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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.









THE FATE OF THE MARTIANS


THE fiction writers have toyed with the notion of travelling to the planets for two centuries or more. But to foresee in the thirties the day when both America and Russia would engage in systematic efforts to explore the surface of Mars, through ingenious rocket machines, with the final object of setting human foot upon that planet, would appear to rely on something more than imaginative guesswork.


In the years before World War II interrupted his writings, the late John Wyndham was a keen observer of the first tentative experiments in rocket propulsion. While others scoffed at the prophecies of those who pioneered the science of astronautics, he lent a sympathetic ear to their aspirations—and found in them inspiration for his tales.


In Stowaway to Mars, his second full-length novel (already revived by Coronet Books), he anticipated the universal excitement which might one day be aroused by the attempt to cross interplanetary space—by three competing nations, in the year 1981. The story relates the adventures of the crew of the British vessel Gloria Mundi, which alone completes a triumphant return to Earth. An American contestant in the space race makes a disastrous landing on Mars. What happened to the crew of the Russian ship Tovaritch, with whom the British astronauts had a brief, unfriendly encounter?


The first story in this new selection of the early work of John Wyndham, from the days when he wrote as John Beynon or John Beynon Harris (his real name), was intended to resolve this intriguing question. Though originally published as a sequel to the earlier novel, it is actually a separate story, in which Commander Karaminoff and his comrades discover the secrets of the mysterious red world and its perambulating machines.


Did Mars once harbour a dwindling race of beings who were compelled to take drastic measures in the face of the gradual dissolution of their planet—measures that might ensure a new lease of life for their kind? As you read the fabled history of this ancient globe and its doomed civilisation, you may be tempted to see in the efforts of the Martians to put off their inevitable fate some hint of the methods which man may have to adopt if he is to survive on his own overcrowded, polluted planet.


Unlike ‘Sleepers of Mars,’ the other stories in this volume saw publication in the U.S.A. before they were presented in Tales of Wonder, the first British magazine to specialise in science fiction, which I was able to initiate in 1937 and which became a war casualty in 1942. The notions they offer still seem fantastic, but are none the less plausible in the hands of a writer who was always noted for his ability to tell a convincing story rather than merely to project a novel idea.


WALTER GILLINGS









SLEEPERS OF MARS


A Sequel to Stowaway to Mars









CHAPTER ONE


THE MARTIAN MACHINES


THE Sun, which has seen many strange things upon his planets, and has stranger yet to see, had risen a few hours into the Martian day at a point where, close to the equator, there was unfamiliar activity. His beams still slanted so that the wastes of reddish sandhills and protruding rocks, which cover the great part of the fourth planet, cast shadows and gave a rugged character to the scene. Before long, when he had risen a little farther, that aspect would have disappeared; the dreary miles of sand would shimmer unshaded, unchanging, barren as they had been for centuries.


All the planets are dying. Some, like Pluto swinging in his remote icy circuit, are dying without having lived. They have passed straight from glowing birth to frozen death, too far from the Sun ever to have nourished life. Not so the inner planets; certainly not so Mars. But there is nothing eternal about a star system. Those members of it which manage to produce life can sustain it only for a short time, while all the conditions are suitable. And the time left to life on Mars was growing short.


It would have been finished there long ago, but for the tenacity with which it always defends itself. Without the supreme effort which had laced the surface of the planet with canals to hold back the creeping deserts, life would have vanished thousands of years before, or would have remained only in lowly forms, close to the poles, waiting until it should be crushed at last between ice-cap and desert.


But the canals, desperate and stupendous effort though they were, could not change the inevitable. They could delay it for centuries, even millennia, as indeed they had; but they could do no more than delay. True, there was some vegetation still along their banks—dry, rusty-looking bushes, whose papery leaves rustled dismally when there was a rare breath of moving air to stir them; but even their years were numbered now. There was still water in the canals to feed their roots, and would be for a long time, but gradually they grew less.


The sky which had once been blue was now purple, growing deeper as the centuries sucked the air into space; and the ebb of the air was the ebb of life. Slowly and relentlessly, the deserts crept ever closer to the edges of the canals. …


But, after all, just what is meant by life? It is a pretty piece of vanity for us to assume that it is only something on a carbon basis needing oxygen for its existence. For there were things on the deserts, things in the cities and things moving in the papery bushes which suffered no inconvenience from the thinning of the air. And in a part of the equatorial belt—a region where man might have been able to live even yet, had he enough atmosphere to keep his lungs working—was a manifestation that the process of decay was as yet by no means complete.


Two tall metal cylinders stood upright, separated by a space of a mile or so, their symmetry oddly alien in the featureless landscape. Both tapered at their tops to blunted noses, suggesting from a distance two colossal fingers pointing into the heavens. There was little difference in their main outlines, save that the one labelled in Russian characters close to its prow, Tovaritch, was supported upon four huge flanges which sprang from its base, while the slightly smaller, though more grandiosely named Gloria Mundi perched upon three.


About the great fins of both cylinders was a flurry of metal parts flashing in the sunlight. It gave at first a suggestion of ants at work, until a closer view showed that although the workers had, superficially, something of the form of insects, yet they belonged neither to the insect nor animal kingdoms. The likeness at a distance was an accident of design, for their coffin-shaped body-cases were supported upon three pairs of legs, while two flexible tentacles at one end gave the impression of antennae.


But the impression went little farther, for a closer view showed that the body was a metal box, no less than coffin-sized, and that the supporting legs and active tentacles were also of white metal. At the broader end, where it was natural to expect a head, was something which looked more like the front of a complicated film camera equipped with a lens which swivelled continually as it peered this way and that.


Nevertheless, there remained something insect-like in the way they fussed about the bases of the towering cylinders.


These two great rockets from Earth were not wanted on Mars, and their departure was being arranged for them. It was not, however, the callous Martian intention to drive them at random into space. The decision that they must leave held no animosity, and the activity about the flanges showed that care was being taken that both vessels should have the best possible chance of making the return to Earth safely.


It had been necessary not only to raise them from their prone positions to the perpendicular, a matter of sheer force, but there was now in progress the far more ticklish job of jacking them up and adjusting them so that the correct inclination was meticulously attained. And this precise alignment, so that the take-off performed at the exact second of a given minute should set them on the right course for Earth, was proving a matter of more difficulty with the four-flanged Russian rocket than with the tripod-supported English ship.


Nevertheless, the work was proceeding with more dispatch than the rockets’ owners could have contrived, since the metallic workers, being themselves machines of precision, could dispense with much of the wearisome calculation which the men from Earth must have found necessary.


The men who had made this leap of over 35,000,000 miles across space had had the opportunity to do little more than scratch a bare acquaintance with the foreign planet. The English rocket, the Gloria Mundi, under the command of that spectacular and much-publicised rocket-plane racer, Dale Curtance (remember the song, ‘Curty, the King of the Clouds’?), had arrived first. After landing at the spot where the rocket now stood, they had set out upon what was intended as a brief preliminary exploration as far as the banks of the near-by canal.


It had turned out to be their only expedition—and not so brief, at that. On their return, as they broke out of the scrawny canal-zone bushes on to the reddish sand, they had found their return barred by a horde of mechanical monstrosities with clearly hostile intentions. In the course of a half-night that they spent beleaguered on a sandhill, it had begun to appear that those hostile intentions would be successful by reason of the men’s air or ammunition—or both—giving out.


It was the arrival of the Russian rocket which had raised the siege by scattering the weird machines in flight across the desert. The men from the Gloria Mundi had lost no time in taking the chance to regain their own ship.


Later, the Russians had a similar experience. Karaminoff, Comrade-Commander, had set out accompanied by five of his crew. The two others—Gordonov, the engineer, and Zhatkin, the navigating mathematician, a small, dreamy-eyed, oriental-looking man from Kirghiz—he had left in charge of the Tovaritch.


Karaminoff’s first objective had been a visit to the other rocket. His brief interview there with Curtance was unsatisfactory to all concerned, and the affair ended in a mishap which reduced his party to four. Karaminoff had been in the act of exchanging a red flag with the hammer-and-sickle upon it for the Union Jack which the British had planted, in the ingenuous belief that its erection gave them jurisdiction over the entire planet, when an angry young man without even a respirator broke from the Gloria Mundi’s air-lock and fired a pistol wildly in his direction.


Luckily, the damage was not serious; the bullet had taken Mikletski, the biologist, in the flesh of his right arm. Comrade Vassiloff, second-in-command of the Tovaritch, had turned swiftly, and by a lucky shot disabled the young man before he could do further damage. The latter had fallen back into the air-lock and managed to pull the outer door shut behind him.


It was a misfortune, but little more than that. Real trouble came to the Russians later.


Comrade-Commander Karaminoff, unwilling to be burdened with a partially-disabled man, sent him back in company with the doctor, Platavinov, to have the wound dressed while he himself went on with three companions, Vassiloff, Vinski and Steinoi, to investigate the source of an agitation in the bushes more than a mile away.


What he had expected to find in those dry, crackling thickets he had no very clear idea, but it was certainly not the things which emerged to meet him.


The whole party stopped dead and stared as a string of machines clanked and clattered towards them. The cases which held the mechanisms were of many shapes—cubical, spherical, ovoid, pyramidal, rhomboidal and forms unnamed. None stood much higher than a man, and some considerably lower. They moved over the sand by means of stilts, skids, joined or unjoined legs—anything but wheels. Many of the appendages were odd, unmatched and grotesquely inappropriate to the designs of the machines which drove them.


The four amazed men hesitated, and then began to retreat. But before they had covered a quarter of the distance back to their ship another band of mechanical monstrosities had raced to cut off their retreat, and they found themselves beleaguered as the English party had been before them.


The situation was unpleasant, nor did it improve. Accurate firing at the machines’ lenses could put them out of action, but the Russians had only a few dozen rounds between them, and it was not by any means every shot that told. After being repulsed twice with several casualties, the machines settled down to wait as though they had all the time in Mars at their disposal—which, indeed, they seemed to have, and which the men certainly had not.


But for the present it appeared there was little to be done about it: precious ammunition must not be wasted, and it would be futile as well as foolhardy to do anything which would bring them within range of the metal tentacles or the jointed arms of the mechanical travesties.


Vinski broke open the small reflex camera he was carrying, and with the mirror from its interior, heliographed to the Tovaritch. The answer blinked back by the searchlight was not encouraging.


Mikletski and Platavinov had also been cut off, but were at present holding out against a small band of the mechanical monsters; the other two were now bottled up in the rocket-ship with a group of similar uncouth machines waiting patiently round the air-lock. Vinski turned his attention to the Gloria Mundi and signalled her in English, only to learn that she too was in a state of siege.


The day wore on with only an occasional exchange of messages to relieve the monotony. For six hours the Russians lay in the sunlight which streamed down from the strange, purplish sky, ringed round by the fantastic metal contraptions. They played a waiting game, knowing full well that it was their opponents’ strength, but unable to form any practicable plan. At the end of the sixth hour another message winked from the Gloria Mundi.


‘How long will your aid hold out?’


Vinski glanced at the meter on his oxygen tank and made a rapid calculation.


‘About eight hours,’ he flashed back.


It was a grim prospect. Once the tanks were finished, it would be a matter of just a few minutes. No human lungs had the capacity to win the necessary amount of oxygen from the thin Martian air. Unless something was done they would have to choose between a gasping death some time during the night and a suicidal rush at the guarding machines.


After a pause the signal light from the Gloria Mundi began again:


‘Are going to make grenades,’ Vinski read. ‘Tell your ship——’ Then the message ceased, mysteriously.


A few minutes later Vinski’s intent gaze was diverted from the rocket. Over the flank of a sandhill, a little to the right of it, poured a stream of the crazy machines. Moving at full speed they looked even more incredible than at rest.


As they lumbered and lurched along the truly imbecilic qualities of their designs were enhanced. But for the fact that his companions were with him, Vinski would have doubted his senses. Abruptly he became aware that the machines closer at hand had also caught this urge to move. As though at a signal their loose joints clattered, and in a moment they were sweeping down upon him.


Vinski, by reason of his position, had a couple of seconds’ more warning than the others. With a shout he dropped his rifle and stood up. There was no time to think; he acted instinctively, and in the only way which could save him. He took two steps forward and leaped desperately to clear the rank of oncoming machines.


It was a feat which would have been impossible on Earth, but Mars made his strength superhuman. As if he were the human shell fired from a circus gun, he sailed over the onrushing machines and tumbled to the ground behind them. But his three companions had no time to jump. They went down before the charge of threshing metal arms and feet.


As suddenly as they had started, the machines ceased to fire. Some kind of madness seemed to have overtaken them. They became a tangle of flailing levers and rods, inextricably intertwined, flashing and swirling in the sunlight with giddy brilliance.


Not until then did Vinski realise that there was a new power abroad in the Martian desert. For the first time he had a sight of the coffin-shaped machines, and with them a strange, many-legged tank-like device emitting blue flashes. It was clear that it was in some way responsible for the frenzy and disorganisation which had overtaken the attackers, for the newcomers, though queerly unfamiliar, had at least a reassuring quality of rational and credible design.


If their object had been only to disperse the fantastic attackers, they had been completely successful; but if they had intended rescue, they had not. Of the four in his group, Vinski alone survived. Karaminoff, Vassiloff and Steinoi had lost their lives beneath the stamping feet of the machines.


He found their bodies there, battered almost beyond recognition, and sick at heart he set out to trudge his lonely way back to the Tovaritch.









CHAPTER TWO


ORDERS TO LEAVE


HE reached the ship unmolested, for the newcomers had cleared the desert of the rest of the machines. Some had got away, but most, under the influence of the blue flashes, had contrived their own destruction and now lay in masses of tangled, broken parts.


He came from the air-lock into the ship’s living-room to find that the two left on board had already been joined by the doctor, Platavinov. Vinski made his report and learned that Mikletski, too, lay dead on the desert. A swinging arm of one of the fleeing machines had crushed his head as it passed.


Four out of the crew of eight were left. They had left Earth charged to explore and learn the condition of the planet, and if possible, to get into touch with any inhabitants there might be. In a few hours their number had been halved, and two of them had not yet set foot outside the ship.


By common consent they looked to Vinski for immediate guidance. None of the four was a leader by nature, but for the moment the Ukrainian, whose official status was that of recorder and historian of the expedition, appeared to dominate by reason of his physical size.


Zhatkin, the sad-looking Kirghizian, was happiest when he was involved in his complex figuring; when not so engaged, he tended to regard the things about him with a detached studiousness of no practical value, as far as anyone could see.


Platavinov, the doctor, had the scientific mind. He observed, he inquired, he classified; he was interested in a great many things, but he did not initiate.


There remained Gordonov, the engineer. He had started as Gordon when he was christened on Clydeside. His engines and machinery were the joy and pride of his life. Save for that period when a burning sense of injustice and a passionate desire for equality of opportunity—and opportunity on a larger scale than he could find at home—had led him to become a Soviet citizen, he had shown little interest in things outside his profession.


So it came about that the three turned their inquiries upon Vinski—and Vinski had little to offer. It looked to him as if the expedition had come to a finish. It was unlikely that the four of them could contrive to raise their rocket to the perpendicular, and that had to be accomplished before the return journey could be begun. His present forecast was that they would stay where they were until food or air failed them, and the end came.


He wondered how the men in the English rocket saw the situation, and was tempted to send over an offer of mutual assistance in raising their rockets. The memory of the shooting incident which had concluded the previous visit deterred him, however, for the time being.


During the night, as they lay in their hammocks, came a bewildering sensation that the world about them was turning topsy-turvy. It took the crew of the Tovaritch some little time to realise that the machines outside were solving their greatest problem for them, and were raising their ship to the vertical. The darkness outside gave them no chance to see how it was being done, but daylight revealed that both rockets had been treated alike.


The four stood by one of the fused quartz windows. Little over a mile away the shell-like shape of the Gloria Mundi gleamed at them.


‘At least they’re making no distinctions; that’s some consolation,’ Gordonov said.


‘A poor sort of consolation,’ the doctor thought. ‘It looks to me like a pretty pointed hint that we’re not welcome.’


‘Nothing that has happened to us yet could give any other impression,’ said Vinski.


‘But surely they can’t mean to get rid of us before we’ve made any contacts? They’ve not even heard what we’ve got to say. Damn it, it’s not every day that visitors turn up from another planet,’ Platavinov objected.


Vinski crossed the room. He took his mask and oxygen tank from their locker, and put them on. The doctor, after a momentary hesitation, did the same, and the two men stepped into the air-lock together.


Now that the rocket stood erect, the entrance was raised more than a hundred feet in the air. When the outer door was open it was possible, by leaning well out, to see what was happening around the base flanges in an area which was out of range of the inclined windows.


A metallic chatter accosted them as they peered down. It sounded thin and distorted in the rarefied air, but there was no doubt that it was a mechanically-produced voice of some kind. Looking for its source, Vinski became aware that one of the glittering, coffin-shaped machines was standing apart from the rest: its tentacles were extended, and its lens pointed directly up at them.


The chattering voice seemed to emanate from some part of it. Vinski nudged his companion, and pointed. The two of them gazed at it in silence for some perplexed seconds.


‘Well, I suppose it means something.’ Platavinov said at last, ‘but it doesn’t seem to help much. Try it in English. It may have picked some up from our Empire-building friends over there.’


But the machine did not respond. However, it did occur to it, or to its operator, that not much progress was being made. The chatter broke off abruptly. With two great sweeps of the flexible metal arms it smoothed the surface of the sand before it, then with lightning movements of one tentacle it scribbled a row of characters.


‘It’s a trier, anyway,’ said Vinski, as they watched the queer signs taking form. ‘Though why it should assume we can understand its writing, when we can’t get a line on its lingo, is more than I can say. As it is, not even being able to tell which way up the stuff is, we don’t look like getting far.’


The machine’s tentacle whipped back and curled itself close to its side. The lens swivelled and trained itself on them. It took no more than a few seconds to appreciate that its second attempt at communication had been no more successful than the first. Undismayed, it swept the sand level again.


This time it started by making a single circular impression in the middle; then, extending a tentacle from its other side, it stood motionless for some seconds, one long arm resting on the mark and the other pointing at the Sun. The upper tentacle suddenly re-curled itself. The other rapidly drew three concentric circles about the original mark. Again the second tentacle uncurled, and pointed directly at them while the first rested on the outermost of the circles.


‘That’s easy; and it certainly knows where we came from,’ Vinski said, as they watched it draw a fourth circle to represent the orbit of Mars.


Near a point which it had made to represent the actual position of Mars, the silvery arms made a rapid sketch of their rocket-ship, pointed towards the centre of the diagram. It swivelled its lens up once more, to be sure of attention, before it very deliberately drew a line which began at Mars and ended on the Earth’s orbit.


‘Which seems to indicate that you were right,’ Vinski said. ‘They don’t seem to want us here. And if this planet can show no better forms of animation than we’ve seen already I can’t say I’m sorry.’


Platavinov nodded. There was little chance that the machine could be intending to convey anything else. He watched it as it repeated its action in a manner which dispelled all doubt. Then Vinski, assuming an expression of intense inquiry, lifted his arm and pointed towards the other rocket. The machine drew another sketch of a rocket beside the first, and from it another line to Earth’s orbit.


Vinski nodded. ‘So they’re to be shoved off, too,’ he observed.


The machine, assured that its point was taken, became active in another way. It picked up a metal rod, retired with it for some distance and then stopped to thrust it aslant into the ground. It pointed a tentacle first to the Sun, then drew it along the shadow which the rod cast; and at the end it repeated its rocket-sketching trick in the sand.


‘So far, so bad,’ observed Vinski. ‘About as clear as dregs. What’s it doing now—communing with itself? Or don’t machines commune?’


With a switch of its legs, to be sure that they still watched, the machine moved again. It drew another line from the base of the rod at an acute angle to the former. At the end of it, it started sketching once more.


‘Getting damned good at drawing rockets, isn’t it?’ Vinski went on. ‘What’s the point of all this?’


Platavinov frowned, then, sure that the machine had its lens on him, he carried his finger to the right, and then raised both arms suddenly. The machine below imitated exactly with its tentacles, then pointed emphatically once more to the second line.


‘What——?’ began Vinski, but Platavinov cut him short.


‘I gather that the idea is for us to take off exactly when the shadow coincides with the second line. That should be in about three hours, at a guess. We’d better get back and see what Zhatkin has to say about it.’


They closed the outer door of the lock and shortly re-emerged into the living-room. Vinski reported briefly to the others on what had taken place.


‘The first thing seems to be for Comrade Zhatkin to determine whether some three hours from now would be a possible time for taking off,’ he added. ‘Will you get on with that?’


Zhatkin nodded. His eyes lost their dreamy look as he glanced at the chronometer and went to fetch his slide-rule, charts and tables.


Platavinov demurred:


‘Isn’t the first thing to decide whether we are going to take any notice of this—this order to leave?’ He looked thoughtfully at Vinski and Gordonov. ‘So far we have learned almost nothing of Mars save that an intelligence of some kind certainly exists here. Are we justified in wasting the labour and expense which our comrades put into the ship by going back practically empty-handed?


‘We were to establish relations with any inhabitants of the planet. Are we to go back now and admit that we don’t even know whether there are any, save these absurd machines? We know nothing of the flora, fauna or minerals; we have seen nothing but a very small corner of a desert. Oughtn’t we to stay on and try to come to some understanding with the machines themselves, even if we cannot make contact with their masters? We could start by convincing them that we come with only peaceful intentions.’


‘I doubt whether that would interest them—particularly as we have already destroyed a number of machines,’ Vinski replied. ‘In any case, why should they bother to negotiate with us, and what sort of an agreement can one make with a machine?’


‘There’s another point,’ Gordonov put in. ‘I’ll tell you straight, I’m not for taking off in a few hours’ time. And it’s not for Platavinov’s reason, either. It’s because I’ve had no chance to look over the ship and test her. How am I to know that after all she’s done she is in a fit condition to turn straight round and spend another three months in space?’


‘Is anything likely to be wrong?’


‘Not that I know of, but there might be.’


Vinski glanced towards one of the windows. From where he sat he could see the British rocket. He considered it thoughtfully for a while.


‘The English,’ he remarked at length, ‘have a saying that possession is nine points of the law. It is just the kind of sentiment one would expect to find in a capitalist country. Now, neither we nor they can truthfully say that Mars has been possessed—far from it; nevertheless, the first thing those men in the Gloria Mundi did was to set up their flag and formally annex the planet to the British Empire.


‘Yes, in one way it is a matter for smiling, but in another it is not. For when they get back they will announce their claim to it at once. In a case like this, it is the first claim to be published that will carry the weight; that is where their proverb comes in. And if they are wise enough to give other capitalist countries a title to parts of this planet, the rest of the world will support their claim. If we make a later claim it will appear merely that we are trying to dispossess them.


‘But if we make a public announcement first that Mars is the eighth and latest republic to be attached to the Soviet Union, the position is reversed. There will be trouble and disputes, of course, but it will be registered in the minds of the world that ours was the first claim. They will say, of course, that they landed here first, and therefore have the right but at least there will be a confusion of claims.


‘You may not think this matters a great deal, but one day it will. Some time there will be a better method of space travel than these cumbersome rocket-ships, and the ownership of Mars will become a practical question. When that day comes, we do not wish to see it already labelled in the public mind as just another British colony—assuming that the British Empire is still in existence, of course.’


‘Certainly not,’ Platavinov agreed. ‘And therefore you suggest——?’


‘That we shall do a great deal more for Russia by arriving first on Earth to announce our claim than by staying here on the thin chance that we may be allowed to do a little exploring.’


‘But can we arrive before they do?’


‘There’s no doubt of that. The Gloria Mundi is a smaller ship. She carries less reserve of fuel. There is also the fact that she was intended to carry five, and actually left with six on board.’


‘Was that true, then, about the girl stowaway?’ Zhatkin asked, looking up from his calculations.


‘I believe so.’


‘There wasn’t any sign of her when we went there,’ the doctor put in.


‘They may have thrown her out,’ Gordonov suggested.


Vinski thought not. ‘But whether they did or not,’ he went on, ‘the harm was done. The rocket had to expend the extra power required to lift her weight, which means that they have even less fuel margin than they intended.


‘Now, we have a much higher proportionate reserve, as Gordonov can tell you. Even if Karaminoff and the others were still with us, we could probably accelerate to a velocity of 0.5 of a mile per second more than they would dare. Whereas, with four less to lift …’ He left the obvious conclusion of the sentence to them.


‘Dare?’ inquired Platavinov.


‘Yes, she must retain enough fuel to break her fall back to Earth. If she uses even one pound too much in an effort to accelerate, she’ll crash when she lands, and nothing can save her. Gordonov will back me up.’


‘I will that,’ the engineer agreed. ‘There’s not a doubt about it. But you don’t want 0.5 of a mile more. Man, that’s an awful lot. I’d say that 0.1 or even 0.10 will give us all the lead we’ll need over that distance. Zhatkin’ll be able to say exactly what it works out at.’


‘All right,’ Platavinov admitted. ‘It seems a waste that we should have come so far and found out so little; but your point about getting in first is sound. Certainly the second arrival will find his thunder stolen.’


‘And it’ll do that Curtance good to come off second best for once,’ Vinski added. ‘There’ll be quite a lot of satisfaction in that. Then, if the Gloria Mundi takes off, we do?’


Only Gordonov dissented. He still held that there ought to be some inspection of the rocket before they trusted her to take them through space again. Vinski shrugged his shoulders.


‘I know it would ease your careful mind, but if we are to be kept bottled up, you’ll have no chance of doing it however long we stay.’


‘Let’s hope we’re lucky,’ Gordonov grunted.




OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title Page



		Gateway Introduction



		Contents



		Introduction



		Sleepers of Mars



		CHAPTER ONE: THE MARTIAN MACHINES



		CHAPTER TWO: ORDERS TO LEAVE



		CHAPTER THREE: MAROONED ON MARS



		CHAPTER FOUR: THE ABANDONED CITY



		CHAPTER FIVE: THE FATE OF THE MARTIANS



		CHAPTER SIX: IN THE VAULT



		CHAPTER SEVEN: THE SLEEPER’S STORY



		CHAPTER EIGHT: THE REVOLT OF THE SLEEPERS



		CHAPTER NINE: JOURNEY’S END









		Worlds to Barter



		CHAPTER ONE: THE REFUGEE FROM 2145



		CHAPTER TWO: A VOICE FROM THE FUTURE



		CHAPTER THREE: THE SENILE WORLD



		CHAPTER FOUR: THE LAST WARNING



		CHAPTER FIVE: THE EVACUATION OF EARTH









		Invisible Monster



		CHAPTER ONE: THE ‘HURAKAN’ RETURNS



		CHAPTER TWO: PREY OF THE UNSEEN



		CHAPTER THREE: THE GROWING MENACE



		CHAPTER FOUR: THE MONSTER MULTIPLIES



		CHAPTER FIVE: THE INVISIBLES’ SECRET









		The Man from Earth



		CHAPTER ONE: CREATURES OF THE VALLEY



		CHAPTER TWO: THE EARTH-MAN’S STORY



		CHAPTER THREE: THE FATEFUL VOYAGE



		CHAPTER FOUR: THE SILENT VALLEY









		The Third Vibrator



		Website



		Copyright













		Cover



		Table of Contents









OEBPS/images/9781473230873.jpg
TEWAY





OEBPS/images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





