."

"What isit when twenty million men are out of work," Eckert asked, "if it ain't adepresson?”
Clary looked puzzled.

Kendrix laughed and seemed genuindy amused. "Why, it'sarolling recesson, atechnologica
readjustment, a correction, amild dip, adownswing, areturn to norma cy—anything but the
bogey-word. | was cdled to testify before a congressona committee. For the sake of my convictions, |
joined the unemployables.”

The door opened. "Ten more," said the voice of authority.

It came from aman no older than |, but he wore the soft, gray semi-uniform of C.I.C.Take away his
clothes, | thought,and where would his authority be?

Meekly wefiled into the antiseptic whiteness of a hospital ward. It had been stripped of everything
except afew desks, afew chairs, and an examination table. Behind the desks and on the chairs sat
doctorsin their white jackets, their stethoscopes hung around their neckslike identifying medalions.

Eckert moved into the production line, responding to questions and directions with no more free will than
the lowliest servomechanism.

"Ever had any seriousillnesses? Mumps? Insanity in your family? Ever been seasick? Airsick? Bend



over. Spread your cheeks. Ever haveahernia. . .7

Farther down the line, men were stepping onto boxes, and down again, over and over, trying to balance
themsalves on one foot with their eyes closed, doing deep knee bends, adjusting cords attached to
distant pegs, reading eye charts.

| closed my eyes.Let me get the job, | thought prayerfully.Please let me get the job!
"Il tell youwhat it is," Clary whispered in my e=r.
| turned. Clary's face was eagerly dive, his eyes bright with a secret vision.
"We're going to build asatdlite," he whispered.
[

The makeshift hal was stuffy and hot with the anima heat and exha ations of five hundred men. There
were at least five hundred of us Sitting on the hard, folding chairs, wondering what was coming next. |
started counting heads and got to 373 before | lost track and gave up.

We st at the back, the four of us: Eckert, Clary Cahoun, Kendrix, and me. We had al passed the
physical. It was good to be dressed again, but it was even better to be that much closer to the job. Three
hundred dollars a week, | thought greedily, and felt ashamed.

"What makesyou think it'sasatdllite?’ | asked Clary.

"If it werent, | wouldn't be here," Clary said confidently. "I couldn't get an gppointment to the Academy,
you see. | went to college, studied rocket engineering and things like that. But by thetime | was
graduated the Depression wasin full swing and nobody was building rockets. Then | heard about this."

| imagined mysdf drifting up therein the sky, inthefrigid void, in the eternd night, building asatellite, and
| shivered in spite of the hest.

"Why build another satellite?" | demanded queruloudy.
Hendrix arched his knowing eyebrows. "The C.1.C. has reasons—public reasons and private reasons.”
"Am | the only onewho didn't get the word?

"I'm another,” Eckert said, and chuckled. "But | don't give adamn. If they'vegot ajob, I'll doiit for them.
They pay me enough, I'll build them a satdllite around Jupiter.”

"The modern Hercules—and hismotive," said Hendrix.

"Doesnt it make your heart beat faster?' Clary asked eagerly. "To be part of the great adventure of our
time?'

"I haven't logt anything up there" | said curtly.

Besde the platform at the front of the hall, adoor opened. Four men trouped through and up onto the

rough stage: onein C.1.C. gray, onein Air Force blue, the other two in dark business suits. They sat
down on four folding chairs at the back of the crude stage and talked among themselves, ignoring us.

After I'd grown tired of looking at them, | studied the platform. It had been hastily decorated with bunting
and acouple of American flagsin standards at either end of the stage. A banner hung above: capita



investment corporation. Two signswere tacked to the back wall: "Buy asharein the future’ and "Invest
inAmerica”

Sure,| thought.Only what will 1 use for money?

But then theman in C.1.C. gray was moving to the lectern at the front of the stage. "Everybody hear me
al right?' he said into the mike.

"Hell, yes!" Eckert boomed out beside me.

"Then let's get sarted. I'm John Bradley, C.1.C. project manager.” He half-turned toward the back of the
platform. "Thetal, distinguished man in the brown suit is Sam Franklin, representative of theU. S.
Treasury. We cdl him Uncle Sam.”

We chuckled appreciatively.

"The man built like awrestler is Carmen Vecchio, genera contractor. The Air Force officer is Captain
Max Kovac, on loan to us astechnica training supervisor and construction manager. Y ou'll hear from the
otherslater—Captain Kovac in particular. But right now it'smy turn. | want to tell you something about
yourselves. You're onein ahundred.”

We ligtened attentively, caught already in Bradley's swift, sure flow of words.

"Fifty thousand of you filled out applications. One thousand were invited to take physical Five hundred of
you were accepted. Therewill be more exams, psychologica aswell as physical, and the training will be
the toughest thing you've ever done. When it'sdl over, lessthan haf of you will remain.”

He paused to let it Sink in and then gave usthe clincher. "But starting now you aredl on sdary. Not triple
time, understand. That doesn't start until later. But you're on salary until separated.”

We gasped and applauded. Me, too. | was up there on my feet, beating my hands together with the rest.

"ThisisaC.l.C. project,” Bradley said serioudy, "and from this moment you are C.I.C. employees. We
liketo think of every C.I.C. man as an ambassador to the public. Assuch it will be your duty to correct
some of the strange ideas about C.I.C. that have achieved common circulation.

"One'—he hdd up afinger—"C.1.C. isnot arelief organization. Two. It is not agovernment bureau,
athough the Federd Government is a participant. Three—" He paused and then dammed his hand down
onthelectern. "No! I'll tell you, instead, what C.1.C. is. C.I.C. isaprofit-making organization set up to
invest capital inlong-term projectstoo big to be handled by asingle company.”

We clapped. We were in amood to applaud anything.

"Almost every corporation in the country owns stock in C.I.C. Most of them contribute men and facilities
upon request. But they don't control C.1.C. Like every other corporation, C.1.C. iscontrolled by its
stockholders. C.1.C.'smoativeisthe only motive you can trus—the profit motive. We want to make
money. And C.1.C. isthe best long-term investment in the world—outside of the U.S. government, of
course.”

Over the gpplause, somebody cheered. Franklin smiled.

"Why is C.I.C. such agood investment?' Bradley seemed to pick out each one of us, asking the
question. "Because we invest in brainpower and the facilitiesfor supplying it with the datait needsto
work on. Weinvest in basic science and the technology for applying it. Weinvest in the future.



"If atomic power had not been discovered, we would be discovering it. Instead, we are adapting it to a
multitude of uses, from smal power plantsto rocket motors. We are tapping the Earth'sinterna hedt,
building tidal hydroelectric systems, working on vast reclamation planslike the Sahara Project, and
financing ahundred different scientific explorationsinto the unknown.

"One of the inescapable facts of this haf of the Twentieth Century isthat scientific research has grown
beyond the resources of theindividua scientist, even, sometimes, the individua corporation. Research
must be supported by the economy asawholeif we are to provide the essentia experimentd verification
for theinsights of our brilliant scientists or new facts about the universe for them to build their theories
upon. To supply the meansfor that research and the climate for that scientific speculation is our job."

| happened to glance at Kendrix. He was grinning sardonically.
"Okay," somebody yelled, "but what are we gonna do?’

"We'regoing to build an atificid satdlite of athousand uses. For immediate profit: televison relay and
weather observation. For future profit: zero-atmosphere, zero-gravity, and zero-temperature laboratories
for astronomy, physics, chemidry, biology—"

"What's the matter with the Doughnut?' somebody shouted.
The voice was closeto me. | looked. It was Kendrix. That surprised me; he had changed hisvoice,

Bradley tried to locate the man who had shouted and failed. But he smiled easily. "There's nothing the
matter with the Doughnut except that it belongsto the Air Force, and it'stoo smdl. Its primary functionis
military, and the other functions have been crowded out. The satdllite we're going to build will have ten
times the space and one hundred times the convenience.

"There wasthe S.1.1.—thefirst manned ship into space; it's il there, and Rev McMillen's ill there,
staring out blindly at the starsfor al eternity. In the same orbit isthe S.1.2—the Air Force's Doughnut.
I'm going to make a prediction. Indde ayear, everybody will be caling it the Little Whed ."

Bradley let us seize the meaning and make it our own. "Because were going to build the Big Whed, the
S.2.1.—and thetdlevison relay stations, S.2.2. and S.2.3, aswell. We're going to build the Big Whed
twenty-two thousand miles high whereit will race with the turning of the Earth and hang forever above
the center of the United States, anew fixed star. Men will guide ther airplanes by it, and their shipsand
their dreams. And we're going to build it—you and I."

We stood, cheering, pounding each other on the back.

Kendrix put hislips closeto my ear. "Never trust an economigt,” he said softly. "Bradley's an economist.
The C.1.C. isriddled with them."

What was Kendrix trying to do?l wondered.Oh, maybe he was right. The C.I.C. wasn't building a
satellite just for profits; profits can be picked up quicker and easier. There was some other
motive, and | was afraid of hidden motives. That's why | was afraid of Kendrix. What was he
getting out of it?

| distrusted C.I.C. | distrusted Kendrix, too—not because, like Bradley, he said what he didn't believe,
but because he didn't believe in anything.

Bradley had introduced Captain Kovac, and Kovac was talking about the training ahead, but | wasn't
ligening.



| was wondering how Gloriawould takeit.
1

| turned the key in the lock and pushed, but the door stuck. Things warped here in the dry, desert wind:
wood and people. The door had been built of cheap green wood.

It was distinguished from its neighborsin the long row only by the faded numbers painted on it long ago:
313. | put my shoulder againgt it. It yielded, complaining queruloudy.

"Isthat you, Bruce?' Gloriacaled from the kitchen.
"Who were you expecting?'

Gloriacame toward me, wiping her soapy hands on the apron that draped her abdomen. "The iceman,
glly" She kissed me firmly and then leaned back to study my face. "Did you get the job?"

Her cheeks were flushed from the hegt of the kitchen, and she was still pretty to me after five years of
marriage. But the desert and pregnancy hadn't been kind to her. Her skin was dry, and her face was ill
puffy around the eyes. But | loved her because of or in spite of thesethings. | didn't know, mysdlf, why |
loved her.

"We|?' she asked sharply.

"Yes" | said. "l gotit. I'm drawing sdlary again.”
"What isthejob?'

"Building astelite”

But it was no surprise to her. Some feminine grapevine or some intuition of tragedy had aready warned
her.

"No," shesad flatly. "I won' let you go. Y ou'll haveto find something e se.”
"Don't beslly." My voice, as| heard it, was harsh and unpleasant. " There's no choice.”

"Bruce, you can't!" Shetook asudden, painful breath. "It would kill me. Stay on here. We don't care
about the money—"

| moved my handsimpatiently. "Sit down. Try to understand.”

She sank down dowly onto the shabby davenport and sat stiffly on the edge, her face obstinate and
unhearing with thelook | knew too well. | had to make her understand.

"Don't make it any harder for me. It's not the money; it'sthe job. | can't stay on here." | sat downinthe
plastic rocker. "Thefield isfinished. They don't need us here any more.”

"Then you can get ajob somewhere dse. | hate the desert.”

"Don't make up your mind, Gloria," | pleaded. | looked down at my hands, clenching and unclenching
futilely on my knees. "I can't take the chance. Thisisthree hundred aweek. Six months of that isamost
eight thousand dollars. With eight thousand dollars we could last out the Depression. We wouldn't have
toworry."



"Worry!" she said asif the word belonged to her. "What do you know about worry? What makes you
think you'll come back aive? Lots of you won't. Space will take them."”

"It'sdangerous,” | admitted. "That's what they're paying for."
"How much isaman'slifeworth?"
"Not much,” | said bitterly. "Not any more."

She put her hand to her breast asif it hurt. "Please don't do thisto me. Try to find ajob somewhere,
anywhere. I'll never ask another thing from you, not for the rest of my life."

"There aren't any jobs. There haven't been any jobs for two years, not since the Crash of Sixty-six. For
every job therésaman clinging to it with fear in hiseyes. Y ou don't know what insecurity doesto aman,
how it eats away his courage and dissolves his guts with terror that helll lose thisjob, too, that he won't
have aroof for hisfamily or food. I've fdt the solid ground dissolve beneath me once. | can't ever trust it
agan." | sared slently at my white knuckles.

"Well get by somehow.”

"Somehow isn't good enough,” | said fiercely. "It's got to be certain. I've got responsihilities. I've got to
have security. Don't you understand?’ Suddenly she was astranger. "No, you don't understand.” My
voice dwindled thinly. "If you just hadn't got pregnant—"

"Dont act asif it weredl my fault!” sheflared.
"WeI?If you hadn't forgotten to take the pill—"

"I didn't forget,” she shouted, "How many timesdo | haveto tell you? It just didn't work. Accidents
happen, still." Angry tearsrolled down her cheeks.

"If anything should happento me," | said softly, "there's aten thousand dollar company policy. That'l
take care of you and the baby."

"Money!" shesaid coldly, staring at me. "Isthat al you can think about? Y ou think | want money? And
what if you did come back? Crippled, blind, and the constant fear that if we had more children they'd be
mongters—"

"No chance of that," | said grimly. "There's acompulsory sterilization provision in the contract.”

"If you dothisto me," she said in avoice that was starkly quiet, "if you leave meto go out on thisjob, |
won't be here when you come back.”

"Itsnouse" | said, standing up tall. "It'stoo late. I've dready signed the contract.”

Sheleaned back dowly, staring blindly at my face, tearswelling in her eyes and trickling silently down her
cheeks.

For amoment | stared down at her and then | turned and dammed angrily out of the house.
v

Somehow life continued, asit has ahabit of doing. Neither of us admitted we were wrong; neither of us
changed our minds. We didn't refer to the matter again, but there was aquietnessin Gloriathat made me

uneasy.



| carried it with me through the examinations that followed: the insidious probings of psychologigts, the
mauling of the centrifuge and the decompression chamber, and ahundred other torments of mind and
body. | gritted my teeth and endured stoically, thinking of the unbesrable alternative, and somehow | got

through.

Jock Eckert madeit, too, chuckling, laughing, with Gargantuan enjoyment. George Kendrix—the
Professor—made it, smiling sardonicaly, superior to everything they could do to him, asurprising, wiry
endurancein hislean body. And Clary Calhoun madeit, letting his soft, thin body be twisted and torn
beyond endurance while helived inside his dream.

But haf of uswere gone when thered training began.

It was only distinguishable from the testing by being tougher. Kovac'slean, hard, leathery spaceman's
face sneered at us by day, and | carried it into my dreams with me, the eyes speckled with tiny cataracts
squinting baefully, the mouth snarling, "Thisis nothing, you lousy Earthlubbers, nothing to what it'slike
out there. A cadet hasfour yearsto learn this; you've got to haveit letter-perfect in three months. Y ou've
got to go through these things sailing or space will kill you! Understand? Y ou'll die out there like poor,
gasping fish out of water!”

We sat hour after hour in the giant planetarium and watched the panoramic space films: the unwinking
dare of sars, the blazing fierceness of the sun, impossible to look at, the lesser brilliance of the moon, the
vast span of Earth, agiant picture framed in awhite haze, sunlight glaring from the polar ice or the seq,
and everywhere el se the deadness of space, ablack beyond blackness. It was a place of harsh contrasts
and savage glares, and sometimes, when the cameratwisted or spun, aplace of dizzy discomfort.

Afterwards | would have ablinding headache.

"That's nothing!" Kovac shouted. " These films resembl e space as a pin-up picture resembles awoman.
Spaceisuglier and deadlier and reder, and the moment you think you know it—you're lost!"

Wefloated in apool whose water was heated to undetectable blood temperature. With the lights out, it
was like being disembodied. Once, when they anesthesized our inner ears, it was worse. Many of us
amost drowned, and afifth of the men got nauseated. We didn't see them any more.

| came upon Clary, white-faced, huddled over adrainin ahidden corner. Y ou won't tell on me, will you,
Bruce?' hewhispered fiercely. "They'll kick me out if they learn. Next time I'll know better; I'll take
dramamine.”

Sowly | shook my head, recognizing the fear in him that was even greater than my fear of being jobless.

"Wait until you get out therein zero gravity," Kovac raged at us, hisface dark with an unreadable
passion. "Y our senseswon't be deadened then. They'll be vicioudy dive—and the information they give
youwill bedl wrong. Y our otolith organswill scream that you're fadling and if you shake your head, your
semi-circular candswill shout thet you're pinning madly. . ."

He paused. "Theres no way of describing it. To describe something you need a comparable experience,
and therés nothing like it on Earth. Anybody who's afraid, who has any quams, any doubts—quit now!
Get out! Or you'l get out the hard way!" He turned and strode vicioudy away.

Why is he so angry?l wondered.

The origina 512 dwindled to 250, to 200, and dipped below. | endured as | had earlier—because there
was no other choice. Jock Eckert went through, flying. Nothing could wipe off George Kendrix's



sardonic smile. Clary stuck with grim determination.

There was too much to learn, too much to experience, too much to remember, but | tried, knowing that
my life might depend on it. Those of uswho remained were divided into crews: basic congtruction;
eectrica, seamfitting, and plumbing, rigging, welding, and shipfitting. Jock Eckert became aforeman; |
was amember of hisbasc congtruction crew

We worked in the suits we would need out there. They were complex, jointed metal monsters whose
deeves were equipped with tools instead of gloves. Insde there were fingertip controlsto twist the
magnetic screwdriver, to tighten and release the pliers and make them turn,, to adjust the wrench ends
and rotate them.

Day after day we hauled the massive suits around and practiced assembling the innumerable
plastic-and-nylon sections. When they were assembled, we inflated them and attached the meta skin
Kovac cdled ameteor shidd. We ingtalled the shutterlike temperature regulators, the plumbing, the
wiring, the solar power plant, and al the compact, ingenious machinery, insruments, furnishings, and
fittings

We swested at it until we knew every part by sight and touch, until we had memorized the name and
number and location of the smalest section of skin, the most insignificant pipe or wire.

Wetested it at five atmospheres pressure, took it apart afinal time, packed it away in labeled crates, and
stowed the ones marked first week in the freight compartments of ten third-stage rockets. The remainder
we stacked in the warehouse, carefully; our lives depended on their reaching us as we needed them, at
theright time, in theright order.

Three months—that was our training. Three months to become spacemen. Three monthsto learn how to
build the Big Whed. And then the practice was over.

One hundred and seventy-eight men waited in the vast gloom of a giant workshed. Here other men had
built the ships that would carry us 22,000 miles above the surface of the Earth. The dawn was cold and
gray. The men shivered in their thin, one-piece coverals, tense, quiet, scared and trying not to show it.

| walked toward them across the broad emptiness, dwarfed by the building above me but not thinking
about that, intent upon an agony within. | walked into the drifting clot of men unseeing, uncaring, and then
there were 179.

Clary caught my arm. My eyesfocused on him. "Did you get her?" he asked.

| shook my head dowly. "I can't understand it. She didn't speak to me this morning. She didn't even look
at me. It waslikel was aready gone."

"Y ou know how women are," Jock said reassuringly. "They get crazy idess. Leave them aone and they
sngp out of it. Gloriall bedl right.”

| went on unheeding. "It didn't worry me at first. | knew it was rough on her. | figured she wanted to
make it easier, she wanted to skip the good-bys. But—why doesn't she answer the tel ephone?”

"Maybe she went back to bed,” Clary suggested, but his mind wasn't redlly on it. He was thinking about
what would happen to him soon, and his voice broke.

"Not Gloria," | said dully. "After she wakes up in the morning, she can't go back to deep. Thekid kicks
her, she says. No, she'sgone—or she's stting there in the gpartment listening to the phonering.”



"ZERO MINUSTHIRTY MINUTES," said agreat, metalic voice in the dim heights of the shed.
"PASSENGERS READY YOURSELVESFOR LOADING."

"I'mgoingtotry again,”" | said suddenly.
Clary grabbed my arm again. "Y ou can't. Y ou haven't got time. Here come the trucks now."

Slently they pulled into the shed in singlefile, drivers black figures of mystery behind the blaze of
headlights. The men around me scrambled into the open backs. Slowly | followed, ignoring the hands
held down to me.

"ZERO MINUSTWENTY-FIVE MINUTES," blasted the loudspesker. "CREW MEMBERS TAKE
YOUR POSITIONS. PASSENGERS PREPARE TO BOARD SHIP. ALL COUPLINGSWILL BE
DISCONNECTED. WORKING PARTIESWITHDRAW FROM THE FIRING AREA."

"Maybe she's having the baby," | said.
Jock clapped me on the shoulder. "L et the doctors worry. They get paid for it."
"Why doesn't she answer the phone?’ | muttered.

Thetrucksrolled out of the shed, one by one, and streamed across the field toward the waiting ships.
They stood tal againg the sullen, morning sky.

Vv

The third-stages of five of those shipswere hometo usfor two months while the other five shuttled back
and forth with supplies. Two months. It seemed like two years. Two years of hell.

The cramped cabins had been built as control rooms, not living quarters. They had been designed to seat
five men and keep them in physica shape to work the ship while it wasin flight. They had never been
meant to orbit indefinitdy in thefull blaze of the unvelled sun asabarracks for thirty-seven men.

We gtripped the cabin and hung tiers of a uminum-and-canvas bunks on the walls. We ate our
condensed, bulkless rations cold and sipped tepid water and took pills; we had digestive troubles and
skin troubles and orientation troubles. The only semblance of gravity was when aman pushed away from
onewadll or caught himsdlf againgt another.

But the worst was the heat and the humidity. The air conditioning system of the ship could have cooled an
eght-story building, but it couldn't keep up with the anima hesat of thirty-seven men or the radiant heet of
the Sun and Earth. The water absorption system was perpetualy overloaded; the humidity never

dropped much below 100%. The fans worked congtantly, but they succeeded in keeping usfrom sifling
in our own exhalations. Theair we breathed was hot air, wet air, and foul air, thick with the stench of
machinery and thirty-seven unwashed men.

And then there was the work, hard, painful, dangerous |abor outside in the burning night. We built the Big
Whed in an environment as new and deadly asthat suffered by thefirst sea-creatures|eft stranded on a
primeval shore. There was no venturesomeness about it, no planned assault, no purposeful conquest.

But we were salected by our environment, and we adjusted to it—most of us. Perhapsthat is our basic
talent: we adjust, and what we can't adjust to, we change.

One of those who did not adjust was Clary Cadhoun.



Day after endlessday helay in hisbunk, his eyesfixed unmoving on the canvas of the bunk above, his
fingers, like white spiders, picking at the webbed belts that kept him from drifting awvay on the jet
propulsion of hisuneven bresthing. Helooked pale and shrunken as| came to him, pulling mysalf wearily
aong the meta ladder, and clung to the tubular duminum framework of his bunk.

"Hello, kid," | said cheerily. "We finished section eighteen today. Only eghty-two moreto go.”

Clary turned his head toward me, his eyes brightening. "Redlly?' But as he said it, his mouth tightened, his
eyes glazed sickly, his hands clutched at the bunk's frame.

"No better?

Clary held hishead rigid. "No." Sowly he unlocked the prison of his muscles; it was aconquest of will
that deserved agreater reward. "Every time | move my head, my semicircular cands scream that I'm
spinning madly. It's the Weber-Fechner law, | guess. Theless my sense organs are stimulated, the more
sengtive they becometo changes of stimulation. But theworst part iswhen | fal adegp—the nightmares,
the long, screaming fals through the night—" He stopped and smiled determinedly. "I kept down some
soup today."

"That'swonderful, kid," | said proudly. "In afew daysyou'll be out there with us."

Clary'sface quivered before he got it back under control. "No. No. There's no use kidding mysdlf. I've
got chronic spacesickness. Kovac is sending me in on the next ship.”

"Maybeif | talked to him—"

"What's the use? He's right. I'm just occupying the space an able-bodied man should have, breathing his
ar, edting hisfood."

"It'salousy bresk. | know what it meant to you."

He stared at my face, seeing it not sunburnt and weary and familiar but eterndly aien. "No, you don't

Y ou can't. No one can. To therest of you thisisjust ajob, ahard, unpleasant, dangerousjob. To meit's
the only thing in life worth doing. And I'm the one who's the Earthlubber, who can never be a spaceman.
Isn't that alaugh?’

"Nobody'slaughing,” | said gently. "Wait till you've been down awhile. Thingswill look different. Maybe
later, when they get spin on the Whedl, you can come back out.”

"I'll never come back." For amoment, he had the eyes of aprophet. "Thisisdl of it, dl I'll ever have." He
tried to smile. "Section eighteen all done, eh? And it hasn't been quite aweek. Y ou'll have the Whedl
finished ingde three months." He laughed weakly. "Don't work too fast or you'll be out of ajob again.”

"It can't betoo fast.”
"Y ou haven't heard from Gloria?' he asked quickly.
"Not aline. Not aword. Nothing."

"No newsisgood news," Clary said, reassuringly band. "Anything happened to her, they'd havetold
you."

"Yeah." | stared past Clary into one of the darker corners, unseeing. | could feel the sweeat oozing
through my pores and standing out on my face in perfect little spheres. When | shook my heed, they



would fly away in meteor-straight paths until they hit something and shattered or spread into athin film on
wetable surfaces. Mogt thingsin the ship were clammy.

"Any casudtiestoday?' Clary asked.

"Only two—neither of them fatal. One guy wasworking at the dark side and glanced toward the sun.
He's il blind, but the medic thinksiit's only temporary. The other moron forgot to rotate out of the
sunlight, and his suit couldn't handle the heat. He passed out. The medic cdled it heat exhaugtion.” |

shook my heed; the swest dropletsflew. "They won't learn. Thisguy, he roasted out there for ten minutes
or so before anybody noticed him.”

"That's bad. They ought to do something."

"They've got us organized on the buddy principle now. Then every five minutesthey cal theroll over the
ship-to-suit circuit. But no matter what they do, it'samiserable, lousy business. What do they want
another satellite for? They got the Doughnut. Thisthing's adeeth trap. There's nine men dead aready.
Twicethat many injured.”

"The Doughnut isn't enough,” Clary said softly. "Not just becauseit'stoo smal. The Doughnut is Air
Force; and the Air Force has got what it wants: command of the Earth. What good to the Air Force are
the Moon, Mars, Venus. . .7

"What good to anybody?' | said violently.

"The human spirit—that's what they're good for. Through al the ages-of-human awareness, they have
been there, waiting, an eternd challenge: riddle my meaning, cometo me, seize meif you can! Now we
have the power and we must accept the challenge—if only because a chalenge refused is the beginning
of decay. But the challenge accepted islife renewed, life reaffirmed, and the obstacle conquered
strengthens Man for the next one, the bigger one.

"But there are more important reasons,” Clary went on, his voice scarcely above awhisper. "Man needs
abroader viewpoint, awider horizon. Let him go to meet the universe, and he will find himsdlf reflected in
it—not an Earthman with al the narrowness and prejudice of the village mentality, but a Spaceman, a
citizen of the universe.

"Wherever Man goes, he meets himsdlf. Out here he will meet a better man, because he can't bring his
hatreds and prejudices out with him. They weigh too much. All he can bring is his dreams, the ones that
soar. And out here he may find the answers he has sought too long and in vain below.”

Clary's voice had faded away to avoice ess whisper. It stopped, and the vison in hiseyesdied like the
glow of sunset before the coming of night. His eyes closed like purple shades.

"Go away, Bruce," he whispered. "I want to dream.”
Dream, Spaceman! Your dreams are better than my reality. Farewell.
\

Firgt we built the Hub, with itslanding-berth turrets at either end to receive the sausage-shaped space
taxis, and then we built the four spokes out from the Hub. They would provide the only convenient means
of moving from one arc of the whedl to another. At the end of each spoke, the plastic-and-nylon sections
of the rim began to grow.

The available working areawas multiplied by eight Where a first we could only work afew at atime,



there was soon room for everyone, and we could have used more. After the first month replacements
began flowing up for the sick, theinjured, and the dead. Our construction pace swiftened.

Oddly enough, it was the replacements who complained about the crowded cabins, the monotonous,
unpdatable food, the eterna discomfort. They reinfected us, we who had been selected by our
environment, who had grown hard and unfeding to match it.

Kovac had driven us hard. He had driven himsdlf twice as hard, but few of us considered that. He sensed
our unrest and called suddenly for a change in the schedule. Whether there was disagreement below |
never knew, but the shipments began arriving in adifferent order.

The plumbers, the e ectricians, and the steamfitters turned to their trade. The riggers, the welders, and the
shipfitters began sheething the plastic-and-nylon in thin duminum plate with a ceramic coating and
ingaling the temperature regulators.

Therest of usworked ingde, fixing temporary bunksto thewalls and ingtdling the permanent
air-conditioning and water-recovery system, athough the algae, oxygen-producing, sewage-disposa
complex would have to wait until later. Then we put up what we could of the solar power plant.

Two months after we reached space, we moved into the relative comfort of the partialy completed
Whed. At this stage it looked more like a pinwhed waiting to be touched off. In asense, that waswhat it
was. A big glorified pinwhed.

Such isthe nature of men that we looked on our new quarters as very near to heaven. We spread out
luxurioudy in our assigned eight feet by four feet by four feet—to be shared, of course, with two other
men when they were off duty. We crowed, "Thisisliving! Soft, man, mighty soft!"

Expertly, Jock Eckert flipped himsdlf over inthe air and growled, "The guyswholll live here when we get
it built—they'll haveit foamy!"

It wasn't just the extra space, either. The air was better, fresher, less poisonous, most of the water wrung
out of it. The heat-control problem was almost licked and there was even astdl, later to be used asa
shower, in which we could take sponge baths.

But such isthe nature of men that we soon began to complain again. We had reasons. Beside Earth, the
Whed was only adightly more comfortable circle of Hell.

"Tomorrow," Kovac announced over the makeshift public-address system, and he paused asif hewere
weighing the conseguences, "tomorrow we will gpply spin. Foremen will report to my office for
ingructions.”

It wasaticklish job. We dl knew it, but we cheered anyway. Spin would mean areturn of weight, a
smulation of gravity.

But the Whed hadn't been designed to spin until the rim was completed. The spokes would have to take
stresses they were never meant to endure, stresses no designer could have dreamed of .

The plan wasto anchor a space taxi at each of the four rim segments. In each taxi an experienced Air
Force pilot would apply power dowly, smultaneoudy, until the rim was rotating once every thirty-two
seconds. That would smulate agravity of one-third Earth-normd at the outermost level of therim.

Everyone except the coordinators was ordered out of the Whedl during the operation. Unassigned
workers hung in space at the end of safety lines snapped to nearby third-stages, watching, At five minute
intervas, with unthinking habit, they hauled themsdvesinto the radiant heat of the flaming circle of the Sun



or into the absorptive blackness of shade to help their suits equalize the temperature.

| drifted at the end of aline attached to the Hub. On one side was the Earth a giant, rounded picture
framed in white haze, colorful, dotted with fleecy clouds. On the other, if | shaded my eyesfrom the Sun
and the dazzle dong the Whedl, | could make the stars come out of the wavering, black swells of
afterimage, unwinking, many colored. But my gaze was on Jock Eckert.

Clinging to ahook-on ring, Jock was tying down ataxi. He tested each of the threelinesindividuadly and
then the sngp catches, yanking the taxi around unmercifully.

"Come on, Jock!" the pilot complained over the ship-to-suit circuit. "Have a heart!”
"If something goeswrong,”" Eckert growled, "it ain't gonnabein my sector.”

But soon there was nothing left to test. The hooks were snapped to the rings, which were integra parts of
the duminum meteor shield, and Eckert et go. He drifted gently toward me, his safety line curving.

Out of the background mumble of theroll cal, aname came clear. "Eckert?"

"Here," Jock said carelesdy and flipped on the week suit-to-suit walkie-talkie circuit. "1 hear the mail
camewhilel wasinwith Kovac."

"Yeah," | sad. "Nothing for you."

"Can you beat those skirtd" Jock said in amazement. "Couldn't be faithful if their lives depended onit.
When | get back I'll teach 'em athing or two." He chuckled. "A thing, anyway. Say! Did you hear from
Glorig?'

"No, but | submitted my resignation yesterday."

"What did Kovac say?"

"Hesad C.I.C. had spent twenty thousand dollars on me, and he was holding me to my contract.”
"Theugly son!"

"Patterson?’ It wastheroll call again. "Yesh."

"Can the chatter out there. Roll cal suspended. Thiswill go out on ship-to-suit, too, but that circuit won't
be guarded. Everybody ready? L et's go. Taxiswill assume the attitude.”

A wisp of vapor steamed from our taxi's rear jet. Thelines, coiled snakily, straightened behind. On thin,
brief jets, the taxi maneuvered into position.

Jock tugged at his safety line easily, turning his suit around so that he could scan the other sectors,
guarding his eyes. As he completed the circle, he stopped his spin and muttered. "Okay, okay!"

"At the count, now," said the coordinator, "one-two-three—" The taxi was a the end of three taut lines.
Vapor streamed from itsrear jet, became tinged with flame. It Strained at the weightless but till massive
structure. | looked at Jock. Through the dark glass of hisfaceplate, | could see his eyesintent upon the
taxi somethirty long feet away.

Sowly the distance lengthened. The Whed began to move—

"That lead line," Jock said suddenly. "It'stoo short. It's putting too much strain on that front plate.”



The flame ate deeper into the vapor at the taxi's stern.

"The plate'sloosening!” Jock said urgently, "If it goes, the otherswill go, too. God knows what that
would do to the Whed! Hold everything!" he shouted. "Cut off power"

"It'snouse" | said quickly. "Everybody's on the TBS circuit. They can't hear you."

"They ain't gonnafoul up on my sector,” Jock growled. He yanked vicioudy at his safety line and dived
toward the incomplete section of rim.

| watched one corner of the plate pull free of itsrivets. "Jock!" | ydled. "Dont! Y ou can't do anything!"
"If I can get my line around that hook-on ring, | can lash it to the next one and equdize the strain.”
It happened with gppa ling suddenness. The plate jerked free, sngpping malignantly at the end of theline.
It cut into Jock's suit like a hot knife through butter.

ViI

Captain Max Kovac stood just inside the narrow doorway to our compartment, hislegs spread against
the unaccustomed sensation of weight, his dark face and speckled eyes unreadable. He said without
inflection, "Eckert himsdf was untouched, but he was minutes dead before help could reach him."

"What killed him?" someone asked sullenly.

"No air. Hisbrain cells starved for oxygen," Kovac said explicitly, asif there were akind of expiation in
gressing the details. "His body fluids evaporated in the near vacuum.”

| lay in my bunk, feding weight like an ache in my bones, and the funny part was that the canvas and
auminum bel ow seemed to be pushing me upward.

"He'sdead," | said wearily. "What's the use of talking about it?"

Kovac looked a me coldly. "Luckily the Whedl took little damage. We can get back to work on the next
shift"

"This satdllite of yours haskilled twenty-three of usaready,” | said. "Aren't you satisfied?’

Hiseyesburned at me. "Y ou think | haven't died with each one of them?1 tried to make you
understand—" He broke off. "It'snot my satellite. It'syours. My job isto help you build it, and I'll never
be satidfied until it'sbuilt.”

"Thisdamn killer ain't worth the life of one man like Jock Eckert!" someone shouted behind me.
Therewas alow grumble of agreement.

" Suppose we should decide we don't want to finish this contraption?' ady voice chimed in.
"You signed up to do ajob.” Kovac's voice was harsh and metalic. "Youregoing to do it!"
"Makeus!" someoneyelled. "We got aright to quit if wewant to. That'sin the Congtitution!”
"Itisn't. And if it were—the Condtitution ends with the atmosphere. Up here you'll work or else!™
"Or dsewhat, Captain?' asked the dy voice.



"Or eseyou won't eat”

"That'sdlly, Captain. Thereé's only five of you rocket boys. Y ou can't make uswork or keep usfrom
eating, not two hundred of us™"

"Don't tak likeafool!" Kovac said contemptuoudy. "Y ou aren't on Earth, and you can't get back in
without a perfectly functioning piece of machinery under you. Y ou're here until your jobisfinished or |
sendyouin.”

"Now, Captain," the dy voice continued, "who'staking like afool ? If we should take over and radioin
for help, how long could C.1.C. hold out?'

"Y ou've got contracts. Break them and you'll be sued.”
"All of us? Nutsl How far would C.1.C. get when ajury heard what we went through?

Kovac looked at us asif he had turned over arock and we had crawled out. "If you'd read those
contracts," he said softly, "you'd redlize that any organized disobedience above the one hundred twenty
milelimitismutiny. It will be treated as such. Y ou said that there were only five of us. Right. But we're
armed, and well shoot.

"I want you to think what afew bulletswould do to this glorified baloon. And you might consider this.
you've lost twenty-three men, but the worst is behind you and the casudties will belight from herein.
Mutiny and therell be more than twenty-three of you dead beforeit's over.”

He faced us barehanded, asif it was beneath him to draw agun, and stared us down. We moved
restlessly under that unrelenting pressure. And then he turned quickly, stepped through the doorway, and
dammed the airtight door.

No one moved for amoment, and then a big steamfitter rushed to the door. He jerked at the handle. He
spun, rage and fear struggling for the battlefield of hisface.

"It'slocked," he said hoarsely.

"He can't do that!" someone shouted.

"We might get holed by ameteor!" another voice suggested. "Wed diein here, trapped!”
"Let's bresk through!”

A clot of them surged toward the bulkhead. | sat up.

"Wait aminute!" George Kendrix said. Everyone heard hislow, trained voice. They stopped, not
because they liked him, not because they respected him, but caught by hisvoice and the warning implicit
init. "You'l die quicker if you break that bulkhead. By now Kovac has evacuated the air from the next
compartment.”

They stared at Kendrix's lean, sardonic face and dowly drifted back. "What are we gonna do?' one of
them asked helplesdly.

"He can't garve us," Kendrix said carelesdy. "And to feed us, hell have to open that door again.”
"He can pipe in anesthetic gas through the air-conditioning system,” | suggested.

Kendrix shrugged. "What good will that do? He can't make uswork, not if we don't want to. Hetalks



about mutiny, but he can't shoot usor kill us, not if we don't attempt violence. Passive resistance, my
friends, isthe answer to Captain Kovac's ultimatum.”

| lay back inmy bunk. "Fineg," | said. "That'sjust fine. What useisthe Whed, anyway?"'

Kendrix rose lightly to hisfeet and let hismdicious eyesrest on me. "What use? All the use in the world,
Petterson. C.1.C. isfulfilling its function.”

"What do you mean by that?"

"Thisisthe greatest relief project of al time. | thought everybody knew that. Were out hereto revivethe
economy. W.P.A. inthe sky!"

Theimplications of Kendrix's statements were too much for us. If hewasright, dl the casudties, dl the
torment, all the sacrifices had been in vain. It had been nothing but amake-work project!

"Shut up, Professor!” someone yelled.
"You're crazy" shouted another one.

"If I thought that wasthe truth,” | said dowly, "if | thought everything we'd given up, everything we'd
suffered was for nothing but a—"

"What would you do?' Kendrix asked eagerly, bouncing on the balls of hisfeet, sudying me. Then hislip
curled and his face darkened with disappointment. "Nothing. That'swhat you'd do. What could you do?
Thisisalegitimate enterprise. Y ou knew what you were getting into when you signed your contract, the
discomforts, the danger. Eckert knew, too."

A blond boy with aviolent case of sunburn leaned over atop bunk. ™Y ou don't know what you're talking
about, Professor. There'sless than two hundred of us out here. What kind of relief project isthat?'

Kendrix grinned at this new target. " ou fed lonely, do you? Why, boy, for every man up herethere are
fifty thousand men a work below, making the rocketships that carry him, the fuel that powersthem, the
oxygen he breathes, growing and processing the food he eats, building his suitsand his satellite, and dll
the countless, expensive things necessary to create an Earth-type environment in the hot-and-cold
vacuum of space. Y ou're sitting up here on top of apyramid of human effort. Y ourethe excusefor it al.”

"Y ou got it wrong, Professor," the boy said quickly. "The Big Whed—it'sthe excusefor it all."

"Of course," Kendrix agreed readily. "The essentiad Grail The philosopher's sone. No one found either
one of them, but the search wasinvauable. The experiments of the dchemists, for instance, led directly to
al the miracles of modern chemistry. And now the Big Whed, the biggest and brightest Grail of dl. Grails
aren't ends but goals. Men can't be pushed; they must beled. And they must have ared mora excuse for
even the most obvious necessity.”

"Aw, shut up!" said abrawny riveter on the edge of hisbunk. "Let us get some deep. There might be
action tomorrow."

"There speaks humanity" Kendrix cried, pointing. "Listen to it snore! Don't disturb it with truths. Likean
angry bear, it will smash the man who wakesit. Sleep, my friend. Slegp on. When theworld collgpses
around you, deep, deep. . ."

"Who said the world was collgpsing?’ | demanded.



"l said." Kendrix turned his dark eyes back to me. "What would you cal the Depression of sixty-six, my
friend? Human society is unable to harnessits own energies, unable to consume its own abundance. It
must divert theflood lest it drown init. And the greet tragedy isthat the waters always return multiplied.
Our fertility has caught up with us. Not thefertility of the neo-Mdthusians but the infinitely more
dangerousfertility of the human mind.”

| stared a him, not understanding haf of what he said. "If they were picking rdlief projects, they could
pick better onesthan this" | said defiantly.

"Could they? For how many highways can we find the smallest excuse? How many dams can we build
before we run out of worth-while rivers and amarket for the power? How many schools canwe
construct, even asfar behind aswewere? A lot, | grant you. But not enough. What's more, these are
construction jobs, and they employ only skilled labor. What about the rest of us? More important:
highways pay for themselves, dams return the investment many times, and schools—why, schoolsarethe
biggest moneymeakersof al*

"Well, why shouldn't they make money?' | demanded.

The men who were on their feet had drifted into aring about Kendrix, their facesintent and serious. The
men who had lain down were Sitting up again.

"lsn't that what C.1.C. isfor,” | asked, "to invest capital in promising projects, to make profits out of
them?'

"C.I.C., Patterson,” Kendrix said gravely, "is democracy's answer to an uncontrollable economy. When
automation caught up with us, when the Doughnut made westher ninety-nine percent predictable and
increased farm production by haf, when the Doughnut's orbita missileswith their atomic warheads made
aggressve war an impossibility, suddenly we were buried in our wedth. C.I.C.?I'll tell you what C.I1.C.
is. C.I.C. isashove for tossing our surpluses out into space.”

From adistant bunk someone shouted, "What are you, mister, a Communist?'

Kendrix turned and found the man. " The ultimate refutation of the unanserable! No, my friend, I'm no
Communist. Asbad as our economy is, it istill far better than the over-controlled economies; they can
only produce shortages. If | must choose, I'd rather die from gluttony than from starvation. To produce,
man needs an incentive; but give him one, and he will overproduce. The only middle ground iswhen the
economy is passing from one state to the other.

"Isthere an answer?' Kendrix seemed to be asking the question of himsdlf. " Surely thereis an answer,
some meeting place for control and enterprise—"

He broke off and looked at us again, sneering. "Technologica knowledge hasincreased at afantastic
geometrica progression during the last Sixty years, multiplying productive power ten times every
generation. We didn't even recognize the problem. The surpluses flowed down the sewers of two world
wars and preparations for athird.

"The Doughnut closed those sewers, and our surpluses had nowhere to go. We weren't prepared for the
flood, and we almost drowned before we could reach air. Now comes C.1.C. with an investment it
hopes will dispose of amgjor part of our surpluses for decadesto come: the conquest of space!™

My hands tightened on the bunk's aluminum frame. "It doesn't add up. If that's C.1.C.'sonly purpose, it
would be easer and smpler to throw the stuff away, burnit up, plow it under. . ."



"Never!" Kendrix said sardonicdly. "Or, rather, not again. Wetried that in the last great depression, and
the psychological reaction was disastrous. Y ou heard the gentleman back there! Let him deep, he said.
Don't make him face the fact that he can conquer space but not his own economic system. Don't make
him puzzle over the paradox of starving people and burning potatoes. If mankind isto rid itsdlf of its
aurpluses, it must be for aworthy cause. Thistimeit isacrusade against space itsdlf.

"The eternd tragedy, as C.1.C. will discover, isthat these facilities we are building, even the effort of
building the Whed itsdlf, will lead to new discoveries and better ways of doing thingsthat will intensfy the
problem. There will be no bresthing space in which man can discover theinner workings of hisown
economy rather than the secrets of spaceflight or of the universeitsdf.”

Kendrix turned on us alook of magnificent triumph. "And we poor suckers—why, were the crusaders,
the shock troops of this mighty human army launched against the heavens. We're expected to take afew
losses. That's our function. That'swhy we're paid triple-time.”

"We don't have to stop here," the boy in the top bunk said stubbornly. "We can keep on going out—to
the planets and the stars beyond. That way we'd stay ahead of our surpluses.”

| recognized that the boy had accepted Kendrix's argument as the truth.
"Somehow," Kendrix said ironicaly, "man will find aprofit eveninthat."
Somebody laughed sheepishly.

Then therewas silence, and | realized, suddenly, that the mutiny was over. Kendrix had doneit. Why he
had doneit, | did not know, but I knew that he had done it conscioudly and that it hurt. He had sacrificed
his cherished concept of economic man upon the dtar of man's necessity. From this moment forward, he
would have to think of whole man, not some easy, fractionated stereotype.

He had held amirror up in front of us, he had showed us oursalves aswe redlly were, and the
sdlf-righteous foundation of our anger had crumbled away.

We were going to finish the Big Whed!.
VIl

| limped up to the door in the row of plasterboard-and-tarpaper apartments and read the faded number
on thedoor: 313. Waking was aweary thing. | leaned against the door jamb for amoment, gathering
strength, and then | knocked.

The door till stuck. It squeded open after aminute, and aman stood in the doorway, an undershirt
gticking swestily to his chest. He stared a me without friendliness. ™Y eah?"

| winced.

| knew what he was seeing. A man who limped. A man with aface deeply tanned but with an unheglthy
look toit. A man with oddly speckled eyes.

"A Mrs. GloriaPatterson lived here sx months ago,” | said. "Do you know where sheis now?"
"We moved in Sx monthsago,” the man said curtly. "Nobody here then. We never heard of her."
"Shehad ababy,” | said. "A boy. Shedidn't leave aforwarding address?!

"If shelived here before we did, she didn't even leave a coat hanger.”" He started to turn away and



hestated asif humanity still had aclaim on him. "Why don't you ask at the business office?
"l did"

"If she had ababy, how about the hospital ?*

"| just came from there."

He pulled the door toward him. "Wdll, | guessthere ain't anything | can do."

| turned away. "No, | guess not."

| limped down the graveled walk. Behind me the man caled out, "If you want to leave your namein case
we should hear anything—"

But | didn't turn back. | walked heavily toward the little, covered shack where the bus stopped.

Theticket sdller in the dusty bus station frowned at me impatiently. " A blond-haired woman with ababy?
Migter, | get four or five like that every week. How do you expect me to remember a particular one over
sx months ago? For dl you know she may have taken aplane.”

| leaned wearily againgt the counter ledge and shook my head. " She was always afraid to fly. She'd take
the bus. She didn't have acar, and the busisthe only other way."

Theticket sdller grinned suddenly. "Unless you go straight up. They do that from around here, you
know."

" know."

"Look, buddy," theticket sdller said kindly, "take it from me, you'll never get anywhere asking people
what happened six months ago. This woman—she must have come from some other town; therésno
natives here. She must have folks somewhere or friends. Why don't you try there? A woman with alittle
baby hasit tough. She can't work and care for the baby both.”

"Maybe you'e right. When'sthe next bus out?'

"Whereto?

| hesitated. "East.”

"An hour and ahdf. Therésabar across the way, you want to wait."

"Thanks." | turned and limped toward the door.

"And migter,” theticket sdler said, "I hope you find her and she takes you back.”

| didn't answer. Gloria hadn't gone back to her home town, not unless her sister had lied to me. But I'd
try it. Maybe her sster had lied. | hobbled dowly into the bar.

The bartender did the schooner of beer acrossthe bar. "Here, fellow,” he said sympatheticaly. "You
look likeyou could useit.”

"Thanks," | said. The air-conditioned bar was cool and dark after the desert heat. Sweat welled out on
my faceas| lifted the glass.

"Y ou look like you been out in the sun lately,” the bartender said idly, making conversation.



"Yeah." | took asip and shuddered. The flavor wastoo sharp. | set the glass down and maderingsin the
condensed moisture on the bar. They looked like whedls.

"As| was saying, thank God for the boyswho built the Big Whed!" It camein aloud, brash sdesman's
voiceon my left.

| swung around vicioudy, and the man, in the act of tucking in his zipper, jumped back, surprised.
"Wh-what's the matter?' he sammered.
"Sorry," | muttered. ™Y ou came up on my blind side." Hed been in the men'sroom.

"Say! Y ou gave me agart, there. Thought you were going to jump me." Helooked at me, bloodshot
eyeshdf hodtile.

He picked up hishighball glass and wandered over to the garish jukebox in the corner. He dropped in a
coin and selected arecord. As he came back, he said to the bartender, "1 guess business has been good
around here, what with construction and everything. Well, it's picked up dl over. By God, things are
amost as good asthey ever were."

The record started playing. The melody was familiar, somehow, but | couldn't quite identify it.

"It's confidence," the sdlesman was saying. "That'swhat it is. It'sfaith in the economy. Women are getting
pregnant again. I'll tell you frankly, Mac, | was scared there for awhile. | sell baby food, see?| was
getting afraid I'd haveto et it mysdlf. That'swhy | say, * Thank God for the boyswho built the Big
Whed!" They're the boys who showed this country that there's nothing to be afraid of ."

The song was full of sound effects, swishings and zoomings, but suddenly they faded and a chorus of
voicesrode clear and strong:

". .. the Big Wheel run by faith

The Little Wheel run by the grace of God,
Brave men built the Whesl,

Whedl inthe middle of theair ... "

| hear it wasn't all beer and skittles out there," the bartender said.

"It'sawaystough out in front," the sdlesman said briskly. "But they got paid good. And they got
something better than that. They can tell their kidsand their kids kids that they helped build the Big
Whedl. If I'd been afew years younger, I'd have been up there mysdlf, | can tell you. Think of being able
to say that: | helped build the Big Whed!™

"It took alot of hard work," the bartender offered.

"You betitdid," the sdesman agreed warmly. "Hard work and plenty of it, that'swhat it takesto do
anything worth doing. Yes, sr! My hat's off to those men who had the gutsto go out there and make
their dreams aredity.”

Heleaned confidentidly over the bar. "Frankly, though, | think things are dowing down abit now. The
big congtruction's over, you know. Well, they're talking about tripsto Marsand Venus. They can't art
too soon. That's how | fed about it."

| got up and limped toward the door.



"Hey, migter," said the bartender, "you didn't finish your beer."

But | didn't look back. | went through the revolving door into the desert, hearing the juke box singing
about inspiration, courage, purpose, and fortitude. WWhen you're discouraged, it said, when the job seems
too much for you—

"Look up and see the Wheel
Way up in the middle of the air ... "

But that wasn't the way it was. And the funny part wasthat if someone asked me | couldn't tell them the
way it was.

Therewere no wordsfor it. If | had to say something about the way we built the Big Whed, | would say:

There were four men. One was a dreamer, and he found that dreams weren't enough. One was a
construction man; to himit was just another job, but it was hislast one. One was an educated
man, and he learned that people are more important than theories. And one was afraid, and he
discovered that there is no security, no way to be free of fear, nothing worth doing if thereisn't
love.

And there are no reasons for loving.

We went out to build the Big Wheel for all the wrong reasons and we found there all the wrong
things. But perhaps it didn't matter. | would think about that, and someday | might be able to
believe that it didn't matter, that the only thing that mattered was being men.

On that day, perhaps, | would be glad that | had helped, that | had been a part of it, that | had
built the Big Whee!.

But now | was a man alone, and it hurt.

The buswas aready in front of the station, its paint blistered and sandblasted. People were getting out of
it, out of the coolnessinto the desert heat.

| hurried, swinging my giff leg. Suddenly | stopped.

A woman had climbed down, a baby clutched in her arms. No, not ababy. A boy, hishead held up, his
eyes curious, lessthan ayear old—sax months, perhaps—but aboy till, unmistakably.

Thewoman was blonde, and | knew her face. | knew it very well.

It figured, | guess. She had read about our return, those of us who were |eft, or she had counted the
days, six months of them.

She had learned something, too, those six months, and she had come back to meet me. Thistimewe
would be smarter, | thought, knowing that we would not be, that we would be human and erring and
bitter, but knowing, too, that what we had was more important than injured fedings and the thingsthat a
man must do and those awoman must do.

"Gloria" | yelled.

Shelooked up, and | started to run, forgetting my leg, forgetting everything but the need to be with her,
to hold her close once more.

|Go to Contents |
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Powder Keg

PHILLIPSDID NOT LIKE THIS room. Another man would have shrugged and let it pass, but Phillips,
entirdly asde from his profession, could not rest until the intuitive response had been isolated and
andyzed.

Besides, he had been neutrd, at least, when he had been here once before, when another man sat behind
the broad, polished walnut desk.

It was a big room, even in comparison with rooms above. Here in the sub-Pentagon, it was gigantic, fully
thirty feet long and twenty feet wide.

The three doors, one leading to the anterooms through which he had been ushered quickly, the othersin
the Sde wdllsto Communications and to Plot, were imitation wal nut—a good imitation which could be
detected only by looking at the deep glow of the polished desk. Phillips had the feding thet if he touched
it hisfingerswould sink in up to the first joint. The doors were two-inch armor plate.

The floor was covered from wall to wall by adeep-pile seamless gray carpet. Phillips shoes had made
no sound as he walked across it and stood at attention in front of the desk. The only noisein the room
was the muffled whisper of the air-conditioning asit blew fresh, chilled air through ceiling ducts.

Phillipswondered if the Genera had forgotten he was here. Haven Ashley was sitting with his back to the
desk—and to Phillipswho was sitting beside it. He seemed to be studying the mosaic on the rear wall of
his office, the only decorative touch in the room. The other wallswere plain battleship gray.

The mosaic was an authentic art piece. It had been constructed from minute divers of colored glass, each
glued paingtakingly into postion to form afaithful reproduction of the appearance of Earth from 1,000
miles up. The continents were dull browns and yellows and greens overcast by afaint blue; the oceans
were grayish-blue, dmost black.

The mosaic wasflat, but it gave theillusion of being a perfect hdf-sphere. Down here it was dways night,
but when the sun sank beyond the Potomac for the surface dwellers above, the disk darkened in Ashley's
office and became spotted with the reddish patches that were cities and the single stars that were brighter
concentrations of light. And in the velvet dark around the planet red stars came out, unwinking brilliants
obscured until then by the glow of the day-lit Earth.

Therewere no satellitesin the Sky. The scale wastoo smdll for the 24-hour orbit of the Big Whed and
too large for the Little Whed to be more than aspeck. In any case, the Little Whed would not have
appeared; that was where the artist had stood.

The mosaic was strategically placed. To Phillips, as he had entered through the front wall door, it had
looked like a halo around the head of Genera Haven Ashley. Ashley made the most of it. Hewasno

angel.

Phillips studied the back of the Generd's head for the third time. Ashley was not atall man, but he was
big. Hefilled out the padded desk chair from armrest to armrest, his massive thighs bulging the trouser
legs of the Air Force gray uniform, hisbarrd chest straining the gilt buttons of the jacket.

But these were things that Phillips had observed as he entered. All he could see now was the stiff,
stubborn set of the shoulders, the red neck creased with aroll of fat, the gray hair brushed firmly into
place againg its natural tendency to bristle, and he thought: What's wrong with the room? It's identical
with the room when Pickrell was here, even to the stainless steel model of a three-stage shuttle



that stood on the desk as a paperweight. A little neater, perhaps, but | have no fetish for that.
He had an incipient tendency toward claustrophobia.

Perhapsit wasthat. He could fed the weight of five hundred feet of reinforced concrete pressing down
upon his shoulders and his chest. Even the air seemed stde, dthough he knew it was purer than he could
breethe on the streets of Washington.

Perhapsit was the uncertainty of why Ashley had called him here. Thiswas no courtesy cdl, asthe other
had been. Thiswas business, and, for some reason, Ashley couldn't talk about it.

The Generd hadn't called to his office an obscure Air Force psychologist to discuss the psychologist's
opinion of the Air Force. Nor had he summoned help for his neuroses; for Ashley that wasimpossible.

It had to be thejob.

Ashley had inherited it Sx months ago, and it was the most terrible responsbility upon the face of the
Earth. On his shoulders, like amodern Atlas, rested the sky. If he weakened, if he ssumbled, the sky
would fall, and humanity would be obliterated.

Or perhaps, Phillipsthought, it was the uncertainty of the world situation itsalf, which had worsened,
certainly, in recent months.

As Phillips leaned over the desk to stab out his cigarette in the spotless ash tray, Ashley swiveled in his
chair, smacked the desk with thefiat of hishand, and said violently, "Intolerable!™

Phillipsfroze, his hand poised above the tray, the cigarette burning closeto hisfingers.”
"Not you, Captain,” Ashley growled. "Put that thing out. Y ou'll have to give up smoking anyway."
Phillips stabbed twice and leaned back tensdly. "Yes, sir?'What did he mean by that?

Ashley scowled at the shiny paperweight. "What do you know about the world situation? Never mind; Il
tell you in oneword: desperate. It's been desperate for forty years, but now it'sworse. Every puny little
nation has a stockpile of atomic and hydrogen weapons; every last one of them isready to blow your
head off if you spesk to them without the respect they think istheir due.”

"We're sitting on a powder keg," Phillips said boldly, "and everybody has afusein one hand and apiece
of smoldering punk in the other. If one of usgoes, wedl go. Y ou'd think they'd decide, eventualy, to
stamp out the punk and tear out the fuses."

Ashley's bushy red eyebrows drew closer together, deepening the creases between them, and he asked
sourly, "And how can you be sure everyone doesit a the sametime? Idedist! The last nation with a
lighted match isthe master of theworld.”

Phillipssaid dowly, "I thought that was the function of the Little Whed—to keep everyone honest.”

Ashley said gloomily, "It'san edge. But what good isan edgein astuation likethis. It'slike having a
machine-gun when the other guy's got a.45. If the shooting Starts, you're just as dead.”

"What about the satdllite's ingpection facilities? Each two hours every spot on Earth comeswithin view."

"That! How do you see under the ground? Y ou don't. And that's where the factoriesand IBM pitsare



"Then ther€'s espionage—"

"And we'reright back where we started twenty-five years ago.” Ashley was solid and impassivein his
chair, but his eyes brooded over the rocket-shaped ornament. "Have you ever been up there? Orout
there, asthe space nuts say."

"Yes, gr. Training cruises, and aweekend on the Big Whed"
"TheLittle Whed?'
"No, 5r."

"No. They won't let you up there. They won't let any psychologist up there." Ashley's voice dropped to a
monotone, and he stared at the front door blindly. "When | took over command of the Air Force, |
inherited a standing order that no psychologist would be dlowed insdethe Little Whed. Why, Captain?'
Hisvoice grew stronger as he went on without waiting for an answer. "They were afraid of what a
psychologist would find. They're afraid held bresk up their playhouse.

"Pickrdl tried to get meto go along with hislittle game. "The witch doctors had their shot at my menin
the Acadeny,' hewould say. 'l won't have them messing around with my men on thejob. Well, I'min
command now, and I'm running things my way.."

Phillips said reassuringly, " Theré's no doubt that the men out there are stable.”

"Stablehow?" Ashley demanded fiercely. "As spaceman, maybe. But are they stable as executioners?
They've got their finger on the trigger up there, man, and there's no oneto tell them when to shoot except
alunatic. Don't interrupt me! We're in communication, sure—for twenty minutes every two hours. And
radio can be jammed. If that's too obvious, any enemy can wait for sunspots. That fouls everything up but
good! And astronomers have no nationdity.

"Men have been up there for twenty years with their trigger fingers crooked. Not sensible men, Captain,
not men trained in respongbility and careful decisions, but men who must be more than alittle cracked in
thefirgt placeto go up there and stay." There was an indefinable note of horror in Ashley's deep voice.
"Why there's aman up there who hasn't been back for twelve years—who hasn't set foot on Earth since
he went up! And he'sin command up there!

"How stable isaman, Captain, who repliesto an order from his superior officer:In my opinion thisis
impractical orWe respectfully suggest that you consider possible alter natives?

"That'sall, Captain. Pick up your orders asyou go out. Y ou will make athorough survey of the
psychological stuation in the Little Whed and report back when it is completed. When you come back,
you will have an answer to thisquestion:|'s every man up there competent to exercise mature,
unerring judgment in cases involving the welfare of the entire Earth; is every man up there
incapable of cracking under the constant strain of sitting on a powder keg?

"Oh, yes. Ancther thing. They're building something up there behind the Whed where we can't seeit. |
want to know what itis."

Phillips looked at the General's hands. The rocket model was between them, and beneath thered hairs
the hands were white with strain. The paperweight snapped. The sound was startling in the silence.
Asdhley looked down at his hands, surprised, and then contemptuoudly tossed the pieces away.

"Yes, gar," Phillipssaid, thinking about the question he would have to answer when hisjob was done.
There was only one possible answer:no. There was no group of men anywhere uniformly competent to



exercise mature, unerring judgment, no man who would not crack under the stress of responsibility, if the
respons bility were great enough.

He could give Ashley hisanswer now, but that wasn't what the General wanted. He wanted the odor of
legdity; he wanted evidence to present to the Secretary of Defense or the President or Congress.

He was determined to break the Little Whedl just as he had broken the rocket model on his desk.
"What kind of aman isthe commander of the Little Whed?" Phillips asked curioudly.

Ashley stared a him, hiseyeslarge and angry. "l told you. He's amadman. He's utterly insane.”
Phillipstook his couragein his hands and said, "Why don't you order him in?”

Adhley hestated for amoment and then said in avoice that was dmost inaudible, "What if he refused to
come?'

Captain Lloyd Phillips, M.D., U.SA.F., sat in the leather-and-tile waiting room of the vast concrete
spaceport at Cocoa, Florida, and watchedSwan Lake on the wide, flat television screen againgt the far
wall. The performance wasimpossibly graceful, unimaginably beautiful; never had human dancers looked
so much like swans as they made long, flowing swoops through air that seemed as buoyant asa

crysdline pool.

The program was coming from the Big Whed, poised eterndly in its 22,000 mile orbit above the United
States. The performance was taking place in alow-gravity studio of the fabulous Telecity not far from the
commercia satdlite, and reception was flawless.

Thiswas something Phillips could appreciate, something that the conquest of space had given him that
repaid, in part, the sacrifices of human life and labor and agony and Earth's resources that could have
been expended more profitably and moreredigticaly.

Phillips had nothing againgt spaceflight or the Big Whed or the Little Whed, either. Hewas intensaly
interested in them—as psychological phenomena They had brought him into the Air Force, and they had
kept him there.

He wanted an answer to his own question: why?

Why did men join the Air Force's Space Corps? What drove them into abrutd, dien environment where
the best they could expect was hardship and a serile life shortened by the physical damage of bad food,
poisoned air, and the destruction of heavy primaries, the cumulative toll of acceleration pressures, and a
fifty percent certainty of insanity or violent death?

And why did arace expend its substance on agrand but futile gesture?

Spaceflight wasimpractical; that was certain. It would never return half the investment of thought, Swveet,
blood, and money put into it.

One day there would be athick, scholarly book with Phillips name on it. Perhaps he would call it: Those
Who Went Out, subtitled, "The Psychologica Factors Involved in the Career Decisions of Space Corps
Volunteers, with case histories.”

Or maybe: The Influence of the Broken Home on Twenty Space Corps Volunteers. . .

Or, more amply: Spaceman—A Sudy of the Space Corps. . .



After that would come the sociological treatise: Why Space?—A Consideration of the Sociological
Necessities Behind the Devel opment of Spaceflight.

Phillipslooked around the big waiting room. It was bare and dmost antiseptically clean. Hewas done
except for asecond lieutenant adeep in afar corner, his space helmet tilted forward to shade his eyes.

Phillipslooked back at the human swans on the screen, but there were more urgent and immediate
demands on histhoughts—for instance Genera Haven Ashley.

His orders had included only twenty-four hours delay, but he had put them to good use. There was no
oneto say good-by to: his mother had died many years ago, hisfather wouldn't give adamn, and he had
played thefield too carefully for any girl to wonder why hedidn't cal. In alocked compartment of
Phillips blue, nylon spacepack were the results of his 24-hours work: microfilms of the service and
medica records of the Little Whed's entire personnel, from anewcomer of five monthsto anincredible
veteran of twelve years, a Colondl Danton whom Genera Ashley had insisted was " utterly insane.”

Phillips had gone over them severa times during the continualy delayed take-off of the shuttle, but a
thorough andysiswould have to wait until he had met each man individualy and could corrdlate his
observations with theimpersona details recorded in the emulsions. He did not want to prejudge anyone.

It was atrait of conscientiousnessthat was alittle annoying under the circumstances. The Situation had
been pregjudged for him. But it was the way he worked, and he would have to endure it again, as he had
suffered with it before.

Phillips had used his orders as authority to dig into amore privatefile, that of Ashley himsdf. Heknew
more about Ashley now than Ashley knew about himself. He would have liked confirmation, absolute
certainty; a Rorschach blob test would have provided that. But hewas aslikely to get that from Ashley

as Danton was to get a promotion, and he had enough. He knew why Ashley wanted to destroy the Little
Whedl, had to destroy it. He had the key, asmall notation on Ashley's service record: Disqualified for
Space duty, spacesickness.

Ashley was one of that smal minority of men who can not go weightless without complete sensory
disorientation and aviolent, unrelenting nausea.

A lesser man would not have cared; agreater man would have forgiven himsdf. But Ashley could do
neither. He had sublimated it, and the defeat had become a driving ambition that had carried him to the
top of the Air Force through an incommensurable amount of unrelenting labor, constant politicking, and
plain backstabbing.

He had seen space heroes promoted over his head, and he had waited and worked and plotted through
the commands of such space pioneers as Beauregard Finch and the recently invalided Frank Pickrell,
through an erawhen spacemen could do no wrong.

And he had clawed hisway to the top.

Therewere published articlesin Ashley'sfile subtly emphasizing the necessity of civilian control and of a
bal anced attack upon the military problem of defense against aggression.

Phillips could hear Ashley's voice growling through such phrases as " The tail wagging the dog" and
"promotion policies should be influenced by consderations of dl-around executive ability rather than
gpectacular and essentialy meaningless feats of personal courage or mere physicd agility. The balanced
man with hisfeet planted firmly on the ground and his primary concern for the welfare of al the people
must take precedence over visionaries and impractica idedigts.”



Ashley would be the first to deny that he harbored any hatred for the Space Corps of his command, and
he would be telling the truth. But his subconscious mind had decided long ago that spaceflight was
worthless. It was equated with aterrible experience of physical and psychic distress; imprinted on an
inaccessible area of Ashley's mind wasthe article of faith:Men are Earth creatures.

The combination of genesthat had determined Ashley'sinability to tolerate no-gravity had doomed the
Little Whed, and perhaps the whole future of spaceflight, dmost fifty years ago. Chance. Just asit had
been chance that the first man into space had been unable to return, and his plight, capturing the world's
sympathy, had fueled the great psychologica surge that had put the Little Whed into space.

To recognize the subconscious factors behind Ashley's decision, however, was not to invaidate the
decison itsglf. Ashley might be correct in spite of hisprgjudice. Phillipsthought it very probably that
Adhleywas right.

But it rankled alittle that he was going on afool's errand. No answer he brought back—except an
outright and unacceptable lie—could save the Little Whed. Still, to Ashley and theworld the trip was
essentidl.

The Little Whed was going to die and spaceflight was going to die, but they had to die for avery good
reason and with al due rites and ceremonies or they wouldn't stay dead.

"l beg your pardon, sir," the voice repeated.

Phillipslooked up, histhoughts shattered into shards that could never be quite pieced together again. A
second lieutenant in the Space Corps stood respectfully in front of him, his blue space hedlmet dangling
from one hand. Phillips glanced quickly at the far corner of the room, but it was empty, and looked back
at the lieutenant.

"l beg your pardon, sir," said the lieutenant for the third time, "but | was wondering—you don't sesem to
be watching the screen”"—he motioned boyishly toward the far wall—"if you'd mind if | switched
channds”

He was ayoung man—dim, tall, broad-shouldered, and blond, hishair trimmed amost scap short in the
latest spacecut—and he wore the most ddightfully engaging grin. Thekind of young man, in fact, for
whom auniform did the most and who did the most for auniform. His face had sunburned and pedled
and sunburned and pedled again until it was alight tan, but he would never develop any red immunity to
ultraviolet. His blue eyeslooked directly at Philips without wavering. He was acompletely normal young
man, a Space Corps recruiting poster cometo life, and Phillips irritation collapsed.

"Go right ahead,” Phillips said. In amoment the siwvans gave way to an amazing exhibition of acrobaticsin
zero gravity, but the young lieutenant, after he had returned and taken a pneumatic, leather chair next to
Phillips, gave the performance none of his attention. He turned immediately to the psychologist and said
eagerly, "Areyou going out, Sir?"

"Yes"
"Your firg?'

Phillipssmiled involuntarily. "To the Little Whed."
"Then you have an experiencein sore."

"| expect you'reright." Phillips smile broadened.



"WEII be going out together,” the boy said with great enthusiasm.
"Fne" Phillipsgrinned.

The lieutenant looked sheepish. "'l beg your pardon, sir. | talk too much, don't 1? It'sjust that I'm
returning from ashort leave, and | can't wait to get back. My nameis Grant. Jack Grant."

Grant, Phillipsthought.Both parents living, happily married. Normally affectionate family
relationship. Older brother a solar power engineer. Younger sister in high school. Normal
adolescent sexual experiences. Sx months service outside. Well-adjusted personality for his age
when he left the Academy.

Phillips frowned. He didn't fit into the pattern a al.\Why had he gone out? "Lloyd Phillips" he said.

Grant went on chattering unabashed, telling Phillips about the Academy, about the Whedl, about his
recent leave and the girl he had met and what they had done—stopping just short of the fine line between
gentleman and jerk. His appetite for experience and his unquenchable good humor wereinfectious. He
reminded Phillips of aplayful puppy, bounding violently, hisstub of atail shaking hisbody dl over withits
gyrations. Phillips thawed once more in spite of himself and gave the boy averba pat on the head
occasondly.

"What kind of manis Colond Danton?" Phillips asked casudly.

Grant's smile faded. He looked serious for amoment and said, " A very good officer, sir. A brilliant
commander, completely loyd to hismen and getstheir loydty in return. Dedicated, Sir. Works harder
than anyone.”

Phillips smiled encouragingly. ™Y ou can speak frankly, Jack. I'll tell you something. Can you keep it under
your hat?' He went on in aconfidentia murmur without waiting for an answer. "I'm a psychologist
assigned to the Little Whed. One of my jobsisto determine whether Danton isemotiondly qualified for a
position whose respongbility isamost beyond comprehension.” That wastrue, certainly, athough not in
the sense that Grant would takeit. ™Y ou can help me.”

"You put mein adifficult postion, sr. I'd like to help you, but | just can't.”
Then there was something to tell."Thisisn't tattling, Jack. It's much more important than that.”
Grant shook hishead grimly. "I'm sorry, sir. Y oull haveto find out for yourself."

Phillips nodded approvingly, discovering that his opinion of the boy wasrising steadily. "That'sal right. |
understand how you fed."

Grant could not stay withdrawn for more than afew moments. Soon he was baring his norma young soul
asfredy asever.

Fifteen minutes later Lieutenant Kars came through the broad, glass-doored entrance. He wore blue
coverdls, awebbed flight belt across his chest, and a somber expression on hisdark face.

Joseph Kars, 23, only child of a widowed mother—Phillips had timeto think before Kars said curtly,
"Let'sgo, Captain. We can't wait al night.”

"About time" Phillips said gently. "I've been waiting for two days."

Karslooked at him out of cold, black eyes. "It's never about time, Captain. It'stimeor it isn't. Pick up



the Captain's spacepack, Grant," he snapped. He turned on his hedl.

Phillips turned quickly to pick up hisown luggage, but Grant aready had it in hishand. He grinned at the
psychologis.

Phillipslooked at him helplesdy and back at Kars asif comparing the two and then followed the
unrelenting back into the night.

They walked across the pitted, concrete landing field toward the skyscraper-tall three-stage rocket,
broad-finned at the bottom, its wings even broader at the top. Grant was some twenty yards behind.
Phillips didn't look at the shuttle. He waslooking at Kars.

There is a sameness to them, he thought. A dedication, a mania that molds their features, a look to
the eyes as if they were fashioned for seeing more distant vistas than other men. There were all
shapes and colors and faces, but the differences only emphasized their kinship. They came from
identical molds labeled: "Experiment—Homo Spatium.”

They were marked men. Marked not just by the deep tan of unfiltered ultraviolet or the cataracts of
heavy primaries but by acommon experience and a dream shared, marked so that all men might know
them and say, " There goes a spaceman.”

All except Grant. Hewastoo norma. He didn't belong. Phillipsfelt asurge of affection for Grant, asif
they were brothers who had just recognized that they were among diens.

"What held us up, Joe?" Phillips asked casudly.

"If you don't mind, Captain, cal me Karsor Lieutenant”
"All right, Lieutenant. What was the trouble?"

"No trouble, Captain.”

"Two days delay, and you cdl it no trouble?’

Karsglanced a him slently asif weighing Phillips powers of understanding. Then he pointed at the
shuttle, sanding tal and partidly illuminated on the otherwise dark field. But there waslife around.
Somewhere animalsroared in their testing frames, spitting flame and power, shaking the ground. 1t was
like walking through a zoo at night, wondering if the bars are strong enough.

"That's abeast there, Captain,” Karssaid flatly, "a savage, vicioudy unpredictable beast Sraining a a
leash, waiting to kill meif | overlook one small itemin an endlesslist of precautions.

"I'm in command of that thing. It doesn't move until I'm satisfied that it'sready. Every relay, every pump,
every gauge must be working perfectly; every connection must be solid; every line must be clean. Or
blam! No more crew, no more Joseph Kars, no more Captain Lloyd Phillips. And no cargo for the
Whed.

"Weingpect every part personaly, Captain. Doesthat | surprise you?'
"No. Something was wrong then?"
"Weweren't sure everything wasright”

"I'm glad you told me. | would hate to be forced to report that there was deliberate delay in the execution
of my orders. Generd Ashley wanted me on the Little Whed yesterday.”



Karstold Phillipswhat he could do with Generd Ashley. "Besides," he concluded mildly, "theré's dways
the possibility of sabotage. One of the crew must stand guard over the shuttle at dl times.”

"Enemy sabotage?"' Phillips said, surprised.

Kars unreadable black eyeslooked a him. "After the red tape you went through, you think an enemy
agent could get in here?!

"Did Colond Danton tell you that? What's wrong with him?"

"Captain,” Karssaid icily, "we didn't have to betold. Asfor the Colone—he's the greastest man who
ever lived!"

Asthey climbed up concrete steps onto the takeoff platform, the ship had grown so tall that it seemed
about to topple over on them. They gpproached the giant hammerhead crane beside the shuttle. Grant's
footsteps clicked behind them.

Therewasasmél of old fireto the platform mingled with the sharp odor of acid and the mingled stench
of old chemicalsand ail. "Y ou don't like me, Lieutenant,” Phillips said bluntly. "Why?'

"I don't didike you, Captain,” Kars said without expression. "I don't fed anything about you at al except
for agenerd distaste for dl witch doctors. | had enough of them at the Academy. They ask thewrong
questions, Captain.

"I | resent you, it's because you're taking up space that might be occupied by someone useful. If we
didn't haveto lift you, we could lift another bottle of oxygen. We can breathe oxygen, Ceptain.”

"And I'm dead weight," Phillips said chearfully. "Okay, Lieutenant. Man proposes, but the Air Force
disposes. I've got my orders, too, and | can stand it if you can.”

Grant joined them in the elevator that was part of the crane's framework. It lifted them up the side of the
ship, and they climbed through the thick, square doorway. Kars followed more dowly. Grant stowed
away Phillips spacepack and swarmed up aladder toward four helmeted heads.

Karsmotioned Phillipsinto agimbaled chair. "That'syours," he said, and went on to the pilot's chair
above.

With quick, sure competence, Phillips buckled himsdlf in, chuckling softly. So thiswastheway it was
going to be: atest for the psychologist.

Let them have their fun,hethought. They'll need it.

After the interminable drone of the check-off, thelifting of the shuttle took him by surprise. Kars gave no
warning on the intercom; there was suddenly more than half aton of lead Sitting on his chest, squeezing
the bresth out of hisbody, refusing to let him draw in more.

His head was turned dightly to the Side, forced deep into the cushions, and he could not moveit. Outside
the night flamed red and yellow and white, until he had to shut his eyes againgt the brilliance. The ship
trembled and shuddered and shook, and the roaring of the rocket motors was everywhere, pervading
every tortured cell of hisbody.

After abrief surcease, in which Phillips noticed that the light outside had disappeared and his blinded
eyes could see only a sooty blackness, the welght descended again. Thistime, as the second stage took
up thejob of acceleration, the pressure lasted for dmost aminute.



Asthe second stage cut off and dropped away, Phillipstook a deep, rasping breath. By comparison, the
third-stage accel eration was a most unnoticeable.

Suddenly, then, the dl-pervading vibration was gone. The motorswere slent, and Phillipswasfdling.

He gripped the chair asamswith clawing hands. Thisisillusion, hetold himsdf desperately. What sent his
sensesredling into the eterna night was the absence of acceleration pressure, was the release of the ear's
otolith organs from the tug of gravity. . .

His stomach rebelled. Bitter acids spurted into his mouth, and he swalowed hard. . .

Freefall,hetold himsdf.In that sense | amfalling, as all men fall when there is no resistance to the
pull of gravity. But in actuality | am coasting upward into the abyss of night, protected fromits
hungry vacuum, from its extremes of heat and cold, by sturdy metal walls and the flower of man's
engineering and craftsmanship.

Faling, true, but falling—up!

Phillipstook afew deep breaths and a sensation of unusua well-being spread through his body. He was
one of the lucky ones. After afew uncomfortable moments of transition, zero gravity was addight to him.

Phillips looked around. Grant was beside him, on the other side of the ladder, but the boy was having
more difficulties. Hisface waswhite, and hisjaw was set grimly.

The earphones popped, and Kars sardonic voice cameto Phillips clearly. "Okay, Captain?”

"Very nice, Lieutenant,” Phillipssaid cheerfully. "Bet lift | can remember.” And that, he thought,should
end the hazing from that quarter.

Then therewas no time for talk: the crew was too busy with problems of navigation and determining the
find burst of acceleration that would stabilize the ship's orbit at 1,075 miles out where they would
intercept the orbit of the Little Whedl.

For Phillips the time passed swiftly. Grant was till in no mood for conversation, but the psychologist
watched the stars through the clear, plastic canopy. They had dways fascinated him; they were so
different from the twinkling, filtered, untouchablefireflies of Earth's night. Out here—Phillips recognized
the trangition in his vocabulary—they were clear, steady, many colored, and amost within reach.

That, too, wasilluson. Asapsychologist he knew that Ashley's article of faith wasfact: Men are Earth
creatures. Nowhere e'se could Man exist in more than amargina, half-starved sense. No other soil
would nourish him; no other world would ever be home.

And even if somewherein the infinite universe there were aworld which would not be poison to his
respiration or alimentation or the delicate balance of his metabolism, even if the fantastic problems of
reaching the nearer stars—even the nearer planets of the solar system—were solved, were capable of
solution, there must il be men to go on thelong, long voyage out. Within the thin walls of aweightless
metal prison, there must be men, and within the men there must be minds to know the ultimate fears and
go mad.

Thetwo artificid satellites were specia cases. They were Earth environment canned and transported at
incredible expense into orbits around the home world, and whenever the psychologica pressures grew
unbearable, aman could look out and see the warm, nourishing bosom of his mother only hours away.

A new voice brokeinto Phillips reverie. It wasn't one of the crew members; he had become attuned to



them. Thisvoice was carefree, amost chuckling.

"Okay, Joe," it said. "Y ou've got your bearings, don't spare the hydrazine. And be careful with the
supercargo.” It laughed. "We wouldn't want anything to happen to the Generd's errand boy."

The freed third stage had did into sunlight. The glare was dazzling, blotting out the stars. The
Earth—be ow? above?—spanned haf the sky. It recalled to Phillipsthe mosaic in Genera Ashley's
office. The difference wasthat thiswas red, and he was Outside, floating 1,075 miles above the world
beneath with its blue-black oceans, its thin-cotton clouds covering dmost haf the planet, itsdull,
brownish-yellowish-greenish continents distorted amost beyond recognizability at the edges of the
hemisphere, dl framed by awhitish haze. Thiswasred, and it was mgestic and frightening.

On the other sde, the gleaming-white, two-spoked Whed, spinning dowly, was atriumphant thing,
dazzling the eyes where the sun burned back fromitsrim. It was asilver ring for agiant'sfinger waiting on
the black-velvet cushion of the night.

Phillipswaited in his spacesuit for the sausage-shaped taxi that would take him to it. Not far from the
Whed was avad circle of coated metal, shining mirrorlikein the sunlight. But it could not bea
mirror—not awegpon for concentrating the sun's rays on an enemy city like aburning glass on an ant hill
nor areflector for lighting the friendly night or warming the polar ice. It was pointed at right anglesto
Earth.

Beyond the Whed was another structure. Phillips couldn't make out what it was supposed to be; the
Whed concedled much of it. But it was an ungainly contraption of rocket motors and sphericd tanks
bolted flimsly together.

A man waswaiting in the zero-gravity Hub to help Phillips out of his cumbersome suit, aman with ahard,
deeply tanned face and snow-white hair—cosmic ray damageto follicles did that. Hewore the
loose-fitting coverdls of an ordinary spaceman. They were ragged at cuff and neck, and there was no
inggnia

Non-reg uniform, Phillips noted. Soppy at that.

The man was dim and alittle over medium height as near as Phillips could judge without his accustomed
yardsticks of perspective and familiar surroundings. The contrast of his colorless hair and eyebrowswith
the dark face was dramdtic. In fact, the man looked surprisingly like ailing General Pickrell, eventothe
cataract-flecked eyes, but then he grinned and the resemblance vanished.

"Captain Phillips?' he sad easly, floating without a handhold in mid-air. "Colond Amos Danton a your
Frvice"

Phillips gave agtart of surprise and tried to cover it by shooting out a hand to meet Danton's. But it
overshot its mark and had to fumble its way back with an air of embarrassment. Musclesdon't learn
quickly, Phillips noted.

"Glad to meet you, Colonel Danton,” he said, "but | want to correct one misapprehension. I'm alittle too
old to be an errand boy."

"I hadn't thought therewas any agelimit onit." Danton grinned. "But seeing you now, I'minclined to
agree. Don't mind me. I'm frank to the point of brutality."

"Then | hope youll continue to be frank with me, Colondl. | have adifficult job to do, and I'll need dl the
help | can get."



"l know."
"Y ou know what my job is?* Phillips asked sharply.
"Shall | quote your orders?"

"Spies?’

"Cdl them spiesif you like." Danton's face hardened. " There are spies around me now. Saboteurs.
Enemies.” He took a deep breath and brought his voice back toitsorigind lightness. He shrugged. The
gesture spun him gently, but he stopped it dmost without effort. "We think of them as grounded

spacemen. Once a spaceman away's a spaceman.”
"What would you cal me?'

"Neither fish nor fowl, Captain. Y ou're an ocean dweller with air sacs capable of absorbing oxygen from
the atmaosphere, but you haven't made up your mind whether it wouldn't be better, after al, to crawl back
into the secure, buoyant womb of the sea.”

"| disagree with your andysis and your analogy, Colond.”

"That's your privilege. But dl thisformality makes me nervous." Almost as he spoke, hiseydid jerked.
"We don't worry much out here about spit and polish. My nameis Amos. I'll cdl you Lloyd. Okay?"

Phillips nodded agreeably and began a series of lazy somersaults that he didn't try to stop because he
didn't know how. Perhapsit would not be as difficult as he had imagined, he thought. Danton might be as
cracked apot as Ashley believed him or as great aman as Kars had called him or astainted as Grant
had suggested, but he had no obvious chip on his shoulder. Phillips had a shrewd ideahow to turn him
into an active dly. Feding alittle slly about the somersaullts, he said, "If you know my job, then | hope
you'll seethat | get the cooperation it demands.”

"Sure," Danton said. "Y ou came out to tear down the Whed. Goto it. If you can do it, the Whedl doesn't
deserveto be out here. You'll get cooperation. And if any of the boys give you trouble, come to me.
They don't like you, you know. Not only are they rather attached to this old Whed, but you're going to
dow down ajob they know isimportant, and you're going to occupy premium space and consume
vauable oxygen and food." Hiseyelid jerked. "But they'll cooperate—or dse.”

Asif he had suddenly tired of the conversation, he caught Phillips hand asit came around and gaveit a
quick pull which stopped the somersaults and shot Phillipsinto one of the pipelike spokes. Phillips
reached out just in timeto catch arung of the rope ladder that lined the side of the tunnel. Danton,
rebounding from the other sde of the Hub with bent knees thrusting, was beside him immediately.

"Danton coming through on B with one hundred sixty pounds of witch doctor,” he saidinto a
microphone. To Phillips he added, "Let's get you settled. I'm giving you the cabin next to mine. It'ssmall
and uncomfortable, but it's the best we have. And you'll want the privacy, | imagine. Out here that's our
scarcest commodity.”

"Not too much privacy,” Phillips said quickly asthey pulled themsdves dong the ladder, their weight
increasing as they approached the rim. "I'll want free accessto every part of the Whed. I'll setup a
schedule of private interviews for everyone out here, but | want to eat with the men.”

"They've endured alot of things. | guessthey can survive that, too. Y ou're free to go wherever you wish,
but the weight control officer has ordersto search you if you leave your room. Saboteurs, you know."



The cabin was small beyond belief. Beside it the third-class quarters of the Big Whed were models of
luxury. Here there was space for abunk, atable, and a chair; when the bunk was folded against the wall,
the table and the chair could be let down. When al of them were out of the way, aman could take two
pacesif hedidn't step too fredly.

If the legend on the door were to be believed, it had housed the missile-control officer.

For dl its privations, it was aroom with aview. When an outside viewport cover was lifted, the universe
was Phillips neighbor, adark infinity scattered lavishly with friendly, many colored lanternsto light the
way, or dternately, asthe Whed turned, the great, beautiful disk of the Earth was before him, close
enough to grasp in aman'stwo handsiif there were not thick glassin the way.

Occasiondly, beyond athin, metal partition, Phillips heard Danton moving softly in what must have been
atwin cabinto his.Privacy! Phillipsthought wryly and was glad he had an ear mikefor his recorder.

If his cabin wastiny, the crew's quarters were impossible. Like flop-house patrons that rented
louse-ridden beds by the hour, the crew dept in"hot" bunks, and when they did into them their faces
were no more than six inches from the bulging canvas of the bunk above.

Therewere, at least, no lice.

The food, chiefly frozen mea s to save shipping space, the services of acook, and the room necessary for
akitchen, was surprisingly good, but even eating in shifts couldn't prevent continua overcrowding of the
minute dining hall. It was dmost necessary to est in unison to avoid an inextricable tangling of arms.

An eternd line waited for achance at the shower or the sanitary facilities, and recreationa opportunities
were practically non-existent. Occasionally there were swift games of no-gravity handbal in the
Hub—againg al regulations, but even Danton joined in—and riskier games outside in spacesuits or the
two-jet taxis. Inevitably, there were card games, checkers, and chessin the bunks, and probably bull
Sessons.

The last was surmise. The men didn't talk when Phillips was around. They glanced a him coldly or
ignored him.

Even when he called them to his carefully prepared cabin—the Rorschach clay on the table, the recorder
fastened underneath—they were sullen and monosyllabic. They knew what he wasthere for, and they
resented him violently. Only Danton's explicit orders made them report &t dl.

Phillipsgot it al down on tape. Ashley would loveit, he thought. They all sounded like depressives on the
verge of becoming manic. None of them realized thet the clay they were working in their fingers—since
they were al compulsivesthey picked up whatever was available to keep their hands

occupied—reved ed them more surely than anything they could have said.

Alumbaugh, Baker, Chgpman, Dean—straight down the rogter, Phillips diagnosed them by the blobs
they left behind. Psychology had taken giant stridesin the last quarter century; Rorschach blots
interpreted by the patient had become Rorschach blobs manipulated unconscioudy by the patient, and
Phillips could classify the crew memberswith certainty: schizoids, cycloids, paranoids, homosexuals,
sadigts, incipient homicides psychopaths. . . dl.

Inasense, part of it was unfair. Morale was better than it should have been among men working, many
of them at manua Iabor, for twelve to sixteen hours aday and living under conditions that would have
been considered cruel and unusua punishment for the most hopeless crimind. On the other hand, it was
not as good asit could have been under the guidance of an experienced psychologist.



Even then Phillips would not have trusted them with decisonsinvolving the safety of asmal city. There
was no longer any doubt in hismind: they were ungtable personditiesin an artificid and unnatura
environment.

It was adilemma: only men with character defects would run away from the daily stresses and decisions
of life on Earth, only such men could conquer space because only they would want to, and such men
could not be trusted with respongbility for the future of the Earth.

If there was any powder keg, thiswas it—waiting for aspark to set it off and blow up the world it was
Supposed to protect.

There was only oneway out: the conquest of space would have to be sacrificed to the security of the
race of man.

It was Ashley's decision, but Phillips had confirmed it. The problem was how to makeit stick.

The taped interviews, his own notes and observations, the holographic photographs of the blobs—kept
under tamperproof lock when he was out of the cabin—were perhaps enough to satisfy the jury that
would decide the Whed's fate, dthough laymen looked on the blobs with the suspicion illiterates had
once had for books.

Phillips wanted more—the casua conversations of the crew when they thought they were aone, for
instance, but he wasn't e ectrician enough to rig bugsin the deeping quarters and the mess hdl. In any
case, they were never clear.

With Danton's help he could manageit, but before that he had to be sure that his evidence was sufficient
to justify the necessary decision. Only then could he take therisk that hisanalysis of Danton might be
incorrect.

Phillips prowled the Rim with his problem, looking for something overt, for something he could point to
and say, "See? Here a man has cracked under the pressure. Here he has done this or forgotten to do that
in an unconscious drameti zation of his paranoid aggression wish or hissuicidal impulse. Here, but for
chance, might be the act that destroyed every living thing on Earth.”

But there was nothing to point to.

As neurotic asthe crew members certainly were, as psychopathic as many of them seemed to be, on the
job they did only those things they were supposed to do and forgot nothing. The areas of the Little Whed
vital to the wdfare of the men within—and what wasn't?—were kept in showroom condition, more
immeaculate and in better repair than the men who tended them.

The power room, supplied by solar radiation focused on amercury boiler by atroughlike solar mirror,
was spotless. The air-conditioning system, which extracted moisture and carbon dioxide from the air, fed
in fresh oxygen, and maintained pressure throughout the satellite, was tended as solicitoudy as ababy.
The pump room gleamed, and the water recovery plant gurgled contentedly at itsjob of making wastes
potable.

Then Phillips reached Earth-observation.

The screenswere dive, but the telescope had been alowed to drift off-center. The view of the area
beneath the Whed was blurred and meaningless.

There was only one crewman on duty, and he was adleep in achair near the bulkhead that separated
Earth-observation from what had once been the weather room and was now deeping quartersfor



thirty-two men.

Phillips grasped the man roughly by one shoulder and shook him awake. As soon asthe man's eyes
fluttered, Phillips snapped, "Name and rank!"

Dazedly the man sprang to hisfeet. " Spaceman First Class Miguel Delgado, s-sir!" he ssammered. Then
he recognized Phillips. He jerked his shoulder free and settled back into hischair. "Oh, it'sthe witch
doctor,” he said insolently.

"Areyou on duty here?'

"Yes, Captain.”

" st you?”

"Y ou don't see nobody else, do you?"

"Do you know the pendty for falling adeep on watch?'
"Whatever the Colonel says."

"The Colond has nothing to do with this. The pendty isautomatic: courtmartia, followed by whatever
penalty the court decidesis gppropriate, up to and including death.”

"The Colond will say," Delgado repested stubbornly. "Whatever the Colond saysisright.”

"Y our loyaty to Colonel Danton isadmirable. It'stoo bad it isn't matched by an equd loyalty to your
country and the Air Force."

"What's the use making a big fuss over alittle ngp?' Delgado shrugged. "It aintt like it wasimportant.”

"Ther€'s nothing more important. What if you didn't see amissile base bel ow because of your little nap?
By thistime those missiles could be over Washington or your own home town."

Delgado looked amazed. "Who'd want to do anything like that?"

Phillips gave, up. "Wheresthe missle-control officer?"

"Thewho?"

"The missile-control officer. According to your table of organization, he'sin charge of Earth observation.”
Delgado shook his head stupidly. "Never heard of him. Y ou better ask the Colond.”

"I'll do that!" Phillips swung away, trying not to see Delgado's smothered yawn.

It was time to see Danton.

Phillips had only afew stepsto go. Beyond the next door was the little-used celestial-observation room.
Sitting motionlessin front of one of the magnifying screenswas Danton.

Phillips closed, the door carefully behind him. "Colond!" he said sharply.
Not looking away from the screen, Danton gestured for sllence. " Shhhh!"

Phillipstook two quick stepstoward him. "Amos! Thisisimportant!" He glanced at the screen. Onit was



avivid enlargement of aquadrant of Mars, rosy and sharp, the long-disputed canals clearly delineated.
"Oh, it'syou, Lloyd," Danton said casudly. He swung around in his chair. "What can | do for you?”
Grimly Phillipssaid, "A better question is: What can | do foryou?"

"Okay," Danton said agreesbly. "What can you do for me?"

"I can report adisrespect for authority in your command, adeteriorating morale Stuation, and apossible
disagter in the making.”

"Well, now," Danton said lazily, hiseyelid jerking, "I guessthat's not new. There never has been much
respect for authority on the Little Whed . Out here auniform and an insgniaisn't enough; aman must earn
respect on his own. The morae has always been deteriorating. And thereés always adisaster in the
meking. Anything e se?'

"l just found a crewman adeep on watch.” Phillips watched Danton closely. The reaction, for once, was
appropriate.

Danton came out of the chair in one fluid movement. "Where?'
"Earth-observation.”

Danton sank down again. "Oh! That'stoo bad.”

"Isthat al you can say—it'stoo bad?’

"Who wasit?"

"Migud Ddgado—aresentful, unstable personaity who should never have been given such responsibility
inthefirg place.

"Wdll, Lloyd, we have to use what we've got. | don't think we should be too hard on him. He'sjust put in
eight hours a hard labor on construction work outside, and he's got a six-hour stretch in aboring,
unimportant job—"

"Unimportant?’

"Unimportant to him."

Phillips snapped, "In the Air Force | belong to enlisted men aren't judges of the importance of their jobs.”
"l suppose he knowsit's unimportant to me, too."

Phillips studied the tanned face under the white stubble. It was aface aged beyond its years. Phillips
wished he could get behind it, wished he could get Danton into his cabin with the recorder underneath the
table and the Rorschach clay on top, wished he could be certain that Danton was as paranoid as he
seemed.

The martinet gpproach hadn't worked. He would have to proceed on the assumption of paranoia. 'l
don't understand you, Amos. Out here you've got the toughest job a colonel could hold inthe Air Force,
maybe the most responsible job anywhere, and you don't seem impressed at al.”

Danton said dryly, "Maybe my vaues are alittle different.”



"Theonly possible conclusion isthat twelve years out here without rest or leave has affected your
judgment.” Danton started to speak and Phillips held up a hand as he hurried to fire the thunderbolt he
had been saving for thismoment. "Y ou needn't be surprised that | know about the standing orders
Generd Pickrell left in your file. But you should know this: those orders have been torn up. Y ou can go
home whenever you wish."

For amoment Danton stared blankly at Phillips, and then he started to laugh. The laughter was not
insane; it was not even hysterical. It was the laughter of aman who hasjust heard something
indescribably funny.

Finaly Danton wiped the tears from his eyes and asked weakly, "Y ou think you can buy me, do you?
Y ou think for afew lousy weeks on Earth you can get my help to break up the Little Whed 7'

"That wasn't—" Phillips began, but thistime Danton's hand was raised.

"| listened to you; now you listen to me. Sure the Fish—I beg your pardon—Genera Pickrell put those
ordersin my file, and for agood reason, areason | may tell you some day. Later it became our own
personal joke. But he never offered to remove them, and | never asked him to. Why should | want to go
home? My mother died two years after | came out—yes, LIoyd, | came from a broken home—and
theré's nothing left in there I'm interested enough to cross the Whed for. Go home, Captain? lam home"

"And for that reason, Amos, you aren't agood risk."
"Explorers have never been good risks.”
"I'm not talking about insurance risks; I'm talking about the risk to Earth.”

Danton grinned. "Don't go on! | can repesat everything Sackcloth told you. God knows he's sent it to me
often enough: 'Under no conditionswill you initiate independent action, no matter what the provocation or
the state of communications. Y ou will wait for order from superior authority. | don't need to tell you,
Colond, that | am not satisfied with a situation that includes the possibility of ultimate decision by man
qudified for it neither by character nor by training." Danton's voice dropped. He stared blindly at the
lighted screen in front of him. "Ashley has anasty way of projecting his own desires and character into his
menta concept of his subordinates. Who does he think is going to fire amissile without ordersfrom
Inside, and confirmation of those orders, and reconfirmation?’

"A neurotic man might. Anyone out here might crack under the strain of Sitting with hisfinger eternaly on
thetrigger. Even you, Amos—as certain as you are that spaceis your home—you might crack. And you
have the power here to make yoursdf the dictator or the destroyer of the world.”

That seemed to cheer Danton up. "Dictator, perhaps—but for how long? There are neuroses and
neuroses, LIoyd; some are dangerous, and some are functional. A fear of heights, now, haskept alot of
people from taking the long plunge. | happen to think that our kind of neurosisisonly dangerous when it
ispenned up.”

Carefully Phillipssaid, "Unfortunately, you aren't atrained psychologist. My own opinionisthat the Little
Whed isdangeroudy closeto ingtability. Y ou take great painsto make every part of the Whed baance
with the part diametrically opposite. It's even more important that the men inside, who must make the
decisons, are carefully balanced.

"In acommand distinguished by dovenly watch procedures, insolence, and disrespect for authority, you
have managed to inspire great persond loyaty among your men. Perhaps you can keep them under
control. But | ask you to consider this: what would happen if you were killed or suddenly recalled?’



Phillips suddenly remembered Ashley's haunted eyes as he had muttered, "What if he refused to come?”

Hastily Phillipswent on, "These men are nervous, irritable, and ungtable. The Whed! isapowder keg
waliting for aspark.”

Danton turned his head to look squardly at Phillips, hislips smiling but hisflecked eyes hard. "Nervous,
sure; irritable, maybe; but unstable, unh-unh! A force released isaways stable. It's only aforce contained
that is unstable, and only that force will explode.

"Sure we're nervous, but we've got aright to be. We're prey to adozen hazards men Inside never know.
We're eternaly conscious of our environment, because we haveto bring it al with us. Welivein ahollow
world two hundred and fifty feet across; itswalls are not much more than an inch thick, and most of that
isar. We face imminent death from such exotic causes as sunburn, meteoric missiles, asphyxiation, and
radiation poisoning.

"If | don't dieviolently, LlIoyd, | won't liveto be sixty yearsold. To me it doesn't matter. | wouldn't be
anywhere dsefor alifetime twice aslong. This nervousness you speek of—I call it awareness of danger,
and aslong as we stay nervous, well stay dive, most of us.

"They don't need to be afraid of us, Insde. We're trying too hard to stay dive ourselves.”

Thetiming was perfect. Too perfect, Phillipsfound timeto think asthe darm went off with aclamor of
bells and ablinking of overhead lights.

Danton stiffened, and Phillips stared with startled eyes at the too-thin walls. By the time he had released
his bregth, ingtinctively caught in hislungs, and assured himsdlf that the walls separating him from vacuum
and death were gill imperforate, Danton was at the wall phone.

"Whereisit?' he snagpped. "Okay. I'll bethere in two seconds. Get the air pressure up, and release the
marker."

Danton had the door open and was through it before Phillips moved. The next few minutesfor Phillips
were a kaleidoscope of confusion that somehow achieved swift results.

The automatic doors of the air-testing lab were closed. The walls within had been pierced by ameteor
that had burst through the bumper that stopped 99 percent of those hitting the Whedl. Emergency air
blowerswere building up air pressure ingde the room to give the men within time to adjust emergency
oxygen helmets, locate the holes by means of the harmless colored gas that had been rel eased into the
section, and plug them.

But something had gone wrong.
"What'sthe ddlay?' Danton demanded.

From acluster of men performing incomprehens ble jobs outside the airtight door, asweaty face turned.
Phillips recognized Lieutenant Chapman, the air-control officer.

"I don't know. They should be out by now. | can't raise anybody. Fred'sin there and young Grant. All |
can pick up isalow moaning noise. Somebody's dive. I've got two men outside trying to plug the leaks
from there. Until then we can't open the door. Hold on!"

He turned to the crewman beside him who had a salf-powered handset to hisear. "Air pressureis
climbing. Y es, here comesthe report now. Theleak is plugged. It be acouple of minutes,”



"Lesk?' Danton said softly.
Chapman looked at him and said, "Yes, sir. One.”
The minutes passed leadenly. " Okay," Chapman said. "Openit up.”

The door came open. Red fog drifted through. Phillips sniffed at it gingerly, but it was odorless. Within
seconds two men were brought into the room, one bareheaded and limp in the arms of arescuer who
carried hisone-third normal Earth weight without effort, the other helmeted and stumbling.

Danton said impatiently, "Well, what are you waiting for?*

Phillipslooked up. Danton was frowning a him. "Y ou're an M.D. Take care of that man." He pointed to
the unconscious man who had been laid gently on thefloor.

"The other one'sin shock," Phillips objected. "He needs help, too."

Danton said grimly, "Héll live. Not that | care much. But Fred isimportant.” When Phillips still hesitated,
Danton shoved him roughly toward theman on the floor. " Get busy, damn it!”

Phillips started his examination. Danton, the emotion gone from hisvoice, said, Y ou don't understand,
do you, Phillips? When that meteor hit and the air began whooshing out, Grant forgot everything he ever
learned. He froze. Fred wasted precious seconds getting ahelmet onto him. By that time it wastoo late
to get into hisown."

Phillips glanced up. Grant's helmet had been stripped from his head. His young face was no longer
animated and open. His nose had bled down over his upper lip and chin. His eyes werewide and
unseeing; hislips moved but no sound came out.

Suddenly Phillipswas angry. The only norma man on the Whed, and Phillips couldn't help him. "He was
in shock," he snapped.

"Spacemen don't go into shock. We can't afford to. All our lives depend upon the ability of each one of
usto be ableto act swiftly and correctly in an emergency whenother men might go into shock. If men
can't do it—every time—they don't belong out here.”

Phillipsgot up dowly.
"What are you doing?' Danton demanded roughly.
"He'sdead," Phillipssaid.

Before Phillips could move, Danton's hand dapped vicioudy againgt Grant's cheek. The boy's head
jerked, but his eyesremained blank as the cheek dowly reddened.

Danton screamed, "Y ou dirty spy!”

When Phillips started toward Grant, Danton swung around to glare at him with mad eyes. Phillips
stopped. In amoment Danton's breathing had dowed. He said, amost camly, to Chapman, "Take him to
first @d. When he comes around, tell him to get his personal bel ongings together. He's through.”

"He needsimmediate attention,” Phillips said, histeeth clenched. " Serum and—"
"Hell get them. Comewith me."



Reuctantly Phillipsfollowed Danton's square back to weight control and down on the spoke of the
Whed to Phillips cabin. Danton shoved open the door asif it were hisown. He went in and put his back
againg the covered viewport.

When Phillips had followed and closed the door, Danton said casualy, ™Y ou think | was hard on the
kid."

Phillips ran his hand behind him under the table and turned on the recorder. ™Y ou make hard rules.”

"Thisisahard place; we have to be hard to stay out here. I'm not blaming the kid for being foolish. | was
ayoung, foolish kid, too, and | amost got sent in for it. The reason he'sgoing inisthat he didn't do the
right thing ingtinctively: he held his breath instead of releasing it—you saw his nosebleed. The expansion
of gasesin hislungsdid that; it could as easily have been hislungsthat hemorrhaged. I'm blaming him for
not getting into his emergency hdmet. I'm blaming him for killing aman, agood man, aman we couldn't
afford to lose."

"Y ou shouldn't have hit him."

"Did | hit him?' Danton said, surprised. He must have read the answer on Phillips face. "I'm sorry | did
that."

"And cdlinghimaspy?'

"That, too, en?| shouldn't have donethat, either." Danton grinned but there wasno mirthinit. "I don't
know why I'm arguing with you about sending aboy in. Y ou're the one who wantsto send usdl in."

"Not me. Generd Ashley."

"Oh, yes. Generd Ashley. We're going to have atime with him." Danton took a pace forward and
absently picked up the blob of clay from the table. "Weve read your papers up here with alot of
interegt.”

"Y ou get the psychologicd journas?”

"Microfilms of thingsthat interest us. A lot of uswould like to know why we had to come out. But you
haven't found the answer with your inquiries into broken homes and insecurity and neuroses.”

"What makesyou so certain?'

"Too easy. Men aren't that smple. It's like Neanderthal noticing arainbow every timeit rainsand
deciding that the rain makes the rainbow. Therainis part of it, but the sun is more important. It provides
the energy. Y ou can't reduce al the impulsesto be different—the adventurousness, the crimindity, the
greatness—into cause and effect. After dl the causes are fractionated off, you will till have an indefinable
something that makes Man aman—aquestioning, seeking animdl.”

"Y ou can't argue away the fact that you are children playing explorer, too immature to tackle the
everyday problemsof lifeinsde.”

Danton didn't take the bait. He grinned. Thistime he dmost meant it. "Isthat how welook to you? Well,
maybe we are. But it would be a sad commentary on the human raceif al its progress had to be traced
to the children of the race who ran away and found something new and wonderful beyond the hill.

"Did you ever ask yoursdf, LIoyd, why Generd Ashley picked you to do hisfield work—a capable
officer wewill quickly agree, but certainly aminor Air Force captain.”



"I'm ayoung man. My adjustment rating is good.”

"Could it be," Danton asked gently, "that he was sure, beforehand, what kind of areport you would bring
back, that he knew your reputation and your convictions?'

Danton let the question diein Phillips silence. Findly Phillips shrugged and said, "It doesn't matter. I'm
going back on the next shuttle. I've got everything | need. And I'm going back with the same report any
competent psychologist would make." He looked defiantly at Danton.

Danton chuckled. "Don't worry. We won't stop you. We could, but we won't. Sackcloth would just send
up somebody ese, and he might not be as easy to get dong with. What are you going to tell Ashley?’

Phillips studied Danton for amoment. The question of paranoiawas settled. What he had to decide was
whether he had enough evidence or whether he could take the risk of pushing Danton to the cracking
point. Hetook therisk. "The Big Whed hastaken over dl your non-military functions: westher
observation, scientific research, radio relay—"

"And ismaking money at it."

"If the Little Whed has no other function than observation and missile guidance," Phillips continued
steadily, "it has no reason for being. It can't do these things satisfactorily, and the very existence of the
functionsis a congtant temptation to fulfill them. | can't guarantee the soundness of the men out here.”

"Whose soundness can you guarantee?’ Danton asked, | etting his weariness show through. ™Y ou've seen
Generd Ashley, and you've seen me. Whose finger would you rather have on thefiring button?”

"The people chose Generd Ashley."

Danton's eyelid jerked. "What people? The only person who chose General Ashley was Genera
Adhley."

Phillipsingsted stubbornly, "He was chosen through the proper functioning of ademocretic government.
Nobody can be permitted to substitute his persona preferences or hisown decisions.”

"Even when 'the peopl€'s choice' is obvioudy amega omaniac afflicted with agoragphobia?’ Danton
hesitated; when he spoke again his voice was apologetic. "That was unfair. | brought it up only to prove
that you would trust General Ashley out here—even if he could endure it—even less than you trust me.
Ashley sent you out with aquestion that had only one answer: no one can be trusted.”

"We|?an't that a good reason for bringing you in?"

"If that were our only purpose out here, and we really could serve that purpose as everyone
believes—yes, certainly. But it wouldn't do any good, because there's ten times the firepower stored
Insde, waiting for anervousfinger to unleashiit.”

Danton looked straight into Phillips face, hiseydid twitching. Y ou know the redl reason Ashley doesntt
want us up here. He's not afraid that welll shoot without orders. He's afraid that helll tell usto fire and we
won't obey."

How much of Danton's argument was truth, how much casuistry?Phillips wondered. And then he
remembered "What if he refused to come?' and thought: Yes, Ashley was worried about that.

That put anew and reveding light on Ashley, but it didn't change the basic premises of the Situation: there
were still men up here who could destroy the world if they weren't more than men can be expected to be.



The knock at the door was like punctuation for his thoughts. When Danton opened it, Chapman was
there, tossing adim length of tubing in his hand.

"Got it, en?' Danton said, without surprise.
"Still reeks of gunpowder.”

"No onetried to snesk it away?"
Chapman shook hishead. "Can't figureit.”

Phillips looked from the tube to Chapman to Danton. "What are you trying to say? That thelab wall was
pierced by abullet ingtead of ameteor?”

Danton shrugged impatiently. " Of course. A meteor that size would have gone clear through. Two holes.
The missle had to come from insde. And where does that knock your theories, Mr. Freud?

Phillipsdidn't pauseto think. "1t supports my belief that the men up here are unstable—unstable enough
to attempt murder—or suicide.”

Danton said mildly, "Y ou think a spaceman did that? Unhunh. We have too great and natural arespect
for meteorsto create artificia ones. Besides, where would an unstable spaceman get abullet? No. This
was sabotage.”

"Whose?'

"You figureit out. Weve fought it before—for dmost sx months, asamatter of fact." Danton looked at
Phillips suddenly with hard, frozen eyes. "Asamaiter of fact, Captain, you were the last one out.”

There was amoment of awkward silence as Phillips leaned forward, incredulous, and Danton's
sugpicionsfilled the room. Theflat, tinny voice of thewall spesker wasloud: "All handsto emergency
gations. The taxis areloose. Drifting. All hands—"

Danton's expresson changed ingtantly. "Maybe I'mwrong." A wry smiletwisted hislips. "Here, Captain,
here's your Rorschach blob.” He put the clay gently on the table and was gone.

Phillips stared at the door through which Danton had vanished. Did Danton serioudy suspect him? Or
wasit only his paranoia peegping through? There were no grounds—

But there were—the tube smelling of freshly exploded gunpowder. If it did smell of gunpowder, and if it
was found in the air-testing lab, and if it had not been planted there by Danton himself.

The thought had occurred to him when it happened that the timing was perfect. But that would imply an
acting ability far beyond the self-limitations of paranoia. If Danton had planted the tube, he was not
paranoid. If he had not, then someone was trying to sabotage the Whed .

Phillips redlized, as he should have redlized before, that the whole case againgt the Whed rested or fell on
the sanity of the commanding officer. Helooked down at the table and froze.

The clay that Danton had put there was no longer ablob.

It was afigure, the figure of achild standing sturdily on hisfeet, looking up. Deftly, as he had talked,
Danton's fingers had worked, shaping, creating—awork of art. As such it should bejudged, not in
psychologica terms. With afew skillful touches Danton had created what he had been describing—the
child who ran away and found something new and wonderful beyond the hill. But there was more than



that—there was the concept of greatness here and the questing. . .

But Phillips had to judge it on his own terms, and there was where his distress was greatest. Becausein
thisfigure was understanding and compassion and bdlief in mankind—and not atrace of paranoia

That meant—it could only mean—that Dantonwas surrounded by spies. He had aright to be suspicious.
Hisneurogswasfunctiond.

The difficulty was—Danton knew too much. What wasit he had said ashe left?Here, Captain, here's
your Rorschach blob.

But that would imply that Danton knew himself so well, and his psychology so well, and was so
consummate an artist, that he could create—thidl

It was too much. Phillips head whirled. Nausea churned his stomach like atouch of spacesickness.
Ddliberately he picked up the figure and squeezed it back into shapelessness.

Only moments later did he recall why Danton had hurried away. Thetaxiswere loose. Drifting. And if the
taxis were gone, he was marooned.

Phillips threw himsalf through the doorway .

Phillips scrambled down the spoke to the Hub. It was empty. Only two spacesuits were hanging from
their supports. He struggled into one that was too large. He squeezed through an airlock and then,
carefully snapping the hook of his safety lineto aring just beyond the cagelike entrance, dipped outside.

Hefloated dowly out from the Hub, spinning in the black immengty of night, the pinpoint holes of the
stars making streaks past his eyes like a poor astronomica plate. With a short tug on hisline, working
with an ingtinct he had never known he had, Phillips dowed his spin.

He saw one—a plump sausage with a plastic window—floating gently away from the gleaming rim of the
whed . Gently—and yet the taxi diminished with darming swiftness. Then he saw another and another. All
drifting awvay. Asfar as he could see, there were none I eft tied to the whed .

There should have been chaos here, with suited men pouring out of the Wheel without plan or precedent
for an emergency whose scope Phillips could only guess. But there was a crazy kind of order inthe
slence

Men were snapping their safety linesto each other's suitsinstead of the Whedl. One man, inthelead, was
clambering with incredible speed a ong the spoke until he reached the rim. Then he jumped, his bent legs
thrusting him away from the satellite pinning beneath, his safety linetrailing behind. Asthet linedmost
reached itslimit, the man to whom it was attached jumped after him.

One after another they jumped, forming aliving chain of spacesuited men linked together by dmost
invishle strands of cord, working together as a unit with the socid ingtinct of army ants, reaching toward
the gars, throwing athin bridge across the impassable river of space.

Flame spurted from the suit at the head of the chain. It curved dowly toward the nearest taxi.

For Phillipsit seemed like a metaphor. Men would die, but others would take their place, and one day
men would cross over the bridge their comrades courage and sacrifice had made, and reach the stars.

The taxi was dtill receding swiftly—swifter, it seemed to Phillips, than the chain that reached toward it.



Would the chain belong enough?

He caught aring on the spoke of the Whed and swung himself out toward the rim. Suddenly he was
stopped. Something had caught him from behind. He swung his head around inside the helmet to look
back. There was a spacesuited man behind him, the hook in his deeve-ending caught somewherein
Phillips suit beneath hisrange of vison. With the hook in his other deeve, the man hed himsdf to aring
on the Hub. Easily he pulled Phillips back toward him.

Phillips could not see who it was. The helmet viewplates were dark to keep out ultraviolet. Then he
recognized afaded eagle on the chest of the suit.

His helmet bumped gently againgt the other helmet Transmitted through that contact camethe metdlic
voice, "Where do you think youre going?"' It was Danton.

"It may not belong enough.”

Danton did not have to ask what he meant. "If it isn't, you can't help. That takes teamwork. Something
you haveto learn. Something you haveto live. When everybody's life depends on the actions of everyone
else, that comeseasly.”

Theimplication was clear: he wasn't a part of the team, not even aplayer on anyone'steam. "But it's
serious—"

"Of courseit is. If they don't reach that taxi, were stuck. We can't get supplies over from the shuttles.
We can't finish our—work."

"Until they send out replacements?!

Even through the hemets, Danton's voice wasironic. "And that's something Ashley can veto."
"Youthink thisisAshley'sdoing?"

"That'sfor you to decide.”

"Wed better help,” Phillips said, trying to struggle free.

"How much help would you be?' Danton asked. He let Phillips swing away alittle to see hissafety line
gl clipped to aring on the Hub. Then he pulled him back. "Y ou'd just get in their way. They'll getit.”

The two of them, clasped together like misshapen and amorous starfish, had floated around until the
lengthening chain had drifted back into view. Thefirst suit, itsrocket jets blazing in brief spurts, was
farther ahead of the second link than it should have been. It had cut its safety line, Phillipsredized. It was
heading out, aone, into the black, bottomlessriver.

But it was catching up. It reached out a stubby arm toward the taxi. And missed! No, it had caught a
hold. The suit and the taxi drew together, becameone. . .

For the first time Phillips wondered: Who had cut the taxis loose? And why? And what had he been
doing while everyone was outside?

Suddenly he knew the answer to dl of them.
Heturned, but Danton was gone. He had gone, Phillipsredized, even before the taxi had been caught.
Would Ashley go thisfar? Phillips asked himsdf. And he had to answer, Y es. How much farther would



he go to destroy the Little Wheel? The answer to that was: asfar as he had to go.

Phillipswas swinging into the Hub. As he dipped through the cage, he saw the captured taxi blasting
toward another sausage-shape against the black-velvet curtain of night. Around the edge of the Whed,
like agiant moon, came that enigmatic circle of mirrorlike metal. Descending on the other side of the
Whed was that flimsy, impossible contraption of rocket motors and spherical tanks.

By the time Phillips had extracted himsdf from his suit, Danton had disappeared. Phillips followed,
cdling, "Danton! Amod™

The words echoed in the empty Whedl. There was no answer. The weight-control room was deserted.
So wasthe first-aid room, the pump room, and air control. Phillips went back through weight control and
into celestial observation.

Danton was Stting inachair staring camly at the closed air-tight door that separated him from
Earth-observation.

"Y ou'd better come out, Grant," Danton said gently. "Y ou'll get hurt in there." Hewastaking into awall
Speaker.

From the speaker came aburst of hysterical laughter. ™Y ou're the ones who'll get hurt, Colonel, you and
those stupid animasinside.” It was Grant's voice, Phillips recognized. "The missiles are set and armed,
Colond, and I've got my finger on the firing button. Try to get me out and blooey! There goes the world!
And blooey! There goesthe Whed!"

"You can't doit, Grant,” Danton said reasonably. ™Y ou wouldn't have timeto guide them in. They'd burn
upinentry.”

"Grant?" Although Phillips had known it logicdly, he ill found it hard to believe. "But he wasin shock”

With Phillips first word, Danton had dapped off the spegker. " So we thought,” he said, turning dowly
toward the psychologist "Evidently we were wrong. The cutting away of thetaxiswasadiverson. If it
succeeded, fine. If nat, it fill gave Grant time to take over Earth-observation.”

"What's he going to do?'

Danton shrugged. "Y ou heard him."
"He'sinsane™

"Y ou're the authority on that.”

"Can't we snesk in on him another way?"

"Before he can hit that button? Not a chance; even if he didn't have the other door locked. And even a
madman would do that."

"Haven't you got gas? Can't you knock him out?’

"Before he redlizeswhat's happening?' Danton shook his head impatiently. "We can't stock items up here
unless we have a probable use for them.”

Phillips sought desperately for a straw. " Someone cracked. It waswhat Ashley was afraid of!"
"Wasit?' Danton asked, smiling gently. His eyes drifted back acrossthe wide, flat photographic



projection screen where Mars till glowed redly, to the seeled door.

"Keegp taking, Danton,” Phillips said quickly. "In his condition, if he'saonetoo long hell work up his
courage to pressthe button."”

"Y ou're the psychologist. You tak him out.”

"Me?" Involuntarily Phillipstook haf astep backward. "Who's your missile-control officer? He should
know how to cut thefiring circuit, disasm the missiles. . "

"We had one once, but he got transferred five years ago. We never replaced him."
"Hesinyour t/o—"

"Weve got no usefor amissile-control officer. Look!" Danton swung around in the chair. It squedled a
complaint He punched a button beside the viewport. The outside cover swung away, |etting in the night.
"Seethat?'

The great circle of shiny metal did past the window. "That's an anti-missile screen,” Danton said
somberly, "and it'sworthless. It's set squarely ahead of usin our orbit, sweeping space. But thefirst thing
an aggressor would do would be to send up amissile with awarhead of weak gunpowder and fine lead
particles. When it reached our orbit—going in the opposite direction—it would explode and leave in our
path acloud of eight billion tiny missiles. Every hour wewould runinto that cloud. Thefirst timethe
anti-missile screen would intercept them, maybe even the second, but then it would look like acheese
grater. After that, we would be the cheese grater.”

"Y ou could strike back—"

"How? Even if we spotted the missile taking off and knew where it came from, it would take us hoursto
get amissileinto the atmosphere without burning up. No, Lloyd, in anew war, wed bethefirst
casudties. Thisisapowder keg, dl right, and were sitting on it. We know it. Welive with it every minute
of every waking hour. But the fuseis down below, and the only way you can save this powder keg isto
goinand samp onit. Or make sureit is never lit."

"Then theresno reason at dl for the existence of the Little Whedl! The Big Whed hastaken over dl your
other functions. wegather observetion, televison relay, research. All that'sleft is military observation and
missile guidance. Y ou ignorethe first and can't fulfill the second. Y our presence hereis a constant
temptation to resolve your problems by destroying their source.”

"And thereby destroy ourselves. We aren't that stupid. We can't exist independently of Earth—not yet.”
"Decisonsarent awayslogica. Not even usualy. Grant isyour best example. Give me that spesker”
Danton said softly, "I think maybe he has hisreasons." He hit the spesker switch. "But go ahead.”
Phillipssaid urgently, "Grant! ThisisDr. Phillips.”

"What do you want, headshrinker?"

"Listento me, Grant. Don't pressthat button! Y ou didn't haveto. I'll guarantee that the Whed is
destroyed.”

For along moment there was silencein the little room where the red image of Mars glowed from the
screen. Phillips was suddenly aware of the Little Whed's odor, acompound of oil and human swedt, like



amachine shop insde the steam room at the local ymca. On top of it al wasthe acrid odor of fear.
Phillips could fed drops of sweet collecting on hisforehead and trickling into his eyebrows.

Danton waslooking at him. Phillips turned his head to meet Danton's haf-tolerant contempt with cold
eyes.

Grant's bresthing came harshly through the speaker. "Don't make me laugh, headshrinker. Nobody's
gonnatrick me. When | get ready, I'm gonna push this button. Nobody can stop me."

Phillips spoke coldly, swiftly, "Listen to me! Generd Ashley sent me up hereto make areport to him,
and the report I'm going to make, Grant, will blast the Whed! right out of the sky. If you push that button,
theworld will die, Grant, and you'l die, too. Y ou don't want that. Y ou don't haveto die, Grant. The
Whed isfinished."

"Evenif you weretdling the truth, you couldn't do it, Phillips. Danton would stop you somehow. He'stoo
tricky. Hed find away out. But he can't sop me from pushing this button™

Phillips pleaded, "For God's seke, Grant—"

"No use, headshrinker. | think you're lying. Because Ashley sent me up to do thisjob, and I'm gonnado
it. 'If you can't do it any other way,' he said, 'send down amissile. That'll be the end of the Whed." I'm
redlly gonnado himajob." Grant laughed insandy. "I'm gonnasend 'em al down."

Phillipswhispered, "He'stoo far gone.”

Dalton leaned toward the speaker. "It's no use pushing the button,” he said quietly. "There aren't any
missiles" He switched off the speasker and leaned back in hischair.

Phillipssaid quickly, "That won't do any good. Hell pushit just to make sure.”
"To men who have made up their mindsthe truth is never any good.”
"What do you mean—the truth?"

"There aren't any missiles. Earth isin no danger from us. Too bad we can't tell them that. But we cant.
And therefore we must live in constant expectation of amoment of madness Insde that will send up a
missileto destroy athreet that doesn't exist.”

"No missles?" Phillips shook his head increduloudy. Droplets of swest flew from hisface. "What
happened to them?Y ou had them!"

"Oh, we had them. But, as Ashley feared, their existence was a constant temptation. So we used them
for abetter purpose.”

"What are you talking about? What better purpose?’

"Inamoment.” Danton looked through the viewport at the stars wheeling past, steady, many-colored,
and available. "Y ou talk of powder kegs. I'll tell you something about powder. It's only dangerous when
it'simprisoned. Spread it out in the open air, set it off, and it makes afizzling sound and a bright light.
Look, there's Earth!" It rotated beyond the window, brilliant in reflected sunshine, an incredible jewd set
againg the velvet of the night. "That's your powder keg, masses of humanity penned up in unyielding
containers, more people every minute. If you don't give them some outlet, an explosionisinevitable.
Anything might set it off; an unguarded fire, an accidenta spark, spontaneous combustion. . ."



"And you're the outlet?"

"Symbolicaly. Oh, there's no practica way of relieving population pressures except by birth control. We
can't export our excess millionsto the planets or the stars. But we can give them avent for their excess
energies, for ther frustrated aggressions, for their unused dreams. The existence of afrontier isenough;
everyone doesn't haveto go there.”

Danton paused, his eyesfixed on the viewport, for amoment thetic in hiseydid stilled, "L ook. There!
Now!" The ungainly contraption of rocket motors and spherical tanks floated past. " There's our outlet.
Thereéswhere the missiles have gone: their motors are unitsfor that ship, their warheads have been
converted into atomic powerplants. They were designed with that purposein mind.”

Phillipssaid dowly, "That just about covers every offensein the code: disobedience, insubordination,
dereliction of duty, misappropriation of materid, mutiny. . ."

Danton dismissed them with awave of his hand. "Words. They aren't important. Surviva isimportant.
And that shipisthe key to surviva."

"Where are you going in that thing?"
Danton looked past Phillips toward the photographic enlargement on the projection screen. "Mars.”

Phillips studied the hard, blackened face.Madman or prophet? Traitor or something greater than
patriot? He had to decide, and soon. He looked back at the viewport, but the flimsy structure was gone.
"Inthet?'

"The Vikings crossed the Atlantic in their tiny dragon ships”
"How areyou going to get away with it?"

"We were going to wait until we could announce asuccessful trip, but it'stoo latefor that. Ashley is
getting desperate; next time he might not fail. We might not be here when the ship returned. Instead well
release the news that the ship will start soon." Danton grinned unexpectedly. "Then let Ashley deny itif he
dares.”

"Hell never rest until he drags down the Whed ."

"Let him try that, too, when the world knows what we're going to do. That's our hole card, the aroused
dreams of the world'sbillions. Go back, Lloyd. Tl them wereal neuratic, dl crackpots, and welll tell
them they're in no danger from us. We've beaten our swords into dreams. Well show them the Whed,
and well show them the Mars ship, and well invite them, vicarioudy, on the firgt trip to another world.
They'll come. They can't refuse. They're men like us; they're dreamers.”

"Out hereisn't far enough,” Phillips said softly. ™Y ou're running farther away."

"Cdl it 'running' if you like. Another man may cdl it conquest or adventure. Words. What makes aman
run doesn't matter; it'swhere he runs and what he does when he gets there and what his running means.
What makesyou run, LIoyd?"

"What do you mean?"' Phillips stiffened.

"Y ou've been andyzed. What drove you to be a psychologist? What made you enlist in the Air Force?
What forced you to investigate the submerged motives of spacemen? What wasit: abroken home, an
overprotective mother, a disinterested father? What complex wasit? Giveit aname’



Panic raced through Phillips veins.He can't know. He's guessing—

"Giveit aname," Danton continued without pausing, "and | won't give adamn. What mattersto meisthat
you're good spaceman materia goneto waste. Y ou're one of the rare ones, one of those first air
breethers, and you won't climb out upon the land because there's something left out of you. That's a pity.
We need men likeyou. Y ou could help us put it over—thislittle thing with Ashley and the big victory
over Mars and the fantastic distance that lies between.

"We could use your knowledge of psychology to help pick the men who could make the trip and stay
sane and come back to report their success to us and the world. Y ou could hel p us phrase our releases
to the imaginations of men, releases that will open their hearts and shape their dreams. Y ou wouldn't have
to go back; | could declare you essential and keep you here until Sackcloth or | died of old age.”

"Help you do what? Defraud the people as you have defrauded their government and their defenses?!

"The exploration of the unknown isaways afraud,” Danton said, his eyes distant, remembering.
"Because we can't know, by definition, what we are going to find, we can't have the right reasons for
finding it or even for going wherewe can find it. And the reasons we give oursalves will awaysbethe
wrong reasons, because the only real reason isthat there's something unknown to be discovered.

"Fraud,” Danton repeated, hiseydlid jerking again. "I'll tell you about fraud. When | came out my eyes
werefilled with visons and my head was svimming with dresms. And | found out that the visonswere
fase, and the dreams were the wrong ones.

"That waswhen | ran. | ranto the S.1.1. Y ou know what it is—the ship in the same orbit asthe Little
Whed, one hundred miles ahead, in which Rev McMiillen first conquered space, in which hedied
because he couldn't get back.

"Do you know what | found? A hollow shell. No one was ever insde. It wasn't built for a passenger.
They couldn't build one to carry aman—not with the funds they had—and Bo Finch and Pickrdl and a
few others perpetrated a fraud on the people so that space could be conquered. And it was
conquered—for the wrong reasons and in the wrong way.

"The visons werewrong. Men never find what they are seeking. That'swhat keeps them seeking. Men
will never find out here what they're |ooking for—not peace or wedlth or the thrill of final conquest.

"| learned then, as every man must learn if heisto become aman, that he must be stronger than his
dreams, that he must be able to watch them shatter and go on. Call it childish. Cal it what you will."

Danton's voice dropped wearily. Now helooked like an old man instead of aman this side of forty with
prematurely white hair. "The fact remainsthat it isthe soul of man and hissadvation. Heisa
dream-maker, and the latest dream is the best, no matter how many have been shattered before.

"Go Indde, Captain Phillips. Go Insideif you wish and tell them what | havetold you, al of it. And | will
lieand cdl you aliar, and the lieswon't matter, just as the shattered dreams don't matter.

"The people will believe me, because | am adreamer, and they understand dreams. Thisisthe latest
dream in the oldest dream of all—humanity's conquest of the universe.

"And that dreamisinvincible

The door to Earth-observation opened. Grant sscumbled through the doorway. His face was blank. His
eyes stared, but they saw nothing.



"l pushed it,” he said tonelessly. "I pushed it and nothing happened.”

Danton had stood up as the door opened. Grant walked right into him. At the contact he collapsed. He
hid hisface against Danton's chest. A sob broke from histhroat.

Danton patted the boy's shoulder. "That's dl right. It'sal right. The truth is hard to find, and when you
findit, it dwayshurts. | know. | found it.”

Helooked a Phillips. Y ou see," he said gently, "it isn't the neurotic men out here you haveto be afraid
of, not the men who had to come out. The dangerous ones are the men who come out for something el se,
for money or for glory."

Phillipslooked a Danton for amoment and then turned his eyes away, turned them to the open viewport
and the gars. They were too bright; but they were not as bright as Danton.

Danton wasright.

Phillips could not decide when he had first known it Perhapsit had been just afew minutes ago as he had
pleaded with Grant, not a spacemen but a displanted Earthman, to spare the Earth. Perhapsit had been
earlier as he watched the spacemen building a bridge toward the stars and he had moved to help.
Perhapsit had been when he had seen the compassion and understanding in the Rorschach blob.

But he thought it was much earlier, when he had redlized that he himsealf was a spaceman, one of the air
breatherswho had crawled out upon the land and found the experience so satisfying that he could never
go back to the mother sea.

If aman islucky he has one such timein hislife when he knows himsdlf. But it meant thet hisentire
concept of the human anima had to change.

The basic quality of lifeis movement. An immobile animal is a dead animal. Carnivore and prey
know this instinctively.

And man isadissatisfied animal. Satisfy him and he ceases to be aman. Quiet him and he stops being
dive

Phillips stood with hisfeet planted againgt the centrifugal force that smulated one-third Earth-normal
gravity, knowing where he was with a spacemen’s sure ingtinct. He was 1,075 miles above the surface of
the Earth, in atwo-hour orbit, in a satellite spinning once every 22 seconds.

The Earth was Insde. He was Outside, and with boldness, with courage, and with infinite sacrifice, he
could stay Outside.

Hewas moving. Hewas dive. By being dive here, by outfacing the eternal enemies—hest, cold, and
airlessness, distance, acceleration, and the ever-present missiles of spaceitsdlf, and even other men—he
kept humanity dive.

Oncein hislife, if heislucky, aman finds something worth doing. He had found it.

Thelong journey to the stars was the most human thing that men could do. It would keep the whole race
humen.

Thefirst trip would fail, hefet sure, and perhaps the second and the third. But one day men would come
back from the long trip out, if the men who were born equipped to do the job did not lose faith.



He was one of them.

|Go to Contents |

SpaceisaLoney Place

TERRY PHILLIPSWATCHED her husband come out of the bedroom brushing down hisgraying hair.
It wouldn't lie right after it was washed, even though Lloyd tried to tame it with astocking cap. The
one-third gravity did that.

She studied him with eyes cleared for amoment of ten years habit. Those ten years had aged Lloyd
more than they should. He looked much older than aman still thisside of forty. His face was dark and
marred by frown and squint lines. His eyes were flecked with cataracts. He was thinner. But he was dtill a
handsome man, amost as handsome as when he had stood with her in their marriage ceremony.

There were unpleasant memories, too, but she wouldn't think of those. Not now. Not when her mind was
made up.

Lloyd wasworried. She wondered if it wasthe ship.
But the firgt thing he asked about was the children.

Terry laughed. She could still laugh. "Paul and Carl have been up for hours. It'sten o'clock, deepy head.
They'rein the recreation room."

"Oh. Fine. Fine." He rubbed his chin absently and stared at the rungs of the metdl ladder fixed against the
inner wall They mounted toward asquare door in the convex ceiling. It was closed. Something thumped
agang it; they heard muffled laughter.

Terry sad gently, "Breekfast isready."

Lloyd started. "Oh. Yes." He sat down and drained his glass of reconstituted orange juice. He started in
on the powdered eggs asif heredly enjoyed them. "I got in late last night. After one. Didn't wake you,
didI1?'

Terry lied. "No. Were thefilms bad again?'

Lloyd nodded, frowning. "Two hundred and fifty-nine days. If they can hold out one day longer, they'll
makeit. They'll bethe first men to complete a successful trip to Mars. They've got to hold out!™

She said dowly, "I think you must be the most cold-blooded man I've ever known. Those men are
friends of yours, and you care more about the success of the trip than whether they live or die.”

Lloyd spped theinstant coffee. "Y ou think | wouldn't have traded places with any of them? They knew
what they were doing. They knew that two previous atempts had failed. Horribly. They went out with
their eyes open.

"What do you think it'slike to bein the viewing room, watching them walk to the brink of madnessand
lean over, and know that they're God-knows-how-many million miles away, and you can't do athing?”

"I'm sorry. Forget it."

Lloyd looked at her quickly. "You aren't redlly sorry, are you?' He paused. "I've decided to get scooters
for thekids on their birthdays.”
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Terry put down the cup she had been holding in both hands asif to warm them. "Lloyd! Carl'sjust Six,
and Paul'sonly eight.”

"Y ou can't keep them cooped up in these Six roomsforever. They'reresponsible kids. It's perfectly safe.”

Terry said with iron-hard determination, "They'll never usethem.” Her lipswere compressed into thin,
paelines."Y ou might aswel know. I'm leaving you. I'm taking the children with me. | wasn't going to tell
you while you were worried about theSanta Maria, but we can't go on likethisany longer.”

"Terry!" Lloyd's eyes were shocked and hurt. "1 know I'm hard to live with, but I'm no worse than | ever
was. You know | couldn't live without you and the kids. Y ou're my wife—"

Terry shook her head sadly. "Y ou're married to that Whedl out there. Y ou're mother to those men. You
don't need awife. | don't know why | ever thought | could make it work. | must have been crazy.
Everyone said | was crazy to come out here with you.

"I've beenliving in thisstupid ball for ten years. It stinks, Lloyd, literaly stinks. Old swest and old food
and ail. If | fry onions| can smell them for weeks. The air is so wet and thick you can dmost fed it like
damp cotton inyour lungs. | want to fed like ahuman being again. I'm going Inside, Lloyd. I'm never
coming out again." Her voice was closeto hysteria. "Never!”

Lloyd said quickly, "But there are other women out here now. Thisis a permanent base. We're space
dwellers. Y ou can't expect usto live without families—"

"Women can't live out here, Lloyd!" Terry tried to control her voice. "The other women are hermiits, just
like me. How long has it been since you saw one of them, outside her cocoon? When we get together,
itsby televison. Did you ever try to play bridge by teevison? | haven't seen another woman in the flesh
forayear."

Lloyd's voice was suddenly sober. "Have you thought about the kids?'

"That'sal | have thought about. Do you know those children have never been on Earth? Never? They're
being cheated of their birthright—blue skies and green grass and playing baseball with the other kids.
They'll never be human beings.” She was screaming now. "They're growing up into monster! Monstersl™

Lloyd looked at her, not moving, not saying anything. "1 think they're pretty darned nice kids. Don't
project your disappointmentsinto them, Terry. Children don't see things the way we do. Aslong asthey
have love and security—"

She was panting with the effort to control herself.
Lloyd said gently, "Maybe you need avacation. We can afford it."

"Another one? Without the children? No, thanks. When | leave it will befor good, and the children will
gowithme"

Lloyd'sface grew tight. He bit hislower lip the way he did when he tried to suppress hisemotion. If he'd
only let it out, Terry thought. Just once. So | wouldn't have to guess—

Lloyd'svoice wasragged. "Give me achanceto think about it. Please, Terry?'
She nodded reluctantly. She couldn't bear to see him hurt. Still.

"And please don't worry the children,” Lloyd said. "Don't |et them fed that we've been arguing—and



especialy not about them.”
Terry sad bitterly, "Alwaysthe psychologist!”

"Perhaps it was the father speaking that time." Lloyd turned and went up the ladder quickly. The port
came open a histouch, swinging upward. The sound of laughter came through clearly now and childish
voices shouting, "Daddy! Daddy! Look at me!”

Terry blinked fast to keep back thetears. "Lloyd! Lloyd!" she said. "If you only loved me!™
But shesad it to hersdf.

They were sturdy boys, al brown, long arms and legs and the kind of dark-brown eyesthat seem amost
black and ook down deep insde aman. They floated in the center of the spherical recreation room, their
faceslaughing, their bodies as graceful as porpoisesin the sea.

Lloyd looked at them and his heart grew cold. What would he be without them? An old man, dying.
"Hdlo, kids," hesad. "What isit today?'

Paul answered. "We're playing Martians.He's playing Martian. I'm an Earthman, and | try to catch him,
because he'strying to keep me from getting to Mars. If | catch himin five jumps, | get to Mars, and if he
getsaway, I'm dead.”

Carl chanted, "Nyah, nyah! Y ou can't catch mel" He stuck out histongue at Paul and pushed himself
away. He hit the opposite wall and bounced back. In the middle, where there was no-gravity, hedid a
curious kind of flip that sent him twisting in another direction.

Lloyd had never seen anything likeit.

Paul's hands, outstretched to catch his brother, missed by inches, and the older boy landed on the curved
wall, hislegs under him, bent and thrugting.

Lloyd jumped for the ceiling. Beside these brown, silken cregtures he felt old and stiff. He touched the
inner airlock door and dowly drifted from ahandstand to his feet as the door opened. He dipped

through.

He kept remembering their voices as he zipped himsalf with the ease of long practice into his suit.
Children played like that. In the midst of wars they were soldiers. In the midst of plaguesthey were
doctors and nurses. In the midst of space. . .

The other suits hung like decapitated monsters on the walls of the rectangular shaft. Terry's suit hadn't
been used for along time. He would have to check it carefully. If she were going to leave—

No. Hewouldn't think of that.

He unlocked the outer door and did through until he caught the hook-on ring. The door clanged shuit.
Now he could see the cottage from the outside. His home.

It was asphere, aminiature world thirty feet in diameter, which isnot so small interms of living area
when al of it is usable space. The sphere spun rapidly to give theillusion of one-third gravity in the rooms
nearest the surface, diminishing rapidly toward the axis near which he stood. The axis consisted of the
arlock, an imaginary cylinder through the recreation room, and the cargo hold at the other end.

Around the cottage was space—the night was a sooty black scattered with more stars than seemed



possible to someone reared insde Earth'sfilter of air.

Thereto the right was the red brilliance of Mars, closer than any of the others he could see, but till very,
very far. To theleft was Earth, 1,075 miles away, dark now with the sun and the moon both on the other
sde. It was ahuge, black disk, dotted here and there with the reddish spots of cities, blotting out the
gars, beneath one moment, hanging like a gigantic weight above him the next.

A man could do that to his senses out here where there was no up or down, where the only directions
were here and away. He could drive himsalf mad with illusons. What must those poor lost souls out there
near Mars be suffering, so far from home that Earth seemed like only another star among millions? He
looked at Mars again, but he couldn't possibly glimpse theSanta Maria. Even the best telescope on the
Whed couldn't pick it out now.

A few hundred feet away was the Whed, aspinning inner tube crossed by asingle spoke, gleaming white
in the starlight, againgt the velvet night. Around the Whed were the spheres of other cottages—nine of
them. Somehow they made the Whedl seem more like home. They humanized it, medeit lesslikea
foothold in space and more like a colony of men and women who were there and intended to stay. He
couldn't let that be broken up.

It was hard on awoman. Men can live on dreams, sometimes, but women need solidity. But men need
women and children, and aways, somehow, they had induced women to go with them to the frontiers
and build homes.

The question was. Had men gone so far that their women couldn't follow?

Helaunched himself toward the Whed and floated effortlesdy toward it. As he passed the round Hub at
the center, he reached out with the hook of one deeve-ending and caught the cage into which the taxis
dipped with their human cargoes.

He went through the airlock, removed his suit and hung it on itsrack, and clambered down the sagging
netting to the weight control room. The air was bad in here—thick and hot and humid and filled with the
many odors men make living and working. It was worse than the cottage.

Colonel Danton was waiting for him outside Celestial Observation. He looked old and haggard and sick.
Hishair was athin, pure-white stubble on his head. His eyeswere amost blind with cataracts, and his
body was bent and thin. He looked eighty years old instead of |ess than fifty.

Phillipsthought,He won't be able to stand ancther failure.
Danton said, "Jm Faust ishere." Hisvoice il carried the firmness and force of authority.
Lloyd sad, "Here? What does he want?"

"He'sworried. He wantsto go over the films himsalf. He doesn't think he can carry us much longer—not
if thisshot falls”

Lloyd stared thoughtfully at Danton. ™Y ou don't need to go through thisagain. Take it easy thismorning.”

Danton's jaw tightened and then dowly relaxed. "Doctor's orders? Keep him happy, Lloyd. I'll seeyou at
lunch."

Lloyd turned, opened the airtight door, and went into the darkness of the improvised viewing rooms
where Faust waswatching films of thefifth day. . .



Five days out TheSanta Maria was one million milesfrom Earth. The ship was a child'stoy of spheres
and cylinders and rocket engines flimsily bolted together with pieces from an Erector set. It was dl white,
it gleamed like porcdain in the relentless sunlight.

Thetop haf of the central cylinder was cargo space for equipment that would be needed for the
investigation of Mars. Above that was the personnel sphere, dotted with portholes and shutterlike
temperature regulators. There were three decks: the supply deck, with itslockers for spacesuits and its
cylindrical airlock; theliving deck; and the control deck. At the top was the plastic bubble of the
astrodome.

The ship tumbled dowly asit coasted dong the seven-hundred-and-thirty-five-million-mile ellipse that
would carry it into the orbit of Mars at the instant the red planet would reach that point. The rocket
motors had blasted for fifteen minutes; the rest of the two-hundred-and-sixty-day trip would bein utter,

inescapable silence.

Inside the sphere, the predominant impression was bare utility: everything was painted meta, plastic, and
rubber tile. Every wall of the ship and much of the nomina walls and ceilings were used for gauges, ducts,
lockers, bunks, chairs, tanks, conduits. . .

The control deck was aclosed universe of grinning gauges and shifting spots of colored light, but the man
on watch glanced at them only occasondly. He was staring through the astrodome, watching for the
Earth asthe ship's dow tumbling brought it past.

Likedl the crew members, Burt Holloway was a short man. Hewas adim five feet seven with thin,
mobile hands, short, blond hair, and very blue eyes. He was not handsome. Men said he had amonkey
face, with hisweak mouth and receding chin, but women thought he needed mothering. He was
barefooted. His only garment was a pair of shorts.

Four of the crew were on the living deck, which was reached from either of the other two by concentric
holesin the separating partitions bisected by a painted aluminum fireman's pole. Fastened to one curving
wall were bunks which could be folded back. The other side of the room belonged to the dining unit: a
snack dispenser, agiant freezer that extended into the storage deck, a short-wave range, and acircular
table.

Jack "Iron" Barr, five feet eight of bulging muscles and matted red hair, lay in hisbunk, hisbelt snapped
to rings on the framework. He had dark blue eyes and eyebrows that met in astraight line above his
crooked nose. He was reading aletter written on pale-blue note paper. Occasiondly he brought it close
to hisface and sniffed, his eyes closed, adow smile stretching his wide mouth.

"Hey, now," hesaid huskily. "Ligten to this: 'Lover, honey, baby—I'll never forget that night you showed

"The Big Dipper,” Ted Craddock finished. He was sitting in the dings of the table, aplastic flask of
orangejuicein one tanned hand. He was the baby of the group at twenty-five, abeautiful, brown-skinned
young man. Hishazd eyes squinted into laugh lines at the corners. " That woman must drench her note
paper with musk. Put it away, Iron. It's stinking up the place." He broke off in abrief spell of coughing.

Barr sad irritably, "It's better than the other stinks we breathe al thetime. | swear | never knew you guys
were S0 smelly. And you, Ted, spraying the place with germs. Why don't you cover your mouth? Hey,
now, listen to thisone." He drew afolded square of pink paper from under the waistband of his shorts.
"Thiswasablond little joy baby—"



Emil Jelinek said quietly, "Knock it off, Iron." He wasthirtyish to the others late twenties, athin, angular
man with sparse black hair and asmall, rakish mustache. He waslying in the bunk next to Barr, his hands
folded behind his head. "Women are more than two and ahdf years awvay. By the time you get back
they'll have two kids apiece.”

"Not these," Barr boasted. "They'll wait. That'swhat Ellen says here. She says shelll wait for five yearsif
she hasto, or ten. She saysthere's nobody like me."

Tony Migliardo laughed from the other side of the deck where he floated beside the snack dispenser. He
was a good-looking, dark-skinned young man with liquid brown eyes and blue-black hair. "There are
many men likeyou, Iron, and she will find them—reproductive organs with minor attachmentsfor
mobility."

"You dirty little—" Barr tried to spring out of hisbunk, but the belt pulled him back.

Jdlinek turned his head and stared hard at Barr. "Everybody be quiet for ten seconds! If werelikethisin
five days, what will we be doing in two hundred and sixty? Mig? Do you hear me?'

"I am very sorry, Iron," Migliardo gpologized. "'l should not have said that.”
Barr relaxed. "Okay then."

"And, Iron," Jdinek added. "I think it would be best if you didn't enlighten us on the details of your
amorous conquests. There are enough naturd irritants.”

Barr grumbled, "Y ou guys are missing your chance for the kind of education you don't get in the
Academy. Go ahead. Stay stupid.”

Craddock began to cough.
Barr twisted to stare at him. "What about that? That could get old, too."

Jdinek said, "I'll ssewhat | can do. Ted?' He opened the locker beside his head and pulled an
optha moscope down.

Craddock freed himself from the table dings and floated over beside Jdinek's bunk. He held himself
there, with one hand while Jdinek inspected histhroat. "Thelining isirritated, but that could be just from
coughing.” Hereached into the locker for asmall, metal cylinder. He flicked asmall lever on the sde.
Two smooth, blue pills popped into hishand. "A little penicillin won't hurt. Come back for another in six
hours.”

Barr said suddenly, "Hey, now, Emil. That ain't right what you said about five days."

Migliardo glanced at the repeater clock on the wall. "Five days, one hour, sixteen minutes, thirty-one
seconds.”

Barr muttered, "That clock must bewrong. It's more like amonth.”

Jelinick said, "It's synchronized with the crystal-stabilized chronometer on the control deck. Thereisnta
more accurate timekeeper anywhere.”

Barr grumbled, "I wouldn't put it past Phillipstorig it dow. He'sfull of trickslike that. Then when we
were halfway and about to go batty, held tell usthetrip was dmost over. Hed think that was cute.”

"Now, Iron," Craddock said, floating back toward the dining table, "what's the use of starting something



likethat, even asajoke?"
"Who'sjoking? | know we been gone more than five days.”

Craddock caught the table edge and dipped his feet through the dings. "There's no radio—how could he
tdll us?"

Barr said sarcagticdly, "What do you think that swivelmounted, parabolic dish antennaisfor?'
"That's for telemetering the sounding rockets when we get to Mars."

"So they told us™ Barr sneered. "But why isit dways pointed toward Earth?!

Craddock said violently, "How do | know? Maybe it's telemetering our gauges.”
"Tdemetering! With the power that thing pulls? Are you kidding?'

Migliardo swalowed the bite of candy bar he had been chewing. "Theresno big drain.”

Barr looked at him scornfully. "That'swhy you're assstant engineer on thistub instead of engineer. The
drain doesn't show on the gauge. | wondered why the reactor wasn't delivering its rated capacity. That
dish out there takes part of it, and the power bypasses the gauge. It's gimmicked."

"Now, Iron," Migliardo said peacefully, "why would they do anything like that?*

"Why would they sedl up awall of the control deck and placeit out of bounds?' Barr demanded. He
twisted to face Jdinek. "Y ou know more than anybody ese.”

Jdinek said camly, "We weretold that thereis asafety factor in addition to the safety factorsin fud and
Sructura grength.”

"Why didn't they tell uswhat it was?"'

"Asapsychologist | cantell you that asafety factor you know al about isn't redly asafety factor at dll.
You gart figuring it in with the rated capacity. Thisis something we can depend on to get usthrough if
everything dsefails. Were better off not knowing exactly what it is."

Migliardo sad, "Like bdievingin God."
Jelinek nodded. "It'samatter of faith."

Barr'slipscurled. "Nuts. | want toknow. I'll leave God to those who need him. He doesn't show up on
any of my gauges. Take my word for it, this business of asafety factor isjust asphony. They didn't tell us
what it was because thereisn't any. That sedled wall isnothing. If we opened it up, we'd find it as empty
asthe Pope's promises.”

Migliardo sad intensdy, "Barr—!"

Jelinek's mild voice cut through. "Mig! Keep your opinionsto yourself, Iron, and keep your hands off that
pandl. If it'sempty we're better off not knowing. The time businessthat started thisis absurd, and you
know it We check it every day when we figure our postion.”

"Will, yeah," Barr conceded, "but—"
Something wentpingngng! The echoes raced through the ship. The lights went out. Somebody screamed,



"Meteor!" Voices shouted a confused cacophony of orders. Bodies blundered about.

Then Barr said gtridently, "Shut up! Everybody It didn't hit the sphere. Burt? Y ou dl right?”

"Okay," Holloway called from the control deck. "But we're on battery now. I'm trying to locate the hit.”
"No need,” Barr said. "It's up ahead—in the reactor or the wiring between.”

Craddock began, hisvoice quavering, "If it'sthe reactor—"

"Weé'redead," Barr said bluntly. "The battery will only last afew hours, and then the air conditioning goes
off." Therewas ascuffling sound. "I'll go out and check. Mig. Suit up and get ready to lend ahand.”

And then even the sound was gone.
[l

In the viewing room of the Little Whed, the screen was dark. LIoyd flipped on the lights and looked at
Faust. The dapper little man wasturning, hisiron-gray, immaculate head becoming afinely chisdled face.
He was no more than five feet four, but everything about him wasin proportion, from hisfeet to his
controlled face.

His smooth forehead was wrinkled now, hisblue eyes hard. "It'syou, LIoyd," he said, too quickly, in his
big, orator'svoice. "Wasthat the end? Isthat what you are keeping from me?"

"Camdown, Jm," Lloyd said. "We're not kegping anything from you. The meteor didn't hit the reactor.
It clipped alead, and theSanta Maria went on battery. There wasn't enough power to give us anything
but voice, and even that was a drain the ship couldn't take for long. Barr located the hole and spliced the
lead in twenty-five minutes."

Faust relaxed. "Thank God for Barr. The rest of them sounded like an uninstructed del egation.”

"Barr isthe man of action," LIoyd said. "When the unexpected demanded quick, accurate action, he took
charge. That'swhy he wasthere."

"Then he earned his passage. Let's get back to it.”
"We have two hundred and fifty-nine days of film—twenty-four hoursaday."
Faust frowned. "Can | trust you to make a sdlection for me?”

Lloyd stood up. To him the room seemed big. It was Celestid Observation, aroom about twenty feet
high by twenty feet wide. To Faust, though, the room must seem cramped, sticky, and stinking. Of
course, after ten years aman can get used to these things, just as he can get so used to awife that he
would be only part of aman if she should leave.

Hetook achair closeto Faust and looked squardly into the politician's eyes. "Y ou'll have to, Jm. What's
got into you? Y ou're our public relations man. Y ou've trusted us before. | think you're the politician now,
Jm’"

"I'm both. The Party has consstently thrown itsweight behind spaceflight, starting with the first mad rush
toreach the S.1.1 intimeto save Rev McMillen. Welve fought your battles for more than thirty years,
Lloyd. I think we deserve alittletrust.”

Lloyd said softly, "Y ou've got it, you and the Party, but let's not put everything down to disinterested



benevolence. Y ou've done very well out of it, politicaly and financidly. The party isthe most powerful
single politica force on Earth, even though it does not have an absolute mgority. And you're the biggest
voiceinthe Party.

"Y ou've dso done well persondly. Nothing shady, | redlize, but your side of the bread has been very well
buttered. And you had some of your own money in the Big Whed. Y ou've made your profit. Now you
Say you can't trust us.”

"Trugt," Faust said, "isatwo-way street.”

Lloyd said dowly, "What would it do to public confidence if the world knew that the crew of theSanta
Maria was bickering before the ship had been out aweek?"

"The stock market would takeit hard.”
Lloyd spread his hands expressively. "So?"

"So I'm here, Lloyd," Faust said evenly. "I have to know the truth. The planets aren't indispensable. We
can relax for afew years, consolidate our gains, forget about Mars and Venus.”

"What about the surpluses, Jm?What about the economic didocation?"

"Better adidocation now that we can ride than a crash later that will throw us al into the mud and put
somebody like Deacon Mclntirein the saddle. We can stand adidocation if we handleit right, if we
prepare the public for another failure. They've seen two ships sail right past Mars and sweep back. If we
broke the news of thisfailure suddenly, there would be chaos—palitical and economic. Mclntire would
gain enough of our shocked votersto give his Fundamentdist Codition a clear mgority. Once hesin, we
couldn't get him out. Weld have to assassinate him, and that would redlly tear it. | don't want to see that,
Lloyd. Space isimportant, but it's not asimportant as people. We can come back, Lloyd, if we aren't
torn apart now."

"Therésasaying about fighters. They never come back. Everything hasits psychologica moment. Thisis
it for Mars. It'snow or never."

Faudt's voice was regretful. "Maybe you'reright. It may be never. If that happens|I'll be very, very sorry.
But I'll live, and so will you. I'd like to see Earth go on living, too, even without the stars.”

Lloyd said in amazement, "Y ou redly are prepared to throw us over! The Party has been identified with
spaceflight Could you shake that tag?”

Faust hesitated. "It would be rough, but we could do it Space has been good to us—all of us, not just the
Party. The people would understand retrenchment. But they would have to be prepared for it. Starting

"Sure, Jm," Lloyd said bitterly "But you've got to understand. Everything isn't what it seems. It takes
interpretation.” He spoke briefly into the wal mike. "Here'sthe thirtieth day.”

v

Thirty days out. TheSanta Maria wasfive and one-haf million milesfrom Earth. The planet was till a
perceptible disk, but the moon beside it had dwindled to a point. Both were still the most brilliant bodies
in the universe, excepting the sun. Holloway stood at the dark port staring back the way they had come
at the planet called home. He did not move; he scarcely seemed to blink.



Theliving deck of the personnd sphere was completely quiet. It was a silence which would not even be
imagined by anyone except a spaceman. Then came adap of amagnetized card on the dining table
where Craddock and Migliardo were playing gin rummy.

Craddock coughed and laid histen cards face down on the table while he covered his mouth with both
hands. The paroxysm jarred him, shaking hiswhole body.

Migliardo picked up aflask and shoved it into Craddock's hand. Barr twisted in his bunk, a stereoscopic
viewer held carelessly in one hand. He shouted, "Knock it off! Knock it off!"

Craddock squeezed weter into his mouth, swallowed convulsively between coughs, and squeezed again
until al the water was gone. Slowly the seizure eased. Craddock wiped tears from his eyes. "Thanks,
Mig," he said weskly. He had grown thinner. They dl had.

"Emil!" Barr shouted from hisbunk "Why the hell don't you do something about that?"
Jelinek's calm voice floated to them from the control deck. "I'vetold you, Iron, it's psychosomatic.”

Barr muttered, "'If somebody doesn't do something, Ted is gonna wake up some morning without athroat
to cough through.”

Jdinek'sthin face appeared in the hole. "What do you mean by that, Iron?"
"Just what | said.”

Craddock said gpologeticdly, "He didn't mean anything. It gets on his nerves, my coughing al thetime.
Hell, it getson my nerves, too."

Jdinek hadn't moved. "Weredl in thistogether, Iron. We all get through or none of us. Oh, |
know—maybe Mig could take over for you and do ajob that might be good enough. Burt could pilot the
ship if something happened to me. Mig could navigate for Burt if he had to, and you know enough about
wiring and electronicsto do the essentials of Ted'swork. But actudly it wouldn't work out that way.
Therésfive of us. That'sabare minimum for sanity. Any less and none of uswould makeit."

Hisface disappeared and silence descended again. Barr shrugged and looked back into his stereoscopic
viewer. Craddock and Migliardo drew cards from the thick pack on the table and dapped them down.
Holloway stared slently out the port.

Jdinek said, "Tank B isgtarting to freeze. I'm going to rotate it into sunlight.”

Nobody moved or looked up. Somewhere in the ship amotor whined asit accelerated aflywhed. Very
dowly the ship began to turn. The whine descended the scale again, faded into silence.

Holloway screamed. He pointed a shaking finger at the port as everyone turned toward him and Jelinek's
face gppeared in the opening.

"Whet the—"

"Burt!"

"For God's sake, Burt!”

"There—" Holloway said. "There was something—out there!™

"What wasit?' Jdinek said. "Try to tdl uswhat you saw."



Holloway clung to ahandhold by the port and shook. His body floated out in theair. "I don't know what
it was. Something—something white. It'sgone now."

Jdinek said sharply, "Y ou saw more than that to make you scream. What wasit, Burt?'
Migliardo said softly, "It could be garbage, perhaps.”

"Yes," Holloway said quickly. "That wasit. Floating beside the ship. When you turned the ship, it went
past the port.”

Jdinek said inggtently, "Maybe that wasit, Burt, but what did you think it was?
Angrily Holloway said, "All right It looked like aface, aface with a beard!"
"Look like anybody you ever saw?' Jelinek asked.

Holloway's shaking had dropped to occasiona tremors. "1'm not crazy, Emil. No, | never saw that face
before.”

"Didit look dead?'
“No!"
"How do you know?"

Holloway took a deep breath and said steadily, "It looked in a me. It saw me. Its eyes—I| never saw
such alook of sorrow and pity before. It felt—sorry for me. Sorry for al of us."

"For God's sake!" Barr complained. "1 never heard so much bull in my life. Y ou'd just been burning your
eyes out looking at Earth and the moon. It was an after-image.”

Jdinek nodded. "I suppose that was it—superimposed upon aflash of sunlight. Or maybe, like Mig said,
sometrash. Don't let it worry you, Burt.”

Holloway laughed shakily. "Who'sworrying? What could be out here, dmost six million milesfrom
anywhere?'

"Hey, now," Barr said. "Here's something worth looking at." He flipped the plagtic viewer toward
Holloway.

Holloway caught it, put it up to hiseyes, and stared into it. " So that's what you've been having such atime
with!" hesad flatly.

Craddock said eagerly, "L et me see!™

Holloway tossed it to him asif he were getting rid of filth. Then he wiped hishand on his shorts and
turned back to the port.

Craddock stared into the viewer for along time, clicked another scene into place, and stared again. His
cheeks grew flushed.

Migliardo was watching him curioudy. "What'sthis al about?' He reached over to grab the viewer.
"You'll get your turn!" Craddock said.

Migliardo yanked it away. "Y ou can haveit back." He stared into it and then hadtily tore it awvay from his



eyes. "In the name of—" He crossed himsdlf automatically."How did you smuggle these damned things
aboard? Can't you find anything better to do than staring at these dirty—?"

Craddock held out his hand. "Giveit back! Giveit to mel"

Jelinek's head was looking through the hole again. "'l swear | spend more time looking & you idiotsthan |
do looking at the gauges. Let me see that!"

Migliardo flicked it contemptuoudy toward Jelinek. He reached for it, but the viewer sailed through the
hole and out of Sght. A moment later there was a crash of plastic against metal.

Barr released hisbelt hooksin a swift, practiced movement and sprang toward the pole. He stared
through the hole at Jelinek, who appeared again holding the smashed viewer.

"Sorry, Iron," Jdinek said apologeticdly. "Clumsy of me."
Barr sad furioudy, "If | thought you did that on purpose—"
"Youdwhat?' Jeinek asked camly.

Inacold, deadly voice Barr said, "1'd beat you until you'd walk out that airlock without a suit rather than
gtay in herewith me. It'sruined,” hewailed.

"I'm not really sorry,” Jeinek said. "Can't you understand that dirty picturesjust aren't the proper thing for
atwo-and-a-hdf year stag cruise. The only way you'll get back to women is bynot thinking about them."

Barr said angrily, "Giveit to me!" He grabbed the wreckage from Jdlinek's hand. "Y ou get by your way,
and I'll get by mine." Hiseyes held aheavy-lidded look of didike. "Don't get in my way again,
headshrinker, or one of uswon't get back."

Barr dipped histhick, hairy legsinto two table straps and carefully put the smashed viewer on the table.
None of the pieces were missing. Carefully, with agreat delicacy in histhick fingers, he separated the
broken segments and gently placed them on the table. "Hey, Burt," he caled, "throw me that tube of
liquid cement in my locker."

Inamoment it came sailing toward him. Barr raised a careless hand and plucked it out of the air. The
movement stirred the pieces on the table, and Barr covered them quickly to keep them from blowing
away. Sowly, moistening each edge with clear cement he began to fit the pieces together.

Migliardo went "gin," and he gleefully added up the score.
Holloway stared out the port, unmoving.

"I'm hungry," Barr said suddenly. "Y ou're cook today, Mig. Put something on. I'd go for anice, juicy
steak today."

"We had steak yesterday,”" Migliardo said absently, studying his cards.
"I don't care when we had steak,” Barr said. "I want stegk today."

"If we eat steak once aweek, we have enough to last for thewholetrip,” Migliardo said. "'If we edt it
every day, wewill have nonefor two years. Today wewill havefilet of sole.”

"What isthis—Friday?' Barr asked.



"Asamatter of fact," Migliardo sad, "itis."
Barr sneered. "I thought | smelled afish eater. Well, | hate fish! Why should | et fish because of you?'

"Thereisfish enough for fish once aweek," Migliardo said camly. "Friday isas good aday for the rest of
you as any other. You liked fish before.”

Barr dammed his hand down on the table. "Well, now | hateit! | tell youwhat," he said dyly, "you et my
fishand I'll eat your steak.”

"No, thank you," Migliardo said politely. "I likefish once aweek. | like steak once aweek, too.
Anyhow—" Migliardo glanced up & the clock—"it is not time for supper.”

Barr roared, "That clock'swrong! Which are you gonna believe, my stomach or that clock? | know
which I'm gonnabelieve.” He dipped hislegsout of the dings and pulled himself around to the deep
freeze beside the range, He sorted through the prepared meals until he found what he wanted and dipped
itinto the range.

Migliardo started to say something, shrugged, and closed his mouth. Craddock threw down a card.

"Gin!" Migliardo said triumphantly, putting down his cards. "That's three hundred and twelve dollars you
oweme."

Craddock stared down incredulous. Suddenly he looked up and threw his cardsinto Migliardo's face.
"Cheater!" he shouted hystericaly. ™Y ou lousy cardsharp, I'm not going to pay you! I'm not going to play
any more, either! Y ou're adirty dago cardsharp!”

He broke off in aconvulsion of coughsthat racked his body and made hishazel eyesbulgein their
sockets. Migliardo stared at him in astonishment, blood 0ozing from acut under hisleft eye wherethe
corner of one card had hit him.

The screen went dark.
\%
Asthelights came on, Faust turned quickly toward Lloyd. "Another meteor?'
"End of thered."
Faudt's bresth sighed out. "It doesn't look good.”

Lloyd said, "Don't be mided. We're showing theworst of it. There are many dayswhen lifewent oninan
ordinary, uneventful fashion. No arguments, no fights, no disagreements.”

"Something like that once amonth would be too often. . . It seemslike—an oddly assorted group of men
that was chosen.”

Lloyd smiled. "Criticism intended? We picked them carefully, first looking for crew baance, then the
necessary skills. They were intended to complement each other, one man's weakness againgt another's
strength. Wetried to figure pressures, the abrasion of persondities, the pecking order—but it's like trying
to predict the nature of matter on Jupiter. Those men are living out there under conditions about which
we had no information—when we chose them. We're getting it now."

Faust looked curioudy at Lloyd. "I thought those men were friends of yours." LIoyd's face hardened.
"They are. Every one of them. Y ou wouldn't put afriend through atest to destruction? Maybe not. But



you'd nominate the best candidate and then watch his campaign closdly, so that if hefails you won't make
the same mistake again. | don't want to send out any more men blind."

Faust frowned. "I see. But doesn't the television equipment take up space that could be used for
something that could help them survive? More food and water? Enough steak so that Barr could have
one every day? Radio receiving equipment?’

Lloyd shook his head. "If there were enough steaks, Barr wouldn't be interested. Hisdriveis
psychologica—al their drives are. Receiving equipment isn't ahelp but athresat to their sanity. How
would you fed if you knew you were cut off, irretrievably, from the rest of humanity for aminimum of
two and ahdf years, and you could hear, congtantly, the reminder that men were living safe, sane, happy
lives, that they were eating anything they wanted, going to bal games, deegping with women, walking out
on the green Earth? It would drive you mad.

"Wetried that on thePinta and theNifia. On thePinta the radio was smashed the first week. On theNifia
it lasted ten days. Those men are cut off. They must know it, know that they can receive no help, that
they're on their own. Psychologically they must fed that life has stopped for everyone else, too. If they
can get back, they will find everything just asit was when they |eft, the same friends, the same jobs, the
same girlsto love them. No, recaiving equipment isn't the answer.”

Faust said, "Y ou sound asif you're trying to convince yoursdlf.”

"You think I'm not? Y ou think | don't dread watching these films? And yet | look forward to it with a
fascination that horrifiesme.

"And still 1 know that those men have enough to get them through—if men can get through a al. They
have more than enough food, more than enough fuel, more than enough air. And on top of that, thereisa
safety factor.”

Faudt's eyes brightened. " Ah, the mysterious safety factor. | had dmost forgotten that. What isit?”

Lloyd hestated. "1'd rather you saw for yoursdlf. It worked out rather—oddly." He glanced at hiswrist
watich. "How about lunch? Amaosiswaiting.”

Faust's voice melowed. "Amaoslooks worse than ayear ago. How long ishe going to last?”
"Not long enough to do what he wantsto do.”
"Why hasn't he ever made generd ?'

"He'sturned it down repeatedly. A colonel commandsthe Little Whed . Insde, they think it'snot abig
enough job for agenerd; take hisjob away and held die. Physiologicaly it would be disastrous. Don't tell
him | told you—he's got abad heart. Heavy primary damage. Hell live longer here.”

"Y ou've never made genera yoursdlf,” Faust said. "How many promotions have you turned down?"

"A few," Lloyd said curtly. "Herewe are." He pulled open adoor, and they werein the mess hall, three
long auminum tables with benches attached. The room was empty except for Amos Danton, who sat
next to the delivery chute of the electronic range. He was staring expressionlesdy at histray asthe door
opened, but he looked up, smiling, asthey entered.

"I'vetaken the liberty of ordering for you," he said.

They seated themselves at the trays and set to work. Danton, Lloyd noticed, had only a chef's salad. He



sgtirred it around with hisfork, but LIoyd did not see him take a bite.

Heloved this man, this carved, blackened face with the dmost-blind eyes and the thin stubble of white
hair, this hard, talented leader of men who had sent too many of them to their deaths and had died with
every one of them, this strange, dedicated spacefarer, this father-image.

Danton was saying quietly, "What do you think, Jm?'Y ou know men, and you're fresh. Y ou haven't lived
with it aswe have. Isit bad?'

Faust nodded dowly. "It will beamiracleif they makeit."

Danton groaned. "And you've only seen thefirgt thirty days. Lloyd, | told you | should have gone. You
should have let me go.”

Lloyd started to speak, but Faust was there ahead of him. "No, Amas. Y ou were indispensable. Without
you there would be nothing here now. Y ou're dtill indispensable.”

"I'd liketo believe you," Danton said, covering hisface with awrinkled hand. "But Lloyd can carry on.”
Heturned fiercely on Lloyd. "Y ouwill carry on, Lloyd! Y ou can't have any life but this."" Helooked

toward the open port, where the many-colored stars turned endlesdy. "The old order passeth. The day
of the unspecidized spaceman is done. Now comes the psychologist who can fit men to space and not

Spaceto men."

Lloyd sad, "Ready?'

Danton rose with them.

Lloyd turned to Faust. "Go on aheed, will you, Im?"

Faust nodded and headed briskly for the door.

When they weredone, Lloyd said, "Amos, Terry isleaving me.”

Danton closed his eyes for amoment and then looked with concern at Lloyd. "Taking the kids?'

"So she says. She'shad it, Amos. I've seen it coming for years. I'vetried to staveit off, but what can you
do when awoman wants the company of sane people with their feet on the ground, wants her children to
run across green lawns bareheaded in the sunshine, to play baseball and football, go to dances and Sit
with agirl under afull moon?How can you argue with that?*

"Y ou don't argue, son. Even aman who's never had awife can tell you that much.”

"I've thought of onething," LIoyd said dowly. "We went wrong when we built the cottages. Thereéstoo
much loneliness out here aready without adding more. We've got nine families and one empty cottage
since Chgpman'swife left him. Let's connect the nine together with the empty oneinthe middle. That one
well convert into arecreation center with lounges, adance floor, card rooms, agym in the center. The
women can get together without going outside, and the crewmen can useit, too. Can we afford it?"

Danton nodded. " Sounds like mostly labor, and we've got nothing to work on, now. We not only can
afford it, we can't afford not to have it. But that isn't going to solve your problem.”

Lloyd'sfaceturned gloomy again. "l know."

"l hate to sound like an advice-to-the-lovelornist,” Danton said, "but women need security. Emotional
security. How long has it been since you showed Terry that you love her?!



"Toolong," Lloyd said soberly. And then with a sudden explosion of better spirits, he said, "Let'sgo see
thefilms"

Vi

Seventy-three days out. The ungainly contrgption of fuel tanks and rocket motors and fragile living space,
theSanta Maria, was twelve million milesfrom Earth. For the last few days, the bright double star that
was the Earth and the moon had dowly dimmed and disappeared. It had turned its night side to the ship.

Thistime the ship was not quiet. Music pounded throughout the personnel sphere, with wild riffs, the
sudden brassy blare of trumpets, the low dirty growling of dide trombones. Holloway was on watch. He
was staring through the combination tel escope and celestial cameraat the spectacular event that was
about to begin.

Craddock was at the water spigot, filling his flask. Coughs occasiondly shook hisbody. His face looked
quite thin now; he seemed years older.

Barr waslying in his bunk. He was reading a paperback book. Occasionaly a chuckle broke through the
crash of themusic.

Jelinek and Migliardo clung to the handholds at the port. A thick, tranducent shield had been dipped
over it, but the sun was till awhite-hot disk throughiit.

"lIron!" Craddock said suddenly, "can't you turn down that noise just alittle? We've heard those tapes
twenty times”

Barr sad, "It's better than listening to you hack dl thetime.”

Jelinek said, not looking around, "Just alittle lower, Barr. That's not asking much.”

"Thehdl itisnt," Barr sad.

"Mig?" Jeinek asked. "Too loud?"

"Tooloud,” Mig said.

"Three of us say it'stoo loud, Iron. We don't need to bother Burt. Y ou're outvoted. Turn it down.”
"Fuck you!" Barr said.

Jelinek spun to Barr's bunk and twisted the knob on the stanchion. The music stopped. Instantly Barr had
Jdinek'sthinwrigt in hisbig left hand. The bones grated together. Barr pulled himsalf up to Jeinek'sface
in the silence that was more absolute than the grave.

Bar sad, "l likeit, see! The sllenceistoo loud; you haveto drown it out. | want life around me, if | have
to kill every one of you. Now leave me adonel" He threw Jdinek's arm away, switched themusictoits
highest volume; and let the straps pull him back into a floating position above his bunk.

Jelinek looked down at hiswrist. White fingermarks ate deep into the tanned skin. Slowly they turned
red. He chewed at the end of his mustache. It had grown ragged. Then he turned, shrugging, and caught
the handhold by the port. Migliardo looked a him questioningly. Jelinek lifted an eyebrow helplesdy.

Barr roared, "And get away from that water, Craddock!"

Craddock jumped. He said sullenly, "There'slots of water."



"Not the way you've been lapping it up,” Barr said. "Every time | look | see you sneaking another drink.”
"I'm dlotted four and ahalf poundsaday. And you know it."

"Y ou've been swilling twice that. Cut it out, or I'll haveto put alock onit like| put on the freezer to keep
you guys out of the steaks."

Jdinek said, "There's more than enough water, Barr. If we get desperate, we've got utility water."
Barr looked at Jeinek, hislip curling contemptuoudy. "Would you drink that stuff?"
llYall

"I guessyou would! Well, I won't. | want clean water. Lots of it. Y ou want to makeit hard on yourself,
go ahead!"

Jdinek said carefully, "Don't drive ustoo hard, Barr. Well |et you have the stegks, welll let you—"
"Who'sletting me?' Barr said brutdly. "I'm taking!”

"Well let you drive us aways, because were al on theOutward Bound together. But if you push ustoo
far, we may decide that we have a better chance without you."

"Fuck you! Y ou bastardswouldn't crock afleaif it was crawling on your—"
Mig shouted, "Emil! It'sgtarting!”

Jelinek swung around. Across the flaming disk of the sun edged asmdll black spot. It was Earth. They
were seeing what few other eyes had ever seen—atrangt of the Earth and moon. An hour later asmaler
speck would appear and follow the Earth toward the sun's blazing center. Thetransit would last eight
hours.

Holloway caled exultantly, "Thirteen hundred twelve and six seconds. Right on the nose.”

Migliardo said, "I'd better give Burt ahand. We need these readings for course correction.” He swung to
the pole and pulled himsdlf toward the control deck.

Craddock looked at Barr and said, "'1'm going to check on the supplies." He coughed and disappeared
through the hole leading to the storage deck.

When they were done, Jeinek said to Barr, "Turn it down alittle, Barr. | want to talk to you, and I'd
rather the others didn't hear. It isn't often any two of usare done.”

Sullenly Barr reached over and switched the music down.
Jelinek moved hishand impatiently. "What are you trying to do, Barr?'
"Get wha'smine."

"All the steaks? That'syours? Listen, Barr!" Jelinek said urgently. "We could be just ashard asyou are.
But we know we'reliving in an egg shell. We're dl together on theOnward Bound —"

"It'stheSanta Maria, " Barr snapped.

"Sorry. Bad habit. What I'm trying to say is—we know that our lives depend on you. In the same sense,
your life depends on every one of us. Y ou can't get back without me, Barr. I'm the pilot. If something



happens to me, you're dead. Get that! Dead, dead, dead! No more steaks, then, Barr. No more women.
No more Barr."

"] don't scare worth adamn, Jelinek."

"Barr! It'stime you were scared. Werelooking death right in the face. If you aren't scared now, there's
no help for any of ud"

"Shut up!" Barr screamed. " Shut up or I'll shut you up! We're in no more danger than we were on that
joy ride to the moon. Weve got it made, Emil! We're only ten days out.”

"Barr. Thisisonly the seventy-third day. Weve got one hundred and eighty-seven to go."

"You'retrying to scare me," Barr said quickly. "I've kept track. Don't ook at the clock! 1t'swrong.
They'retrying to trick us, Phillipsis. I know how heworks. Were dmost there, Emil. Don't lieto me! It's
true, isn't it? We'redmost—"

Jelinek was shaking hishead dowly. "1t would be no kindnessto let you go on thinking that. Look out
there—atrangt of the Earth and moon. Seventy-three days out, Barr, exactly.”

Barr's eyeswere bulging with fear; his chest drew in huge gulps of air. "No, no. . ."

Craddock's voice floated up gleefully from the storage deck. "Barr, | just urinated in the water supply.
Hear me, Barr? What will you drink now, Barr?'

Anger contorted Barr'sface like an expression of rdlief. He started up. "That filthy, little—"

Jelinek shoved him back. "He'slying, Barr. There's no way to get into the water supply down there. But
that's how far you've driven him."

Barr's eyes gleamed savagdly. "Hed find away. He hatesme. Y ou al hate me. | don't giveadamn! You
all watch me and talk about me and plot against me! Go ahead. | can takeyou one at atimeor al at
once."

There was a scrambling sound as Craddock went through the airlock door, and aclang asit dammed
down. Barr said vicioudy, "I'll get the little—when he comesback in."

"Thismorning when—I came on watch,” Jelinek said dowly, "I found tool marks around the sedled pandl
on the control deck. They weren't there yesterday. Y ou had the watch before mine.”

Barr sneered. "So what?'

"Y ou've been trying to get in there. Y ou're going to stop, Barr. If | find any more tool marks around that
pand, I'm going to kill you, Barr. 1t would be easy for me. A hypodermic some night, alittlearsensic on
one of the steaks. Y ou stay away from that panel!”

After amoment Barr said, ™Y ou wouldn't dare kill me. Y ou're too careful. It would reduce your chances
of getting through.”

"I wouldn't take achanceonitif | wereyou, Barr," Jdinek said.
The music clicked back up. The beat made the ship vibrate.

There was a scrambling sound from the supply deck. Jelinek turned. Craddock, in full spacesuit, was
drifting along the pole. Through the faceplate Jelinek could see Craddock's face contorted, his eyes



garing, his mouth open.

Jelinek sprang toward him and started loosening the wing nuts that held the helmet in place. He pulled the
helmet off. Craddock's screams rose above the crash of the music. They came out one after another with
scarcely time between for a breath.

"Ted!" Jdinek shouted. He dapped him across the face, clutching one arm of Craddock’s suit to keep
from being spun across the room.

Craddock's screams stopped suddenly. The room was horribly silent.

Craddock drew ashuddering breath, closed his eyes, and opened them. Sanity had come back into
them.

Jelinek said forcefully, "What happened, Ted?"

" was—going down—to check—on the supplies—" He drew in another ragged breath. "I saw him.
Somebody back there. He came out from behind one of the sounding missles.”

"What did helook like?'

"Padleface. Beard. Very white hands—"

Jelinek said sharply, "How could you see hishandsif he had on asuit?’

"No suit. He had a sort of cloth around his hipslike adoppy pair of shorts. No helmet, no suit.”
Somebody sad, " Stowaway!"

Jdlinek looked toward the hole leading to the control deck.

Two faces were framed there: Migliardo's, dark and frowning; Holloway's, white, stricken. Holloway had
spoken. "Theresno air back there," Jelinek said. "No food or water.

"No way aman could live for five minutes, much less seventy-three days.”

Holloway said, "It doesn't have to beaman.”

Barr shouted, "What else could it be?’

Holloway didn't say anything.

Barr shouted, "What are you trying to do, scare me? It'sjust ajoke, eh, Ted? Trying to get even?"

"No joketo him, Barr,” Jdinek said. "He'sterrified. It wasanilluson. Weredl liableto seethings. It's
when we all see the samething that it will betoo late. Barr, go down and seewhat it was.”

Barr swung himsdf out of hisbunk eagerly. ™Y ou bet.”

Jelinek snapped. "Mig! Help me get this suit off." Craddock couldn't seem to move et al. After the suit
was removed, he trembled in every muscle. Every few seconds he would cough. Migliardo guided him
toward hisbunk. AsMigliardo strapped him down, Jdinek got ahypodermic from hislocker.

"I'll givehim someresarpine.”

Migliardo said softly, "Did Ted's description remind you of anything?'



"The face Burt saw through the port. It's natural. Suggestion isa powerful force.”

Another scream came from the storage deck. Jelinek and Migliardo stiffened, but this was a scream of
rage. Barr svarmed into the room aong the pole. He hung there like an angry, red monkey. " Somebody
tried to kill mel"

"Weweredl here" Jdinek said.

Barr's voice rose higher. " Somebody's been messing with the oxygen gauge on my suit. The gauge reads
full, but the tank isempty."

"It must have been an accident,” Jelinek said briskly.

"I know who did it," Barr shouted. "That little snesk lying there." He pointed atrembling finger at
Craddock. "He did it before he said he ruined the water. He wanted me to chase him outside. Then held
come back and you'd say it was an accident. Too bad.”

"That's absurd, Barr!" Jelinek snapped. " Clip on another tank and check around the sounding missiles’

Barr swung toward him vicioudy. "Unh-unh! Maybe something e seiswrong with the suit. 1t'd be easy to
poke a pinholein one of thejoints, jigger avave. . . I'm never gonna use that suit. If you want to kill me,
you'll haveto do it where | can seeyou." Hewas shaking dl over.

Jdinek sad, "Mig. Go check."
Mig swung adong the pole.

"Barr!" Jdinek said. "Lie down. Read one of your filthy books. Just shut up!" He looked toward
Holloway's white face and staring blue eyes. "Burt! Get back on wetch!™

Anunnatura slencefell over the sphere.

Minutes passed. No one moved. Findly there was the clang of the airlock door and then the sounds of
someone Sripping off hissuit.

"Nothing,” Migliardo said, coming dong the pole. "Nothing white. Nothing moving. Nothing.”
Beyond the port, the trangt of the Earth and moon was proceeding placidly.
VIl

Jm Faust was shaking his head as Lloyd turned on the lights. His face was as pale as Holloway's had
been. "Bad," he muttered. "Bad, real bad."

"Remember,” Lloyd said, "that you're seeing the worst of them. They aren't dl like that."
"God," Faust muttered, "how | hate that Barr!”

Lloyd cleared histhroat. "He's agood man. He was our extrovert. Balance. If they'd dl been like
Migliardo or Jdinek, they'd dl beinsane by now, drawn into fetal pogitions. Barr gives them something to
hate. We didn't figure it that way, but it happened.”

Faud said, "Y ou can't live with hate."

"Sometimes,” Lloyd said, "you can't live without it. TheSanta Maria has been operationd for dmost five



timesaslong asthePinta, for three times aslong astheNina.”
"Better isn't good enough,” Faust said.
"In some of the reeswe skipped,” Lloyd said, "Jelinek had started psychoandyss.”

Faust said bluntly, "He's not qudified to giveit. The man's not sane himself. He can't control Barr. He's
aready threstened him with death. That's not the act of a sane psychologist. Barr's frightened enough as it
is. He hastried to convince himsdlf that the trip isalmost over. But he knowsthisisn't true, and he
compensates by acting the petty tyrant. Y ou can't frighten a man who's dready scared to deeth.”

"Jelinek has pinned hisfaith on that sedled panel,” Lloyd said. ."Barr threatens that faith. What about
Migliardo?'

"Compared to the others, he seems sane. Maybe he's just quiet. He's probably going quietly mad inside.
They dl have symptoms of paranocia. People are plotting against them, spying on them—"

Lloyd shook his head. "L et's watch the next redl.” Faust and Danton turned their swivel chairstoward the
frosted screen as Lloyd flipped off thelights.

VIl

One hundred and thirty-three days out. TheSanta Maria coasted slently along the
seven-hundred-and-thirty-five-million-mile dlipse that would bring it finaly to Mars. Insde the personndl
phereit was sllent, too.

The portswere al closed. The room was dark. It was 0300 by ship'stime. It was part of the enforced
period of inactivity the crew cdled night in a place where the sun never set, where the night was dl about
them eterndly.

Only the deep, regular breathing of men at deep could be heard and occasiondly arelay clicking on the
control deck. Then adark figuretwisted in its bunk and started screaming.

Men tumbled out of their bunks, scrambling in the weightlessness for ahandhold.

Migliardo found the light switch, and the room sprang into prosaic redlity from its shadowed horror.
Jdinek, Barr, and Migliardo were floating in the air. Holloway had pushed himsalf up in hisbunk. He was
dtill screaming.

Jdinek wrapped histhin legs around a stanchion and shook Holloway violently. The navigator's eyes
opened blankly as his head flopped. He saw Jelinek. He stopped screaming.

"What the hell happened to you?' Barr asked queruloudly.
"I had adream,” Holloway said. "I dreamed | wasfaling."

"Oh, shit!" Barr said with great disgust. "One of those. | wish | had acigarette. I'd give my right nut for a
cigaette.”

Holloway went on asif he hadn't heard. His eyes were distant and remembering. "I dreamed | was dead.
| wasinameta coffin, and | wasfaling. | would never be buried, and so | could never rest. | was dead,
but | could still hear and see and fedl, and | could never rest because | wasin ameta coffin, and | was
fdling"

Migliardo sad quietly, "Arent we dl?'



Barr twisted around fiercely. "Aren't we dlwhat?"
Jdinek sad. "Weredl in ametd coffin, and we cdl it theOutward Bound."

Migliardo looked at him. "I finaly remembered where | heard that name. It was an old play. A group of
people were on this ship, heading for an unknown port. And they finally realized they were dl dead.”

Jdinek said ruefully, "A man's subconscious playstricks on him."

Barr had been glancing back and forth between them, alook of horror growing on hisface. "What are
you guys talking about? We aren't dead.”

"No," Jinek sad. "It'sagridy joke, and onewe can't afford.”
"Emil," Holloway said in aquiet and terrible voice. "Emil. Ted'slying therein hisbunk. He hasn't moved.”

Ted's bunk was next to Holloway's. Jdinek spun around the end of it and caught the duminum
framework. He stared down at Craddock. "Mig. Throw me my stethoscope.” But he didn't wait for it; he
put his ear to Craddock's chest. In amoment helet "his head float upright. "Never mind," he said softly.
"He'sdead.”

Migliardo crossed himself and began murmuring something under his breath. Barr's eyes bulged with
terror. Holloway floated over hisbunk, shaking, hugging himslf.

"I'm cold," Holloway said vaguely. "Don't you think it's cold in here? Theair isbad, too. | think I'm going
tobesck."

Jelinek began an inspection of Craddock’s body. Suddenly he looked up sharply and glanced around the
room asif he were counting them. Hislips moved. "Whao's on watch?' he asked sharply. "Barr. Thisis
your trick, isn't it?"

"Shepherd offered to takeit,” Barr said sullenly.

"He's been standing alot of your watches, hasn't he?!

"No morethan for Burt or Ted." Barr's voice was shaky. "What killed him?!
"Not what," Jelinek said dowly. "Who. Ted was murdered.”

In the silence, Jelinek looked at each of them.

"How do you know?"' Barr said. "He was dying. We all knew that He hasn't been able to keep down any
food for amonth.”

"Somebody couldn't wait. Hewas strangled.”
"W-who—" Holloway ssammered, "who—who did it?"

Jelinek looked at each of them soberly. "Do we realy want to know? If we know, well haveto do
something about it. If we aren't sure, then we can go on pretending.”

"And leave amurderer unmarked among us?' Migliardo said. "How can we be sure hewon't kill again?”
He looked from Barr to Holloway to Jelinek.

Barr said, "Maybe the murderer doesn't even know it. Anybody who'd do athing like that would have to



be crazy. He—he wouldn't necessarily know he had doneit."

"That'sagood point,” Jeinek said. "Maybe we have ahomicidal schizo among us. | think you'reright,
Mig. We should know. So we can tell the murderer who heis."

"How can you be sure?' Holloway said weakly. "Anybody could have doneit. Barr—you were dways
fighting with him about his coughing and drinking. Y ou said you'd kill him. Now you've doneit! Just as
you sad!"

"Mel" Barr said, outrage in hisvoice. "What about you? Y ou hated him. Y ou wanted to trade bunks with
Mig so you wouldn't have to deep next to him. Or Mig! Y ou fought with him, too, Mig. He called you a
dirty, dago cardsharp"

Jdinek said wearily, "Who didn't fight with him—and with everybody ese? Anyway, Ted marked the
murderer for us. He was stronger than the murderer thought. He's got skin under hisfingernails. A little
blood, too. It belongsto the murderer. And the murderer has marks on hisarmswhere Ted clawed him
inthefina struggle. Everybody hold out their arms.”

Holloway was staring at his dready; so was Migliardo. Holloway held hisarms out eagerly. "No
scratches. See? Nothing.”

"Mig?
With an expression of rdief, Mig held hisarms out.
"You'reclean. Iron?"

Barr put hisarmsbehind him. "L et's see yours."

Jelinek held out his arms and turned them over dowly so that the palms were down. They were
unmarked. "lron?"

Barr hestated. "1 scratched my arms yesterday trying on my suit. Somebody has been messing with it
again. Somebody's been trying to killme! That'sthe oneto look for." The words came spilling from his
mouth. "He couldn't get me so he got Ted. Ted was easy. Ted was dying anyway. I'm too tough, so he
got Ted. Somebody's been watching us, trying to kill us, and he finaly saw his chance.”

"lron?" Jeinek repeated quietly.
"What about Shepherd?' Barr asked eagerly. "Why don't you look at hisarms?’
"l don't think we haveto look any farther. Anybody who won't show hisarms must be sure he's guilty.”

Barr said suddenly, "It'satrick. | bet thereisn't any skin under Ted'sfingernails. Y ou just said that
because you saw my arms yesterday when | scratched them.” He pushed himself toward Ted's bunk.
"You'retrying totrick meinto saying | killed him."

"Look!" Migliardo said and pointed at Barr'sarm.

On the outside of the arm, just above the wrist, were three long, red, vertica scratches. Serum oozed
fromthem.

Bar hidthearmin front of him. "I didnt kill him!" he shouted hysterically. "I'd remember if | killed him. |
don't remember.” Hisvoicetrailed avay in hysterica sobs.



"What now?' Migliardo asked.

Jdinek's eyebrows lifted. "1 suppose we might aswell havethe funerd.”
Holloway said, "What are you going to do with the body?"

Jdinek sad, "Giveit aspaceman's burid. It'sal we can do.”

"And have him follow the ship to Mars?' Holloway's voice quavered. " See him floating out there every
timewelook out?'

"If wegiveit agood shove," Jdinek said, "it would be out of Sght in afew hours.”
"He should be buried,” Holloway muttered. "He won't stay quiet unlesshe'sburied.”

Jelinek shrugged. "WEell give him a spaceman's buriad—he'd have wanted that. Do you know any of the
ceremony, Mig?'

“I'll try."
"Food," Barr said craftily. "We may run short of food. What's the use of throwing avay—"

"If we ever get that desperate,” Jdinek said sadly, "well befinished. Unfasten him from the bunk. Bring
him to the storage deck."

Barr shoved himsdf away from the bunk. "Me? | don't want to touch him. Somebody else. | can't doit.
Let Shepherddoiit.”

Inacold, hard voice, Migliardo said, "Tow him over here, Barr, or well tie him around your neck.”
"No!" Barr whimpered. "No!"
"Take him, Barr,” Holloway said inathin voice.

Sowly Barr drifted back to the bunk. Moving with great caution, so that he did not touch the body, he
released the belt on ether side. Slowly he pulled on one strap. The body rolled in the air and followed
him. Suddenly the eyelids sorang open. The sightless eyes stared accusingly &t Barr.

Barr dropped the strap asiif it burned his hand and threw hisarm up in front of hisface. "Ted!" he
screamed. "l didn't do it!"

The body drifted to Jeinek, who was clinging to the fireman's pole. He caught it by onearm. "Barr!"

Moving like aman adeep, Barr turned and pushed himsdlf toward Jeinek. He caught the pole and then
took the belt strap in his hand. He went through the hole.

The others followed—Jdinek, Migliardo, Holloway. They formed acircle around the pole. Jdinek
straightened out the body so that it lay at their feet. The eydidsrefused to close.

Migliardo said, "How about Shepherd?’
"He'son watch," Jeinek said.

Migliardo cleared histhroat. ""Man that is born of woman,™ he said softly, "*hath but ashort timeto live,
and isfull of misery. He cometh up and is cut down like aflower; he fleeth asit were a shadow, and
never continueth in one Say. . ."



They bowed their heads for amoment.
Jelinek looked up. "Get into your suit, Barr.”

Barr turned blindly, opened alocker, and put on his suit automaticaly. When he was reedy, Migliardo
had the airlock door open.

Jdinek said, "Takethe body out. Giveit agood shove."

Barr picked up thetrailing belt strap and moved clumsily into the airlock. The body stirred. Jelinek
guided it into the cylinder.

The clang of the door was a somber note of findity. They stared at it for amoment and then, one by one,
they siwung along the pole to theliving deck.

Holloway turned immediately to one of the ports, opened it, and looked out. "I don't see anything.”
Migliardo asked, "What are we going to do with Barr? We can't let him go free.”

"Vengeance?' Jdinek asked.

"Common sense. Do you suppose there was really something wrong with his sit?"

Jelinek shook his head gloomily. "Too easy. And too ironic. Justice doesn't work so directly. No, Barr
wasthe only homicidal personality we had aboard. And we're going to haveto live with him for the next
two yearsor so. Jolly."

"Can't you—" Migliardo's voice broke, "put him awvay?"

"No, | cant. | can remember when he was my best friend. He might be that again." Jelinek's voice
dropped. "Barr didn't kill Ted; space did it. How can you condemn aman for something you've
considered, rationdly, cold-bloodedly, yoursdf? Could you kill Barr?"

Migliardo hesitated. "No."
"Noneof uscould.”
Holloway said urgently, "I don't see them. Theré's something wrong. There's nothing out there.”

Theairlock door suddenly clanged. Jelinek looked around the room and then floated quickly to Barr's
locker, opened it, and pulled out asmall pipe wrench. "Go liein your bunk, Burt. Hidethis. Useit if

necessary."

Holloway stared at Jelinek with frightened eyes and then moved to his bunk. He adjusted his strapsto the
rings and stretched out, the wrench along the leg nearest the wall.

Barr had removed his suit. He came cautioudy along the pole.
"Did you shove off the body?'

"Yes" Barr's eyes shifted to the open port.

"Mig," Jdinek said quietly. "Check."

Migliardo looked once a Barr and I ft.



"Barr,” Jdinek said, "what are we going to do with you?'

Barr's muscular hands flexed nervoudy. "1 don't know."

"Youmight kill again.”

"No!" Barr shouted. "I wouldn't. | was only—I swear to you, Emil, | didn't kill him."
"Iron," Jelinek said, shaking his head, "how can we bdieve you? How can we trust you?"

He pushed himself away from the wall with one hand. He floated toward Barr. Barr shoved himself back.
"Don't try anything!" hesaid wildly. "I'm warning you. I'll do something. I'll—I'll take care of dl of you. I'll
kill you, Emil, if you touch me." Hisfists were doubled as his back touched the wall closeto Holloway's
bunk. He started drifting back.

Jelinek moved his hand. The needle of the syreite gleamed.
"You'retrying to poison me!" Barr screamed. "I'll kill you—al of you. I'll—"

Holloway brought the wrench down on Barr's head. It made adull, hollow sound. Barr's eyesrolled
back in his head. His body twitched once, and then it was till, floating in the air.

Jdlinek said, "Thanks, Burt,” and began towing Barr toward his bunk. He snapped Barr's belt onto the
rings. He went to hislocker and got aroll of adhesive tape. Carefully he taped Barr'swriststo the
framework of the bunk, winding the tape around and around. Then he selected avein on the inside of
Barr's elbow and injected the contents of the syrette.

Theairlock door clanged. In afew moments Migliardo came into the room. Hetook in the Situation at a
glance. Jdinek was rubbing disinfectant into the cut on Barr's head.

Migliardo said, "He stuffed Ted's body in among the sounding missiles. | shoved it off. | see you took
care of—the Stuation.”

Jennek looked up angrily. "For how long? My sedatives will last for thirty days. What do we do then?”’
"Maybe when we reach Mars—" Migliardo stopped.
"Canwetrugt him then?'
Migliardo shrugged helplesdy. "Y ou're the doctor.”
Bar'seydidsflickered. "Mama," he said.
Migliardo turned to the pole. "I'm going to talk to Shepherd.”
The deck was slent then except for the voice of amistreated child saying, "Mama."
X

When the lights came on, Faust was blinking. " Those poor, damn bastards," he said softly. It was dmost
aprayer.

Danton was staring blankly at the screen, hishands clenched in hislap. "'l can't take any more," he said
hoarsdly.

Faugt said, "Don't blame yoursdf, Amos.”



Danton looked at Faust with eyesfilled with guilt and horror. "1 sent them out, Im. Me. | sent theminto
that. | killed Ted. | made Iron into ahomicida maniac.”

"| picked them," Lloyd said.

Faust said, "Nobody's responsible. It's space. Those men went because they had to, just asyou came
out, Amos, because you had to. Any new environment is hungry. Men tameit by dying for it. Men died
for the Western Hemisphere, to tame the Antarctic, to develop atomic power, to build skyscrapers and
roads. Men died to build the Little Whedl and the Big Whedl. Space ishungry, too. And men stick their
headsin its mouth because they're men.”

"Too old," Danton said, shaking hiswhite head, "1 grew old too soon." He turned and walked erectly out
of the room.

"Thanks" Lloyd said quietly.
"Youthink | didn't meanit?'

"l know you meant it. But that wasn't al you meant. Y ou didn't tdl him we'd haveto give up if theSanta
Maria doesn't makeit."

"Heknowsit," Faus said.
"Another film?"

"No," Faust said. He smiled wearily. "Like Amos, | can't take any more." He tried to sound cheerful.
"Well, maybethey'll makeit. Therés dill five of them.”

"Fve?'

"Sure. Barr, Jdinek, Holloway, Shepherd, Migliardo."

"Jm," Lloyd sad, "only five men went aboard that ship when it started for Mars. One of them isdead.”
"But therésfivel"

"What does Shepherd look like?"

Faust said thoughtfully, "He's got abeard. Rather tired, deepset eyes—"

"How do you know, Jm?Y ou've never seen him."

Faust looked startled. "1 must have. | can dmost see him now—He must have been astowaway. That's
why hewasn't in thefirst few films. Behind that seded pand—7"

"Jm," Lloyd repesated, "you've never seen him."

Faust rubbed his eyes hard with hisknuckles. "Y ou're right. He was on the control deck the whole film.
Hallucination? How do you account for it?"

Lloyd shrugged helplesdy. "I know the seed, but | can't account for the flower. There'sthat safety factor
wetold them about. And there was a posthypnotic suggestion we gave them: if they wereever in
desperate trouble, there would be help.”

"Barr thought you weretricky."



"Notrick, Jm. It'sreal. Thereshelp. But we never expected it to take thisform.” Lloyd'sjaw tightened.
"Comeon, Jm, I'll show you your cabin."

He led Faust down the spoke to the other side of the whedl and the cabin he had once occupied when he
hed first come out.

"Amoasis having some dinner sent in for thetwo of you," Lloyd said. "Hell expect you in his cabin next
door a 1800. Anything you'd like?'

Faust shook hishead. As Lloyd turned toward the spoke, Faust said in apuzzled voice, "If | never saw
Shepherd, how did | know what he looked like?'

Lloyd said, "I wish you could answer that question for me."

The hot, steamy hydroponics room was on the other side of the Whed beyond the air-conditioning unit.
A wide, flat tank of green-scummed water took up most of the floor space. The dgaein the tank were
absorbing carbon dioxide from the Whed's air and producing fifty timestheir own volume of oxygen
every hour.

Beyond the big tank was asmaler onein which flowers and vegetables were growing. An old man was
puttering among them—not redly old, but old by spaceman’'s sandards. He wasfifty.

Lloyd sdluted. "Generd Kovac!"

Kovac waved cardlesdy a him. "Relax, Lloyd. I'm just the gardener now. If Amosand | hadn't been
young officerstogether, he'd never have let meretire to thisjob and you know it." Hiswrinkled face
creased inasmile. "Thanks, though.”

Lloyd smiled back. "I wondered, Max, if maybe you could spare me some flowers.”
Kovac picked up abox wrapped in thick padding. "All boxed and insulated. Gardenias, Amos said.”
Lloyd took the box and looked down t it, biting hislower lip. "Gardenias. Y ou and Amos—"

"Shut up now," Kovac snapped. "Don't want to hear any more about it. Neither does Amos. Tell Terry
not to be afool.”

"Thanks, Max. I'll try."

The recreation room of the cottage was empty. L1oyd wondered where the boys were. He unwrapped
the insulation from the box and opened it. The gardenias were as fresh and white asif they had been just
picked on Earth. Lloyd looked down at them, took a deep breath, and lifted the door to the living room.

Terry looked up as he came down the ladder. She wasironing afrilly dress. She started to say something
and stopped. Lloyd dropped the last few feet and landed lightly. "For you," he said, presenting the
gardenias.

Terry looked at the flowers, and her face crumpled. Blindly, she held out her hand to take them. She
raised them to her face and bresthed in their fragrance.

"Oh, Lloyd," shesaid. "They're beautiful "
Lloyd said, "Not as beautiful asyou.” Hisvoice was husky.

Terry'sface wasflushed. "I don't know what to say.”



"Don't say anything. If | brought you flowers every time | wanted to say 'l love you' thered be no roomin
the cottage for us. | do love you, Terry. More than anything. More than my job. If you want to go
Insde—!'ll gowith you."

"Oh, Lloyd!" She brushed her eyeswith the back of one hand. "I do sound like afool, don't I? 'Y ou
know | wouldn't take you away. | just—I just want to fed needed.”

"If you should leave me," Lloyd said, "the ars might aswell fal out of the sky."

Shelooked at him searchingly. "I dmost believe you mean that. Oh, | will believeit. Lloyd!" She out her
armsaround him and squeezed him tightly to her. "I'm so happy.”

He could fed her heart beating againgt his chest, hard and fast. He thought, If only | wasn't a
psychologist, if | could stop analyzing myself and everyone around me, if | could act blindly
instead of always the right way. Well, he thought,don’t you love her? Yes. Yes!

Her face wasraised to his, her eyes closed. His mouth descended on hers, hard and demanding. Her lips
parted.

When heraised his head the words were tumbling out, "Terry, we're going to throw the nine cottages
together with the tenth in the middle for arecreation center. Y ou'll have achance to see the other families
oftener. Therell be dances, card parties, movies, dl kinds of get-togethers. Well have area
community—"

She put afinger across hislips and murmured, "That's fine, honey. That'swonderful." He kissed her
agan.

With that communion of marriage that sometimes makes explanations unnecessary, he said irrelevantly,
"What about the boys?"

"They'retaking anap,” she whispered, clinging to him.

He picked her up and carried her easily toward the bedroom. She opened her eyes and whispered, "The
iron, honey."

Swearing, he stormed back across the room, yanked out the cord with ajerk, and stamped back toward
the bedroom.

Terry sghed. Shewas amiling.
X

One hundred and ninety-seven days out. TheSanta Maria swept on through space with its animate and
inanimate cargo. Earth was far behind now. Marswas appreciably closer—it showed a perceptible disk.

Holloway waslying in his bunk. He was propped up by aripped piece of padding against the pressure of
his belt so that he could stare out the port. He was much thinner. His eyes were burned holesin the blank
sheet of hisface.

Barr was taped to the framework of hisbunk. Migliardo clung with oneleg to astanchion besideit. He
wastrying to feed Barr cut-up stesk from acovered dish with apair of tongs. Migliardo put abite of
mest into Barr's mouth. Barr spat it out.

"You'retrying to poison me!" Barr screamed. "I ain't gonnaeat anything! Y ou'retrying to get rid of me."



"Iron," Migliardo said patiently, grabbing the bit of meat out of theair and holding it in his hand, "you saw
me get the meat out of the freezer. Y ou saw me put it in therange. Y ou saw metakeit out and bring it,
over here. If you don't eat, you'l diefor sure.”

Barr's body flopped inthe air as he struggled against the tape that bound him to the bunk, but he could
get no leverage. Even Barr was gaunt. 'l ain't gonnaeat!" he shouted. "And | ain't gonnadie. One of
these days I'm get loose, and I'm gonnakill everyone of you—you and Emil and Burt and' Ted
and—Everybody but Shepherd. HEsnicetome. . ."

Migliardo sighed and pushed away. He scraped the food into the garbage g ector and floated to the pole,
Barr's hysterica obscenitiesfollowing inexorably. He pulled himsdf to the control deck. Jelinek was
gtting in the navigator's chair. He was sighting at Mars through the telescope.

"Emil," Migliardo said.
Jelinek jJumped and banged his eye on the eyepiece of the telescope. He looked around, rubbing hiseye.
"Wheat are you doing?"

Jdlinek grinned sheepishly. "Practicing my navigation. Burt isn't going to be much help, and if something
should happen—"

"Tome?' Migliardo nodded. "Good idea. | guess| should practice my piloting. But | never was much of
apilot. Anyway, there's Shepherd.”

They looked at each other steadily, considering al the possibilities. Migliardo's face relaxed. "We're
going to get through, hey, Emil?"

"Y ou and me and Shepherd.”

"Y ou know, | was never what you would call agood Catholic, but I've been praying lately. Shepherd
and me. Maybeit's helped.”

"Maybe. But don't forget that the Lord helps those who help themsalves. How are the engines?!

"Number two rigid-mount is pitted, but it should stand up under one more firing easlly—two if we're

lucky."

Barr was gill screaming. Migliardo listened for amoment. He said, "1 don't know how much longer | can
takeit, Emil. Night and day that goeson. Y ou can't get away from it. Doesn't he ever deep?’

"Hetakes catnaps dl day long. We don't notice. We should be like Burt. He doesn't notice anything.”
Jelinek studied Migliardo. "He's bound to weaken. He hasn't esten for aweek, and if wetried to feed
him intravenoudy like Burt, hed tear out the IV."

Migliardo listened to Barr and shivered. " Anything we can do?'
"I ran out of morphine amonth ago; reserpine doesn't help. Besides, he thinks he's being poisoned.”

Migliardo rubbed his mouth nervoudy. "It's like taking care of ababy, feeding him, washing him, bringing
him bedpans. Only ababy can't talk.”

"I'd spell you, Mig—you know that. But it only makes him worse. Hes more afraid of me.”

Migliardo bit hislower lip. "Sure. Sorry. Sometimesit just getstoo much for me—" Heturned his head to



listen. "Therel He stopped.” His expression changed. "That was quick. Too quick. I'll go check.”

Hedid dong the pole. Therewas a brief period of slence and then Migliardo's horrified shouts, "Emil!
For God's sake, Emil!"

Therewasared hazein theliving deck. Red dropletsfloated in the air. Barr waslying in hisbunk, his
jugular vein il spurting blood into the air. Jelinek caught the bunk's framework and pressed hishand to
the three-inch, horizonta gash in Barr'sthroat, but the pumping had aready dowed. It stopped as Jeinek
fumbled for the vein. Barr was dead.

Barr's eyeswere open. In them was amixture of terror and hatred. The door to the locker beside his
head was standing open. Hisright arm was free. In hisright hand was arazorsharp clasp knife. The knife
and the hand were covered with blood. His whole body was bathed in blood.

So was Migliardo, who clung to the bunk beside Jelinek. Between red smears, hisface was white.
"It'sdl over, Mig," Jdinek said quietly. "Better clean up.”
Migliardo said dowly, "I never knew aman had so much blood in him." He seemed unable to move.

Jelinek pushed him toward the shower stdl. " Go sponge off. And put those shortsin the gector.” When
he heard the brief hiss of water from the stdl, Jelinek drifted to his bunk and took atowe from his
locker. Sowly he wiped the blood from his hand. "Did you see anything, Burt?'

Holloway was staring out the port. "No," he said distantly, "I haven't seen anything. Only the gars. Earth
isdtill along ways off. Sometimes| don't think we will ever get there. | think maybe Earth isjust adream
| dreamed one night, and thereisn't redlly an Earth at al. Or maybe I'm just adream someone elseis
dreaming. Then it wouldn't matter. Dreams don't matter.” Hisvoicetrailed avay.

The red fog was gone, sucked away through the air-conditioning intakes, but many spherica red drops
dill floated aimlessy inthe ar. Methodically Jelinek dapped at them with the towd. When there were
only minute dropletsthat air movement would take care of, Jdinek tied the stained towel around Barr's
neck and closed the staring eyes.

Migliardo came out of the shower stdl, clean, naked, and very pae. The room was oppressively slent as
he went to hislocker for apair of shorts.

Jdinek said, "Barr's better off now. He wasincurable, even if we could have got him back to Earth. Let's
get him to the Storage deck.”

They towed the body to the pole and along it to the deck next to the airlock door. " Shepherd?’ Jdinek
sad.

They stood there, Jelinek and Migliardo, their heads bowed above Barr's restless body. After afew
moments they looked up. Jdinek said, "Thanks, Shepherd. Mig?"

Migliardo nodded silently and began putting on his suit.

"When you get back," Jelinek said, "you and Shepherd better clean up the splashes. Get rid of the bunk
canvas through the gector. I'm going back on watch.”

Migliardo nodded again and lowered his helmet over his head. Jelinek adjusted the wing nuts and then
went aong the pole toward the control deck. As he passed the living deck, he looked dowly around the
deck and frowned. Then he continued aong the pole.



Xl

Without turning on the lights, LIoyd said to the two heads between him and the screen, " The two hundred
and sixtieth day film hasjust been processed. Shdl werun it?'

Danton said hoarsdly, "Yes. It will tell the story.”
Faust said, "Runit."
Thefilm flickered on the screen.

X1

Two hundred and sixty days out. In front of theSanta Maria, Marswas avast disk, glowing red and
white and green. It was 8,500 milesaway. The candswere clearly visble, naturd faultsin the Martian
crust through which fog rolled from the south pole. The surface seemed to rotate with ever-increasing

Speed.
Ignition was sixty-four minutes away.
Migliardo was stting in the table dings reading abook bound in black leather. It wasaBible.

Jdinek was floating besde Holloway's bunk. The navigator's eyes were closed. His chest scarcely
seemed to move. Jelinek held hiswrist and counted to himsdlf. Findly he nodded in the silence and
glanced at the clock. " Sixty-two minutes until ignition. Wed better get busy, Mig."

Migliardo did not look up. " Shepherd will take care of it."

"Mig—" Jelinek began and hestated. "I've been going through the log, Mig. | can't find any mention of
Shepherd before one hundred and twelve days out.”

Migliardo shrugged. "Y ou made amistake.”

"No. | was surprised. | checked twice. Mig, what does Shepherd look like?
Migliardo kept on reading. "Y ou know what he lookslike.

He's got abeard. Sad, deepset eyes—"

"A sort of towe wrapped around his hips?'

"Of course not,” Migliardo said. "He wears khaki shortslike therest of us.”

Jelinek sighed and drifted toward Migliardo. "So he does. It's amazing he should look the same to both
of us”

"Why? That's how helooks."

Jdinek caught the edge of the table and brought hisface closeto Migliardo's. "Because, Mig, heredly
int there”

Migliardo looked up sharply. "Don't say that, Emil! We'rejittery enough asit is. Don't you crack on ud™
"Think back, Mig," Jdinek said softly. "A long, long way. Back to the moment when we boarded this

ship from the Little Whed. Phillips had said good-by, Danton had said good-by; we were dl aone, now,
and thetaxi had taken usto theSanta Maria, and we were there where we would live, some of us, for



two and a half years. Who was there, Mig?"'

Migliardo's forehead furrowed. ™Y ou and me and Iron and Burt and Ted and—and—" He looked at
Jdinek withwide, dark eyes. " Shepherd wasn't there.”

"When did he get on, Mig?"

"How could he get on after we had started, Emil? He wasn't there and now heis. That'sall.”
"Guessfor me, Mig. What is Shepherd?’

"You guess”

"I'll tell you something else I've been checking on. The supplies. Just the two of us have been eating, Mig.
Just the three of us, counting Burt, have been breathing and drinking. Shepherd doesn't eat or drink or
bregthe.

"What would | cal him? A mass hdlucination, whatever that might be. The manifestation of a deep-felt
need triggered by certain ingtructions given us and perhaps by a posthypnotic suggestion. But | don't
think it was planned.”

Migliardo said, "That'sjust witch doctor stuff, Emil."
Jelinek nodded. "True. But the subconscious plays some funny tricks. Now you guessfor me."

"Y ou're wrong about the first mention of Shepherd. What about the face Burt saw through the port?
What about the ssowaway Ted saw?'

"That would make him something—not human.”
"Whatever heis, he's not human. How do we know what waits for man in interplanetary space?’
"That's not your best guess, Mig."

"My best guessisn't aguess, it'safath. Why do we call him Shepherd? Did he tell us? Did one of us
name him? Or was it something else that just cameto us?'

"Youtdl me"

Migliardo said softly. ""The Lord ismy shepherd; | shal not want. He maketh meto liedown in green
pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters. He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of
righteousness for his name's sake. Y eg, though | walk through the valey of the shadow of death, | will
fear no evil."

"That'sagood guess, Mig," Jeinek said dowly. "Maybe better than mine. It has dl the sigmata.of a
psychological truth and contact points with experience—the till waters and the valey of the shadow of
death. | wish | wasn't such askeptic. I'd like to pray with you and Shepherd. The trouble is—I haven't
seen Shepherd lately.”

"Emil—!" Migliardo began. "1've been wanting to tell you something for along time."
"Confesson?' Jdinek asked gently.

"In more waysthan one. | killed Barr."



"l know you did. Thetapethat held hiswrist was cut, not torn. He couldn't have cut it until he had the
knife, and he couldn't get the knife until his hand was free. Besides, Barr would never have committed
suicide. Hewould have cut loose and come after us.”

Migliardo put hishand across his eyes. "Hewas my friend.”

"It was what he would have wanted afriend to do—if he had been sane enough to know afriend. There
are none of usinnocent, Mig." Jdinek looked at the clock. " Twenty-five minutes until ignition.”

An expression of concern crossed Migliardo'sface. "'If Shepherd isn't redl, then we can't—Hes on the
control deck, isnt he, Emil?*

Jelinek frowned. "1 don't know. | haven't seen him latdly.”

Migliardo was dready pulling hislegsfree of the dings. He swung aong the pole hagtily and stopped with
his head just beyond the partition. " Shepherd! Emil, he's gone!" He came back aong the pole and,
searched theliving deck with dark, frightened eyes. " Shepherd! Shepherd!”

He kept on moving along the pole until he reached the storage deck. " Shepherd!” he cdled. And
despairingly, " Shepherd?”

Suddenly Jelinek moved. "Mig!" He legped toward the pole.

"Shepherd!” Migliardo called once more and then the airlock door clanged shut. Before Jelinek could
reach the door, he heard the hissing sound of air escaping.

Jelinek turned, gnawing his mustache, and opened the lockers dong thewall. Migliardo's suit was there.
So were the other four. Jeinek looked at the airlock door and said softly, "So long, Mig. | hope you find
him."

With agreat weariness, he pulled himsdlf dong apoleto theliving deck. Therewas agrest Slenceinthe
ship, aslence dive and unbearable. Jdinek looked at the clock. Twenty minutes until ignition. He looked
at Holloway. He could barely see his chest move.

"Thesdlence" he muttered. "That'sthewors.”

Hefloated to Holloway and felt his pulse again. He frowned, turned to a cabinet set in thewall, and
withdrew one end of acoil of plastic tubing. There was a needle on the end of it. Jelinek found avein on
Holloway's arm, inserted the needle, and turned on the tiny motor that forced the sugar solution drop by
drop into Holloway'svein.

Jelinek floated to hislocker, opened it, and removed a hypodermic aready filled with aclear liquid. He
sudied it for amoment, looked at Holloway, and then looked at the clock. Fifteen minutes until ignition.

He tossed the hypodermic back into the locker and dammed the door. He pulled himself swiftly dong the
poleto the control deck and strapped himself into the captain's chair. His eyes ran over the master
controls, hisfingers hovering over the control board. Ten minutes more. Not enough time.

Suddenly there came the sound of pumps churning and water surging. Jelinek looked down at hisfingers.
They had not touched the control board.

Therewas a series of smd| explosions somewherein the ship, like firecrackersin the distance on the
Fourth of July. Jdinek listened. Somewhere motors started and flywhed s turned. Mars dowly began to
dip away from the astrogation dome as the ship turned. Through a portholein the side Jelinek could see a



giant white globe floating gently away. It was an empty fud tank.
Jelinek smiled suddenly and took his hand away from the control board. " Ah, there, Shepherd!”

Mars gppeared in the living-deck porthole by Holloway's bunk. It filled it completely, a spinning red,
white, and green sphere.

Holloway pushed himsalf upright in hisbunk, his eyes open, ashaky finger pointing. From that arm the
plastic tube dangled and swung. "Earth!" Holloway shouted. His eyedidsflickered. His eyesrolled back.
Sowly, under the pressure of his belt straps, he sank toward the bunk. When he was paralld with it
again, his chest was not moving.

"Burt!" Jelinek called from the control deck. He did not call again. The spesker imbedded in the
stanchion by Holloway's bunk was utterly silent. ™Y ou weren't so bad anavigator, Burt. After al,
Columbus never knew he had discovered the New World."

He stared around the room, watching the lights winking and changing color, the didsturning, the ship
slhouette on the artificia horizon dowly changing shape. The control deck wasdive. . .

He listened to the sounds it made, the cluckings and the tickings, the whines and the cresks. He smelled
theair, dl the mingled, ineradicable stinks of men swesting and bresthing and iminating, asif hewere
amdlingit for thefirg timein along while, and the smdll was sweet. Heran his hands along the chair
ams.

He put his hand over the control panel and pressed the button marked " Air Conditioner—Stop." One of
the sounds—a whisper—was no more. He then pressed the button beside it: "Air—Eject." A red light
gprang to life on the control board; athin whistling noise began.

"Lloyd," Jdinek said softly, "'l suppose you're watching. Y ou never told me, but | guessthat'sthe way it
had to be. | hope you've learned something.” He chuckled; it was amost a happy sound. "Perhapsto
pick abetter psychologist.”

His voice changed, sobered. "I'm sorry, Lloyd. | couldn't face it—the londliness and the silence. | think
the slencewasworst of al.

"Tel Amos—the crew was afailure—but the ship was asuccess. And tell him—therell be a ship—out
here—in good working order—with fuel and supplies—if anyone—ever makesit"

After alittle the whistling stopped and the air was gone. On the control deck two blind eyes|ooked out
at thecircling stars and two desf ears listened to the sound of rocket engines screaming. . .

X1

The sllencein the little room was amost as unbearable as that aboard theSanta Maria. Lloyd had
forgotten to turn on the lights. Nobody noticed; nobody said anything. When Lloyd finaly remembered,
Danton was still clutching the arms of his chair in knuckle-whitened hands, tearsrolling down hisface
unashamedly.

Faust was shading his eyeswith hishands. "So," he said findly, "I must prepare for theworst. Thereis
litletime."

Lloyd's voice sounded strange to him. "What could you do with two years?'

Faust looked up quickly. His eyes, too, were damp. "Where would we get two years?



"The ship isn't expected back until then.”
"How could you fakeit that long?"

Lloyd said methodicdly, "TheSanta Maria has taken up its orbit around Mars, six hundred and twenty
miles up. It will be sending back telemetered reports from its tel escopic examination of the surface, from
its sounding missiles, and there are even severa missiles equipped to land on Mars, conduct geologica
explorations within alimited radius, anadyze samples, and telemeter back their findings.

"That was our safety factor—apart from specid, unlikely emergencies such asthat meteor damage, the
ship aone was capable of making the trip and doing the job. Subconscioudy the men redized it. They
personified the ship; they caled it Shepherd. It wasn't enough. . ."

Lloyd stopped, then began again. "The ship'sreports will give us something to announce from timeto
time. Asfar asthe crew is concerned, we don'thave to know about it If we need moretime still, we can
announce that the ship will wait for the next favorable opportunity to return.”

"Too many people know. You couldn't keep it a secret.”

Lloyd sighed. "We're used to keeping secrets, aren't we, Amos? The men who are working on the films
will be here until we're ready to release the information. They have years of work ahead of them.”

"Maybeit could be done," Faust admitted, "but why? Do you think, you can pick a better crew—one
that will succeed where those men failed?'

Danton's voice was cold and harsh.
"Those were the best!"
"Then where are you going to get the spacemen?’ Faust asked gently.

"Wearent," Danton said fiercely. "Turn on that sill of theSanta Maria!™ The picture of the ship
appeared on the screen, silvery white and fragile. "There's your spaceman. That'sal there will ever
be—packed solid with usable stuff. No neuroses, no tummy aches, no weakness, no indecision, no
gpace-madness. It doesn't need oxygen, food, or water, medicine, sterilizers, entertainment, and the rest
of the junk we have to have to survive. Just servo-mechanisms and telemetering devices. Robots. There's
your spaceman. He can travel anywhere, sense dmost everything, do dmost anything, and never worry
about coming back.”

Faust shook his head.

"No, Amos,” Lloyd said, "it won't do. Asaresearch toal, it'sfine. Asasymbal it just won't do. Men's
representatives, meaningful representatives, must be living, breething, fearful men like themsalves. They've
got to be men doing something the people who are left behind think they could have done, given the
opportunity—men whose doings give them glory. Y ou told me that once, Amos. Do you remember? I've
never forgotten.”

Faust said dowly. "How long do you need?"
"Eight years maybe. Ten yearsfor sure.”
"That'salongtime.”

"Marswill wait."



"Where are you going to get them,” Faust asked, "these spacemen?”

Lloyd knew that he had histen years. "If we can't find them readymade, welll have to make them
ourselves"

XV

Inthe airlock of the cottage, L1oyd extracted himself from his suit, picked up hisinsulated box, and
opened the inner door. Two squirming bundles of exuberance launched themsalves at him, plastic hdmets
on their dark heads, ray gunsin their hands, shouting their welcomes, "Daddy, you're home early! Play

gpaceman with usl Hey, Daddy?"
"Hdlo," Lloyd said gently. "Hello, spacemen.”
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