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  Introduction

I am not the first science fiction writer to have imagined counterfactual versions of the Apollo project. Jerry Oltion and Stephen Baxter are two names that spring immediately to mind, and there are doubtless many others. While it's great fun to dwell on the details of alternative moon-landing missions, what I wanted to do in this set of short stories was to depict how the participants might have felt when recalling those momentous events some years later.

Since the publication of "Sons of the Earth" more than one reader has asked me whether I believed in its premise. My answer to that question is unequivocal: absolutely not. But for a writer, not believing in something isn't the same as having no desire to write about it.

So this collection is dedicated to the brave men who really did fly to the Moon between 1969 and 1972. Twelve sets of boot-prints remain in place, testimony to events that actually occurred. I sincerely hope that the day will come when our descendants return there and see for themselves.






  Moon Flu

A screech from the long-suffering door hinges alerted me to the arrival of customers, an unwelcome distraction for a drowsy Cape afternoon. I placed my newspaper on the counter and glanced at the skinny, sharp-featured blonde and her dark-haired, athletic-looking partner. These tanned twenty-somethings gave off a faintly careworn air, as if they were taking a vacation but not enjoying it over-much.

In truth, quite a few years had passed since there was a whole lot to do around here. Once in a while a visitor might get to watch one of those new Deltas launch a satellite into low earth orbit. As for me, hearing that thunder rumbling up the coastline served as a bittersweet reminder of what might have been.

Not that the demise of manned spaceflight was uppermost in the thoughts of this couple, or so I reckoned. The man was studying the chalkboard menu with an intensity bordering on the feverish, while his partner was holding the door ajar, as if readying herself for a quick getaway. Her expression suggested she didn't fancy what was on offer. Doubtless the flyspecked windows and greasy table tops weren't helping. But the man looked like he needed a square meal and couldn't care less where he ate it. Feeling unwell might have been a factor too, judging by his sore-looking nostrils and the puffy skin around his eyes. My guess was confirmed by a succession of sniffles, each louder and more liquid than its predecessor.
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