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MOON-BLIND

BY ERIK VAN LHIN

Either Soames o
he'd land:

no ship had left Earth and that he hod died in
World War Il. And all the proof was on their side.
Iestretod by ORBAN

After four years, the clouds  For the moment, the sight of
looked good. From up there, they  the Earth swelling below him
hnd been blurs on the white and  brought a lump in Bill Soames’
sreen ball that hung in the sky  throat. 1led hated it, cursed it,
It i they  and sereamed at it during th

v du .
scem towards him long Lunar days. 11e'd loathed
they spelled home. death.  the smug fools on it who kad
There were worse things than  deserted him after calling him

death. n hero and had left him to die
B
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or get back by lllul.ll. But now
all

cheeks deepened, and the
wieps of white hair on his head
were beaded with drops of cold
perspiration.

Behind him, the uneven roar
of the rocket had been making
the little shin qnivﬂ: wllh aub-
sonic _vibratior halted
suddenly, benn nd then
were gone. The lul. 01 hh m-
iuly muind fuel
Dau

Wu(hueumu caught his tor-
tured body, sendit gulshe:
cramps throlllh him and threat-
ening to end his hard-held hold
on consciousness.
bimself after a moment of retch-
ing, and reached for the tiny
crank that would spin the gyro-
scopes. He turned it madly, to
the limit of his strength. Im-
perceptibly, the view of Earth in

the plate that sbowed the ship's
rear began to twiat.
It took time to turn the ship
that way, and he bad little time
left. The atmosphere was rush-
ing up. He'd been luckier than
he had expected; the rocket had
killed most of his speed. But now
he had to strike that two-bun-
dred mile layer of st head fore.
scemed to fight

Sminat him, but the ship was
ewinging. Here in space, New-
tan's hisd law rarked perfecty.
For every equal and
opposite reaction. A few thow
sand tarms of the litte wheel

geared to the eran! n
the ship half Nvo!ution in the
other direction.

Four years before, when he
had turned over to brake down
to the Moon, it had been easy.
He'd been strong, then, full of
energy. He'd been the co
ing hero. Months of conditioning
and training had gone by, nnd
b had walked up the ramp 1o

enfrance with perfect
Bt 2 complete confidence.
He'd grinned at the generals and
the reporters gathered to see the
firat manned flight to the Moon,
and he'd known he would come

, he was coming back—
through no help from them. The
ad been a gem, and the

on the Moon had been

almost routine. He'd sent back
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his radar message, located the
uingle unmanned supply ship
they'd sent nhead, and settied
down to getting ready for the
other ones still to arrive.

never came,
was no message back from

When he landed, July 6, 1948,
he had had cnough food to last
him nearly four months, count-
ing the supplies in the un-
manned ship. He hmln’l worried

uch, at first. Air was re-

newed by the pumphn vines and

that filled one chamber

ol‘ une ship, and the w- M

as rocovered autor

.u> s«neuunr had held up hh

supply ships, but they'd be slong

shortly the water that

served fuel for the bl
atomic-powered rocket; as

the message, probably something

worry-
ing, after he'd u-uhz bits of
some converaation on his micro-
wave set and found it worked
perfectly. There was still 0o mes-
sage dirocted at him. He tried to
Teason It Mﬂ. and decided that
they must have somehow decid-
ed he was dead. Ho began ot
ting down on his eating, and

planting more tomatoes and
pumpkine  frantically. There
would be another ship up, to try
It again, but it was going to take

longer. probably. He'd have to

o
ing it He couldn’t underatand
why they didn't hear his culla,
ince the radar seemed to trans-
mit okay. But he could find out
all about it when the next ship
landed.

By the bm-mu of 1949, he
was sick of pi to-
Talocs, and begimning to. won
der. That was when he atarted
looking up at Farth and cursing
it Tt wasn't until almost 1950,
though, that he gave up all hope,
-lon: with attempts to under-

tand.

It ne ly broke him. But Bill
Boames had been picked care-
fully, and h wasn't the type to
give up. It took him over two
years to build a solar oven out
of the supply ship parts and be-
gin baking water out of the gyp-
sum he finally located. Then only
2 trickle seemed to come from
his crude pipes. He hoarded It
paintully, beginning to 81l his

e had to stop to find min-
erals to enrich the hydroponic
tanks, He wasted days and weeks
lylng slck and near death from
exposure, exhaustion, and near-
starvation, He developed def

ncy troubles, and be refused
by give 1 to. them. He never
thought of failure. They'd aban-
doned bim, and be cursed Earth
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with every wnkelwd breath. But

he was going
Finally, he -trlpp«l the ship
of every drop of water he could
spare, leaving himself almost
e had already moved

h

drained their tanks, and decided
that with that, added to what he
had got from the gypsum, he had
fuel enough.

In the apells of sickness, he
had lost track of time. But he
wan fairly sure it was near the

e fi-

end of April, 1952, when
nally blasted off and headed back
for Earth.

The ship was pointing ahead
towards the _cloud-filled atmos-
phere now. Soamea dropped his
hand from the crank, shaking
with exhaustion, and waited for
the first slgn of air outside. He
was falling fast, but that could-
n't be .

He let the weakness grip him
for n moment longer. while cold
sweat atood out on his forehead,
and time peemed to g still in

mind. Then he
reached for the controls that
would guide the ship down on
ita slubb! wings.

The controls renisted faintly
when he touched them.
frigerator inside the ship was

nd he knew the hull
must be hot already. This was

familiar ground—he'd piloted
experimental s
enough to have the feel of su-
personic flight. It was n matter
of keeping the ship up in the
superthin air until it began to
lose specd, then letting it glide
down to a landing.

He should hit somewhere i
side the Atlantic Const, from
Touh calcuations. Tie might do

mage there—but the chances
Were ‘against 1. Anyhow. they
hadw't thought of him for four
long years—they'd have to take
their chances now.

The ship was getting. hot in-
side. He fought against the con-
trols, trying to hold it just
inside the atmosphere until its
apeed came down enough. The
clouds below were lost from his
sight. He stole a quick glance
at the thin section of hull he
could see. It wasn't glowing yel.

He fought mechanically, with
his  mind ere
down In s deepest sectionn. try-
fng not to think p
groaned, and the -lubby winge
seemed about to Some-
‘where to the rear,

nm!.hlnl

were wet with his sweat, and
the wristwatch seemed to burn
his skin.

Then the speed was dropping,
and he was going into his glide.
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le came down through the
clouds, finally, just as he left
Garknons hehind. His eves darts
ed to the little port that would
show the surface below. He
sheuld b nearing the coust
Rasp was a hoarse
choke. Me ‘fine that separated
sea arfMlind was directly bel
Said

low

Menhot. He drew
back on the eonlrol. trying to
steepen ¢ but it was al-

Teady tao late. The ahip wemt
plunging down through the air,
heading out to sea. He cursed to
himeelf. but there was nothing
to be done, in the time left. He
w turn, but he knew

began a slow
it would fail.
He was miles from land when
the firat sound of the water slap.
ping against the ship reached
his ears. ¢ down
smoothly enough. Spray leaped
up, and the ship lurched as the

braking force of the sea hit it
while it still was mnking better

rd. Then she was skipping
with the sound of rifle-like

e rear
ment later, the ship
was coasting smoothly over the
fairly calm sea.
e was down—home—back to

Earth—and alive!

And brother, would the brass
hats have some explaining to do
now!

Wetness touched his bare feet.
He

of the ship—and it was ri sing
as he looked. The ship had

sink almost at once.

B:Il thm the straps of the

seat was on his feet,
Jumping for the. siriock s be
saw it. With a leak, this thing
would sink like a plece of lead.

e qrabbed down his good-luck
charm as he went. The sheaf of
hundred dollar bills—eight
all—had been left )
ing-away present
and hed forgotien

et back—

they’d be of more immediate use.
He reached for the packet of ex-
posed flm, but the water was
coming up too fast: it touched
the control-board and the films
lid along the wet surface and
vanished. There was no time to
grope for them.

Soames struggled through the
water as the little lock finally
opened. He pulled himself out.
The land was lost from view,
and the sea was all around him.

But there was no time to wait.
He jumped into the water and
began pddling cally.
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was icy cold, and it shocked his
body, driving the breath from
his lungs. In his emaciated con-
dition, keeping afloat was going
to be hard work. Eight miles...

It never really occurs
him that he couldn’t make it. He

d drove on. He was back
on Enth‘ and they couldn’t de-
fent him
Fiftoen minutes later, the boat
appenred. It was a Coast Guard
cutter, he saw. It circled, and a
x was tossed to hlmA On lhe

. he could see the Agures

Ten. A1l the lonalimers of Ihe
long years om the Moon hit at
him, then. He pulled on the line,
dragging forward; it wasn’t the
thought of rescue, but the sound
of human voices that, drove him

now.
“T'm Bill Soumes.” he began
shonl.lnl over
hey pulled m-n up, erying
nome(hl to him—something
“hout luck that had let them sco
his planc going_down on their
radar screen. But he hardly
heard the words,

m Soames.” he repeated.
iam Soames.
damn can’t you unds nhnil
That was a rocket ship—the

Lunatic. I've come back from the
Moon. Four years—four damned
long years—but I've come back.”

“Shock,” one of Lhe men s
[k B, tako it ensy. You'l
be all

e lhr‘llletl off their hands.

“I am all right. Dnmn it, don't
? I took
off for the Moon in IQIMuJy 1,
148! Now I'm buck!"

He saw consternation on their
faces and ity mixed with it He

ook his head. After all the

Wblltlly there had been, it hard-
Iy secmed that a man on Earth
could_help knowing about the
trip. Yet maybe these men hadn't
‘heard. Man; they didn’t care
about rockets and the Moon.

“Didn’t get a recket out of the
atmosphere  until February,
1949," the Coast Guardsman said
slowly. “That was when they
shot the Wac Corporal up, using
the V-2 to carry der. Got up

about 260 miles, as I remem!

thought. He'd expected hia name
1o be enough to stop them cold.
Now something was stopping.

red . . . everylmn[
.«zu... hl-ck .. s
e felt hnnulf umn

but was lu tar gone Into uncon.
sciousness to care.
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They held him two weeks

in the hospital. The semi-star-
vation and the exhaustion had

covered the first night. Maybe he
had raved a little—surely among
those doctors and nurses, one
should have known about the
takeoff of the Moon ship, or
14 have known hia name.
after a

ew they
been lying. They really believed
all that guff about Man xfill be-
ing unready for Space!

He finished lunch and
reached for the desserl. Then he
-huddend violently, and shoved
it oa Pumpkin pie! His
atomach scemed Lo turn over at
the sight of it, and he pushed it
88 far from him e could.
Tomatoes and pumpkins were no
longer fit to eat, as far as he was
concerned.

Hve Teathed for the book on

o

-lon of it in 1947. Thit
bore the date of 1951. It had a
good deal of new material and
the cmm u-d sound thinking he
expected of Ley. But it didn't
B0 with Wle memory o( a bll.
black-haired man

boomed out farewells o hlm
while he climbed the ramp for

the take-off. Ley wasn't just an
expert—he wns an enthusiast,
and nobody wanted space-travel
more thnn he did.

t

Ye book

mention of Bills m.h( u Sant
rning water

to monatomic hydrogen and
o0ne for recket facl, discovered
in 1946; there was nothing on
the first compact atomic motor to
1947.

had g
the time, but they h

inced  publicly before his
flight,

He'd expected to find proof of
his facts in the book. Instead.
he found only confusion e
mind. They couldn't have covered
up thal thoroughly. Yet the date
of February 24, 1949 was listed
for man's first step beyond the
atmosphere—the same 250
flight the Coast Guardsman had
‘mentioned.

Soames sighed, and dropped
e h»u

. the ef
.mn. on her np-, "Dr. Willough.
by will see you soon,” she told

MTied tried to tak to her, but
he knew it was useless. These
people realy didn't know shout
his trip. 1t should have been on
The front pages of every newe:
paper in the world, and there
shouldn't be a literate person
alive who know of it. In-
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stead, they had treated his facts
as the ravings of a man suffering
from shocl

What could account for some-
thing big enough to suppress
such news—not only to suppress
it, but to kill what bad already
gone before?

Even his former commanders
had failed him. He'd been re-
fused the right to send a telo-
gram, but the Coast Guardsman
who had visited him had prom-
ised to mail his lelters to the
men of Operation Space. General
Bartley should have come tearing
in, threatening to rip the place
apart unless he was released
ot onee. But the letters had van-
Ished, if they had ever been
mailed, without an answer.

Dr. Willoughby came in quiet-
y. “Wel

young man,
¥ou feel today? Still think you're
chasing girls on the moon, heh

wanted to push the
smiling face back into the man's
adenoids, but he managed to
grin. In hospitals, you had to
grin. He'd learned already that
patients had to humor doctors
and nurses and agree to any-
thing they suggested.

“ re of that,” he an-
swered. “I still can’t remember,
but I'm sane enough. When do
m out of

med to consider
it wem.my “Well, now, 1 grueas

we can let you go. You did some
fearful things to that body of
yours—just what 1 can't tell; but
you're ough now. A lit-
tle amnesis, of course, but that
will wear off. Such cases happen
from shock. You sure you want
to leave?”

“I cerlainly am. T can get a
Job.

T

e doctor wasn't listenin
He nodded without waiting to
hear the anawer. “The nurse will
bring you clothds, and then lead
to my office. I'll have some

papers there, And there's o
Colonel Hadley to sce you.

w e before Soames™
shout could get from i thron
So the Army had his letters! The
hospital must have been holding
him until Hadley could get there.
They'd been stalling, but not for
the ~ reason expected.
Now his troubles would soon be
over.

He signed for the clothes they
had bought at his order and the
property they held for him. The
clothes  were picked _without
Laste, as If some store had pack-
aged them at random. He looked
more humen when be fnished
shaving. His face w x

And tense, and his halr was thin
and white, as It had grown in

Sfter a long bout of illness. Bt
he fell almost himself aga
he followed the g0 to the doo-
tor's office.
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Willoughby Introduced _him
and withdrew discreetly. Colonel
Hadley was a plump, youngish
man, with the rocky face a
false pleasantness that could
carry n man to his position
auiedy, bt would never let. him
advance mubh be: . He ob-
Viowsly had no tmaination, and
couldn’t trust it in others.

He got down to business at
once. “The
Well,
Willoughby.

Understand  you
k.

discuss this nonse
moon. In fact, under the cir-
zum-um«. perhaps we can for-

Lo “you ever hear of Major
William~ Soames?” Bill asked.
“Before this, | mean?”

“Certainly. That's what made
Bartley send me up here, lnmu

rtley’s
t a posthumous Congres-
sional Medal, you know. A hero.”

“He—he died?”

“Right. May 23, 1943. Sad
business. Had a brother—Lieu-
tenant Roger \es—on
2ame flight. Both got it.”

Bill Soames let his legs lower
him carefully into a chnlr, -tudy—
ing the Colonel's face.
the Tace of 2 man wno comld l-o

1t was the face of a man report-
ing hard fact that he knew to be
true. Yet It was the sheerest non-
sense. Bill had started on that
flight—but his plane had devel-
oped motor trouble half an hour
out from England and he'd put
back. He'd always felt he wan
somehow to blame for Roger's
death. He tried to say something,
but no words would come.

(Very md™ Hadiey -da«n
“Never
but I got on S

brother. Saw the whole busincsa
myself. Felt slck for a whole
day  afterwards—grat  Roger.
then the Major.” He cleared his
throat. “You can guss what we
thought when we heard y
mpcmnnlll' him. anurull\
inveatigate. Crank
Ttters come often enough, bt
Bot like that Deuce of it wus
Uiat Bartey awors it was ke
e Major's bandwriti
rou know, you aou.nn.me MI«:
The pictures 1 taw. « -
what happens 1o anyone oo
Impersonates an Army officer,
in; Bad. But—well, Dr.
‘Willoughby tells me it was just

‘went around In crazy circles.
tried 1o pretend it was a gag to
himself, but it wasn't. He fell
back on the lying that had finally
convinced the taff of his sanity.
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“I—T guess T must have been
kmd of & hero worshipper ; when
1 got the shack, 1 thought I was
the other William Soas

went all the way on the hero
stuff. If I caused you any trou-
ble. . . ."

“You did. You certainly did.
Two days up here, checking your
fingerprints, doing everything.
Prints don't match, of course.
Took me a whole day in Wash-
inglon fust_ getting Soumes’
pri vou know. Funny,
Yourd thnk he'd b areful
with the records of a
st lost! Tieh! Wel, anyhow, 1

can close the case. No
sixn of fraud. Hope you get your
full memory b

He stood up to go, and Bl
7ol to his feet. He took the
other’s perfunctory handshake
and watched him leave. He saw
Willoughby come In, beaming.
There must have been some ex-
change of words, thoug!

t remember them. Then
the papers were signed, and he
was going out of the hospital.
The sun was shining brightly as
he came down the steps, mechani-
cally counting out the four hus-
dred odd dollars he had left.

1t had to be hmolhm Hadley
had thought he was telling the
truth. But they had hypnotic
drugs now. They might use them,
if they wanted to pretend a man
who'd flown to the Moon had

boen dead years before. If Gen-
exal Bartley had mepnt to send
Soames a warniog that the sub-
Ject wan top sccret, and to go
slow . . . if he'd becn unable to
hlmul -
T il Qidt raake sense. Tt
hadn't made sense when they had
abandoned him on the Moon, and
it made less now. What national
dunger could posaibly be averted
by lying about this-—particularly
when they were still talking
about the fact that the frot na-
tion to get a base on Lhe Moon
would rule Earth?
ore wan only one answer. He
had to see Bartley in person. He
was due In Washington, it
seemed—overdue by some four
years.

Secing Bartley proved to be
more trouble than he'd thought.
The Pentagon wasn't open to
guoul visltore—not the ‘part
he wanted. He couldn't use
Bie own aaime, sither. But even
Generals are human beings. They
eat, and they bave to have places
to sleep. Soames gave up dirsct
efforts, and waited patiently.

Bai
on the third day, Just as he was
driving up to park

ted car. He could tell the way
the gears ground that the man
was bound for the old familiar
place. Bartley was short and
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Pplump, a little Santa Claus of &
man with flerce black hair and a
totally unconvincing bristle of
mustache. When he was angry,
he looked more jovial than ever
—whi b probably why he
orite hn well out ln
neumdm e
run of other offcors.

Kept a casual eye on
the car, but he was sure of him-
selt when Bartley headed out
Wisconsin Avenue, He drove into
the little parking lot, just as
Bartley dlsappeared the
pleasant bar across the way.
Then he took his time. The
General would need a beer
by himself before he could
be approached. When Bill finally
went in, he found the place al-
most unchanged. He ordered his

side it.
Lable, and began feeding nkl«)l
into the m m-enlm None of v.M
new nything

Tim, but Tck was ' eith i,

ere was one of the old plal-
ters there—"A Long Long
Trail.” He let It start, and saw
Bartley glance up.

Soames had worn a hat to
eover bis hair, but he had care-
fully tuned his face to the
light. Now he eaw Bartley's eyes
lip o his own, and hesitate. He
emiled faintly, drew an answer-
Ing doubtful smile, and slipped

into the booth. The other man

“Beer here In worth coming
a long ways for,” Bill said cas-
ually. “Worth & quarter mi
miles.”

‘The General smlled. do-buullv,
then frowned as if the

eacaped him. It was a .ood s
Bill had to admit. “Good beer,”
e finally_admitted. “Like the
Stuff the Germans had for their
officers—almont.

“Honigsbrau,” Bill agreed. A
couple_cases of " They'd Just
started to erack it and drink
when we strafed 'em. It was
‘warm by the time we reached the
shack, but It was worth all the
trouble we had.

The General nodded. “Good.
Dark and beavy stuff, I can still
taste it. Used to

His mouth fell open, m:

nodded, and the fears
washed away. “In the fleah, Tom.
Thad a helluva time getting back
—I'm otill mad about being left
there. But I knew you'd be glad
10 see mel”

“Glad! You sunovagun! We
mew you were desd. Yo
couldn't have lived
smash-up. Billl” Hi
ing Bill's hands, his own arm
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jerking  apasmodically. “Man,

wait'll they hear about hi
“They don't scem to want to

hear sbout L. Bl told Fim.

. boy, the

Py o through

eether for nolhing!”

that, when I found you were
human enough to read

stories.
didn't think then. .

But I guess they knew what they
ere doing when they turned

"o us you Awmr'
l(ell Tom Bartley had been

el him in, after his nm
mahc-uon was turned down,
Bartlcy had been the frat of-

ficer. pvehed for the job.

Bill ant back, staring at him.
Tt was his turn to ait with his
mouth open. He glanced up to
sce if anyoue else could have

were alone. The bartender was

at the other cnd, and all the
booths were deserted.

“Okay.” he said. "I guess you

had some reason for the qame,
but not between us, Tom.
ing me up on the uoon wllhnul'
answering my signals was a
dirty triek. It took mé four years
to get back, and then I cracked

ts magnesium to bits. But
it's time to stop the wuy-toob
inr You know dlmned

r cracked up on the oo
Tve latt my olnmure u mm.
Now I And nt
some expl.n.uon

Bartley's face had gone
white, and now was turning
fery red. His hand around the
beor glass uuuned until n.e
glass snapped. Blood secped

on his fingers, bul he didn't mu
o it. Finally he took a deep

"l-‘or a minute vou fooled me.
in a deadly quict voice.
For wminuie. 1 was fool enough
to think Bill Soames had man-

:.

re
umt fool mo. You damned rot-

e’ that landed in Bills
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face hardly traveled six inches,
but it wos backed by sheathes of
muscles that only looked like fat.
Bill's head snapped back uguinst
the rear of the booth, while hot
pain lanced through him. He slid
down, barely holding onto his
aching consciousness. He hea
Bartley get up and dash to the
phone. He heard the crisp orders
to come for him.

or a second, he wanted to lia

it. and threw it, four feet behind
Bartley. As the man turned to-
ward it, his legs drove him for-
ward. He was out of the bar, and
across the street. He threw a bill
at the parking attendant,
sunned s rented ear to |
Then he began Lwisting crazily
(nvoush side atreets. Washinsion

wouldn't be healthy for him after

d no time to think, but
his mind had alrendy been made
up. There was one place and
oy one where he could go. And
he'd better get started there fust.

The key that had been with
his wallet—the stuff he'd for-
gotten to leave behind when
he took off—still fitted the lock.
He opened the door of the quiet
apartment when no one answered
his knock. The furniture was

Roy
on the piano. He called, but there
was no anewer.
back toward the windows that
opened on Central Park South.
1t was hard to believe, after
the war, the
Moon, that he'd grown up here,
in the quiet luxury of the money
is father had left them. But he
found his old room still as it hnd

it brought back too
_he'd forgotten.

He found o chair near the
door and settled down to wait.
The rest of the world might de-
ceive him. Even Tom Bartley
might lie—he'd left Bill on the
Moon, and he probably had
enough guilt feelings from that
to account for anything. But
Bill knew that his mother would-

0 much that
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't lie to the craziest stranger.
Surely he'd find the truth here.
She had never understood his
craving for adventure beyond
Earth, and she wouldn't know
100 much about advances in the
world. But she’d accepl him. All
their lies about his having dled
ove

ber the ring on his finger that
had been her idea, to help him
cut his way out of a Nazi prison
i red: she'd

sand dollars that had been meant
to give him a grand party with
the men, since he insisted on
being fool enough to try o reach
the Moon. She'd been tearful
then, but she'd seen eomething
of his drive, and had scemed

, proud of bim, at the end.

He sat there, soaking up peace
and quiet from the room around
him. The sunlight disappeared
from the windows at the far
end. and there was a bit of gloom
that finally ended when the
strect-lights went on. They left

woven around them wher
only a kid. playing with Roger.

He made no effort to turn on
the light, but waited quietly.
Then he heard the elevator
stop, and her feet on the floor of
the hall, He was still sitting as
the key turned in the lock, and
a beam of light struck him. Sh
closed the door quietly, looking

than he re-
membered, but still upright and
carrying heraelf with
dered pride of good breeding.

She -n-pm o me linu lnd
turned to fe
ment, :urpthe mnck her. Then

How did

t In here?” Her voice was

frm, but calm enough, as if this

were a minor upset in some fond
routine.

He stood up, moving toward

the light. She watched him, then

ubtfully. “If you're a

r, you're quite welcome to

money I have here. Only

wh

don’t make any otion,
please. I can't stand vulgarity.”
Bhe was trying to make a joke
of 1t, he knew. Then her voice

caught. “But you .
like
“Al

« you look

fom,” he said, nodding.
She stood there, auddenly old
and shrunken, though her back
was straighter than ever. Her
perfectly applied makeup was
ghastly on her white face. She
hacked against the door slowly,
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Ihlle her hand went to her

"You look like Bill—like Bill

ke . Just like BilL" It
was a soft moan, unconscious.
“Bill was a nice boy. He died in
the war—the same time Roger
died. It waen't fair. He dicd—
they tld me be died horribly.
And they sent me his papes
it wes fi—nd hall & Setier
nd they gave him
a'medal He was such

'd heard ¢

liII«L He -w helplese
Jowered hor head and raised

ber feet, waiting for her to come

eyea moved to the drawer

wWhere she'd stared, the drawer

under the two smaller pictures

from their childhood.

He found them all there—the
death notice, with its accusing
letter he actually

letely—
his papers, and

Kknacks that scemed to have been
ina ﬁre'

pos through  them
quickly, and then went back ta
the couch. He knew what he had
to do, and began rummaging into
Ms few belongings. He wan rub-

bing her forehead when she
came to. She looked at him, but
be was holding his face as taut
as he could, to build up the lines
that the hard years had put on
it. Sho shook her head slowly.
~You're—not
“No, ma‘am. T guean 1 forgot,
‘calling you ‘Mom’ the way Bill
always did. He was my bu
you know. Used to laugh at how
we looked alike. A great
We were in prison over there
together. That's why 1 came
back, o bring you this—all he
had left when he died. But he
didn’t die In the plane, meam:

tryi
oad it waa qulﬂg and painless.
h: eame here, why T

@ rehearaed 1t in bia mind,
b\n badn't known
would work. Now he ‘st nu

come back into her.
heraclf up, and straihtcacd her
bair. Her voice was calm Illln.

yo
Tieve Bill dicd in the planc. H
‘was 30 much at home In any kind
of machinery. Thank you for
bringing my picture back to me.
And now, can't I get you a drink,
before 1 apologine for being 20

)u -hoal his head. “I'll have
rush, ma'am. I waited too
Ion(, Bill wanted you to have the
ploture—it was what he valued
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most. But—well, I have got to
rush.”

She let him go. She was not
the sort to hold any nervous man
against his will. She saw him to
the door. and her Gngers res
briefly rm. The -mlle -h

fove. him would
ward enough, if his .uwy v
been true.

Then he went down the stairs
and out into the night on this
\mrld which had erased him and
refused to admit he had
ever left it

There had been another ple-
ture in his wallet, but he'd been
a fool to look at it. He'd looked
at it often enough that first year
up there, wondering whether
she'd walt for him, but some-
how the memary of Shecey had
grown weak with time. He'd
been a bigger fool to spend the
night making phone calls to lo-
cate her.

He knew it now as he sat on
the too-lavish eouch. He'd heard
& faint gasp when she first saw
him, but she'd never thought he
was Bill Soames, and he hadn't
tried to (el har be wes. Hed
used the same line on her as he'd
Tnally used on bis mother, with
a change in the ploture. It sat
on the table near her now, its
water-stained younger image of
‘her face starl

She wid » trife sideways, ex-

Pposing one knee from under her
negligee, and reached across him
for her drink. She'd always had
a nice bosom, and she'd always

. She sipped i
and put it back. “Poor Bill,” she
i “He was a

im
“I don't know—maybe nat,”
Bill answered her. “Things were
pretty tough in the prison.”
“I'meant to wait for him. But
it was 0 long. I guess it wasn't
very nice, marrying Bob Stan-

months after Bill

but you know
it is. And then we heard
had ed. but I was just hav-

had waited for him:
she'd promised to wait again
when he left for the rocket in
1947. And imagination wouldn't
-upply & chil

She laughed and ponted to &
pieture of & boy of about eight.
“He's away at school now, of
course. You know how Important

Iy, mow that Bob's away In
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Washington so much of the time.
Sometimes I think Il go

mad . .

She wasn't even subtle about
it. For a moment, it worked. Bill
had spent too long away from
women. Then the case of he

passion was 100 much for him:
it told him too strongly what a
fool he'd been ever to believe
accounts of the missing datea
that had always come between
them. He pushed her away,
pulled her negligee shut firmly,
added insult to the injury
making no attempt to turn
Wi oves vy

She was just switching from
surprise to querulous hurt as his
feet carried him across the
ing room to the foyer. Her voice
was vising to o shrick of out-
raged anger as he cl
babind im. This ime ¢ vyt
air felt good. There were worso
things than bel on
the Moon. He might have come
back and married her!

Then he frowned. It wnn’l

nllhb anymore, af
treet-lights were still on, I-t

day wan breaking In the sist

He grimaced. Well, he'd got-
ten things out of the night. He'd
found that bis mother knew he

as been

was dead, and had d
yoars before h- took off for the
Moon; found the papers

that had the authontk sppear-

ance of age to prove it He'd
found that the girl who'd been
single and willing to wait_for
in 1947 had not only been
married, but had had a child in
1943 or 194 would take
some _explaining!
swear to some. things about her,
but he knew damned well therc
iage or child
in the past from which he came.
It hit him, then—the stories
’d read once had been flled
with the idea that time s & mat-
ter of multiple choice,
the future is o fan-shaped thing,
with many branches. If he'd gone
1o the Moon from one such prob-
ability world and somehow got-
ten switched over to another on
the return—a world where he
had never left .
He shrugged. It was fine for
speculation, but there w
o account for much » ewiteh,
Anyhow, that stuff was based
on the need for a good story-
simmick, and not on facts. There
was a lot more sense In & uni-
‘verse where there was an al
lute relation between cause and
effect. This was the same world
he'd left—however much deceit
was involved, and whatever the
tricks they used to deny him. It
might be a crazy world, but not
one of those improbable ones.
He considered that. A crazy
world—or one person who was
erazy. Then he grinned savagely.
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He didn't feel crazy. It was no
solution, anyhow. If he were
crazy, he wouldn't know it. The
same stubbornness that had let
him survive for four years on
im reject the

. There had been

times w.en the whale world was

wrong and only

rignt; as far aa he was con-
cerned, was another such

case.
He came up to a newsstand

and staod staring at the maga-

pace-ships and weird la;
scapes vied with half-nude girls
and bug-eyed monsters. He atart-

lae

for allen life-forms . ...
“lte lhmlt about it for a sec-
nd, but Httle more. Maybe so:

n dvlhulinn hat wanted to
keep man Earthbound might
vrpress. knowledge and
change memories; but it didn't
m the case. It would have been
ier for such a race to el
Tnate him, or 1o prevent the ship
ever having taken off. There was
no answer there.

e boueht & newspaper and
a coffee shop for

Treaktant. He o6l snjoyed oat
Ing real food. The sight of two
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eggs, over light, surrounded by
crisp bacon, together with toast
and coffee was better than any
scene off Earth. He took his plate
to a little table and began glanc-
ing through the paper as he ate.
Most of the news meant nothing
to him—the war beginning in
Asia now 30 soon after the last
war was something he preferred
to ignore. Most of the rest of
per was filled with things
that he couldn’t understand or
lidn't care ven the
were dull, without the
centinaity of regular reading.
looke

station outside Earth's stmoe:
When interviewed lat
at the Weldon Arms Hotel, he

He'd been

Space from the beginning. If

Bill could see him
He knew the result. Rosen-

blum wouldn't remember. Yet the

using water as the propellant!
Operation

ring.

man might not believe . -md
be would Bave to say—yet he
coulan't argue apaiast provable
facts. And to s real scientist,




there were facts that could be
proved!

The phone booth was in the
back, and there was no trouble
in getting his message put
through to the sclentlst. Appar-
ently men of acience still dido't

iclous lers,

the other end was sleepy, but
ndt hostile. “Yea?”
“Dr. Rosenblum? I'm James

msma your lecture, and 1 could-
't get much out of the news-
paper articles. For breakfast, .
apa?”

“Cromt™ Rosnbium seemed
to turn it over and declde name
aldo's atter, ~Well, why not1 1
don't wonder you couldn't under-
stand the newspaper sccount.
'l'tn minuteb—m“. ‘where are

"ru_- minutes wm bo ﬂm.“ Bl

The phe

e Kwiid ta Nk
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1t took fifteen minutes, but he
managed to beat the professor
1o the lobby. Rosenblum was tall
and thin, with a face like that
of Lincoln, and eyes that man-
aged to be both sharp and friend-
ly, even with traces -f sleep in
them. He m dn ment at

recog: B

" Soumen b given up expect-
i tion. He ordered
and grinned at
Rosenblum’s order—the scientist
obvioualy believed inenjoying

life. Then he plunged into it.
“I've been thinking that prob-
lem of fuels over,

grin, aroun
slice of ham. “Excellent—if
me how Lo get them
and_store lhem.
“Don’t. them out of
‘water. let lhh lill pulled out
« pad and began scribbling on
. mixing it with commente a8
he gave all that he could remem-
Mr of what Resenblum had
ly discovered. He
wnuhlnl for signs of luslm:lml
huv. there were

none. The pro-
interest, bul no
indication. that. th

highly secret discovery of his
own.
He studied it.

“You'd need

tion—Rosenblum would have to
believe him. “F've been thinking
about it. If we use a heavy-water
moderated pile, but design
it

He plunged Inh that. It was
rd work, trying to remember
u. Imthewll ure he'd cov-
ered most of the pointa. Rosen-
blum sat back, his brenkfast
forgotten, nodding. Bill looked
up with & final nod of his own at
the scrawls on the paper.
“Well?

“Interesting. Unfortunately, it

theory looks good—but it takes
00 much power. I had some atu-
dents working on it. too, but we
had to abandon the idea. As for
your atomic motor ....” He ahook
his head sadly. “Well, that's out
of my field, but some of the
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material they've just released
overs such an idea. I understand

lumnb!um shook his nud and
ing

asain. “Oh, T think youv.
& lot o clear thinking, and i

not_ calling a fool, young.
man. 1 only wioh 1 had a tew
more studenty like you. But you
have to remember that there are

won' "
I dia wor® nln wla him
you

grimly. “It worke

tried it in ls«I s«umy be

damned! 1 know It. I was the

guy who rode the rocket using it

to the Moon and back! I tell you,
-

A change crept

o0
blum's face. He studied Bill for
a moment, then shook his hea

her one, ch? Last week
lleague, Dr. Dick-

son. who had invented a varia-
tion of this, late in 1949. Now [
invented it in 1947. And of
rve, the man who told him
about it had been 1o the Moon
personally, too. You don't fit the
description, or | might think you

e man.
Jn i anite of what the papers a3,

25

college professors are neither
credulous idiots nor crazy.”

He picked up his check, and
put down change for the tip. “1

Inink youd bo
oncel Good

Rosenblum 'alkel toward the

enhltm leaving Bill to stare

t the working diagrama

mt had takon bim 1o the Moon,

‘but had been proven not to work.

Sure, science dealt in factsl It
had been a beautiful theory.

The Ilbnry h-l a complete file

of the imes
nungn |u‘l. Blll had half ex-
to find missing {ssues, but
They wore al there: Ho. ried
‘back to June, thumbing through.
The advance feelers pat out by
the Army were there—meaning-
less by themselves, of course, but
leading up to what was to come.
He came to July, and tensed.
There were no missing head-
lines—but there was nothing on
the flight of a rocket o the
Moon. He combed July thorough-
Iy. There was no mention of
him. He went back to July 2nd.

that the man be in New York the
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day before. Bill turned to the
mns—and again, &
name that had been among
covering the take-off hit his eye.
But the story dealt with some-
thing totally unrelated to the
flight, and again would have had
to be written by a man nowhere

near opot|
1t took him four hours to com~
plete his search, and netted him
only one item. That stopped him
when he came to It. It was in the
same month; this time it was a
more , and the
aiccount was buried under & mis-
cellaneous collection of scandals.
Ham Claims Contact With Man
In Moon! It seemed that a radio
umatenr bad picked up o sigual
from scmeone who claimed e
n the Moon, o-kln.
Tor wapply ships. 1t st have
heen his signall
He took it to be photostated,
umazed at his violent nte
even this bit of evidence.
hands were trembling as he Mld
it up and pointed out the plece.
But the man who came to help
him only glanced at it with

amu

st Ve, 1 it 8
kick out of such things, too. Bat
ot 0 - Tot of inga Mks
tin printed 1o the aummer.

That's why reporters call it the
Ay scason, T guesns He
through it grinning again.
“Mm-hm. They ran almost

same story in 1950—I remember
it, because my father was visit-

ing us . .. You know, I had a

man here a couple weeks ago
who told me he sent the message.

wouldn't last forever—even if he
bocked the diamond ring and
his watch. Time for lunch. Hell,
hungry. He glanced at
a television store! noticing that

e screens looked immense,
though the prices were lower
than he'd_thought they would

e. But men could make
musement, even if
their leading sclentists insisted
they'd failed at work that might
have sent man to the planets,
l‘wn m-e

bought a paper and
skimmed it He found the At
of the “silly
Page 7, though i
mer yet. It dealt wm- the fiying
saucers, of course, since they
were still the current fad. He
it was a lean
day, and news was ecarce. Three
pages further he found a bﬂe!
‘mention of a 97-year-old wom
eould recite” the Ilble in

H
spoken & word of it in her Hte.
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claimed: thought

tion with a echolar

who had lived two thousand
years before.

He threw the paper in the

disposal can, and elared up at

the sign moving across the Times

Building.

They'd covered up perfectly.
re wasn't any real evidonce
left. A ship had disappeared on
‘the Bloon, but nobody had missed
it. A man who waited for help
-was tagged as dead years before,
and even his own mother could
remember how he had died. Sci-
ence had proved that he couldn't
make the trip with the equip-
ment he had. pers were
complete—and
T wan the st of madness.
i self he
reality
had been -\temi ror everyone
here. A thousand men who had
secn the ship take-off now prob-
ably all knew that they had been
doing - something else. Papors

had been changed.

Men had invented the steam-
but long b«on l‘ulun. Their

though some l them hud work-
ed. Leif Ericson had crossed the
Atlantic and discovered America
bofore Columbus—and the ac-
count had been lost, until |M
dence was found. Had
Tacta been altcred then? Had

Ericson come home to find that
everyone knew he had Leen i
Iceland all along? And then,
when the evidence was finally
found, centuries later after
America n discovered
again, had things been doctored
up the opposite way, o that peo-

le thought the evidence had
been there all along?

What about the hol-air en-
gine? It was known before the
gasoline motor, and it had been
just as good. Yet it had lain un-
used for decades, until after gas-
oline was powering every car on
the road; then it had been re-
diucovered, and someone had
scratched his hel-l and won-
dered how it been over-
Jooked. Pronuun was_developed
during World War I, but the
sulfa part wasn't used to kill
germs until wnnty years later.

ld

roved it pomer
Betore lun but got

around to using It untih World
War IL

‘Why was everything so elg-
nificant overlooked? And would
‘some man, a hundred years from
now, stand on
tare

find the accounta in old papers

then, an ler_why they

hadn’t known about it before?
Or would this ultimate step of
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mankind be buried for good,
while the race went on warring
ita way to destruction? A base
on the Moon could spell enforced
peace, if they got it In time
Bill walked on, without pur-
pose. He w ed. There was
no use fighting now. Maybe he
really wasn't Bill Soames. May-
be he'd been James Cross all
along—masbe a nephew of old
Robert Cross, who'd Inherited a
small fortune when the old man
d ne on & hunting trip by
airplane, gotten lost, half starved
before he could find the plane,
then landed in the ocean. Three
children, one & girl with amaz-
ing dark red hair and the
ot blue ey that could smile at
3 of a pleas:
Spurtment. swarm into hia mind.
He'd better call home . . .

He cut it off savagely. He was
Major William Soames, back to
& crazy Earth after four ye

on the Moon. Neither his own
mind nor any outside force was
ange bis knowledge

For a second, he was tempted
< to cnll lhe phone number that
had been in his mind. Maybe

me of James

such a family. Maybe they had
comvenient alot for him 1o it

into, just s they'd destroyed his

own slot. But he couldn’l fool

with it. Giving in might be just
what they wanted—whoever or
whatever they were.

He shook his head. It was too
late to change bls mind. The
doubtful number had disap-
peared, along with the fantasms
that went with it. He was no
|onm uncertain about himself,

least. Yet he knew that he had
Lo find. some kind of proof, if
didn’t want the fantasy thoughts
to come

ac
Where could he ko for apecific
Information? How eould
cate the news from all the pa-

pers, dealing with a specific sub-
J«L instead. of having to plow
ugh edition after edition, re-
qu.m.. a life-time of effort?

i

n he had it. There were
clipping bureaus that did llnt
for one. They conld cull out

rything except articles
Tng with. rockote, npace-fight,
and 50 on. He had no idea of the
cost, but he could find out. He
studied the signs along the
strect,and began pu

i r get w
mnh—bul even at a discount,
ﬂve m.u -houl be worth a

coul
hmnlnn e clipping burcaus.

Again, luck changed capri-
ciously. The ring had brought
more than he'd expected—at
least half of what it was worth
~-and he found the bureaus list-
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ed in the classified mun of the

‘phone book.

Viounly apecialized i n-mn

rather than sgbjects.  Some
that they gould get him

Sach clippings. And one stated

rather doubttully that they had

some. | But the h one
pleasantly  surprtsed
whtn he broached the idea.

“How about photostale? "n.gy
i3

Bill could see no ren

been too late. But we can run off
a copy for you fonight, and have

it ready at nine tomorrow. 1l

save you a lot of expense, too.
We've had to get extra copies of

B
“I suppose you'll want

agreed.
‘some money in advance?”

The voice brightened again.
They made arrangements for
messenger to pick up the money
in the lobby of a near-by hotel.
Bill registered at the desk while
waiting, using the same fictitious
name he had given the agency.
He was tired in a way that he'd
never been during all the gruel-

ing efforl to get back to Earth.
It would be easy to relax and
pretend the world was right—it
was hard to keep fighting it. But
something in his head refused

his whah remalning life time to
get 1t

He -should have felt better
sfter o night's slocp, but billar-

apparently getting to
a habit. again. Nine o'clock

where the routine job of mark-
ing, cutting, and pasting the

They'd probably
thousand hints of
mew ideas and inventions that
would be buried for years or
decades, and never know what
they had missed—if the news
was even there. They'd o on
collecting the nares of men who

the sky. Would It really make
any difference If they knew that
somewhere up there parta of a
supply rocket had been turned
into a solar that &
starved, crazy fool could come
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back here 1o bring them news

day before.
Everything's reat Q
file, too. T was looking it over last
night. Strange material here—
enough for a book, at least. Peo-
ple hear messages from the
Moon, people see big. ships land,
people announce they've built a
rocket to go to Mars. A Coast
Guard yeoman even reported

G Just come from ¢
Moon. s.nu»m-; about living Ilp
there four years without air or
water. People! Are you &
writer?”

“Sort of.” Bill evaded his
quention, He picked up the fle

ith a shudder at realizing he
ad e the news, even if it
hadn't been quite the way he'd
intended.

‘The clerk was busy making a
flourish of computing the sales
tax, then counting the money.
Bill picked o the bulky envelope
and started to leave, just as a
bu. blond man Y entored. The emk

m. “The
who ordmd m- orl‘lnllly." b
started, as if to them.

‘But Bill didn't nn. He'd seen
a quiet little bar on the corne
and he hended for it. 1t was

pearly emply, and he found 2
booth off by himself. where he
coula %0 through the photostats.

Most of it was what he had
expected, and it had been pad-
ded out with ayln‘ saucer

begal

«d e out the i jnnk. kmlnl
everything that
the Taintent e, There
account on Jnly 1 of a kid who'd
no sense un-
ul a July 8 s oo up pasted to

it showed that the kid had been
mml. ufe enough, but swearing
hd o o wee the big rocket
checked the date
i n was 1948, and the loca-
tion had been about right. The
Kid could have run off to sce him
leave, if word had leaked. But it
was no proof by itself.

nothing exclusive. Interested in
space flight ?

then decided
he could use a litgje chance to
talk soclally. “You might say
80, he admitted. “Mostly about
the Moon. 1 pot interested in
Professor Rosenblum's lecture. Tt
gets to be a bit expensive a8 &
‘hobby, though.”
“Pays

shots for the movies, now that
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n's
was Hendlv‘ but he seemed

aguely disappointed, as if he
had expected something else
from Bill.

h part, Bill wi
wondering about leaving. It

‘money
into finding all he euuld about
such thinga. But Bill waan't fn-

n process shots. The
Fime . had heen fom on nis
ship were the real thing—and
they showed it. No trick of pho-
tography could give the same
effect.

He started to gather up the
mess of photostats, but the ather
had signaled for more beer.

Brad Wollen.”

“Bill Soames” he answered
automatically, and then cursed
Nimesif s the other's evebroms

- of e tellow
whe s ot the Modal of Honor, |
that's what you were thlnldn(

Wollen nodded. “Funny. And
T'm the cousin of the Army test
pilot who cracked up in that new
supersonic Job back in '49. Q
a coincidence, isn't it? Hey, wai
a minute . . . didn’t T see some-
thing about a guy who claimed
he was your cousin in one of
these . . ."

N
He b-nn lnrehin‘ through
the clippi . Bill awore

hotly {6 himeclt, Hed thought
his name had escaped publication
—they usually left out names, in
such cases. He shoved back his
beer, and began framing an ex-
cuse (o leave.

hen he stopped. Lying on the
table was an eight- by-un glossy
icture. And it was no

Shat, The Tighting coulant b
duplicated. That was a shot of
the Moon—the real Moon!

His hands fumbled with it as
he tried to pick it up. No tricks
could do that! And the mm
ship in the background was too
detailed for any of the stuff they
were doing now. It was different
from his—but it might have
been another model of the same
ship, just as this picture was like
the crater known, though

ame.
!” he said slowly.
“The way the um bounces, the
way those rocks look eroded, ye
aren’t rounded off! Damn it, you
can’t fake that.”

He realized he was being a
fool as he said it, but the words
piled out before he could stop
them. It wasn't the stupldity
that brought him to a halt,
though. It was the sudden
blanched shock on the other
man's face. Wollen had heaved
himself half out of his seat and

=
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was staring at him as if he'd
Just come out of hell, complete
with brimstone.

man's voice was a hoarse whis-

per. .
Bill sighed wearlly. “Because
1 was the fool that took off in
lhe first lhlp—ln u«‘ for 1ha
The

wouldst die, b-n m-n-nd m
live up there four years nnﬁl T
could come back to
shown what a real lool in. Naw
#o ahead and | ell me you
never heard of @ roskel then,
and that Bill Soames dled over
Berlln ‘l‘ell me I'm a llar now!”
ard of a '48 rocket,
-nd 100 hear you dicd.- Wal-
len was sinking back slowly.

“But it fits—Oh, God, how well
it fits. Then—you did crash in
the sea’

He didn't wait for Bil

tensed, unbelieving nod. I we
luckier. I came down in a swamp,
not sixty miles from here. Make
way for the hero, home fnm me
Moon! Did they abe
without supplies, too? Yenh T
isn’t fun, baking out water, if
did it the way T did. And §
isn’t fun when you find you're
dend—were dead before you took
off, and your wife swears your
kids belong to the mon. she mar-
ried the same day she ma
Thut T had the Alms.

When the guys I showed them lo
told me they were nice process
work, I caught on fast. 1 came
closer to starving here than up
there, at first. Now—well, I'm
doing all right, that way. They
like my process work! Almost
looks real, they tell me. The blind
fools! They won't even look al
the ship—they call it clever of
me to make such a big mock-uj
for my shots!”

His voice quieted suddent
“I've been back three mon!
Sometimes I begin to think I
never took off from Earth at all.
1 get funny ideas. But all the
me, I took off in 1950, and I
‘was up there seventeen months,
on food enough for less than
e

They sat ataring at each other,
while Bill cursed himself. It had
been thrown at
who _had approached Rosen:
blum's colleague, Dr. Dicknon,
must have been Wollen. Rosen-
blum had dlu‘wer«l the fuel

194¢ had

od in
Tound It in 1949 . .

Hin eyes dropped to the clip-
plngs, but Wollen was_gather-
ing mm . “It's a nice ship.
still,” needs raising
uprlth and  llitle work. Bot
you'll like it.”

It was a nice -nrp—n better
model in some ways "
T been. Bat théxd discusscd




