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Requiem

BY ROBERT A. HEINLEIN

On a high hill in Samoa there is a grive. Inscribed on the marker are these
waords:

“Under the wide and starry sky
Dig my grave and let me lie.
Glad did 1 live and gladly die
And I lay me down with a will!

*This be the verse you grave for me:
Here he lies where he longed to be,
Home is the sailor, home from the sea,
And the hunter home from the hill.”

The lines appear another pluce —~serawled on a shipping tag torn from a
compressed air container, and pinned to the ground with a knife.

It was not much of a fair, as fuirs go. The trotting races didn’t promise
much excitement, even though several entries cluimed the blood of the im-
mortal Dan Patch. The tents and concession booths barely covered the cir-
cus grounds, and the pitchmen seemed discouraged.

D. D. Harriman’s chauffeur could not see any reason for stopping. They
were due in Kansas City for a directors” meeting; that is to say, Harriman
was, The chauffeur had private reasons for promptoess, reasons invelving
darktown society on Eighteenth Street. But the boss not only stopped; he
lrung around. He didn’t seem much interested in the racetrack or sideshows
though. ‘

Bunting anel a canvas arch made the entrance to a large inclosure beyond
the racetrack. Red and gold letters announced:

This way to the
MOON ROCKET! ! !}
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See it in actual flight
Public Demeonstration Flights
TWICE DAILY
This is the ACTUAL TYPE used by the
First Men to Reach the MOON! !
YOU can ride in it! 1—825

A boy, nine or ten years old. hung around the entrance and stared at the

pOSLers.
“Want to see the ship, son?”
The kid's eyes shone. “Gee, mister, [ sure would.”

“So would [, Come on.”
Harriman paid out fifty cents for two pink tickets which entitled him and

the boy to enter the inclosure and examine the rocketship. The kid ran on
ahead with the single-minded preoccupation of boyhood. Harriman looked
over the stubby curved lines of the ovoid body. He noted with a profes-
sional eye that she was a single-jet Lype with fractional controls around her
midriff. He squinted through his glasses at the name painted in gold on the
~arnival red of the body, Carefree. He paid another quarter to enter the con-

trol cabin.

When his eyes had adjusted to the gloom caused by the strong ray filters
of the ports, he let them rest lovingly on the keys of the console and the
semi-circle of dials above. Bach beloved gadget was in its proper place. He
knew them—graven in his heart.

While he mused over the instrument board, with the warm liquid
of content soaking through his body, the pilot entered and touched his
W,

“Sorry, sir. We've got to cast loose for the flight.”

“En?" Harriman started, then looked at the speaker. Handsome devil,
with a good skull and strong shoulders—reckless eyes and a self-indulgent
mouth but a firm chin. *Oh, excuse me, captain.”

“Quite all right.”

“Oh, 1 say, captain ... er ... uh~-"

“Mclntyre.”

“Captain Mclntyre, could you take a passenger this trip?” The old man
leaned eagerly toward him.

“Why, yes, if you wish. Come along with me " He ushered Harriman into
a shed marked “Office™ which stood near the gate, “Passenger for a check-

over, doc.”
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Harriman permitted the medico to run a stethoscope over his thin chest and
1o strap a rubber bandage around his arm. Presently the doctor unstrapped it,
glanced at Mcintyre. and shook his head.

"No go, doc?”

“That’s right, captain.”

Harriman looked from face to face, his disappointment plain to see. “You
won’t take me?”

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. *1 couldn’t even guarantee that you
would Hve through the take-off. You see, sir,” he continued, not unkindly,
“it’s not only that your heart condition makes heavy acceleration danger-
ous, but at your age bones are brittle, highly caleified, and casily broken in
the shock of take-off. Rocketry is a young man’s game.”

Melntyre added: “Sorry, sir. 1'd like to, but the Bates County Fair Asso-
ciation pays the doctor here to see to it that I don’t take up anyone who
might be hurt by the acceleration.”

The old man’s shoulders drooped miserably. “I rather expected it.”

“Sorry, sir,” Mclntyre turned to go, but Harriman followed him out.

*Excuse me, captain—"

“Yes?"

“Could you and your .. . uh . . . engineer hove dinner with me after your
flight?”

The pilot tooked at him quizically. “I don’t see why not, Thanks.”

“Captain Mclntyre, it is difficult for me to see why anyone would quit
the Earth-Moon run,” said Harriman a few hours later, Fried chicken and
hot biscuits in a private dining room of the best hotel the little town of But-
ler afforded, three-star Hennessey and Corona Coronas had produced a
friendly atmosphere in which three men could talk freely,

“Well, I didn’t like it.”

“Aw, don’t give him that, Mac — you know damn well it was Rule G that
got your.”” Melntyre's mechanic poured himself another brandy as he spoke.

Mclntyre looked sullen. “Well, what if I did take a couple o’ drinks?
Anyhow, I could have squared that—it was the damn persnickety regula-
tions that got me fed up. Who are you to talk? Smuggler!”

“Sure, I smuggled! Who wouldn't—with all those beawtiful rocks just
aching to be taken buck to Earth? T had o diamond once as big as-— But if
I hadn't been caught ['d be in Luna City tonight. And so would you, you
drunken blaster—with the boys buying us drinks and the girls smiling and
making suggestions— " He put his face down and began to weep quietly.

Mclntyre shook him. "He's drunk,”
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“Never mind.” Harriman interposed o band. “Tell me, are you really sat-
isfied not to be on the run any more?”

Mclntyre chewed his lip. “No—he's right. of course. This barnstorming
isn't what it's all cracked up to be. We've been hopping junk at every pump-
kin doin’s up and down the Mississippi Valley —sleeping in tourist camps. axl
eating at greaseburners. Half the time the sheriff has an attachment on the ship,
the other hulf the Society for the Prevention of Something or Other gets wn in-
junction to keep us on the ground. It's no sort of a life for a rocket man.”

“Would it help any for you to get to the Moon?”

“Well—yes. | couldn’t get back on the Euarth-Moon run, but it [ was in
Luna City, | could get a job hopping ore for the company -—they "re always
short of rocket pilots for that, and they wouldn’t mind my record. I Fept
my nose clean, they might even put me back on the run, in time.”

Harriman fiddled with a spoon, then looked up. "Would you young gen-
tlemen be open to a business proposition?”

“Perhaps, What is it?”

“You own the Carefree?”

“Yeah. That is, Charlie and I do—barring a couple of Tiens againat her.
What about it?”

“I wanl to churter her—for you and Charlie to take me to the Moon!™

Charlie sat up with a jerk. “D'joo hear what he said, Mac” He wanfs i
to fly that old heap to the Moon!”

Meclntyre shook his head. “Can’t du it Mr. Harriman. The old hluat_'s
worh out. We don’t even use standurd juice in her— just gasotine and !1qunai
air. Charlie spends all of his time tinkering with her at that. She’s going W
hlow up some day.”

“Say, Mr. Harriman.” put in Charlie, Cwhat's the matter with getting un
excursion permit and going in a company ship?™ N
“No, son" the old man replied, “f can’t do that. You know the um‘_ldnu‘m.\
under which Congress granted the company 4 monopely on Tunar exploita:
tion—na one to enter space who was not physically qua]ificd to atnm]pp
under it. Company to take full responsibility fur the saf#t; m}-d‘health “,t ull
citizens beyond the straosphere. The official reason for gr:ammg 1?;& Ix'g.n«
chise was to stop the enormous loss of hfe that v carred during the first few
yeurs of rocket travel.” .
“And you can't pass the physical exam?!
Harriman shook his head. i .
“Well, what the hell—if you can aftord to hire us, why don’t Yo just

bribe yoursell a brace of company does? 1Es bean done belore,
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Harriman smiled ruefully. “[ know it has, Charlie, but it won't work for me,

You see, ['m a little too prominent. My full name is Delos D. Harriman.”

“What? You are old . D.? But, hell's bells, you own a big slice of the com-
pany yourself; you ought to be able to do anything you like, rules or no rules.”

“That is not an unusual opinion, son, but it is incorrect. Rich men aren’t
more tree than other men; they are less free—a good deal less free. 1 tried
to do what you suggest, but the other directors would not permit me. They
are afraid of losing their franchise. It costs them a good deal in—ub—
political contact expenses to retain it, as it is.”

“Well, ['ll be a— Can you tie that, Mac? A guy with lots of dough, and
he can’t spend it the way he wanis to.”

Melntyre did not answer, but waited for Harriman to continue.

“Captain Mclntyre, if you had a ship, would you take me?”

MclIntyre rubbed his chin. “It’s against the law.”

“I"d make it worth your while.”

“Sure, he would, Mr. Harriman. Of course you would, Mac. Luna City!
Oh, baby!”

“Why do you want to go to the Moon so badly, Mr. Harriman?”

“Captain, it’s the one thing I've really wanted to do all my life—ever since
I was o boy. [ don't know whether 1 can explain it to you or not. You young
fellows have grown up to rocket travel the way I grew up to aviation. I'm a
great deal older than you are; maybe [ifty years older, When I was a kid prac-
tically nobody believed that men would ever reach the Moon. You've seen
rockets all your lives, and the first to reach the Moon got there before you were
old enough to vote. When I was a boy they laughed at the idea.

“But I believed —1I believed. I read Verne and Wells and Smiith, and 1 be-
lieved that we could do it—that we would doit. [ set my heart on being one
of the men to walk the surface of the Moon, to sce her other side, and to
look back on the face of the Earth, hanging in the sky.

“l used to go without my tunches to pay my dues in the American Rocket
Society, becanse 1 wanted to believe that 1 was helping to bring the day
nearer when we would reach the Moon. I was already an old man when that
day arrived. I've lived longer than I should, but 1 would not let myself die —
I will not!--until | have set foot on the Moon,”

Melntyre stood up and put out his hand. “You find a ship, Mr, Harriman.
Il drive ‘er”

“Atta boy, Mac! T told you he would, Mr. Harriman,”

Harriman mused and dozed during the hour’s run to the north into
Kansas City, dozed in the light, troubled sleep of old age. Incidents out of
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a long life ran through his mind in vagrant dreams. There wus that Gme-—
oh, yes, 1910 —a little boy on a warm spring night. “What's that, daddy?”

“That's Halley’s comet, sonny."

“Where did it come from?”

“1 don’t know. sen. From way out in the sky somewhere.”

“It's beyocootifid, daddy. 1 want to touch it

*“'Fraid not, son.”

“Delos, do you mean to stand there and tell me you put the money we
had saved for the house into that crazy rocket company ™

“Now, Charlotte, please! It's not crazy: it’s a sound business investment.
Some day soon rockets will fill the sky. Ships and trains will be obsolete. Look
what happened to the men that had the foresight to invest in Henry Ford.”

“We've been all over this before.”

“Charlotte, the day will come when men will rise up off’ the Earth and
visit the Moon, even the planets. This is the beginning.”

“Must you shout?”

“I"m sorry, but you--"

“I feel a headache coming on. Please try to be a little quiet when you
come to bed.”

He hadn't gone to bed. He had sat out on the veranda all night !t'mg.
watching the full Moon move across the shy. There would be lh-‘c devil o
pay in the morning, the devil and a thin-lipped silence. But hc'fl stick by }Eli
guns. He'd given in on most things, but not on this, Tht" night was his.
Tonight he'd be alone with his old friend. He searched her face. Where wats
Mare Crisium? Funny, he couldn’t make it out. He used to he able to see it
plainly when he was a boy. Probably needed new glasses — this constant of-
fice work wasn't good for his eyes. .

But he didn’t need to see; he knew where they all were: Crisium, Mare
Fecunditatis, Mare Tranquillitatis—that one had & satisfying rofl! --the Ap-
penines, the Carpathians, old Tycho with its myster‘iﬂus rays. o

Two hundred and forty thousand miles—ten tkmes around the Earth,
Surely men could bridge a little gap like that. Why. hie could almnst reach
out and touch it, nodding there behind the elm trees.

Not that he could help to do it. He hadn’t the education.

“San, | want to have a little serious talk with you”

“Yes, mother.”

] know you had hoped to go (o co
tived for it. The University of Chicugo t
the Yerkes Observatory to work under the eye o

lege next year”—Hoped! He had
o study under Moulton, then on o
£ Dr. Frost himself—~and I
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had hoped so. too. But with your father gone, and the girls growing up. it’s
harder to make ends meet. Youo've been a good boy, and warked hard to
help out. T know you'll understand.”

“Yes, mother.”

“Extral Extra! Stratosphere Rocket Reaches Paris. Read aaaaal 11 about
"t.” The thin little man in the bifocals snatched at the paper and hurried back
1o the office.

“Look at this, A. 1"

*Huh? Him-m-mn, interesting; but what of it?”

“Can’t you see? The next stage is to the Moon!”

“God, but you're a sucker, Delos. The rouble with you is, you read too
many of those trashy magazines. Now, [ caught my boy reading one of "em
just last week and dressed him down proper. Your folks shoubd have done
youl the same favor.”

Harriman squared his narrow, middle-aged shoulders. “They will so
reach the Moon!”

His partner laughed. "Have it your own way. If baby wants the Moon,
papa will bring it home for him. But you stick to your discounts and com-
missions; that's where the money is.”

The big cur droned down the Paseo, and turned off on Armoor Boule-
vard. OId Harriman stirred aneasily in his sleep sl muttered to himself.

“But, Mr. Harriman —" The young man with the notebook was plainly
perturbed. The old man gnmted.

“You heard me. Sell "em. I want every shure 1 own realized in cash as
rapidly as possible; Spaceways, Spaceways Provisioning Co.. Arlemis
Mines, Luna City Recreations, the whole lot of them,”

‘It will depress the market. You won't realize the full value of your
holdings.”

“Don’t you think [ know that? T can afford it.”

. & e by o

What about the shares you had earmirked for Tycho Qbservatory and
for the Hurriman Scholarships?™

*Oh, yes. Don’t sell those. Set up a trust. Should have done it long ago.
Tell Mr. Kamens to drivw up the papers. He knows what [ want.”

The interoffice 'visor flashed into ife. “The gentlemen are here, Mr.
Harriman.”

“Send "emin. That's all, Ashley. Get busy.” Ashley went out as Mclntyre
and Charlie entered; Harriman got up and trotted forward to greet them.
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“Come in, boys, come in. I'm so glad to see you, Sit down. Sit down.
Have a cigar.”

“Mighty pleased, to see you, Mr. Harriman,” acknowledged Charlie. *'In
fact, you might say we need to see you.”

“Some trouble. gentlemen?” Harriman glanced from face to face. Mcln-
trye answered him,

“You still mean that about a job for us, Mr. Harriman?”

“Mean it? Certainly, 1 do. You're not backing out on me?”

“Not at all. We need that job now, You see, the Carefree is lying in the
middle of the Osage River, with her jet split clear back to the injector.”

“Dear me! You weren't hurt?”

“No, aside from sprains and bruises, We jumped.”

Charlie chortled. T caught a catfish with my bare teeth.”

In short order they got down to business. “You two will have to buy a
ship for me. { can’t do it openly; my colleagues would figure out what 1
mean to do and stop me. 1l supply you with alt the cash you need. You go
out and locate some sort of a ship that can be refitted for the trip, Work up
some good story about how you are buying it for some playboy as a strat-
osphere yacht, or that you plan to try to establish an Arctic- Antarctic tourist
route. Anything as long as no one suspects that she is being outfitted for
space flight.

“Then, after the department of transport licenses her for strato flight,
you move ta a picee of desert out West—1I'1l find a likely parcel of land
and buy it—and then 111 join you. Then we’il install the extra fuel tanks,
change the injectors and timers and so forth, to fit her for the hop. How
about it?"

Meclntyre looked dubious. “It'll take & lot of doing. Charlie, do yon think
you can accomplish that changeover without a dockyard and shaps?”

“Me? Sure, | can—with your thick-fingered help. Just give me the tools
and materials T want, and don't hurry me too much. Of course, it won't be
fancy "

“Nobody wants it to be fancy. I just want a ship that won’t blow when 1
start slapping the keys.”

“It won't blow, Mac.”

“That's what you thought about the Carefree.”

“That ain’t fair, Mac. 1 usk you, Mr, Harriman—that heap was junk, and
we knew it. This’1l be different, We're going 1o spend some dough and do
it right. Ain't we, Mr. Harriman?”

Harriman patted him on the shoulder. “Certainly we are, Charlie. You
can have all the money you want, That's the least of our waorries. Now, do
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the sularies and bonuses 1 mentioned suit you? I don't want you to be
short.”

" —us you know, my clients are his nearest relatives and have his inter-
ests at heart. We contend that Mr. Harriman’s conduct for the past several
weeks, as shown by the evidence here adduced, gives clear indication that
amind once brilliant in the world of finance has become senile. Itis, there-
fore, with the deepest regret that we pray this honorable court, if it pleases,
to declare Mr. Harriman incompetent and to assign & conservator to protect
his financial interests and those of his future heirs and assigns.” The attor-
ney sat down, pleased with himself.

Mr. Kamens took the floor. “May it please the court—if my esteemed
friend is quite through—1 suggest that in his last few words my opponent
gave away his entire thesis. "The financial interests of future heirs and as-
signs.” It is evident that the petitioners believe that my client should conduct
his affairs in such a fashion as to insure that his nieces and nephews, und their
issue, will be supported in unearned luxury for the rest of their lives. My
client’s wife has passed om; he has no children. It is admitted that he has pro-
vided generously for his sisters and their children in times post, and that he
has established annuities for such near kin as are without means of support,

“But now, like vultures—worse than valtures, for they are not content to
let him die in peace—they would prevent my client from enjoying his
wealth in whatever manner best suits him for the few remaining years of his
Life. It is true that he has sold his holdings; is it strange that an elderly man
should wish to retire? It is true that he suffered some paper losses in liqui-
dation. *The vulue of u thing is what that thing will bring.’ He was retiring
and demunded cash. [s there anything strange about that?

“It is admitted that he refused to discuss his actions with his so-loving
kinfolk. What law, or principle, requires a man to consult with his nephews
on anything?

“Therefore, we pray that this court will confirm my ¢lient in his right to
do what he likes with his own, deny this petition, and send these meddiers
about their business.”

The judge took off his spectacles and polished them thoughtfully.

“Mr. Kamens, this court has as high a regard for individual liberty as you
have, and you may rest assured that any action taken wilt be solely in the
interests of your client. Nevertheless, men do grow old, men do become se-
nile, and in such cases must be protected,

“I shall take this matter under advisement until tomorrow. Court is ad-
journed.”
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.“That being the case, I conld run those tests tonight. ['m getting jumpy —
things have been going 100 smoothly. If you'll give me a hand, we ought to
be in bed by midnight.”

“0. K. When I finish this cigar.”

They smoked in silence for u while, each thinking about the coming trip
and what it meant to him. Old Harriman tried to repress the excitement that
possessed him at the prospect of immediate realization of his lifelong
dream.

“Mr, Harriman--"

“Eh? What is it, Charlie?”

"How does a guy go about getting rich, like you did?"

“Getting rich? [ can’t say; I never tried to get rich. 1 never wanted to be
rich, or well known, or anything like that.”

“Huh?”

“No, | just wanted to live a long time and see it all happen. I wasn't un-
usual; there were lots of boys like me—radio hams, they were, and tele-
scope builders, and airplane amateurs. We had science clubs, and basement
faboratories, and science-fiction leagues-—the kind of boys that thought
there was more romance in one issue of the Electrical Experimenter than in
all the books Dumas ever wrote. We didn't want to be one of Horatio Al-
ger's get-rich heroes, either: we wanted to build spaceships. Well, some of
us did."

“Gash, Pop, you make it sound exciting.”

“It was exciting, Charlie. This has been a wonderful, romantic century,
for a1l of its bad points. And it's grown more wonderful and more exciting
every year. No, I didn’t want 1o be rich; I just wanted to live long enough
to see men rise up to the stars, and, if God was good to me. to go as far as
the Moon itself.” He carefully deposited an inch of white ash in a saucer
“It has been a good life. I haven’t any complaints.” .

Melntyre pushed back his chair, “Come on, Charlie, if you're ready.”

*O.K."

They all got up. Harriman started to speak, then grabbed at his chest, his
face a dead gray white, o

“Catch him, Mae!™

“Where's his medicine?”

“Ir his vest pocket.”

They eased him over to a couch, broke a small glass capsule in a hand-
kerchief, and held it under his nosc. The volatile release by the capsule
seemed to bring a little color into his face. They did what little they could
for him, then waited for him to regain consciousness.

3
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Charlie broke the uneasy silence. “Mac, we ain't going through with this.”

“Why not?”

“It's murder. He'I} never stand up under the initial acceleration.”™

“Maybe not, but it’s what he wants to do. You heard him.”

“But we oughtn't to let him.”

“Why not? It's neither your business nor the business of this damn pa-
ternalistic government to tell a man not to risk his life doing what he really
wants to do.”

“All the same, I don't feel right about it. He's such a swell old duck.”

“Then what d'yuh want to do with him--send him back to Kansas City
s0 those old harpies can shut him up in a laughing academy till he dies of
a broken heart?”

“N-no-o-o—not that,”

“Get out there, and make your set-up for those test runs. I'll be along.”

A wide-tired desert runabout rolled into the ranch-yard gaw the nextmom-
ing and stopped in front of the house. A heavy-set miun with a firm, but kindly,
face climbed out and spoke to Mclntyre, who approached to meet him.

“You James Mclntyre?”

“What about it?”

“I’m the deputy Federal marshal hereabouts. I got a warrant for your ar-
rest.”

“What's the charge?”

“Conspiracy to violate the Space Precautionury Act.”

Charlie joined the pair. “What's up, Mac?”

The deputy answered. “You'd be Charles Cummings, | guess, Warrant
here for you. Got one for a man named Harrinian, 100, andl a court order to

put seals on your spaceship.”

“We've no spaceship.”

“What d'yuh keep in that big shed?”

“Strato yacht.”

“S0? Well, I'll put seals on her until a spaceship comes
Harriman?”

“Right in there.” Charlie obli ged by pointing,ignoring Melntyre™s scowl,

The deputy turned his head. Charlie couldn’t have missed the buun‘n by
a fraction of an inch, for the deputy collapsed quietly to the ground. Char-
lie stood over him, rubbing his knuckles und mourning. .

“That’s the finger | broke playing shortstop. I"'m always hurting 1.hm .ﬁngcr: '
“Get Pop into the cabin,” Mac cut him short, “and strap him into his

along, Where's

hammock.”
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“Aye, aye, skipper.”
The o
- F]\y l‘ax:ed on the auxiliary motor out of the hangar, trned, and started
o ll[?mzs the d;:sert plain to find elbow room for the take-off. Mclntyre
siaw the deputy from his starboard conni ( .
8 R onning port. He was stari isconse
ey e I taring disconsa-
Me H is safe i
/ Intyre flstene.d his safety belt. settled his corset, and spoke into the
engine-room speaking tube. “All set, Charlie?”
“Al] s_et. skipper. But you can't raise ship yet. Mac. She ain't named!”
No time for your superstitions!™ -
Harriman’s thin voic
s oice reached them. “Call her the oL 1t
r : CCy e Lunatic. It's /
appropriate name!” 1 theonly
ML-II'][)’I'C. settled hi.s head into the pads, punched two keys, then three
rn(‘)trw. in rapid succession, and the Lunartic raised ground.
Hoew are you, Pop?*
' ?harlre searched the old man’s face anxiously. Huarriman licked his lips
and ;Eanagcd o s:pcak. “Doing fine, son. Couldn’t be better.™ ‘
- ¢ a;:celcrnuon won’t be so bad from here on, I'll unstrap you so you
. . . EER T . i )
[ ; wiggle around a litde. But 1 think you’d better stay in the hammock.”
Ll ‘luggeq at buckles. Harriman partially repressed a groan .
What is it, Pop?” |
Cl:lmh‘mg. Nothing ut all. Just go easy on that side,”
. Imrlflc ran his fingers over the old man’s side with the sure, delicate
| . alyanie int M y y
ouch of a m_cuhanu. You ain't foolin’ me none, Pop. But there isn't muct
I can do until we ground.” | .
“*Chartie —"
“Yes, Pop?”
“ii‘m‘t i move to u port? I want to watch the Earth,”
- 1;1 [ nothing to see yet: the blast hides it. As soon as we build up
igh speed to const up to the change-over point, I'll move you. Tell you

what; I'll give you a slee . 1 :
“Nol" ¥ epy pill, and then wake you when we cut the jets.”

HHuh??
*“I'Il stay awuke,”
“Just as you say, Pop.”
meCh‘ar]tl,elf_oughl hisi way up to the nose of the ship, and braced himself on
“ 5:1:]1 dlh f)f t]he pl]ﬁl s chair. MclIntyre questioned him with his eyes
ah, he’s alive all right,” Charlie told him, * 2's 1 ‘ -
baite rim, “but he’s in bad shape.
Whe(;]o‘u;?lc’lﬁf c.racked rihf;. anyhow. I don't know what else. I don't know
er he'll last out the trip, Mac. His heart was pounding something awful "
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“He 1l last. Charlic, He's tough.”
“Tough? He's delicate as & canary.”
“I don't mean that. He's tough way down inside —where it counts.”

“Just the same, you'd better sct her down awful easy if you want (o

ground with a full complement aboard.”
[ will. I'll make one full swing around the Moon and ease her in on an

involute approach curve. We've got enough fuel, I think.”

When they commenced to coast in a free orbit, Charlie unstung the ham-
mock and moved Harriman, hammock and all, to a side port. Mclntyre
turned the ship about i trANSVEIse axis 50 that the il pointed toward the
Sun, then gave a short blast on two tangential jets opposed in couple 10
cause the ship to spin stowly about her longitudinal axis, and thereby cre-
ate a slight artificial gravity. The initial weightlessness when coasting
commenced had knotted the old man with a characteristic nausea of free
flight. and the pilot wished to suve his passenger as much discomfort as
possible.

But Harriman was not concerned with the condition of his stomach.

There it was, all as he had imagined it so many times. The Moon
swung majestically past the view port, twice as wide as he had cver seen
it before, all of her familiar features cameo-clear, She gave way to the
Earth as the ship continued its slow swing, the Earth itself, as he had en-
visioned her, appearing like a noble moon, eight times as wide as the
Moon appeurs to the Earthbound, and more uscious, more sensuously
beautiful than the silver Moon could be. it was sunsel near the Atlantic
seaboard —the ling of shadow ran down Hudson Bay, slashed through
the eastern coastline of North America, touched Cuba, and obscured the
eastern bulge of South America. He savored the metlow blue of the Pa-
cific Ocean, felt the texture of the soft green and brown of the continents,
admired the blue-white cold of the polar caps. Canada and the great
Northwest were obscured by cloud, a vast low-pressure area that spread
across the continent. It shone with an even morc satisfactory dazzling
white than the polar caps.

As the ship swung slowly around, Earth would pass from view, and the
stars would march across the port—the same stars he had always known,
but steady, brighter, and unwinking against a screen of perfect, live black.
Ien the Moon would swim into view again to claim his thoughts.

He was serenely happy in a fashion not given to most men, £ven in a long
lifetime. He Telt us if he were every man who hud ever lived, and looked ug -

at the stars, and longed.
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Al least once he must have fallen into deep steep. or possibly delirium.,
for he came to with a start, thinking that his wife, Charlotte, was calling to
him. “Delos!™ the voice had said. “Delos! Come in from there! You'll catch
your death of cold in that night air.”

Poor Charlotte! She had been s good wife to him, a good wife. He was
guite sure that her only regret in dying had been her fear that he would not
take proper care of himself. It had not been her fauit that she had not shared
his dream and his need.

Charlie rigged the hammock in such a fashion that Hamiman could watch
from the starboard port when they swung around the far face of the Moon.
He picked out the landmarks made familiar to him by a thousand photo-
graphs with nostalgic pleasure, as if he were returning 1o his own country.
Mclatyre brought her slowly down as they came back wround to the Earth-
ward face, and prepared to land in Mare Imbrium between Aristilles and
Archimedes, about ten miles from Luna City,

It wis not u bad landing, all things considered. He had to land without
coaching from the ground, and he had no second pitot to punch the stadime-
ter for him. In his anxiety to make it gentle he missed his destination by sone
thirty miles, but he did his cold-sober best. At that, it was rather bumpy.

As they scooted along to a stop, throwing up powdery pumice on each
side, Charlie came up 1o the control station.

“How's our pussenger?” Mac demanded.

“IlE see, but | wouldn't make any bets. That landing stunk, Mac.”

“Bamn it I did my best.”

“I know you did, skipper, Forget it.”

But the passenger was alive and conscious, though bleeding from the
nose, and with a pink foam on his lips. He was feebly trying to get himself
aut of his cocoon. They helped him, working togetler.

“Where are the vacuwm suits?”" was his first remark.

“Steady, Mr. Harriman. You can't go out there yet. We've got to give you
some first aich.”

“Get me that suit! First aid can wait,”

Silenly they did as he ordered. His left leg was practically useless, and
they had to help him through the lock, one on each side. But with his in-
considerable mass having a unar weight on only twenly pounds, he was no
burden. They found a place some fifty yards from the ship where they could
prop him up and let him took, a chunk of scoria supporting his head.

Meclntyre put his helmet ugainst the old man’s and spoke. “We'll leave
you here to enjoy the view while we get ready for the trek into town, It’s a
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forty-miler, pretty near, and we'll have to break out spare air botties and ra-
tions and staff. We'll be back soon.”

Harriman nodded without answering, and squeezed their gauntlets with
a grip that was surprisingly strong.

He sat very quiet, rubbing his hands against the soil of the Mcmn and
sensing the curiously light pressure of his body against the groupd. At long
last there was peace in his heart. His hurts had ceased to pain him, He was
where he had longed to be—he had followed his need. Overhead hung the
Earth in third quarter, a green-blue giant moon. The Sun's upper limb
crowned the crags of Archimedes to his teft. And underneath—the Moon;
the soil of the Moon itself. He was on the Moon! ‘ .

He lay back still while a bath of content flowed over him like a tide at
flood, and soaked into his very marrow. .

His attention strayed momentarily, and he thought once again that his
name was called. Silly, he thought; I'm getting old—my mind wanders.

Back in the cabin Charlie and Mac were rigging shoulder yokce_& on a
streteher. “There. That will do,” Mac commented. “We'd better stir Pop
out; we ought to be going.” . . ‘ _ |

“I'll get him,” Charlie replied. “1'11 just pick him up and carry him. He
don't weigh nothing.” _ |

Charlie was gone longer than McIntyre had expected him to be. !Ic re-
turned alone. Mac waited for him to ¢lose the lock and swing back his hel-
met. “Trouble?” ’ L

“Never mind the stretcher, skipper. We won’t be needin’ it, Yeah, [ mean
it,” he continued. “I did what was necessary.” .

McIntyre bent down withouwt a word and commenced to strap on the wide
skis necessary to negotiate the powdery ash. Charlie followed his example.
Then they swung spare air bottles over their shoulders and passed out

through the lock. .
They didn’t bother to close the outer door of the lock behind them.





