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SATURN

PRESENTS THE
STARTLING FACTS

After Sputnik and Muttnik, what? Science-
fiction has been talking about space-flight for
years while the politicians laughed it off as
"Buck Rogers" stuff. SATURN dares to present
a realistic analysis of what the future of space-

flight is really going to be.



RED FLAG
OVER THE MOON

by ROMNEY BOYD

After Sputnik and Muttnik, what2 Science-
fiction has been talking about space-flight for
years while the politicians goofed. SATURN
dares to present a grimly realistic analysis of
what the fulure of space-flight is really going

to be.

MOUNTAIN of" self-de-

ception came crashing
down on the heads of the Wes-
tern world on October 4, 1957,
when the ominous beep-beep-
beep of a man-made moon
came circling the globe. For
that satellite, the first actual
step in the conquest of outer
space, was not—as ten thou-
sand science-fiction" stories
would have had it and as mil-
lions of lines of smug newspa-
per and magazine stories had
predicted—was not an Ameri-
can invention,

Only a few weeks earlier
Russian claims to having per-
fectad a powerful rocket ca-
pable of intercontinental cargo
travel (the cargo being, of
course, atomic warheads) were
pooh-poohed. From the White

House on down to the lowliest
politicos, the report was greet-
ed with shrugs, smiles of scorn
for such obvious poppycock,
and jeers that it was mere
propaganda. But as it turned
out the Soviets were not mak-
ing scarehead stories, they
were coldly stating facts.

They produced a rocket ca-
pable of penetrating outer
space. They blasted off a mini-
ature globe many times heavier
than our mgst ambitious plans
had projected and at a higher
altitude—and they then said
that it was just an advance
trial, a mere preliminary to the
real thing.

And while the Russians were
preparing to complete this
first successful space break-
through, what were we doing?
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We had postponed our efforts
at putting up an earth satellite
from an indefinite time in the
fall of 1957 to an equally in-
definite time in the early sum-
mer of 1958. Our officials
were engaged in refereeing a
ridiculous dispute between the
Air Force and the Army as to
which of several half-finished
rocket programs should be
scrapped and which kept, The
earth satellite we planned and
couldn’t bring about on sched-
ule was to be.a piddling little
thing of about twenty pounds,
to be sent up—if we were
lucky—to about three hundred
miles.

Of course once the Sputnik,
as the Soviets call their moon,
was up and going, there was
a great scurrying and to-do in
the circles of the brave gentle-
men who compose the United
States rocket leaders. Efforts
were made to say that, well,
the Russians were a little ahead
of, but not much—a few
months maybe—we weren’t in
a race anyway—besides we’d
soon outstrip them with our
know-how.

The facts are otherwise. The
size and weight and height of
the Sputnik shows that the
Russians are not just a few
months ahead, but at least
two years ahead; that they

possess the means and tech-
nique to plan space operations
many times greater than those
in our present capacity; and
that they are forging ahead
without halt, without inter-de-
partmental arguments, and
without a lot of shoddy lobby-
ing to see into whose corpora-
tive pockets the new few bil-
lions of defense money is go-
ing to-be flnnelled.

In plain language, this is all
going to mean that the Rus-
sians are going to be the fhrst
to conquer space, the first to
reach the moon, the first to set
up a permanent base on the
moon,

E ARE SORRY to have

to make this observation
so bluntly, But it is the pe-
culiar quality of a magazine of
this sort, a science-fiction mag-
azine whose readers are ac-
customed to view the future
with intelligent eyes rather
than with the blinkers hat
‘“family” magazines impose, to
be able to present an unpleas-
ant aspect of the future in its
true light.

I know that it is possible
to raise objections, but for the
most part these objections will
be derived from the soft soap
that is going to be dished out
heavily by the culprits who
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were responsible for our fum-
bling failure to keep ahead of
the Soviets in a field where we
certainly once had a head start.
Raise these objections if you
will, but a two-year lead in
rocketry with the full con-
sciousness of the importance of
the outcome is not to be over-
come so easily. The Soviets,
having brought to world atten-
tion their leadership in the
field, must nov redouble their
national effort to keep it. You
can rest assured that they know
this and that, while we are
holding post-mortems and
emergency committee meetings,
they will be plunging ahead
with tests, plans, and vaster
engineering operations. They
have publicly stated their ob-
jectives—and stated them with-
out all the evasiveness we give
to ours.

The United States has e
means to make up the loss—
if time permits, We have an in-
dustrial apparatus far superior
to that of the Soviets, but da
we have the time to spare?
Are our leaders willing to take
a stand quick enough and firm
enough? What is more—are
they willing to scrap fast some
of the rubbish they have clut-
tered up our rocket projects
with?

What exactly does a Soviet

victory in moon-flight mean?
Well, the moon is a permanent
fixed space platform, from
which every part of the Earth’s
surface can be surveyed tele-
scopically down to the smallest
detail. To construct a telescope
in the low-gravity airlessness
of the moon’s surface is a sim-
ple matter compared with tele-
scope construction on Earth,
With great ease and speed,
lenses can be arranged, on sim-
ple skeleton frameworks, vir-
tually fixed on the Earth—
which, please remember, is a
fixed object in the Tunar skies.
Observations will be a hundred
times clearer there because of
the lack of an obscuring at-
mosphere.

It would be no problem to
set, almost at once a spy ob-
servatory on Luna that will be
able to spot every movement on
Earth of a troop of soldiers or
even of a single automobile.
There will be no military se-
crets left.

The next step, following the
observatory, would be the set-
ting of a rocket-artillery base
on the moon, From such a
point, it would be no problem
to fire direct rocket shots at
any activity on the Earth’s
surface the Lunar Station
didn’t like. What is more it
would be vastly difficult for
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the Earth to fire back.

In addition to these obvious
military advantages, there is
also the tremendous boost to
science that working on the
moon will give. Conditions of
pratter in low gravity and in
outer space are still not sub-
ject to experiment to the
Earth-bbund. The certainty of
making great discoveries and
great strides in the conquest of
nature is taken for granted
once we have reached outer
space. The qualities of various
elements at temperatures near
absolute zero are already sus-
pected to hold tremendous po-
tentials for energy liberation—
and such temperatures could
be had without much difficulty
during the two-week long lunar
nights. The world’s chemists
would sell their souls for a
chance at such experimentation,

The Russians, who have had
a bug on engineering education
(they are outstripping us in
the number of students and
graduates—another  scandal)
since 1945, know all about
these possibilities. They are
giving their rocket and space
travel men the same type of
high priority drive that the
U.S.A. gave the atomic bomb
project during World War II.

The cold fact is that Soviet
achievement of the moon is

going to make them the mas-
ters of the Earth, They know
it—and what is worse, until
October 4, 1957, apparently
the Pentagon didn’t know it.

THERE ARE men among

the rocket engineers of
America who knew this too.
Such men as G. Harry Stine,
whose book EARTH SATEL-
LITES AND THE RACE
FOR SPACE SUPERIORITY,
published by Ace Books short-
ly before the advent of the
Sputnik, put the case with
clarity and passion. In his
unique thirty-five cent news-
stand paperback, Stine out-
lined what America planned to
do in the launching of its ewn
earth satellite, the Vanguard,
and then went on to outline
what American engineers saw
as the next steps along the
line.

These steps consisted of ad-
vanced designs of cargo-carry-
ing rockets and man-carrying
rockets—the ICBM—and then
of a vast and elaborate proj-
ect to construct a manned
space station—an Earth Sat-
ellite as large as a small city,
with a permanent crew of en-
gineers and researchers. This
space Station in turn would
serve as the place where the
first moon-exploration rockets
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would be put together and then
launched. It would act to serve
the same defensive and re-
search purposes that the moon
would serve.

Possibly- this is still the of-
ficial United States program.
If it is, it is going to be too
bad. for us. Betause the Rus-
sians stated the answer quite
clearly a few months ago. One
of their scientists “pointed out
that constructien of this colos-
sal space platform was a waste
ofrtime and an evasion”of the
obvious. For the obvious, said
this Soviet rocketman, is that
a really permanent and stable
space platform already exists
—and that was Luna itself,
The Russian logic called for
by-passing any such man-made
platform and for setting up
shop without delay on the
moon itself.

The sense here should be
self-evident. Stine admits in
his book (which is mus¢ read-
ing for everyone interested in
this space race) that his space
station is entirely indefensible
in time of war. At the very out-
break of hostilities it could be
blasted from existence by one
easily aimed H-bomb warhead
rocket (since its orbit would be
but a few hundred miles from
Earth). But the moon, old
Luna, cannot be knocked out

of the sky no matter how many
H-bombs we plaster its surface
with. It is a permanent station
in the sky. If shelled from
Earth, the occupants have
merely to set up their posts on
the other side of the moon, the
side forever turned away fro
Earth, and they will be safe
from all that Earth-stationed
enemics can do,

In his book Stine outlines
with great ingenuity and en-
thusiasm the plan for the con-
struction of this space plat-
form. This is basically the one
originated by Darrell C. Ro-
mick. It calls for the construc-
tion of this city in the sky by
the piecing together of hun-
dreds of thousands of small
sections, each transported up
to orbit by means of huge
three-stage rockets. It would
call for the construction of
these rockets in mass quantity
—about as many as an auto-
mobile plant can turn out cars!
The cost v:ould be in the bil-
lions and the task would take
about four years to complete.

Four years to complete, bil-
lions in costs, and not worth
a single cent in wartime! No
wonder the Russians are smil-
ing today. They have stated
their objective—the moon it-
self. They are driving for it
in the most direct fashion.
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Their plans call for the fur-
therance of multi-stage rock-
ets capable of delivering a car-
go-héad vast distances. They
claim to have already pro-
duced the ICBM, and their
claim includes an invention that
will deliver it with precision on
any target they name. The fact
that their present  rocket
strength is sufficient to lift an
object of 184 pounds a height
of five hundred and sixty miles,
and impart to it a speed of
18,000 miles per hour, proves
that they have the ability. It
is simple mathematics to figure
out what the same rocket pow-
er could do in lifting an object
that might weigh only five or
ten pounds. Considering that
each pound of payload calls for
hundreds of pounds of fuel,
obviously this rocket is quite
capable, as it now stands, of
delivering an object—a tiny
one—to the moon itself, Or
around the moon. Or on its
way to the planet Venus.

Such are actually their an-
nounced plans. They will first
send robot rockets around the
moon for observation. Then
they will send one or two on
to Mars and Venus. Next they
will start landing bits of cargo
on a selected spot on the lun-
ar surface—parts of stations,
necessary equipment, When all

is ready, they will deliver a
man to put the stuff together
and set up their station. With
a high priority drive they can
do all this within five years.
Certainly they could drive a
missile to the moon’s surface
right now—if they haven’t al-
ready done so by the time this
magazine is in print.

But G. Harry Stine, in ad-
vancing the case for the arti-
ficial space platform, was only
supporting what happened to
be the most advanced AmeM-
can thought about our own
space rocket capacities in 1957,
Our plans for an earth satel-
lite one weighing only twenty
pounds, had been announced
originally for the fall of 1957.
But they had been vague and
were finally set back six or
eight months. Doubtless these
plans ar being hastily revised,
but the fact still remains that
America does not have the
ability to put a satellite of
Sputnik’s weight up there. We
can’t do it. ’

Stine was exceedingly aware
of the menace of space, of the
desperate need for getting up
there first. His book is a Vvig-
orous and fearless examination
of the vital importance to
America of our space opera-
tions and our space defenses.
He pointed out how the decline
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and fall of the empires of the
past, from the Persian and Ro-
man to the British, was in each
case due to the failure of these
empires to keep up with tech-
nical developments outside
their frontiers, Let the United
States fail to keep its technical
lead and we face the same his-
toric fate.

ET’S FACE it; we were

caught fat-footed. Our
projects were tied up ‘n argu-
ments between builders as to
which design was the more
ideal. Our Project Vanguard
was lingering for lack of suffi-
cient cash and manpower. The
leaders of our country had
their heads buried in the sands
of golf courses, hoping like the
ostrich ‘that what they weren’t
willing to see would therefore
cease to exist. A week after
Sputnik  had electrified the
world, too many of these lead-
ers were already busy trying
to .stick their heads back in
the golf traps—denying the ob-
vious, shrugging it off, pre-

tending we had bigger plans'

all the time, and so forth. Such
lea. s would do well to study
the last days of the Roman
Empire and meditate on them.

What can the rest of us do,
especially those of us who,
through science-fiction, know

how real and vital space flight
is going to be to the human
future. We can do something
—we can do our utmost to
sway public- opinion behind a
new crash program for rocket
engineering and space flight.

In spite of the fact that
America has more science-fic-
tion magazines and science-fic-
tion readers than any other
country in the world (and here
again Russia is a close sec-
ond), we have always been shy
of publicly-admitting belief in
space travel. Buck Rogers may
be a household word, but seri-
ous people smile when they
hear it. When the first Ameri-
can society of space-travel en-
thusiasts was formed back in
1931, it took the name of the
American Interplanetary Socie-
ty and called its journal
Astronautics. But as soon as it
grew large and began to at-
tract practical engineers to its
ranks, it embarrassedly
changed itc name to the con-
servative  American Rocket
Society and its magazine to
Jet Propulsion. To this day
rocket engineers would rather
talk in public only about bal-
listic missiles, jet planes, and
cargo rockets, and avoid pub-
lic references to any “wild”
ideas of moon-flight.

It is this’ curious reluctance
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to admit publicly what is ac-
tually the heart’s desire of eve-
ry rocket man that has helped
to hold back our progress.
Mention moon-flying to a con-
gressman and he’d think you
crazy. Instead talk about V-2s
and missiles. That sounds more
businesslike.

Thi3 sort of nonsense has
got to stop. Rocket men must
speak out and name their ob-
jective boldly and clearly. We
want the moon! We want it
now, and we want it for the
free world! We have the
means, we have the will—give
us the money and we will give
you the universe!

That’s the way the Russians
talk, They state their objec-
tives without blushing. They
never hesitated to put pictures
of space rockets on the covers
of even the most sedate of sci-
ence journals, Their govern-
ment bureau in charge of rock-
etry is boldly called the Min-

istry for Interplanetary Com-
munication!

S cien ce-fiction readers
should speak out plainly. We
can collar our acquaintances,
write our congressmen, put let-
ters in the newspapers, come
out openly. Stop the nonsense,
clear the decks, build the
space-ships now.

If we don’t, then in a few
years we are going to be able
to stand out in our back yards
and look at a real new Soviet
Satellite. It’s going to be a big
white sphere in the night sky
with very familiar features.
It’s going to be called Luna;
there’ll be a red flag stuck on
a mast in the middle of the Sea
of Serenity and another on the
top of Tycho. And the Man
in the Moon will be broad-
casting down to Earth every
day—in Russian.

That’s the way it’s prob-
ably going to be.

THE END



