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EARTHMEN NO MORE

A Captain Future Novelet

By Edmond HAMILTON

When the Futuremen revived John Carey from his deep freeze,
he wanted to go home--but where in space was home ?
CHAPTERI

The Awakening

TILL and cold initslightlessvault of
bone, the brain stirred feebly. Sowly,
dowly, it began to wake and remember--
timeless memoaries, flowing acrossitina
dark inchoate tide from nowhereinto
nothingness

Hewas donein space. Quite done,
floating, turning, drifting. He had no
destination and hewasin no hurry. He had
lost the Sun and the planets. There were
not even any sars.

He did not worry. The dead do not

ingst on stars. He had forgotten how he
cameto die and hewas glad.

After along while, far digtant inthe
infinite night, he saw atiny gleam. He
regarded it without curiosity or fear and
then heredlized that someinexorable
current had caught him and was sweeping
him toward thelight, hurlinghimatitina
swift relentless rush. He knew that he did
not want to go to it--but there was no
escape.

Thelittle point of light legped and

spread into asun, anova, a shattering
glare. Terror overcame him. He clawed at
the comforting darkness asit fled past but
he could not hold onto it and it seemed to
him that he could hear the smdl thin
dhrieking of hisbody againg the void asit
was sucked into the devouring brilliance.
There was aface between him and the
light, huge and awesome. He cried out but
no sound came and then it was gone, the
light, the face, even himsdlf, swallowed up
inthequiet night.

Memories--the aloneness, the
remembering, thetimeessdrift. A sound
likethe rustle of far-off surf that boomed
louder and louder and became avoice
speaking out of the heavens, saying,
"Wake up, John Carey! Wake up!"

And hethought he answered, "But | am



dead.”

How had he cometo die?

EMORIES, groping, uncertain,

coming faster, clearer, clothed in

vivid color. A girl'sface, agirl'sred mouth
saying, "Don't go. Don't goif you loveme.
Y ou'll never come back."

Men and aship--alittle ship, afrall and
tiny craft, it seemed, for thelong way it
was going and the high dreamsit had.
Hard-faced iron-handed men, braver than
angdls and more hungry than they were
brave, hungry for new worlds and the
unknown thingsthat lay beyond the
mountains of the Moon, beyond the till
candsof Mars, beyond the glittering
deedly Bdt.

He remembered now the men and the
ship, how they had gambled their lives
againg glory and logt. "We shot the
Aderoids" he muttered, in the silence of
hismind. " Jupiter wasthere ahead of us, a
big golden gpple dmost in our hands. |
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remember how the moons |ooked,
swarming like beesaround it. |
remember..."

The meteor--the tearing agony of

metd, the last glimpse of horror in the ship
before the air-burst took himwith it into
space, through the riven pilot-dome. The
brief, bitter knowledge that thiswas death.
"Dead," hesaid again. "I'm dead.”

The strange voice answered, "If you

want to you can live again.”

He thought about that. He thought about

it for along timein the darkness. To live
agan--thelight and the warmth, the
hunger and pain and hope, the wanting, the
being able to want. He thought and he was
not sure and then at last he whispered,
"How? Tell me how!"

"Open your eyes and come back, back
wherethelightis. Y ou were here before,
don't you remember? Open your eyes, John
Caregy!"

Hedid or thought he did and there was
nothing but mist, heavy darkling clouds of
it. Far, far away he saw the gleam of light



beyond him and he tried to grope toward it
but the mists were very thick.

"I can't,” hemoaned. "I'm log."

Lost forever, in darkness and cold.
"Comeback!" cried the voice strongly.
"Come back and livel"

He heard the sound of ahand striking
gmartly againg flesh. After awhile hefdt
it. That little sharp pain somehow managed
to bridge acolossal gulf and make him
aware that he had a body.

Hisbrain oriented itsdf with adizzying
lunge. The miststore away. He woke.

It was afull awakening. The exploding
novaresolved itsdf into alight-tube,
glowing againg alow ceiling of metd.

The countenance that had loomed so
hugely above him becamethefaceof a
man. A lean face, deeply bronzed with the
unmistakable burn of space, topped with
red hair and set with two leve grey eyes
that looked Straight into Carey's and made
him feel somehow safe and unafraid.
"Liedill," said the red-haired man. "Get
your breath. Thereésno hurry.” He turned
asde and his hands, very strong but
delicate of touch, busied themselveswith a
vid and agleaming needle.

Carey lay 4ill. For the moment he had

not the stirength to do anything dse. The
room was small. It wasfitted asa
laboratory, incredibly compact, and many
of the objectsthat hiswandering gaze
passed over were strange to him.

One of these objectswasasmdll

cubica case of semi-tranducent meta,
resting on atable. The surface nearest
Carey wasfitted with twin lensesand a
disc, so that it bore an unsettling
resemblanceto aface. Carey thought
vaguely that it must be some sort of a
communicator.

Suddenly hesaid, "I'minaship.”

The red-haired man smiled. "How can
you tel? Werein freefdl."

"l cantell." Carey tried to struggle up.
"But there are no ships beyond the Belt!
How..." Then he began to tremble
violently. "Ligten," he said to the Sranger.
"Ligen, | waskilled, trying to reach
Jupiter. A meteor hit usand | was blown



clear, out into space with no armor. I'm
dead. I'madead man. 1..."

"Steady on," said the red-haired man.
"Easy." He set the needle into aplace
already swabbed on Carey's naked arm.
Carey flinched. He sobbed alittle and then
the trembling quieted.

"l was dead,” he whispered, again.

"No," said the red-haired stranger. "Not
really dead. What we call the space-death
isn't true desth but cold shock--an
ingantaneous stoppage of dl life
processes. Theré's no time for deterioration
or cellular damage, no possibility of decay.
The organism stops short. It can, by certain
means, be started going again.”

Helooked thoughtfully down at Carey
and added, "Many lives are restored that
way, livesthat would have been considered
ended in your time."

Carey said numbly, "Then you found

me, floating in space, in frozen degp? Y ou
-revived me?'
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"Y es. Spacelaw requiresthat any ship-
wreckage encountered on radar must be
investigated. That's how we found you."
The stranger smiled. "Welcome back to
life, Carey. My nameis Curt Newton."

It was only then that it penetrated

Carey's stunned mind, the phrase that had
been used so casualy amoment before.
"Yousad, Inmy time," he repeated.
"How long..." He stopped. His mouth was
dry. Hetried again, forcing out the words
that did not wish to be spoken. "How long
was | adeep out there?!

The man who cdled himsdf Curt

Newton hesitated, then asked, "What year
wasit when you met disaster, Carey?'

"It was nineteen ninety-one. It was June,
nineteen ninety-one, when we left Earth."”
Newton reached for a calendar pad, held
it up. He did not spesk and there was pity
inhiseyes.

Carey saw thedateon it, and at firgt it
was too incredible to touch him. "Oh, no,"
hesad. "Not dl that time, al those
generations. No, it'snot true.”

"ltis"

"But it can't be..." Hisvoicetrailed off.



The numbers on the pad, the awvful sum of
years blurred and darkened before him.
Once more he began to tremble and this
timeit wasfor fear of life, not of death.
"Why did you bring me back?' he
whispered. "I have no place here. I'm il
adead man."

BRUPTLY, from beyond the closed
bulkhead door, there came the sound

of footsteps. Strange steps, ponderous and
clanking, asthough someone enormoudy
heavy waked in metal boots. Curt Newton
turned his head sharply.

"Grag!" hecdled. "Hold on there.

Wat!"

The footsteps hesitated and avoice from
beyond the door said mockingly, "1 told
you s0. What do you want to do, frighten
the poor chap out of hiswits?' Thevoice
had a peculiar soft sibilance of tone.

It was answered by arumbling metdlic
growl, an utterly unhuman sound, that
seemed to have wordsin it. Carey got up.
He clung to the edge of the surgeon'stable,
fighting the weskness that was on him, his
eyesfixed on the bulkhead door.

"Carey," sad Curt Newton, "things

have changed and science has come along
way. There are three others aboard this
ship besides mysdlf. They're not--well, not
quite human, as men of your day
understood the term. Even now, in our
time, they're unique, created by techniques
far beyond the generd knowledge. But you
must not be afraid of them. They'remy
friendsand will beyours."

A chill came over Carey, cregping into

his bones. He continued to Stare at the
door. What waited behind it, what
monstrous things--not quite human, not
quite human. The words repeated
themselvesin hisbrain, scuttling acrossit
like spiders spinning icy webs, tightening
until he could barely hear Newton'svoice
taking on.

"Robot..." Faintly the voice came and
Carey stared at the door. The drops of
swest ran dowly down hisface. "Robot,
human inintelligence, created by scientific
genius..."

There were sounds behind the door.



There were presences not of the flesh.
Carey's mouth was dry with the taste of
fear.

"...android, humanin al respects but
created also in the laboratory..."

Carey began to move toward the door.
What dreedful facet of the future had he
been cagt into? What uncanny children of
this undreamed-of age were lurking there
behind that panel? He could not bear to
know but somehow not knowing was
worse. Not knowing and wondering and
thinking...

"..thebrain of agreat scientist, a

human, kept dive for many yearsina
Specia case..."

Robot, android, living brain. A red-
haired man and adate on acaendar. A
ship where there are no ships, alifewhere
thereisnoliving. A dream, Carey--a
dream you're dreaming, drifting along

A

4

with the endlesstides, the dark night tides
beyond the Belt. Open the door, Carey.
What differencein adream?

A human figure, lithe and graceful,

whose face had the unhappy beauty of a
faun, green-eyed and mocking. And beside
it ashape, atowering gigantic manlike
formbuilt al of gleaming metd. A shgpe
that bent toward him, reaching out its
dreadful arms, glaring at him with two
round, flashing eyes.

A harsh, toneless voice spoke close
behind Carey, saying, "Catch him, Curtis.”
Carey looked for the source of the
strange voice. The cubica box that he had
taken for acommunicator had risen from
its shelf, hovering upon tenuous beams.
And he saw that the surface with the twin
lenses and the disc was indeed aface.
"No," said Carey. "Don't touch me.

Don't any of you touch me."

He made hisway back into thelittle
laboratory. The room had closed inon him.
The darkening air pressed againgt him like
water. He was conscious that his hands
were cold, that hisfeet were very heavy,
treading on asurface he could no longer
fed.



"| tried to soften the shock for him,”

Curt Newton was saying somewhere across
the universe.

And the harsh voice of the cubical metd
case replied without inflection, " Poor
fellow, he has many shocksin store.”
Carey sat down. He put hisface

between his cold pams, and the knowledge
cameto him, the truth that he had not quite
believed before but from which now there
Was No escape.

He had bridged the gulf of time. He had
left his own past in the dust of centuries
behind him and he stood face to face with a
future that was beyond hisknowing. He
was brother to Lazarus, come forth into an
dienworld.

CHAPTERII

Return from Space

E could hear them taking. Hedid

not want to hear them. He did not

want to lift his head and seethem again.
Hedid not even want to be dive. But he
could not help hearing.

Grag's booming voice, the thunderous
voice of therobot. "I didn't know, when |
fished him out of that wreckage, that he
had been floating there so long!"

The harsh inflexible voice of the meta

box, of the brain who had once been Simon
Wright, ascientist of Earth. "A long time
indeed,” said Simon Wright and added
dowly, "Heisold, thisman--dmost asold
as space-flight.”

The soft shilance of the android, at

once cruel and compassionate. "It was no
kindnessto bring this one back, Curt. He's
asmuch doneintheworld aswe are.”
There was something in the attitude of
these three unhuman strangersthat struck
Carey suddenly. It was astrange thing, for
onewho had for dl hislife been merely a
man named John Carey, of no particular
importance to anyone but himslf. It was
awe. And that redlization brought another
with it--that John Carey was a creature as
queer and unreal to these beings of the
future asthey wereto him.

Curt Newton said to the android, "I

think you're wrong, Otho. | think any man
with guts enough to buck the Belt in those



old tin skyrocketswould rather live, even
in an unknown time, than deep eternity
away."

Carey did not answer that. He did not
know the answer.

"He creates aproblem for us, Curtis,"

said Simon Wright. "And a atime when
we have agrave problem of our own. You
understand that."

H
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"Yes." Curt Newton went and stood in
front of Carey and spoke his name. Carey
looked up.

"I want you to know onething,” said
Newton. "Y ou're not alone, not without
friends. You'l stay with usuntil you're
oriented. After that--well, we have a
certain amount of influence and well see
that you get astart on whatever sort of life
you may choose."

Still Carey did not answer.

"Ligten,” said Newton. "You werea
pioneer. Why you were or what you
wanted out of it | don't know. But
whatever it was you were trying to push
the frontiers back so you could get it.
Wéll, you succeeded, you and otherslike
you. Eveninfailure, you succeeded.
"There are colonies on the farthest

moons. Men have even begun to reach out
to the worlds of other stars. Y ou helped to
make al that possible, Carey, and you're
diveto seeit. Ian't that enough to make
you want to live? Aren't you curiousto see
the civilization you helped to build?!

Carey amiled faintly. "Psychotherapy,”
hesad. "Wehad it in my day and it wasn't
any more subtle. All right, Newton. I'll be
curious as hell when | havetimeto think
about it. MeanwhileI'm dive--so | don't
redly have any choice, do 17

He got up. Ddliberately he forced

himsdf to look at Grag and Otho and
Smon Wright.

"All right,” hesaid to them dl, tono
one."I'll get used to it intime. A man can
get used to anything if he hastime.”
"Quite," said thevoice of Smon

Wright. "All of us havelearned the truth of
that--even Curtis"



Carey tried in the period that followed.
But it wasahard thing to do. To hisown
time-sense the great gap between yesterday
and today was only an instant of deep. He
caught himsdlf often thinking of Earth as
he knew it, of the men and women who
would be there just as he had |eft them, of
the songs and the streets and the faces of
buildings, the uncountable smdl details
that make up the sum of an epoch.

It was hard to teach himsdlf that they
were there no more. But one or another of
his shipmates was dways near him and
never let things get to bad. So gradually,
from congtant association, Grag and Otho
and Simon Wright became familiar to
Carey and he no longer felt that uncanny
twinge when he was near them.

Simon remained enigmetic and remote,
anintelligence keen and brilliant far
beyond Carey's power to understand,
wrapped in his own thoughts, hisown
researches. Knowledge was Simon'sthirst
and his existence and it seemed to Carey
that, although Simon Wright had been a
man of Earth before his brain was taken
from hisdying body and preserved by the
magic of afuture science, Smon had
become the least human of them all.

Grag and Otho were easier. The android
was S0 nearly human that only now and
again did aflicker of something other-
worldly in hisgreen eyesremind Carey
that Otho was not as other men. Even then
it wasimpossible to feel any horror of
him. Carey had known alot of mothers
sons but seidom one that he liked as much
as the sharp-tongued ironic Otho, whose
most pointed barbs were tempered with
pity.

Asfor Grag, once Carey had got used to
his seven-foot clanking bulk and enormous
strength, he became fond of the grest
robot, whose only faults were over-
enthusiasm and a certain lack of judgment.
It was, however, constantly upsetting to
Carey to redize that thislumbering meta
giant had quite as much intdligence ashe
and agood deal more knowledge.

The man Curt Newton, the man many
caled Captain Future, remained



paradoxically the mogt difficult to
undergtand of dl thefour. It wasonly bit
by bit from the others that Carey picked up
Newton's story--his strange birth and
dtranger upbringing in alonely laboratory
hidden under the surface of the Moon, an
orphan with no other companionsthan the
three who were called the Futuremen.
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O wonder, Carey thought, that with

such abackground Newton was
withdrawn and guarded in his approach to
the ordinary relationships of men. He, like
his companions—-and like Carey too in this
new incarnation of his--was set apart
forever from the norma world. Carey
sensed that the easy casuad manner of the
red-haired man had been painfully
acquired, that benesth it lay adark and
solitary creature, much better not aroused.
Carey soon discovered something else
about Curt Newton. Hewas angry and it
was no mere passing rage. It wasacold
black fury that rode him all acrossthe
gpatia gulf that plunged between Saturn,
whence he had come, and Earth, where he
was going. And the cause of it was a
message he had received from aman
named Ezra Gurney about another man
named Lowther.

There was something about amonopoly
on acertain kind of fud, which was going
to put Lowther in contral of al shipping to
and from the distant star-colonieswhich
were not much at present but would grow.
It seemed that the star-shipstook on their
high-potentid fue for thelong jump at
Pluto, where the radioactive ore was mined
and refined.

And now, by devious manipulations of
hidden stock, Lowther had got control of
the refining companies and raised the price
out of reach. There were ships stranded a
Pluto and men in an ugly mood and
Newton was heading fast for Earth to see
what he could do about it.

It sounded adirty enough dedl and

Carey hoped that Newton would bring
Lowther to time. But thistalk of Star-
colonies and star-ships was beyond him.
Hismind was il thinking of Jupiter as



the unattained and well-nigh unattainable.
Any problems of star-ships or the men
who flew them were distant and unredl.
Furthermore he was too deeply immured in
hisown fearsand loneliness, inthe
srangeness of being dive.

He began to think more and more of
Earth. Hewas hungry to seeit, to fed it
under hisfeet again, to look up into ablue
sky at thefamiliar Sun. He had been long
away from Earth when hefell adegp--an
eternity, it had seemed, shut upinaniron
coffin outbound for Jupiter.

He remembered now how they had
talked about Earth, crouching within the
narrow wallsthat hid them from the black
negeation of gpace. Thevoicestill rang in
his ears, the faceswere as clear asthough
he had only turned his head away for a
moment or two.

Craddock and Szandor, Milesand
Déelaporte, Gaines, Coletti, Fenner--the
red-headed, the black and the fair--the
different particular tricks of phrase and
expression, the kindness and cruelty and
courage and fear--the wisdom and the
folly, moulded together into the separate
forms of men. And they had talked of
Earth.

They had planned what they would do
when they got back, with thewedth of a
new world in their hands. They had talked
of the women who would be waiting for
them, of the parades and the speeches, the
fame that would be theirs around the globe.
They had talked and al thetimethe
darknessthat wasjust beyond the hull had
been listening with asilent mirth and John
Carey wasthe only one who would ever
come back again.

Asthe ship rushed nearer to the orbit of
Earth Carey's eagernessincreased until it
waslikeafever in him. He talked of home
asthose other men had talked and Curt
Newton listened with akind of pity in his
eyes.

"Don't expect too much," he said. "It's
changed--but it's still Earth, not Paradise.”
The forward jetswere cut in and the

ship quivered to the brake-blasts--not the
anguished uncertain shuddering of the



ships Carey had known but a controlled
lessening of gpeed. The green remembered
world came gleaming across the forward
port and Carey dtared at it, Sitting
motionless and absorbed, urging the misty
continentsinto shape, watching the oceans
N
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spread into blueness and the mountainsrise
and becomered.

Suddenly hewas afraid. He covered his
face with hishands, and said, "I cant. |
can't walk like aghost through streets |
never saw, looking for people who have
been dead for generations.”

"It won't be easy," said Curt Newton.
"But you'll haveto. Until you do you'll be
living and thinking in the past." He looked
a Carey, hdf amiling. "After dl, you came
into thisworld a stranger once before.”
"What will they say to me?" whispered
Carey. "How do peopletalk to adead
man?"

"Asrudely asthey do to everyone dse.
And how will they know unlessyou tell
them? Come on, Carey, stiffen up. Forget
the past. Start thinking about the future.”
"Future!" said Carey and the word had a
strange hollow sound to him. "Give me
time. | haven't caught up with the present
ye."

Hewas slent after that. Newton asked
for and got clearance for alanding. The
ship picked up her pattern and spiraled in.
Nothing was clear to Carey. Confused
vistas reded and spun beneath him, ahuge
monster of acity, the many-colored
patchwork of a spaceport, strange and
unknown, yet with ahaunting familiarity,
like alanguage learned in childhood and
long forgotten. His heart pounded fiercely.
It was hard to breathe.

The ship touched ground. And John
Carey had come home from space.
Heremained ashewas, stting till, his
fingers sunk deep into the padded arms of
the recoil-chair. Curt Newton's voice was
faint and far away. "Simon and | are going
to Government Center. Grag will stay with
the ship. But Otho can go dong with you if
youlike"



"No," said Carey. "No thanks--I..."
There was more he wanted to say but he
could not form the words. He got up and
went past the others, seeing them only as
shadows. The airlock was open. He went
out.

HE blaze of a summer sun smote

hard upon him. Helooked up at white
clouds piling dowly in the sky and thought
out of some dim coign of memory, Later
there will be astorm. He began to walk
across the concrete apron, scarred with
many flames.

This was the same spaceport. It had to

be for there was the city before him and
behind him wasthe sea. Here, from alittle
field that had looked so big and grand, the
Victrix had taken flight for Jupiter. Herea
girl had said goodbye and kissed him with
the bitterness of tears.

But it was not the same. Thelittlefield
was swallowed up and gone, drowned in
the mighty rows of docks. Wherethe
adminigiration building had stood awhite
pylon towered up into the clouds. The air
wasfilled with the thunderous roar of
ships, landing, taking off, jetsflaming, lean
hullsflashing in the sun.

Great cranes clanked and rumbled.
Strings of lorries snorted back and forth
between the freight docks and the
warehouses and from beyond them spoke
the anvil voices of the foundries. Atomic
welders blazed like little suns and the huge
red tendersrolled ponderoudy among the
shipswith their loads of fuel.

Carey walked dowly. Hewaslistening

to the music, thetitan song of the shipsand
the men who served them. Good music to
onewho had first helped to writeit long
ago. He listened and was proud--not just
for himself but for Gaines and Coletti,
Fenner and Miles and Szandor, the men of
his crew and al the other crews who had
christened this port in their blood and
flame.

And suddenly the song was drowned in
the chattering voices of women. People
surged around him, caught him up and
carried him on toward agreat deek craft of
dlvery metd, with anameand an



unknown flag on her bow--Empress of
Mars. Trim young menin natty uniforms
stood by her gangplank. High hedls clicked
againg the curving metal with asound as
brittle as the voices.

T
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"Such awretched cruisethelast timel |
was smply bored to tears..."

"Wdl, Marsisn't what it used to be, so
overrun with tourists. | went last to
Ganymede for a change and you have no
idea.."

A young girl, giggling--"lt'smy first

trip and I'm just thrilled to death. Janet
sad they have asmply heavenly orchestra
onthisship!”

Under the shrill incessant chatter lay the
heavier intermittent voices of men. Rich
men, stuffed with thetalow of good living,
men with big sweseting bellies sheathed in
slk, comparing the food and service on the
Empresswith the Morning Star, thet flew
the luxury run to Venus, and the Roya
Jove. And here and there among them an
anxious younger man with ared-mouthed
woman on hisarm, underlings stripped to
their last nickd for the privilege of rubbing
shoulderswith the elite on atrip across
space.

A sickness came over Carey. Hefdlt
smothered in perfume and smug
sophitication. He looked &t the trim young
officersand hated them.

Over the chatter and the criesan
annunciator spoke with firm politeness.
"Last warning for Empress of Mars
passengers! The gangways closein six
minutes. Last warning..."

Carey stood, aslent unnoticed figurein
the crowd, thinking of other shipsand
other men who had left Earth long ago, and
the scknessin him deepened. Caught in
the press of soft comfortable flesh he heard
gongs clanging and asurge of voicesand
then the sibilant roar that became a purring
thunder as aglistening fabric of shining
metal lifted skyward. Then he was swept
away in the backwash of people from the
empty dock.

"Sheredly earned anice vacation..."



"...and those cruise-ships are o much
more fun than ordinary space-trips. They
have hostesses and games and aways
something to do!™

Carey sumbled out of the Stream at last
into alittle deserted backwater around a
tall pillar that ood at the edge of the
Spaceport.

Therewasgold lettering on it, only a
little dingy from the back-blast of many
ships. Carey saw aname he knew.
Helooked closer. It was atall pillar and
he had to look high to see the legend that
read, TO THE PIONEERS OF SPACE.
Now he saw. Underneath that legend
were names, and dates. First the names of
the greet trail-blazers.

Gorham Johnson--Mark Carew--Jan
Wenzi--

Wenzi...Once asmdl boy had watched
with worshipping eyes asagrizzled one-
armed man stumped toward aridiculous
rocket-ship.

A little farther down, not much. Lane
Fenner--Etienne De aporte--William
Gaines-yes, dl the Victrix crew including
John Carey, dl with the golden starsbeside
them that meant Lost in Space.
Names--names and men, hisfriends,

his shipmates, hisrivals. Jm Hardee, the
kid who had sat drinking with him the
night before he hit for Jupiter. While he
had lain dead in space young Hardee had
gone on, doing the big things he dreamed
of. And now, likethe others, hewasonly a
dingy gold-letter name on aforgotten
monument.

The voice of the annunciator pleaded
monotonoudy, "Will Pallas passengers
please report at once to Dock Forty-four?
Will Pdllas passengers...”

Old Wenzi and Jm Hardee and young
Szandor and Red Miles--yes, and he
himsdlf, bucking the black emptinessand
the cold death to push the frontiers out...
"Attention, please" said the mechanica
voice. "Theliner Star of Venuswill land a
Dock Fourteen at exactly six-ten. Those
wishing to greet incoming passengers...”
Carey sat down on the steps of the
monument. Otho found him there, Staring



at the bright crowds going back and forth,
lisening to the voices and the laughter, the
swift proud thunder of the ships.
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Otho touched his shoulder and after a
while Carey asked him tondlesdy, "Did we
diefor this?'

CHAPTER I

Men of Earth

OR the better part of two days Curt
Newton was busy carrying hisfight
againg Lowther into one Government
office after another. And during that time,
with Otho determinedly sticking to him to
keep him out of trouble, Carey wandered
about in the city.

It was very large. It had dways been
so--the largest city on the world of Earth.
Now it was no longer merdly large but
monstrous, bloated, towering, spreading,
gorged with humanity and wedlth. Yet it
seemed less crowded than Carey
remembered.

The buildingsweretdler now,
frighteningly tal, and there were covered
walks of chrome and glassite spanning the
dizzy canyonsin between, so that aman
might go acrossthe city and never touch
the ground. Traffic ran on many levels
underneath. The streets were quiet and
clean and Carey missed the brawling
taxicabs, the surge and hum of crowds.
He watched the people who passed him.
The tempo had dowed since the days he
knew. Men and women strolled now,
where before they had dmost run. Their
faceswere alittle different too, more
relaxed and satisfied. He did not think that
they were much happier or wiser, certainly
no more kind.

Men and women, well fed, well dressed,
making money, spending it. Paaces of
entertainment, offering elaborate
amusementsto suit every taste. Travel
bureaus digplaying their three-dimensiond
living posters, urging people no longer to
vigt Quaint Brittany or the Romantic
Caribbean but luring them instead with the
ancient Martian cities and the pleasure-
domes of tropical Venus.

Shop windows, full of marvels.



Tenuous spider-silksfrom Venus,
necklaces of Martian rubies like drops of
blood to glow againgt white flesh, jugs of
curious wines from the moons of Jupiter,
the splendid furs of beasts that hunt across
the frozen polar seas of Neptune.

We opened the way, Carey thought. We
died and they grow fat.

Stone and stedl and plastic and rare
metasto make the giant towers splendid.
Soft colors, soft sounds of music from
garden terraces far above, where the sea
wind tempered the heat and set the fronds
of other-worldly shrubsto rustling.
Terraces where people sat feeding on
delicacies brought across space in fleets of
gpecid ships, watching languidly the
musicians and the dancers who were as
dien asthe exotic plants. Everywherewas
the pervading softness, the silk-wrapped
cushioned luxury, the certain ease of men
who have never had to fight.

"Youmight aswdl seeitdl,” sad

Otho. And so Carey visited the places of
amusement, the parks and the pleasure
gardens, and sat upon the perfumed
terraces, adark and sombre shadow among
the butterfly crowds. And often the women
turned and looked at him as though
perhapsthey saw in hisface athing that
waslogt out of the men they knew.

Every landmark was gone, every place

he knew was changed. Therewasno single
Street that he remembered. And the names
were gone too and the faces, gone and
utterly forgotten.

Suddenly Carey glanced up at the
overtopping spiresthat leaned againgt the
sky and said, "I hate this place. I'm going
back to the ship."

Otho amiled alittlewryly and they
returned to the port.

Curt Newton came back amost as soon
asthey. Smonwaswith himand agrizzled
|eathery-faced man in uniform who was
introduced to Carey as Ezra Gurney.
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Otho studied Newton'sface. "l was

going to ask you how it went," he said,
"but | see--itdidntgoat al.”



Newton shook his head. "No." Heflung
himsdalf down, retreating into abrooding
slence. Carey saw his hard dangerous
anger.

"What happened?' demanded Grag,

"Y ou don't mean to say they'regoing to let
Lowther get awvay with it?"

"There doesn't seem to be any way they
can stop him,” said EzraGurney. Hehad a
hard honest space-worn look about him
that Carey liked. He too was angry.
"Thetroubleis™ he explained, "that

Curt has no proof against Lowther. There's
ahdf dozen refining companies on Pluto
and they've dl raised their fuel-prices
together. Lowther only owns one of them
outright and in the open.

"Hesaysand they dl say that mining

and refinery costs have gone up so that
they haveto charge morefor thefud,
whichislegd enough. All right. Now we
know that Lowther has used dummy
corporations and juggled stock and so on
until he actudly controlsthe other five
companies. But we can't proveit!

"Curt went to everybody a Government
Center. They al said the samething. Such
achargewould require hearings,
committees, investigation, dl that
rubbish--weeks, months, maybe years,
because Lowther is smart enough and rich
enough to stal indefinitely and the chances
of nalling him aremighty dim."
"Andinthe meantime," said Curt

Newton dowly, "the starmen are forced
either to sal out to Lowther for fud or to
day herein the System whiletheir wives
and families and the communitiesthey've
worked so hard to build go without the
suppliesthey need.

"They'll givein, of course, because they
have to go back--and Lowther will gaina
stranglehold on all the trade between the
System and the colonies. In twenty years
hell be rich enough to buy and sl the
Jun

Grag held out histwo great metal hands
and looked at them, flexing thefingers
with an ominous smal clanking of the
joints. "l vote," he sad, "that we pay this
Lowther avigt."



"What form of execution would you
prefer?' Otho asked him. "Being melted
down for scrap or converted into anice
useful boiler? Therésalaw againg killing
people, even for bucket-headed robots."
"Who said anything about killing?"

boomed Grag. "He could have an accident,
couldn't he?'

"Preferably abad one," grunted Ezra.

"But I'm afraid that approach won't do."
"No," said Curt dowly, "but | think

Grag hastheright ideaat that. | think we
ought to go and talk to Mr. Lowther." He
gprang up. "Come on, Carey, thiswill
interest you as acommentary on the brave
new world you helped to build!"

"I think I've seen enough of it," Carey

said. "l don't want to see any more.”

UT hewent with them. Only Smon
Wright stayed in the ship. They took

acar from the spaceport. Except that it had
wheels and seatsit bore little resemblance
to the cars Carey had known. Propulsion
units sent it rushing smoothly aong the
underground high-ways.

By thetime they came out onto the

great elevated boulevards that led across
suburb and country the long summer dusk
wasfdling. Carey turned and looked back.
Outlined againg the deep bluethe
enormous bulk of the city blazed with
many-colored light. Even at thisdistance it
had an aien look to his eyes.

The deek suburban areasfled by.

Beyond them the country till pretended to
be asit had been. But Carey's more
primitive eyes detected the deception.
Artful hands had arranged the trees and
changed the courses of the brooks and
pruned the wild hedgerowsinto pleasing
vidas.

The car |€ft the highway and proceeded
along aprivate road. Presently, upon a
dope ahead, Carey saw agraceful structure
B
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of meta and glass, shaped by a master
hand tofit like ahuge synthetic jewd into
its setting of terraced gardens.

The tranducent walls gleamed softly

and srains of music drifted on the evening



ar. Thegardenswerefull of fairy lights.
Asthey came closer Carey made out the
flutter of women's skirts among the
flowers, heard the sounds of laughter.
"Lookslikeaparty," said Otho. "A big
one”

"WEell give him aparty,” rumbled Grag
and cracked hismetal knuckles.

They cameto the gates, which were
atigtic but highly functiona. Curt Newton
got out. He went to the smdll viewer that
was housed at one side and pressed the
communicator stud. After amoment Carey
saw him returning to the car.

"Mr. Lowther is engaged and can see no
one," he quoted and then added,
"Particularly us" He surveyed the gates.
"An dectronic locking device, operated by
remote control or with alight-key--neither
of which helpsus. Grag, would you careto
see what you can do about it?"

Grag's photo-electric eyes gleamed as he
heaved himsalf out of the car and strode
toward the gates. For aminute his
enormous bulk was mationless, leaning
forward alittle with hishands on the bars,
testing the resistance. Then he moved.
There was a groaning and snagpping and a
metalic squed and the gates were open.
The car drove on into the grounds.
"Therewas an darm on the gate, of
course," said Newton. "They'll bewaiting
for usand | don't want any trouble. We had
better get out here and go 'round through
the gardens.”

The air was heavy with the scent of
flowers. It was warm and on the terraces
the white shoulders of women turned back
the moonbeams. The music ran dow and
lilting and there was laughter under the
colored lights. Curt Newton walked
through the gardens and after him came
Grag and Otho and John Carey, who was
moving inan unreal dream.

One by one the dancing couples saw
them and the laughter stopped. The
swirling skirtswere till and the faces
watched them, not with fear but with an
amazement, as children might look at
sombre strangersinvading their nursery.
The music continued, soft and Sweet.



Along the paths between the drooping
jasmine and the great pae blooms of
Venus, across the terraces, through a
diding wall wide open to the night, and
into apastel room with avast expanse of
mirror-like floor surrounded by graceful
colonnades--and here too the dancers
drew back from the intruders.

Then, from one of the archways, camea
group of men headed by atal man no
older than Curt Newton. He wore adress
tunic of black silk and his hair was black
and hisface had aclear hedthy palor.
Carey thought that it wasthe sort of skina
woman might have, shaped smooth over
handsome bones and set with wide dark
eyes. Only there was nothing womanish
about Lowther'sfaceif by womanish you
meant week or pitying or possessing any
softness of heart.

The men with him were of atype Carey
knew and detested. They were the kind
who are dways somewhere around aman
like Lowther.

The two groups cameto ahalt and eyed
each other. Lowther said, "If you cameto
say something, say it and get out.”

Newton put one hand on Carey's
shoulder and pointed with the other to
Lowther. "There heis, Carey--the most
important man in the Solar System. Oh, the
System doesn't know it yet but heis. And
he's modest too. He owns dl the refineries
on Pluto but you'd never know it to look at
the records.”

He had raised hisvoice abit so that it
could be heard clearly abovethe music. A
considerable crowd had collected, drawnin
from the gardens, and there were plenty to
hear.
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OWTHER came closer to Newton.

He started to speak and Newton went

on smoothly, palitely, drowning him out.
"My friend has been away from Earth for a
long time, Mr. Lowther. | wanted him to
meet you, so that he could see the type of
man we produce now, the successful man.
| thought it might teach him alesson while
he's dtill young enough to profit by it.

"Y ou see where you made your mistake,



Carey?Y ou went pioneering, and got
nothing out of it but hardship and danger
and sudden death. Y ou should have stayed
at homelike Mr. Lowther here, using your
wits and letting others do the dirty work of
opening up new worlds. See what you'd
have had--afine house, ahost of friends, a
good steady business with no competition?
"After awhile, with patience and good
judgment, you'd have owned the shipping-
linestowhich at first you only sold fuel.
Doesn't it make you ashamed, Carey, to
think of how you wasted your youth--just
asthe starmen stranded out there on Pluto
arewading theirs?'

Lowther's face was even whiter than
before except for two streaks of dull red
aong hischeekbones. "Ligen,” hesad, "if
you're so worried about the starmen, you'd
better get word to them to watch their step
or they'll beinred trouble.

"They're threatening to resort to
violenceand I'm leaving for Plutoin the
morning to seethat my property is
protected. | don't know exactly what
you're trying to do, Newton, but even you
can't buck the law--and neither can your
friends”

Newton'sface wastight and dark but his
voice was soft. "There arelaws and laws,"
he said. ""Some of them are o basic they
haven't even been written down. Perhaps
someday soon well have alonger talk
about [aws."

He turned abruptly and went back down
the long room with the glassy floor and the
others went with him. Lowther followed
them at adistance, looking after them as
they |eft the grounds.

In the car, speeding back toward the

city, Grag sad regretfully, "Why didn't
you let mewring his neck?'

"He may get it wrung yet out on Pluto,”
answered Curt. "When the starmen there
find out that | couldn't do anything for
them they'll try to do something for
themsealves." He turned suddenly to Carey.
Therewas ahard recklessglint in hiseyes.
"Carey,"he sad, "do you want to come
with usout to Pluto and see afight?'

Carey shrugged heavily. "Pluto,



Antares-what difference does it make
wherel an?Yes, I'll go. I'll go anywhere
that isn't Earth.”

Hewas sick with Earth and opulence

and the greedy faces of men. Theold
horizons were gone and even Pluto, that
distant stepchild of the Sun, was the seat of
monopoly and al the ugly thingsthat had
plagued mankind since the beginning. But
it would be achange from Earth.

Otho said to Curt, "Y ou're not redlly
going to egg them on to fight?' He said it
not with reproof but with hope.

Curt answered grimly, "No. They'd

only get themsdlves killed without
accomplishing anything. Lowther was
right. Asof now thelaw isdl on hissde.
Hewas slent and then he said, "No, it
was another kind of fight | had in mind."
He said nothing more, until they reached
the spaceport. Then he grinned at Carey, a
grinwithout much humor init. "I know
what you need,” he said. "Grag, go on
back to the ship and keegp Simon company.
Otho and | will help Carey drown his
sorrows.”

Grag went off. Newton and Otho took
Carey some distance around the periphery
of the port. There was an endless number
of joints aong the fringe, some of them
fashionable, some catering to ordinary
gpacehands. They entered one of the latter.
There were abar and booths and tables and
Carey thought dully that this at least had
not changed.

They sat down. Through the window,
which looked out on the flash and thunder
of the port, Carey could see the rows of
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docks and the long sheds with the names
on them of thisand that line or company.
One of them said LOWTHER MINING
CORPORATION and there was a sleek
ship initsdock with an endless conveyor
taking cases of supplies up its gangway.
"Lowther's ship, getting ready to take

him off to Pluto tomorrow," said Newton
harshly.

Otho raised hisglasstoward it.
"Confusontoit,” hesad.



Newton moodily watched the distant
ship. Carey fdt the unfamiliar liquor
explodein himlikeliquid fire. Otho
sgnaled and presently there was another
glassin Carey'shand.

Hewasin no mood to refuseit. He had
been along, long time in space, his
awakening had been hard, his homecoming
bitter. The future was a cold and formless
presence, crouched behind adark curtain.
Carey drank.

Therewas an interva wherein he knew
that he talked but was not sure what he
sad. Then hefound himsdlf in cool night
ar and Otho'sarm was helping himinto a
ship.

Even through his haze, Carey knew
Simon Wright's toneless voice by now.
"Whereis Curtis?" it demanded.

"Hell bedong,” Otho said eadlly.
"Thisway, Carey--you need deep.”

It was later--how much later he could

not guess--when Carey half-roused to
voices. Smon'sinflectionless voice and
Curt's.

"--and you won't tell me what you've
been up to?' Simon was saying.

"There's nothing to tell, Simon. We got
nowhere with Lowther so we came back.
Now we've got to go out to Pluto and seeif
we can sop him there."

"Curtis, | know you and | know that you
have done something. Well, we shall see.
But onething | am sure of and that isthat
someday your anger will outrun your
wisdom and bring you to disaster.”

Carey drifted into deep again. He did

not even rouse to the shock of take-off.
When he woke, the ship was on itsway to
Puto.

CHAPTERIV

Earthmen No More

HEY made the long sweeping curve

to escape the pull of Neptune and

ranged in toward the dim speck that was
Puto. Thejumping-off place of the Solar
System, with nothing beyond it but
interstellar space, riding its dark cold orbit
around a Sun so distant that it seemed no
greater than the other stars.

Y et even here, if wealth was hidden



away, man would find it. Carey thought
that undoubtedly afew shrewd soulswould
have st up concessonsfor mining cod in
Hdll.

He had watched all the way out from
Earth but with only aflicker of the
excitement he would once have known.
Hewasinterested, of course, because it
was hisfird trip beyond the orbit of
Jupiter. But the thrill was gone. People
talked of going out to Saturn or Uranus
now asthey had once talked of going out
to Cdlifornia. It gave Carey, somehow, a
feding of having been chegted. In hisday
going to Mars had been abig thing and
fraught with danger.

From afeaturelessfleck of reflected

light dmost too faint to be seen Pluto grew
into arecognizable world--a dark world
with black wild mountains shooting up
againgt the stars and eerie seas of ice.
There was something so crud and
ghogtlikein thelook of it that Carey could
not repress a shudder.

It seemed rather like an invader from
outer space than amember of the familiar
System, the more so sincein bulk and mass
and compogtion it bore aghastly
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resemblance to Earth asthough dien
demons might have made it asajoke.
They werealittle ahead of Lowther.
They had not had much start on him but
they had afaster ship.

"Well havealittletime,” said Curt.

"Even afew hours might be enough to talk
some sense into Burke and the others.”
Burke, Carey gathered, was captain of
one of the two star-shipsfighting the baitle
over fue, was more or less the leader of
both crews.

"They counted on help from the
Government,” said Otho. "When they find
out what's happened they're going to be
hard to hold."

"Weve got to hold them,” Curt

answvered grimly. "They'll blow their only
chanceif they gart fighting.”

Simon said nothing but hislens-like
eyesfollowed Curt intently. The forward



jets began to thunder and the Comet, till
curving, entered itslong arc of
deceleration.

Asthey swept closer Carey saw that the
frozen plains were pocked with craters, and
that some of the mountain-peaks had been
shattered by caroming meteors. The lunar
desolation of the world was hideous.
Carey thought what it must beliketo live
and work here.

"Therefinery men get relief at regular
intervas" Curt told him. "And therearea
couple of smal domed citiesaround on the
other sde”

Carey nodded. "Even so Pluto seemsa
iff placefor them.”

"Itis" sad Curt. "Youll see”
Thetelevisor buzzed. They had been
coming in on the automatic beam but now
somebody wanted to talk to them. Curt
opened the switch.

A man'sface appeared on thelittle
screen. It wore the expression of onewho
has been handed a hot wire and doesn't
know how to let go of it. "L owther Mines
pesking,” it sad. "ldentify yoursdf."
Newton did and the man'sface grew
more unhappy. "We can't very well stop
you from landing,” he said. "But keep your
distance from the domes--no closer than a
hundred yards. Theré'sacharged barrier."
He added, "Were well armed.”

The screen went dark. Curt shook his
head. "They'redl st for trouble. Let's
hope it hasn't aready Started.”

Curt set the Comet down at last, on the
edge of avast white plain where it struck
againg amountain wal. Carey saw two
great dark hullslooming near them with
only their mooring lights showing. Well
over ahundred yards away, sunk into the
living rock of the cliffs so that only the
outer bulwarks showed, was a series of
steel-and-concrete domes.

Northward dong the plain, in a sector
marked off by beaconsto warn away
incoming ships, were other domes. Here
there wererifts and gougesin the barren
rock of Pluto, hulks of strange machinery
and structures of various sorts whose uses
Carey could not be sure of.



Occasiond lights gleamed but nothing
moved. The diggers and the ore-carriers
were gtill and no clouds of vapor came
from the buried stacks of the refineries.
"They're shut down tight,” said Curt.
"Regular state of Sege.” Helooked at the
others. "Don't forget what our friend said
about the barrier.”

They put on protective coverals--

except for Grag and Simon, who needed no
such protection. Curt had handed Carey
one of the sits. "Y ou've come all theway
out and you might aswell seethefun,” he
sad.

Then they went out into the black
Putonian night toward the star-ships. It
wasintensdy dark, colder than anything
Carey remembered except that one split-
second touch of open space.

Carey stared at the distant mockery of a
Sun, overcome with the feeling that he was
indeed on the outer edge of the universe.
He was so occupied by his sensations that
he was taken completely by surprise when
men rose suddenly out of the hollows of
theice and closed around them.

A torchbeam flashed out and struck Curt
full intheface. He sad, "Burke?' and
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from beyond the light a voice grunted,
"Okay, rdax. It'shim."

"What'sthe idea?' Curt demanded.
"Well," said Burke, "we picked up your
cal but we wanted to be sureit really was
you and not one of Lowther's smart tricks."
"Or," said Curt, "did you hope maybeit
was Lowther himsdlf, trying to get behind
the barrier before you knew who hewas?'
He glanced around at the shadow-shapes of
the men, who were numerous and armed.
"Maybe," said Burke. He switched the
beam around the Futuremen and onto
Carey. "Who'sthis?'

"He's not Lowther ether. Hisnameis
Carey and he'safriend of mine."

Burke nodded briefly. His attention
returned to Newton. "What's the news?
What did they say on Earth?"

"Let'sgo on to your ship,” said Curt.

"I'll tell you about it there."

Burke and the others must have known



from theway he said it what the answer
was going to be. But they turned slently
and went back acrosstheice with the
Futuremen and Carey into their ship.

They had the port shutters down but
therewaslight ingde. It felt very warmto
Carey dfter the spatid chill. They stripped
off their heavy garments and went aft into
the main cabin, sorting themsdlves out so
that the officers of both star-ships sat down
around the battered table and the crews
crowded where they could inthe
passagewaysto listen.

AREY stood unnoticed in acorner of

the cabin. He could see these stlarmen
now. They had large scarred hands and
facesburned dark as old leather. Their
uniform jumpers were worn and their boots
were shabby and they wore their greasy
capsin acertain way that Carey
remembered. He saw the sort of eyesthey
had too--and those he remembered a so.
Burke leaned forward across the table.

He had an oblong face that was mostly
bone and sinew liketherest of himand a
hungry look around the mouth. "All right,”
hesad. "Now tell us"

Curt Newton told them and as he talked
Carey watched the larmen. An eerie
feding crept over him that he had known
these men before. He had served with them
in thelittle shipsthat fought their way
aong the planetary roads that seemed then
s0 long and hard. It was strange to see
these men again, to know that they il
lived. He could amost have caled them by
name except that their faces had altered a
bit and he could not be sure.
Burkewastaking. "If they won't do
anything well haveto doit ourselves.
Andwewill! I'm not going to sdll our ship
to that piratefor aload of fuel."

Curt sad, "The law--"

"To blazeswith the lawv! When it sarts
protecting thievesinstead of honest men
it'stimeto forget the law."

There was no cheering or loud talk.

There was only a harsh mutter of assent.
"Ligten,” Curt said. "Y ou can't smash

into the domes and take the fudl. You
know what they've got ready for you."



"Wedon't haveto smashin,” sad

Burke. "Lowther'son hisway here. We
intercepted his message saying so. Well, he
can't land behind the barrier. Thereisn't
room."

Curt nodded. "The same thing you

pulled with me. Get Lowther in your
hands..."

"Andkill him, if we haveto," Burke
finished quietly. "But, well get our fud."
For thefirst time Simon spoke. "That is
murder.”

Burke shrugged. "They'll have to come
along way to catch us” Headdedina
sudden fury, "Murder, isit? Weve got our
wives and families out there! They need
the medicines, thetools, the seeds. Whet if
they die for want of them? Isn't that murder
too?

Simon sad, "If you kill Lowther you

can never come back for more."

Curt had got to hisfeet. He was about to
speak. Then Carey heard avoice clamoring
over the annunciator, crying, "Radar room!
Weve just picked up Lowther's ship! He's
dill infreefdl but heéscoming!"

C

16

Carey saw thefierce excitement that

took the starmen. There was asudden
wolfish shouting, aringing of boots onthe
deck-plates. Burke was ydlling orders. The
men in the passageway's began to move.
Burke faced Curt Newton. "Well?'

Curt said, "Hold your men back."

There was a tenseness about him now.

It seemed to Carey that he was listening for
something. "Hold them back!"

Burke'sface hardened. "I couldn't if |
wanted to." He added dowly and
meaningly, "They'll trample anybody that
getsinthar way."

Heturned his back on Newton then and
for atime nothing more was said or done.
They listened to the voice of the radar man,
cdling out the position of Lowther's ship.
The voice became more and more puzzled.
Smon'slens-like eyeswerefixed

intently on Curt Newton.

"He'sdill infreefdl,” said theradar

man. He hasn't started his curve yet and the



indicators don't show any rockets.”
Burke put his mouth closeto the
speaker-grid. "Communications” he said.
"Areyou getting anything from Lowther's
ship?'

The answer came back, "No. The
Company dation iscdling Lowther but he
doesn't answer. It'slike he hasn't any
power."

"Still no rockets," said the radar man. "l
can't figurethisone. HEsway past his
point of approach and going wide."

"Still noggnas” putin

Communications. "He doesn't answer.”
"Going wide--" The voice of the radar
man reached atight pitch of excitement.
"He'slogt hislanding-curve! HE's heading
right out into space with no rockets!"

For some odd reason Curt Newton
seemed to relax. But Burke and the other
officers stared at each other with dawning
comprehension and then with ajoy that
was more savage than their anger.
"He'sout of fud," said Burke. "Nothing
elsewould kill both his rockets and
communications. He's out of fuel and
heading right out into the sarsin freefal
with no power."

He began to walk back and forth with
short steps as though he could not bear to
be 4till. His hands gripped fiercdly e the
ar. "Wedon't haveto kill him now. It's
doneand not afinger laid on him. Andit's
better--better! Hell learn before he dies.
Hell learn what it means to be between the
garswith no fud!"

Curt Newton turned sharply toward the
door.

Simon glided before him. "Curtis" he
sad, "thisisyour doing."

Curt said quietly, "Get out of my way,
Smon. I'm going after him."

Burke heard. So did the others. Carey
saw them move toward Newton.

"What do you mean--going after him?"
cried Burke.

"There are other men in that ship besides
Lowther. There's no reason why they
should die

"Oh no," said Burke softly. "Y ou're not
going to bring him back."



Carey saw them closing in around
Newton and he pushed in to stand with
Otho beside the red-haired man.

"Ligten," said Newton. "I've fought for
you. I'm dtill fighting for you. Areyou
going to trust me or aren't you?"

Burke's glance wavered before his. But
he said, "It doesn't make senseto bring
him back."

"Let himgo," sad Simon Wright

dowly. "He has donethisthing for you.
Now let himfinishit."

NCERTAINLY, reluctantly, Burke
stepped aside and Curt Newton went

out of the star-ship with Carey and Otho
and Simon Wright.

Not until the Comet wasrising up from
Pluto on ajet of flame, rushing out into the
vast darkness where Lowther's helpless
ship was gone, did Simon speak again. He
asked tonelesdy, "How did you doit,
Curtis?'

Newton shrugged but would not meet
hisgaze. "Therésacertain chemica, you
U
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know, a pinch of which can kill awhole
tank of ship-fud. An anti-catalytic. Well,
that night before we left Earth, | dipped
into Lowther's ship and used it to kill his
Number Six, Seven and Eight fud-tanks."
He shrugged again. "Oneto Five would
take him out around Neptune, | knew. But
then held run out and couldn't curvein
toward Pluto.”

"But why?' Carey asked puzzedly.

"Why do it and then save him?"

Smon said, "l can guesswhy. But | tell
you, Curtis, even if you succeed it was
harebrained. Oncein the past your rashness
made outlaws of usfour. It could happen
agan.

No more was said until Curt Newton's
madterful piloting brought the Comet at
last alongside the dark silent ship that was
Seadily fdling toward infinity. The
emergency locks were coupled together
with magnetic grapples. Curt and Otho
were armed and Grag stood behind them
like an iron colossus, guarding the narrow

passage.



The locks were opened and Curt stood
facing Lowther. Watching from the
background Carey caught a glimpse of
Lowther'sface, ugly with fear, with hatred.
"I might have known it would be you,"

he said to Curt Newton. ™Y ou caused our
fuel to go dead. How you did it | don't
know but--"

"You can't provethat," said Newton.

He spoke to the men who were crowding
behind Lowther. "Takeit easy," hetold
them. "Y ou'rein no danger.”

A ray of hope crept into Lowther's eyes.
"Y ou're going to take us back?"

"Well," said Newton, "I can't tow you

for my stern-grapples aren't working. And
my shipissmall. | could take off your
officersand crew but I'm afraid there
wouldn't be any room for you."

Lowther thought about that. Carey could
seeitin hisface-thevisudization of his
ship plunging on and on into the greet
deepswith himdoneinit.

"Y ou couldn't do that," he whispered.

"l wouldn't have any choice,” sad
Newton.

Carey saw Lowther's face whiten and
crumble until it was hardly human. Then
Newton said, "However, | might sdll you
fuel to get back to Pluto.”

Shrewd and biting even through the

terror Lowther's eyesfastened on him.
"Now were getting to it,” he muttered.
"All right, what's the price?'

"Asyou know," said Curt, "fud isvery
high these days. But I'm not out for profit.
Yousignover dl rightsindl your Pluto
mines and refineriesto a Government
foundation, for the furtherance of travel
and exploration among the stars. And I'll
let you have abunker full.”

Something like asmile touched

Lowther's mouth. He smothered it at once,
beginning to protest and threaten, but Curt
shook hishead. "Oh, no," hesaid. "There
will be no repudiation of thisdedl later on
when you're safe on Pluto. Y ou're going to
make out afull confesson of your
activitiesin gaining control of thefive
other companies. It will be kept in asafe
place. And just to make doubly sure...”



Here he pointed to afat-joweled little
man behind Lowther's shoulder--aman
whom Carey recognized as one of the
group who had been with Lowther that
other time on Earth.

"...to make doubly sure," Curt was
saying, "you will go into another cabin and
write out a separate confesson. As
Lowther's secretary you know every angle
of that deal because you helped him. And
if the two confessons don't maich | will
know that someoneis lying--and that will
be two people there won't be room for in
my ship."

Heturned again to Lowther and waited.
Three different times Carey saw Lowther
dart to speak, and giveit up. At last he
made a gesture of defeat and Curt
motioned him into the Comet. The
secretary whimpered once and
disappeared.
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Lessthan an hour later, Curt Newton

had the signed irrevocabl e papers and
Lowther hed hisfudl.

* % % % %

Time had passed. The two great ships

on thewhite plain of Pluto were readying
for take-off. Rock and ice quivered to the
deep hum of great generators running on
test. Men were feverishly busy around the
gangways.

Carey came hastening acrosstheiceto
where Newton and the Futuremen were
watching. And as heran hefdt buoyantly
and fully divefor thefirs timesncehis
strange awakening.

"I'm going with them!" hecried. "I

talked to Burke. He signed me on and I'm
going with them--out to the stard”

Otho laughed and said to Newton,

"Y ou wereright about him."

Suddenly Carey understood. He said,
"That'swhy you brought me out here with
you?You knew!"

The red-haired man nodded. "I knew that
only out on the edge, out on the frontier,
would you find your own kind again."
Newton paused and added, "Y ou're not
the only one, Carey. I've seen it happen
over and over again to spacemen in my



own time. They go out young and eager,
dreaming and talking of how someday
they'll come back to Earth with wedth and
glory and live there happy the rest of their
lives. And when they come back they find
they can't doit, they find they're Earthmen
no more."

"Earthmen no more," Carey repested,
wonderingly. "Why, yes. That wasit, of
course. It wasn't Earth that changed so
much. It wasme."

From the distance, amplified by an
annunciator loudspeaker, roared Burke's
voice "Timeto lift, sarmen!”

And Carey, dipping and hurrying, went
back across the frozen plain, toward the
ships and stars that waited.



