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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







INTRODUCTION


HOW AARN MUNRO, RUSS SPENCER and Don Carlisle came to visit Magya, a planet of another solar system in another galaxy existing in another space, has been recorded elsewhere* in complete detail. However, for a clearer understanding of their further adventures, this introductory summary of their experiences seems desirable.


It was Aarn Munro’s idea—the Spencer Research Laboratory No. 6. Aarn Munro was the director of the research department of the Spencer Rocket Co., and, incidentally, Russ Spencer’s best friend. Russ Spencer, rocketship designer, and grandson of the famous Russel Spencer who founded the Rocket company a century before, in 1979, was to see realized the dream of his father and his grandfather before him—a ship that could make the interplanetary journey without fear of meteors or thought of power shortage.


Aarn Munro’s father had helped Russel Spencer II, the present Russ Spencer’s father; had taken part in a colonizing experiment, and, with twenty others, the Munros had been marooned on Jupiter—marooned because Jupiter’s great gravity prevented the early rockets from leaving the planet after landing.


Aarn Munro was born there; he was twenty before he saw a ship land that could again leave the giant planet. Then the Jovian-born human, super-human in strength and speed from Jupiter’s harsh training ground, had studied at terrestrial universities.


His extraordinary brilliance of intellect had soon made itself manifest; and after completing his training the tremendously massive scientist had gone to work for Spencer Rocket Co. It was due in large part to his genius that Spencer Rocket had forged ahead so rapidly to their position of leadership in their field.


After a long period of research in an effort to improve existing methods of interplanetary travel, Munro, Spencer, and their close friend, Don Carlisle, head of the chemical-research department of Spencer Rocket, embarked on Aarn’s latest ship-laboratory, the No. 6. Aarn’s three greatest inventions were to receive their first tests—the anti-gravitor, the transpon beam, and the momentum-wave drive. The anti-gravitor made possible their “aggie” coils, storing the tremendous power their projected, conducting transpon beams stole from the mightiest machine that ever existed—the Sun, and the momentum wave made possible their drive.


Following the wave theory of the atom, Aarn had learned how to produce in actuality the waves the theory had predicted as being momentum waves—waves created artificially in space which actually were momentum. Out in space they tested their new ship—with their coils fully charged—and for the first time in the history of space travel they exceeded twenty miles a second, multiplying this old record by two thousand. At forty thousand miles a second—


At forty thousand miles a second their ship, officially the No. 6, familiarly the Sunbeam, was protected against damage by three layers of force—the magnetic atmosphere, a layer of magnetic field that would stop any conductor moving toward the ship; the anti-gravity field, which tended to repel any body not already weightless; and the momentum-wave apparatus, which likewise would hurl away anything that would tend to change the momentum of the ship.


At forty thousand miles a second the Sunbeam had the momentum of a major planet—concentrated. And at forty thousand miles a second she struck a planetoid. The magnetic atmosphere blasted the hundred-thousand-ton mass of metal to gas—but it still had a hundred-thousand-ton mass. The antigravitor repelled it, and called on the great aggie-coil storage bank for support; the momentum waves lashed at it, and called on the stored power of a sun for aid—


The fabric of space tore open under that terrible stress, and they were hurled out of four-dimensional space into the fifth dimensional interspace.


They awoke to find themselves in another four-dimensional space, a space of supergiant stars, near a sun of tremendous size. One hundred million times as brilliant as their own Sun, Anrel shone fiercely hot on them, at a distance of 1,000,000,000,000 miles.


They met the Tefflans and the Magyans, the warring races of the solar system they had entered, and they joined the latter.


The Magyans, they discovered, were human in every way, so completely human as to seem impossible, until they learned that theirs was not the first spaceship to be thrown through the spaces. On the continent of Mu, the Magyans had developed on Earth, warring with a strange race of horned beings—seemingly half human, half goat—the ancient Teff-hellani, who lived in the vast caverns under Mu. In a final effort to destroy them, the Emperor Tsoo-Ahs of Mu first established strong colonies all over Earth, built space ships equipped with powers capable of opening the caverns to the sea—and unleashed his forces. Water rushed in, and Mu sank forever.


But a single space ship of the Teff-hellani escaped, and destroyed all but one of the Magyan ships. The two enemy survivors, in a vicious running space battle, collided simultaneously with a planetoid and were thrown through into this strange space. Each ship, its passengers thinking themselves the sole survivors, landed on one of the eighty-seven planets circling about Anrel, the nucleus of what was to become a world population. On Magya, after a brief struggle the people reverted to barbarism. Ages passed—and a new civilization developed. Space was reconquered; and the Teff-hellani were again encountered, with knowledge and a science approximating their own. And for both races, legends which had never died became reality, and the war of instinctive hatred continued.


There followed a prolonged and devastating series of space battles which ended with the near destruction of Magya and the complete obliteration of Teff-El and all its inhabitants. In this interplanetary warfare, the Sunbeam played a decisive part.


At last, with order returning to Magya, Aarn Munro, Russ Spencer and Don Carlisle prepared to return to their own space. They bade farewell to Anto Rayl in the airlock of the Sunbeam.


“The apparatus is installed, Anto Rayl,” Aarn said, “the problem has been solved, and we have left apparatus with you. We must go now. Our home is on the other side of the wall, but we can both climb that wall now—so we of Earth will expect to see you of Magya soon. You will come?”


“Certainly we will come, Aarn Munro. We will want to see the Ancient World, where men such as those we have met are bred, and where the race was born. We will attempt to follow you through at the end of one thousand days.


“So—till then.” Anto Rayl waved, turned, and dived across space to the entrance port of a great gleaming metal wall, the wall of a mighty battleship. And the airlock closed behind him.




BOOK ONE


THE INCREDIBLE PLANET




CHAPTER ONE


“WE READY?” ASKED AARN MUNRO looking at Carlisle and then at Spencer. The engineer nodded, half eagerly, half regretfully. The three turned toward the great metal bulk of the Magyan Battleship Tharoon Yal. A tiny figure in a microscopic port in the mighty wall waved a farewell.


“Here’s hoping,” exclaimed Aarn.


“Here’s hopping—from one space to another!” Spencer grinned a trifle shakily.


The giant spaceship was suddenly expanding, growing tremendously—they must be rushing toward it. Instinctively their hands tightened on their grips, then relaxed, for the ship was suddenly impossibly huge. It seemed tenuous, ghostly—ghostly motionless figures became visible inside, then vanished in cloudy smoke and a darkening pall. Space was black; the wonderful gleaming suns that shone blazing in the strange space of Magya and her sun Anrel, the stars that had made that space a never-darkened curtain, were gone. Slowly, slowly, pinpoints of misty light began to materialize, stars, gigantic, cloudy things, growing then shrinking—and the change was complete.


“We’re here!” Carlisle whispered. Munro turned the Sunbeam slowly around, revealing every angle of space. Only occasional stars were visible now. They had changed spaces.


“Where?” asked Aarn quizzically. “I don’t see old Sol anywhere.”


“Is this the right space?” Spencer demanded.


“Having eyes, you can see as much as I,” suggested Aarn.


“Not having your knowledge, I can’t,” replied Spencer. “Engineering’s mine. I built the apparatus you asked for, with the help of those Magyan engineers. It’s your job to know where we are.”


Aarn grinned goodnaturedly. The grin looked at home on his extremely broad face over his short thick body. “I’m worried too, so let’s not get snappy. But I think this is the right space. Remember: Magya is in a four-dimensional space separated from our own space by a fifth-dimensional inter-space where we can’t exist. We were first sent out of ours by the accident when we hit that asteroid, and our various forces started fighting the collision. That opened a path and kicked us out. Magya’s space was the easiest to enter, and due to Magya’s perfectly enormous sun and its gravitational attraction, we broke into their space at that point, as the Magyans had done before us.


“Now in getting back we’ve got to lift ourselves out of Magya’s space, and bore ourselves into another space. That’s harder to do—takes a lot of power. Also—there’s no way to choose one space or another to fall into, except by our mathematics based on those ancient Magyan Data Plates and the analysis of our own space as we knew it from data gained while on Earth. But unless there is another space with exactly the same characteristics as those of our own space, we had to go to our own. The chances that there are two identical spaces is pretty remote. I think we hit the right space—but not at the right point. Remember, those calculations we were working from were nearly 30,000 years old to the Magyans. How many Earth-years?” Aarn shrugged. “Who knows? But I believe we’re home—in the right space. And an indeterminable distance from Earth. We were lost in spaces. Now we’re lost in space. The inter-space is so vast it contains thousands of spaces—but just the same even one rather unimportant minor space like ours is several hundreds of millions of light years in diameter. I think we are still in the same galaxy.”


“Good Lord!” gasped Spencer. “We’re as bad off as ever.”


“How do we determine where we are?” asked Carlisle simultaneously.


“I’ve been thinking. Let’s assume for the time that we’re in the right galaxy. We’re in some galaxy, because we can see so many stars. You’ll notice there’s a Milky Way effect only on one side. That means we’re out toward the edge of the galaxy, since if we were deep in it the Milky Way would be a circle around us. We’re probably somewhere near where the proper motion of Anrel during the last 30,000 years would take you from where the sun was thirty thousand years ago. I think we’re still in the same galaxy. The problem is to find out where. That won’t be hard if we’re in the right galaxy, because there are still space-marks that will bring us near enough home so we can see old Sol and steer for him by direct astragation. Thanks to that interspace speed escape, we can travel faster than light, so that isn’t impossible to us.”


“What are your space-marks?” asked Carlisle.


“Something far enough away so that moving about in the galaxy doesn’t change them unrecognizably. Something far enough away so that lines drawn from them won’t change so greatly as to make us mistake one for another, and yet near enough so that they do vary with the galaxy.”


“The exterior galaxies,” said Carlisle, comprehending.


“Exactly. But we can’t do it ourselves.”


“Huh? We can’t? Then what good does it do us?”


“We’ll have to ask somebody in the neighborhood,” grinned Spencer. “We’ll drop in and ask them: ‘Do you know the way to the great nebula in Orion? Or Andromeda?’ And the local boys will of course be polite and tell us.”


“Something like that,” replied Aarn more seriously. “We will have to find a race near here, or somewhere in this galaxy for that matter, and tell them what we need. If they have telescopes, and photography, they’ll have pictures that we can compare with our plates here in the star catalogues and locate certain very outstanding nebulae. The Greater and Lesser Magellanic Clouds may help—though they are really part of this super-galaxy of ours, and very close. But they are distinctive.”


“What’re chances of finding a habitable planet?” asked Spencer.


“Oh, fine. There are nearly three hundred million stars in this part of the super-galaxy alone, and one in every hundred thousand or so has a system of planets, so they say. That means nearly three million planetary systems, and we want only one,” grinned Aarn.


“Or,” Spencer observed, “probabilities suggest approximately one star in one hundred thousand possesses a planetary system. Therefore, provided we investigate approximately one hundred thousand stellar systems, we’ll find a planet.”


“You might add,” said Aarn cheerfully, “that maybe one in ten thousand of those planets might be habitable, and one in ten thousand of those will be inhabited.”


“So things don’t look very promising,” Carlisle observed.


“Not as discouraging as they might seem. We might begin by ruling out stars that couldn’t have planets that would be habitable. About one star in four is a multiple, binary, trinary or something. We’ll rule those out. Then I’m ruling out giant reds, because I believe they’re too young. I think it might be a good idea to just look at more or less ordinary main-sequence stars. Class G, for instance.”


Bob Canning, the electronics engineer from Spencer’s laboratories on Earth, who had accompanied them on their trip, appeared cautiously in the doorway.


“Did we get home all right, Dr. Munro? I didn’t recognize the stars.”


“I hoped you had, Bob. I didn’t. I think we’re about ten thousand light years from home,” replied Aarn. “But we’re getting ready to move. Just keep an eye on the power board, and we’ll head for a near-by star and see what is to be seen.”




CHAPTER TWO


“WHAT’S THAT?” ASKED CARLISIE dubiously. Aarn, Spencer and Bob Canning were working hard at something they had set up in the already-crowded power room.


“I hope it’s a sort of twenty-mile diameter lens,” replied Aarn. “Not exactly a telescope—”


“I didn’t think so,” Carlisle commented. It resembled one of the power boards. Four small anti-gravity field storage coils, miniature replicas of the giant “aggie” coils used in storing the power of the ship, squatted at the base of the board. A regular “transpon” beam set-up with appropriate meters completed the lay-out.


“It was designed as a modification of the regular transpon beam,” explained Spencer. “Aarn worked it out on the math machines while you were sleeping. The regular transpon beam picks up power from any electric field. We’ve been using it mainly to tap power from the electric field of a sun, of course, but it will tap any electric field. Aarn modified it to tap the electro-magnetic field of light radiation. This is a sort of radio-funnel. It will reach out as a very rapidly spreading cone, and trap any electro-magnetic radiation, rectify it, and bring in half the field energy. Aarn says he’s going to learn a lot with it.”


“Hmmm—pick up light like a radio wave. Why?”


Aarn answered him. “I can pretty well focus it, and thereby pick up light from one star and its attendant star field. That way I can examine a star’s radiation when it’s a light year or more distant, and do it accurately. There are certain—modifications in the light that may be telling.”


“I suppose,” grumbled Carlisle, “it would be ‘telling’ if you explained what those modifications will be?”


“It would,” agreed Aarn, and fell to work again. “However, having visited fifteen stars fruitlessly in the past five days, I’m getting sick of chasing my tail all over space. This may help.”


Six hours later they had finished the set-up, and Aarn started it. They were hanging in space, the artificial gravity of the ship alone supplying weight. The power room was crowded by the great humped backs of the anti-gravity coils which would iron out the space-curvature that was gravity when they maneuvered near a planet—the momentum-wave apparatus that set up the incredible oscillations in sub-space that generated momentum in them, and reacted on all space—the overflow of aggie coils clamped wherever the Magyans had found space while they helped outfit the Sunbeam for power in battle—all hiding the mathematics machines that somehow found lodgement here. The new power board was set in the last remaining free space.


Swiftly Aarn adjusted his circuits, then threw a single relay. A network of glowing transpon beams exploded into being, and a deep reverberation thundered in the power room as the great main transpon apparatus, modified by the new device, took up its work. Out into space a great invisible flaring cone spread like a widening ripple. The meters on the new board began to register readings, some instantly, others at a gradually increasing pace. At length the limiting range of the cone was reached, and the collecting field maintained a steady value.


Aarn read off the figures rapidly, Spencer taking them down. Five minutes later the Sunbeam was in the strange ghostly gloom of its high-speed motion. Half way between the inter-space fifth dimension where fourth-dimensional distance meant nothing, half way in normal space that they might keep in touch with their surroundings, the Sunbeam raced toward the star they were studying. They stopped after a few minutes, and again Aarn took readings.


In this way, in an hour, he had all the data he wanted concerning this particular star. In half an hour he had calculated the results, and definitely knew that there were no planets circling that sun.


The next star was thrown out by the first reading. It was a binary. Another and another followed.


Two days—and Aarn shouted with sudden triumph. The star they were investigating had planets—or at least one planet! The incredible had happened. They had found a planet in mere days of search and trial!


“It looks,” said Spencer as they raced across space toward the distant sun, “as though your pessimism was unwarranted.”


“True,” admitted Aarn, “but I wasn’t raising any false hopes.”


“What kind of a star is it?” asked Carlisle.


“Frankly, I don’t know. It seemed disturbed, rather than variable, somewhat irregular, but that may simply mean that it has a very close planetary satellite that glows red-hot in the radiation of the primary, and acts as a secondary radiator. It seems to be a type F O, and not on the main sequence. Probably comparable to Capella.”


Crossing in each second a gulf that took light months to cover, the Sunbeam sped on toward the strange sun. Despite their incalculable speed, the flight took more than two days. On the second day they watched the ghostly image of the sun waxing from a distorted pinpoint to a blurred disc, and they slowed to a safer pace at the outer edge of its gravitational field of influence, dropping more and more into normal space.


They stopped, and from a distance observed the planetary system more carefully. They saw the strange little planet that was the secondary radiator of this new sun, a body scarcely 2000 miles in diameter, circling in an orbit less than ten million miles from the blazing blue-white sun they were to know as Tarns. Heated by the terrific flood of energy, it acted as a varying secondary radiator that had produced the effects that Aarn had observed.


There were eleven planets in all. Nine of them revolved in fairly normal orbits. The sixth, a giant nearly a quarter of a million miles in diameter, caught their attention immediately.


“It’s a monster,” said Aarn thoughtfully, checking the gravitational field analysers. “And what an orbit! Gravitational field at surface: 2.1. But it has a gravitational control that extends nearly a billion miles. Eight satellites—and that one is larger than Uranus! I’ll bet that was a real planet, captured by this big fellow. And look at that outermost satellite there! Five thousand miles in diameter—bigger than Mars—and it isn’t in an orbit about that big planet at all! It’s on a free orbit! Something has happened here—and I’ll bet I know what! A thing impossibly rare—”


Aarn’s comments trailed into silence as he set new controls on his strange probes of gravitational fields, and momentum-wave analysers, investigating that mis-oriented planet, now revolving about the giant world. Rapidly he read the instruments.


“It’s 134° out of the plane of the other planets! A wanderer that’s been captured. Within the last century, too, I’ll be bound. Look—it’s 57,000 miles in diameter; its orbit is an extreme elipse, retreating to nearly 10,000,000,000 miles at its greatest distance out, and coming within 50,000,000 on the inward trip! That planet was free, and wandered into this system by accident. That giant there dragged at it so hard with his heavy gravitational field that it was caught! It yanked the whole system of moons way out of position, even pulling that giant planet out of its orbit, and knocking loose its outermost satellite—but the planet stopped its wandering! It probably came in with a parabolic orbit, and the attraction was great enough to slow it to an eliptical orbit. That’s unique in the galaxy, I’m willing to bet.


“We’re heading for that planet!”


The Sunbeam darted forward, the ghostly image of the strange planet growing rapidly. At a distance of twenty million miles Aarn halted, and investigated it by telescope. The image was thrown on the screen by the televisor device, clear and sharp.


“No hope of life there,” Aarn commented. “It hasn’t thawed out yet—or—no it hasn’t. I thought it might be coming in on another trip from space on that huge orbit. See the ice-caps—and those seas! They’re ice too, I’d swear. The whole polar region halfway to the equator is frozen. A weird slant to the axis, too. Nearly seventy degrees. Let’s land—shall we?”


“Naturally,” replied Spencer. “But you’ll have to do all the investigating.” He pointed to the gravitometer. The surface gravity of the planet was 2.6.


Aarn grinned. “So I will. Weaklings—weaklings, these Terrestrians. And to think my own father and mother must have been such people!” Jovian-born Aarn Munro held out an arm, an arm thicker and bulkier than Spencer’s muscular thigh. The arm was attached to a shoulder that was so humped and layered with great muscles that the short powerful neck was almost buried in it, his head seeming to peep out of a shell, like some strange human tortoise. He clenched his fist and flexed his arm, watching the smooth flow of great lumps and cords of muscle. “I’m getting soft—living on a light planet, like Earth or Magya.”


The Sunbeam darted forward again, under her momentum drive. Waves even Aarn Munro scarcely understood, waves in the sub-space, generated by the machines he had invented, imparted momentum to the ship by reaction on the structure of the universe, and drove the Sunbeam forward at terrific speed. New transpon beams appeared automatically as the gravitational field of the planet began to affect the ship. They slowed at a hundred miles, and hung motionless. Automatically the gravitational field of the planet was neutralized, and the interior artificial gravity of the ship maintained at Earth-normal.


And then—Aarn caught a glimpse of the great mystery of Myrya. He clutched Spencer’s arm in a grip that made the Terrestrian yell with pain. “Spence—Spence—ruins!”


They glistened under the blue-white sun, magnificent, majestic. Gleaming metal overlaid with a thin layer of ash. Great broad avenues, choked with the debris of slowly disintegrating ruins. Tremendous buildings, awesome, beautiful—with their towering crowns crushed and crumbling. A giant city that spread for a mile up the side of a great mountain, and for three miles across the valley below.


“People!” gasped Carlisle.


“How—how old is that city?” asked Spencer slowly.


“Millions on millions of years old!” Aarn moved suddenly, and the ship shot precipitately down toward that ancient city.


Slowly they sank the last mile, and landed gently in the half-choked great square of the ancient city. About them loomed huge metal towers, their walls rising sheerly skyward, decorated with powerful, clear-chiseled frescos. The streets were wide, paved with a thick layer of crumbling black stuff that moved away uneasily as the field of the Sunbeam’s forces touched it. The ship came to rest nearly a foot deep in the impalpably fine dust.


Aarn stood up and looked out of the port before him. “How long, oh Lord, how long? It must have been here all the time this planet wandered cold and lifeless. Millions of years? Billions! What race lived here, fought and built this city, then died as the planet began its age-long wanderings?” He paused, frowning thoughtfully. “One thing I can’t understand is the layer of dust. It’s black and dirty looking. The pavement seems to be part of it. Now, what did that? There was evidently no weathering, so where did all the dust come from?”


Carlisle had been busy in a practical way. “The oxygen content is about 4%, the air pressure about 100 pounds per square inch.”


“That’s fine—just about right,” nodded Aarn. “Any poisons?”


“No simple ones, and I doubt that there would be complex ones. I’ve got one of our few remaining mice in it, and he’s still going strong. Nearly passed out at first, though.”


“Umm-hmm. Pressure. That won’t bother me—it’s just about the same as Jupiter’s atmosphere. I’m going out right now.”


Rapidly Aarn prepared himself. He put on a dust mask, and carried a tiny thing he had developed only recently, a hand elevator, he called it. It was a miniature momentum drive apparatus with aggie coil storage of power. Gripped in one hand, operated by thumb pressure, it would lift him about readily. He could not really fly on it, but he could move straight up.


“I’m going too,” announced Spencer suddenly. “I can stand it for a while, I guess.”


Aarn looked at him thoughtfully. “Pretty heavy labor.”


“I can make it for half an hour, anyway.”


In five minutes they were ready. Carlisle had decided to remain in the Sunbeam. He had tried Jupiter once, and once was enough. Cautiously they let the new atmosphere enter the lock, getting used to the pressure.


“Feels good,” grinned Aarn as the pressure reached the half-way point. His normally deep voice sounded heavy and booming. There was a chill in the entering air, and the fresh, clean odor of new-growing plants. “Those green things we saw must have been new plants coming up,” commented Aarn, inhaling deeply. “Smells good after a few days in the old tub.”


But they were tense, and tensely Aarn stepped out. It was a two-foot jump to the apparent surface, and dubious as to the solidity of it, Aarn lowered himself on the hand-elevator. There was a queer wrenching sensation as they passed through the neutral zone, where the gravity of the planet was neutralized by the artificial gravity of the Sunbeam. Then they were down, sinking ankle-deep into the thick, drifted dust. Aarn stretched luxuriously, staring sympathetically at Spencer, who was struggling erect with gruelling labor. Minutes passed while the smaller man strove to adjust his Earth-trained muscles to a gravity that gave him a weight of approximately four hundred and fifty pounds.


At last they started toward the nearest building, Aarn moving lightly, and with complete ease. His feet seemed to adopt the swift, jerky motion of a trotting dog. Spencer found that with a little more effort his feet could be lifted free of the dust, and that a fast walk was easier than a sliding shuffle.


Rapidly they approached the nearest of the great buildings and peered within the great arch. It was cold in there, bitterly cold, and a stream of freezing air drifted slowly out. It condensed in the sunlight into a fleecy white mist. Aarn glanced upward. The air was clear and cloudless, the great sun glaring bright orange far above, the sky a deep, deep blue with a tinge of green. There was no hint of dust or mist in the air, the only cloudiness visible pouring from the surrounding buildings.


“They haven’t thawed out yet!” said Aarn in a low voice. “This world can’t have been here for more than a few years!”


“Years—would it take years to thaw these out?”


“More. Years would have been needed to warm up the tremendous masses of air that must have lain frozen solid. Then the ultra-frozen rocks—and in all probability these buildings had some sort of insulation. Those giant buildings—well, sky-scraper type buildings of metal represent a high civilization—and metal buildings just have to have heat insulation.”


“I agree with everything but your interpretation of these sky-scrapers. They aren’t more than fifty stories tall, and while that’s a goodly building, New York has lots bigger.”


“Remember, this place has lots greater gravity. Half the height here means more than twice the height on Earth. The buildings weigh more.”


Aarn passed through the tremendous arch. A great hall, lofty and dim, greeted him. Huge columns, fluted and rounded gracefully, stretched up into the semi-gloom to form an arched and groined ceiling, barely visible in the light that entered through a few broken windows. The hall was paved with mosaics formed of tiny bits of colored tile, at one time ground to a polished surface. Now they were worn into deep channels where countless thousands of passing feet had scored them through countless centuries.


“Spence—this was ages old when they deserted it.”


Aarn examined the mosaic floor. It was a map, a gigantic map of a continent, probably the one on which they had landed. It had been wonderfully fashioned, and he saw now that not mere chips of tile had been used, but rather tiny sticks of it, some eight inches in length, laid side by side to form a pattern with the ends, which though worn now inches deep, was still perfect. The map was unchanged from the day, untold ages gone, when it had been laid down. A dozen cities were marked out clearly in the area they could see from the doorway. But—one of the cities, situated evidently in the heart of a mountain range, was not done in the tile! It was painted on the surface of the mosaic, and a brilliant crimson circle had been drawn around it. Some symbols, letters, had been scrawled beneath the ring, and an arrow pointed to it.


“Their last retreat?” asked Spencer softly.


“No doubt. We’ll have to go there. I’m afraid of investigating here too much. I don’t know what destroyed these buildings. There’s some evidence of earth-quake—or better, planet-quake—but that doesn’t account for the dust and the crumbled tops of the buildings. Did you notice, the lower hundred feet or so was not damaged to any great extent, while the upper part was badly eaten, as though by some virulent acid? It must have been something that acted while the planet wandered free in space, the frozen atmosphere protecting the lower part. But what? Couldn’t have been meteors—”


“Cosmic rays?”


“Well-l-l-l—maybe. But I don’t think so. Cosmic rays act on about one atom per cubic centimeter per second. How many seconds would it take before the material would have been affected appreciably? This planet would have to be older than the stars for that. I give up.”


Spencer glanced toward the shadowy ceiling. “Let’s get out of here. This dead city gets on my nerves, and I’m afraid something will fall.”


“As you say. Anyway, I want to see that city.” Aarn pointed toward the red-rimmed city, on the map. “I think it may be highly interesting. The fact that it was painted on and not set in, indicates that it was new and placed there hurriedly. They must have retreated to it, aware of the advancing peril. Why they indicated it thus I naturally don’t know. Maybe it was left as a guide to the race that might find them in some future day. They may have left records easy to interpret. Shall we go?”


Ten minutes later they were decompressing in the Sunbeam, and an hour later they took off, with the aid of Aarn’s carefully drawn map, for that other city. They cruised slowly, for they weren’t sure of exact directions or exact distances. They located the great mountain range, and the city.


And Aarn sat frozen at his controls for thirty long seconds.


Men, busy, crowding men, were working down there. Machines were moving materials. The city was alive!


“Lord!” he whispered at last. “They lived!”


“They—they couldn’t! They must be from one of these other planets.”


The Sunbeam dropped. There was a sudden scurrying down below. Half a dozen air machines, jet propelled, and with short stubby wings, swooped up suddenly, gracefully. They came nearer the Sunbeam, to be deflected sharply by the magnetic barrier surrounding the ship. Then they turned, and keeping pace with the ship, finally landed on a broad open space at the edge of the city.


The city itself was built in a great cleft in a mountain range, a valley nearly a mile deep. And at either end, a titanic structure of metal and concrete rose nearly half a mile, a tremendous dam closing it in a great hollow three miles long and one wide, by half a mile deep. The landing field was near the base of one of those incredibly huge dams.


“How’s that for engineering, Spence?” asked Aarn in awe. “Every thousand pounds makes a ton and better here.”


“Terrific. Are we going to land?”


“I think they’re friendly.” The Sunbeam dropped abruptly and lightly, landing on the field beside one of the two ships. For the first time the men saw a Myryan. He was short, and muscled as powerfully as Aarn, his face broad and pleasant, his skin a deep golden bronze, smooth and hairless. A mane of gold-red stood short and, silky on his head. His ears were cupped, and mobile, but otherwise he was surprisingly human. His entire bodily structure was heavier, but in every way he was human—and handsome. There was an expression of curious surprise and interest on his face now, but somehow deep graven lines of intelligence were there, with a permanent set of deep, triumphant peace. Above all, he looked happy.


“Welcome, who come from the nothing,” said something very distinctly in Aarn’s consciousness as the man outside caught his eye. “Will you come out and join us?”


“What?” Aarn was startled. “Spence—it’s telepathy!”


In an instant Aarn was up, racing for the lock. He was in the lock, with the pressure half way up to that of the exterior before Spencer got there, and he had to wait till Aarn went out.


Aarn leaped down, and landed lightly beside the ship. He strode swiftly toward the stranger, his hand outstretched in greeting, a smile of astounded joy on his face. “You lived!” he exclaimed.


The other smiled broadly, somehow giving the impression that he was waiting for something. Crowds of other men were drifting forward now, nearly two hundred of them; and then a car came up swiftly, low, broad and massive, and stopped nearby. Two men got out. One wore a simple suit of pure white, as white as the mane of silky hair that covered his head and neck; the other, in golden cloth, was dressed as was the man Aarn had first seen. The man in white came forward. Somehow he looked young, despite his white hair.


“Welcome, who come from the nothing,” he greeted as he approached. The first man had fallen back, still smiling. “Do you come from one of the planets of this system? We have seen no evidence of inhabitants with our telescopes.”


“We come from—somewhere. We are lost in interstellar space. But you—you lived! It’s—impossible!”


“Interstellar space—the space between suns? Then you come from a far distant sun—but that cannot be.”


“It can be—but you—you lived! How in the name of the Eternal Mind was it done?”


“We lived. Some of us,” replied the Myryan slowly. Aarn caught a mental picture of long rows of white-draped figures that had not lived. Rows on rows, in a subterranean chamber, carved in solid rock, lit by a few glowing tubes. “You have done what we sought vainly. Had we done it, all would have lived. Lived—and died—ago.” Aarn could not understand his idea of time. Only that it was vast beyond belief. Something so immense that it stunned this man who had lived through it. “You have traveled faster than light?”


“Yes, in a sense.” Aarn was beginning to think again, his mind coming to order from its chaos of thoughts. “As a world is round like a ball, so is all space rounded. The ball of space is floating in a greater interspace. When we travel, we move into the interspace, and back to four dimensional space at a different point. It is not motion. It is not velocity. And it is not travel faster than light. It is merely translation. We disappear, cease to exist in this space, then come again to existence elsewhere.”


“Your thoughts are meaningless to me. But it is not important now. We are safe again. We have a sun. We will not soon be torn away.”


Spence called from the Sunbeam, “Aarn—give me a hand. I want to get into that discussion.” The Myryans looked curiously at the slim creature standing in the doorway, three feet above the level of the ground, and afraid to jump. Aarn went to him, and quickly lifted him down. Together they returned.


“We come from different worlds of the same solar system,” Aarn explained. “This man comes from the mother world, and I from the larger, heavier colony world. My planet is as large as yours, his far smaller.”


“You are Aarn?” asked the white-haired one. “I am Karshan, of Myrya.”


“I am Aarn, of Jupiter. This is Spencer, of Earth.” Aarn’s thoughts turned continually to the mystery uppermost in his mind. “But—how could you live?”


“We did not. We died, and came to life again.”


“How long ago? What happened?”


“Your mind cannot translate my terms, not those of time. But you can understand this. When we circled Shaln, we were far out at the edge of the galaxy. In our skies at night blazed a great, broad ribbon of light, bright as a sun, lighting our world day and night at certain seasons, but with a cold light. We have pictures we will show you, and perhaps you can understand. I will show you the messages we left when we awoke each time. You must train yourself, though, to understand them.”


“How long have you been here?” asked Spencer. “Have you taken any photographs?”


“We have been circling this sun for three thousand days.” That meant about six years. “We have taken photographs, of course, but have learned little. Why do you ask?”


“We are lost. Only with photographs taken during the course of years can we find our own sun,” explained Aarn. “I am afraid you cannot help.”


“I fear we cannot. We have had little time to study. There has been so much to do. Our lot is happy, but all is not perfect even yet. Our orbit is exceedingly irregular, and we must make preparations for the long, long winter. Our world will be cold, very cold; it will require more than one hundred thousand revolutions of our planet to establish a circular orbit.”


“There I can help you,” Aarn said eagerly. “Let me see these incredibly ancient photographs, let me investigate your mechanisms and history—and in turn I’ll show you how to direct this planet into a circular orbit of any size you like, and do it within five revolutions. I’ll show you how to get heat enough to warm your whole planet even when it is farthest from the sun.”


“You have the secret of the power of matter too?” Karshan asked eagerly.


“Yes and no,” Aarn smiled. “We take advantage of a generator that already exists. The sun. We tap its limitless power. We have a beam which will conduct power of electric fields. It makes space conduct electric strains along a line, and we can tap them to any extent we choose. A star is a seething mass of electric strains, and we can get power enough to turn a hundred worlds from their orbits!”


“The power of the sun? Of Hope, of Tarns?” Karshan said it both telepathically and orally. “We have named our sun Hope. It was the light of hope for us. If we can tap its power, we are saved indeed. But how can you move anything so huge as our planet?”


“Our ship is driven by establishing a thing which is like an oscillation, but is not; it is radiated momentum. It throws momentum into the fabric of all space, and accelerates any body we wish. On so huge a body as this years would be required, but it could be turned. I will show your engineers. You have engineers.” Aarn looked at the great dams.


“Those dams held the solution over us while we slept. They kept the rays of space from crumbling us as they crumbled other things. If you can show our engineers how it may be done, we shall do it. We have dreaded the long night. It would be unbroken night, for at a distance so great, even this hot sun would be only a star, and we would have frozen all we have gained. Our world would never again thaw out as it should. Even so, centuries will pass before our seas thaw. They have frozen to a depth of nearly five miles. And the world is cold to its core.”


Half an hour later, Spencer reluctantly returned to the Sunbeam, unable longer to stand the heavy gravity. Aarn, with Karshan, returned to the city. The long day of Myrya was drawing to a close. Long tubes hidden under carvings of the buildings were glowing now with a yellowish light that illuminated the streets. Scattered lights began to appear in windows of the half-depopulated metropolis.


“I shall lead you to our central Dormitory,” said Karshan as they turned away from the main square of the city. “You will find a group of men there who are anxious to meet you. Physicists, chemists, engineers. They will want to discuss our problems with you.”


“What is your source of power?” asked Aarn suddenly.


“We, too, tap the power of the sun—indirectly, however. We have apparatus—safely away from the city—which sucks in the radiant energy and concentrates it on a series of photo-cells which convert it to electric power. Ours is the only city left with a usable power plant, of course; we have poor power now. We can run none of our machines at night, except in great emergency, and our light is limited, even with our very small population.”


“What is your population?” asked Aarn.


“About two thousand men, and some twenty-two hundred women. The women survived the Sleep better, for some reason. There are too few men to run our city efficiently. There are, fortunately, some representatives of all the sciences.


“So many of us died. There were seven hundred and eighty-nine thousand, five hundred who entered the sleep. No more could be accommodated. Few more wanted to. Those others left messages for us when they died. Records of what happened. We found them, after our first awakening, and put them in a safe place here in Tarnsor. We will show you those, too. The dying buried the dead. We who lived had more than seven hundred and eighty thousand of our companions to bury.”


Aarn grimaced. “What a task!”


Karshan smiled slightly. “We did not mind too greatly. It is hard to sorrow even for loved ones when a wonderful, incredible fact has been realized. We again saw a sun. Many of those who re-awoke did not, of course, realize what we had gone through. Some did. I did. I had been awakened three times before this last, to disappointment. You can imagine with what joy I started the machines which would awake all my people. Even when we realized that many, nearly all, in fact, would never wake, we still exulted in the knowledge that Man had conquered Space and Time. So we simply buried them in the vaults where they had slept so long. They will never know.”


They stopped before a long, low building, nearly every room of which showed a light. There were four doors, through which people were constantly passing.


“These are the quarters of the unmarried people,” Karshan explained. “Most of our people are unmarried—now. The young survived in greater number, and when nearly all died, all but three couples were broken up. We are starting life anew, all of us. There have been many marriages since the Awakening, and our population is again increasing.” A smile lit his broad face.


Through a great central lobby, where chairs and lounges made groups of men comfortable, they walked, all heads turning toward them. They entered an elevator, and were carried rapidly to the seventh floor. A short walk down a wide corridor brought them to a large lecture hall, in which half a hundred men waited expectantly. Their buzz of oral conversation ceased as all eyes were directed on Aarn.


All save two of these men were clad in the golden garments of the citizens. These two, middle-aged, were dressed like Karshan in gleaming white.


Aarn followed the three men in white to the platform at the end of the room. Karshan went directly to the speakers’ table, and stood silent a moment. Then his telepathic communication came, weakened because it was not directed:


“Gentlemen: You know the extraordinary thing that has happened. The Eternal Mind has tested us, it would seem, and has found us good; certainly He has smiled on us. Aarn, this man from a world of another sun, has brought to us at this critical moment a solution to our great remaining problem. Our conquest of an inexorable nature would seem complete. Aarn offers us a means of tapping the Tarns directly. A beam of conducting force which I as an astrophysicist can barely understand. It will, however, carry power from the sun down a conducting beam to us. That will solve the problem of cold for us this winter. But further, he has solved the secret of the Laws of Motion. Unlike Rashan, he needs no fulcrum to move our world. He can change our planet’s new orbit to a circular one, or show you how. The engineers must learn.


“It will be a great task—but to us now—what is such a problem?” A sighing chuckle ran through the audience. “At any rate,” Karshan continued, “Myrya will be made completely habitable.


“But Aarn himself is lost in space. He asks us to help him find the space marks that may guide him home. His problem is to locate in a short time the exterior galaxies known to him. I do not know how this may be done. I ask for suggestions on this, and that all such suggestions be made mentally.”


A period of tense quiet followed, a period of thought. Finally one of the men arose. “I can see only one hope—photographic mapping of the entire sky. That is a task we cannot possibly accomplish in less than two of Myrya’s new years. One thousand days at least would be needed to construct a suitable telescope, since none is now in existence. At least two years, preferably three, would be needed to map the entire heavens. I am afraid there are mechanical difficulties we cannot overcome. Further, if the planet’s orbit is to be changed soon—and it must be—a period of at least ten orbital revolutions should be allowed for steadying and damping of oscillations, and for calculations of perturbations caused by other planets of this system.”


“I realized that,” said Aarn, standing up. “I know it is impossible for you to help us. We will start on a search for another race which has been more fortunate than you. But before we go, I shall give you some hints of things that will speed your work of mapping this system. First, of course, will be space ships, capable of making the trip from world to world. Second will be instruments by which you can obtain direct and exact readings on the gravitational field strengths of each planet, and momentumometers to read its motion. Already, I find, I have more accurate data on the present orbit of your planet than you have, due to the use of these instruments.


“I shall give you what we have. In return, I want to learn the story of your incredible survival of the cold of space, poorly equipped as you were.”


Six hours later a commission of engineers and physicists had been appointed to study, with Aarn Munro and Russel Spencer, the apparatus they would need.




CHAPTER THREE


DOWN, DOWN, DOWN, DEEP INTO the solid, granitic rock Aarn went with Karshan. Dim-glowing tubes lit the shaft as the boxlike elevator ran down slowly on its own cogwheels. Under the heavy gravity of this world, no cable could have supported the elevator as it dropped nearly half a mile into Myrya. Colder and colder it became as the tiny box sank.


“We have heaters,” Karshan explained with a shrug, “but what does that mean? They have been running at full force for nearly six thousand days, and even now if we were to turn them off, the air would condense to liquid, and would solidify in a few days. In twenty days the shaft would be half full of a slush of frozen air.”


The terrible, biting chill, penetrating through the heavy, insulated suits they wore, grew more intense till at the half-way point it reached a maximum, and remained constant. Streams of slow-running slush could be seen on the bare rock walls as the car sank with a slight rumbling of its geared wheels in the tracks sunk in the wall.


“Aren’t those tracks brittle with cold?” Aarn asked.


“They aren’t cold. They’re the heaters,” Karshan explained. “We run a heavy current through them. The car feeds on that anyway, and it is the only way to prevent their becoming as brittle as glass.”


“I expected it to grow warmer with depth as most planets do,” Aarn commented.


“This one did when we first slept. It is too old now.”


“Too old!” Aarn fell silent. The Earth was some two billion years old, and heated on the surface by an accumulation of radio-active rocks. That radio-activity would continue for additional billions of years. Tens of billions. This planet was—too old!


At last the car ground to a stop. A hewn tunnel in the rock led off to the right in a gentle curve, illuminated by long orange-red bars of light. Aarn felt the warmth pouring from them and realized that lighting had been combined with heating. “These are always going?”


“Always,” Karshan nodded. The passage curved again, and entered a larger chamber, from whence three passages led. Karshan paused, and finally took the one on the left. “I will take you first to one of the Refuges. There you can gain some idea of the beds in which we lay. This is the room where the scientists slept. There were ten thousand in here.”


They entered the room, a tremendous chamber filled with great stone tanks. On the bottom of each was a carved impression of a man’s body. “We lay there. That was mine,” said Karshan. It was near the entrance, one of a group of seven close together. There was a symbol carved in the floor near these tanks. The Myryan for one. “I was number three of group one.”


Silently Karshan led the way to one corner of the gigantic room. In an alcove was a complete power station set-up. Huge oscillator tubes were visible.


“In each of these tubes,” Karshan explained, “a coil of heavy silver tubing is wound. This apparatus can send a powerful high-frequency current through it. In the base of each of those tubes is a rugged automatic apparatus designed to boil off the solid and liquid air that would inevitably fill it. We slept in special suits that would protect us from the cold once we were warm and awake again. They contained tanks of air that would supply us for two days. If we did not regain consciousness in that time—


“You see, we knew for nearly ten generations what was coming. Our scientists struggled to learn either the secret of flight through space at speed greater than that of light, or the secret of the energy of matter. Some worked on means of living through the cold.


“Marlan found the secret of the Sleep three generations before the Breaking. We pinned our faith on it. We built this city, always with the thought that so great an undertaking took time, and that if the other secrets were discovered, our refuge here could be abandoned. These chambers are far below the solid rock of the city. The dams—they were to protect our machines. We had a vast bank of photo-cells up there.


“But I must tell you in order. The astronomers first saw and recognized the danger. Tharl, a great red sun, was moving toward us. We did not know it till the spectroscope was invented. Then it was years later that we learned it was not only moving toward us, but at us. Our sun Shaln was a yellow normal star. We knew what would happen. Our planet revolved well out from its sun, and Tharl would pass close to us.


“It was a terrible time. Tharl gleamed like a red eye, and grew imperceptibly during our lives. But we could tell in the end that it was growing. Our scientists did all in their power. Men were born, lived, had children, and died, knowing the doom of our world. Many men turned to physics and chemistry then.


“Tharl was so close in my youth, I could study it through a small telescope. It had no planets. Already it was beginning to affect our orbit, for it was gigantic, and its gravitational arms reached out hundreds of billions of miles. Nearly two light years, in fact. I took up astrophysics, and when I was still a young man the exact calculations were finally made. Before, it had not been definitely known just what would happen. Some thought our planets would be thrown into Shaln. Some, that we would be captured by Tharl. Some said we would be hurled into it, others that our own sun would explode and deluge us with fire.


“We knew finally. Tharl would pass at a distance of hundreds of billions of miles. Myrya would be torn free of Shaln in an ever-widening orbit as Tharl approached, but so slowly that only as Tharl retreated would Myrya be free of Shaln. Then the retreating Tharl would leave Myrya free in space. All but the two innermost planets would be torn from Shaln. The three outer planets of the system would be attached to Tharl in enormous, enormously eccentric orbits. We, and two other planets would simply be torn free of both. Our system of ten moons would stay with us, and would scarcely be perturbed.


“The process had already begun when I started my observatory work. I could watch it myself, as the planets began to elongate their orbits toward Tharl, so gradually it was barely perceptible.


“Tarnsor—the Refuge—was completed, and the engineers began the greater work beneath the city and above. The dams were built. The pits were dug. There were no quakes to fear, for the effects were so gentle, and so wide-spread in time that no shocks would result. The physicists and astrophysicists had calculated, and calculated well. We knew that our greatest dangers would be from two sources—cosmic rays and meteors. Our re-awakening depended on the machines which we must leave at the surface. But if a meteor struck them—or the slow action of cosmic rays disintegrated them—therefore the dams.


“We ourselves were to sleep in these deep chambers. Marlan had found the system which would induce suspended animation. No better preserver of life could be found than the absolute cold of space. Men experimented with themselves for fifty years, and were awakened in perfect health. That meant little, of course, save that the drug was good.


“Seventy-nine chambers were prepared, each capable of housing ten thousand men. This one was the room of the scientists. You see our hope. As Myrya wandered through illimitable space and infinite time, somewhere, somehow, she would blunder into the gravitational field of a star, circle near, and be warmed once more. Eventually it would be captured. We had calculated that one star in four was a multiple, and one in a thousand had planets.”


“One in a thousand! We calculated one in a hundred thousand.”


“One in a thousand is right. We studied the question rather—carefully.” Karshan paused momentarily. “We hoped to be captured by some such star. If no heat reached us, if the cosmic rays did not destroy us—we might. Many would not accept the system. It was better so, since we could care for but a small portion of the people.


“I was mature when Shaln slipped back and back into space, and Tharl raced on ahead. The two stars began to give less and less heat. The people all over Myrya began to feel the first icy clutch of the eternal winter. They had dug deep caverns, and in them set up heating apparatus. They had huge energy-concentrators, using the power-system of all Myrya to heat and light their caverns. You see, they were certain the glowing gas of the galaxy would shine wherever the planet wandered. They depended on it. Their calculations showed that this energy would always be available. But we knew their calculations were wrong.


“Come. I will show you the pictures.”


Rapidly Karshan led the way to the Records Vault, a huge chamber carved in the rock, but lined with twenty feet of solid lead. Aarn walked through a narrow, crooked corridor in the massive block of metal. Within was a room with dozens of the heater-rods glowing, and an equal number in darkness. Here the temperature was quite normal and bearable.


“It is heavily insulated,” explained Karshan. “Now we keep it at a uniform temperature.”


He went to one of the great cabinets and from a compartment took out a reel of film in a metal can, not unlike an ordinary motion picture film. A projector stood at one side of the room, and a sheet of silvery glowing substance covered the opposite wall.


“This reel has been opened recently, to show again to our people. The others are sealed in helium gas at twice atmospheric pressure.”


Quickly he inserted the reel, and touched something. The orange glow of the heating and lighting bars died rapidly to black, and Aarn realized that the previously dark bars were now warm. Then suddenly a picture appeared on the screen. Across a wide horizon made jagged by trees and waving plants appeared a starry sky—and a giant, sprawling cloud of glowing, misty light. Low on the horizon was a red gleaming disc. “Tharl,” said Karshan briefly. “And the galaxy.”


Aarn felt a sudden chill course down his back. The cold feet of scampering lizards. That was the sky this man beside him had seen. How old was this man? Old as the galaxy itself? Aarn looked about him with a queer sick feeling. These walls of lead had been built by hands of men who lived before the stars were born! This world was older than the galaxy itself! It was wrong, wrong, WRONG!


Aarn looked again. It was a different view of the galaxy, the flaming gas cloud fringing off into a scattered group of flaming stars, red and yellow and blue. He heard Karshan’s voice faintly: “The sky is more interesting now. There are more stars, and less of the featureless cloud.” Aarn shuddered. Less of the featureless cloud—the unformed galaxy!


“That was the sky the cold came into. The ones who tried to fight it held out for nearly ten thousand days. They really lived on the internal heat of the planet. But even that was exhausted eventually, and the chill ate in. Air became a problem, for it had frozen in lakes about them. They could no longer leave their caverns.


“We waited till that time, when the planet was growing cold, and there was plentiful frozen air to start our process. Long before, when the cold had just begun, we had filled the dams, leaving only a passage out. The solution—it had taken a generation to prepare it. There was the lower dam, and the upper dam, and beyond that, the reservoir. In that were millions on millions of gallons of solution. Lead nitrate in water. Saturated. We ran a layer over our city and over the tubular tunnel we had built to the outside. It took cold to freeze it, of course. We flowed in layer after layer, letting each freeze in place. We built up successive layer upon layer until at last over us, and our machines, and our city of refuge was a block of ice and lead-salts half a mile thick.


“Then we blasted loose the lower gates, and opened them. The solution was frozen hard, and of course did not flow out. The time passed, and when the liquid air was plentiful, we retired, and all our people save the scientists were put in the Sleep, in tubs of liquid air.


“We waited till the ten thousand days had passed, and finally—we slept. The last man was put in his place and prepared by a special machine.” Karshan paused. He had gotten a new reel from the cabinet, a reel of fine wire, and now he put this in the projector. Abruptly Aarn started. From the projector came mental impulses, the impulses of Karshan himself.


“This is the record of Karshan of Myrya on the First Awakening. Our wandering planet has drawn near a new star. The apparatus has functioned perfectly. The heat of the sun has melted the Great Seal, and the solution has flowed through the lower gates, into the lower reservoir. The primary direct photocell started operation on being cleared, and the concentrator field built up till it commenced operation. The clocks indicate the Seal was broken three thousand days ago. The atmosphere is gaseous once more. But we are retreating from the sun into space. This star has no planetary system, and we have not been captured.


“I am the third member of the first group. Two others of the seven in the group have awakened, and four failed to return to life. They have been removed.


“Examination shows that we are now headed diagonally across the edge of the galaxy, through the thickest of the star-fringe. We may hope for a second near passage soon. The first passage has been unavailing.”


There followed a long technical discussion of their condition, of the condition of the machines left to awaken them automatically, and a report that all was well with them; they were uninjured.


“The other two members of the Awakened Party have set out to investigate. It is difficult, for the world is terribly cold. We are forced to live in the Records Vault, the only place habitable. The foods are plentiful and good.” There was a slight pause in the record, as though a period of time had elapsed.


“The explorers have returned with the records of those who attempted to live in the heat of the galaxy. They were unsuccessful, and the last perished after a period of two generations. The bodies of the last survivors were found huddled in a single small cavern, using the heat of the Myryan power system for warmth. The plant decayed due to the impossibility of their giving it proper attention, and the extremely low temperature. It is no longer capable of functioning. Our plant alone remains in operation.


“The cold is growing intense. The solution has been pumped into the upper reservoir, and the Seal has been re-established. The air is beginning to condense. With some difficulty we have succeeded in establishing an observatory on Mount Klor and have taken many photographs. We have been forced to retreat, as the stored power is almost exhausted, and the power plant is no longer in operation.
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