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which, unfortunately, must be chopped up into kindling,
since there seems to be no other way
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| Susan slowed her steps as she reached the open
 garage doors and peered curiously inside. When |
| she saw only Rusty hammering away on the bulky |
 contrivance built of wooden boxes and uneven |
lengths of lumber, she hesitated. Rusty was so in-
Itent on whatever he was hammering that he did
not see her, but Cookie got up from the cement
floor and advanced, wriggling with pleasure. Cookie
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was Rusty’s dog, a small black and white spotted
animal, which showed evidences of so many breeds
that it would have been hard to trace her genealogy.
Susan reached down and petted the delighted
Cookie.

“Good Cookie,” she said. “Hi, girl.”

Rusty turned at the sound of her voice and grinned
in the same friendly way he used to before he had
suddenly decided that it was beneath his masculine
dignity to play with girls.

The two of them had lived next door to each
other all their lives, and up until six months ago
they had played together constantly. Susan had no
use for dolls and tea parties, for jumping ropes or
dressing up in Mother’s old clothes and playing
house. It was more exciting to help build a perilous
tree house or to play ball with Rusty and his friends.
For a long time she had been welcomed by all the
boys, since she could throw a ball as far and as fast
as any of them and swat it with equal facility. She
still could, but during the last school year she had
begun to get the impression that she had lost some
of her popularity with members of the group. She
was always the last to be chosen for a side, and
there were certain slurring remarks about her being
a girl. For a while Rusty remained her champion,
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. then suddenly, overnight, he changed. Rusty didn’t
| want her either.

“You better play with the girls, Sue,” he said

| frankly. “This is a boys’ game. You cant under-
| stand it. You better play someplace else.”

Understand it! She understood as well as he, as
well as any boy playing, but she hadn’t tried to tell

| him so. Her feelings were hurt, and she had walked

away as fast as she could, hoping he hadn’t noticed
the tears which sprang to her eyes. For a while she
kept hoping the boys would relent and take her
back. They hadn’t, and now she was almost recon-
ciled to the fact that they never would.

On this Saturday morning, one of the first of the
summer's vacation, she had realized that the neigh-
borhood was unusually quiet. Oh, there were noises
of course, lawn mowers, the occasional barking of

| a dog, the clanking of bottles as the milk truck made
! deliveries along the street, and the high-pitched
i voices of little kids, too young to count. The thing

that struck Susan as unusual was that there were

| no voices from the vacant lot where the boys car-
| ried on what seemed to be a never-ending series of
| ball games. She decided to investigate, to walk casu-

ally around the block, as though she might be run-
ning an errand for her mother. She had hesitated
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when she heard the pounding going on in Rusty
Adam’s garage. It was a heart-warming experience
when Rusty glanced up and smiled at her, and al-
most like a miracle when he addressed her in a
casual, friendly fashion.

“Hi, Susie. Where you going?”

“Well, no place special,” she admitted. “Just walk-
ing around. It’s sure quiet this morning.”

“Yeah,” nodded Rusty, looking momentarily an-
noyed. “Day camp started today, and most of the
gang went to see what it was like. I tried to tell
them it would be just like last year and the year
before. Theyll be fed up by tomorrow and start
dropping out.”

The knowledge that Rusty was alone, that no
| neighborhood boy was likely to appear and remind
| her old friend of the fact that he was lowering his




masculine standards by talking with a girl, gave

her confidence, but not quite enough to venture in-
i side without an invitation. 4
; “What are you building?” she asked respectfully. =
' “A space ship,” said Rusty promptly. “Want to
see it?”

Only then did she cross the once so familiar half
of the Adamses” garage which had been turned over
to Rusty for a workshop. Cookie tagged affection- !
ately at her heels, looking up with happy brown
eyes. Cookie had missed Susan very much and was
overjoyed that the rift between her master and her
favorite friend was at last mended. .

The space ship was roughly eight feet long and \
three feet wide. It would have resembled a covered
box except that boards had been nailed on one end *
in such a way that they reached a point. On the |
opposite end, five tin cans had been fastened in an
almost straight row. Through a hole in the top pro-
truded the funnel of a periscope, which Susan re-
membered that Rusty had received for Christmas
several years ago. Also in the top was what she
concluded to be a trap door, since there were two
sets of hinges attached to one side.

There was a glass window in the space ship, the
exact size of the Adamses’ basement windows, and,T
Susan did not need to be told that the dimensions
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were not by chance. Rusty’s mother kept a supply
of window glass cut in that size because someone in
the family was invariably locking all the doors from
the outside, and they had to break a window to
get in. Other people would have kept a key hidden
someplace, on an outside rafter or in the garage,
but that never seemed to work with the Adams fam-
ily. They thought the only thing to do was to keep
extra panes and window putty on hand, and more
than once these things had come in useful to Susan
and Rusty in some of their building projects. It
made her feel more left out than ever to see that
Rusty was still using windowpanes and putty.
“Well?” asked Rusty expectantly.

“Pretty good,” approved Susan. She felt that had
she been in on the planning she might have sug-
gested a few improvements, but this was not the
time to say so aloud. “Is this the nose?” She nodded
toward the pointed end.

“Sure,” agreed Rusty. “Back there are the five
rockets.” That explained the five tin cans. “How
do you like her name?”

“Terra Terror I” was painted on one side of the
ship in rather straggling black letters.

“I'm not sure,” hesitated Susan.

“Terra means earth,” explained Rusty in a su-
perior tone.
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“I know that. But why terror? What are you, a
space bandit or something?”

“Certainly not. We just want everybody to know
they can’t fool around with us, that’s all. We aren’t
terrors so long as everybody in outer space behaves
himself,” explained Rusty. Then he added, “Besides,
it sounds good together. Terra—Terror. Get it?”

“Let’s see the inside,” said Susan, refusing to com-
mit herself.

“The hatch is on top. Of course there’s an emer-

gency exit if we should ever get in a tight spot and

need it. See these two boards?” He stopped and *

kicked at the front, just before the joining of the
pointed nose. “Theyre not nailed on very tight. But
it's only for emergencies. We never go in that way.”

The trap door lifted easily, and Susan, clutching
Cookie, who refused to be left behind, climbed up
onto the ship and lowered herself through the hole.
Things were better inside than out, she decided.
Of course it was impossible to stand up, for with
the hatch cover down the roof was too low, but
there was enough room for the two of them to sit

side by side. ?
There was quite a complicated control panel |

which Rusty had secured by sending in a cereal-box -
top and twenty-five cents. It was studded with
many buttons marked “Freeze Ray, for use on
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comets,” “Electric Ray,” “Coder,” “Decoder,” “Take-
off,” “Steady Course,” and “Landing.” There was an
opaque square, which Rusty told her was the screen
through which the pilot might view his course, and
a square with a circle in the middle, which was the
radar unit.

“Pretty good,” approved Susan, a little impressed
in spite of herself. “What's all this stuff here on the
shelf?”

“That’s our equipment. Two ray guns, and our
membership cards for the space patrol, and our
outer-space books, and hammer and nails, and of
course my telescope. That’s what I got for my
birthday.”

“I guess you must keep your food over there.”
She changed the subject quickly. Talk of member-
ship in a space patrol to which she could never be-
long made her uncomfortable.

“Sure. We're kind of low on supplies right now.”
He frowned. “I picked up a bottle of milk off the
front porch when I went by, and there’s a box of
crackers and a jar of honey and a couple of oranges.
But we generally keep more on hand than that.
You never know when you'll be called out on a
mission.”

“Where do you go on your missions?”

“We go to the moon all the time. That’s just a take-

21




off point. We've been to Venus and Mars, and next
time were going to one of Saturn’s moons, the big
one with the atmosphere, Titan.”
; “Oh,” said Susan in an offhand tone. She was
 aware that she would have to do some reading about
. astronomy. It would never do to let Rusty get ahead
of her in some field of knowledge. |
“I better get back to work,” he decided. “I'm nail-
- ing on a piece of armor plate. It’s to deflect meteors.
~ We have to go through the Great Rocky Belt be- -
~ tween Mars and Jupiter to get to Saturn.”

“Of course,” agreed Susan promptly.

Rusty got out first. She handed Cookie to him,
then scrambled out herself and prepared to stand
by while he continued his hammering. Then, grow-
ing curious; she leaned over to inspect what he was
doing more closely.

He was nailing on a piece of metal, but she
couldn’t imagine where it had come from or what its
former use could have been. It was perfectly round
and about four feet across. The nails seemed to
pierce it without too much trouble, and it was flex-
ible, for as she watched, Rusty bent it easily to reach
down over the other side of the ship. It barely
cleared the painted name.

“What is that? The bottom of a washing machine
or something?”

22

0o oo ek B e R e



i

“What?” asked Rusty, hammering furiously. He
was not sparing the nails. They were spaced at two-
inch intervals all along the rim of the circle.

“That thing you're nailing on. What was it, in the
first place?”

“I don’t know. I found it.”

“Where?”

“In the city dump. Pete and I rode out there on
our bikes yesterday to see if we could find anything
valuable, and I found this. Somebody’s thrown it
away, so I brought it home. The minute I saw it I |
knew it was just what we needed for the Terra
Terror.” |

“Wouldn't it be nice if there was enough to cover
the whole ship?” speculated Susan.

“You can’t have everything,” Rusty reminded her.
“I like it on the nose. That’s the important part, any-
way. The nails go in easy, too, only you have to be
careful to get them in the right place when you start
pounding. Once they're in, you can’t get them out.”

“It’s nice,” admired Susan. “It shines, even in here
where the sun doesn’t hit it.”

Rusty was pleased.

“Here,” he invited. “You can help me nail if you
want to. There’s another hammer.”

It was fun working at something with Rusty again,
almost like old times. Once he nearly spoiled it by

23 l




stopping to inspect the row of nails she had ham-
mered and being surprised that they were straight.
Susan bit her lip to keep from snapping at him. Of
course she could hammer a nail straight. She had
been doing it as long as he had.

It was distressing to discover that he had sur-
passed her in one field of knowledge, however. In
the past few months he had been reading astronomy
and space books, and she hadn’t known about it.
She hadn’t even known he had a telescope.

“Do you look at the stars much?” she inquired

politely.
“Oh, sure. Planets are more fun, though.”
Stars, planets, what was the difference? She

couldn’t wait to look it up herself. She had to ask

why, and he explained eagerly, glad of the oppor-
tunity to display his new knowledge.

“Stars are suns. There’s nothing on them to see
much. Theyre just hot gas like our sun. Planets,
though, are different. They're satellites of suns. The
Earth is a planet. Our sun has nine planets, Mercury,
Venus, the Earth, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus,
Neptune and Pluto.”

“Everybody knows that,” she said airily. “Tell me
something I don’t know.”

“All right,” he said suspiciously. “Planets have
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satellites, too, their moons. How many moons does
Saturn have?”

Susan thought fast. Personally she had never
heard of more than one moon, but since Rusty was
making such a point of it, there must be more.

“Two,” she said loudly.

“Hal” he hooted. “It’s Mars that has two moons.
Saturn has nine. And the biggest one, called Titan,
has an atmosphere. Only you can’t breathe it, like
you can ours, because it’s full of poison gas.”

Then they looked up, startled. From the open
garage doorway they had received a message. No
one had spoken aloud, yet there was no doubt about
the meaning of the words.

“There’s the saucer!” came the message. “There’s
Gwump’s saucer. By the rings of Saturn, I've been
lucky this time”

Openmouthed with surprise, they stared at the
strange figure in the doorway.
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At first they thought the person in the doorway was
a child dressed up for playing house in his mother’s
clothes, for he was not over three feet high and the
fur coat he wore dragged on the ground. They could
not see his face, for a man’s felt hat was pulled down
over his ears, and the limp brim drooped low over
his nose. In one hand he carried a leather bag, and in
the other was clutched a large round piece of silvery
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metal which dragged behind him as he walked. It
was identical to the metal they had just finished nail-
ing onto the space ship. After the first shock of sur-
prise, Susan had a second shock, this one of recogni-
tion.

“What are you doing in my mother’s fur coat?”
she demanded sternly. “And my father’s fishing hat?
They were hanging on our clothesline to air out. I
saw them there myself just a little while ago.”

The stranger did not answer. Instead he ad-
vanced, in a hopping sort of fashion, to the space
ship and reached toward the silvery disk. When it
did not come loose in his hand, they immediately
had the feeling that he was annoyed.

“By the lost Themis,” they seemed to hear him
say. “What's the matter with the thing? It’s attached
itself to something, someway.”

He put down the bag and the piece of metal and,
using both hands, attempted to pry off the treasure
which Rusty had found in the garbage dump. The
row of nails held fast.

“Hey,” said Rusty crossly, “what do you think

youre doing? You leave my meteor deflector alone.”
! For the first time the stranger appeared aware of
ll their presence. The hatbrim tilted as he cocked his
Hhead to see them better.
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“Who are you?” They didn’t hear his voice, but
they heard the question clearly.

“I'm Rusty Adams. And this is Susan Northrup
Who are you?”

“I am Tiphia, page to Mighty Gwump. I have
come for his saucer. If you hold it by some Earth
magic unknown to me, I command you to revoke the
spell.”

“Susie,” gasped Rusty in amazement, “we can’t
hear anything, but I know what he’s saying. He must.
be a little man from outer space.”

“Phooey,” said Susan in disbelief. “He’s playing
a joke on you, and you've got your head so full of
that stuff, you'll believe anything.”

“But how does he do it, then? Make us under-
stand what he says without talking?” |

“It’s a trick,” insisted Susan. “Maybe he’s a ven- |
triloquist or something. He must be throwing his
voice, or we couldn’t understand him.”

All at once Tiphia seemed to wilt inside Mrs. |
Northrup’s winter coat. They had sensed that before }l
he had been trying to frighten them. Now they knew E

|

he was the one who was frightened.

“Please, please,” came the message from Tiphia.
“Give me Gwump’s saucer. He'll have my whiskers
if I don’t bring it back to him. This is my first assign-
ment. My very first assignment. I can’t fail.”
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“I guess you'd better give it back to him,” said
Susan. She felt that the eyes, still hidden under her
father’s fishing hat, were ready to cry. “It must be-
long to him.”

“It does not,” objected Rusty hotly. “It’s mine. I
found it at the city dump. And anything at the dump
is thrown away, so it’s finders keepers. Besides, I
couldn’t take out all those nails if I wanted to.
They're in too good.”

Susan went over to inspect the metal disk. As
Rusty had said, there never had been such a thor-
ough job of pounding nails. Each one was flattened
down so that it almost disappeared into the metal.
It would have been close to impossible to work the
edge of a screw driver under one of them. She turned
sympathetically to Tiphia and tried to explain.

“I'm afraid he’s right. See, the nails go all around
the edge. We can’t get them out again. Theyre
fastened onto Rusty’s space ship. He can’t give you
back your piece of metal without giving you the
space ship.”

“And you certainly can’t expect me to do that,”
said Rusty. “Besides, you have another one. What
do you want with two of them?”

Tiphia regarded the round of silvery metal on the
ship, cocking his head to see it better. To their

amazement, they could tell exactly what he was
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thinking. His thoughts didn’t come through with the
same clarity as his direct messages. They were a
little blurred and distant, the way it is with a bad

telephone connection. But they could be under-
stood.

“Very well,” ran Tiphia’s thoughts. “If I cannot
return Gwump’s saucer without taking this peculiar
thing to which it is attached, I will take them both.
The Mighty Gwump will know what to do about
it when I get them there.”

“Oh no, you don't!” cried Rusty in alarm. “You
don’t take the Terra Terror anywhere. It’s mine. It
belongs to me.”

He threw his arms over the space ship, as though
to protect it. Then, realizing it was too big to hold,
he reached over to raise the trap door and began
scrambling up and down inside.

“By Cassiopeia, the Queen,” ran Tiphia’s thoughts,
and Susan could tell that he was perplexed. “Where
did the Earth creature go? The thing must be hollow
inside.”

He made a move as though he himself were going .
to climb up after Rusty, at which Cookie began to
snarl and bark. Tiphia drew back in alarm. «

“Stop it, Cookie,” ordered Susan. |

“Thank you,” thought Tiphia gratefully. “Thank
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you for stopping that threatening creature from at-
tacking me. What is it called?”

“Cookie,” answered Susan. Then she realized that
Tiphia was not asking Cookie’s name, but what kind
of animal she was. “She’s a dog. You know what a
dog is, don’t you?”

“No,” shivered Tiphia. “Are you sure it will not
attack me?”
| “Not unless you try to hurt Rusty or me. Or un-
\less you tried to take something away that Cookie
| thought didn’t belong to you. Mrs. Adams always
{has to shut Cookie up when the garbage man comes.
Cookie can’'t understand about garbage. She seems
lto want to keep it.”
| “Bright Arcturus!” marveled Tiphia. “This is a
ipretty celestial stew.”

“She won't hurt you so long as we're friends,” en-
icouraged Susan. “And we'll be friends if you don’t
try to take the piece of metal away from Rusty. Here,
pet Cookie a little.”

| Tiphia drew back again in alarm.

| “Tell the beast I mean you no harm. Tell her that
ithe saucer shall not be separated from the boy who
ifound it. At least, not by me. Tell her I only wish to
isee where her master has hidden himself.”

“It’s all right, Cookie,” said Susan obligingly. She
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picked up the little dog and held her in her arms.
“You can climb up and look in now if you like. I'll|
hold her.”

But Susan couldnt hold Cookie. The moment
Tiphia began to climb the side of the space ship, the
dog began to bark and struggle.

“You'll have to come back,” called Susan. “I don’t!
think Cookie trusts you yet. She doesn’t want to let!
you out of her sight.”

Reluctantly Tiphia came back down, and Susan:
saw a flash of shining green when the fur coat fell!
open. The next moment the coat was securely in:
place and the green had vanished.

No thoughts came from Tiphia, and Susan real-
ized he was waiting for her to solve his problem. He:
still wanted to see inside the space ship, and he ex--
pected her to make it possible.

“I tell you what,” she decided. “Cookie and I will!
go inside, then you can come. She ought to think:
that’s all right.”

Just before she disappeared down the open hatch,
Susan saw that Tiphia was doing something to the
metal disk nailed onto the nose of the space ship.
“He’s probably trying to get it loose again,” she told!
herself. “Poor thing. It really must belong to him, or'
he wouldn’t have its mate.

A moment later Tiphia lowered himself down the:
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hatch. The metal disk, which he had previously
carried open, was now folded up like an umbrella
so that it wouldn’t take up so much room. ‘

“What did you let him come in for?” growled
Rusty.

“He won’t hurt anything,” soothed Susan. “Be-
: sides, he won't stay long. It’s too cramped in here for
| three people.”
| Surprisingly enough, it didnt seem nearly so
' cramped with three of them as it had with two. Be-
fore Tiphia had arrived, Susan and Rusty had been
| forced to sit close together. Now their shoulders
| were no longer touching. There was even room to
| move about.

Tiphia was looking this way and that, his thoughts
| forming one question after another. Obviously he
| had never been inside a space ship before, even a
| play one like Rusty’s, and he didn’t know what any-

thing was for. He thought so fast and wondered so

 rapidly that it was impossible for them to follow
' him. Then, just as suddenly, he stopped thinking
| about everything at once and concentrated on one
' thought.

“A present! I must give these nice children, es-
| pecially the little girl who seems the most polite, a
| present.”

He fumbled at the drawstrings of the bag he was
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.
carrying and brought out a handful of colored
candies. They were small candies about the size of
pills, and they appeared to be every bit as hard.
With the tips of his clawlike fingers, which barely |
protruded from the coat sleeve, he carefully picked
out a blue one, a red one, and a pink one and handed
them to Susan.

“Thank you,” she said courteously. She didn’t
really want them, but he seemed so anxious to give
them to her, it would have been rude to refuse. She
popped them into her mouth.

Again Tiphia selected three of the candies, the
same colors as before, and reached across toward
Rusty. At that moment Cookie who knew all about
candy and had been watching eagerly gave a lunge
forward. Tiphia dropped the candies in alarm, and
Cookie chased after them, licking up one after
another with her pink tongue.

“By great Polaris! I did not mean them for that
surly beast,” thought Tiphia angrily. “Now we shall !
never be rid of her. And what will Gwump say?”

“I'm sorry Cookie got your candy,” apologized
Rusty. “She’s an awful pig when it comes to anything
sweet. That's why we call her Cookie. But don't
worry. She can have my share. You dont have to
give me any.”

“No, no,” objected Tiphia quickly. “You must
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have some. You must. And I, too, must have some.”

Once again he counted out three of the colored
candies, and this time Rusty managed to get them
before Cookie. Then Tiphia himself swallowed
three, or at least the children thought he swallowed
them, for they disappeared somewhere under his
hatbrim.

“Thanks to the wisdom of Mighty Gwump, I have
extra glasses,” continued Tiphia. His thoughts were
beginning to race jerkily, as though he were hurry-

| ing against time. Once again he reached into the

leather bag, and this time he brought out three

| pairs of dark goggles, two of which he offered the
| children.

“What does he want us to do with these?” won-

| dered Susan.

“I guess he’s playing space ship,” decided Rusty.
“He should have told us that’s what he wanted to do,
instead of making such a big secret about every-

' thing.”

“But why glasses?”

“You can’t go in outer space without them,” ex-
plained Rusty. “The sun would blind you in a min-
ute. I've got a pair of dark glasses over there with
my space stuff on the shelf, but these are a lot better
than mine.”
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“Maybe you should put yours on Cookie,” laughed
Susan. “She might look at the sun too.”

“Good idea.”

Both Rusty and Susan thought it was very funny
when Rusty got his own dark glasses from the shelf
and fastened them over Cookie’s eyes. They were
held in place by elastic, so by tying the knots firmly, |
Rusty made them secure. Cookie didn’t like it, and
Tiphia didn’t approve either, but they paid no atten-
tion.

“My,” said Susan, “I'm getting warm, aren’t you?
It’s like I had a fever or something. I feel all dried
out.”

“Me too,” agreed Rusty in amazement. “Want
some milk? There’s a bottle of it over there.”

“No, no,” objected Tiphia. “No time. Close the
hole in this thing. Quickly! Quickly!” '

His will was so strong that Rusty obeyed without
question. He reached up and jerked the hatch cover
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shut. At the same moment the space ship gave a
shudder which threw all of them back on the floor.
The next thing they knew, they were moving out of
the garage and climbing swiftly. There was a sudden
rush, as though all four winds were simultaneously
blowing full gales past their ears. Then Rusty and
Susan knew nothing at all.
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“I'm delighted that you two are finally coming
around,” thought Tiphia. “The only bad feature of
my job is that it’s lonely work. I was looking forward
to company on the return trip, and it didnt seem
quite fair of you to sleep all the way.”

Rusty received the message as he was struggling
back to consciousness. It came from the darkness
which was all around him, and for a moment he
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thought he was in his own bed, awakening from
a bad dream. He still remembered what had hap-
pened, the strange little figure muffled in Mrs. North-
rup’s fur coat and concealed by Mr. Northrup’s limp-
brimmed hat; how they had all climbed into the
space ship, and how, miraculously, it had seemed to
leave the ground. Of course that was impossible. It
couldn’t happen. A homemade space ship, with toy
controls from a cereal-box top, couldn’t really fly.
Yet he still had the distinct impression of being off
the Earth. If he could only see, but all around him
was darkness.

“Susie!” he shouted suddenly, remembering that
she had been with him at the start of ths strange ex-
perience. “Susie, where are you? Cookiel”

He heard a feeble whine, then Cookie’s panting
breath, the way she sounded after she had been run-
ning hard. Susan’s voice answered him drowsily.

“Rusty, where are you? My nose is being
pinched.”

“Leave it alone!” They both sensed Tiphia’s in-
stant command, although, as it had been in the
garage, they could not hear the actual words. “I had
to take measures. Fortunately I had dropped into
the pockets of the Earth garment I borrowed the
clamps which attached it to the line. They served
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to close the holes in your noses. Otherwise, you
might try to use them.”

Rusty reached up and felt his nose. Sure enough,
a clothespin had been clamped over it tightly. An-
grily he pulled it off, and the next moment he was
panting for breath as hard as Cookie.

“Put it back on this instant!” ordered Tiphia. “Do
you want to do away with yourself?”

Rusty snapped the clothespin in place once more
and immediately felt better. How strange it was not
to require air. At home people suffocated for lack of
it. Here, wherever he was, it seemed to be harmful.

It was very quiet, except for the sound of Cookie’s
frenzied attempts to breathe.

“Cookie!” Rusty cried in alarm. “She’s being hurt!”

“It won't last long,” soothed Tiphia. “It will be
over in a minute, and it’s better this way.”

“No! That’s murder. You cant do that. Look in
vour pocket. Maybe there’s another clothespin.”

“I can explain you, perhaps,” objected Tiphia.
“But not that—that creature.”

“If you don’t give me another clothespin I'll take
mine off and put it on Cookie,” threatened Rusty.
“She’s my dog, and I love her.”

- “Very well,” disapproved Tiphia. “Reach out your
hand. I'll put the other clamp in it. But when we get
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to Eopee, you'll just have to explain things to Gwump
yourself.”

Rusty felt the clothespin drop into his hand. He
followed the sound of Cookie’s painful breathing
and fumbled around in the darkness until he man-
aged to get the clamp over her nose. It must have
given instant relief, for Cookie stopped panting and
licked his hand gratefully.

“Where are we?” Susan’s small voice asked the
question in a frightened whisper.

“We're coming in on the Earth’s only moon in a
moment or so,” reassured Tiphia. “Ordinarily I'd go




right through, but you two are unused to space
travel. It will make a nice rest for you.”

“The moon!” cried Rusty in amazement. “That’s
impossible. Nobody’s ever gone to the moon. They
can’t fly that high.”

Tiphia ignored the remark. He seemed to be rest-
ing quietly in the darkness without even troubling
himself to think.

“Tiphia,” said Rusty sharply, and sensed that
Tiphia had brought his thoughts to attention. “How
could we fly so high as the moon? There’s no atmos-
phere. We couldn’t breathe.”

“Certainly not,” agreed Tiphia’s thoughts. “That’s
why you swallowed the pink transforming drop.
You won't need to breath so long as it’s in effect. The
clamp on your nose is just extra precaution. Earth
noses are such stubborn things. They get in the habit
of doing something and just can’t stop. Our noses are
much better on Eopee.” |

“But we'd explode on the moon without space
suits,” objected Rusty. He was still unconvinced
about the matter of breathing, although he did seem
to be able to manage without it.

“The red transforming drop. It dried up all the
liquid in your body. You're as dry as Mercury her-
self. You can’t very well explode if there’s no liquid
in your tissues or veins to come to the boiling point.”
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Tiphia seemed to be laughing at him. Rusty didn’t
like it, but he didn’t know what he could do about it.

“Then we'll freeze to death when the moon is °
turned away from the sun, and roast to death when
it's shining on it,” he insisted desperately.

“How stubborn you are,” thought Tiphia. “Do you
feel either heat or cold now? Of course not. The
blue transforming drop took care of that. Why
don’t you relax and enjoy the ride?” ‘

“Rusty,” whispered Susan softly, “what does he
mean? Where are we going?”

“We're in my space ship,” he told her. “And if
Tiphia’s right, we're going to the moon. But maybe

~ it’s just a dream.”
| “How could we both have the same dream?” she
 objected. “And I don’t want to go to the moon.”

Tiphia hastened to reassure her.

“We won't stay there long. It’s only a rest stop on
the way to Eopee. I thought you'd enjoy bouncing
around a bit. Then we'll be on our way.”

“Maybe it is a dream,” admitted Susan. “How
could you build a space ship that would really fly,
Rusty? What did you do to it?”

“I don't know.”

“Of course you know.” Tiphia’s thoughts came to
I them reprovingly. “You shouldn’t pretend it was an |
accident. You did it deliberately, then you refused

— -
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to do anything about it after it was done. Now you'll
just have to suffer the consequences.”

“What did I do, Tiphia?” asked Rusty in a puzzled
# tone.
| “You fastened Gwump’s saucer, the one that
| caught on an air current and went flying into outer
space, onto this contraption of yours. I couldn't get
the saucer loose when I came to fetch it, so I had

|
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to take the contraption too. You wouldn’t let me take
the contraption without taking you, so I had no
choice. And what Gwump is going to say about the
whole thing, I'm sure I don’t know.”

Now Rusty understood. He understood all too ‘
well. He had read every account about flying saucers
on which he could lay his hands. Even Susan, who
had paid little attention to astronomy and space
ships, had heard about flying saucers. Perhaps even
Cookie had heard of them, for at that instant she
began to whine.

“But there isn’t such a thing as a flying saucer,”
protested Susan finally. “Not really. People just
think they see them. They can’t happen.”

“But they do happen,” Tiphia informed her sadly.
“They happen every time Gwump loses his temper
at tea and bangs his teacup against the saucer. The
contact of metals sets up a disturbance, and the first
thing anyone knows the saucer just takes off by itself
into space. Then of course someone has to take
another saucer and go after it. That’s exactly what
happened. You had found Gwump’s first saucer.
You wouldn't let it go when I came to get it. So here
you are.”

“How long had you been on the way?” asked Rusty
weakly.

“I started yesterday.” For some reason there
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seemed a hint of embarrassment in Tiphia’s admis-
sion.

“Yesterday! The day I found the saucer in the
garbage dump,” cried Rusty. “You sure traveled
fast to get here so soon.”

“I should have been here sooner, but I-I was de-
layed.” There was no mistaking Tiphia’s embarrass-
ment now. “This is my first mission, and I did so
want it to be successful. It would have been, too,
only I got all mixed up and forgot where 1 was
going.”

“Forgot where you were going?”

“Yes. You see, Gwump told me. He explained
quite clearly that his saucer had landed on the planet
Earth. A planet is an easy mission. If it had landed
on one of the satellites—the moons—of one of the
planets, it would have been much harder to remem-
ber. It was really quite simple—only, I forgot. There
. I was—wandering around in the Great Rocky Belt
—and the name Earth simply faded from my mind.
I just couldn’t go back and admit I'd forgotten. I had
to stop at four planets before I happened onto the
. right one. Of course after that it was a very simple
matter to locate the saucer.”

Rusty’s eyes were beginning to accustom them-
selves to the darkness. Although he could not make
out objects inside the space ship itself, there was dis-
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tinctly an impression of light coming through the
pane in the window. He inched himself over and
pressed his nose against the glass.

Straight ahead was the moon. It had been one of -
his favorite studies through the new telescope, but
never had he been able to see it so clearly. It seemed
to be so close that he could reach out and touch it, a
great shining ball hanging in a dark velvety sky.
There were the dark and light spots which his as-
tronomy books had told him were craters and dry
plains and mountain ridges. He tried to remember
some of the names. The craters were called such
things as Copernicus and Messier and Tycho. The
plains, or marias, so termed because once men be-
lieved them to contain water, went by such enchant-
ing names as the Stormy Ocean, the Cloudy Sea, the
Misty Swamp; while the moon’s mountain chains
were known to Earth astronomers as the Great Wall,
the Alps, and so on.

“Were going to land there at night,” Rusty said
in a disappointed voice. “The sky’s all dark. We won't
be able to see anything.”

“Oh yes, you will,” Tiphia hurried to reassure
him. “The sky always looks black when there’s no
atmosphere. It only looks colored when the sun’s rays
are filtered through air molecules. There are none on
the moon.”
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“I don’t like everything so dark,” objected Susan
“Let’s go home.” #
“Don’t cry, Susan,” pleaded Rusty. “It will only
make things worse. Here, I've got a flashlight some- |
where with my space stuff. T'll get it for you, then .
you'll feel better.”

He fumbled his way forward, groping for the
shelf which contained the membership cards, the
astronomy books, and other equipment which the
space patrol kept in readiness. As his fingers found
the cold metal of the flashlight, he felt a moment’s
anxiety for fear the batteries might have worn down
from overuse.

But the batteries still worked. When he pressed
the button, a circle of light pierced the darkness, and
he moved his hand slowly, throwing its beam first on
Susan with Cookie in her lap, both wearing goggles,
and clothespins on their noses, then on around the
. cabin. When he came to the spot where he imagined
. Tiphia’s messages were coming from, the light
stopped and for a moment it seemed to dance and
waver in Rusty’s hand.

Mrs. Northrup’s fur coat and the felt hat were now
in a tumbled head midway between floor and ceil-
ing. Curled on top of the pile, and using them as a
pillow, was a shining green creature somewhat re-
sembling a lizard, although with much longer fore-
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and back legs than the ordinary lizards with which
Rusty was familiar. Moreover, the four limbs ended
in distinct fingers and toes instead of the customary
claws. The creature had protruding ears, shaped not
unlike the ears of men or apes, but made without
any openings for sound to penetrate. However, it
was fortunate that they were there, for without
something to use as hooks, it would have been im-
possible to hold in place the dark goggles which the
green lizard wore before his eyes.




7

“Are you Tiphia?” gasped Rusty, and Cookie began
to make growling sounds in her throat.

The green scales trembled with agitation.

“Hold her tightly. Don’t let that dog beast come
close to me. Although she does not think as clearly
as you, I can tell she is planning to attack me.”

“Not if you don’t hurt us,” said Susan, clutching
tightly to Cookie’s collar. “Not if you turn this space
ship straight around and take us home.”
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“T can’t do that,” thought Tiphia earnestly. “I've
already told you, I lost a whole day because I forgot |
where I was going. Now I'll have to make straight
for Eopee. We'll be off just as soon as I've given you
a chance to bounce a little. You should thank me for
that. I purposely made the saucer crawl along on
this trip so you two would get used to it. Ordinarily
it have taken us only a second to come from the
Earth to the moon. We'll travel much faster after
this.”

“A second!” cried Rusty in amazement. “Susie,
flying saucers must travel at the speed of light. That’s
186,000 miles a second!”

“Oh, we can go even faster than that if we want
to,” corrected Tiphia.

“Then turn around and have us home in another
second,” ordered Susan. She was not even a little
impressed.

Tiphia thought hard to convince her that he
couldn’t do that.

“Gwump will send you home. He'll have to. You
wouldn’t care for it on Eopee, I'm afraid, and on
Eopee everyone must be happy. Gwump can’t do
anything else but send you home if you don't like it.
Surely you don’t begrudge an hour or so, when it
means my whole career. If I don’t get back soon, I'll
never be entrusted with another mission.”
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“Oh, come on, Sue,” urged Rusty, his eyes bright-
ening at the prospects of exploring the moon. “No-
body will miss us in the next hour or so, and we
didn’t have anything to do anyway. Tell you what
I'll do. You explore the moon without making any
fuss, and when we get home I'll let you join the
space patrol.”

“Well—" Susan hesitated. The prospect was in-
viting, but there was something else to consider.
She turned toward Tiphia. “Are you sure you won't
try to eat us when we get to wherever it is we're
going?”

“Eat?” Tiphia was puzzled at the word.

“Chew us up with your teeth and swallow us.”

“You're not one of Gwump’s transformmg dlops

TlphlaS thinking was distinctly labored. “And Im
sure I don’t know what you mean by the words
| ‘chew’ or ‘teeth.””

| Susan tried to explain, and found it was easier to
| open her mouth in order to show him. Rusty sensed
' what she was trying to do and turned the beam of
| the flashlight in her direction. When he turned it
| back, Tiphia opened his own mouth. The huge
gums were smooth and black and covered with hard
| skin. There was not a tooth in sight.

“There now,” said Rusty in a pleased voice.
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“You’ve nothing to worry about, Susie. Come look
out the window. We ought to be ready to land any
minute.”

The space ship was certainly settling toward land,
but it was the strangest land they had ever seen. It
was like seeing a black-and-white movie, for there
were no splotches of color to break the monotony,
no green grass, no blue water, no brown earth.
Everything was gray, from silvery tones to the
deeper shades, which were almost black. There was
no gentleness in the landscape which appeared in
the window. Angles were sharp and distinct. The
mountains rose abruptly to pointed, jagged peaks,
then dropped off sheerly on the other side.

The space ship landed, then seemed to change its
mind, for it bounced up and down a couple of
times before it finally settled back and remained
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| stationary. The scene outside the window stopped
| moving back and forth. They had arrived on the

| IMOO01.

“It’'s perfectly safe here. Do get out,” urged
Tiphia. “Only take care to have your moon legs
under you.”

. Rusty could hardly wait to open the hatch, and
| Cookie broke loose from Susan and scampered at
his heels, barking furiously. Cookie had had quite
| enough of the space ship and was doing her best to
| say so.

| “Okay,” laughed Rusty good-naturedly. He lifted
| Cookie out of the open hatch and set her down out-
| side on top of the ship. Cookie jumped, and a mo-
| ment later she bounced back up to a height even
| with with the hatch.

|  “What's the matter with Cookie?” demanded
| Susan, who had followed Rusty out of the opening.
| “What'’s she bouncing that way for?”

“It’s gravity or something,” explained Rusty in
| delight. “I read all about it in a book. We don’t
| weigh as much here as we do at home. That’s what
Tiphia meant by bouncing around. Come on. This
will be fun.”

They jumped to the ground, and both of them
bounced when their feet struck, just as Cookie’s had
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done. It was fun to walk on the moon, for with each
Earth step they soared a foot or so into the air. By
this time Tiphia was beside them. He walked up-
right, despite his lizardlike form, keeping his tail
curled like a round doughnut on his back.
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“Nice, isn’t it?” he observed. “Much nicer than
| walking on Earth where the land doesn’t help you at
| all and the first thing you know you're all tired out.
| We walk this way on Eopee.”

“Is the moon like Eopee?” asked Susan.
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“Dear me, no,” smiled Tiphia. “We have atmos-

phere. And color. And growing things. And hand-
some inhabitants like me. This is a dull place, really.
Not even a wind to give it a change.” :

“I think we've landed on one of those flat plains
called seas,” said Rusty thoughtfully. “I don’t know
which one.”

“What does it matter?” shrugged Tiphia. “One’s
the same as another on Earth’s moon.”

“It doesn’t look much like a sea to me,” scoffed

Susan. There’s not a drop of water in sight, and I'm

thirsty. If it wasn’t so far to that range of mountains,
I'd say let’'s walk over and find ourselves a drink.”

“It wouldn’t do you any good if you went,” Rusty
told her. “There’s no water on the moon, and if there
were it would be boiling because the sun is shining.
It's over two hundred degrees right now, only we
can't feel it.”

“Thanks to Gwump’s transforming drops,” Tiphia
reminded them.

“There’s a crater over there,” pointed Rusty. “Let’s
go explore that instead. It’s closer.”

Tiphia showed them the easiest way to get around
on the moon. You stood with two feet together and

hopped. When you landed on the ground, the force |
carried you forward in another hop, and so on. It |
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was no trouble at all. Walking was like standing
\in one place and letting the ground do the work.
| The plain on which they had landed was flat and
wide, perhaps thirty miles in circumference. On one
Iside was a long chain of tall, jagged rocky peaks
| that stretched up as though to pierce the black, star-
J spangled sky. On the other side was the rim of a
4 gigantic crater. The plain itself was covered with
fine, dark, pulverized sand, like an ocean’s bed. Un-
| like the ocean sand on Earth, this was dull gray, and
‘even in the full sunlight there was no glittering
I sparkle. At irregular intervals were pitted eruptions
| which Rusty insisted were craters and toward one of
! which he was now leading the way.

| “T still say it’s a good thing we didn’t come after
| the sun had set,” Susan insisted, hopping along be-
| side Tiphia. “Because the moon doesn’t have any
! light of its own. It would be dark here.”

. “There would be Earth light,” Tiphia told her.
! “See the Earth up there? Only mind you don’t look
 directly at the sun, even with your dark glasses.”
 The Earth was a huge ball in the dark sky over-
head. Susan gave a start of surprise when she saw it,
for it looked, from the moon, just as the moon looked
from Earth. There was only one difference. The
Earth was as big as four moons put together.
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“The Earth never sets on the moon,” Tiphia in-
formed her. “So it’'s never really dark here. It gives
sixty times as much light as the moon.”

Rusty was waiting for them when they came up
to the crater.

“It’s just a big hole,” he told them in a disap-
pointed voice. “That’s what the books said, but I
didn’t believe it.” |

“What made it?” asked Susan.

“Maybe a falling meteor dug it out. That’s one of
the theories. Do you know for sure, Tiphia?”

Tiphia shrugged his scaled shoulders.

“T've never been here before. Gwump would
know. Gwump knows everything. But I never heard
him mention the subject.”

“I don’t suppose he ever said anthing about there
being a man on the moon either?” asked Susan.
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“No, he didn’t. But you could call out. If there is '
one, and he answers, you'll know that there is.” '

“Sue, don't be so silly,” scoffed Rusty. “You know
there isn't a man on the moon. It’s just something
they tell little kids. I should think, now that you've
seen the place, you'd know without asking. No one
could live here.”

“I suppose not,” she agreed meekly.
. Tiphia now informed them that they must return

to the space ship. They had wasted quite enough
| time on the moon, and since they had agreed there
| was nothing more to see, they must continue on their
| journey.
. For some reason which neither of them could
! explain, the green lizard had become somewhat up-
set. His thought processes, usually so easy to follow,
| were jumping this way and that until it was impos-
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sible to tell what was going on in his mind. They |,
only sensed that Tiphia was disturbed about some- |
thing.

“Get in. Get in quickly,” he urged them as soon ||
as they reached the ship. “And this time prepare
yourselves for a fast ride.” 1

Rusty scrambled up the side, stopping at the top |
to reach back for Cookie. Susan placed the little
dog in his hands, but before she climbed up herself, |,
she turned to Tiphia.

“Please,” she said. “I've got to try it. I'll probably |t
never be back on the moon as long as I live. I'll never |
have another chance to see if there’s a man on it. s
I'll have to try your way.”

She cupped her hands around her mouth and I
called toward the distant mountains, for there was
certainly no use in calling toward the empty plain. ||

“Hello,” she called. “Hello, hello!” b

For a long minute she stood waiting in silence,.
then back from the dark mountains came a far away
answer.

“Hello—hello!”

“It’'s an echo,” decided Rusty instantly. “Only,
that’s funny. How can there be an echo when there’s:
no atmosphere to echo in?”

“Where are you?” called Susan, ignoring him.
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| After an interval, “Where—are—you?” repeated the

| thin voice from the rocky crags.

| “Are you a hermit?” shrieked Susan, brushing
Tiphia away, and the voice answered sadly, “Her-
‘mit?”

. “You better come on,” advised Rusty. “Tiphia’s
.getting mad.”

“All right,” agreed Susan reluctantly. But she had
ito have one last word with the distant voice. As she
climbed up the space ship, she shrieked as loudly as
she could, “Good-by, good-by!”

| Tiphia, now thoroughly agitated at the delay,
followed her up the side and into the ship. Just be-
fore he turned to close the hatch behind him, the
last words from the mountains of the moon came
|to them quite clearly. |
“Good-by. Come back again.”
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“Did you hear it?” demanded Susan in excitement’
as the ship began once more climbing into space.

“Well, I thought I did,” admitted Rusty reluc--
tantly. “Only I couldn’t have. It must have been a:
trick or something. Tiphia must have done it.”

“He didn’t either,” objected Susan indignantly. “It'
was a voice, and it answered me. It was polite, too.
It invited us to come again.”
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“It’s just imagination, Sue,” insisted Rusty. “You
wanted to have the echo answer you, so you imag-
ined it did. There isn’t a man on the moon. He
couldn’t possibly live there. There’s nothing for him
to eat. Nothing for him to breathe. It's over two
hundred degrees when the sun shines, and way be-
low zero when the sun goes down. You have to be
'sensible about it.”

“But I heard him,” repeated Susan. “You heard
| him too.”

| “We couldn’t have,” said Rusty. “There was a
Itrick to it somewhere. Because we couldn’t have
'heard anything. The moon’s like a vacuum, like outer
ispace. There isn’t any sound in a vacuum.”

“Then how can I hear you talk, and how can you

. “Maybe we're talking the way Tiphia is,” said
Rusty slowly. “I tell you what. You say something,
‘only don’t really say it out loud. Just move your
imouth and think it. Let’s see if I know what you're
\saying.” ,

| At that moment they were once more plunged
into darkness. The moon was now so far behind
that light did not reflect through the window.
lInstead, hundreds of glowing, untwinkling stars
Iseemed to push against the glass.
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“Nuts,” said Rusty in disgust. “Now I'll have to
find the flashlight again.

“Here it is,” said Susan in a surprised voice. She
pressed the button and a circle of light pierced the
blackness.

“Give it here,” ordered Rusty. “Where did you
get it? The shelf’s clear across the cabin, and I
know I left it there.”

“I dont know.” Susan sounded even more puz-
zled than before. “Something cold came up against!
my hand, and it was the flashlight. I don’t know!
how it got there.”

Instead of giving it to Rusty, she turned the hght'
around the cabin. It was as though they were in
an entirely strange room, a room which could hap-
pen only in a dream. In the first place, it had grown
larger. In the beginning, Susan and Rusty had al-
most filled the floor space when they sat side by
side. It was a little surprising that anyone as larges
as Tiphia could fit in without crowding. Now there:
was plenty of room for all of them, with some to¢
spare. Not only had the walls spread apart, but the:
ceiling had been raised so they could move about'
in an upright position. In the space between four
walls, floor, and ceiling, everything seemed to be
floating. The milk bottle, the honey jar, the crackers .
and oranges, Rusty’s books and maps, all were off|
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their proper places on the shelves and were now
suspended in space. Cookie, too, was bobbing about
several feet off the floor and apparently very un-
concerned about the matter, since she was scratch-
ing for fleas just as busily as ever.

Susan turned the flashlight's beam on Rusty.
While he was still in the sitting position he had
taken as they left the moon, his whole body was
now raised six inches from the floor. She turned it

| down to look at herself and saw that she, too, was

comfortably suspended in space.

“How about that?” cried Rusty in delight. “I read
about this happening, but I could hardly believe
it. It’s because there’s no gravity. Hey, this is swell,
isn’t it? It's more comfortable than sitting on a
cushion.”

“I don’t know,” said Susan doubtfully, pushing
the box of crackers away from her. “Things keep

| bobbing around and hitting me. Tiphia, where are
| you?”

The green lizard paid no attention to her ques-
tion. In the darkness they could sense his thoughts

| whirling round and round without making any sense
| that they could understand. Susan turned the beam

of the flashlight round until she found him, and to
their surprise they saw that Tiphia was curled up
in a quivering ball next to the ceiling. The glisten-
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ing scales moved up and down rapidly, as though
the creature were racked with sobs.

“Tiphial” cried Rusty in alarm. “Tiphia, what’s
the matter?”

“What will I do?” Tiphia’s thoughts slowed down
so they could at last understand what he was think-
ing. “Gwump will be wild. He will never trust me
again. It will be the end of my career.”

“Why will Gwump be angry?” asked Susan gently.
“If it's because youre bringing us with you, you
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don’t have to at all. Rusty saw the moon, and now

I'm sure he'll let you have your flying saucer back

again. Why don’t you take us back to Earth? Then
you can go on, wherever it is youre going.”

“But I can’t. That's just it. I've forgotten where

I'm going.”

“To some place called Eopee,” Rusty reminded
~ him. :
“But where is it?” implored Tiphia. “Tell me
where it is. I've forgotten. It's gone from my mind.
And how can I go there if I don’t remember?”

“Rusty can help you,” said Susan quickly. “He’s
got a lot of books on astronomy at home. You just
take us there and he’ll look it up for you.”

“Would you?” They felt Tiphia’s spirits brighten.

! 71

R




“I don’t think anything like that is in any of my ‘

books,” admitted Rusty. “At least, I don’t remem-
ber reading the name. Is it a planet?”

“No,” decided Tiphia after a long interval of ‘
thought. “I don’t think so. Eopee is a satellite of a
planet. It’s a moon.”

“Try to think,” urged Rusty. “Think of the planets
first, then maybe you can remember which one is

yours. There’s Mercury—it doesn’t have any moon,
though. Neither does Venus. Then the Earth, and
Mars—that has two. And Jupiter has twelve and
Saturn nine. Uranus has two, Neptune four, and
we don’t know whether or not Pluto has any moons.
It’s too far away.”

“The names don’t sound right at all,” admitted
Tiphia weakly. “And I can’t remember. Oh, Gwump
will be wild. Hell be simply furious, and everyone
will look down on me. I'll lose all my friends, be-
cause no one will have anything to do with some-
one who forgets.”

He was so miserable and unhappy that Susan
felt sorry for him. After all, she knew how it felt
to lose one’s friends, to be left out of things.

“We've got to help him,” she told Rusty.

“T'd like to,” he admitted, “but I dont know how
I can help if I never heard of Eopee. If it’s a satel-
lite of some planet, it hasnt been discovered yet.

72




Or else the name is different in our books. That’s
probably what it is.”

“Would you know it if you saw it?” Susan asked
Tiphia, and when he nodded, she decided briskly,
“Then there’s just one thing for you to do. You'll
have to go back to the planets—all of them—and
look around in their skies.”

“That’s what I already decided to do,” agreed
Tiphia. “Of course it will take a little time. I'll be
later than ever getting back, but it can’t be helped.”

Now that someone had approved of his course
of action, he brightened up considerably. He smiled
at them genially, and through both their heads be-
| gan to ring the words of a song. Of course, since
it was carried on in Tiphia’s mind, there was no
actual melody, but there was a lilt to the words
which made them sure it was the Eopeean equiva-
lent of music.

Oh see the pretty rainbow

That dances in the air.

We wish it were a rainbow,
Although it can’t be there.

The sun is warm,

The grass is pink,

The sky is red and gold,

And Gwump, our mighty ruler,




Five hundred decades old.
Happy Birthday, Gwump!

“Is that a song for a special occasion, Tiphia?”
asked Susan politely when the green lizard had fin-
ished.

“Yes indeed,” agreed Tiphia. “It was an ode to
Gwump on his last birthday. Our poet laureate
wrote it especially for the occasion. Inspired, don’t
you think?” |

“It didn’t make much sense to me,” said Rusty.
“Songs ought to have some sense to them.” |

“It has a lot of sense,” insisted Tiphia angrily.
“It’s a very realistic song. Very descriptive.”

“Whoever heard of pink grass? Or somebody who
lived to be five hundred decades old?”

“That’s Gwump’s age.” Tiphia was distinctly
huffy. “How would he know all he knows other-
wise?”

“And I suppose your grass is really pink?”

“Certainly. And we don’t have rainbows, either.

We only wish we had. In fact, it’'s the only thing
~ we ever wish for that we don’t get. I can’t under-
stand what goes wrong. But if we keep wishing, |
it will happen. It’s sure to.”

“I don’t believe it,” scoffed Rusty.

“You've hurt his feelings,” reproached Susan, for
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Tiphia, looking decidedly offended, turned around
- in midair and began paddling toward the window.
A moment later, however, he seemed to have for-
gotten, for he looked over his shoulder at them jo-
vially. “Come on down on the floor, you two, and
- look out the window. Just give yourselves a push
- with your hands, then grab onto something. It's
. the only way to get about in space.”

. “The side by the window isn't the floor,” ob-
. jected Rusty, trying to follow Tiphia’s suggestions
- for moving around, and finding it wasn't easy to

do. “That’s the wall.”

~ “They're all walls and all floors and all ceilings
| in outer space,” Tiphia informed him. “One never
. knows which side is going to be up. Don’t quibble
- about things. I thought you'd like to see the first
. planet from the sun. We'll be there any moment
. now.”

“Mercury!” exclaimed Rusty in excitement. “Are
we going there?”

“We'll have to try them all,” admitted Tiphia.
| “Once I'm on the planet, I can decide whether one
- of its satellites is Eopee. We've agreed that there is
no other way to do it.”

“You could have skipped Mercury,” said Rusty,
“because it doesn’t have any satellites. Neither does
Venus. So that only leaves seven.”
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“Eight,” corrected Tiphia.

“You're thinking of the Earth. And we've already
been on its moon. Not counting the Earth, there
are only six planets which have moons,” said Rusty
in a superior tone.

“Somehow that doesn’t seem right,” worried |
Tiphia. |
“Sure it’s right. I tell you, I've studied this stuff,

and you're wasting your time on Mercury.”

Tiphia looked as though he might cry, and Susan
wished that she knew a little more about astronomy
so she could argue with Rusty. Rusty was such a |
hard boy to convince once he made up his mind
about something.

“Maybe it has an undiscovered moon,” she said
quickly. “Astronomers don’t know everything yet.
I think Tiphia’s perfectly right to start with Mer- |
cury.”

“Thank you.” Tiphia smiled at her gratefully.
“Well be landing any second now. But first we
ought to all have a transforming drop. It's quite
warm on the first planet, and we wouldn’t want to
feel the heat.”

They all swallowed a pink, a blue, and a red pill.
Tiphia hesitated a moment before giving any to
Cookie, but in the end he finally did.

“I hope we'll be landing on the light side,” said
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Rusty eagerly. “Mercury never turns on its axis, so
one side is always dark.”

“Maybe the dark side would be better,” said
Susan, “if Tiphia wants to look for moons.”

“It won't matter in the least to me,” Tiphia assured
her. “But as it happens, we are landing on the side
next to the sun. Be sure to keep your goggles on
tight, and don’t even glance at the sun through them.
We're only thirty-six million miles away from it
here, so its rays are very powerful.”

Through the window they could see that they
were rapidly approaching their target. Like the
moon, Mercury was gray; but, unlike the moon,
this grayness sparkled brilliantly under the direct
glare of a sun which appeared to be three times
larger than it looked on Earth. There was no blue
sky encircling Mercury, no fleecy clouds, and no
wind to stir them. There was only that great, spar-
kling ball hanging in a midnight sky flecked with
stars and an oversized sun.

The space ship picked up speed as it neared the
planet. It landed with a swoosh which would have
been tooth-rattling on Earth. Here, it was just a
gentle pat, followed by a series of bounces.

“Good,” cried Susan in excitement. “We get to

bounce again. Come on, everybody.”
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“T'll go first,” announced Tiphia with dignity. “I
am the messenger, and this is my mission.”

“I can see why it didn’'t make any difference
which side we landed on,” called Susan over her
shoulder as she raised herself out of the hatch.
“The sky’s black, and you can see all the stars and
the sun, too, and it’s broad daylight. It looks funny.”

“Then get out of the way and let me look,” said




Rusty indignantly. “You're blocking the hatch. Here,
take Cookie. She wants to bounce some more too.”

Although Mercury was the same color as the
moon and even more buoyant, as they discovered
when their feet hit the ground, it didnt look the
same at all. There were no great mountain ranges,
only individual jagged peaks and crags, and the
earth was split and torn in great furrows and cracks.
Over everything seemed to hang a haze which
wasn't exactly smoke and not exactly steam, but
which reminded the children of both. They saw
no sign of living matter, no blade of grass, no tree
trunk, nothing but dried, cracked rocks and pow-
dery earth. Moreover, the sparkle which they had
glimpsed from the air was collected in multitudinous
pools, some microscopic, others several feet across.

“I dont think there’s a man on Mercury,” said
Susan decisively. “I'm not even going to call for
one.”

“It’s a good place to bounce, though,” grinned
Rusty, proving his statement by jumping up and
down. “Do you realize that anything that weighs a
hundred pounds on Earth only weighs twenty-seven
pounds here?”

“I don’t like it very much,” admitted Susan. “I
wish Tiphia would hurry.” She said this loudly,
hoping that the green lizard would overhear. But
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Tiphia was very busy at the moment scanning the
star-spattered sky overhead and made no comment.

“What's the matter with Cookie?” cried Rusty in
alarm.

Cookie had bent over one of the small pools as
though to drink, then had drawn back as quickly
as though someone had stuck her with a pin. Now
she was barking angrily.

“Maybe she’s found something,” said Susan.

“She’s a smart dog,” said Rusty. “Maybe she
thinks the water in these pools is poison and she’s
warning us not to drink it.”

“I hope not,” said Susan, bouncing over to see
for herself. “I don’t feel hot after that transforming
drop, but my mouth is sort of dry. A drink would
taste good.”

Rusty followed, and together they bent over the
pool. There was certainly something strange about
it. It was bubbling and boiling away furiously.

“Hot springs,” decided Susan instantly. “Mineral
water.”

Rusty shook his head.

“I don’t think it’s water,” he decided. “It’s too
thick. It looks like that silver stuff that comes in
thermometers. Only, of course, that doesn’t boil.”

Just then Cookie gave a surprised yelp. When
they looked at her, she was staring at the ground
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between her front feet. A small spot of thick, dark
silver was bubbling where it had not been a mo-
ment before.

“Where did that come from?” wondered Susan.

“Hurry!” cried Rusty, snatching Cookie up in his
arms. He had suddenly remembered something he
had read. “We've got to get out of here. Mercury’s
so hot that tin and lead will melt. That’s what just
happened to Cookie’s dog license.”

“It couldn’t have just dropped off her collar and
started to boil?” protested Susan, but she hurried
just the same, picking her bounces carefully to avoid
any of the large bubbling pools.

“Rusty!” she cried in new alarm. “My shoes are
smoking! I think theyre going to catch fire!”

“Get into the Terra Terror,” he ordered sternly,
tossing Cookie on top and motioning her to jump
inside. “Look how it’s blistered the wood. If any of
the nails should start melting, I don’t know what
we'd do.”

Tiphia came bounding over to them, shaking his
head sadly.

“The first planet has no satellite,” he told them.
“I looked and looked, but you were right. Eopee
isn't here, and we’ll have to go on to the second.”

“Get us out of here. Hurry,” yelled Rusty. “We're
about to burn up!”
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Tiphia shook his head disapprovingly as he in-
spected the blistered boards of the space ship. They
sensed him thinking about the inferiority of the
products of Earth and how much better things were
done on Eopee. He refused to hurry, however. The
children and Cookie crouched in the cabin, waiting,
while Tiphia got the second flying saucer and cai-
ried it outside again to the nose of the ship. They
heard the scraping of metal on metal, then delib-
erately Tiphia joined them and curled up in one
corner.

“We are going to the second planet from the sun,”
he announced.
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“I don't care where we go,” said Rusty quickly, _N
“so long as it’s out of here. Only you're wasting
your time on the second planet. That’s Venus, and
it hasn’t any moon, either.”

“Earth people don’t know everything,” insisted
Tiphia huffily. “I shall try the second planet, no
matter what you say. Eopee may be there.”




6

“It’s getting light outside,” announced Rusty. “We
must be getting into some atmosphere again. The
sky’s turning gray, and I can see clouds ahead. Lots
of them.”

Susan paddled her way across the cabin and
looked out. The trip from Mercury had seemed long
only because it had been made in darkness. Actually
it was only a few minutes. They had decided it was
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best to save the batteries in the flashlight for an ]

emergency, and it was a comforting relief to see that
the blackness of the sky about them was lessening.
The stars were putting out their lights one by one.
Soon the gray would change to blue. Susan knew it
would happen and held her breath, waiting.

She was so busy waiting for the blue to come back
in the sky that at first she did not notice when Cookie
began to pant. But Rusty heard, and directed the
beam of the flashlight on the little dog.

“That’s funny,” he said in a puzzled voice. “I
thought the clothespin must have come off her nose.
But it hasn't.”

Then Rusty, too, began breathing hard. Like
Cookie, he opened his mouth as though gasping for
air. Susan looked at them in amazement. She let
out the breath she had been involuntarily holding
as she waited for blue sky, and found that she was
struggling for another. Her eardrums began to
pound, and she was afraid her heart would burst.

“Tiphia!” she gasped. “Tiphia! Quick!”

At first Tiphia ignored her. He was still sulking
because Rusty had insisted there was no need to
visit Venus. It had grown light enough now to see
inside the space ship, and Susan reached over and
yanked frantically at his coiled tail. Tiphia switched
it angrily, but he did glance briefly in her direction.
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The next moment he had uncoiled himself and was
fumbling in the drawstring bag.

“Quickly. Quickly.” His message reached Susan
as though from a long way off. “Swallow another
transforming drop. A pink one. You're beginning to
breath again, and you mustn’t. This is carbon di-
oxide. It will kill you.”

She obediently gulped down one of the pink
candies, and her discomfort stopped abruptly.
Tiphia handed another of the pink drops to Rusty
and a third one to Cookie.

“By flying Pegasus!” observed Tiphia disapprov-
ingly. “You Earth people use up the transforming
drops at a great rate. It’s lucky I have a good supply
on hand.”

“Maybe we should have another blue and red one.
too, Tiphia,” suggested Rusty meekly. “T don't know
what your Gwump put in them, but they sure work.”

Tiphia’s annoyance vanished.

“Gwump is the greatest ruler of all the galaxies.
He is never wrong, and he can do anything,” he
gloated. “But you won’t need a blue or a red one
right now. There’s plenty of air on the second planet,
although not the kind Earth people can breathe,
and the temperature is the same as in some parts
of your own planet.”
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“Are we coming in?” demanded Rusty in excite-
ment. “T want to see Venus.”

“I don’t think you're going to be able to see any-
thing at all,” said Susan doubtfully. “Not unless we
fly out of this swarm of birds and bugs.”

There had been time for Susan only to glimpse
the blue sky she had been searching for before they
were enveloped in a great cloud of flying creatures.
At first they reminded her of tropical fish with gauzy
wings, for they were every color in the rainbow, and |
each one glowed and sparkled with an iridescent
sheen. But unlike tropical fish, they seemed to come
in every shape and size. Some were large as eagles, |
others as small as gnats. There were round fat ones,
long thin ones, some shaped like corkscrews, others
which were almost square and boxlike. They soared
and darted this way and that, and each one had an
open, gaping mouth. If a small one came close
enough, one of the larger creatures promptly swal-
lowed it, then, without missing a wingbeat, con-
tinued on, its mouth once again open and waiting.

“We'll move right through them,” Tiphia reas-
sured her. “They’re made of gasses, you know, so
they’re very light, no matter how bulky they look.” &

“What kind of gas?” demanded Rusty. “And how |
can they be made of it?” |

“Carbon dioxide mostly,” Tiphia informed him.
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“There’s not much else here to use. And why
shouldn’t they be made of it? On Earth, you people
are made of the things your planet provides, aren’t
you? It’s the same elsewhere.”

“Are they alive?” asked Rusty doubtfully.

“They think they are. Just as you think you are.
It’s all a matter of viewpoint.”

The Terra Terror seemed to leap sideways in the
air, and the flying creatures scattered before it.

“Only an air current,” Tiphia reassured them.
“We're nearing ground. You can put your spectacles

. in your pockets if you like. You won’t need them

here, and the wind may blow them off if you don’t.”

Obediently they took off their dark glasses, and
Rusty removed Cookie’s for her. They were so ac-
customed to seeing Tiphia in goggles that he looked
strange without them, especially now since they no-
ticed that, unlike lizards on Earth, he had eyelids
edged with a fringe of sweeping lashes. He was
pleased when Susan complimented him on their
length, but informed her that long eyelashes were
the usual thing on Eopee. Gwump had arranged for
his subjects to have them as a protection against sun-
spots.

There was no bouncing as the space ship landed
on Venus. It descended with a resounding plop and
stayed there.

89




7

/ -,,/ B

ZI AR LK

— ?._.__ - / Y ;
7 »,W/Z«//ﬁ

.@. van//ﬂ/ ,._/,

|
(A
b

N
N

N

;
0%

d




v

77 M Rl

720 A \‘ﬁl
(€




“T'd better go first,” decided Tiphia, “and have a
look around. Perhaps it will be necessary to assume
a disguise for this country, as it was on Earth.”

“What do you mean, disguise?” demanded Rusty,
grabbing Tiphia’s tail and holding him back long
enough to answer.

“Rule 26 in Gwump’s ‘Handbook for Use by All
Messengers, ” recalled Tiphia, as though reciting
the printed words. “Upon alighting on an alien
planet or satellite, all messengers will first secrete
themselves long enough to observe the inhabitants
thereof. Before proceeding on the appointed mis-
sion, each messenger will disguise himself in such a
way that he will not call immediate attention to his
person on that planet or satellite.”

“What does he mean?” asked Susan.

“Why, don’t you see?” explained Rusty. “That’s
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