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Chapter 1

Our ship, the space-flyer, Planetara, whose home port was Greater New
York, carried mail and passenger traffic to and from both Venus and
Mars. Of astronomical necessity,our flights were irregular. The spring of
2070,with both planets closeto the Earth, we were making two complete
round trips. We had just arrived in Greater New York, one May evening,
from Grebhar, Venus Free State. With only five hours in port here, we
were departing the same night at the zero hour for Ferrok-Shahn, capital
of the Martian Union.

We were no sooner at the landing stagethan | found a code flash sum-
moning Dan Dean and me to Divisional Detective Headquarters. Dan
"Snap" Dean was one of my closestfriends. He was electron-radio oper-
ator of the Planetara. A small, wiry, red-headed chap, with a quick,
ready laugh and the kind of wit that made everyone like him.

The summons to Detective-Colonel Halsey's office surprised us. Dean
eyed me.

"You haven't been opening any treasure vaults, have you, Gregg?"

"He wants you, also," | retorted.

He laughed. "Well, he canroar at me like a traffic switch-man and my
private life will remain my own."

We could not think why we should be wanted. It was the darkness of
mid-evening when we left the Planetara for Halsey's office. It was not a
long trip. We went on the upper monorail, descending into the subter-
ranean city at Park Circle 30.

We had never beento Halsey's office before. Now we found it to be a
gloomy, vaultlike place in one of the deepest corridors. The door lifted.

"Gregg Haljan and Daniel Dean."

The guard stood aside. "Come in."

| own that my heart was unduly thumping as we entered. The door
dropped behind us. It was a small blue-lit apartmentNa steel-lined room
like a vault.




Colonel Halsey sat at his desk. And the big, heavy-set, florid Captain
CarterNour commander on the PlanetaraNwas here. That surprised us:
we had not seen him leave the ship.

Halsey smiled at us gravely. Captain Carter spoke with an ominous
calmness: "Sit down, lads."

We took the seats.There was an alarming solemnity about this. If | had
been guilty of anything that | could think of, it would have been fright-
ening. But Halsey's words reassured me.

“It's about the Grantline Moon Expedition. In spite of our secrecy,the
news has gotten out. We want to know how. Can you tell us?"

Captain Carter's huge bulkNhe was about as tall as | amNtowered
over us as we sat before Halsey's desk. "If you lads have told any-
oneNsaid anythingNlet slip the slightest hint about itE ."

Snapsmiled with relief; but he turned solemn at once."l haven't. Not a
word!"

“Nor have I'" | declared.

The Grantline Moon Expedition! We had not thought of that asa reas-
on for this summons. Johnny Grantline was a close friend of ours. He
had organized an exploring expedition to the Moon. Uninhabited, with
its bleak, forbidding, airless, waterless surface, the MoonNeven though
so closeto the EarthNwas seldom visited. No regular ship ever stopped
there. A few exploring parties of recent years had come to grief.

But there was a persistent rumor that upon the Moon, mineral riches
of fabulous wealth were awaiting discovery. The thing had already
caused some interplanetary complications. The aggressive Martians
would be only too glad to explore the Moon. But the United Statesof the
World, which came into being in 2067, definitely warned them away.
The Moon was Earth territory, we announced, and we would protect it
as such.

There was, nevertheless, a realization by our government, that
whatever riches might be upon the Moon should be seized at once and
held by some reputable Earth Company. And when John Grantline ap-
plied, with his father's wealth and his own scientific record of attain-
ment, the government was glad to grant him its writ.

The Grantline Expedition had started six months ago. The Martian
government had acquiescedto our ultimatum, yet brigands have been
known to be financed under cover of a government disavowal. And so
our expedition was kept secret.

My words need give no offence to any Martian who comesupon them.
| refer to the history of our Earth only. The Grantline Expedition was on



the Moon now. No word had come from it. One could not flash helios
even in code without letting all the universe know that explorers were
on the Moon. And why they were there, anyone could easily guess.

And now Colonel Halsey was telling us that the news was abroad!
Captain Carter eyed us closely; his flashing eyesunder the white bushy
brows would pry a secret from anyone.

"You're sure? A girl of Venus, perhaps, with her cursed, seductive
lure! A chance word, with you lads befuddled by alcolite?"

We assured him that we had been careful. By the heavens,| know that
| had been. Not a whisper, even to Snap, of the name Grantline in six
months or more.

Captain Carter added abruptly, "We're insulated here, Halsey?"

"Yes. Talk as freely asyou like. An eavesdropping ray will never get
through to us."

They questioned us. They were satisfied at last that, though the secret
had escaped,we had not given it away. Hearing it discussed, it occurred
to me to wonder why Carter was concerned. | was not aware that he
knew of Grantline's venture. | learned now the reasonwhy the Planetara,
upon each of her last voyages, had managed to pass fairly close to the
Moon. It had beenarranged with Grantline that if he wanted help or had
any important message,he was to flash it locally to our passing ship.
And this Snap knew, and had never mentioned it, even to me.

Halsey was saying, "Well, apparently we can't blame you: but the
secret is out."

Snap and | regarded each other. What could anyone do? What would
anyone dare do?

Captain Carter said abruptly, "Look here, lads, this is my chance now
to talk plainly to you. Outside, anywhere outside these walls, an eaves-
dropping ray may be upon us. You know that? One may never even dare
to whisper since that accursed ray was developed."

Snap opened his mouth to speak but decided against it. My heart was
pounding.

Captain Carter went on: "l know | cantrust you two more than anyone
under me on the Planetara.”

"What do you mean by that?" | demanded. "WhatN"

He interrupted me. "Just what | said."

Halsey smiled grimly. "What he means, Haljan, is that things are not
always what they seemthese days. One cannot always tell a friend from
an enemy. The Planetara is a public vessel. You haveNhow many is it,
Carter?Nthirty or forty passengers this trip tonight?"



"Thirty-eight," said Carter.

“There are thirty-eight people listed for the flight to Ferrok-Shahn to-
night," Halsey said slowly. "And some may not be what they seem."He
raised his thin dark hand. "We have informationE ." He paused. "l con-
fess, we know almost nothingNhardly more than enough to alarm us."

Captain Carter interjected, "I want you and Dean to be on your guard.
Once on the Planetarait is difficult for us to talk openly, but be watchful.
| will arrange for us to be doubly armed."

Vague, perturbing words! Halsey said, "They tell me George Prince is
listed for the voyage. | am suggesting, Haljan, that you keep your eye es-
pecially on him. Your duties on the Planetara leave you comparatively
free, don't they?"

"Yes," | agreed. With the first and second officers on duty, and the
Captain aboard, my routine was more or less that of an understudy.

| said, "George Prince? Who is he?"

"A mechanical engineer," said Halsey. "An underofficial of the Earth
Federated Catalyst Corporation. But he associateswith bad compan-
ionsNparticularly Martians."

| had never heard of this George Prince, though | was familiar with the
Federated Catalyst Corporation, of course. A semigovernment trust,
which controlled virtually the entire Earth supply of radiactum, the cata-
lyst mineral which was revolutionizing industry.

"He was in the Automotive Department,” Carter put in. "You've heard
of the Federated Radiactum Motor?"

We had, of course. It was a recent Earth discovery and invention. An
engine of a new type, using radiactum as its fuel.

Snap demanded, "What in the stars has this got to do with Johnny
Grantline?"

"Much," said Halsey quietly, "or perhaps nothing. But George Prince
some years ago mixed in rather unethical transactions. We had him in
custody once. He is known as unusually friendly with several Martians
in Greater New York of bad reputation.”

"Well?"

"What you don't know," Halsey said, "is that Grantline expectsto find
radiactum on the Moon."

We gasped.

"Exactly,” said Halsey. "The ill-fated Ballon Expedition thought they
had found it on the Moon, shortly after its merit was discovered. A new
type of oreNa lode of it is there somewhere, without doubt."



He added vehemently, "Do you understand now why we should be
suspicious of this George Prince? He has a criminal record. He has a
thorough technical knowledge of radium ores. He associateswith Mar-
tians of bad reputation. A large Martian company has recently de-
veloped a radiactum engine to compete with our Earth motor. There is
very little radiactum available on Mars, and our government will not al-
low our own supply to be exported. What do you suppose that company
on Mars would pay for a few tons of richly radioactive radiactum such
as Grantline may have found on the Moon?"

"But," | objected, "That is a reputable Martian company. It's backed by
the government of the Martian Union. The government of Mars would
not dareN"

"Of course not!" Captain Carter exclaimed sardonically. "Not openly!
But if Martian Brigands had a supply of radiactum | don't imagine where
it camefrom would make much difference. The Martian company would
buy it, and you know that as well as | do!"

Halsey added, "And George Prince, my agents inform me, seemsto
know that Grantline is on the Moon. Put it all together, lads. Little sparks
show the hidden current.

"More than that: George Prince knows that we have arranged to have
the Planetara stop at the Moon and bring back Grantline's oreE . This is
your last voyage this year. You'll hear from Grantline this time, we're
convinced. He'll probably give you the signal as you passthe Moon on
your way out. Coming back, you'll stop at the Moon and transport
whatever radiactum ore Grantline has ready. The Grantline Flyer is too
small for ore transportation."

Halsey's voice turned grimly sarcastic."Doesn't it seemqueer that Ge-
orge Prince and a few of his Martian friends happen to be listed as pas-
sengers for this voyage?"

In the silence that followed, Snap and | regarded each other. Halsey
added abruptly:

"We had George Prince typed that time we arrested him four years
ago. I'll show him to you."

He snapped open an alcove, and said to his waiting attendant "Flash
on the type of George Prince."

Almost at once, the image glowed on the grids before us. He stood
smiling sourly before us as he repeated the official formula:

"My name is George Prince. | was born in Greater New York twenty-
five years ago."



| gazed at this televised image of George Prince. He stood somber in
the black detention uniform, silhouetted sharply against the regulation
backdrop of vivid scarlet. A dark, almost femininely handsome fellow,
well below medium heightNthe rod checking him showed five foot four
inches. Slim and slight. Long, wavy black hair, falling about his ears. A
pale, clean-cut, really handsome face, almost beardless. | regarded it
closely. A face that would have been beautiful without its masculine
touch of heavy black brows and firmly setjaw. His voice ashe spoke was
low and soft; but at the end, with the concluding words, "I am innocent!"
it flashed into strong masculinity. His eyes, shaded with long girlish
black lashes,by chancemet mine. "I am innocent." His curving sensuous
lips drew down into a grim sneerE .

Halsey snapped a button. He turned back to Snap and me as his at-
tendant drew the curtain, hiding the black grid.

"Well, there he is. We have nothing tangible against him now. But I'll
say this: he'sa clever fellow, one to be afraid of. | would not blare it from
the newscasters'stadium, but if he is hatching any plot, he has beentoo
clever for my agents!"

We talked for another half-hour, and then Captain Carter dismissed
us. We left Halsey's office with Carter's final words ringing in our ears.
"Whatever comes, lads, remember | trust youE ."

Snap and | decided to walk part of the way back to the ship. It was
barely more than a mile through this subterranean corridor to where we
could get the vertical lift direct to the landing stage.

We started off on the lower level. Once outside the insulation of
Halsey's office we did not dare talk of this thing. Not only electrical ears,
but every possible eavesdropping device might be upon us. The corridor
was two hundred feet or more below the ground level. At this hour of
the night the business section was comparatively deserted. The stores
and office arcades were all closed.

Our footfall echoed on the metal grids as we hurried along. | felt de-
pressed and oppressed. As though prying eyes were upon me. We
walked for atime in silence, each of us busy with memory of what had
transpired at Halsey's office.

Suddenly Snap gripped me. "What's that?"

"Where?" | whispered.

We stopped at a corner. An entryway was here. Snap pulled me into it.
| could feel him quivering with excitement.

"What is it?" | demanded in a whisper.



"We're being followed. Did you hear anything?"

“No!" Yet | thought now that | could hear something. Vague footfalls.
A rustling. And a microscopic whine, asthough some device were with-
in range of us.

Snap was fumbling in his pocket. "Wait! I've got a pair of low-scale
detectors."

He put the little grids against his ears.| could hear the sharp intake of
his breath. Then he seized me, pulled me down to the metal floor of the
entryway.

"Back, Gregg! Get back!" | could barely hear his whisper. We crouched
as far back into the doorway aswe could get. | was armed. My official
permit for the carrying of the pencil heat ray allowed me always to have
it with me. | drew it now. But there was nothing to shoot at. | felt Snap
clamping the grids on my ears.And now | heard something! An intensi-
fication of the vague footsteps | had thought | heard before.

There was something following us! Something out in the corridor
there now! The corridor was dim, but plainly visible, and as far as |
could seeit was empty. But there was something there. Something invis-
ible! |1 could hear it moving. Creeping toward us. | pulled the grids off
my ears.

Snap murmured, "You've got a local phone?"

"Yes. I'll get them to give us the street glare!"

| pressed the danger signal, giving our location to the operator. In a
second we got the light. The streetin all this neighborhood burst into a
brilliant actinic glare. The thing menacing us was revealed! A figure in a
black cloak, crouching thirty feet away across the corridor.

Snap was unarmed but he flung his hands out menacingly. The figure,
which may perhaps not have been aware of our city safeguard, was
taken wholly by surprise. A human figure, sevenfeettall at the least,and
therefore, | judged, a Martian man. The black cloak covered his head. He
took a step toward us, hesitated, and then turned in confusion.

Snap's shrill voice was bringing help. The whine of a street guard's
alarm whistle nearby sounded. The figure was making off! My pencil ray
was in my hand and | pressed its switch. The tiny heat ray stabbed
through the air, but | missed. The figure stumbled but did not fall. | saw
a bare gray arm come from the cloak, flung up to maintain its balance.
Or perhaps my pencil ray had searedhis arm. The gray-skinned arm of a
Martian.

Snap was shouting, "Give him another!" But the figure passedbeyond
the actinic glare and vanished.



We were detained in the turmoil of the corridor for ten minutes or
more with official explanations. Then a messagefrom Halsey released
us. The Martian who had been following us in his invisible cloak was

never caught.
We escaped from the crowd at last and made our way back to the

Planetara, where the passengerswere already assembling for the out-
ward Martian voyage.
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Chapter 2

| stood on the turret balcony of the Planetara with Captain Carter and
Dr. Frank, the ship surgeon, watching the arriving passengers.It was
close to the zero hour; the level of the stagewas a turmoil of confusion.
The escalators,with the last of the freight aboard, were folded back. But
the stagewas jammed with incoming passengerluggage, the interplanet-
ary customs and tax officials with their x-ray and zed-ray paraphernalia
and the passengers themselves, lined up for the export inspection.

At this height, the city lights lay spread in a glare of blue and yellow
beneath us. The individual local planes came dropping like birds to our
stage. Thirty-eight passengersto Mars for this voyage, but that accursed
desire of every friend and relative to speed the departing voyager
brought a hundred or more extra people to crowd our girders and add to
everybody's troubles.

Carter was too absorbed in his duties to stay with us long. But here in
the turret Dr. Frank and | found ourselves at the moment with nothing
much to do but watch.

Dr. Frank was a thin, dark, rather smallish man of fifty, trim in his blue
and white uniform. | knew him well: we had made several flights togeth-
er. An AmericanNI fancy of Jewish ancestry. A likable man, and a skill-
ful doctor and surgeon. He and | had always been good friends.

"Crowded," he said. "Johnson says thirty-eight. | hope they're experi-
enced travelers. This pressure sicknessis a rotten nuisanceNkeeps me
dashing around all night assuring frightened women they're not going to
die. Last voyage, coming out of the Venus atmosphereN"

He plunged into a lugubrious account of his troubles with space sick
voyagers. But | was in no mood to listen to him. My gaze was down on
the spider incline, up which, over the bend of the ship's sleek, silvery
body, the passengersand their friends were coming in little groups. The
upper deck was already jammed with them.

The Planetara, asflyers go, was not a large vessel.Cylindrical of body,
forty feet maximum beam, and two hundred and seventy-five feet in
length. The passenger superstructureNno more than a hundred feet
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longNwas set amidships. A narrow deck, metallically enclosed, and
with large bull's-eye windows, encircled the superstructure. Some of the
cabins opened directly onto the deck. Others had doors to the interior
corridors. There were half a dozen small but luxurious public rooms.

The rest of the vesselwas given to freight storage and the mechanism
and control compartments. Forward of the passengerstructure the deck
level continued under the cylindrical dome roof to the bow. The forward
watch tower observatory was here, officers' cabins, Captain Carter's nav-
igating rooms and Dr. Frank's office. Similarly, under the stern dome,
was the stern watch tower and a series of power compartments.

Above the superstructure a confusion of spider bridges, ladders and
balconies were laced like a metal network. The turret in which Dr. Frank
and | now stood was perched here. Fifty feet away, like a bird's nest,
Snap's instrument room stood clinging to the metal bridge. The dome
roof, with the glassite windows rolled back now, rose in a mound peak
to cover the highest middle portion of the vessel.

Below, in the main hull, blue lit metal corridors ran the entire length of
the ship. Freight storage compartments; gravity control rooms; the air re-
newal system; heater and ventilators and pressure mechanismsNall
were located there. And the kitchens, stewards' compartments, and the
living quarters of the crew. We carried a crew of sixteen, this voyage, ex-
clusive of the navigating officers, the purser, Snap Dean, and Dr. Frank.

The passengerscoming aboard seemed a fair representation of what
we usually had for the outward voyage to Ferrok-Shahn. Most were
Earth peopleNand returning Martians. Dr. Frank pointed out one. A
huge Martian in a grey cloak. A seven foot fellow.

"His name is Set Miko," Dr. Frank remarked. "Ever heard of him?"

"No," | said. "Should 1?"

"WellN" The doctor suddenly checked himself, as though he were
sorry he had spoken.

"I never heard of him," | repeated slowly.

An awkward silence fell between us.

There were a few Venus passengers.l saw one of them presently com-
ing up the incline, and recognized her. A girl traveling alone. We had
brought her from Grebhar, last voyage but one. | remembered her. An al-
luring sort of girl, as most of them are. Her name was Venza. She spoke
English well. A singer and dancer who had been imported to Greater
New York to fill some theatrical engagement. She'd made quite a hit on
the Great White Way.
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Shecame up the incline with the carrier ahead of her. Gazing up, she
saw Dr. Frank and me at the turret window, smiled and waved her white
arm in greeting.

Dr. Frank laughed. "By the gods of the airways, there's Alta Venza!
You saw that look, Gregg? That was for me, not you."

"Reasonableenough," | retorted. "But | doubt itNthe Venza is nothing
if not impatrtial.”

| wondered what could be taking Venza now to Mars. | was glad to see
her. She was diverting. Educated. Well traveled. Spoke English with a
colloquial, theatrical manner more characteristic of Greater New York
than of Venus. And for all her light banter, | would rather put my trust
in her than any Venus girl | had ever met.

The hum of the departing siren was sounding. Friends and relatives of
the passengerswere crowding the exit incline. The deck was clearing. |
had not seenGeorge Prince come aboard. And then | thought | saw him
down on the landing stage,just arrived from a private tube car. A small,
slight figure. The customs men were around him. | could only see his
head and shoulders. Pale, girlishly handsome face;long, black hair to the
base of his neck. He was bare-headed, with the hood of his traveling
cloak pushed back.

| stared, and | saw that Dr. Frank was also gazing down. But neither of
us spoke.

Then | said upon impulse, "Suppose we go down to the deck, Doctor?"

He acquiesced. We descended to the lower room of the turret and
clambered down the spider ladder to the upper deck level. The head of
the arriving incline was near us. Preceded by two carriers who were
littered with hand luggage, George Prince was coming up the incline. He
was closer now. | recognized him from the type we had seenin Halsey's
office.

And then, with a shock, | saw it was not so. This was a girl coming
aboard. An arc light over the incline showed her clearly when she was
half way up. A girl with her hood pushed back; her face framed in thick
black hair. | saw now it was not a man's cut of hair; but long braids
coiled up under the dangling hood.

Dr. Frank must have remarked my amazed expression. "Little beauty,
isn't she?"

"Who is she?"

We were standing back against the wall of the superstructure. A pas-
senger was near usNthe Martian whom Dr. Frank had called Miko. He
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was loitering here, quite evidently watching this girl come aboard. But as
| glanced at him, he looked away and casually sauntered off.

The girl came up and reachedthe deck. "l am in A22," shetold the car-
rier. "My brother came aboard a couple of hours ago."

Dr. Frank answered my whisper. "That's Anita Prince."

She was passing quite close to us on the deck, following the carrier,
when she stumbled and very nearly fell. | was nearestto her. | leaped
forward and caught her as she nearly went down.

With my arm about her, | raised her up and set her upon her feet
again. Shehad twisted her ankle. She balanced herself upon it. The pain
of it eased up in a moment.

"I'm all rightNthank you!"

In the dimness of the blue lit deck | met her eyes.| was holding her
with my encircling arm. She was small and soft against me. Her face,
framed in the thick, black hair, smiled up at me. Small, oval
faceNbeautifulNyet firm of chin, and stamped with the mark of its own
individuality. No empty-headed beauty, this.

"I'm all right, thank you very muchN"

| becameconsciousthat | had not releasedher. | felt her hands pushing
at me. And then it seemedthat for an instant she yielded and was cling-
ing. And | met her startled upflung gaze. Eyeslike a purple night with
the sheen of misty starlight in them.

| heard myself murmuring, "l beg your pardon. Yes, of course!" | re-
leased her.

She thanked me again and followed the carriers along the deck. She
was limping slightly.

An instant she had clung to me. A brief flash of something, from her
eyesto mineNfrom mine back to hers. The poets write that love can be
born of such a glance. The first meeting, acrossall the barriers of which
love springs unsought, unbiddenNdefiant, sometimes. And the
troubadours of old would sing: "A fleeting glance; a touch; two wildly
beating heartsNand love was born."

| think, with Anita and me, it must have been like that.

| stood, gazing after her, unconscious of Dr. Frank, who was watching
me with his quizzical smile. And presently, no more than a quarter bey-
ond the zero hour, the Planetara got away. With the dome windows
battened tightly, we lifted from the landing stage and soared over the
glowing city. The phosphorescence of the electronic tubes was like a
comet's tail behind us as we slid upward.
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Chapter

At six a.m., Earth Easterntime, which we were still carrying, Snap Dean
and | were alone in his instrument room, perched in the network over
the Planetara's deck. The bulge of the dome enclosed us; it rounded like
a great observatory window some twenty feet above the ceiling of this
little metal cubbyhole.

The Planetara was still in Earth's shadow. The firmamentNblack, in-
terstellar spacewith its blazing white, red and yellow starsNlay spread
around us. The Moon, with nearly all its disc illumined, hung, a great sil-
ver ball, over our bow quarter. Behind it, to one side, Mars floated like
the red tip of a smoldering cigar in the blackness. The Earth, behind our
stern, was dimly, redly visibleNa giant sphere, etched with the configur-
ations of its oceansand continents. Upon one limb a touch of sunlight
hung on the mountain tops with a crescent red-yellow sheen.

And then we plunged from the cone shadow. The Sun with the leap-
ing corona, burst through the blacknessbehind us. The Earth lighted into
a huge, thin crescent with hooked cusps.

To Snap and me, the glories of the heavenswere too familiar to be re-
marked. And upon this voyage particularly we were in no mood to con-
sider them. | had beenin the radio room several hours. When the Planet-
ara started, and my few routine duties were over, | could think of noth-
ing save Halsey's and Carter's admonition: "Be on your guard. And par-
ticularlyNwatch George Prince."

| had not seen George Prince. But | had seenhis sister, whom Carter
and Halsey had not bothered to mention. My heart was still pounding
with the memory.

Dr. Frank evidently was having little trouble with pressure sick pas-
sengers. The Planetara's equalizers were fairly efficient. Prowling
through the silent metal lounges and passages, went to the door of A22.
It was on the deck level, in a tiny transverse passagejust off the main
lounging room. Its name-grid glowed with the letters: Anita Prince. |
stood in my short white trousers and white silk shirt, like a cabin

15



steward staring. Anita Prince! | had never heard the name until this
night. But there was magic music in it now, as | murmured it.

She was here, doubtless asleep, behind this small metal door. It
seemedasthough that little oval grid were the gateway to a fairyland of
my dreams.

| turned away. Thought of the Grantline Moon Expedition stabbed at
me. George PrinceNAnita's brotherNhe whom | had been warned to
watch. This renegadeNassociate of dubious Martians, plotting God
knows what.

| saw, upon the adjoining door, A20, George Prince. | listened. In the
humming stiliness of the ship's interior there was no sound from these
cabins. A20 was without windows, | knew. But Anita's room had a win-
dow and a door which gave upon the deck. | went through the lounge,
out its arch and walked the deck length. The deck door and window of
A22 were closed and dark.

The deck was dim with white starlight from the side ports. Chairs
were here but they were all empty. From the bow windows of the arch-
ing dome a flood of moonlight threw long, slanting shadows down the
deck. At the corner where the superstructure ended, | thought | saw a
figure lurking as though watching me. | went that way, but it vanished.

| turned the corner, went the width of the ship to the other side. There
was no one in sight save the observer on his spider bridge, high in the
bow network, and the second officer, on duty on the turret balcony al-
most directly over me.

As | stood and listened, | suddenly heard footsteps. From the direction
of the bow a figure came. Purser Johnson.

He greeted me. "Cooling off, Gregg?"

"Yes," | said.

He passed me and went into the smoking room door nearby.

| stood a moment at one of the deck windows, gazing at the stars; and
for no reasonat all | realized | was tense.Johnsonwas a great one for his
regular sleepNit was wholly unlike him to be roaming about the ship at
such an hour. Had he beenwatching me?| told myself it was nonsense.l
was suspicious of everyone, everything, this voyage.

| heard another step. Captain Carter appeared from his chart room
which stood in the center of the narrowing open deck space near the
bow. | joined him at once.

"Who was that?" he half whispered.

"Johnson."
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"Oh, yes."He fumbled in his uniform; his gaze swept the moonlit deck.
"GreggNtake this." He handed me a small metal box. | stuffed it at once
into my shirt.

"An insulator," he added swiftly. "Snapis in his office. Take it to him,
Gregg. Stay with himNyou'll have a measure of securityNand you can
help him to make the photographs." He was barely whispering. "l won't
be with youNno use making it look asthough we were doing anything
unusual. If your graphs show anythingNor if Snap picks up any mes-
sageNbring it to me." He added aloud, "Well, it will be cool enough
presently, Gregg."

He sauntered away toward his chart room.

"By heavens,what a relief!" Snap murmured as the current went on.
We had wired his cubby with the insulator; within its barrage we could
at least talk with a degree of freedom.

"You've seen George Prince, Gregg?"

“No. He's assigned A20. But | saw his sister. Snap, no one ever
mentionedN"

Snap had heard of her, but he hadn't known that shewas listed for this
voyage. "A real beauty, so I've heard. Accursed shamefor adecentgirl to
have a brother like that."

| could agree with him thereE .

It was now six a.m. Snap had beenbusy all night with routine cosmos-
radios from the Earth, following our departure. He had a pile of them be-
side him.

"Nothing queer looking?" | suggested.

“No. Not a thing."

We were at this time no more than sixty-five thousand miles from the
Moon's surface. The Planetara presently would swing upon her direct
course for Mars. There was nothing which could cause passengercom-
ment in this close passing of the Moon; normally we used the satellite's
attraction to give us additional starting speed.

It was now or never that a messagewould come from Grantline. He
was supposed to be upon the Earthward side of the Moon. While Snap
had rushed through with his routine, | searchedthe Moon's surface with
our glass.

But there was nothing. Copernicus and Kepler lay in full sunlight. The
heights of the lunar mountains, the depths of the barren, empty seas
were etched black and white, clear and clean. Grim, forbidding desola-
tion, this unchanging Moon. In romance, moonlight may shimmer and
sparkle to light a lover's smile; but the reality of the Moon is cold and
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bleak. There was nothing to show my prying eyes where the intrepid
Grantline might be.

"Nothing at all, Snap."

And Snap's instruments, attuned for an hour now to pick up the
faintest signal, were motionless.

“If he has concentrated any appreciable amount of ore," said Snap."We
should get an impulse from its rays."

But our receiving shield was dark, untouched. Our mirror grid gave
the magnified images; the spectro, with its wave length selection, pic-
tured the mountain levels and slowly descended into the deepest seas.

There was nothing.

Yet in those Moon cavernsNa million million recessesamid the crags
of that tumbled, barren surfaceNthe pin point of movement which might
have been Grantline's expedition could so easily be hiding! Could he
have the ore insulated, fearing its rays would betray its presenceto hos-
tile watchers?

Or might disaster have come to him? He might not be on this hemi-
sphere of the Moon at allE .

My imagination, sharpened by fancy of a lurking menace which
seemed everywhere about the Planetara this voyage, ran rife with fears
for Johnny Grantline. He had promised to communicate this voyage. It
was now, or perhaps never.

Six-thirty came and passed.We were well beyond the Earth's shadow
now. The firmament blazed with its vivid glories; the Sun behind us was
a ball of yellow-red leaping flames. The Earth hung, a huge, dull red half
sphere.

We were within forty thousand miles of the Moon. A giant white
ballNall of its disc visible to the naked eye. It poised over the bow, and
presently, as the Planetara swung upon its course for Mars, it shifted
sidewise. The light of it glared white and dazzling in our windows.

Snap,with his habitual red celluloid eyeshadeshoved high on his fore-
head, worked over our instruments.

"Gregg!"

The receiving shield was glowing atrifle. Rayswere bombarding it! It
glowed, gleamed phosphorescent, and the audible recorder began
sounding its tiny tinkling murmurs.

Gamma rays! Snap sprang to the dials. The direction and strength
were soon obvious. A richly radioactive ore body was concentrated upon
this hemisphere of the Moon! It was unmistakable.

"He's got it, Gregg! He'sN"
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The tiny grids began quivering. Snap exclaimed triumphantly, "Here
he comes! By God, the message at last!"

Snap decoded it.

Success!Stop for ore on your return voyage. Will give you our location
later. Success beyond wildest hopes.

Snap murmured, "That's all. He's got the ore!"

We were sitting in darkness, and abruptly | becameaware that across
our open window, where the insulation barrage was flung, the air was
faintly hissing. An interference there! | saw atiny swirl of purple sparks.
SomeoneNsome hostile ray from the deck beneathus, or from the spider
bridge that led to our little roomNsomeone out there was trying to pry
in!

Snap impulsively reached for the absorbersto let in the outside light.
But | checked him.

"Wait!" | cut off our barrage, opened our door and stepped to the nar-
row metal bridge.

"You stay there, Snap!" | whispered. Then | added aloud, "Well, Snap,
I'm going to bed. Glad you've cleaned up that batch of work."

| banged the door upon him. The lacework of metal bridges seemed
empty. | gazed up to the dome, and forward and aft. Twenty feet be-
neath me was the metal roof of the cabin superstructure. Below it, both
sides of the deck showed. All patched with moonlight.

No one visible down there. | descendeda ladder. The deck was empty.
But in the silence something was moving! Footsteps moving away from
me down the deck! | followed; and suddenly | was running. Chasing
something | could hear, but could not see. It turned into the smoking
room.

| burst in. And areal sound smothered the phantom. Johnsonthe purs-
er was sitting here alone in the dimness. He was smoking. | noticed that
his cigar held a long frail ash. It could not have been him | was chasing.
He was sitting there quite calmly. A thick-necked, heavy fellow, easily
out of breath. But he was breathing calmly now.

He sat up in amazement at my wild-eyed appearance, and the ash
jarred from his cigar.

"Gregg! What in the devilN"

| tried to grin. "I'm on my way to bedNworked all night helping
Snap."

| went past him, out the door into the main corridor. It was the only
way the invisible prowler could have gone. But | was too late nowNlI
could hear nothing. | dashed forward into the main lounge. It was
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empty, dim and silent, a silence broken presently by a faint click, a state-
room door hastily closing. | swung and found myself in atiny transverse
passage. The twin doors of A20 and A22 were before me.

The invisible eavesdropper had gone into one of these rooms! |
listened at each of the panels, but there was only silence within.

The interior of the ship was suddenly singing with the steward's
sirenNthe call to awaken the passengers.It startled me. | moved swiftly
away. But as the siren shut off, in the silence | heard a soft, musical voice:

"Wake up, Anita, | think that's the breakfast call.”

And her answer, "All right, George."
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Chapter

| did not appear at that morning meal. | was exhausted and drugged
with lack of sleep. | had a moment with Snap to tell him what had oc-
curred. Then | sought out Carter. He had his little chart room insulated.
And we were cautious. | told him what Snapand | had learned: the rays
from the Moon, proving that Grantline had concentrated a considerable
ore body. | also told him of Grantline's message.

"We'll stop on the way back, as he directs, Gregg." He bent closer to
me. "At Ferrok-Shahn I'm going to bring back a cordon of Interplanetary
Police. The secretwill be out, of course, when we stop at the Moon. We
have no right, even now, to be flying this vessel as unguarded as it is."”

He was very solemn. And he was grim when | told him of the invisible
eavesdropper.

"You think he overheard Grantline's messageWho was it? You seem
to feel it was George Prince?"

| told him | was convinced the prowler went into A20. When | men-
tioned the purser, who seemedto have been watching me earlier in the
night, and again was sitting in the smoking room when the eavesdrop-
per fled past, Carter looked startled.

"Johnson is all right, Gregg."

"Does he know anything about this Grantline affair?"

"NoNno," said Carter hastily. "You haven't mentioned it, have you?"

"Of course | haven't. But why didn't Johnsonhear that eavesdropper?
And what was he doing there, anyway, at that hour of the morning?"

The Captain ignored my questions. "I'm going to have that Prince suite
searchedNwe can't be too carefulE . Go to bed, Gregg, you need rest."

| went to my cabin. It was located aft, on the stern deck, near the stern
watch tower. A small metal room with achair, adesk and a bunk. | made
sure no one was in it. | sealedthe lattice grill and the door, setthe alarm
trigger against any opening of them, and went to bed.

The siren for the midday meal awakened me. | had slept heavily. | felt
refreshed.
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| found the passengersalready assembled at my table when | arrived
in the dining salon. It was a low vaulted metal room with blue and yel-
low tube lights. At its sides the oval windows showed the deck, with its
ports on the dome side, through which a vista of the starry firmament
was visible. We were well on our course to Mars. The Moon had
dwindled to a pin point of light beside the crescent Earth. And behind
them our Sun blazed, visually the largest orb in the heavens.It was some
sixty-eight million miles from the Earth to Mars. A flight, ordinarily, of
some ten days.

There were five tablesin the dining salon, eachwith eight seats.Snap
and | had one of the tables. We sat at the ends, with the passengerson
each of the sides.

Snap was in his seatwhen | arrived. He eyed me down the length of
the table. In a gay mood, he introduced me to the three men already
seated:

"“This is our third officer, Gregg Haljan. Big, handsome fellow, isn't he?
And as pleasant as he is good-looking. Gregg, this is Sero Ob Hahn."

| met the keen, somber gaze of a Venus man of middle age. A small,
slim graceful man, with sleek black hair. His pointed face, accentuated
by the pointed beard, was pallid. He wore a white and purple robe; upon
his breast was a huge platinum ornament, a device like a star and cross
entwined.

"I am happy to meet you, sir." His voice was soft and deep.

"Ob Hahn," | repeated. "l should have heard of you, no doubt, butN"

A smile plucked at his thin, gray lips. "That is an error of mine, not
yours. My mission is that all the universe shall hear of me."

"He's preaching the religion of the Venus mystics," Snap explained.

"And this enlightened gentleman," said Ob Hahn ironically, nodding
to the man, "has just termed it fetishism. The ignoranceN"

"Oh, | say!" protested the man at Ob Hahn's side. "l mean, you seemto
think | meant something offensive. And as a matter of factN"

"We've an argument, Gregg," laughed Snap."This is Sir Arthur Conis-
ton, an English gentleman, lecturer and sky-trotterNthat is, he will be a
sky-trotter; he tells us he plans a number of voyages."

The tall Englishman, in his white linen suit, bowed acknowledgement.
"My compliments, Mr. Haljan. | hope you have no strong religious con-
victions, else we will make your table here very miserable!"

The third passengerhad evidently kept out of the argument. Snap in-
troduced him as Rance Rankin. An AmericanNa quiet, blond fellow of
thirty-five or forty.
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| ordered my breakfast and let the argument go on.

"Won't make me miserable,” said Snap."l love an argument. You said,
Sir ArthurN"

"l mean to say, | think | said too much. Mr. Rankin, you are more
diplomatic."

Rankin laughed. "I am a magician,” he said to me. "A theatrical enter-
tainer. | deal in tricksNhow to fool an audienceN" His keen, amused
gazewas on Ob Hahn. "This gentleman from Venus and | have too much
in common to argue."

"A nasty one!" the Englishman exclaimed. "By Jove! Really, Mr.
Rankin, you're a bit too cruel!

| could seewe were doomed to have turbulent meals this voyage. |
like to eatin quiet; arguing passengersalways annoy me. There were still
three seatsvacant at our table; | wondered who would occupy them. |
soon learned the answerNfor one seat at least. Rankin said calmly:

"Where is the little Venus girl this meal?"His glance went to the empty
seat at my right hand. "The Venza, isn't that her name? Sheand | are
destined for the same theater in Ferrok-Shahn."

So Venza was to sit beside me. It was good news. Ten days of a reli-
gious argument three times a day would be intolerable. But the cheerful
Venza would help.

"She never eatsthe midday meal," said Snap. "She'son the deck, hav-
ing orange juice. | guess it's the old gag about diet, eh?"

My attention wandered about the salon. Most of the seatswere occu-
pied. At the Captain's table | saw the objectsof my search:George Prince
and his sister, one on eachside of the Captain. | saw George Prince in the
life now as a man who looked hardly twenty-five. He was at this mo-
ment evidently in a gay mood. His clean-cut, handsome profile, with its
poetic dark curls, was turned toward me. There seemedlittle of the vil-
lain about him.

And | saw Anita Prince now as a dark-haired, black-eyed little beauty,
in feature resembling her brother very strongly. She presently finished
her meal. She rose, with him after her. She was dressed in Earth-fash-
ionNwhite blouse and dark jacket, wide, knee-length trousers of gray,
with ared sashher only touch of color. Shewent past me, flashed me a
smile.

My heart was pounding. | answered her greeting, and met George
Prince's casual gaze. He, too, smiled, as though to signify that his sister
had told him of the service | had done her. Or was his smile an ironical
memory of how he had eluded me this morning when | chased him?
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| gazed after his small white-suited figure as he followed Anita from
the salon. And thinking of her, | prayed that Carter and Halsey might be
wrong. Whatever plotting against the Grantline Expedition might be go-
ing on, | hoped that George Prince was innocent of it. Yet | knew in my
heart it was a futile hope. Prince had been the eavesdropper outside the
radio room. | could not doubt it. But that his sister must be ignorant of
what he was doing, | was sure.

My attention was brought suddenly back to the reality of our table. |
heard Ob Hahn's silky voice. "We passed quite close to the Moon last
night, Mr. Dean."

"Yes,"said Snhap."We did, didn't we? Always doNit's atechnical prob-
lem of the exigenciesof interstellar navigation. Explain it to them, Gregg.
You're an expert."

| waved it away with a laugh. There was a brief silence. | could not
help noticing Sir Arthur Coniston's queer look, and | have never seenso
keen a glance as RanceRankin shot at me. Were all three people aware of
Grantline's treasure on the Moon? It suddenly seemedso. | wished fer-
vently at that instant that the ten days of this voyage were over. Captain
Carter was right. Coming back we should have a cordon of Interplanet-
ary Police aboard.

Sir Arthur broke the awkward silence. "Magnificent sight, the Moon,
from so closeNthough | was too much afraid of pressure sicknessto be
up to see it."

| had nearly finished my hasty meal when another incident shocked
me. The two other passengersat our table camein and took their seats.A
Martian girl and man. The girl had the seatat my left, with the man be-
side her. All Martians aretall. The girl was about my own height. That is,
six feet, two inches. The man was sevenfeet or more. Both wore the Mar-
tian outer robe. The girl flung hers back. Her limbs were encasedin
pseudomail. She looked, as all Martians like to look, a very warlike
Amazon. But she was a pretty girl. Shesmiled at me with a keen-eyed,
direct gaze.

"Mr. Dean said at breakfast that you were big and handsome. You
are."

They were brother and sister, these Martians. Snapintroduced them as
Set Miko and Setta MoaNthe Martian equivalent of Mr. and Miss.

This Miko was, from our Earth standards, a tremendous, brawny gi-
ant. Not spindly, like most Martians, this fellow, for all his sevenfeetin
height was almost heavy set. He wore a plaited leather jerkin beneath his
robe and knee pants of leather out of which his lower legs showed as
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gray, hairy pillars of strength. He had come into the salon with a swag-
ger, his sword ornament clanking.

"A pleasant voyage so far," he said to me as he started his meal. His
voice had the heavy, throaty rasp characteristic of the Martian. He spoke
perfect EnglishNboth Martians and Venus people are by heritage ex-
traordinary linguists. Miko and his sister Moa, had a touch of Martian
accent, worn almost away by living for some years in Greater New York.

The shock to me came within afew minutes. Miko, absorbedin attack-
ing his meal, inadvertently pushed back his robe to bare his forearm. An
instant only, then it dropped to his wrist. But in that instant | had seen,
upon the gray flesh, a thin sear turned red. A very recent burnNas
though a pencil ray of heat had caught his arm.

My mind flung back. Only last night in the city corridor, Snap and |
had been followed by a Martian. | had shot at him with a heat ray: |
thought | had hit him on the arm. Was this the mysterious Martian who
had followed us from Halsey's office?
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Chapter

Shortly after that midday meal | encountered Venza sitting on the starlit
deck. | had been in the bow observatory; taken my routine castings of
our position and worked them out. | was, | think, of the Planetara's of-
ficers the most expert handler of the mathematical calculators. The locat-
ing of our position and charting the trajectory of our course was, under
ordinary circumstances, about all | had to do. And it took only a few
minutes every twelve hours.

| had a moment with Carter in the isolation of his chart room.

"This voyage! Gregg, I'm getting like youNtoo fanciful. We've a nor-
mal group of passengersapparently, but | don't like the look of any of
them. That Ob Hahn, at your tableN"

"Snaky looking fellow," | commented. "He and the Englishman are
great on arguments. Did you have Princes' cabin searched?"

My breath hung on his answer.

"Yes. Nothing unusual among his things. We searched both his room
and his sister's."

| did not follow that up. Instead | told him about the burn on Miko's
thick arm.

He stared. "l wish we were at Ferrok-Shahn. Gregg, tonight when the
passengersare asleep,come here to me. Snapwill be here,and Dr. Frank.
We can trust him."

"He knows aboutNabout the Grantline treasure?"

"Yes.And sodo Balch and Blackstone."Balch and Blackstone were our
first and second officers.

"We'll all meet here, GreggNsay about the zero hour. We must take
some precautions."

Then he dismissed me.

| found Venza seated alone in a starlit corner of the secluded deck. A
porthole, with the black heavens and the blazing stars was before her.
There was an empty seat nearby.

She greeted me with the Venus form of jocular, intimate greeting:
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"Hola-lo, Gregg! Sit here with me. | have been wondering when you
would come after me."

| satdown beside her. "Why are you going to Mars, Venza?I'm glad to
see you."

"Many thanks. But | am glad to seeyou, Gregg. So handsome a man.
Do you know, from Venus to Earth, and | have no doubt on all of Mars,
no man will please me more."

"Glib tongue," | laughed. "Born to flatter the maleNevery girl of your
world." And | added seriously, "You don't answer my question. What
takes you to Mars?"

"Contract. By the stars, what else?Of course, a chanceto make a voy-
age with youN"

"Don't be silly, Venza."

| enjoyed her. | gazed at her small, slim figure reclining in the deck
chair. Her long, gray robe parted by design, | have no doubt, to display
her shapely, satin-sheathed legs. Her black hair was coiled in a heavy
knot at the back of her neck; her carmine lips were parted with a mock-
ing, alluring smile. The exotic perfume of her enveloped me.

She glanced at me sidewise from beneath her sweeping black lashes.

"Be serious," | added.

"l am serious. Sober. Intoxicated by you, but sober."

| said, "What sort of a contract?"

"A theater in Ferrok-Shahn. Good money, Gregg. I'll be there a year."
She sat up to face me. "There's a fellow here on the Planetara, Rance
Rankin, he calls himself. At our tableNa big, good-looking blond Amer-
ican. He says he is a magician. Ever hear of him?"

“That's what he told me. No, | never heard of him."

“Nor did I. And | thought | had heard of everyone of importance. He is
listed for the same theater | am. Nice sort of fellow." She paused, then
added, "If he's a professional entertainer, I'm a motor oiler."

It startled me. "Why do you say that?"

Instinctively my gaze swept the deck. An Earth woman and child and
a small Venus man were in sight, but not within earshot.

"Why do you look so furtive?" sheretorted. "Gregg, there's something
strange about this voyage. I'm no fool, nor you, so you must know it as
well as | do."

"Rance RankinN" | prompted.

She leaned closer toward me. "He could fool you. But not meNI've
known too many magicians." Shegrinned. "l challenged him to trick me.
You should have seen him evading!"
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"Do you know Ob Hahn?" | interrupted.

She shook her head. "Never heard of him. But he told me plenty at
breakfast. By Satan,what a flow of words that devil driver can muster!
He and the Englishman don't mesh very well, do they?"

Shestared at me. | had not answered her grin; my mind was too busy
with queer fancies. Halsey's words: "Things are not always what they
seemN" Were these passengersmasqueraders? Were they put here by
George Prince? And then | thought of Miko the Martian, and the burn
upon his arm.

"Come back, Gregg! Don't go wandering off like that!" She dropped
her voice to a whisper. "I'll be serious. | want to know what in hell is go-
ing on aboard this ship. I'm a woman and I'm curious. You tell me."

"What do you mean?" | parried.

"I mean a lot of things. What we've just beentalking about. And what
was the excitement you were in just before breakfast this morning?"

"Excitement?"

"Gregg, you may trust me." For the first time she was wholly serious.
Her gaze made sure no one was within hearing. Sheput her hand on my
arm. | could barely hear her whisper: "I know they might have a ray
upon us. I'll be careful.”

"They?"

"Anyone. Something's going on. You know it. You arein it. | saw you
this morning, Gregg. Wild-eyed, chasing a phantomN"

"You?"

"And | heard the phantom! A man's footsteps. A magnetic, deflecting,
invisible cloak. You couldn't fool an audience with that, it's too common-
place. If Rance Rankin triedN"

| gripped her. "Don't ramble, Venza! You saw me?"

"Yes.My stateroom door was open. | was sitting with a cigarette. | saw
the purser in the smoking room. He was visible fromN"

"Wait! Venza, that prowler went through the smoking room!"

"I know he did. | could hear him."

"Did the purser hear him?"

"Of course. The purser looked up, followed the sound with his gaze. |
thought that was queer. He never made a move. And then you came
along and he acted innocent. Why? What's going on, that's what | want
to know?"

| held my breath. "Venza, where did the prowler run to? Can youN"

Shewhispered calmly, “Into A20. | saw the door open and close.| even
thought | could seehis blurred outline." Sheadded, "Why should George

28



Prince be sneaking around with you after him? And the purser acting in-
nocent? And who is this George Prince, anyway?"

The huge Martian, Miko, with his sister Moa came strolling along the
deck. They nodded as they passed us.

| whispered, "I can't explain anything now. But you're right, Venza:
there is something going on. Listen! Whatever you learnNwhatever you
encounter which looks unusualNwill you tell me? | E well, | do trust
you. Really | do, but the whole thing isn't mine to tell."

The somber pools of her eyes were shining. "You are very lovable,
Gregg. | won't question you." She was trembling with excitement.
"Whatever it is, | want to bein on it. Here's something | cantell you now.
We've two high class gold leaf gamblers aboard. Do you know that?"

"Who are they?"

"Shacand Dud Ardley. Every detective in Greater New York knows
them. They had awonderful game with that Englishman, Sir Arthur, this
morning. Stripped him of half a pound of eight-inch leavesNa neat little
stack. A crooked game, of course. Those fellows are more nimble-
fingered than Rance Rankin ever dared to be!"

| sat staring at her. She was a mine of information, this girl.

"And Gregg, | tried my charms on Shac and Dud. Nice men, but
dumb. Whatever's going on, they're not in it. They wanted to know what
kind of a ship this was. Why? BecauseShachas a cute little eavesdrop-
ping microphone of his own. He had it working last night. He overheard
George Prince and that giant Miko arguing about the Moon!"

| gasped, "Venza! SofterN"

Against all propriety of this public deck she pretended to drape herself
upon me. Her hair smothered my face as her lips almost touched my ear.

"Something about treasure on the Moon. Shac couldn't understand
what. And they mentioned you. Then the purser joined them." Her
whispered words tumbled over one another. "A hundred pounds of gold
leafNthat's the purser's price. He's with themNwhatever it is. He prom-
iIsed to do something or other for them."

She stopped. "Well?" | prompted.

“That's all. Shac's current was interrupted.”

“Tell him to try it again, Venza! I'll talk with him. No! I'd better let him
alone. Can you get him to keep his mouth shut?"

"l think he might do anything | told him. He's a man!"

"Find out what you can."

She drew away from me abruptly. "There's Anita and George Prince."
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They came to the corner of the deck, but turned back. Venza caught
my look. And understood it.

"You do love Anita Prince, Gregg?"Venzawas smiling. "I wish youE .
| wish some man handsome as you would gaze after me like that." She
turned solemn. "You may be interested to know, she loves you. | could
see it. | knew it when | mentioned you to her this morning."

"Me? Why we've hardly spoken!"

“Is it necessary? | never heard that it was."

| could not seeVenza's face; she stood up suddenly. And when | rose
beside her, she whispered, "We should not be seentalking so long. I'll
find out what | can.”

| stared after her slight robed figure assheturned into the lounge arch-
way and vanished.
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Chapter 6

Captain Carter was grim. "So they've bought him off, have they? Go
bring him in here, Gregg. We'll have it out with him now."

Snap, Dr. Frank, Balch, our first officer, and | were in the Captain's
chart room. It was four p.m. Earth time. We were sixteen hours upon our
voyage.

| found Johnsonin his office in the lounge. "Captain wants to seeyou.
Close up."

He closed his window upon an American woman passengerwho was
demanding the details of Martian currency, and followed me forward.
"What is it, Gregg?"

"l don't know."

Captain Carter banged the slide upon us. The chart room was insu-
lated. The hum of the current was obvious. Johnsonnoticed it. He stared
at the hostile faces of the surgeon and Balch. And he tried to bluster.

"What's this? Something wrong?"

Carter wasted no words. "We have information, Johnson,that there's
some undercover plot aboard. | want to know what it is. Suppose you
tell us."

The purser looked blank. "What do you mean? We've gamblers
aboard, if that'sN"

“To hell with that,” growled Balch. "You had a secretinterview with
that Martian, Set Miko, and with George Prince!"

Johnsonscowled from under his heavy brows, and then raised them in
surprise. "Did 1? You mean changing their money? | don't like your tone,
Balch. I'm not your under-officer!"

"But you're under me!" roared the Captain. "By God, I'm master here!"

"Well, I'm not disputing that," said the purser mildly. "This fellowN"

"We're in no mood for argument,” Dr. Frank cut in. "Clouding the
issuekE ."

"l won't let it be clouded," the Captain exclaimed.

| had never seen Carter so choleric. He added:
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"Johnson,you've beenacting suspiciously. | don't give a damn wheth-
er I've proof of it or not. Did you or did you not meet George Prince and
that Martian, last night?"

“No, | did not. And | don't mind telling you, Captain Carter, that your
tone also is offensive!"

"Is it?" Carter seized him. They were both big men. Johnson's heavy
face went purplish red.

"Take your handsN!" They were struggling. Carter's hands were fum-
bling at the purser's pockets. | leaped, flung an arm around Johnson's
neck, pinning him.

"Easy there! We've got you, Johnson!"

Snap tried to help me. "Go on! Bang him on the head, Gregg. Now's
your chance!"

We searched him. A heat ray cylinderNthat was legitimate. But we
found asmall battery and eavesdropping device similar to the one Venza
had mentioned that Shac the gambler was carrying.

"What are you doing with that?" the Captain demanded.

"None of your business!ls it criminal? Carter, I'll have the line officials
dismiss you for this! Take your hands off meNall of you!"

"Look at this!" exclaimed Dr. Frank.

From Johnson'sbreast pocket the surgeon drew a folded document. It
was a scaledrawing of the Planetarainterior corridors, the lower control
rooms and mechanisms. It was always kept in Johnson'ssafe. And with
it, another document: the ship's clearance papersNthe secretcode pass-
words for this voyage, to be used if we should be challenged by any In-
terplanetary Police ship.

Snap gasped, "My God, that was in my radio room strong box! I'm the
only one on this vessel except the Captain who's entitled to know those
passwords!"

Out of the silence, Balch demanded, "Well, what about it, Johnson?"

The purser was still defiant. "I won't answer your questions, Balch. At
the proper time, I'll explainNGregg Haljan, you're choking me!"

| eased up. But | shook him. "You'd better talk."

He was exasperatingly silent.

"Enough!" exploded Carter. "He can explain when we get to port.
Meanwhile I'll put him where he'll do no more harm. Gregg, lock him in
the cage."

We ignored his violent protestations. The cageNin the old days of sea
vesselson Earth, they called it the brigNwas the ship's jail. A steel-lined,
windowless room located under the deck in the peak of the bow. |
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dragged the struggling Johnsonthere, with the amazed watcher looking
down from the observatory window at our lunging starlit forms.

"Shut up, Johnson! If you know what's good for youN"

He was making a fearful commotion. Behind us, where the deck nar-
rowed at the superstructure, half a dozen passengerswere gazing in
surprise.

“I'll have you thrown out of the service, Gregg Haljan!"

| shut him up finally. And flung him down the ladder into the cage
and sealedthe deck trap door upon him. | was headed back for the chart
room when from the observatory came the lookout's voice:

"An asteroid, Haljan! Officer Blackstone wants you."

| hurried to the turret bridge. An asteroid was in sight. We had nearly
attained our maximum speed now. An asteroid was approaching, so
dangerously close that our trajectory would have to be altered. | heard
Blackstone's signals ringing in the control rooms; and met Carter as he
ran to the bridge with me.

“That scoundrel! We'll get more out of him, Gregg. By God, I'll put the
chemicals on himNtorture himNillegal or not!"

We had no time for further discussion. The asteroid was rapidly ap-
proaching. Already, under the glass, it was a magnificent sight. | had
never seenthis tiny world beforeNasteroids are not numerous between
the Earth and Mars, or in toward Venus.

At a speed of nearly a hundred miles a secondthe asteroid swept into
view. With the naked eye, at first it was a tiny speck of star-dust un-
noticeable in the gem-strewn black velvet of space. A speck. Then a
gleaming dot, silver white, with the light of our Sun upon it.

| stood with Carter and Blackstone on the turret bridge. It was obvi-
ous, that unless we altered our course, the asteroid would passtoo close
for safety. Already we were feeling its attraction; from the control rooms
came the report that our trajectory was disturbed by this new mass so
near.

"Better make your calculations now, Gregg," Blackstone urged.

| castup the rough elementsfrom the observational instruments in the
turret. When | had us upon our new course, with the attractive and re-
pulsive plates in the Planetara's hull setin their altered combinations, |
went to the bridge again.

The asteroid hung over our bow quarter. No more than twenty or
thirty thousand miles away. A giant ball now, filling all that quadrant of
the heavens. The configurations of its mountains, its land and water
areas, were plainly visible.
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"Perfectly habitable," Blackstone said. "But I've searched all over the
hemisphere with the glass.No sign of human lifeNcertainly nothing civ-
ilizedNinothing in the fashion of cities."

A fair little world, by the look of it. A tiny globe, come from the region
beyond Neptune. We swept past the asteroid. The passengerswere all
gathered to view the passing little world. | saw, not far from me, Anita,
standing with her brother; and the giant figure of Miko with them. Half
an hour since this wandering little world had showed itself, it swiftly
passed,beganto dwindle behind us. A huge half moon. A thinner, smal-
ler quadrant. A tiny crescent,like a silver barpin to adorn some lady's
breast. And then it was a dot, a point of light indistinguishable among
the myriad others hovering in this great black void.

The incident of the passing of the asteroid was over. | turned from the
deck window. My heart leaped. The moment for which all day | had
been subconsciously longing was at hand. Anita was sitting in a deck
chair, momentarily alone. Her gaze was on me as| glanced her way, and
she smiled an invitation for me to join her.
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Chapter

"But, Miss Prince, why are you and your brother going to Ferrok-Shahn?
His businessN"

Even as| voiced it, | hated myself for such a question. Sonimble in the
humble mind that mingled with my rhapsodies of love, was my need for
information of George Prince.

"Oh," she said. "This is pleasure, not business, for George." It seemed
to me that a shadow crossed her face. But it was gone in an instant, and
she smiled. "We have always wanted to travel. We are alone in the
world, you knowNour parents died when we were children."

| filled in her pause."You will like Mars. Somany interesting things to
see."

Shenodded. "Yes, | understand so. Our Earth is so much the same all
over, cast all in one mould."

"But a hundred or more years ago, it was not, Miss Prince. | have read
how the picturesque Orient, differing from E well, Greater New York or
London, for instanceN"

“Transportation did that,"” she interrupted eagerly. "Made everything
the sameNthe people all look alike E dress alike."

We discussedit. Shehad an alert, eagermind, childlike with its curios-
ity, yet strangely matured. And her manner was nasvely earnest. Yet this
was no clinging vine, this Anita Prince. There was a firmness, a hint of
masculine strength in her chin and in her manner.

“If | were a man, what wonders | could achieve in this marvelous age!"
Her senseof humor made her laugh at herself. "Easy for a girl to say
that," she added.

"You have greater wonders to achieve, Miss Prince,” | said
impulsively.

"Yes?What are they?" Shehad a very frank and level gaze, devoid of
coquetry.

My heart was pounding. "The wonders of the next generation. A little
son, cast in your own gentle imageN"

What madness, this clumsy, brash talk! | choked it off.
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But she took no offense. The dark rose-petals of her cheeks were
mantled deeper red, but she laughed.

“That is true." She turned abruptly serious. "l should not laugh. The
wonders of the next generationNconquering humans marching ong ."
Her voice trailed away. My hand went to her arm. Strange tingling
something which poets call love! It burned and surged through my trem-
bling fingers into the flesh of her forearm.

The starlight glowed in her eyes. She seemedto be gazing, not at the
silver-lit deck, but away into distant reaches of the future.

Our moment. Just a breathless moment given us as we sat there with
my hand burning her arm, asthough we both might be seeingourselves
joined in a new individualNa little son, castin his mother's gentle image
and with the strength of his father. Our moment, and then it was over. A
step sounded. | sat back. The giant gray figure of Miko came past, his
great cloak swaying, with his clanking sword ornament beneath it. His
bullet head, with its close-clipped hair, was hatless. He gazed at us,
swaggering past, and turned the deck corner.

Our moment was gone. Anita said conventionally, "It has been pleas-
ant to talk with you, Mr. Haljan."

"But we'll have many more," | said. "Ten daysN"

"You think we'll reach Ferrok-Shahn on schedule?"

"Yes.| think soE . As | was saying, Miss Prince, you'll enjoy Mars. A
strange, aggressively forward-looking people."

An oppression seemed on her. She stirred in her chair.

"Yesthey are," she said vaguely. "My brother and | know many Mar-
tians in Greater New York." Shechecked herself abruptly. Was she sorry
she had said that? It seemed so.

Miko was coming back. He stopped this time. "Your brother would see
you, Anita. He sent me to bring you to his room."

The glance he shot me had a touch of insolence. | stood up and he
towered a head over me.

Anita said, "Oh yes. I'll come."

| bowed. "I will seeyou again, Miss Prince. | thank you for a pleasant
half-hour."

The Martian led her away. Her little figure was like a child with a gi-
ant. It seemed, as they passed the length of the deck, with me staring
after them, that he took her arm roughly. And that she shrank from him
in fear.

And they did not go inside. As though to show me that he had merely
taken her from me, he stopped at a distant deck window and stood
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talking to her. Once he picked her up as one would pick up a child to
show it some distant object through the window.
Was Anita afraid of this Martian's wooing? Yet was held to him by

some power he might have over her brother? The vagrant thought struck
me.
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Chapter 8

The rest of that afternoon and evening were a blank confusion to me.
Anita's words, the touch of my hand on her arm, that vast realm of what
might be for us, like the glimpse of a magic land of happiness which |
had seenin her eyes,and perhaps she had seenin mineNall this surged
within me.

After wandering about the ship, | had a brief consultation with Cap-
tain Carter. He was genuinely apprehensive now. The Planetara carried
only a half-dozen of the heat-ray projectors, no long range weapons, a
few side arms, and some old-fashioned, practically antiquated weapons
of explosives, plus hand projectors with the new Benson curve light.

The weapons were all in Carter's chart room, save the few we officers
always carried. Carter was afraid, but of what, he was not sure. He had
not thought that our plan to stop at the Moon could affect this outward
voyage. He had thought that any danger would occur on the way back,
and then the Planetara would have been adequately guarded and
manned with police-soldiers.

But now we were practically defenseless.| had a moment with Venza,
but she had nothing new to communicate. And for half an hour | chatted
with George Prince. He seemeda gay, pleasant young man. | could al-
most have fancied | liked him. Or was it becausehe was Anita's brother?
He told me how he looked forward to traveling with her on Mars. No, he
had never been there before, he said.

He had a measure of Anita's earnest naeve personality. Or was he a
very clever scoundrel, with irony lurking in his soft voice, and a chuckle
that could so befool me?

"Well talk again, Haljan. You interest meNI've enjoyed it."

He sauntered away from me, joining the saturnine Ob Hahn, with
whom presently | heard him discussing religion.

The arrest of Johnson had caused considerable discussion among the
passengers.A few had seenme drag him forward to the cage.The incid-
ent had been the subject of discussion all afternoon. Captain Carter had
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posted a notice to the effect that Johnson'saccounts had been found in
serious error, and that Dr. Frank for this voyage would act in his stead.

It was near midnight when Snap and | closed and sealed the radio
room and started for the chart room, where we were to meet with Cap-
tain Carter and the other officers. The passengershad nearly all retired.
A game was in progress in the smoking room, but the deck was almost
deserted.

Snap and | were passing along one of the interior corridors. The state-
room doors were all closed. The metal grid of the floor echoed our foot-
steps. Snap was in advance of me. His body suddenly rosein the air. He
went like a balloon to the ceiling, struck it gently, and all in a heap came
floating down and landed on the floor!

"What in the infernalN"

He was laughing ashe picked himself up. But it was a brief laugh. We
knew what had happened: the artificial gravity controls in the baseof the
ship, which by magnetic force gave us normality aboard, were being
tampered with! For just this instant, this particular small section of this
corridor had been cut off. The slight bulk of the Planetara, floating in
space, had no appreciable gravity pull on Snap'sbody, and the impulse
of his step as he came to the unmagnetized area of the corridor had
thrown him to the ceiling. The areawas normal now. Snapand | tested it
gingerly.

He gripped me. "That never went wrong by accident, Gregg!
SomeoneN"

We rushed to the nearest descending ladder. In the deserted lower
room the bank of dials stood neglected. A score of dials and switches
were here, governing the magnetism of different areasof the ship. There
should have been a night operator, but he was gone.

Than we saw him lying nearby, sprawled, face down on the floor! In
the silence and dim, lurid glow of the fluorescent tubes, we stood hold-
ing our breaths, peering and listening. No one here.

The guard was not dead. He lay unconscious from a blow on the head.
A brawny fellow. We had him revived in a few moments. A broadcast
flash of the call buzz brought Dr. Frank from the chart room.

"What's the matter?"

"Someonewas here," | said hastily, "experimenting with the magnetic
switches. Evidently unfamiliar with themNpulling one or another to test
their workings and so see their reactions on the dials."”
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We told him what had happened to Snap in the corridor; the guard
here was no worse off for the episode, savea lump on the head by an in-
visible assailant. We left him nursing his head, sitting belligerent at his
post, alert to any danger and armed now with my heat-ray cylinder.

"Strange doings this voyage," he told us. "All the crew knows it. I'll
stick it out now, but when we get back home I'm done with this star trav-
elin'. | belong on the sea anyway."

We hurried back to the upper level. We would indeed have to plan
something at this chart room conference. This was the first tangible at-
tack our adversaries had made.

We were on the passengerdeck headed for the chart room when all
three of us stopped short, frozen with horror. Through the silent passen-
ger quarters a screamrang out! A girl's shuddering, gasping scream.Ter-
ror in it. Horror. Or a screamof agony. In the silence of the dully vibrat-
ing ship it was utterly horribleE . It lasted an instantNa single long
scream; then was abruptly stilled.

And with blood pounding my temples and rushing like ice through
my veins, | recognized it.

Anita!
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Chapter 9

"Good God, what was that?" Dr. Frank's face had gone white. Snap stood
like a statue of horror.

The deck here was patched as always, with silver radiance from the
deck ports. The empty deck chairs stood about. The scream was stilled,
but now we heard a commotion insideNthe rasp of opening cabin doors;
guestions from frightened passengers.

| found my voice. "Anita! Anita Prince!"

"Come on!" shouted Snap."In her stateroom, A22!" He was dashing for
the lounge archway.

Dr. Frank and | followed. | realized that we passedthe deck door and
window of A22. But they were dark, and evidently sealedon the inside.
The dim lounge was in a turmoil; passengersstanding at their cabin
doors.

| shouted, "Go back to your rooms! We want order hereNkeep back!"

We came to the twin doors of A22 and A20. Both were closed. Dr.
Frank was in advance of Snap and me now. He paused at the sound of
Captain Carter's voice behind us.

"Was it from in there? Wait a moment!"

Carter dashed up. He had a large heat-ray projector in his hand. He
shoved us aside. "Let me in first. Is the door sealed?Gregg, keep those
passengers back!"

The door was not sealed. Carter burst into the room. | heard him gasp,
"Good God!"

Snap and | shoved back three or four passengers.And in that instant
Dr. Frank had been in the room and out again.

"There's been an accident! Get back, Gregg! Snap, help me keep the
crowd away." He shoved me forcibly.

From within, Carter was shouting, "Keep them out! Where are you,
Frank? Come back here! Send a flash for Balch!"

Dr. Frank went back into the room and banged the cabin door upon
Snap and me. | was unarmed. Weapon in hand, Snap forced the panic-
stricken passengers back to their rooms.
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Snap reassured them glibly; but he knew no more about the facts than
|. Moa, with a nightrobe drawn tight around her thin, tall figure, edged
up to me.

"What has happened, Set Haljan?"

| gazed around for her brother Miko, but did not see him.

"An accident,” | said shortly. "Go back to your room. Captain's orders."

Sheeyed me and then retreated. Snap was threatening everybody with
his cylinder. Balch dashed up. "What in hell! Where is Carter?"

“In there." | pounded on A22. It opened cautiously. | could seeonly
Carter, but | heard the murmuring voice of Dr. Frank through the interi-
or connecting door to A20.

The Captain rasped, "Get out, Haljan! Oh, is that you, Balch?Come in."
He admitted the older officer and slammed the door upon me again.
And immediately reopened it.

"Gregg, keep the passengersquieted. Tell them everything's all right.
Miss Prince got frightenedNthat's all. Then go to the turret. Tell Black-
stone what's happened.”

“But | don't know what's happened.”

Carter was grim and white. He whispered, "I think it may turn out to
be murder, Gregg! No, not dead yetE . Dr. Frank is trying E don't stand
there like an ass, man. Get to the turret! Verify our traject-
oryNnoNwaitE ."

The Captain was almost incoherent. "Wait a minute. | don't mean that!
Tell Snap to watch his radio room. Arm yourselves and guard our
weapons."

| stammered, "If E if she dies E will you flash us word?"

He stared at me strangely. "I'll be there presently, Gregg."

He slammed the door upon me.

| followed his orders but it was like a dream of horror. The turmoil of
the ship gradually quieted. Snap went to the radio room; Blackstone and
| satin the tiny chart room; how much time passed,| do not know. | was
confused. Anita hurt! She might die E murderedE . But why? By
whom? Had George Prince beenin his own room when the attack came?
| thought now | recalled hearing the low murmur of his voice in there
with Dr. Frank.

Where was Miko? It stabbed at me. | had not seenhim among the pas-
sengers in the lounge.

Carter cameinto the chart room. "Gregg, you get to bed. You look like
a ghost."

"ButN"
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"She'snot dead. Shemay live. Dr. Frank and her brother are with her.
They're doing all they can." He told us what had happened. Anita and
George Prince had both been asleep, each in his respective room.
Someone unknown had opened Anita's corridor door.

"Wasn't it sealed?"

"Yes. But the intruder opened it."

"Burst it? | didn't think it was broken."

"It wasn't broken. The assailant opened it somehow, and assaulted
Miss PrinceNshot her in the chest with a heat ray. Her left lung."

"Shot her?"

"Yes. But she did not see who did it. Nor did Prince. Her scream
awakened him, but the intruder evidently fled out the corridor door of
A22, the way he entered."

| stood weak and shaken at the chart room entrance. AnitaNdying,
perhaps; and all my dreams were fading into a memory of what might
have been.

| was glad enough to get away. | would lie down for an hour and then
go to Anita's stateroom. I'd demand that Dr. Frank let me see her.

| went to the stern deck where my cubby was located. My mind was
confused but some instinct within me made me verify the seals of my
door and window. They were intact. | entered cautiously, switched on
the dimmer of the tube lights, and searchedthe room. It had only a bunk,
my tiny desk, a chair and clothes robe. There was no evidence of any in-
truder here.| setmy door and window alarm. Then | audiphoned to the
radio room.

"Shap?"

"Yes."

| told him about Anita. Carter cut in on us from the chart room. "Stop
that, you fools!"

We cut off. Fully dressed, | flung myself on my bed. Anita might dieE

| must have fallen into atortured sleep, | was awakened by the sound
of my alarm buzzer. Someone was tampering with my door! Then the
buzzer ceased;the marauder outside must have found away of silencing
it. But it had done its workNawakened me.

| had switched off the light; my cubby was Stygian black. A heat cylin-
der was in the bunk-bracket over my head. | searched for it, pried it
loose softly.

| was fully awake. Alert. | could hear a faint sizzlingNsomeone out-
side trying to unseal the door. In the darkness, cylinder in hand, | crept
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softly from the bunk. Crouched at the door. This time | would capture or
kill this night prowler.

The sizzling was faintly audible. My door sealwas breaking. Upon im-
pulse | reached for the door, jerked it open.

No one there! The starlit segment of deck was empty. But | leaped and
struck a solid body, crouching in the doorway. A giant man. Miko!

His electronized metallic robe burned my hands. | lunged against
himNI was almost as surprised as he. | shot, but the stab of heat evid-
ently missed him. The shock of my encounter, short-circuited his robe;
he materialized in the starlight. A brief, savage encounter. He struck the
weapon from my hand. He had dropped his hydrogen torch, and tried to
grip me. But | twisted away from his hold.

"So it's you!"

"Quiet, Gregg Haljan! | only want to talk."

Without warning, a stab of radiance shot from aweapon in his hand. It
caught me. Ran like ice through my veins. Seized and numbed my limbs.

| fell helpless to the deck. Nerves and muscles paralyzed. My tongue
was thick and inert. | could not speak, nor move. But | could seeMiko
bending over me, and hear him:

"l don't want to kill you, Haljan. We need you."

He gathered me up like a bundle in his huge arms; carried me swiftly
across the deserted deck.

Snap's radio room in the network under the dome was diagonally
overhead. A white actinic light shot from itNcaught us, bathed us. Snap
had been awake; had heard the commotion of our encounter.

His voice rang shrilly: "Stop! I'll shoot!" His warning siren rang out to
alert the ship. His spotlight clung to us.

Miko ran with me a few steps. Then he cursed and dropped me; fled
away. | fell like a sack of carbide to the deck. My sensesfaded into
blacknessE .

"He's all right now."

| was in the chart room with Captain Carter, Snap and Dr. Frank bend-
ing over me. The surgeon said,

"Can you speak now, Gregg?"

| tried it. My tongue was thick, but it moved. "Yes." | was soon re-
vived. | sat up, with Dr. Frank vigorously rubbing me.

“I'm all right." | told them what had happened.

Captain Carter said, "Yes, we know that. And it was Miko also who
killed Anita Prince. She told us before she died."

"Died!E " | leaped to my feet. "She E diedE ."
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"Yes, Gregg. An hour ago. Miko got into her stateroom and tried to
force his love upon her. She repulsed him. He killed herE ."

It struck me blank. And then with a rush came the thought, "He says
Miko killed her"E .

| heard myself stammering, "WhyNwhy we must get him!" | gathered
my wits; a surge of hate swept me; a wild desire for vengeance.

"Why, by God, where is he? Why don't you go get him? I'll get
himNI'll Kill him!"

"Easy, Gregg!" Dr. Frank gripped me.

The Captain said gently. "We know how you feel, Gregg. Shetold us
before she died."

“I'll bring him in here to you! But I'll kill him, I tell you!"

“No you won't, lad. We don't want him killed, not attacked, even. Not
yet. We'll explain later."

They sat me down, calming meE .

Anita dead. The door of the shining garden was closed. A brief
glimpse given to me and to her of what might have been. And now she
was deadE .
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Chapter 1 O

| had not been able at first to understand why Captain Carter wanted
Miko left at liberty. Within me there was that cry of vengeance, as
though to strike Miko down would somehow lessen my own grief.
Whatever Carter's purpose, Snap had not known it. But Balch and Dr.
Frank were in the Captain's confidenceNall three of them working on
some plan of action.

It was obvious that at least two of our passengerswere plotting with
Miko and George Prince; trying on this voyage to learn what they could
about Grantline's activities on the MoonNscheming doubtless to seize
the treasure when the Planetara stopped at the Moon on the return voy-
age. | thought | could name those masquerading passengers.Ob Hahn,
supposedly a Venus mystic. And Rance Rankin, who called himself an
American magician. Those two, Snap and | agreed, seemed most suspi-
cious. And there was the purser.

| sat for a time on the deck outside the chart room with Snap. Then
Carter summoned us back, and we sat listening while he, Balch and Dr.
Frank went on with their conference. Listening to them, | could not but
agreethat our bestplan was to secureevidence which would incriminate
all who were concerned in the plot. Miko, we were convinced, had been
the Martian who followed Snap and me from Halsey's office in Greater
New York. George Prince had doubtless beenthe invisible eavesdropper
outside the radio room. He knew, and had told the others that Grantline
had found that priceless metal on the Moon and that the Planetara
would stop there on the way home.

But we could not incarcerate George Prince for being an eavesdropper.
Nor had we the faintest possible evidence against Ob Hahn or Rankin.
And even the purser would probably be released by the Interplanetary
Court of Ferrok-Shahn when it heard our evidence.

There was only Miko. We could arrest him for the murder of Anita.
But if we did that now, the others would be put on their guard. It was
Carter's idea to let Miko remain at liberty for a time and seeif we could
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identify and incriminate his fellows. The murder of Anita obviously had
nothing to do with any plot against Grantline Moon treasure.

"Why," exclaimed Balch, "there might beNprobably areNhuge Mar-
tian interests concerned in this thing. These men aboard are only emis-
saries, making this voyage to learn what they can. When they get to
Ferrok-Shahn, they'll make their report, and then we'll have a real
danger on our hands. Why, an outlaw ship could be launched from
Ferrok-Shahn that would beat us back to the MoonNand Grantline is en-
tirely without warning of any danger!"

It seemedobvious. Unscrupulous criminals in Ferrok-Shahn would be
dangerous indeed, once these details of Grantline were given them. So
now it was decided that in the remaining nine days of our outward voy-
age, we would attempt to secure enough evidence to arrest all these
plotters.

“I'l' have them all in the cagewhen we land," declared Carter grimly.
"They'll make no report to their principals!"

Ah, the futile plans of men!

Yet, at the time, we thought it practical. We were all doubly armed
now. Bullet projectors and heatray cylinders. And we had several eaves-
dropping microphones which we planned to use whenever occasion
offered.

Only twenty-eight hours of this eventful voyage had passed.The Plan-
etara was some six million miles from the Earth; it blazed behind us, a
tremendous giant.

The body of Anita was being made ready for burial. George Prince
was still in his stateroom. Glutz, effeminate little hairdresser, who waxed
rich acting as beauty doctor for the women passengers,and who, in his
youth, had been an undertaker, had gone with Dr. Frank to prepare the
body.

Gruesome details. | tried not to think of them. | sat, numbed, in the
chart room.

An astronomical burialNthere was little precedent for it. | dragged
myself to the stern deck where, at five a.m., the ceremony took place.

We were a solemn little group, gathered there in the checkered star-
light with the great vault of the heavensaround us. A dismantled elec-
tronic projectorNnecessary when a long range gun was mountedNhad
been rigged up in one of the deck ports.

They brought out the body. | stood apart, gazing reluctantly at the
small bundle, wrapped like a mummy in a dark metallic screen-cloth. A
patch of black silk rested over her face. Four cabin stewards carried her;
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and beside her walked George Prince. A long black robe covered him,
but his head was bare. And suddenly he reminded me of the ancient
play-character of Hamlet. His black, wavy hair; his finely chiseled, pallid
face, set now in a stern patrician cast. And staring, | realized that
however much of the villain this man might be, at this instant, walking
beside the body of his dead sister, he was stricken with grief. He loved
that sister with whom he had lived since childhood; and to seehim now
no one could doubt it.

The little procession stopped in a patch of starlight by the port. They
rested the body on a bank of chairs. The black-robed chaplain, roused
from his bed and still trembling from excitement of this sudden, inexplic-
able death on board, said a brief, solemn little prayer. An appeal: That
the Almighty Ruler of all these blazing worlds might guard the soul of
this gentle girl whose mortal remains were now to be returned to Him.

Ah, if ever God seemedhovering close, it was now at this instant, on
this starlit deck floating in the black void of space.

Then Carter for just a moment removed the black shroud from her
face. | saw her brother gaze silently; saw him stoop and implant a
kissNand turn away. | did not want to look, but | found myself moving
slowly forward.

Shelay, so beautiful. Her face, white and calm and peaceful in death.
My sight blurred.

"Easy Gregg," Snapwas whispering to me. He had his arm around me.
"Come on away."

They tied the shroud over her face.l did not seethem asthey put the
body in the tube, sent it through the exhaust chamber and dropped it.

But a moment later | saw it, a small black, oblong bundle hovering be-
side us. It was perhaps a hundred feet away, circling us. Held by the
Planetara's bulk, it had momentarily become our satellite. It swung
around us like a moon. Gruesome satellite, by nature's laws forever to
follow us.

Then from another tube at the bow, Blackstone operated a small zed-
co-ray projector. Its dull light caught the floating bundle, neutralizing its
metallic wrappings.

It swung off at a tangent. Speeding. Falling free in the dome of the
heavens. A rotating black oblong. But in a moment distance dwindled it
to a speck. A dull silver dot with the sunlight on it. A speck of human
Earth dust, falling freeE .

It vanished. AnitaNgone.
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Chapter 1 1

| turned from the deck. Miko was near me! So he had dared show him-
self here among us! But | realized he could not be aware we knew he was
the murderer. George Prince had been asleep, had not seen Miko with
Anita. Miko, with impulsive rage had shot the girl and escaped. No
doubt now he was cursing himself for having done it. And he could very
well assumethat Anita had died without regaining consciousnessto tell
who had killed her.

He gazed at me now. | thought for an instant he was coming over to
talk with me. Though he probably considered he was not suspected of
the murder of Anita, he realized, of course, that his attack on me was
known. He must have wondered what action would be taken.

But he did not approach me. He moved away and went inside. Moa
had been near him; and asthough by prearrangement with him she now
accosted me.

"l want to speak to you, Set Haljan."

"Go ahead."

| felt an instinctive aversion to this Martian girl. Yet she was not unat-
tractive. Over six feet tall, straight and slim. Sleek blond hair. Rather a
handsome face; not gray, like the burly Miko, but pink and white; stern
lipped, but feminine, too. She was smiling gravely now. Her blue eyes
regarded me keenly. She said gently:

"A sad occurrence, Gregg Haljan. And mysterious. | would not ques-
tion youN"

“Is that all you have to say?" | demanded.

"No. You are a handsome man, GreggNattractive to womenNto any
Martian woman."

She said it impulsively. Admiration for me was on her face, in her
eyesNa man cannot miss it.

“Thank you."

"I mean, | would be your friend. My brother Miko is so sorry about
what happened between you and him this morning. He only wanted to
talk to you, and he came to your cubby doorN"
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"With a torch to break its seal," | interjected.

She waved that away. "He was afraid you would not admit him. He
told you he would not harm you."

"And so he struck me with one of your Martian paralyzing rays!"

"He is sorryE ."

She seemed gauging me, trying, no doubt, to find out what reprisal
would be taken against her brother. | felt sure that Moa was asactive asa
man in any plan that was under way to capture the Grantline treasure.
Miko, with his ungovernable temper, was doing things that put their
plans in jeopardy.

| demanded, "What did your brother want to talk to me about?"

"Me," she said surprisingly. "l senthim. A Martian girl goesafter what
she wants. Did you know that?"

She swung on her heel and left me. | puzzled over it. Was that why
Miko struck me down and was carrying me off? | did not think so. |
could not believe that all these incidents were so unrelated to what |
knew was the main undercurrent They wanted me, had tried to capture
me for something else.

Dr. Frank found me mooning alone. "Go to bed, Gregg. You look
awful."

"l don't want to go to bed."

"Where's Snap?"

"I don't know. He was here a little while ago." | had not seenhim since
the burial of Anita.

“The Captain wants him," he said.

Within an hour the morning siren would arouse the passengers.l was
seatedin a secluded corner of the deck, when George Prince came along.
He went past me, a slight, somber, dark-robed figure. He had on high,
thick boots. A hood was over his head, but as he saw me he pushed it
back and dropped down beside me.

For a moment he did not speak. His face showed pallid in the dim
starlight.

"She said you loved her." His soft voice was throaty with emotion.

"Yes."| said it almost against my will. There seemeda bond springing
between this bereaved brother and me. He added, so softly | could
barely hear him: "That makes you, | think, almost my friend. And you
thought you were my enemy."

| held my answer. An incautious tongue running under emotion is a
dangerous thing. And | was sure of nothing.
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He went on, "Almost my friend. BecauseNwe both loved her, and she
loved us both." He was hardly more than whispering. "And there is
aboard one whom we both hate."

"Miko!" It burst from me.

"Yes. But do not say it."

Another silence fell between us. He brushed back the black curls from
his forehead. "Have you an eavesdropping microphone, Haljan?"

| hesitated. "Yes."

"| was thinkingE ." He leaned closer. "If, in half an hour, you could
use it upon Miko's cabinNI would rather tell you than anyone else. The
cabin will be insulated, but | shall find a way of cutting off that insula-
tion so that you can hear."

So George Prince had turned with us. The shock of his sister's
deathNhimself allied with her murdererNhad been too much for him.
He was with us!

Yet his help must be given secretly. Miko would kill him instantly if it
became known. He had been watchful of the deck. He stood up now.

"l think that is all.”

As he turned away, | murmured, "But | do thank youE ."

The name SetMiko glowed upon the door. It was in a transverse cor-
ridor similar to A22. The corridor was forward of the lounge: it opened
off the small circular library.

The library was unoccupied and unlighted, dim with only the reflec-
ted lights from the nearby passages.l crouched behind a cylinder case.
The door of Miko's room was in sight.

| waited perhaps five minutes. No one entered. Then | realized that
doubtless the conspirators were already there. | set my tiny eavesdrop-
per on the library floor beside me; connectedits little battery; focused its
projector. Was Miko's room insulated? | could not tell. There was a small
ventilating grid above the door. Across its opening, if the room was insu-
lated, a blue sheenof radiance would be showing. And there would be a
faint hum. But from this distance | could not seeor hear such details, and
| was afraid to approach closer. Once in the transverse corridor, | would
have no place to hide, no way of escape.If anyone approached Miko's
door, | would be trapped.

| threw the current into my apparatus. | prayed, if it met interference,
that the slight sound would passunnoticed. George Prince had said that
he would make opportunity to disconnect the room's insulation. He had
evidently done so. | picked up the interior sounds at once; my
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headphone vibrated with them. And with trembling fingers on the little
dial between my kneesas| crouched in the darkness behind the cylinder
case, | synchronized.

"Johnson is a fool." It was Miko's voice. "We must have the
passwords."

"He got them from the radio room." A man's voice: | puzzled over it at
first, then recognized it. Rance Rankin.

Miko said, "He is a fool. Walking around this ship asthough with let-
ters blazoned on his forehead, 'Watch meE . | need watching.' Hah! No
wonder they apprehended him!"

Rankin's voice said: "He would have turned the papers over to us. |
would not blame him too much. What harmN"

"Oh, I'll release him," Miko declared. "What harm? That braying ass
did us plenty of harm. He haslost the passwords. Better he had left them
in the radio room."

Moa was in the room. Her voice said, "We've got to have them. The
Planetara, upon such an important voyage as this, might be watched."

"No doubt it is,” Rankin said quietly. "We ought to have the pass-
words. When we are in control of this shipE ."

It sent a shiver through me. Were they planning to try and seize the
Planetara? Now? It seemed so.

"Johnsonundoubtedly memorized them," Moa was saying. "When we
get him outN"

"Hahn is to do that, at the signal." Miko added, "George could do it
better, perhaps."

And then | heard George Prince for the first time, "I'll try."

“No need," Miko said unexpectedly.

| could not seewhat had happened. A look, perhaps, which Prince
could not avoid giving this man he had come to hate. Miko doubtless
saw it, and the Martian's hot anger leaped.

Rankin said hurriedly, "Stop that!"

And Moa, "Let him alone, you fool! Sit down!"

| could hear the sound of a scuffle. A blowNa cry, half suppressed,
from George Prince.

Then Miko: "I will not hurt him. Craven coward! Look at him! Hating
meNfrightened!"

| could fancy George Prince sitting there with murder in his heart, and
Miko taunting him:

"Hates me now, because | shot his sister!"

Moa: "Hush!"
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"I will not! Why should | not say it? | will tell you something else, Ge-
orge Prince. It was not Anita | shot at, but you! | meant nothing for her
but love. If you had not interferedN"

This was different from what we had figured. George Prince had come
in from his own room, had tried to rescue his sister, and in the scuffle,
Anita had taken the shot instead of George.

"I did not even know | had hit her,” Miko was saying. "Not until |
heard she was dead." He added sardonically, "I hoped it was you | had
hit, George. And | will tell you this: you hate me no more than | hate
you. If it were not for your knowledge of oresN"

“Is this to be a personal wrangle?" Rankin interrupted. "l thought we
were here to planN"

"It is planned," Miko said shortly. "I give orders, | do not plan. | am
waiting now for the momentN" He checked himself.

Moa said, "Does Rankin understand that no harm is to come to Gregg
Haljan?"

"Yes,"Rankin said. "And Dean. We need them, of course. But you can-
not make Dean send messages if he refuses, nor make Haljan navigate."

"I know enough to check on them," Miko said grimly. "They will not
fool me. And they will obey me, have no fear. A little touch of sulphur-
icN" His laugh was gruesome. "It makes the most stubborn, very
willing."

“I wish,” said Moa, "we had Haljan safely hidden. If he is
hurtNKkilledN"

So that was why Miko had tried to capture me? To keep me safe so
that | might navigate the ship.

It occurred to me that | should get Carter at once. A plot to seize the
PlanetaraNbut when?

| froze with startled horror.

The diaphragms at my ears rang with Miko's words: "I have set the
time for nowNtwo minutesN"

It seemedto startle Rankin and George Prince as much as it did me.
Both exclaimed: "No!"

"No? Why not? Everyone is at his post!"

Prince repeated, "No!"

And Rankin, "But can we trust them? The stewardsNthe crew?"

"Eight of them are our own men! You didn't know that, Rankin?
They've been aboard the Planetara for several voyages. Oh, this is no
quickly planned affair, even though we let you in on it so recently. You
and JohnsonE . By God!"
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There was a commotion in the stateroom. | crouched, tense. Miko had
discovered that his insulation had been cut off! He had evidently leaped
to his feet. | heard a chair overturn. And the Martian's roar: "It's off! Did
you do that, Prince? By God, if | thoughtN"

My apparatus went suddenly dead as Miko flung on his insulation. |
lost my wits in the confusion: | should have instantly taken off my vibra-
tions. There was interference: it showed in the dark spaceof the ventilat-
or grid over Miko's doorway, a snapping in the air, thereNa swirl of
sparks.

| heard with my unaided earsMiko's roar over his insulation: "By God,
they're listening!"

The scream of hand sirens sounded from his stateroom. It rang over
the ship. His signal! | heard it answered from some distant point. And
then a shot: a commotion in the lower corridorskE .

The attack upon the Planetara had begun!

| was on my feet. The shouts of startled passengerssounded, a turmoil
beginning everywhere.

| stood momentarily transfixed. The door of Miko's stateroom burst
open. He stood there, with Rankin, Moa and George Prince crowding
him.

He saw me. "You, Gregg Haljan!"

He came leaping at me.
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Chapter 1 2

| was taken wholly by surprise. There was an instant when | stood
numbed, fumbling for aweapon at my belt, undecided whether to run or
stand my ground. Miko was no more than twenty feet from me. He
checked his forward rush. The light from an overhead tube was on him: |
saw in his hand the cylinder projector of his paralyzing ray.

| plucked my heat cylinder from my belt, and fired without taking
aim. My tiny heat beam flashed. | must have grazed Miko's hand. His
roar of anger and pain rang out over the turmoil. He dropped his
weapon; then stooped to pick it up. But Moa forestalled him. Sheleaped
and seized it.

"Careful! Fool, you promised not to harm him!"

A confusion of swift action. Rankin had turned and darted away. | saw
George Prince stumbling half in front of the struggling Miko and Moa.
And | heard footsteps beside me. A hand gripped me, jerked at me.

Over the turmoil, Prince's voice sounded: "Gregg Haljan!"

| recall that | had the impression that Prince was frightened; he had
half fallen in front of Miko. And there was Miko's voice: "Let go of me!"

It was Balch gripping me. "Gregg! This wayNrun! Get out of herel!
He'll kill you with that ray!"

Miko's ray flashed, but George Prince had knocked his arm. | did not
dare fire again. Prince was in the way. Balch, who was unarmed, shoved
me violently back.

"Gregg! The chart room!"

| turned and ran, with Balch after me. Prince had fallen or beenfelled
by Miko. A flash followed me from Miko's weapon, but again it missed.
He did not pursue me. Instead he ran the other way, through the port-
side door of the library.

Balch and | found ourselves in the library. Shouting, frightened pas-
sengers were everywhere. The place was in wild confusion, the whole
ship ringing now with shouts.

“To the chart room, Gregg!"

| called to the passengers, "Go back to your rooms!"
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| followed Balch. We ran through the archway to the deck. In the star-
light | saw figures scurrying aft, but none were near us. The deck for-
ward was dim with heavy shadows. The oval windows and door of the
chart room were blue-yellow from the tube lights inside. No one seemed
on the deck there. And then aswe approached, | saw further forward in
the bow, the trap door to the cage standing open. Johnson had been
released.

From one of the chart room windows a heat ray sizzled. It barely
missed us. Balch shouted, "CarterNdon't!"

The Captain called, "Oh you, BalchNand HaljanN"

He came out on the deck as we rushed up. His left arm was dangling
limp.

"GodNthisN" He got no further. From the turret overhead a tiny
search beam came down and disclosed us. Blackstone was supposed to
be on duty up there, with a course master at the controls. But, glancing
up, | saw, illumined by the turret lights, the figure of Ob Hahn in his
purple-white robe, and Johnson, the purser. And on the turret balcony,
two fallen menNBlackstone and the course master.

Johnsonwas training the spotlight on us. And Hahn fired a Martian
ray. It struck Balch beside me. He dropped.

Carter was shouting, "InsideNGregg! Get inside!"

| stopped to raise up Balch. Another beam camedown. A heatray this
time. It caught the fallen Balch full on the chest, piercing him through.
The smell of his burning flesh rose to sicken me. He was dead. | dropped
his body. Carter shoved me into the chart room.

In the small, steel-lined room, Carter and | slid the door closed. We
were alone here. The thing had come so quickly it had taken Captain
Carter, like us all, wholly unawares. We had anticipated spying eaves-
droppers, but not this open brigandage. No more than a minute or two
had passed since Miko's siren in his stateroom had given the signal for
attack. Carter had beenin the chart room. Blackstone was in the turret.
At the outbreak of confusion, Carter dashed out to see Hahn releasing
Johnson from the cage. From the forward chart room window now |
could seewhere Hahn with atorch had broken the cage seal. The torch
lay on the deck. There had been an exchange of shots; Carter's arm was
paralyzed; Johnson and Hahn had escaped.

Carter was as confused as |I. There had simultaneously been an en-
counter up in the turret. Blackstone and the course master were Kkilled.
The lookout had beenshot from his post in the forward observatory. The
body dangled now, twisted half in and half out the window.
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We could seeseveral of Miko's menNerstwhile members of our crew
and steward corpsNscurrying from the turret along the upper bridge to-
ward the dark and silent radio room. Snap was up there. But was he?
The radio room glowed suddenly with dim light, but there was no evid-
ence of a fight there. The fighting seemedmostly below the deck, down
in the hull corridors. A blended horror of sounds came up to us.
Screams, shouts and the hissing and snapping of ray weapons. Our
crewNsuch of them as were loyalNwere making a stand below. But it
was brief. Within a minute it died away. The passengers,amidships in
the superstructure, were still shouting. Then above them Miko's roar
sounded.

"Be quiet! Go in your roomsNyou will not be harmed."

The brigands in these few minutes were in control of the ship. All but
this little chart room, where, with most of the ship's weapons, Carter and
| were entrenched.

"God, Gregg, that this should come upon us!"

Carter was fumbling with the chart room weapons. "Here, Gregg.
Help me. What have you got? Heat ray? That's all | had ready."

It struck me then as | helped him make the connections that Carter in
this crisis was at best an inefficient commander. His red face had gone
splotchy purple; his hands were trembling. Skilled as Captain of a peace-
ful liner, he was at aloss now. But | could not blame him. It is easyto say
we might have taken warning, done this or that, and come triumphant
through the attack. But only the fool looks backward and says, "l would
have done better."

| tried to summon my wits. The ship was lost to us unless Carter and |
could do something. Our futile weapons! They were all hereNfour or
five heat ray hand projectors that could send a pencil ray a hundred feet
or so. | shot one diagonally up at the turret where Johnsonwas leering
down at our rear window, but he saw my gesture and dropped back out
of sight. The heat beam flashed harmlessly up and struck the turret
room. Then acrossthe turret window came a sheenof radianceNan elec-
trobarrage. And behind it, Hahn's suave, evil face appeared. He shouted
down:

"We have orders to spare you, Gregg HaljanNor you would have been
killed long ago!"

My answering shot hit his barrage with a shower of sparks, behind
which he stood unmoved.

Carter handed me another weapon. "Gregg, try this."
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| leveled the old explosive projector; Carter crouched beside me. But
before | could press the trigger, from somewhere down the starlit deck
an electro beam hit me. The little rifle exploded, broke its breech. | sank
back to the floor, tingling from the shock of the hostile current. My hands
were blackened from the exploded powder.

Carter seized me. "No use. Hurt?"

"No."

The stars through the dome windows were swinging. A long
swingNthe shadows and patterns on the starlit deck were all shifting.
The Planetarawas turning. The heavensrevolved in a great round sweep
of movement, then settled as we took our new course.

Hahn at the turret controls had swung us. The Earth and the Sun
showed over our bow quarter. The sunlight mingled red-yellow with the
brilliant starlight. Hahn's signals were sounding; | heard them answered
from the mechanism rooms down below. Brigands thereNin full control.
The gravity plates were being set to the new positions: We were on our
new course. Headed a point or two off the Earthline. Not headed for the
Moon? | wondered.

Carter and | were planning nothing. What was there to plan? We were
under observation. A Martian paralyzing rayNor an electronic beam, far
more deadly than our own puny weaponsNwould have struck us the in-
stant we tried to leave the chart room.

My thoughts were interrupted by a shout from down the deck. At a
corner of the cabin superstructure some fifty feet from our windows the
figure of Miko appeared. A radiance barrage hung about him like a
shimmering mantle. His voice sounded: "Gregg Haljan, do you yield?"

Carter leaped up from where he and | were crouching. Against all
reason of safety he leaned from the low window, waving his hamlike
fist.

"Yield? No! | am in command here, you pirate! BrigandNmurderer!"

| dragged him back sharply. "For God's sakeN"

He was spluttering; and over it Miko's sardonic laugh sounded. "Shall
we argue about it?"

| stood up. "What do you want to say, Miko?"

Behind him the tall, thin figure of his sister showed. Shewas plucking
at him. He turned violently. "I won't harm him! Gregg HaljanNis this a
truce? You will not shoot?" He was shielding Moa.

“No," | called. "For a moment, no. A truce. What is it you want to say?"

| could hear the babble of passengerswho were herded in the cabin
with brigands guarding them. George Prince, bare-headed, but shrouded
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in his cloak, showed in a patch of light behind Moa. He looked my way
and then retreated.

Miko called, "You must yield. We want you, Haljan."

"No doubt," | jeered.

"Alive. It is easy to kill you."

| could not doubt that. Carter and | were little more than rats in a trap.
But Miko wanted to take me alive: that was not so simple. He added
persuasively:

"We want you to navigate us. Will you?"

"No."

"Will you help us, Captain Carter? Tell your cub, this Haljan, to yield."

Carter roared, "Get back from there. There is no truce!"

| shoved aside his leveled projector. "Wait a minute, Miko. Navigate
where?"

“That is our business. When you come out here, | will give you the
course."

| realized that all this parley was a ruse of Miko's to take me alive. He
had made a gesture. Hahn, watching him from the turret window,
doubtless flashed a signal down to the hull corridors. The magnetizer
control under the chart room was altered, our artificial gravity cut off. |
felt the sudden lightness: | gripped the window casementand clung.
Carter was startled into incautious movement. It flung him out into the
room, his arms and legs flailing.

And acrossthe chart room, in the opposite window, | felt rather than
saw the shape of something. A figure, almost invisible but not quite, was
trying to climb in! | flung the empty rifle | was holding. It hit something
solid in the window. In a flare of sparks a blackhooded figure material-
ized. A man climbing in! His weapon spat. There was a tiny electronic
flash, deadly silent. The intruder had shot at Carter: struck him. Carter
gave one queer scream.He had floated to the floor; his convulsive move-
ment when he was hit hurled him to the ceiling. His body struck;
twitched; bounced back and sank inert on the floor grid almost at my
feet.

| clung to the casement. Across the room of the weightless room the
hooded intruder was also clinging. His hood fell back. It was Johnson.

"Killed him, the bully! Now for you, Mr. Third Officer Haljan!"

But he did not dare fire at me. Miko had forbidden it. | saw him reach
under his robe, doubtless for a low-powered paralyzing ray. But he nev-
er got it out. | had no weapon within reach.| leaned into the room, still
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holding the casement,and doubled my legs under me. | kicked out from
the window.

The force catapulted me acrossthe space acrossthe room like a vol-
plane. | struck the purser. We gripped. Our locked, struggling bodies
bounced out into the room. We struck the floor, surged up like balloons
to the ceiling, struck it with a flailing arm or leg and floated back.

Grotesque, abnormal combat! Like fighting in weightless water. John-
son clutched his weapon, but | twisted his wrist, held his arm out-
stretched so that he could not aim it. | was aware of Miko's voice shout-
ing on the deck outside.

Johnson'sleft hand was gouging at my face, his fingers digging at my
eyes. We lunged down.

| twisted his wrists. He dropped the weapon and it sank away, | tried
to reach it but could notE . Then | had him by the throat. | was stronger
than he, and more agile. | tried choking him, | had his thick bull neck
within my fingers. He kicked, scrambled, tore and gouged at me. Tried
to shout, but it ended in agurgle. And then, ashe felt his breath stopped,
his hands came up in an effort to tear mine loose.

We sank again to the floor. We were momentarily upright. | felt my
feet touch. | bent my knees.We sank further. And then | kicked violently
upward. Our locked bodies shot to the ceiling. Johnson'shead was above
me. It struck the steelroof of the chart room. A violent blow. | felt him go
suddenly limp. | casthim off and, doubling my body, | kicked at the ceil-
ing. It sent me diagonally downward to the window, where | clung.

And | saw Miko standing on the deck with a weapon leveled at me!
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Chapter 1 3

"Haljan! Yield or I'll fire! Moa, give me the smaller one."

He had in his hand too large a projector. Its ray would kill me. If he
wanted to take me alive, he would not fire. | chanced it.

“No!" | tried to draw myself beneath the window. An automatic pro-
jector was on the floor where Carter had dropped it. | pulled myself
down. Miko did not fire. | reached the weapon. The bodies of the Cap-
tain and Johnson had drifted together on the floor in the center of the
room.

| hitched myself back to the window. With upraised weapon | gazed
cautiously out. Miko had disappeared. The deck within my line of vis-
ilon, was empty.

But was it? Something told me to beware. | clung to the casement,
ready upon the instant to shove myself down. There was a movement in
a shadow along the deck. Then a figure rose up.

"Don't fire, Haljan!"

The sharp command, half appeal, stopped the pressure of my finger. It
was the tall, lanky Englishman. Sir Arthur Coniston, he as called himself.
So he too, was one of Miko's band! The light through a dome window
fell full on him.

"If you fire, Haljan, and kill meNMiko will kill you then, surely."

From where he had been crouching he could not command my win-
dow. But now, upon the heels of his placating words, he abruptly shot.
The low-powered ray, had it struck, would have felled me without
killing me. But it went over my head as | dropped. Its aura made my
senses reel.

Coniston shouted, "Haljan!"

| did not answer. | wonder if he would dare approach to seeif | had
been hit. A minute passed.Then another. | thought | heard Miko's voice
on the deck outside. But it was an aerial, microscopic whisper close be-
side me.

"We see you, Haljan. You must yield!"
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Their eavesdropping vibrations, with audible projection, were upon
me. | retorted loudly, "Come and get me! You cannot take me alive!"

| do protest if this action of mine in the chart room may seembravado.
| had no wish to die. There was within me a very healthy desire for life.
But | felt, by holding out, that some chance might come wherewith |
might turn events against these brigands. Yet reason told me it was
hopeless. Our loyal members of the crew were killed, no doubt. Captain
Carter and Balch were dead. The lookouts and course masters, also. And
Blackstone.

There remained only Dr. Frank and Snap. Their fate | did not yet
know. And there was George Prince. He, perhaps, would help me if he
could. But, at best, he was a dubious ally.

"You are very foolish, Haljan," murmured Miko's voice. And then |
heard Coniston:

"Seehere, why would not a hundred pounds of gold leaf tempt you?
The code words which were taken from JohnsonNI mean to say, why
not tell us where they are?"

Sothat was one of the brigands' new difficulties! Snap had taken the
code word sheet that time we sealed the purser in the cage.

| said, "You'll never find them. And when a police ship sights us, what
will you do then?"

The chancesof a police ship were slight indeed, but the brigands evid-
ently did not know that. | wondered again what had become of Snap.
Was he captured or still holding them off?

| was watching my windows; for at any moment, under the cover of
talk, I might be assailed.

Gravity came suddenly to the room. Miko's voice said: "We mean well
by you, Haljan. There is your normality. Join us. We need you to chart
our course."

"And a hundred pounds of gold leaf,” urged Coniston. "Or more. Why,
this treasureN"

| could hear an oath from Miko. And then his ironic voice. "We will
not bother you, Haljan. There is no hurry. You will be hungry in good
time. And sleepy. Then we will come and get you. And a little acid will
help you to think differently about usg ."

His vibrations died away. The pull of gravity in the room was normal.
| was alone in the dim silence, with the bodies of Carter and Johnson
huddled on the grid. | bent to examine them. Both were dead.

My isolation was not ruse this time. The outlaws made no further at-
tack. Half an hour passed. The deck outside, what | could seeof it, was
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vacant. Balch lay dead close outside the chart room door. The bodies of
Blackstone and the course master had beenremoved from the turret win-
dow. As a forward lookout, one of Miko's men was on duty in the
nearby tower. Hahn was at the turret's controls. The ship was under or-
derly handling, heading back upon a new course. For the Earth? The
Moon? It did not seem so.

| found, in the chart room, a Benson curve light projector which poor
Captain Carter had nearly assembled.| worked on it, trained it through
my rear window along the empty deck; bent it into the lounge archway.
Upon my grid the image of the lounge interior presently focused. The
passengers in the lounge were huddled in a group. Disheveled,
frightened, with Moa standing watching them. Stewards were serving
them with a meal.

Upon a bench, bodies were lying. Some were dead. | saw Rance
Rankin. Others were evidently only injured. Dr. Frank was moving
among them, attending them. Venza was there, unharmed. And | saw
the gamblers, Shac and Dud, sitting white-faced, whispering together.
And Glutz's little beribboned, becurled figure on a stool.

George Prince was there, standing against the wall, shrouded in his
mourning cloak, watching the scenewith alert, roving eyes.And by the
opposite doorway, the huge towering figure of Miko stood on guard. But
Snap was missing.

A brief glimpse. Miko saw my Bensonlight. | could have equipped a
heat ray and fired along the curved Benson light into that lounge. But
Miko gave me no time.

He slid the lounge door closed, and Moa leaped to closethe one on my
side. My grid showed only the blank deck and door.

Another interval. | had made plans. Futile plans! | could get into the
turret perhaps, and kill Hahn. | had the invisible cloak which Johnson
was wearing. | took it from his body. Its mechanism could be repaired.
Why, with it | could creep about the ship, kill these brigands one by one,
perhaps. George Prince would be with me. The brigands who had been
posing asthe stewards and crew members were unable to navigate; they
would obey my orders. There were only Miko, Coniston and Hahn to
Kill.

From my window | could gaze up to the radio room. And now, ab-
ruptly, | heard Snap's voice: "No! | tell youNno!"

And Miko, "Very well, then. We'll try this."

So Snap was captured but not killed. Relief swept me. He was in the
radio room and Miko was with him. But my relief was short-lived. After
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a brief interval, there camea moan from Snap. It floated down the silence
overhead and made me shudder.

My Benson beam shot into the radio room. It showed me Snap lying
there on the floor. He was bound with wire. His torso had been stripped.
His livid face was ghastly plain in my light.

Miko was bending over him. Miko with a heat cylinder no longer than
afinger. Its needle beam played upon Snap'snaked chest.| could seethe
gruesome little trail of smoke rising; and as Snap twisted and jerked,
there on his flesh was the red and blistered trail of the violet ray.

"Now will you tell?"

"No!"

Miko laughed. "No? Then | shall write my name a little deeperE ."

A black sear nowNa trail etched in the quivering flesh.

"Oh!" Snap's face went white as chalk as he pressed his lips together.

"Or a little acid? This fire-writing does not really hurt? Tell me what
you did with those code words!"

"No!"

In his absorption Miko did not notice my light. Nor did | have the wit
to try and fire along it. | was trembling. Snap under torture!

As the beam went deeper. Snap suddenly screamed. But he ended,
"No! | will send no message for youN"

It had beenonly a moment. In the chart room window beside me again
a figure appeared! No image. A solid, living person, undisguised by any
cloak of invisibility. George Prince had chanced my fire and crept upon
me.

"Haljan! Don't attack me."

| dropped my light connections. As impulsively | stood up, | saw
through the window the figure of Coniston on the deck watching the res-
ult of Prince's venture.

"HaljanNyield."

Prince no more than whispered it. He stood outside on the deck; the
low window casement touched his waist. He leaned over it.

"He's torturing Snap! Call out that you will yield."

The thought had already beenin my mind. Another screamfrom Snap
filled me with horror. | shouted, "Miko! Stop!"

| rushed to the window and Prince gripped me. "Louder!"

| called louder: "Miko! Stop!" My upflung voice mingled with Snap's
agony of protest. Then Miko heard me. His head and shoulders showed
up there at the radio room oval.

"YouNHaljan?"
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Prince shouted, "I have made him yield. He will obey you if you stop
that torture."

| think that poor Snap must have fainted. He was silent. | called, "Stop!
| will do what you command."

Miko jeered, "That is good. A bargain, if you and Dean obey me. Dis-
arm him, Prince, and bring him out."

Miko moved back into the radio room. On the deck, Coniston was ad-
vancing, but cautiously mistrustful of me.

"Gregg."

George Prince flung aleg over the casementand leaped lightly into the
dim chart room. His small slender figure stood beside me, clung to me.

A moment, while we stood there together. No ray was upon us. Conis-
ton could not see us, nor could he hear our whispers.

"Gregg."

A different voice; its throaty, husky quality gone. A soft pleading.
"GreggNGregg, don't you know me? Gregg, dearkE ."

Why, what was this? Not George Prince? A masquerader, yet so like
George Prince.

"Gregg don't you know me?"

Clinging to me. A soft touch upon my arm. Fingers, clinging. A surge
of warm, tingling current was flowing between us.

My sweep of instant thoughts. A speck of human Earth dust falling
free. That was George Prince who had beenkilled. George Prince's body,
disguised by the scheming Carter and Dr. Frank, buried in the guise of
his sister. And this black-robed figure who was trying to help meE .

"Anita! Anita darlingN"

"Gregg, dear one!"

"Anital" My arms went around her, my lips pressed hers, and felt her
tremulous eager answer.

The form of Coniston showed at our window. She cast me off. She
said, with her throaty swagger of amused, masculinity:

"I have him, Sir Arthur. He will obey us."

| sensedher warning glance. She shoved me toward the window. She
said ironically, "Have no fear, Haljan. You will not be tortured, you and
Dean, if you obey our commands."

Coniston gripped me. "You fool! You causedus a lot of trouble. Move
along there!"

He jerked me roughly through the window. Marched me the length of
the deck, out to the stern space,opened the door of my cubby, flung me
in and sealed the door upon me.
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"Miko will come presently."

| stood in the darkness of my tiny room, listening to his retreating foot-
steps. But my mind was not upon him.

All the universe, in that instant, had changed for me. Anita was alive!
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Chapter 1 4

The giant Miko stood confronting me. He slid my cubby door closed be-
hind him. He stood with his head towering close against my ceiling. His
cloak was discarded. In his leather clothes, and with his clanking sword
ornament, his aspect carried the swagger of a brigand of old. He was
bare-headed;the light from one of my tubes fell upon his grinning, leer-
ing gray face.

"So, Gregg Haljan? You have come to your sensesat last. You do not
wish me to write my name on your chest?l would not have done that to
Dean; he forced me. Sit back."

| had been on my bunk. | sank back at the gesture of his huge hairy
arm. His forearm was bare now; the sear of a burn on it was plain to be
seen. He remarked my gaze.

“True. You did that, Haljan, in Greater New York. But | bear you no
malice. | want to talk to you now."

He cast about for a seat, and took the little stool which stood by my
desk. His hand held a small cylinder of the Martian paralyzing ray. He
rested it beside him on the desk.

"Now we can talk."

| remained silent. Alert. Yet my thoughts were whirling. Anita was
alive. Masquerading as her brother. And, with the joy of it, came a shud-
der. Above everything, Miko must not know.

"A great adventure we are upon, Haljan."

My thoughts came back. Miko was talking with an assumption of
friendly comradeship. "All is wellNand we need you, as| have said be-
fore. | am no fool. | have been aware of everything that went on aboard
this ship. You, of all the officers, are most clever at the routine mathemat-
ics. Is that so?"

"Perhaps."”

"You are modest." He fumbled at a pocket of his jacket, produced a
scroll-sheaf. | recognized it. Blackstone's figures. The calculation Black-
stone made of the asteroid we had passed.
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"I am interested in these,”" Miko went on. "I want you to verify them.
And this." He held up another scroll. "This is the calculation of our
present position and our course. Hahn claims he is a navigator. We have
set the ship's gravity platesNsee, like this."

He handed me the scrolls. He watched me keenly as | glanced over
them.

"Well?" | said.

"You are sparing of words, Haljan. By the devils of the airways, | could
make you talk! But | want to be friendly."

| handed him back the scrolls. | stood up. | was almost within reach of
his weapon, but with a sweep of his great arm he knocked me back to
my bunk.

"You dare?" Then he smiled. "Let us not come to blows!"

In truth, physical violence could get me nothing. | would have to try
guile. And | saw now that his face was flushed and his eyesunnaturally
bright. He had been drinking alcolite; not enough to befuddle him, but
enough to make him triumphantly talkative.

"Hahn may not be much of a mathematician," | suggested."But there is
your Sir Arthur Coniston." | managed a sarcastic grin. "Is that his name?"

"Almost. Haljan, will you verify these figures?"

"Yes. But why? Where are we going?"

He laughed. "You are afraid | will not tell you! Why should 1? This
great adventure of mine is progressing perfectly. A tremendous stake,
Haljan. A hundred million dollars in gold leaf. There will be fabulous
riches for all of usN"

"But where are we going?"

"To that asteroid," he said. "I must get rid of these passengers.l am no
murderer."

With a half-dozen killings in the recent fight this was hardly convin-
cing. But he was obviously wholly serious. He seemed to read my
thoughts.

"l kill only when necessary.We will land upon the asteroid. A perfect
place to maroon the passengers.ls it not so?1 will give them the necessit-
ies of life. They will be able to signal. And in a month or so,when we are
perfectly safe and finished with our adventure, a police ship no doubt
will rescue them."

"And then, from the asteroid," | suggested, "we are goingN"

“To the Moon, Haljan. What a clever guesser you are! Coniston and
Hahn are calculating our course. But | have no great confidence in them.
And so | want you."
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"You have me."

"Yes.| have you. | would have killed you long agoNI am an impulsive
fellowNbut my sister restrained me."

He gazed at me slyly. "Moa seems strangely to like you, Haljan."

“Thanks," | said. "I'm flattered."

"Shestill hopes| may really win you to join us,"” he went on. "Gold leaf
Is a wonderful thing; there would be plenty for you in this affair. And to
be rich, and have the love of a woman like MoakE ."

He paused. | was trying cautiously to gauge him, to get from him all
the information | could. | said, with another smile, "That is premature, to
talk of Moa. | will help you chart your course. But this venture, as you
call it, is dangerous. A police shipN"

“There are not many," he declared. "The chancesof our encountering
one are very slim." He grinned at me. "You know that as well as| do.
And we now have those code passwordsNI forced Dean to tell me
where he had hidden them. If we should be challenged, our password
answer will relieve suspicion."

"The Planetara," | objected, "being overdue at Ferrok-Shahn, will cause
alarm. You'll have a covey of patrol ships after you."

“That will be two weeks from now," he smiled. "I have a ship of my
own in Ferrok-Shahn. It lies there waiting now, manned and armed. | am
hoping that, with Dean's help, we may be able to flash them a signal. It
will join us on the Moon. Fearnot for the danger, Haljan. | have great in-
terests allied with me in this thing. Plenty of money. We have planned
carefully."

He was idly fingering his cylinder; he gazed at me as | sat docile on
my bunk. "Did you think George Prince was a leader of this? A mere
boy. | engaged him a year agoNhis knowledge of scienceis valuable to
us."

My heart was pounding but | strove not to show it. He went on
calmly.

"l told you | am impulsive. Half a dozen times | have nearly killed Ge-
orge Prince, and he knows it." He frowned. "I wish | had killed him in-
stead of his sister. That was an error."

There was a note of real concern in his voice. He added, "That is
doneNnothing canchangeit. George Prince is helpful to me. Your friend
Dean, is another. | had trouble with him, but he is docile now."

| said abruptly, "I don't know whether your promise means anything
or not, Miko. But Prince said you would use no more torture."

"l won't. Not if you and Dean obey me."
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"You tell Dean | have agreed to that. You say he gave you the code
words he took from Johnson?"

"Yes. There was a fool, for you! That Johnson! You blame me, Haljan,
for the death of Carter? You need not. Johnsonoffered to try and capture
you, take you both alive. He killed Carter becausehe was angry with
him. A stupid, vengeful fool! He is dead and I'm glad of it."

My mind was on Miko's plans. | ventured, "This treasure on the
MoonNdid you say it was on the Moon?"

"Don't play the fool," he retorted. "I know as much about Grantline as
you do."

“That's very little."

"Perhaps."

"Perhaps you know more, Miko. The Moon is a big place. Where, for
instance, is Grantline located?"

| held my breath. Would he tell me that? A score of questionsNvague
plans were in my mind. How skilled at mathematics were these brig-
ands? Miko, Coniston, HahnNcould | fool them? If | could learn
Grantline's location on the Moon, and keep the Planetaraaway from it. A
pretended error of charting. Time lostNand perhaps Snap could find an
opportunity to signal Earth, get help.

Miko answered my question as bluntly as | asked it. "I don't know
where Grantline is located. But we will find out. He will not suspectthe
Planetara so when we get closeto the Moon, we will signal and ask him.
We can trick him into telling us. You think | do not know what is on
your mind, Haljan? There is a secret code of signals arranged between
Dean and Grantline. | have forced Dean to confessit. Without torture!
Prince helped me in that. He persuaded Dean not to defy me. A very
persuasive fellow, George Prince. More diplomatic than | am. | give him
credit for that."

| strove to hold my voice calm. "If | should join you, MikoNmy word,
if | ever gave it, you would find dependableNI would say George Prince
Is very valuable to us. You should rein your temper. He is half your
sizeNyou might some time, without intention, do him injury."

He laughed. "Moa says so. But have no fearN"

"I was thinking," | persisted. "I'd like to have a talk with George
Prince."

Ah, my pounding, tumultuous heart! But | was smiling calmly. And |
tried to put into my voice a shrewd note of cupidity. "I really know very
little about this treasure, Miko. If there were a million or two of gold leaf
in it for meN"
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"Perhaps there would be."

"Suppose you let me have a talk with Prince? | have some scientific
knowledge myself about the powers of this catalyst. Prince's knowledge
and mineNwe might be able to come to a calculation on the value of
Grantline's treasure. You don't know. You are only assuming."

| paused after this glib outburst. Whatever may have been in Miko's
mind, | cannot say. But abruptly he stood up. | had left my bunk but he
waved me back.

"Sit down. | am not like Moa. | would not trust you just becauseyou
protested you would be loyal." He picked up his cylinder. "We will talk
again." He gestured to the scrolls he had left upon my desk. "Work on
those. | will judge you by the results."

He was no fool, this brigand leader.

"Yes," | agreed. "You want a true course to the asteroid?"

"Yes. And by the gods, | warn you, | can check up on you!"

| said meekly, "Very well. But you ask Prince if he wants my calcula-
tions on Grantline's possibilities."

| shot Miko a foxy look as he stood by the door. | added, "You think
you are clever. There is plenty you don't know. Our first night out from
EarthNGrantline's signalsNdidn't it ever occur to you that | might have
some figures on his treasure?"

It startled him. "Where are they?"

| tapped my forehead. "You don't suppose | was foolish enough to re-
cord them. You ask Prince if he wants to talk to me. A hundred million,
or two hundred millionNit would make a big difference, Miko."

"I will think about it." He backed out and sealed the door upon me.

But Anita did not come. | verified Hahn's figures, which were very
nearly correct. | charted a course for the asteroid; it was almost the one
which had been set.

Coniston came for my results. "l say, we are not so bad as navigators,
are we? | think we're jolly good, considering our inexperience. Not bad
at all, eh?"

"No."

| did not think it wise to ask him about Prince.

"Are you hungry, Haljan?"

"Yes."

A steward came with a meal. The saturnine Hahn stood at my door
with a weapon upon me while | ate. They were taking no chancesand
they were wise not to.
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The day passed. Day and night, all the same of aspect here in the
starry vault of space.But with the ship's routine it was day. And then an-
other time of sleep. | slept fitfully, worrying, trying to plan. Within afew
hours we would be nearing the asteroid.

The time of sleep was nearly passed. My chronometer marked five
a.m. original Earth starting time. The seal of my cubby door hissed. The
door slowly opened.

Anita!

She stood there with her cloak around her. A distance away on the
shadowed deck Coniston was loitering.

"Anita!" | whispered it.

"Gregg, dear!"

Sheturned and gestured to the watching brigand. "I will not be long,
Coniston."

Shecamein and half closed the door upon us, leaving it open enough
so that we could make sure that Coniston did not advance.

| stepped back where he could not see us. "Anita!"

She flung herself into my opened arms.
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Chapter 1 5

A moment when, beyond the thought of the nearby brigandNor the pos-
sibility of an eavesdropping ray trained now upon my cubbyNa moment
while Anita and | held each other, and whispered those things which
could mean nothing to the world, but which were all the world to us!

Then it was she whose wits brought us back from the shining fairy-
land of our love, into the sinister reality of the Planetara.

"Gregg, if they are listeningN"

| pushed her away. This brave little masquerader! Not for my life, or
for all the lives on the ship, would | consciously have endangered her.

"But Grantline's findings!" | said aloud. "In his messageNsee here,
PrinceN"

Coniston was too far away on the deck to hear us. Anita went to my
door again and waved at him reassuringly. | put my ear to the door
opening and listened at the spaceacrossthe grid of the ventilator over
my bunk. The hum of a vibration would have been audible at those two
points. But there was nothing.

"It's all right," | whispered, and she clung to meNso small beside me.
With the black robe thrown aside, it seemed that | could not miss the
curves of her woman's figure. A dangerous game she was playing. Her
hair had beencut short to the baseof her neck, in the fashion of her dead
brother. Her eyelasheshad been clipped: the line of her brows altered.
And now, in the light of my tube as it shone upon her earnest face, |
could remark other changes.Glutz, the little beauty specialist, was in this
secret.With plastic skill he had altered the set of her jawNput masculin-
ity here.

She was whispering: "It wasNwas poor George whom Miko shot."

| had now the true version of what had occurred. Miko had been for-
cing his wooing upon Anita. George Prince was a weakling whose only
good quality was his love for his sister. Someyears ago he had fallen into
evil ways. Been arrested, and then been discharged from his position
with the Federated Corporation. He had taken up with evil companions
in Greater New York. Mostly Martians. And Miko had met him. His
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technical knowledge, his training with the Federated Corporation, made
him valuable to Miko's enterprise. And so Prince had joined the
brigands.

Of all this, Anita had beenunaware. Shehad never liked Miko. Feared
him. But it seemed that the Martian had some hold upon her brother,
which puzzled and frightened Anita.

Then Miko had fallen in love with her. George had not liked it. And
that night on the Planetara, Miko had come and knocked upon Anita's
door, and incautiously she had opened it. He forced himself in. And
when she repulsed him, struggled with him, George had been
awakened.

She was whispering to me now. "My room was dark. We were all
three struggling. George was holding meNthe shot cameNand |
screamed.”

And Miko had fled, not knowing whom his shot had hit in the
darkness.

"And when George died, Captain Carter wanted me to impersonate
him. We planned it with Dr. Frank to try and learn what Miko and the
others were doing; becausel didn't know that poor George had fallen in-
to such evil ways."

Shewhispered, "But | love you, Gregg. | want to be the first to say it: |
love youNl love you."

We had the sanity to try and plan.

"Anita, tell Miko we discussedthe multiple powers of the catalyst. Dis-
cussed how carefully it would have to be transported; how to gauge its
worth. You'll have to be careful, clever. Don't say too much. Tell him we
estimate the value at about a hundred and thirty millions."

| repeated what Miko had told me of his plans. Sheknew all that. And
Snapknew it. Shehad a few moments alone with Snap and gave me now
a message from him, "We'll pull out of this, Gregg."

With Snap she had worked out a plan. There were Snap and I; and
Shacand Dud Ardley upon whom we could doubtless depend. And Dr.
Frank. Against us were Miko and his sister, and Coniston and Hahn. Of
course, there were the members of the crew. But we were numerically
the stronger when it came to true leadership. Unarmed and guarded
now. But if we could break looseNrecapture the shipE .

| sat listening to Anita's eager whispers. It seemed feasible. Miko did
not altogether trust George Prince; Anita was now unarmed.

"But | can make opportunity! | can get one of their ray cylinders, and
an invisible cloak equipment.”
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That cloak, that had been hidden in Miko's room when Carter
searchedfor it in A20 was now in the chart room by Johnson'sbody. It
had been repaired now. Anita thought she could get possession of it.

We worked out the details of the plan. Anita would arm herself, and
come and release me. Together, with a paralyzing ray, we could creep
about the ship, overcome these brigands, one by one. There were so few
of the leaders. With them felled, and with us in control of the turret and
the radio room, we could force the crew to stay at their posts. There
were, Anita said, no navigators among Miko's crew. They would not
dare oppose us.

"But it should be done at once, Anita. In a few hours we will be at the
asteroid.”

"Yes. | will go now and try to get the weapons."

"Where is Snap?"

"Still in the radio room. One of the crew guards him."

Coniston was roaming the ship. He was still loitering on the deck,
watching my door. Hahn was in the turret. The morning watch of the
crew were at their postsin the hull corridors. The stewards were prepar-
ing a morning meal. There were nine members of subordinates altogeth-
er, Anita had calculated. Six of them were in Miko's pay. The other
threeNour own men who had not beenkilled in the fightingNhad joined
the brigands.

"And Dr. Frank, Anita?"

He was in the lounge. All the passengerswere herded there, with
Miko and Moa alternating on guard.

"I will arrange it with Venza," Anita whispered swiftly. "She will tell
the others. Dr. Frank knows about it now. He thinks it can be done."

The possibility of it swept me anew. The brigands were of necessity
scattered singly about the ship. One by one, creeping under cover of an
invisible cloak, | could fell them, and replace them without alarming oth-
ers. My thoughts leaped to it. We would strike down the guard in the ra-
dio room. ReleaseSnap. At the turret we could assail Hahn, and replace
him with Snap.

Coniston's voice outside broke in upon us. "Prince."

He was coming forward. Anita stood in the doorway. "I have the fig-
ures, Coniston. By God, this Haljan is with us! And clever! We think it
will total a hundred and thirty millions. What a stake!"

She whispered, "Gregg dear, Il be back soon. We can do itNbe
ready!"

"AnitaNbe careful of yourself! If they should suspect youE ."

75



"I'l' be careful. In an hour, Gregg, or less, I'll come backE . All right,
Coniston. Where is Miko? | want to seehim. Stay where you are, Haljan.
In good time Miko will trust you with your liberty. You'll berich like all
of us. Never fear."

She swaggered out upon the deck, waved at the brigand, and banged
my cubby door in my face.

| sat upon my bunk. Waiting. Would she come back? Would she be
successful?
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Chapter 1 6

Shecame. | suppose it was no more than an hour: It seemedan eternity
of apprehension. There was the slight hissing of the sealof my door. The
panel slid. | had leaped from my bunk where in the darkness | was lying
tense.

"Prince?" | did not dare say "Anita."

"Gregg."”

Her voice. My gaze swept the deck asthe panel opened. Neither Con-
Iston nor anyone elsewas in sight, save Anita's dark-robed figure which
came into my room.

"You got it?" | asked in a low whisper.

| held her for an instant, kissed her. But she pushed me away with
quick hands. She was breathless.

"Yes, | have it. Give us a little lightNwe must hurry!"

In the blue dimness | saw that she was holding one of the Martian cyl-
inders. The smaller size: it would paralyze but not kill.

"Only one, Anita?"

"Yes. And thisN"

The invisible cloak. We laid it on my grid, and | adjusted its mechan-
ism. | donned it and drew its hood, and threw on its current.

"All right, Anita?"

"Yes."

"Can you see me?"

“No." She had stepped back a foot or two. "Not from here. But you
must let no one approach too close."

Then she came forward, put out her hand, fumbled until she found
me.

It was our plan to have me follow her out. Anyone observing us
would seeonly the robed figure of the supposed George Prince, and |
would escape unnoticed.

The situation about the ship was almost unchanged. Anita had se-
cured the weapon and the cloak and slipped away to my cubby without
being observed.
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"You're sure of that?"

"l think so, Gregg. | was careful."

Moa was now in the lounge, guarding the passengers. Hahn was
asleepin the chart room. Coniston was in the turret. Coniston would be
off duty presently, Anita said, with Hahn taking his place. There were
lookouts in the forward and stern watch towers, and a guard upon Snap
in the radio room.

"Is he inside the room, Anita?"

"Snap? Yes."

"NoNthe guard."

“The guard was sitting on the spider bridge at the door."

This was unfortunate. That guard could seeall the deck clearly. He
might be suspicious of George Prince wandering around: it would be dif-
ficult to get near enough to assail him. This cylinder, | knew, had an ef-
fective range of only some twenty feet.

"Coniston is the sharpest, Gregg. He will be the hardest to get near."

"Where is Miko?"

The brigand leader had gone below a few moments ago, down into the
hull corridor. Anita had seized the opportunity to come to me.

"We can attack Hahn in the chart room first," | whispered. "And get
the other weapons. Are they still there?"

"Yes. But the forward deck is very bright, Gregg."

We were approaching the asteroid. Already its light, like a brilliant
moon, was brightening the forward deck space.lt made me realize how
much haste was necessary.

We decided to go down into the hull corridors. Locate Miko. Fell him
and hide him. His nonappearance back on deck would very soon throw
the others into confusion, especially now with our impending landing
upon the asteroid. And, under cover of this confusion, we would try to
release Snap.

We were ready. Anita slid my door open. She stepped through, with
me soundlessly scurrying after her. The empty, silent deck was altern-
ately dark with shadow patches and bright with blobs of starlight. A
sheen of the Sun's corona was mingled with it; and from forward came
the radiance of the asteroid's mellow silver glow.

Anita turned to seal my door; within my faintly humming cloak I
stood beside her. Was | invisible in this light? Almost directly over us,
close under the dome, the lookout satin his little tower. He gazed down
at Anita.
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Amidships, high over the cabin superstructure, the radio room hung
dark and silent. The guard on its bridge was visible. He too, looked
down.

A tenseinstant. Then | breathed again. There was no alarm. The two
guards answered Anita's gesture.

Anita said aloud into my empty cubby: "Miko will come for you
presently, Haljan. He told me that he wants you at the turret controls to
land us on the asteroid."

Shefinished sealing my door and turned away; started forward along
the deck. | followed. My steps were soundless in my elastic-bottomed
shoes.Anita swaggered with a noisy tread. Near the door of the smoking
room a small incline passage led downward. We went into it.

The passagewas dimly blue lit. We descended its length, came to the
main corridor, which ran the length of the hull. A vaulted metal passage,
with doors to the control rooms opening from it. Dim lights showed at
intervals.

The humming of the ship was more apparent here. It drowned the
light humming of my cloak. | crept after Anita; my hand under the cloak
clutched the ray weapon.

A steward passed us. | shrank aside to avoid him.

Anita spoke to him. "Where is Miko, Ellis?"

“In the ventilator room, Miss. Prince. There was difficulty with the air
renewal."

Anita nodded and moved on. | could have felled that steward as he
passed me. Oh, if | only had, how different things might have been!

But it seemedneedless.| let him go, and he turned into a nearby door
which led to the galley.

Anita moved forward. If we could come upon Miko alone! Abruptly
she turned and whispered, "Greggqg, if other men are with him, I'll draw
him away. You watch your chance."

What little things can overthrow one's careful plans! Anita had not
realized how closeto her | was following. And her turning so unexpec-
tedly caused me to collide with her sharply.

"Oh!" She exclaimed it involuntarily. Her outflung hand had unwit-
tingly gripped my wrist, caught the electrode there. The touch burned
her, and short-circuited my robe. There was a hiss. My current burned
out the tiny fuses.

My invisibility was gone! | stood, a tall, blackhooded figure, revealed
to the gaze of anyone who might be near!
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The futile plans of humans! We had planned so carefully! Our calcula-
tions, our hopes of what we could do, came clattering now in a sudden
wreckage around us.

"Anita! Run!"

If | were seenwith her, then her own disguise would probably be dis-
covered. That above everything, would be disaster.

"Anita, get away from me! | must try it alone!"

| could hide somewhere, repair the cloak perhaps. Or, since now | was
armed, why could not | boldly start an assault?

"Gregg, we must get you back to your cubby!" Shewas clinging to me
in panic.

“No. You run! Get away from me! Don't you understand? George
Prince has no business here with me! They'll kill you!"

"Gregg, let's get back to the deck."

| pushed at her, both of us in confusion.

From behind me there came a shout. That accursed steward! He had
returned, to investigate perhaps what George Prince was doing in this
corridor. He heard our voices. His shout in the silence of the ship soun-
ded horribly loud. The white-cloaked shape of him was in the nearby
doorway. He stood stricken with surprise at seeingme. And then turned
to run.

| fired my paralyzing cylinder through my cloak. Got him! He fell. |
shoved Anita violently.

"Run! Tell Miko to comeNtell him you heard a shout. He won't sus-
pect you!"

"But, GreggN"

"You mustn't be found out. You're our only hope, Anita! I'll hide, fix
the cloak, or get back to my cubby. We'll try again."

It decided her. She scurried down the corridor. | whirled the other
way. The steward's shout might not have been heard.

Then realization flashed to me. That steward would be revived. He
was one of Miko's men. He would be revived and tell what he had seen
and heard. Anita's disguise would be revealed.

A cold-blooded killing, | do protest, went against me. But it was neces-
sary. | flung myself upon him. | beat his skull with the metal of my
cylinder.

| stood up. My hood had fallen back from my head. | wiped my
bloody hands on my useless cloak. | had smashed the cylinder.

"Haljan!"
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Anita's voice! A sharp note of horror and warning. | became aware
that in the corridor, forty feet down its dim length, Miko had appeared
with Anita behind him. His bullet projector was leveled. It spat at me.
But Anita had pulled at his arm.

The explosive report was sharply deafening in the confined space of
the corridor. With a spurt of flame the leaden pellet struck over my head
against the vaulted ceiling.

Miko was struggling with Anita. "Prince, you idiot!"

"Miko, it's Haljan! Don't kill himN"

The turmoil brought members of the crew. From the shadowed oval
near me they came running. | flung the uselesscylinder at them. But |
was trapped in the narrow passage.

| might have fought my way out. Or Miko might have shot me. But
there was the danger that, in her horror, Anita would betray herself.

| backed against the wall. "Don't kill me! See, | will not fight!"

| flung up my arms. And the crew, emboldened and courageous under
Miko's gaze, leaped on me and bore me down.

The futile plans of humans! Anita and | had planned so carefully. And
in a few brief minutes of action it had come only to this!
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Chapter 1 7

"So, Gregg Haljan, you are not as loyal as you pretend!"

Miko was livid with suppressed anger. They had stripped the cloak
from me, and flung me back in my cubby. Miko was now confronting
me: at the door Moa stood watching. And Anita was behind her. | sat
outwardly defiant and sullen on my bunk. But | was tense and alert,
fearful still of what Anita's emotion might betray her into doing.

“Not so loyal," Miko repeated. "And a fool!"

"How did he get out of here? Prince, you came in here!"

My heart was wildly thumping. But Anita retorted with a touch of
spirit, "I cameto tell him what you commanded. To check Hahn's latest
figuresNand to be ready to take the controls when we approached the
asteroid."

"Well, how did he get out?"

"How should | know?" she parried. Little actress!Her spirit helped to
allay my fear. She held her cloak close around her in the fashion they
had come to expect from the George Prince who had just buried his sis-
ter. "How should | know, Miko? | sealed his door."

"But did you?"

"Of course he did," Moa put in.

"Ask your lookouts," Anita said. "They saw meNI waved to them just
as | sealed the door."

| ventured, "I have been taught to open doors." | managed a sly,
lugubrious smile. "I shall not try it again, Miko."

Nothing had been said about my killing of the steward. | thanked my
constellations now that he was dead. "l shall not try it again,” | repeated.

A glance passed between Miko and his sister. Miko said abruptly,
"You seemto realize it is not my purpose to kill you. And you presume
upon it."

"l shall not again." | eyed Moa. She was gazing at me steadily. She
said, "Leave me with him, MikoE ." She smiled. "Gregg Haljan, we are
no more than twenty thousand miles from the asteroid now. The calcula-
tions for retarding are now in operation.”
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It was what had taken Miko below, that and trouble with the ventilat-
ing system, which was soon rectified. But the retarding of the ship's velo-
city when nearing a destination required accurate manipulation. These
brigands were fearful of their own skill. That was obvious. It gave me
confidence. | was really needed. They would not harm me. Except for
Miko's impulsive temper, | was in no danger from themNnot now,
certainly.

Moa was saying, "l think | may make you understand, Gregg. We have
tremendous riches within our grasp."

"I know it," | said with sudden thought. "But there are many with
whom to divide this treasureE ."

Miko caught my intended implication. "By the infernal, this fellow
may have thought he could seizethis treasure for himself! Becausehe is
a navigator!"

Moa said vehemently, "Do not be an idiot, Gregg! You could not do it!
There will be fighting with Grantline!"

My purpose was accomplished. They seemedto seeme a willing out-
law like themselves. As though it were a bond between us.

"Leave me with him," said Moa.

Miko acquiesced."For a few minutes only." He proffered a heat ray
cylinder but she refused it.

"I am not afraid of him."

Miko swung on me. "Within an hour we will be nearing the atmo-
sphere. Will you take the controls?"

"Yes."

He sethis heavy jaw. His eyesbored into me. "You're a strange fellow,
Haljan. | can't make you out. | am not angry now. Do you think, when |
am deadly serious, that | mean what | say?"

His calm words set a sudden chill over me. | checked my smile.

"Yes," | said.

"Well then, | will tell you this: not for all of Prince's well-meaning in-
terference, or Moa's liking for you, or my own need of your skill, will |
tolerate more trouble from you. The next time, | will kill you. Do you be-
lieve me?"

"Yes."

“That is all | want to say. You kill my men, and my sister says| must
not hurt you. | am not a child to be ruled by a woman!"

He held his huge fist before my face. "With these fingers | will twist
your neck! Do you believe it?"

"Yes." | did indeed.
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He swung on his heel. "Moa wants to try and put sensein your
headNIl hope she does it. Bring him to the lounge when you have fin-
ished. Come, Prince, Hahn will need us." He chuckled grimly. "Hahn
seemsto fear we will plunge into this asteroid like a wild comet gone
suddenly tangent!"

Anita moved aside to let him through the door. | caught a glimpse of
her set white face as she followed him down the deck. Then Moa's bulk
blocked the doorway. She faced me.

"Sit where you are, Gregg." Sheturned and closed the door upon us. "l
am not afraid of you. Should | be?"

"No."

Shecameand satdown beside me. "If you should attempt to leave this
room, the stern lookout has orders to bore you through."

"l have no intention of leaving this room," | retorted. "I do not want to
commit suicide."

"l thought you did. You seem minded in such a fashion. Gregg, why
are you so heedless?"

| said carefully, "This treasureNyou are many who will divide it. You
have all these men on the Planetara. And in Ferrok-Shahn, othersN"

| paused. Would shetell me? Could | make her talk of that other brig-
and ship which Miko had said was waiting on Mars? | wondered if he
had been able to signal it. The distance from here to Mars was great; yet
upon other voyages Snap'ssignals had gotten through. My heart sank at
the thought. Our situation here was desperate enough. The passengers
soonwould be castupon the asteroid: there would be left only Snap, An-
ita and myself. We might recapture the ship, but | doubted it now. My
thoughts were turning to our arrival on the Moon. We three might, per-
haps, be able to thwart the attack upon Grantline, hold the brigands off
until help from the Earth might come.

But with another brigand ship, fully manned and armed, coming from
Mars, the condition would be immeasurably worse. Grantline had some
twenty men, and his camp, | knew, would be reasonably fortified. | knew
too, that Johnny Grantline would fight to his last man.

Moa was saying, "l would like to tell you our plans, Gregg."

Her gaze was on my face. Keen eyes, but they were luminous
nowNan emotion in them sweeping her. But outwardly she was calm.

"Well, why don't you tell me?" | said. "If | am to helpE ."

"Gregg, | want you with us. Don't you understand. And we are not
many, really. My brother and | are guiding this affair. With your help, |
would feel differently."
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"The ship at Ferrok-ShahnN"

My fears were realized. Shesaid, "l think our signals reached it. Dean
tried and Coniston was checking him."

"You think the ship is coming?"

"Yes."

"Where will it join us?"

"At the Moon. We will be there in thirty hours. Your figures gave that,
did they not?"

"Yes," | said. "And the other shipNhow fast is it?"

"Quite fast. In eight daysNperhaps nine, it will reach the Moon."

She seemedwilling enough to talk. There was indeed, no reason why
she shouldn't: | could not, she naturally felt, turn the knowledge to ac-
count. Certainly my position seemed desperately helpless.

"MannedN" | prompted.

"About forty men."

"And armed? Long range projectors?"

"You ask very avid questions, Gregg!"

"Why should | not? Don't you suppose I'm interested?" | touched her.
"Moa, did it ever occur to you, if onceyou and Miko trusted meNwhich
you don'tNI might show more interest in joining you?"

The look on her face emboldened me. "Did you ever think of that,
Moa? And some arrangement for my share of this treasure?| am not like
Johnson, to be hired for a hundred pounds of gold leaf."

"Gregg, | will see that you get your share. Riches for you and me."

"| was thinking, MoaNwhen we land at the Moon tomorrowNwhere
IS our equipment?"

The Moon, with its lack of atmosphere, needed special equipment. |
had never heard Captain Carter mention what apparatus the Planetara
was carrying.

Moa laughed. "We have located air suits and helmetsNa variety of
suitable apparatus, Gregg. But we were not foolish enough to leave
Greater New York on this voyage without our own apparatus. My broth-
er and Coniston and PrinceNall of us snipped crates of freight consigned
to Ferrok-Shahn; and Rankin had special baggage marked 'theatrical
apparatus.”

| understood it now. These brigands had boarded the Planetara with
their own Moon equipment, disguised as freight and personal baggage.
Shipped in bond, to be inspected by the tax officials of Mars.

“It is on board now. We will open it when we leave the asteroid,
Gregg. We are well equipped.”
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She bent toward me. And suddenly her long, lean fingers were grip-
ping my shoulders.

"Gregg, look at me!"

| gazed into her eyes. There was passion there; and her voice was
intense.

"Gregg, | told you once a Martian girl goes after what she wants. It is
you | wantN"

Not for me to play upon a woman's emotions! "Moa, you flatter me."

"| love you." She held me off, gazing at me. "GreggN"

| must have smiled. Abruptly she released me.

"So you think it amusing?"

"No. But on EarthN"

"We are not on Earth. Nor am | of the Earth!" She was gauging me
keenly. No note of pleading was in her voice: a stern authority, and the
passion was swinging to anger.

"I am like my brother: | do not understand you, Gregg Haljan. Perhaps
you think you are clever?"

"Perhaps."

There was a moment of silence. "Gregg, | said | loved you. Have you
no answer?"

“No." In truth, | did not know what sort of answer it would be bestto
make. Whatever she must have read in my eyes, it stirred her to fury.
Her fingers with the strength of a man in them, dug into my shoulders.
Her gaze searched me.

"You think you love someone else? Is that it?"

That was horribly startling; but she did not mean it just that way. She
amended, with caustic venom: "That little Anita Prince! You thought you
loved her! Was that it?"

"No!"

But | hardly deceived her. "Sacred to her memory! Her ratlike little
face, soft voice like a purring, sniveling cat! Is that what you're remem-
bering, Gregg Haljan?"

| tried to laugh. "What nonsense!"

"Is it? Then why are you cold under my touch? Am |, a girl descended
from the Martian flame-workers, impotent to awaken a man?"

A woman scorned! In all the universe there could be no more danger-
ous an enemy. An incredible venom shot from her eyes.

“That miserable mouselike creature! Well for her that my brother
killed her."
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It struck me cold. If Anita were unmasked, beyond all the menace of
Miko's wooing, | knew that the venom of Moa's jealousy was a greater
danger.

| said sharply, "Don't be simple, Moa!" | shook off her grip. "You ima-
gine too much. You forget that | am a man of Earth and you a girl of
Mars."

“Is that reason why we should not love?"

“No. But our instincts are different. Men of Earth are born to the
chase."

| was smiling. With thought of Anita's danger | could find it readily in
my heart to dupe this Amazon.

"Give me time, Moa. You attract me."

"You lie!"

"Do you think so?"l gripped her arm with all the power of my fingers.
It must have hurt her but she gave no sign; her gaze clung to me steadily.

"| don't know what to think, Gregg HaljanE ."

| held my grip. "Think what you like. Men of Earth have been known
to Kill the thing they love."

"You want me to fear you?"

"Perhaps."

She smiled scornfully. "That is absurd."

| released her. | said earnestly, "I want you to realize that if you treat
me fairly, | can be of great advantage to this venture. There will be fight-
ing. | am fearless."

Her venomous expression was softening. "l think that is true, Gregg!"

"And you need my navigating skill. Even now | should be in the
turret.”

| stood up. | half expected she would stop me, but she did not. | ad-
ded, "Shall we go?"

She stood beside me. Her height brought her face level with mine.

"l think you will cause no more trouble, Gregg?"

"Of course not. | am not wholly witless."

"You have been."

"Well, that is over." | hesitated. Then | added, "A man of Earth does
not yield to love while there is work to do. This treasureN"

| think that of everything | said, this last most convinced her.

She interrupted, "That | understand." Her eyes were smoldering.
"When it is overNwhen we are richNthen | will claim you, Gregg."

She turned from me. "Are you ready?"

"Yes. No! | must get that sheet of Hahn's last figures."
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"Are they checked?"

"Yes." | picked the sheetup from my desk. "Hahn is fairly accurate,
Moa."

"A fool, nevertheless. An apprehensive fool."

A comradeship seemedcoming between us. It was my purpose to es-
tablish it.

"Are we going to maroon Dr. Frank with the passengers?" | asked.

"Yes."

"But he may be of use to us."

Moa shook her head decisively. "My brother has decided not. We will
be well rid of Dr. Frank. Are you ready, Gregg?"

"Yes."

She opened the door. Her gesture reassured the lookout, who was
alertly watching the stern watchtower.

| stepped out, and followed her forward along the deck, which now
was bright with the radiance of the nearby asteroid.
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Chapter 1 8

A fair little world. | had thought so before; and | thought so now as |
gazed at the asteroid hanging so close before our bow. A huge, thin cres-
cent, with the Sun off to one side behind it. A silver crescent,tinged with
red. From this near vantage point, all of the little globe's disc was visible.
The seaslay in gray patches. The convexity of the disc was sharply
defined. So small a world! Fair and beautiful, shrouded with clouded
areas.

"Where is Miko?"

“In the lounge, Gregg?"

"Can we stop there?"

Moa turned into the lounge archway. Strange,tense scene.l saw Anita
at once. Her robed figure lurked in an inconspicuous corner; her eyes
were upon me as Moa and | entered, but she did not move. The thirty-
odd passengerswere huddled in a group. Solemn, white-faced men,;
frightened women. Some of them were sobbing. One Earth womanNa
young widowNsat holding her little girl, and wailing with uncontrolled
hysteria. The child knew me. As | appeared now, with my gold laced
white coat over my shoulders, the little girl seemedto seein my uniform
a mark of authority. She left her mother and ran to me.

"YouNplease, will you help us? My Moms is crying."

| sent her gently back. But there came upon me then a compassion for
these innocent passengers,fated to have embarked on this ill-fated voy-
age. Herded here in this cabin, with brigands like pirates of old, guard-
ing them. Waiting now to be marooned on an uninhabited asteroid
roaming in space.A senseof responsibility swept me. | swung upon[99]
Miko. He stood with a nonchalant grace, lounging against the wall with
a cylinder dangling in his hand. He anticipated me, and was the first to
speak.

"So, Haljan, she put some senseinto your head? No more trouble?
Then get into the turret. Moa, stay there with him. Send Hahn here.
Where is that ass, Coniston? We will be in the atmosphere shortly."
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| said, "No more trouble from me, Miko. But these passengersNwhat
preparation are you making for them on the asteroid?"

He stared in surprise. Then he laughed. "I am no murderer. The crew
Is preparing food, all we canspare. And tools. They can build themselves
shelterNthey will be picked up in a few weeks."

Dr. Frank was here. | caught his gaze but he did not speak. On the
lounge couches there still lay the five bodies. Rankin, who had been
killed by Blackstonein the fight; a man passengerkilled; a woman and a
man wounded, as well.

Miko added, "Dr. Frank will take his medical supplies and will carefor
the wounded. There are other bodies among the crew." His gesture was
deprecating. "l have not buried them. We will put them ashore; easier
that way."

The passengers were all eying me. | said:

"You have nothing to fear. | will guarantee you the bestequipment we
can spare." | turned to Miko. "You will give them apparatus with which
to signal?"

"Yes. Get to the turret.”

| turned away, with Moa after me. Again the little girl ran forward.

"Come E speak to my Moms; she is crying."

It was acrossthe cabin from Miko. Coniston had appeared from the
deck; it created a slight diversion. He joined Miko.

"Wait," | said to Moa. "She is afraid of you. This is humanity."

| pushed Moa back. | followed the child. | had seenthat Venza was sit-
ting with the child's weeping mother. This was a ruse to get a word with
me.

| stood before the terrified woman while the child clung to my legs.

| said gently, "Don't be so frightened. Dr. Frank will take care of you.
There is no danger; you will be safer on the asteroid than here on the
ship." I leaned down and touched her shoulder. "There is no danger."

| was between Venza and the open cabin. Venza whispered swiftly,
"When we are landing, Gregg, | want you to make a commo-
tionNanythingNjust as the women go ashore."

"Why? Of course you will have food, Mrs. Francis."

"Never mind details! An instantNjust confusion. Go, GreggNdon't
speak now!"

| raised the child. "You take care of Mother." | kissed her.

From acrossthe cabin, Miko's sardonic voice made me turn. "Touching
sentimentality, Haljan! Get to your post in the turret!"
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His rasping note of annoyance brooked no delay. | setthe child down.
| said, "I will land us in an hour. Depend on it."

Hahn was at the controls when Moa and | reached the turret.

"You will land us safely, Haljan?" he demanded anxiously.

| pushed him away. "Miko wants you in the lounge."

"You take command here?"

"Yes. | am no more anxious for a crash than you are, Hahn."

He sighed with relief. "That is true, of course.| am no expert at atmo-
spheric entry."

"Have no fear. Sit down, Moa."

| waved to the lookout in the forward watch tower, and got his routine
gesture. | rang the corridor bells, and the normal signals came promptly
back.

| turned to Hahn. "Get along, won't you? Tell Miko that things are all
right here."

Hahn's small dark figure, lithe asa leopard in his tight fitting trousers
and jacket with his robe now discarded, went swiftly down the spider in-
cline and across the deck.

"Moa, where is Snap? By the infernalNif he has been injuredN"

Up on the radio room bridge, the brigand guard still sat. Then | saw
that Snap was out there sitting with him. | waved from the turret win-
dow, and Snap's cheery gesture answered me. His voice carried down
through the silver moonlight: "Land us safely, Gregg. Theseweird ama-
teur navigators!"

Within the hour | had us dropping into the asteroid's atmosphere. The
ship heated steadily. The pressure went up. It kept me busy with the in-
struments and the calculations. But my signals were always promptly
answered from below. The brigand crew did its part efficiently.

At a hundred and fifty thousand feet | shifted the gravity plates to the
landing combinations, and started the electronic engines.

"All safe, Gregg?" Moa sat at my elbow; her eyes, with what seem a
glow of admiration in them, followed my busy routine activities.

"Yes. The crew works well."

The electronic streams flowed out like a rocket tail behind us. The
Planetara caught their impetus. In the rarefied air, our bow lifted
slightly, like a ship riding a gentle ground swell. At a hundred thousand
feet we sailed gently forward, hull down to the asteroid's surface, cruis-
ing to seek a landing space.

A little seawas now beneath us. A shadowed sea,deep purple in the
night down there. Occasional verdurous islands showed, with the lines
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of white surf marking them. Beyond the sea,a curving coastline was vis-
ible. Rocky headlines, behind which mountain foothills rose in serrated,
verdurous ranks. The sunlight edged the distant mountains; and
presently this rapidly turning little world brought the sunlight forward.

It was day beneath us. We slid gently downward. Thirty thousand feet
now, above a sparkling blue ocean. The coastline was just ahead; green
with alush, tropical vegetation. Giant trees, huge-leaved. Long, dangling
vines; air plants, with giant pods and vivid orchidlike blossoms.

| sat at the turret window, staring through my glasses.A fair, little
world, yet obviously uninhabited. | could fancy that all this was newly
sprung vegetation. This asteroid had whirled in from the cold of the in-
terplanetary space, far outside our solar system. A few years agoNas
time might be measured astronomically, it was no more than yester-
dayNthis fair landscape was congealed white and bleak with a sweep of
glacial ice. But the seedsof life miraculously were here. The miracle of
life! Under the warming, germinating sunlight, the verdure had sprung.

"Canyou find landing space,Gregg?"Moa's question brought back my
wandering fancies. | saw an upland glade, a level spread of ferns with
the forest banked around it. A cliff height nearby, frowning down at the
sea.

"Yes.| canland us there." | showed her through the glasses.l rang the
sirens, and we spiraled, descending further. The mountain tops were
now close beneath us. Clouds were overhead, white masseswith blue
sky behind them. A day of brilliant sunlight. But soon, with our forward
cruising, it was night. The sunlight dropped beneath the sharply convex
horizon; the sea and the land went purple.

A night of brilliant stars; the Earth was a blazing blue-red point of
light. The heavensvisibly were revolving; in an hour or so it would be
daylight again.

On the forward deck now Coniston had appeared, commanding half a
dozen of the crew. They were carrying up casketsof food and the equip-
ment which was to be given the marooned passengers. And making
ready the disembarking incline, loosening the seals of the side dome
windows.

Sternward on the deck, by the lounge oval, | could seeMiko standing.
And occasionally the roar of his voice at the passengers, sounded.

My vagrant thoughts flung back into Earth's history. Like this, ancient
travelers of the surface of the seawere herded by pirates to walk the
plank, or be put ashore, marooned upon some fair desert island of the
tropic Spanish main.
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Hahn came mounting our turret incline. "All is well, Gregg Haljan?"

"Get to your work," Moa told him sharply.

He retreated, joining the bustle and confusion which now was begin-
ning on the deck. It struck meNcould | turn that confusion to account?
Would it be possible, now at the last moment, to attack these brigands?
Snap still sat outside the radio room doorway. But his guard was alert
with upraised projector. And that guard, | saw, in his position, com-
manded all the deck.

And | saw too, as the passengersnow were herded in aline from the
lounge oval, that Miko had roped and bound all of the men, a clanking
chain connected them. They came like a line of convicts, marching for-
ward, and stopped on the open deck near the base of the turret. Dr.
Frank's grim face gazed up at me.

Miko ordered the women and children in a group beside the chained
men. His words to them reached me: "You are in no danger. When we
land, be careful. You will find gravity very differentNthis is a very small
world."

| flung on the landing lights; the deck glowed with the blue radiance;
the searchbeamsshot down beside our hull. We hung now a thousand
feet above the forest glade. | cut off the electronic streams. We poised,
with the gravity plates set at normal, and only a gentle night breezeto
give us a slight side drift. This | could control with the lateral propeller
rudders.

For all my busy landing routine, my mind was on other things.
Venza's swift words back there in the lounge. | was to create a commo-
tion while the passengerswere landing. Why? Had she and Dr. Frank
some last minute desperate purposes?

| determined | would do what she said. Shout, or mis-order the lights.
That would be easy.

| was glad it was night. | had, indeed, calculated our descent so that
the landing would be in darkness. But to what purpose? These brigands
were very alert. There was nothing | could think of to do which would
avail us anything more than a probable swift death under Miko's anger.

"Well done, Gregg!" said Moa.

| cut off the last of the propellers. With scarcely a perceptible jar, the
Planetara grounded, rose like a feather, and settled to rest in the glade.
The deep purple night with stars overhead was around us. | hissed out
our interior air through the dome and hull ports, and admitted the night
air of the asteroid. My calculationsNof necessity mere mathematical
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approximationsNproved fairly accurate. In temperature and pressure
there was no radical change as the dome windows slid back.

We had landed. Whatever Venza's purpose, her moment was at hand.
| was tense. But | was aware also, that beside me Moa was very alert. |
had thought her unarmed. She was not. She sat back from me; in her
hand was a long thin knife blade.

She murmured tensely, "You have done your part, Gregg. Well and
skillfully done. Now we will sit here quietly and watch them land."

Snap'sguard was standing, keenly watching. The lookouts in the for-
ward and stern towers were also armed; | could seethem both gazing
keenly down at the confusion of the blue lit deck.

The incline went over the hull side and touched the ground.

"Enough!" Miko roared. "The men first. Hahn, move the women back!
Coniston, pile those caskets to the side. Get out of the way, Prince."

Anita was down there. | saw her at the edge of the group of women.
Venza was near her.

Miko shoved her. "Get out of the way, Prince. You can help Coniston.
Have the things ready to throw off."

Five of the steward crew were at the head of the incline. Miko shouted
up at me:

"Haljan, hold our shipboard gravity normal.”

"Yes."

The line of men were first to descend.Dr. Frank led them. He flashed a
look of farewell up at me and Snap as he went down the incline with the
chained men passengers after him.

Motley procession! Twenty odd, disheveled, half-clothed men of these
worlds. The changing, lightening gravity on the incline caught them. Dr.
Frank bounded up to the rail under the impetus of his step; caught and
held himself. Drew himself back. The line swayed. In the dim, blue lit
glare it seemedunreal, crazy. A grotesque dream of men descending a
plank.

They reached the forest glade. Stood swaying, afraid at first to move.
The purple night crowded them; they stood gazing at this strange world,
their new prison.

"Now the women."

Miko was shoving the women to the head of the incline. | could feel
Moa's gaze upon me. Her knife gleamed in the turret light.

She murmured again, "In a few moments you can bring us away,
Gregg."
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| felt like an actor awaiting his cue in the wings of some turgid drama
the plot of which he did not know. Venza was near the head of the in-
cline. Some of the women and children were on it. A woman screamed.
Her child had slipped from her hand; bounded up over the rail and
fallen. Hardly fallenNfloated down to the ground, with flailing arms
and legs, landing in the dark ferns unharmed. Its terrified wail came up.

There was a confusion on the incline. Venza, still on the deck, seemed
to send a look of appeal to the turret. My cue?

| slid my hand to the light switchboard. It was near my knees.| pulled
a switch. The blue lit deck beneath the turret went dark.

| recall an instant of horrible, tensesilence,and in the gloom beside me
| was aware of Moa moving. | felt a thrill of instinctive fearNwould she
plunge that knife into me?

The silence of the darkened deck was broken with a confusion of
sounds. A babble of voices; a woman passenger'sscream; shuffling feet;
and above it all, Miko's roar:

"Stand quiet! Everyone! No movement!"

On the descending incline there was chaos. The disembarking women
were clinging to the gang rail; some of them had evidently surged for-
ward and fallen. Down on the ground in the purple-shadowed starlight,
| could vaguely seethe chained line of men. They too, were in confusion,
trying to shove themselves toward the fallen women.

Miko roared: "Light those tubes! Gregg Haljan! By the Almighty, Moa,
are you up there? What is wrong? The light tubesN"

Dark drama of unknown plot! | wondered if | should try and leave the
turret. Where was Anita? She had been down there on the deck when |
flung out the lights.

| think twenty secondswould have covered it all. | had not moved. |
thought, "Is Snap concerned with this?"

Moa's knife could have stabbed me. | felt her lunge against me. And
suddenly | was gripping her, twisting her wrist. But she flung the knife
away. Her strength was almost the equal of my own. Her hand went for
my throat, and with the other hand she was fumbling.

The deck abruptly sprang into light again. Moa had found the switch
and threw it back.

Shefought me as| tried to reach the switch. | saw down on the deck.
Miko was gazing up at us. Moa panted, "GreggNstop! If he seesyou do-
ing this, he'll kill you."

95



The scenedown there was almost unchanged. | had answered my cue.
To what purpose? | saw Anita near Miko. The last of the women were on
the plank.

| had stopped struggling with Moa. She sat back, panting. And then
she called:

"Sorry, Miko. It will not happen again."

Miko was in a towering rage. But he was too busy to bother with me;
his anger swung on those nearesthim. He shoved the last of the women
violently at the incline. She bounded over. Her body, with the gravity
pull of only afew Earth pounds, sailed in an arc and dropped near the
swaying line of men.

Miko swung back. "Get out of my way!" A sweep of his huge arm
knocked Anita sidewise. "Prince, damn you, help me with those boxes!"

The frightened stewards were lifting the boxes, square metal storage
chests each as long as a man, packed with food, tools, and equipment.

"Here, get out of my way! All of you!"

My breath came again; Anita nimbly retreated before Miko's angry
rush. He dashed at the stewards. Three of them held a box. He took it
from them; raised it at the top of the incline, poised it over his head an
instant, with his massive arms like gray pillars beneath it; and flung it.
The box catapulted, dropped; and then passing the Planetara's gravity
area, it sailed in along flat arc over the forest glade and crashedinto the
purple underbrush.

"Give me another!"

The stewards pushed another at him. Like an angry Titan, he flung it.
And another. One by one the chests sailed out and crashed.

“There is your food. Go pick it up! Haljan, make ready to ring us
away!"

On the deck lay the dead body of Rance Rankin, which the stewards
had carried out. Miko seized it: flung it.

“There! Go to your last resting place!"

And the other bodies, Balch, Blackstone, Captain Carter, John-
sonNMiko flung them all. And the course masters and those of our crew
who had been killed.

The passengerswere all on the ground now. It was dim down there. |
tried to distinguish Venza, but could not. | could seeDr. Frank's figure at
the end of the chained line of men. The passengerswere gazing in horror
at the bodies hurtling over them.

"Ready, Haljan?"

Moa prompted me. "Tell him yes!"
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| called, "Yes!"Had Venza failed in her unknown purpose? It seemed
s0. On the radio room bridge Snapand his guard stood like silent statues
in the blue lit gloom.

The disembarkation was over.

"Close the ports!" Miko commanded.

The incline came folding up with a clatter. The port and dome win-
dows slid closed. Moa hissed against my ear:

“If you want life, Gregg Haljan, you will start your duties!"

Venza had failed. Whatever it was, it had come to nothing. Down in
the purple forest, disconnected now from the ship, the last of our friends
stood marooned. | could distinguish them through the blur of the closed
domeNonly a swaying, huddled group was visible. But my fancy pic-
tured this last sight of them, Dr. Frank, Venza, Shac and Dud Ardley.

They were gone. There were left only Snap, Anita and myself.

| was mechanically ringing us away. | heard my sirens sounding down
below, with the answering clangs here in the turret. The Planetara'sres-
piratory controls started; the pressure equalizers began operating; and
the gravity plates began shifting into lifting combinations.

The ship was hissing and quivering with it, combined with the grating
of the last of the dome ports. And Miko's command:

“Lift, Haljan!"

Hahn had beenmingling with the confusion of the deck though | had
hardly noticed him. Coniston had remained below with the crew an-
swering my signals. Hahn stood now with Miko, gazing down through a
deck window. Anita was alone at another.

“Lift, Haljan!"

| lifted up gently, bow first, with a repulsion of the bow plates. And
started the central electronic engine. Its thrust from the stern moved us
diagonally over the purple forest trees.

The glade slid downward and away. | caught a last vague glimpse of
the huddled group of marooned passengers,staring up at us. Left to
their fate, alone on this deserted world.

With the three engines going, we slid smoothly upward. The forest
dropped, apurple spread of treetops edged with starlight and Earthlight.
The sharply curving horizon seemedto follow us upward. | swung on all
the power. We mounted at a forty degree angle, slowly circling, with a
bank of clouds over us to the side and the shining little sea beneath.

"Very good, Gregg." In the turret light Moa's eyesblazed at me. "l do
not know what you meant by darkening the deck lights." Her fingers
dug at my shoulders. "I will tell my brother it was an error."
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| said, "An errorNyes."

"I didn't know what it was. But you have me to deal with now. You
understand? | will tell my brother so. You said, 'On Earth a man may Kill
the thing he loves.' A woman of Mars may do that! Beware of me, Gregg
Haljan."

Her passion-filled eyes bored into me. Love? Hate? The venom of a
woman scornedNa mingling of turgid emotionsE .

| twisted back from her grip and ignored her. She sat back, silently
watching my busy activities: the calculations of the shifting conditions of
gravity, pressures, temperatures; a checking of the instruments on the
board before me.

Mechanical routine. My mind went to Venza, back there on the aster-
oid. The wandering little world was already shrinking to a convex sur-
face beneath us. Venza, with her last unknown play, gone to failure. Had
| missed my cue? Whatever my part, it seemed now that | must have
horribly misacted it.

The crescentEarth was presently swinging over our bow. We rocketed
out of the asteroid's shadow. The glowing, flaming Sun appeared, mak-
ing a crescentof the Earth. With the glass | could see our tiny Moon,
visually seeming to hug the limb of its parent Earth.

We were on our course to the Moon. My mind flung ahead. Grantline
with his treasure, unsuspecting this brigand ship. And suddenly, beyond
all thought of Grantline, there cameto me afear for Anita. In God's truth
| had been, so far, a very stumbling, inept champion, doomed to failure
with everything | tried. Why had | not contrived to have Anita desert at
the asteroid? Would it not have been far better for her there, taking her
chance for rescue with Dr. Frank, Venza and the others?

But no! | had, like a fool, never thought of that! Had let her remain
here on board at the mercy of these outlaws.

And | swore now, that beyond everything, | would protect her.

Futile oath! If | could have seenahead a few hours! But | sensedthe
catastrophe. There was a shudder within me as| satin that turret, do-
cilely guiding us out through the asteroid's atmosphere, heading us
upon our course for the Moon.
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Chapter 1 9

“Try again. By the infernal, Snap Dean, if you do anything to balk us, you
die!"

Miko scanned the apparatus with keen eyes. How much technical
knowledge of signaling instruments did this brigand leader have? | was
tense and cold with apprehension as| satin a corner of the radio room,
watching Snap. Could Miko be fooled? Snap, | knew, was trying to fool
him.

The Moon spread close beneath us. My log-chart, computed up to
thirty minutes past, showed us barely some thirty thousand miles over
the Moon's surface. A silver quadrant. The sunset caught the Lunar
mountains, flung slanting shadows over the Lunar plains. All the disc
was plainly visible. The mellow Earthlight glowed sereneand pale to il-
lumine the Lunar night.

The Planetara was bathed in silver. A brilliant silver glare swept the
forward deck, clean white and splashed with black shadows. We had
partly circled the Moon so as now to approach it from the Earthward
side.

Miko for atime had beenat my side in the turret. | had not seenConis-
ton or Hahn of recent hours. | had slept, awakened refreshed, and had a
meal. Coniston and Hahn remained below, one or other of them always
with the crew to execute my sirened orders. Then Coniston cameto take
my place in the turret, and | went with Miko to the radio room.

"You are skillful, Haljan." A measure of grim approval was in his
voice. "You evidently have no wish to try and fool me in this navigation."

| had not, indeed. It is delicate work at best, coping with the intricacies
of celestial mechanicsupon a semicircular trajectory with retarding velo-
city, and with a makeshift crew we could easily have come upon real
difficulty.

We hung at last, hull down, facing the Earthward hemisphere of the
Lunar disc. The giant ball of the Earth lay behind and above usNthe Sun
over our stern quarter. With forward velocity almost checked, we poised,
and Snap began his signals to the unsuspecting Grantline.
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My work momentarily was over. | sat watching the radio room. Moa
was here, close beside me. | felt always her watchful gaze, so that even
the play of my emotions needed reining.

Miko worked with Snap. Anita too was here. To Miko and Moa it was
the somber, taciturn George Prince, shrouded always in his black mourn-
ing cloak, disinclined to talk; sitting alone, brooding and sullen. This is
how they thought of Anita.

Miko repeated: "By the infernal, if you try to fool me, Snap Dean!"

The small metal room, with its grid floor and low arched ceiling,
glared with moonlight through its window. The moving figures of Snap
and Miko were aped by the grotesque, misshapen shadows of them on
the walls. Miko giganticNa great menacing ogre. Snap small and
alertNa trim, pale figure in his tight-fitting white trousers, broad-flow-
ing belt, and white shirt open at the throat. His face was pale and drawn
from lack of sleepand the torture to which Miko had subjected him earli-
er on the voyage. But he grinned at the brigand's words, and pushed his
straggling hair closer under the red eyeshade.

The room over long periods was deadly silent, with  Miko and Snap
bending watchfully at the crowded banks of instruments. A silence in
which my own pounding heart seemedto echo. | did not dare look at
Anita, nor she at me. Snapwas trying to signal Earth, not the Moon! His
main grids were setin the reverse. The infra-red waves, flung from the
bow window, were of afrequency which Snapand | believed that Grant-
line could not pick up. And over against the wall, close beside me and
seemingly ignored by Snap, there was atiny ultra-violet sender. Its faint
hum and the quivering of its mirrors had so far passed unnoticed.

Would some Earth station pick it up? | prayed so. There was a thumb-
nail mirror here which would bring an answer.

Would some Earth telescope be able to seeus? | doubted it. The pin-
point of the Planetara's infinitesimal bulk would be beyond vision.

Long silences, broken only by the faint hiss and murmur of Snap's
instruments.

"Shall I try the graphs, Miko?"

"Yes."

| helped him with the spectro. At every level the plates showed us
nothing save the scarred and pitted Moon surface. We worked for an
hour. There was nothing. Bleak cold night on the Moon here beneath us.
A touch of fading sunlight upon the Apennines. Up near the South Pole,
Tycho with its radiating open rills stood like a grim dark maw.

Miko bent over a plate. "Something here? Is there?"
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An abnormality upon the frowning ragged cliffs of Tycho? We
thought so. But then it seemed not.

Another hour. No signal came from Earth. If Snap'scalls were getting
through we had no evidence of it. Abruptly Miko strode at me from
acrossthe room. | went cold and tense; Moa shifted, alert to my every
movement. But Miko was not interested in me. A sweep of his clenched
fist knocked the ultra-violet sender and its coils and mirrors in atinkling
crash to the grid at my feet.

"We don't need that, whatever it is!" He rubbed his knuckles where the
violet waves had tinged them, and turned grimly back to Snap.

"Where are your ray mirrors? If the treasure lies exposedN"

This Martian's knowledge was far greater than we believed. He
grinned sardonically at Anita. "If our treasure is here on this hemisphere,
Prince, we should pick up its rays. Don't you think so? Or is Grantline
too cautious to leave it exposed?"

Anita spoke in a careful, throaty drawl. "The rays came through
enough when we passed here on the way out."”

"You should know," grinned Miko. "An expert eavesdropper, Prince, |
will say that for youE . Come, Dean, try something else. By God, if
Grantline does not signal us, | will be likely to blame youNmy patience
Is shortening. Shall we go closer, Haljan?"

"l don't think it would help," | said.

He nodded. "Perhaps not. Are we checked?"

"Yes." We were poised very nearly motionless. "If you wish an ad-
vance, | can ring it. But we need a surface destination now."

“True, Haljan." He stood thinking. "Would a zed-ray penetrate those
crater cliffs? Tycho, for instance, at this angle?"

"It might," Snap agreed. "You think he may be on the northern inner
Tycho?"

"He may be anywhere," said Miko shortly.

“If you think that," Snap persisted, "suppose we swing the Planetara
over the South Pole. Tycho, viewed from thereN"

"And take another quarter day of time?" Miko sneered."Flash on your
zed-ray; help him hook it up, Haljan."

| moved to the lens box of the spectroheliograph. It seemedthat Snap
was very strangely reluctant. Was it becausehe knew that the Grantline
camp lay concealed on the north inner wall of Tycho's giant ring? |
thought so. But Snapflashed a queer look at Anita. Shedid not seeit, but
| did. And | could not understand it.

My accursed, witless incapacity! If only | had taken warning!
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"Here," commanded Miko. "A score of 'graphs with the zed-ray. | tell
you | will comb this surface if we have to stay here until our ship comes
from Ferrok-Shahn to join us!"

The Martian brigands were coming. Miko's signals had been
answered. In ten days the other brigand ship, adequately manned and
armed, would be here.

Snap helped me connect the zed-ray. He did not dare even to whisper
to me, with Moa hovering always so close. And for all Miko's sardonic
smiling, we knew that he would tolerate nothing from us now. He was
fully armed and so was Moa.

| recall that several times Snap endeavored to touch me significantly.
Oh, if only | had taken warning!

We finished our connecting. The dull gray point of zed-ray gleamed
through the prisms to mingle with the moonlight entering the main lens.
| stood with the shutter trip.

“The same interval, Snap?"

"Yes."

Beside me, | was aware of a faint reflection of the zed-rayNa gray
cathedral shaft crossing the room and falling upon the opposite wall. An
unreality there, asthe zed-ray faintly strove to penetrate the metal room
side.

| said, "Shall | make the exposure?"

Snap nodded. But that 'graph was never made. An exclamation from
Moa made us all turn. The gamma mirrors were quivering! Grantline
had picked our signals! With what was undoubtedly an intensified re-
ceiving equipment which Snap had not thought Grantline able to use, he
had caught our faint zed-rays, which Snap was sending only to deceive
Miko. And Grantline had recognized the Planetara, and had releasedhis
occulting screens surrounding the ore.

And upon their heels came Grantline's message.Not in the secretsys-
tem he had arranged with Snap, but unsuspectingly in open code. |
could read the swinging mirror, and so could Miko.

And Miko decoded it triumphantly aloud:

"Surprised but pleased your return. Approach Mid-Northern Hemi-
sphere region of Archimedes, forty thousand off nearest Apennine
range."

The messagebroke off. But even its importance was overshadowed.
Miko stood in the center of the radio room, triumphantly reading the
little indicator. Its beam swung on the scale,which chancedto be almost

102



directly over Anita's head. | saw Miko's expression changeE . A look of
surprise, amazement, came over him.

"WhyN"

He gasped. He stood staring. Almost stupidly staring, for an instant.
And as | regarded him with fascinated horror, there came upon his
heavy gray face a look of dawning comprehension. And | heard Snap's
startled intake of breath. He moved to the spectro, where the zed-ray
connections were still humming.

But, with a leap, Miko flung him away. "Off with you! Moa, watch
him! Haljan, don't move!"

Again Miko stood staring. | saw now that he was staring at Anita!

"Why, George Prince! How strange you look!"

Anita did not move. She was stricken with horror; she shrank back
against the wall, huddled in her cloak. Miko's sardonic voice came again:

"How strange you look, Prince!" He took a step forward. He was grim
and calm. Horribly calm. Deliberate. Gloating like a great gray monster
in human form toying with a fascinated, imprisoned bird.

"Move just a little, Prince. Let the zed-ray light fall more fully."

Anita's head was bare. That pale, Hamlet-like face.Dear God, the zed-
ray light lay gray and penetrating upon it!

Miko took another step. Peering. Grinning. "How amazing, George
Prince! Why, | can hardly believe it!"

Moa was armed with an electronic cylinder now. For all her
amazementNwhat turgid emotions sweeping her | can only guessNshe
never took her eyes from Snap and me.

"Back! Don't move either of you!" she hissed at us.

Then Miko leaped at Anita like a giant gray leopard pouncing.

"Away with that cloak, Prince!"

| stood cold and numbed. And realization came at last. The faint zed-
light had fallen by chance upon Anita's face. Penetrating the flesh; ex-
posed, faintly glowing, the bone line of her jaw. Unmasked the art of
Glutz.

Miko seized her wrists, drew her forward, beyond the shaft of zed-
light, into the brilliant light of the Moon. And ripped her cloak from her.
The gentle curves of her woman's figure were so unmistakable!

And as Miko gazed at them, all his calm triumph swept away.

"Why, Anita!"

| heard Moa mutter, "Sothat is it?" A venomous flashing lookNa shaft
from me to Anita and back again. "So that is it?"

"Why, Anita!"
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Miko's great arms gathered her up as though she were a child. "So |
have you back! From the dead, delivered back to me!"

"Gregg!" Snap'swarning, and his grip on my shoulders brought me a
measure of sanity. | had tensed to spring. | stood quivering, and Moa
thrust her weapon against my face. The grids were swaying again with a
message from Grantline. But it was ignored.

In the glare of moonlight by the forward window, Miko held Anita, his
great hands pawing her with triumphant possessive caresses.

"So, little Anita, you are given back to me!"
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Chapter 2 O

Moonlight upon Earth so gently shinesto make romantic a lover's smile!
But the reality of the Lunar night is cold beyond human belief. Cold and
darkly silent. Grim desolation. Awesome. Majestic. A frowning majesty
that even to the most intrepid human beholder is inconceivably
forbidding.

And there were humans here now. On this tumbled plain, between
Archimedes and the mountains, one small crater amid the million of its
fellows was distinguished this night by the presence of humans. The
Grantline camp! It huddled in the deepestpurple shadows on the side of
a bowl-like pit, acrudely circular orifice with a scanttwo miles acrossits
rippling rim. There was faint light here to mark the presenceof the living
intruders. The blue glow radiance of Morrell tube lights under a spread
of glassite.

The Grantline camp stood midway up one of the inner cliff walls of the
little crater. The broken, rock-strewn floor, two miles wide, lay five hun-
dred feet below the camp. Behind it, the jagged, precipitous cliff rose an-
other five hundred to the heights of the upper rim. A broad level shelf
hung midway up the cliff, and upon it Grantline had built his little group
of glassite dome shelters. Viewed from above there was the darkly
purple crater floor, the upflung circular rim where the Earthlight tinged
the spires and crags with yellow sheen;and on the shelf, like a huddled
group of birds' nests, Grantline's domes hung and gazed down upon the
inner valley.

The air here on the Moon surface was negligibleNa scant one five-
thousandth of the atmospheric pressure at the sealevel on Earth. But
within the glassite shelter, a normal Earth pressure must be maintained.
Rigidly braced double walls to withstand the explosive tendency, with
no external pressure to counteract it. A tremendous necessity for mech-
anical equipment had burdened Grantline's small ship to capacity. The
chemistry of manufactured air, the pressure equalizers, renewers, respir-
ators, the lighting and temperature maintenance of a space-flyer was
here.

105



There was this main Grantline building, stretched low and rectangular
along the front edge of the ledge. Within it were living rooms, mess hall
and kitchen. Fifty feet behind it, connected by a narrow passageof glas-
site, was a similar though smaller structure. The mechanical control
rooms, with their humming, vibrating mechanisms were here. And an
instrument room with signaling apparatus, senders, receivers, mirror-
grids and audiphones of several varieties. And an electro-telescope,
small but modern, with dome overhead like a little Earth observatory.

From this instrument building, beside the connecting pedestrian pas-
sage,wire cablesfor light, and air tubes and strings and bundles of in-
strument wires ran to the main structureNgray snakesupon the porous,
gray Lunar rock.

The third building seemed a lean-to banked against the cliff wall, a
slanting shed-wall of glassite fifty feet high and two hundred in length.
Under it, for months Grantline's bores had dug into the cliff. Braced tun-
nels were here, penetrating back and downward into the vein of rock.

The work was over. The borers had been dismantled and packed
away. At one end of the cliff the mining equipment lay piled in a litter.
There was a heap of discarded ore where Grantline had carted and
dumped it after his first crude refining processhad yielded it as waste.
The ore slag lay like gray powder flakes strewn down the cliff. Trucks
and ore carts along the ledge stood discarded, mute evidence of the
weeks and months of work these helmeted miners had undergone,
struggling upon this airless, frowning world.

But now all that was finished. The catalytic ore was sufficiently con-
centrated. It layNthis treasureNin a seventy foot pile behind the glassite
lean-to, with a cage of wires over it and an insulation barrage hiding its
presence.

The ore shelter was dark; the other two buildings were lighted. And
there were small lights mounted at intervals about the camp and along
the edge of the ledge. A spider ladder, with tiny platforms some twenty
feet one above the other, hung precariously to the cliff-face. It descended
the five hundred feet to the crater floor; and, behind the camp, it moun-
ted the jagged cliff-face to the upper rim height, where a small observat-
ory platform was placed.

Suchwas the outer aspectof the Grantline Treasure Camp near the be-
ginning of this Lunar night, when, unknown to Grantline and his men,
the Planetara with its brigands was approaching. The night was perhaps
a sixth advanced. Full night. No breath of cloud to mar the brilliant
starry heavens. The quadrant Earth hung poised like a giant mellow
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moon over Grantline's crater. A bright Earth, yet no air was here on this
Lunar surfaceto spread its light. Only a glow, mingling with the spots of
blue tube light on the poles along the cliff, and the radiance from the
lighted buildings.

No evidence of movement showed about the silent camp. Then a pres-
sure door in an end of the main building opened its tiny seriesof locks.
A bent figure came out. The lock closed. The figure straightened and
gazed about the camp. Grotesque, bloated semblance of a man!
Helmeted, with rounded dome hood, suggestion of an ancient seadiver,
yet goggled and trunked like a gas-masked fighter of the twentieth
century.

He stopped presently and disconnected metal weights which were
upon his shoes.

Then he stood erect again, and with giant strides bounded along the
cliff. Fantastic figure in the blue lit gloom! A child's dream of crags and
rocks and strange lights with a single monstrous figure in seven league
boots.

He went the length of the ledge with his twenty foot strides, inspected
the lights, and made adjustments. Came back, and climbed with agile,
bounding leaps up the spider ladder to the dome of the crater top. A
light flashed on up there. Then it was extinguished.

The goggled, bloated figure came leaping down after a moment.
Grantline's exterior watchman making his rounds. He came back to the
main building. Fastened the weights on his shoes. Signaled.

The lock opened. The figure went inside.

It was early evening. After the dinner hour and before the time of
sleep according to the camp routine Grantline was maintaining. Nine
p.m. of Earth Eastern American time, recorded now upon his Earth chro-
nometer. In the living room of the main building Johnny Grantline sat
with a dozen of his men dispersed about the room, whiling away as best
they could the lonesome hours.

"All as usual. This cursed Moon! When | get homeNif | ever doN"

"Say your say, Wilks. But you'll spend your share of the gold leaf and
thank your constellations that you had your chance to make it."

“Let him alone! Come on, Wilks, take a hand here. This game is not
any good with three."

The man who had been outside flung his hissing helmet recklessly to
the floor and unsealed his suit. "Here, get me out of this. No, | won't
play. | can't play your cursed game with nothing at stake!"
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A laugh went up at the sharp look Johnny Grantline flung from where
he sat reading in a corner of the room.

"Commander's orders. No gambling gold leafers tolerated here."

"Play the game, Wilks," Grantline said quietly. "We all know it's in-
fernalNthis doing nothing."

"He's beenstruck by Earthlight,” another man laughed. "Commander, |
told you not to let that guy Wilks out at night."

A rough but good-natured lot of men. Jolly and raucous by nature in
their leisure hours. But there was too much leisure here now. Their mirth
had a hollow sound. In older times, explorers of the frozen Polar zones
had to cope with inactivity, loneliness and despair. But at leastthey were
on their native world. The grimness of the Moon was eating into the
courage of Grantline's men. An unreality here. A weirdness. Thesefant-
astic crags. The deadly silence. The nights, almost two weeks of Earth
time in length, congealed by the deadly frigidity of space. The days of
black sky, blazing stars and flaming Sun, with no atmosphere to diffuse
the Sun's heat radiating so swiftly from the naked Lunar surface that the
outer temperature still was cold. And day and night, always the beloved
Earth disc hanging poised up near the zenith. From thinnest crescentto
full Earth, then back to crescent.

All so abnormal, irrational, disturbing to human senses.

With the mining work over, an irritability grew upon Grantline's men.
And perhaps since the human mind is so wonderful, elusive a thing,
there lay upon thesemen an indefinable senseof disaster. Johnny Grant-
line felt it. He thought about it now as he satin the room corner watch-
ing Wilks being forced into the plaget game, and he found the premoni-
tion strong within him. Unreasonably, ominous depression! Barring the
accident which had disabled his little spaceship when they reached this
small crater hole, his expedition had gone well. His instruments, and the
information he had from the former explorers, had enabled him to pick
up the catalyst vein with only one month of search.

The vein had now been exhausted; but the treasure was hereNenough
to supply every need on his Earth! Nothing was left but to wait for the
Planetara. The men were talking of that now.

"She ought to be well midway from Ferrok-Shahn by now. When do
you figure she'll be back here and signal us?"

“Twenty days. Give her another five now to Mars, and five in port.
That's ten. We'll pick her signals in three weeks, mark me!"

“Three weeks. Justgive me three weeks of reasonablesunrise and sun-
set! This cursed Moon! You mean, Williams, next daylight.”
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"Ha! He's inventing a Lunar language. You'll be a Moon man yet."

Olaf Swenson, the big blond fellow from the Scandiafiords, came and
flung himself down beside Grantline.

"Ay tank they bane without enough to do, Commander NN"

"Three weeks isn't very long, Ole."

“"No. Maybe not."

From across the room somebody was saying, "If the Comet hadn't
smashed on us, damn me but I'd ask the Commander to let some of us
take her back."

"Shut up, Billy. She is smashed."

"You all agreedto things asthey are," Johnny said shortly. "We all took
the same chancesNvoluntarily."

A dynamic little fellow, this Johnny Grantline. Short of temper some-
times, but always just, and a perfect leader of men. In stature he was al-
most assmall as Snap. But he was thick-set, with a smooth-shaven, keen-
eyed, square-jawed face; and a shock of brown tousled hair. A man of
thirty-five, though the decision of his manner, the quiet dominance of his
voice made him seem older. He stood up now, surveying the blue lit
glassite room with its low ceiling close overhead. He was bow-legged; in
movement he seemedto roll with a stiff-legged gait like some sea cap-
tains of former days on the deck of his swaying ship. Odd looking figure!
Heavy flannel shirt and trousers, boots heavily weighted, and bulky
metal-loaded belt strapped about his waist.

He grinned at Swenson."When the time comesto divide this treasure,
everyone will be happy, Ole."

The treasure was estimated to be the equivalent of ninety millions in
gold leaf. A hundred and ten millions in the gross asit now stood, with
twenty millions to be deducted by the Federated Refiners for reducing it
to the standard purity for commercial use. Ninety millions, with only a
million and a half to come off for expedition expenses, and the
Planetara's share another million. A nice little stake.

Grantline strode across the room with his rolling gait.

"Cheer up, boys. Who's winning there? | say, you fellowsN"

An audiphone buzzer interrupted him, a call from the duty man in the
instrument room of the nearby building.

Grantline clicked the receiver. The room fell into silence.Any call was
unusualNnothing ever happened here in the camp.

The duty man's voice sounded over the room.

"Signals coming! Not clear. Will you come over, Commander?"

Signals!
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It was never Grantline's way to enforce needlessdiscipline. He offered
no objection when every man in the camp rushed through the connecting
passages.They crowded the instrument room where the tense duty man
sat bending over his radio receivers. The mirrors were swaying.

The duty man looked up and met Grantline's gaze.

"| ran it up to the highest intensity, Commander. We ought to get itN"

“Low scale, Peter?"

"Yes. Weakest infra-red. I'm bringing it up, even though it uses too
much of our power."

"Get it," said Grantline shortly.

"| got one slight television swing a minute agoNthen it faded. | think
it's the Planetara."

"Planetara!" The crowding group of men chorused. How could it be
the Planetara?

But it was. The call came in presently. Unmistakably the Planetara,
turned back now from her course to Ferrok-Shahn.

"How far away, Peter?"

The duty man consulted the needles of his dial scale. "Close! Very
weak infra-red. But close. Around thirty thousand miles, maybe. It's
Snap Dean calling."

The Planetara here within thirty thousand miles! Excitement and
pleasure swept the room. The Planetara had for so long been awaited
eagerly!

The excitement communicated to Grantline. It was unlike him to bein-
cautious; yet now with no thought savethat some unforeseen and pleas-
ing circumstance had brought the Planetara ahead of time; incautious,
Grantline certainly was!

"Raise the barrage."

“I'l go. My suit is here."

A willing volunteer rushed out to the shed.

"Can you send, Peter?" Grantline demanded.

"Yes. With more power."

"Use it."

Johnny dictated the messageof his location which we received. In his
incautious excitement he ignored the secret code.

An interval passed. No message had come from usNjust Snap's
routine signal in the weak infra-red, which we hoped Grantline would
not get.

The men crowding Grantline's instrument room waited in tense si-
lence. Then Grantline tried the television again. Its current weakened the
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lights with the drain upon the distributors, and cooled the room with a
sudden deadly chill as the Erentz insulating system slowed down.

The duty man looked frightened. "You'll bulge out our walls, Com-
mander. The internal pressureN"

"We'll chance it."

They picked up the image of the Planetara. It shone clear on the
gridNthe segment of star-field with a tiny cigar-shaped blob. Clear
enough to be unmistakable. The Planetara! Here now, over the Moon, al-
most directly overhead, poised at what the altimeter scaleshowed to be a
fraction under thirty thousand miles.

The men gazed in awed silence. The Planetara comingE .

But the altimeter needle was motionless. The Planetara was hanging
poised.

A sudden gasp went about the room. The men stood with whitening
faces, gazing at the Planetara's image. And at the altimeter's needle. It
was moving now. The Planetara was descending. But not with an or-
derly swoop.

The grid showed the ship clearly. The bow tilted up, then dipped
down. But then in a moment it swung up again. The ship turned partly
over. Righted itself. Then swayed again, drunkenly.

The watching men were stricken in horrified silence. The Planetara's
image momentarily, horribly, grew larger. Swaying. Then turning com-
pletely over, rotating slowly end over end.

The Planetara, out of control, was falling!
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Chapter 2 1

On the Planetara, in the radio room, Snap and | stood with Moa's
weapon upon us. Miko held Anita. Triumphant, possessive.Then as she
struggled, a gentleness came to this strange Martian giant. Perhaps he
really loved her. Looking back on it, | sometimes think so.

"Anita, do not fear me." He held her away from him. "I would not
harm you. | want your love." Irony cameto him. "And | thought | had
killed you. But it was only your brother."

He partly turned. | was aware of how alert was his attention. He
grinned. "Hold them, Moa. Don't let them do anything foolishE . So,
little Anita, you were masquerading to spy on me? That was wrong of
you."

Anita had not spoken. She held herself tensely away from Miko. She
had flashed me a look, just one. What horrible mischance to have
brought on this catastrophe!

The completion of Grantline's messagehad come unnoticed by us all.
We remained tense.

"Look! Grantline again!" Snap said abruptly.

But the mirrors were steadying. We had no recording mechanism; the
rest of the message was lost.

No further messagecame. There was an interval while Miko waited.
He held Anita in the hollow of his great arm.

"Quiet, little bird. Do not fear me. | have work to do, Anita, this is our
great adventure. We will berich, you and I. All the luxuries theseworlds
can offerNall for us when this is over. Careful, Moa! This Haljan has no
wit."

Well could he say it. I, who had been so witless as to let this come
upon us! Moa's weapon prodded me. Her voice hissed at me with all the
venom of areptile enraged. "Sothat was your game, Gregg Haljan! And |
was so graceless as to admit love for you!"

Snap murmured in my ear, "Don't move, Gregg! She's reckless."

She heard it. She whirled on him. "We have lost George Prince, it
seems.Well, we will survive without his scientific knowledge. And you,
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DeanNand this Haljan, mark meNI will kill you both if you cause
trouble!"

Miko was gloating. "Don't kill them yet, Moa. What was it Grantline
said? Near the crater of Archimedes. Ring us down, Haljan. We'll land."

He signaled the turret, gave Coniston the Grantline message, and
audiphoned it below to Hahn. The news spread about the ship. The ban-
dits were jubilant.

"We'll land now, Haljan. Come, Anita and | will go with you to the
turret.”

| found my voice. "To what destination?"

“Near Archimedes. The Apennine side. Keep well away from the
Grantline camp. We will probably sight it as we descend."

There was no trajectory needed. We were almost over Archimedes
now. | could drop us with a visible, instrumental course. My mind was
whirling with a confusion of thoughts. What could we do? | met Snap's
gaze.

"Ring us down, Gregg," he said quietly.

| nodded. | pushed Moa's weapon away. "You don't need thatN"

We went to the turret. Moa watched me and Snap, a grim, cold
Amazon. She avoided looking at Anita, whom Miko helped down the
ladders with a strange mixture of courtierlike grace and amused irony.
Coniston stared at Anita.

"| say, not George Prince? The girlN"

“No time for explanations," Miko commanded. "It's the girl, masquer-
ading as her brother. Get below, Coniston. Haljan takes us down."

The astounded Englishman continued to gaze at Anita. But he said, "l
mean to say, where to on the Moon? Not to encounter Grantline at once,
Miko? Our equipment is not ready."

"Of course not. We will land well awayN"

The reluctant Coniston left us. | took the controls. Miko, still holding
Anita asthough shewere achild, satbeside me. "We will watch him, An-
ita. A skilled fellow at this sort of work."

| rang my signals for the shifting of the gravity plates. The answer
should have come from below within a second or two. But it did not.
Miko regarded me with his great bushy eyebrows upraised.

"Ring again, Haljan."

| duplicated. No answer. The silence was ominous.

Miko muttered, "That accursed Hahn. Ring again!"

| sent the imperative emergency demand.
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No answer. A secondor two. Then all of us in the turret were startled.
Transfixed. From below came a sudden hiss. It sounded in the turret; it
came from the shifting room call grid. The hissing of the pneumatic
valves of the plate shifters in the lower control room. The valves were
opening; the plates automatically shifting into neutral, and
disconnecting!

An instant of startled silence. Miko may have realized the significance
of what had happened. Certainly Snap and | did. The hissing ceased.|
gripped the emergency plate shifter switch which hung over my head.
Its disc was dead! The plates were dead in neutral: in the position they
were placed only in port! And their shifting mechanisms were
imperative!

| was on my feet. "We're in neutral!"

The Moon disc moved visibly as the Planetara lurched. The vault of
the heavens was slowly swinging.

Miko ripped out a heavy oath. "Haljan! What is this?"

The heavens turned with a giant swoop. The Moon was over us. It
swung in a dizzying arc. Overhead, then back past our stern; under us,
then appearing over our bow.

The Planetara had turned over. Upending. Rotating, end over end.

For amoment | think all of usin the turret stood and clung. The Moon
disc, the Earth, Sun and all the stars were swinging past our windows.
So horribly dizzying. The Planetara seemedlurching and tumbling. But
it was an optical effect only. | stared with grim determination at my feet.
The turret seemed to steady.

Then | looked again. That horrible swoop of all the heavens! And the
Moon, asit went past seemedexpanded. We were falling! Out of control,
with the Moon gravity pulling us down!

"That accursed HahnN"

A moment only had passed. My fancy that the Moon disc was en-
larged was merely the horror of my imagination. We had not fallen far
enough for that.

But we were falling. Unless | could do something, we would crash
upon the Lunar surface.

Anita, killed in this turret: the end of everythingNevery hope.

Action came to me. | gasped, "Miko, you stay here! The controls are
dead! You stay here and hold AnitaN"

| ignored Moa's weapon. Snap thrust her away.

"We're falling, you foolNlet us alone!"

Miko gasped, "Can youNcheck us? What happened?"

114



"| don't knowN"

| stood clinging. This dizzying whirl. From the audiphone grid
Coniston's voice sounded.

"l say, Haljan, something's wrong. Hahn doesn't signal."

The lookout in the forward tower was clinging to our window. On the
deck below our turret a member of the crew appeared, stood lurching for
a moment, then shouted and ran, swaying, aimless. From the lower hull
corridors our grids sounded with the tramping of running steps. Panic
among the crew was spreading over the ship. A chaos below deck.

| pulled at the emergency switch again. DeadE .

"Snap, we must get down. The signals."

Coniston's voice came like a screamfrom the grid. "Hahn is dead. The
controls are broken!"

| shouted, "Miko, hold Anita! Come on, Snap!"

We clung to the ladders. Snap was behind me. "Careful, Gregg! Good
God!"

This dizzying whirl. | tried not to look. The deck under me was now a
blurred kaleidoscope of swinging patches of moonlight and shadow.

We reached the deck. It seemedthat from the turret Anita's voice fol-
lowed us. "Be careful!"

Once inside the ship, our sensessteadied. With the rotating, reeling
heavens shut out, there were only the shouts and tramping steps of the
panic-stricken crew to mark that there was anything amiss. That, and a
pseudo sensation of lurching caused by the pulsing of gravityNa pull
when the Moon was beneath our hull to combine its forces with our
magnetizers; a lightening, when it was overhead. A throbbing, pendu-
lum lurch!

We ran down to the corridor incline. A white-faced member of the
crew came running up.

"What's happened, Haljan? What's happened?"

"We're falling!" I gripped him. "Get below. Come with us."

But he jerked away from me. "Falling?"

A steward came running. "Falling? My God!"

Snapswung at them. "Get ahead of us! The manual controlsNour only
chanceNwe need all you men at the compressor pumps!"

But it was instinct to try and get on deck, as though here below we
were rats caught in a trap. The men tore away from us and ran. Their
shouts of panic resounded through the dim, blue lit corridors.

Coniston came lurching from the control room. "l sayNfalling! Haljan,
my God, look!"
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Hahn was sprawled at the gravity plate switchboard. Sprawled, head
down. Dead. Killed? Or a suicide?

| bent over him. His hands gripped the main switch. He had ripped it
loose. And his left hand had reached and broken the fragile line of tubes
that intensified the current of the pneumatic plate-shifters. A suicide?
With his last frenzy, determined to kill us all? Why?

Then | saw that Hahn had been killed! Not a suicide! In his hand he
gripped a small segment of black fabric, a piece torn from an invisible
cloak!

Snap was rigging the hand compressors. If he could get the pressure
back in the tanksE .

| swung on Coniston. "You armed?"

"Yes." He was white-faced and confused, but not in a panic. He
showed me his heat ray cylinder. "What do you want me to do?"

"Round up the crew. Get all you can. Bring them here to man the
pumps.”

He dashed away. Snap called after him, "Kill them if they argue!"

Miko's voice sounded from the turret call grid: "Falling! Haljan, you
can see it now! Check us!"

Desperate moments. Or was it an hour? Coniston brought the men. He
stood over them with menacing weapon.

We had all the pumps going. The pressure rose a little in the tanks.
Enough to shift a bow plate. | tried it. The plate slowly clicked into a new
combination. A gravity repulsion just in the bow-tip.

| signaled Miko. "Have we stopped swinging?"

“No. But slower."

| could feel it, that lurch of the gravity. But not steady now. A limp.
The tendency of our bow was to stay up.

"More pressure, Snap."

One of the crew rebelled, tried to bolt from the room.

Coniston shot him down.

| shifted another bow plate. Then two in the stern. The stern plates
seemed to move more readily than the others.

"Run all the stern plates," Snap advised.

| tried it. The lurching stopped. Miko called, "We're bow down.
Falling!"

But not falling free. The Moon gravity pull on us was more than half
neutralized.

“I'l' go up, Snap, and try the engines. You don't mind staying down
here? Executing my signals?"
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"You idiot!" He gripped my shoulders. His eyes were gleaming, his
face haggard, but his pale lips twitched with a smile.

"Maybe it's good-bye, Gregg. We'll fallNfighting."

"Yes. Fighting. Coniston, you keep the pressure up."”

With the broken tubes it took nearly all the pressure to maintain the
few plates | had shifted. One slipped back to neutral. Then the pumps
gained on it, and it shifted again.

| dashed up to the deck. Oh, the Moon was so close now! So horribly
close! The deck shadows were still. Through the forward bow windows
the Moon surface glared up at us.

Those last horrible minutes were a blur. And there was always Anita's
face. She left Miko. Faced with death, he sat clinging. Moa too, sat
apartNstaring.

And Anita crept to me. "Gregg, dear one. The endE ."

| tried the electronic engines from the stern, setting them in reverse.
The streams of their light glowed from the stern, forward along our hull,
and flared down from our bow toward the Lunar surface. But no atmo-
sphere was here to give resistance. Perhaps the electronic streams
checked our fall a little. The pumps gave us pressure just in the last
minutes, to slide a few of the hull plates. But our bow stayed down. We
slid, like a spent rocket falling.

| recall the horror of that expanding Lunar surface. The maw of
Archimedes yawning. A blob. Widening to a great pit. Then | saw it was
to one side, rushing upward.

"Gregg, dear oneNgood-bye."

Her gentle arms about me. The end of everything for us. | recall mur-
muring, "Not falling free, Anita. Some hull plates are set."

My dials showed another plate shifting, checking us a little further.
Good old Snap!

| calculated the next best plate to shift. | tried it. Slid it over.

Then everything faded but the feeling of Anita's arms around me.

"Gregg, dear oneN"

The end of everything for usk .

There was an up-rush of gray-black rock.
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Chapter 2 2

| opened my eyesto adark blur of confusion. My shoulder hurtNa pain
shooting through it. Something lay like a weight on me. | could not seem
to move my left arm. Then | moved it and it hurt. | was lying twisted. |
sat up. And with a rush, memory came. The crash was over. | was not
dead. AnitaN

She was lying beside me. There was a little light here in the silent
blurNa soft mellow Earthlight filtering in the window. The weight on
me was Anita. Shelay sprawled, her head and shoulders half way across
my lap.

Not dead! Thank God, not dead! She moved. Her arms went around
me, and | lifted her. The Earthlight glowed on her pale face.

"It's past, Anita! We've struck, and we're still alive."

| held her as though all of life's turgid dangers were powerless to
touch us.

But in the silence my floating senseswere brought back to reality by a
faint sound forcing itself upon me. A little hiss. The faintest murmuring
breath like a hiss. Escaping air!

| cast off Anita's clinging arms. "Anita, this is madness!"

For minutes we must have beenlying there in the heaven of our em-
brace. But air was escaping! The Planetara's dome was broken and our
precious air was hissing out.

Full reality came to me. | was not seriously injured. | found | could
move freely. | could stand. A twisted shoulder, alimp left arm, but they
were better in a moment.

And Anita did not seemto be hurt. Blood was upon her. But not her
own.

Beside Anita, stretched facedown on the turret grid, was the giant fig-
ure of Miko. The blood lay in a small pool against his face. A widening
pool.

Moa was here. | thought her body twitched; then was still. This sound-
less wreckage! In the dim glow of the wrecked turret with its two mo-
tionless, broken human figures, it seemed as though Anita and | were
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ghouls prowling. | saw that the turret had fallen over to the Planetara's
deck. It lay dashed against the dome side.

The deck was aslant. A litter of wreckage! A broken human figure
showedNone of the crew who, at the last, must have come running up.
The forward observation tower was down on the chart room roof: in its
metal tangle | thought | could see the legs of the tower lookout.

So this was the end of the brigands' adventure. The Planetara's last
voyage! How small and futile are humans' struggles. Miko's daring en-
terpriseNso villainousNbrought all in a few moments to this silent
tragedy. The Planetara had fallen thirty thousand miles. But why? What
had happened to Hahn? And where was Coniston, down in this broken
hull?

And Snap! | thought suddenly of Snap.

| clutched at my wandering wits. This inactivity was death. The escap-
ing air hissedin my ears.Our precious air, escapingaway into the vacant
desolation of the Lunar emptiness. Through one of the twisted, slanting
dome windows a rocky spire was visible. The Planetara lay bow down,
wedged in a jagged cradle of Lunar rock. A miracle that the hull and
dome had held together.

"Anita, we must get out of here!"

“Their helmets are in the forward storage room, Gregg."

She was staring at the fallen Miko and Moa. She shuddered and
turned away and gripped me. "In the forward storage room, by the port
of the emergency exit."

If only the exit locks would operate! We must find Snap and get out of
here. Good old Snap! Would we find him lying dead?

We climbed from the slanting, fallen turret, over the wreckage of the
littered deck. It was not difficult. A lightness was upon us. The
Planetara's gravity-magnetizers were dead; this was only the light Moon
gravity pulling us.

"Careful, Anita. Don't jump too freely."

We leaped along the deck. The hiss of the escaping pressure was like a
clanging gong of warning to tell us to hurry. The hiss of death so close!

"SnapN" | murmured.

"Oh, Gregg, | pray we may find him alive!"

With afifteen foot leap we cleared a pile of broken deck chairs. A man
lay groaning near them. | went back with a rush. Not Snap! A steward.
He had been a brigand, but he was a steward to me now.

"Get up! This is Haljan. Hurry, we must get out of here The air is
escaping!"
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But he sank back and lay still. No time to find if | could help him: there
was Anita and Snap to save.

We found a broken entrance to one of the descending passages. flung
the debris aside and cleared it. Like a giant of strength with only this
Moon gravity holding me, | raised a broken segment of superstructure
and heaved it back.

Anita and | dropped ourselves down the sloping passage.The interior
of the wrecked ship was silent and dim. An occasional passagelight was
still burning. The passageand all the rooms lay askew. Wreckage every-
where but the double dome and hull shell had withstood the shock. Then
| realized that the Erentz system was slowing down. Our heat, like our
air, was escaping, radiating away, a deadly chill settling on everything.
The silence and the deadly chill of death would soon be here in these
wrecked corridors. The end of the Planetara.

We prowled like ghouls. We did not see Coniston. Snap had been by
the shifter pumps. We found him in the oval doorway. He lay sprawled.
Dead? No, he moved. He sat up before we could get to him. He seemed
confused, but his sensesclarified with the movement of our figures over
him.

"Gregg! Why, Anita!"

"Snap! You're all right? We struckNthe air is escaping."

He pushed me away. He tried to stand. "“I'm all right. | was up a
minute ago. Gregg, it's getting cold. Where is she?| had her hereNshe
wasn't killed. | spoke to her."

Irrational!

"Snap!" | held him. Shook him. "Snap, old fellow!"

He said normally, "Easy, Gregg. I'm all right."

Anita gripped him. "Who, Snap?"

"SheNthere she isE ."

Another figure was here! On the grid floor by the door oval. A figure
partly shrouded in a broken invisible cloak and hook. An invisible cloak!
| saw a white face with opened eyes regarding me.

"Venza!" | bent down. "You!"

Venza here? Why E how E my thoughts swept on. Venza
hereNdying? Her eyes closed. But she murmured to Anita, "Where is
he? | want him."

| murmured impulsively, "Here | am, Venza dear." Gently, as one
would speak with gentle sympathy to humor the dying. "Here | am,
Venza."
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But it was only the confusion of the shock upon her. And it was upon
us all. She pushed at Anita. "I want him." She saw me; this whimsical
Venus girl! Even here as we gathered, all of us blurred by shock, con-
fused in the dim, wrecked ship with the chill of death comingNeven
here she could jest. Her pale lips smiled.

"You, Gregg. I'm not hurtNI don't think I'm hurt." Shemanaged to get
herself up on one elbow. "Did you think | wanted you with my dying
breath? What conceit! Not you, Handsome Haljan! | was calling Snap."

He was down to her. "We're all right, Venza. It's over. We must get out
of the ship. The air is escaping."

We gathered in the oval doorway. We fought the confusion of panic.

"The exit port is this way."

Or was it? | answered Snap, "Yes, | think so."

The ship suddenly seemeda stranger to me. So cold. So vibrationless.
Broken lights. These slanting wrecked corridors. With the ventilating
fans stilled, the air was turning fetid. Chilling. And thinning, with escap-
ing pressure, rarefying sothat | could feel the grasp of it in my lungs and
the pin-pricks in my cheeks.

We started off. Four of us, still alive in this silent ship of death. My
blurred thoughts tried to cope with it all. Venza here. | remembered how
she had bade me create a diversion when the women passengerswere
landing on the asteroid. She had carried out her purpose! In the confu-
sion she had not gone ashore. A stowaway here. She had secured the
cloak. Prowling, to try and help us, she had come upon Hahn. Had
seized his ray cylinder and struck him down, and been herself knocked
unconscious by his dying lunge, which also had broken the tubes and
wrecked the Planetara. And Venza, unconscious, had been lying here
with the mechanism of her cloak still operating, so that we did not see
her when we came and found why Hahn did not answer my signals.

“It's here, Gregg."

Snap and | lifted the pile of Moon equipment to which she referred.
We located four suits and helmets and the mechanisms to operate them.

"More are in the chart room," Anita said.

But we needed no others. | robed Anita and showed her the mechan-
iIsms. Snap was helping Venza. We were all stiff from the cold; but with-
in the suits and their pulsing currents, the blessed warmth came again.

The helmets had ports through which food and drink could be taken. |
stood with my helmet ready. Anita, Venza and Snap were bloated and
grotesque beside me. We had found food and water here, assembledin
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portable caseswhich the brigands had prepared. Snap lifted them, and
signaled to me he was ready.

My helmet shut out all sounds save my own breathing, my pounding
heart, and the murmur of the mechanism. The warmth and pure air were
good.

We reached the hull port locks. They operated! We went through in
the light of the headlamps over our foreheads.

| closed the locks after us: an instinct to keep the air in the ship for the
other trapped humans lying in there.

We slid down the sloping side of the Planetara. We were unweighted,
irrationally agile with this slight gravity. | fell a dozen feet and landed
with barely a jar.

We were out on the Lunar surface. A great sloping ramp of crags
stretched down before us. Gray-black rock tinged with Earthlight. The
Earth hung amid the starsin the blacknessoverhead like a huge section
of a glowing yellow ball.

This grim, desolate, silent landscape! Beyond the ramp, fifty feet below
us, a tumbled naked plain stretched away into blurred distance. But |
could see mountains off there. Behind us, the towering, frowning
rampart-wall of Archimedes loomed against the sky.

| had turned to look back at the Planetara. She lay broken, wedged
between spires of upstanding rock. A few of her lights still gleamed. The
end of the Planetara!

The three grotesque figures of Anita, Venza and Snap had started off.
Hunchback figures with the tanks mounted on their shoulders. |
bounded and caught them. | touched Snap. We made audiphone contact.

"Which way do you think?" | demanded.

"l think this way, down the ramp. Away from Archimedes, toward the
mountains. It shouldn't be too far."

"You run with Venza. I'll hold Anita."

He nodded. "But we must keep together, Gregg."

We could soonrun freely. Down the ramp, out over the tumbled plain.
Bounding, grotesque, leaping strides. The girls were more agile, more
skillful. They were soon leading us. The Earth shadows of their figures
leaped beside them. The Planetara faded into the distance behind us.
Archimedes stood back there. Ahead, the mountains came closer.

An hour perhaps. | lost track of time. Occasionally we stopped to rest.
Were we going toward the Grantline camp? Would they see our tiny
waving headlights?
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Another interval. Then far ahead of us on the ragged plain, lights
showed! Moving, tiny spots of light! Headlights on helmeted figures!

We ran, monstrously leaping. A group of figures were off there.
Grantline's party? Snap gripped me.

"Grantline! We're safe, Gregg! Safe!"

He took his bulb light from his helmet; we stood in a group while he
waved it. A semaphore signal.

"Grantline?"

And the answer came, "Yes. You, Dean?"

Their personal code. No doubt of thisNit was Grantline, who had seen
the Planetara fall and had come to help us.

| stood then with my hand holding Anita. And | whispered, "It's
Grantline! We're safe, Anita, my darling!"

Death had been so close! Those horrible last minutes on the Planetara
had shocked us, marked us. We stood trembling. And Grantline and his
men came bounding up, weird, inflated figures.

A helmeted figure touched me. | saw through the helmetpane the vis-
age of a stern-faced, square-jawed young man.

"Grantline? Johnny Grantline?"

"Yes," said his voice at my ear-grid. "I'm Grantline. You're Haljan?
Gregg Haljan?"

They crowded around us. Gripped us, to hear our explanations.

Brigands! It was amazing to Johnny Grantline. But the menace was
over now, over as soon as Grantline realized its existence.

We stood for a brief time discussing it. Then | drew apart, leaving
Snapwith Grantline. And Anita joined me. | held her arm so that we had
audiphone contact.

"Anita, mine."

"GreggNdear one!"

Murmured nothings which mean so much to lovers!

As we stood in the fantastic gloom of Lunar desolation, with the
blessed Earthlight on us, | sentup a prayer of thankfulness. Not that the
enormous treasure was saved. Not that the attack upon Grantline had
been averted. But only that Anita was given back to me. In moments of
greatestemotion the human mind individualizes. To me, there was only
Anita.

Life is very strange! The gate to the shining garden of our love seemed
swinging wide to let usin. Yet | recall that a vague fear still lay on me. A
premonition?
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| felt a touch on my arm. A bloated helmet visor was thrust near my
own. | saw Snap's face peering at me.

"Grantline thinks we should return to the Planetara. Might find some
of them alive."

Grantline touched me. "It's only humanN"

"Yes," | said.

We went back. Someten of usNa line of grotesque figures bounding
with slow, easy strides over the jagged, rock-strewn plain. Our lights
danced before us.

The Planetara came at last into view. My ship. Again that pang swept
me as | saw her. This, her last resting place. Shelay here, in her open
tomb, shattered, broken, unbreathing. The lights on her were extin-
guished. The Erentz system had ceasedto pulseNthe heart of the dying
ship, for a while beating faintly, but now at rest.

We left the two girls with some of Grantline's men at the admission
port. Snap, Grantline and |, with three others, went inside. There still
seemed to be air, but not enough so that we dared remove our helmets.

It was dark inside the wrecked ship. The corridors were black. The
hull control rooms were dimly with Earthlight straggling through the
windows.

This littered tomb. Cold and silent with death. We stumbled over a
fallen figure. A member of the crew. Grantline straightened from ex-
amining it.

"Dead," he said.

Earthlight fell on the horrible face. Puffed flesh, bloated red from the
blood which had oozed from its pores in the thinning air. | looked away.

We prowled further. Hahn lay dead in the pump room. The body of
Coniston should have been near here. We did not seeit. We climbed up
to the slanting, littered deck. The air up here had all almost hissed away.

Again Grantline touched me. "That the turret?"

No wonder he asked me! The wreckage was all so formless.

"Yes."

We climbed after Snap into the broken turret room. We passed the
body of that steward who just at the end had appealed to me and | had
left dying. The legs of the forward lookout still poked grotesquely up
from the wreckage of the observatory tower where it lay smasheddown
against the roof of the chart room.

We shoved ourselves into the turret. What was this? No bodies here!
The giant Miko was gone! The pool of blood lay congealedinto a frozen
dark splotch on the metal grid.
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And Moa was gone! They had not been dead. Had dragged them-
selves out of here, fighting desperately for life. We would find them
somewhere around here.

But we did not. Nor Coniston. | recalled what Anita had said: other
suits and helmets had been here in the nearby chart room. The brigands
had taken them, and food and water doubtless, and escaped from the
ship, following us through the lower admission ports only a few minutes
after we were gone.

We made careful search of the entire ship. Eight of the bodies which
should have been here were missing: Miko, Moa, Coniston and five of
the crew.

We did not find them outside. They were hiding near here, no doubt,
more willing to take their chancesthan to yield to us now. But how, in all
this Lunar desolation, could we hope to locate them?

"No use," said Grantline. "Let them go. If they want death, well, they
deserve it."

But we were saved. Then, as | stood there, realization leaped at me.
Saved? Were we not indeed fatuous fools?

In all these emotion-swept moments since we had encountered Grant-
line, memory of that brigand ship coming from Mars had never once oc-
curred to Snap and me!

| told Grantline now. He stared at me.

"What!"

| told him again. It would be here in eight days. Fully manned and
armed.

"But Haljan, we have almost no weapons! All my Comet's spacewas
taken with equipment and the mechanisms for my camp. | can't signal
Earth! | was depending on the Planetara!"

It surged upon us. The brigand menace past? We were blindly con-
gratulating ourselves on our safety! But it would be eight days or more
before in distant Ferrok-Shahn the nonarrival of the Planetara would
causeany real comment. No one was searching for usNno one was wor-
ried over us.

No wonder the crafty Miko was willing to take his chancesout herein
the Lunar wilds! His ship, his reinforcements, his weapons were coming
rapidly!

And we were helpless. Almost unarmed. Marooned here on the Moon!
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Chapter 2 3

“Try it again," Snap urged. "Good God, Johnny, we've got to raise some
Earth station! Chance it! Use the powerNrun it up full. Chance it!"

We were gathered in Grantline's instrument room. The duty man, with
blanched grim face, sat at his senders. The Grantline crew shoved close
around us. There were very few observers in the high-powered Earth
stations who knew that an exploring party was on the Moon. Perhaps
none of them. The Government officials who had sanctioned the expedi-
tion and Halsey and his confreres in the Detective Bureau were not anti-
cipating trouble at this point. The Planetara was supposed to be well on
her course to Ferrok-Shahn. It was when she was due to return that Hal-
sey would be alert.

Grantline used his power far beyond the limits of safety. He cut down
the lights; the telescopeintensifiers and television were completely dis-
connected; the ventilators were momentarily stilled, so that the air here
in the little room crowded with men rapidly grew fetid. All, to save
power pressure, that the vital Erentz system might survive.

Even so, it was strained to the danger point. Our heat was radiating
away; the deadly chill of space crept in.

"Again!" ordered Grantline.

The duty man flung on the power in rhythmic pulses. In the silence,
the tubes hissed. The light sprang through the banks of rotating prisms,
intensified up the scaleuntil, with avague, almost invisible beam, it left
the last swaying mirror and leaped through our overhead dome and into
space.

"Enough," said Grantline. "Switch it off. We'll let it go at that for now."

It seemedthat every man in the room had been holding his breath in
the chill darkness. The lights came on again; the Erentz motors acceler-
ated to normal. The strain on the walls easedup, and the room began
warming.

Had the Earth caught our signal? We did not want to waste the power
to find out. Our receivers were disconnected. If an answering signal
came, we could not know it. One of the men said:
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"Let's assume they read us." He laughed, but it was a high-pitched,
tenselaugh. "We don't dare even use the telescopeor television. Or elec-
tron radio. Our rescueship might be right overhead, visible to the naked
eye, before we see it. Three days moreNthat's what I'll give it."

But the three days passedand no rescue ship came. The Earth was al-
most at the full. We tried signaling again. Perhaps it got throughNwe
did not know. But our power was weaker now. The wall of one of the
rooms sprang a leak, and the men were hours repairing it. | did not say
so, but never once did | feel that our signals were read on Earth. Those
cursed clouds! The Earth almost everywhere seemed to have poor
visibility.

Four of our eight days of grace were all too soon passed. The brigand
ship must be half way here by now.

They were busy days for us. If we could have captured Miko and his
band, our danger would have beenlessimminent. With the treasure in-
sulated, and our camp in darkness, the arriving brigand ship might nev-
er find us. But Miko knew our location; he would signal his oncoming
ship when it was close and lead it to us.

During those three daysNand the days which followed
themNGrantline sentout searching parties. But it was unavailing. Miko,
Moa and Coniston, with their five underlings, could not be found.

We had at first hoped that the brigands might have perished. But that
was soon dispelled! | wentNabout the third dayNwith the party that
was sent to the Planetara. We wanted to salvage some of its equipment,
its unbroken power units. And Snap and | had worked out an idea
which we thought might be of service. We needed some of the
Planetara's smaller gravity plate sections. Those in Grantline's wrecked
little Comet had stood so long that their radiations had gone dead. But
the Planetara's were still working.

Our hope that Miko might have perished was dashed. He too had re-
turned to the Planetara! The evidence was clear before us. The vesselwas
stripped of all its power units save those which were dead and useless.
The last of the food and water stores were taken. The weapons in the
chart roomNthe Benson curve lights, projectors and heat raysNhad
vanished!

Other days passed. Earth reached the full and was waning. The four-
teen day Lunar night was in its last half. No rescue ship came from
Earth. We had ceasedour efforts to signal, for we needed all our power
to maintain ourselves. The camp would be in a state of siege before long.
That was the bestwe could hope for. We had a few short-range weapons,
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such as Bensons, heat-rays and projectors. A few hundred feet of effect-
ive range was the most any of them could obtain. The heat-raysNin gi-
ant form one of the most deadly weapons on EarthNwere only slowly
efficacious on the airless Moon. Striking an intensely cold surface, their
warming radiations were slow to act. Even in a blasting heat beam a man
in his Erentz helmet-suit could withstand the ray for several minutes.

We were, however, well equipped with explosives. Grantline had
brought alarge supply for his mining operations, and much of it was still
unused. We had, also, an ample stock of oxygen fuses, and a variety of
oxygen light flares in small, fragile glass globes.

It was to use these explosives against the brigands that Snap and |
were working out our schemewith the gravity plates. The brigand ship
would come with giant projectors and some thirty men. If we could hold
out against them for a time, the fact that the Planetara was missing
would bring us help from Earth.

Another day. A tensenesswas upon all of us, despite the absorption of
our feverish activities. To conserve power, the camp was almost dark, we
lived in dim, chill rooms, with just a few weak spots of light outside to
mark the watchmen on their rounds. We did not use the telescope, but
there was scarcely an hour when one or the other of the men was not sit-
ting on a cross-pieceup in the dome of the little instrument room, casting
a tense, searching gaze through his glassesinto the black, starry firma-
ment. A ship might appear at any time nowNa rescue ship from Earth,
or the brigands from Mars.

Anita and Venza through these days could aid us very little save by
their cheering words. They moved about the rooms, trying to inspire us;
so that all the men, when they might have been humanly sullen and
cursing their fate, were turned to grim activity, or grim laughter, making
a joke of the coming siege. The morale of the camp now was perfect. An
improvement indeed over the inactivity of their former peaceful weeks!

Grantline mentioned it to me. "Well put up a good fight, Haljan. These
fellows from Mars will know they've had a task before they ever sail off
with the treasure."

| had many moments alone with Anita. | need not mention them. It
seemed that our love was crossed by the stars, with an adverse fate
dooming it. And Snap and Venza must have felt the same. Among the
men, we were always quietly, grimly active. But aloneE . | came upon
Snap once with his arms around the little Venus girl. | heard him say:

"Accursed luck! That you and I should find eachother too late, Venza.
We could have a lot of fun in Greater New York together."
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"Snap, we will!"

As | turned away, | murmured, "And pray God, so will Anita and I."

The girls slept together in a small room of the main building. Often
during the time of sleep, when the camp was stilled except for the night
watch, Snapand | would sit in the corridor near the girls' door, talking of
that time when we would all be back on our blessed Earth.

Our eight days of grace were passed. The brigand ship was dueNnow,
tomorrow, or the next day.

| recall, that night, my sleep was fitfully uneasy. Snap and | had a
cubby together. We talked, and made futile plans. | went to sleep, but
awakened after a few hours. Impending disaster lay heavily upon me.
But there was nothing abnormal nor unusual in that!

Snap was asleep.| was restless,but | did not have the heart to awaken
him. He needed what little repose he could get. | dressed, left our cubby
and wandered out into the corridor of the main building.

It was cold in the corridor, and gloomy with the weak blue light. An
interior watchman passed me.

"All as usual, Haljan."

"Nothing in sight?"

“No. They're watching."

| went through the connecting corridor to the adjacent building. In the
instrument room several of the men were gathered, scanning the vault
overhead.

"Nothing, Haljan."

| stayed with them awhile, then wandered away. An outside man met
me near the admission lock chambers of the main building. The duty
man here sat at his controls, raising the air pressure in the locks through
which the outside watchman was coming. The relief sat here in his
bloated suit, with his helmet on his knees. It was Wilks.

"Nothing yet, Haljan. I'm going up to the peak of the crater to seeif
anything is in sight. | wish that damnable brigand ship would come and
get it over with."

Instinctively we all spoke in half whispers, the tensenessbearing in on
us.

The outside man was white and grim, but he grinned at Wilks. He
tried the familiar jest: "Don't let the Earthlight get you!"

Wilks went out through the portsNa process of no more than a
minute. | wandered away again through the corridors.

| suppose it was half an hour later that | chancedto be gazing through
a corridor window. The lights along the rocky cliff were tiny blue spots.
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The head of the stairway leading down to the abyss of the crater floor
was visible. The bloated figure of Wilks was just coming up. | watched
him for a moment making his rounds. He did not stop to inspect the
lights. That was routine. | thought it odd that he passed them.

Another minute passed. The figure of Wilks went with slow bounds
over toward the back of the ledge where the glassite shelter housed the
treasure. It was all dark off there. Wilks went into the gloom, but before |
lost sight of him, he came back. As though he had changed his mind, he
headed for the foot of the staircasewhich led up the cliff to where, at the
peak of the little crater, five hundred feet above us, the narrow observat-
ory was perched. He climbed with easy bounds, the light on his helmet
bobbing in the gloom.

| stood watching. | could not tell why there seemedto be something
gueer about Wilks' actions. But | was struck with it, nevertheless. |
watched him disappear over the summit.

Another minute went by. Wilks did not reappear. | thought | could
make out his light on the platform up there. Then abruptly atiny white
beam was waving from the observatory platform! It flashed once or
twice, then was extinguished. And now | saw Wilks plainly, standing in
the Earthlight, gazing down.

Queer actions! Had the Earthlight touched him? Or was that a local
signal call which he sent out? Why should Wilks be signaling? What was
he doing with a hand helio? Our watchmen, | knew, had no reason to
carry one.

And to whom could Wilks be signaling? To whom, acrossthis Lunar
desolation? The answer stabbed at me: to Miko's band!

| waited less than a moment. No further light. Wilks was still up there!

| went back to the lock entrance. Spare helmets and suits were here be-
side the keeper. He gazed at me inquiringly.

“I'm going out, Franck. Justfor a minute." It struck me that perhaps I
was a meddlesome fool. Wilks, of all of Grantline's men, was, | knew,
most in his commander's trust. The signal could have been some part of
this night's ordinary routine, for all | knew.

| was hastily donning an Erentz suit. | added, "Let me out. | just got
the idea Wilks is acting strangely." | laughed. "Maybe the Earthlight has
touched him."

With my helmet on, | went through the locks. Once outside, with the
outer panel closed behind me, | dropped the weights from my belt and
shoes and extinguished my helmet light.
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Wilks was still up there. Apparently he had not moved. | bounded off
across the ledge to the foot of the ascending stairs. Did Wilks see me
coming? | could not tell. As | approached the stairs the platform was cut
off from my line of vision.

| mounted with bounding leaps. In my flexible gloved hand | carried
my only weapon, a small projector with firing capsfor usein this outside
near-vacuum.

| held the weapon behind me. | would talk to Wilks first. | went slowly
up the last hundred feet. Was Wilks still up there? The summit was
bathed in Earthlight. The little metal observatory platform came into
view above my head.

Wilks was not there. Then | saw him standing on the rocks nearby,
motionless. But in a moment he saw me coming.

| waved my left hand with a gesture of greeting. It seemedto me that
he started, made as though to leap away, and then changed his mind. |
sailed from the head of the staircasewith a twenty foot leap and landed
lightly beside him. | gripped his arm for audiphone contact.

"Wilks!"

Through my visor his face was visible. | saw him and he saw me. And
| heard his voice:

"You, Haljan. How nice!"

It was not Wilks, but the brigand Coniston.
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Chapter 2 4

The duty man at the exit locks stood at his window and watched me
curiously. He saw me go up the spider stairs. He could seethe figure he
thought was Wilks, standing at the top. He saw me join Wilks, saw us
locked together in combat.

For a brief instant the duty man stood amazed. There were two fant-
astic figures, fighting at the very brink of the cliff. They were small,
dwarfed by distance, alternately dim and bright as they swayed in and
out of the shadows. The duty man could not tell one from the other. To
him it was Haljan and Wilks, fighting to the death!

The duty man sprang into action. An interior siren call was on the in-
strument panel near him. He rang it frantically.

The men came rushing to him, Grantline among them.

"What's this? Good God, Franck!"

They had seen the silent, deadly combat up there on the cliff.

Grantline stood stricken with amazement. "That's Wilks!"

"And Haljan," the duty man gasped."He went outNsomething wrong
with Wilks' actionsN"

The interior of the camp was in a turmoil. The men, awakened from
sleep, ran out into the corridors shouting questions.

"An attack?"

"Is it an attack?"

“The brigands?"

But it was Wilks and Haljan in a fight up there on the cliff. The men
crowded at the bull's-eye windows.

And over all the confusion the alarm siren, with no one thinking to
shut it off, was screaming.

Grantline, momentarily stricken, stood gazing. One of the figures
broke away from the other, bounded up to the summit from the stair
platform to which they had both fallen. The other followed. They locked
together, swaying at the brink. For an instant it seemedthat they would
go over; then they surged back, momentarily out of sight.
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Grantline found his wits. "Stop them! I'll go out and stop them! What
fools!"

He was hastily donning one of the Erentz suits. "Cut off that siren!"

Within a minute Grantline was ready. The duty man called from the
window, "Still at it, the fools. By the infernalNthey'll kill themselves!"

"Franck, let me out."

“I'l' go with you, Commander." But the volunteer was not equipped.
Grantline would not wait.

The duty man turned to his panel. The volunteer shoved a weapon at
Grantline.

Grantline jammed on his helmet, took the weapon.

He moved the few stepsinto the air chamber which was the first of the
three pressure locks. Its interior door panel swung open for him. But the
door did not close after him!

Cursing the man's slowness, he waited a few seconds.Then he turned
to the corridor. The duty man came running.

Grantline took off his helmet. "What in hellN"

"Broken! Dead!"

"What!"

"Smashed from outside," gasped the duty man. "Look thereNmy
tubesN"

The control tubes of the ports had flashed into a short circuit and
burned out. The admission ports would not open!

"And the pressure controls smashed! Broken from outside!"

There was no way now of getting through the pressure locks. The
doors, the entire pressure lock system, was dead. Had it been tampered
with from outside?

As if to answer Grantline's question there came a chorus of shouts
from the men at the corridor windows.

"Commander! By GodNlook!"

A figure was outside, closeto the building! Clothed in suit and helmet,
it stood, bloated and gigantic. It had evidently been lurking at the port
entrance, had ripped out the wires there.

It moved past the windows, saw the staring faces of the men, and
made off with giant bounds. Grantline reached the window in time to
see it vanish around the building corner.

It was a giant figure, larger than an Earth man. A Martian?

Up on the summit of the crater the two small figures were still fight-
ing. All this turmoil had taken no more than a minute or two.
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A lurking Martian outside? The brigand, Miko? More than ever,
Grantline was determined to get out. He shouted to his men to don some
of the other suits, and called for some of the hand projectors.

But he could not get out through these main admission ports. He
could have forced the panels open perhaps; but with the pressure chan-
ging mechanism broken, it would merely let the air out of the corridor. A
rush of air, probably uncontrollable. How serious the damage was, no
one could tell as yet. It would perhaps take hours to repair it.

Grantline was shouting, "Get those weapons! That's a Martian outside!
The brigand leader, probably! Get into your suits, anyone who wants to
go with me! We'll go by the manual emergency exit."

But the prowling Martian had found it! Within a minute Grantline was
there. It was a smaller two-lock gateway of manual control, so that the
person going out could operate it himself. It was in a corridor at the oth-
er end of the main building. But Grantline was too late! The lever would
not open the panels!

Had someone gone out this way and broken the mechanisms after
him? A traitor in the camp? Or had someone come in from outside? Or
had the skulking Martian outside broken this lock as he had broken the
other?

The questions surged on Grantline. His men crowded around him. The
news spread. The camp was a prison! No one could get out!

And outside, the skulking Martian had disappeared. But Wilks and
Haljan were still fighting. Grantline could seethe two figures up on the
observatory platform. They bounded apart, then together again. Crazily
swaying, bouncing, striking the rail.

They went together in a great leap off the platform onto the rocks, and
rolled in a bright patch of Earthlight. First one on top, then the other.

They rolled unheeding to the brink. Here, beyond the midway ledge
which held the camp, it was a sheerdrop of a thousand feet, on down to
the crater floor.

The figures were rolling; then one shook himself loose; rose up, seized
the other and, with desperate strength, shoved himN

The victorious figure drew back to safety. The other fell, hurtling
down into the shadows past the camp levelNdown out of sight in the
darkness of the crater floor.

Snap, who was in the group near Grantline at the window gasped,
"God! Was that Gregg who fell?"

No one could say. No one answered. Outside, on the camp ledge, an-
other helmeted figure now becamevisible. It was not far from the main
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building when Grantline first noticed it. It was running fast, bounding
toward the spider staircase. It began mounting.

And now still another figure becamevisibleNthe giant Martian again.
He appeared from around the corner of the main Grantline building. He
evidently saw the winner of the combat on the cliff, who now was stand-
ing in the Earthlight, gazing down. And he saw too, no doubt, the
second figure mounting the stairs. He stood quite near the window
through which Grantline and his men were gazing, with his back to the
building, looking up to the summit. Then he ran with tremendous leaps
toward the ascending staircase.

Was it Haljan standing up there on the summit? Who was it climbing
the stairs? And was the third figure Miko?

Grantline's mind framed the questions. But his attention was torn from
them, and torn even from the swift silent drama outside. The corridor
was ringing with shouts.

"We're imprisoned! Can't get out! Was Haljan killed? The brigands are
outside!"

And then an interior audiphone blared a calling for Grantline.
Someone in the instrument room of the adjoining building was talking.

"Commander, | tried the telescope to see who got killedN"

But he did not say who got killed, for he had greater news.

"Commander! The brigand ship!"

Miko's reinforcements had come.
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Chapter 2 5

Not Wilks, but Coniston! His drawling, British voice:

"You, Gregg Haljan! How nice!"

His voice broke off as he jerked his arm from me. My hand with the
projector came up, but with a sweeping blow he struck my wrist. The
weapon dropped to the rocks.

| fought instinctively, those first moments; my mind was whirling
with the shock of surprise. This was not Wilks, but the brigand Coniston.

It was an eerie combat. We swayed; shoving, kicking, wrestling. His
hold around my middle shut off the Erentz circulation; the warning buzz
rang in my ears, to mingle with the rasp of his curses. | flung him off,
and my Erentz motors recovered. He staggered away, but in a great leap
came at me again.

| was taller, heavier and far stronger than Coniston. But | found him
crafty, and where | was awkward in handling my lightness, he seemed
more skillfully agile.

| becameaware that we were on the twenty foot square grid of the ob-
servatory platform. It had a low metal railing. We surged against it. |
caught a dizzying glimpse of the abyss. Then it receded as we bounced
the other way. And then we fell to the grid. His helmet bashed against
mine, striking as though butting with the side of his head to puncture
my visor panel. His gloved fingers were clutching at my throat.

As we regained our feet, | flung him off, and bounded like a diver,
head first, into him. He went backward, but skillfully kept his feet under
him, gripped me again and shoved me.

| was tottering at the head of the staircaseNfalling. But | clutched at
him. We fell some twenty or thirty feet to be next lower spider landing.
The impact must have dazed us both. | recall my vague idea that we
must have fallen down the cliffE . My air shut offNthen it came again.
The roaring in my earswas stilled; my head cleared, and | found that we
were on the landing, fighting.

He presently broke away from me, bounded to the summit with me
after him. In the close confines of the suit | was bathed in sweat and
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gasping. | had no thought to increasethe oxygen control. | could not find
it; or it would not operate.

| realized that | was fighting sluggishly, almost aimlessly. But so was
Coniston!

It seemeddreamlike. A phantasmagoria of blows and staggering steps.
A nightmare with only the horrible vision of this goggled helmet always
before my eyes.

It seemed that we were rolling on the ground, back on the summit.
The unshadowed Earthlight was clear and bright. The abysswas beside
me. Coniston, rolling, was now on top, now under me, trying to shove
me over the brink. It was all like a dreamNas though | were asleep,
dreaming that | did not have enough air.

| strove to keep my senses.He was struggling to roll me over the
brink. God, that would not do! But | was so tired. One cannot fight
without oxygen!

| suddenly knew that | had shaken him off and gained my feet. He
rose, swaying. He was as tired, confused, as nearly asphyxiated as I.

The brink of the abyss was behind us. | lunged, desperately shoving,
avoiding his clutch.

He went over, and fell soundlessly, his body whirling end over end
down into the shadows, far below.

| drew back. My sensesfaded as | sank panting to the rocks. But with
inactivity, my heart quieted. My respiration slowed. The Erentz circula-
tion gained on my poisoned air. It purified.

That blessed oxygen! My head cleared. Strength came. | felt better.

Coniston had fallen to his death. | was victor. | went to the brink cau-
tiously, for | was still dizzy. | could see,far down there on the crater
floor, a little patch of Earthlight in which a mashed human figure was
lying.

| staggered back again. A moment or two must have passed while |
stood there on the summit, with my sensesclearing and my strength re-
newed as the blood stream cleared in my veins.

| was victor. Coniston was dead. | saw now, down on the lower stair-
casebelow the camp ledge, another goggled figure lying huddled. That
was Wilks, no doubt. Coniston had probably caught him there, surprised
him, killed him.

My attention, as | stood gazing, went down to the camp buildings.
Another figure was outside! It bounded along the ledge, reached the foot
of the stairs at the top of which | was standing. With agile leaps, it came
mounting at me!
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Another brigand! Miko? No, it was not large enough to be Miko. | was
still confused. | thought of Hahn. But that was absurd: Hahn was in the
wreck of the Planetara. One of the stewards thenE .

The figure came up the staircaserecklessly, to assail me. | took a step
backward, bracing myself to receive this new antagonist. And then |
looked further down and saw Miko! Unquestionably he, for there was no
mistaking his giant figure. He was down on the camp ledge, running to-
ward the foot of the stairs.

| thought of my revolver. | turned to try and find it. | was aware that
the first of my assailantswas at the stairhead. | swung back to seewhat
this oncoming brigand was doing. He was on the summit: with a sailing
leap he launched for me. | could have bounded away, but with a last
look to locate the revolver, | braced myself for the shock.

The figure hit me. It was small and light in my clutching arms. | recall
| saw that Miko was halfway up the stairs. | gripped my assailant. The
audiphone contact brought a voice.

"Gregg, is it you?"

It was Anita!
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Chapter 2 6

"Gregg, you're safe!"

She had heard the camp corridors resounding with the shouts that
Wilks and Haljan were fighting. Shehad come upon a suit and helmet by
the manual emergency lock, had run out through the lock, confused,
with her only idea to stop Wilks and me from fighting. Then she had
seenone of us killed. Impulsively, barely knowing what she was doing,
she mounted the stairs, frantic to find if | were alive.

"Anita!"

Miko was coming fast! She had not seenhim; for she had no thought
of brigandsNonly the belief that either Wilks or | had been killed.

But now, aswe stood together on the rocks near the observatory plat-
form, | could see the towering figure of Miko nearing the top of the
stairs.

"Anita, that's Miko! We must run!"

Then | saw my projector. It lay in a bowl-like depression quite near us.
| jumped for it. And as | tore loose from Anita, she leaped down after
me. It was a broken bowl in the rocks, some six feet deep. It was open on
the side facing the stairsNa narrow, ravinelike gully, full of gray, broken,
tumbled rock masses. The little gully was littered with crags and
boulders. But | could see out through it.

Miko had come to the head of the stairs. He stopped there, his great
figure etched sharply by the Earthlight. | think he must have known that
Coniston was the one who had fallen over the cliff, as my helmet and
Coniston's were different enough for him to recognize which was which.
He did not know who | was, but he did know me for an enemy.

He stood now at the summit, peering to seewhere we had gone. He
was no more than fifty feet from us.

"Anita, lie down."

| pulled her down on the rocks. | took aim with my projector. But | had
forgotten our helmet lights. Miko must have seenthem just as | pulled
the trigger. He jumped sidewise and dropped, but | could see him
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moving in the shadows to where a jutting rock gave him shelter. | fired,
missing him again.

| had stood up to take aim. Anita pulled me sharply down beside her.

"Gregg, he's armed!"

It was his turn to fire. It cameNthe familiar vague flash of the paralyz-
ing ray. It spat its tint of color on the rocks near us, but did not reach us.

A moment later, Miko bounded to another rock.

Time passedNonly a few seconds.| could not seeMiko momentarily.
Perhaps he was crouching; perhaps he had moved away again. He was,
or had been, on slightly higher ground than the bottom of our bowl. It
was dim down here where we were lying, but | feared that any moment
Miko might appear and strike at us. His ray at any short range would
penetrate our visor panes, even though our suits might temporarily res-
Ist it.

"Anita, it's too dangerous here!"

Had | been alone, | might perhaps have leapt up to lure Miko. But
with Anita | did not dare chance it.

"We've got to get back to camp," | told her.

"Perhaps he has goneN"

But he had not. We saw him again, out in a distant patch of Earthlight.
He was further from us than before, but on still higher ground. We had
extinguished our small helmet lights. But he knew we were here and
possibly he could seeus. His projector flashed again. He was a hundred
feet or more away now, and his weapon was of no longer range than
mine. | did not answer his fire, for | could not hope to hit him at such a
distance, and the flash of my weapon would help him to locate us.

| murmured to Anita, "We must get away."

Yet how did | dare take Anita from these concealing shadows? Miko
could reach us so easily aswe bounded away in plain view in the Earth-
light of the open summit! We were caught, at bay in this little bowl.

The camp was not visible from here. But out through the broken gully,
a white beam of light suddenly came up from below.

Haljan. It spelled the signal.

It was coming from the Grantline instrument room, | knew.

| could answer it with my helmet light, but | did not dare.

“Try it," urged Anita.

We crouched where we thought we might be safefrom Miko's fire. My
little light beam shot up from the bowl. It was undoubtedly visible to the
camp.

Yes, | am Haljan. Send us help.
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| did not mention Anita. Miko doubtless could read thesesignals. They
answered, CannotN

| lost the rest of it. There came a flash from Miko's weapon. It gave us
confidence: he was unable to reach us at this distance.

The Grantline beam repeated:

Cannot come out. Ports broken. You cannot get in. Stay where you are
for an hour or two. We may be able to repair ports.

| extinguished my light. What usewas it to tell Grantline anything fur-
ther? Besides, my light was endangering us. But the Grantline beam
spelled another message:

Brigand ship is coming. It will be here before we can get out to you.
No lights. We will try and hide our location.

And the signal beam brought a last appeal:

Miko and his men will divulge where we are unless you can stop
them.

The beam vanished. The lights of the Grantline camp made a faint
glow that showed above the crater edge. The glow died, as the camp
now was plunged into darkness.
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Chapter 2 7

We crouched in the shadows, the Earthlight filtering down to us. The
skulking figure of Miko had vanished; but | was sure he was out there
somewhere on the crags, lurking, maneuvering to where he could strike
us with his ray. Anita’'s metal-gloved hand was on my arm; in my ear-
diaphragm her voice sounded eager:

"What was the signal, Gregg?"

| told her everything.

"Oh Gregg! The Martian ship coming!"

Her mind clung to that asthe most important thing. But not so myself.
To me there was only the realization that Anita was caught out here, al-
most at the mercy of Miko's ray. Grantline's men could not get out to
help us, nor could | get Anita into the camp.

She added, "Where do you suppose the ship is?"

“Twenty or thirty thousand miles up, probably."

The stars and the Earth were visible over us. Somewhere up there, dis-
closed by Grantline's instruments but not yet discernible to the naked
eye, Miko's reinforcements were hovering.

We lay for a moment in silence. It was horribly nerve straining. Miko
could be creeping up on us. Would he dare chance my sudden fire?
CreepingNor would he make a swift, unexpected rush?

The feeling that he was upon us abruptly swept me. | jumped to my
feet, against Anita's effort to hold me. Where was he now? Was my ima-
gination playing me tricks?E

| sank back. "That ship should be here in a few hours."

| told her what Grantline's signal had suggested;the ship was hover-
ing overhead. It must be fairly close; for Grantline's telescope had re-
vealed its identity asan outlaw flyer, unmarked by any of the standard
code identification lights. It was doubtless too far away as yet to have
located the whereabouts of Grantline's camp. The Martian brigands
knew that we were in the vicinity of Archimedes, but no more than that.
Searching this glowing Moon surface, our tiny local semaphore beams
would certainly pass unnoticed.
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But as the brigand ship approached nowNdropping close to
Archimedes as it probably wouldNour danger was that Miko and his
men would then signal it, join it, and reveal the camp's location. And the
brigand attack would be upon us!

| told this now to Anita. "The signal from Grantline said, ‘Unless you
can stop them.™

It was an appeal to me. But how could | stop them? What could | do,
alone out here with Anita, to cope with this enemy?

Anita made no comment.

| added, "That ship will land near Archimedes, within an hour or two.
If Grantline can repair the ports, and | can get you insideE ."

Again she made no comment. Then suddenly she gripped me. "Gregg,
look there!"

Out through the gully break in our bowl the figure of Miko showed!
He was running. But not at us. Circling the summit, leaping to keep him-
self behind the upstanding crags. He passedthe head of the staircase;he
did not descend it, but headed off along the summit of the crater rim.

| stood up to watch him. "Where's he going!"

| let Anita stand up beside me, cautiously at first, for it occurred to me
it might be a ruse to cover some other of Miko's men who might be lurk-
ing near.

But the summit seemedclear. The figure of Miko was a thousand feet
away now. We could seethe tiny blob of it bobbing over the rocks. Then
it plunged downRNnot into the crater valley, but out toward the open
Moon surface.

Miko had abandoned his attack on us. The reason seemed plain. He
had come here from his encampment with Coniston ahead to lure and
kill Wilks. When this was done, Coniston had flashed his signal to Miko,
who was hiding nearby.

It was not like the brigand leader to remain in the background. Miko
was no coward. But Coniston could impersonate Wilks, whereas Miko's
giant stature at once would reveal his identity. Miko had been engaged
in smashing the ports. He had looked up and seenme kill Coniston. He
had come to assailme. And then he had read Grantline's messageto me.
It was his first knowledge that his ship was at hand. With the camp exits
inoperative, Grantline and his men were imprisoned. Miko had made an
effort to kil me. He did not know my companion was Anita. But the ef-
fort was taking too long; with his ship at hand, it was Miko's best move
to return to his own camp, rejoin his men, and await their opportunity to
signal the ship.
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