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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.
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THE monorail was losing speed as it climbed up out of the shadowed lowlands. At any moment now, thought Sadler, they would overtake the sun. The line of darkness moved so slowly here that, with a little effort, a man could keep abreast of it, could hold the sun balanced on the horizon until he had to pause for rest. Even then it would slip so reluctantly from sight that more than an hour would pass before the last dazzling segment vanished below the edge of the Moon, and the long lunar night began.


He had been racing through that night, across the land that the first pioneers had opened up two centuries ago, at a steady and comfortable 500 kilometres an hour. Apart from a bored conductor, who seemed to have nothing to do but produce cups of coffee on request, the only other occupants of the car were four astronomers from the Observatory. They had nodded affably enough when he came aboard, but had promptly lost themselves in a technical argument, and had ignored Sadler ever since. He felt a little hurt by this neglect, then consoled himself with the thought that perhaps they took him for a seasoned resident, not a newcomer on his first assignment to the Moon.


The lights in the car made it impossible to see much of the darkened land through which they were racing in almost complete silence. ‘Darkened’, of course, was only a relative term. It was true that the sun had gone, but not far from the zenith the Earth was approaching its first quarter. It would grow steadily until at lunar midnight, a week from now, it would be a blinding disc too bright for the unprotected eye to gaze upon.


Sadler left his seat and went forward, past the still-arguing astronomers, towards the curtained alcove at the front of the car. He was not yet accustomed to possessing only a sixth of his normal weight, and moved with exaggerated caution through the narrow corridor between the toilets and the little control room.


Now he could see properly. The observation windows were not as large as he would have liked; some safety regulation was responsible for that. But there was no internal light to distract his eyes, and at last he could enjoy the cold glory of this ancient, empty land.


Cold—yes, he could well believe that beyond these windows it was already two hundred degrees below zero, though the sun had sunk only a few hours before. Some quality of the light pouring down from the distant seas and clouds of Earth gave the impression. It was a light tinged with blues and greens; an arctic radiance that gave no atom of heat. And that, thought Sadler, was surely a paradox, for it came from a world of light and warmth.


Ahead of the speeding car, the single rail—supported by pillars uncomfortably far apart—arrowed into the east. Another paradox; this world was full of them. Why couldn’t the sun set in the west, as it did on Earth? There must be some simple astronomical explanation, but for the moment Sadler could not decide what it was. Then he realised that, after all, such labels were purely arbitrary, and could easily get misplaced when a new world was mapped.


They were still rising slowly, and there was a cliff on the right which limited vision. On the left—let’s see, that would be south, wouldn’t it?—the broken land fell away in a series of layers as though, a billion years ago, the lava welling up from the Moon’s molten heart had solidified in successive, weakening waves. It was a scene that chilled the soul, yet there were spots on Earth as bleak as this. The Badlands of Arizona were equally as desolate; the upper slopes of Everest were far more hostile, for here at least was no eternal, ravening wind.


And then Sadler almost cried out aloud, for the cliff on the right came to a sudden end, as if a monstrous chisel had sliced it off the surface of the Moon. It no longer barred his view; he could see clear round to the north. The unpremeditated artistry of Nature had produced an effect so breathtaking that it was hard to believe it was merely an accident of time and place.


There, marching across the sky in flaming glory, were the peaks of the Apennines, incandescent in the last rays of the hidden sun. The abrupt explosion of light left Sadler almost blinded; he shielded his eyes from the glare, and waited until he could safely face it again. When he looked once more the transformation was complete. The stars, which until a moment ago had filled the sky, had vanished. His contracted pupils could no longer see them: even the glowing Earth now seemed no more than a feeble patch of greenish luminosity. The glare from the sunlit mountains, still a hundred kilometres away, had eclipsed all other sources of light.


The peaks floated in the sky, fantastic pyramids of flame. They seemed to have no more connection with the ground beneath them than do the clouds that gather above a sunset on Earth. The line of shadow was so sharp, the lower slopes of the mountains so lost in utter darkness, that only the burning summits had any real existence. It would be hours yet before the last of those proud peaks fell back into the shadow of the Moon and surrendered to the night.


The curtains behind-Sadler parted; one of his fellow passengers came into the alcove and took up a position by the window. Sadler wondered whether to open the conversation: he still felt a little piqued at being so completely ignored. However, the problem in etiquette was solved for him.


“Worth coming from Earth to see, isn’t it?” said a voice from the gloom at his side.


“It certainly is,” Sadler replied. Then, trying to be blasé, he added, “But I suppose you get used to it in time.”


There was a chuckle from the darkness.


“I wouldn’t say that. Some things you never get used to, however long you live here. Just got in?”


“Yes. Landed last night in the Tycho Brahe. Haven’t had time to see much yet.”


In unconscious mimicry Sadler found himself using the clipped sentences of his companion. He wondered if everyone on the Moon talked like this. Perhaps they thought it saved air.


“Going to work at the Observatory?”


“In a way, though I won’t be on the permanent staff. I’m an accountant. Doing a cost-analysis of your operations.”


This produced a thoughtful silence, which was finally broken by:


“Rude of me—should have introduced myself. Robert Molton. Head of Spectroscopy. Nice to have someone around who can tell us how to do our income tax.”


“I was afraid that would come up,” said Sadler dryly. “My name’s Bertram Sadler; I’m from the Audit Bureau.”


“Humph. Think we’re wasting money here?”


“That’s for someone else to decide. I’ve only got to find how you spend it, not why.”


“Well, you’re going to have some fun. Everyone here can make out a good case for spending twice as much money as they get. And I’d like to know how the devil you’ll put a price-tag on pure scientific research.”


Sadler had been wondering that for some time, but thought it best not to attempt any further explanations. His story had been accepted without question: if he tried to make it more convincing, he would give himself away. He was not a good liar, though he hoped to improve with practice.


In any case, what he had told Molton was perfectly true. Sadler only wished it was the whole truth, and not a mere five per cent of it.


“I was wondering how we’re going to get through those mountains,” he remarked, pointing to the burning peaks ahead. “Do we go over—or under?”


“Over,” said Molton. “They look spectacular, but they’re really not so big. Wait till you see the Leibnitz Mountains or the Oberthe Range. They’re twice as high.”


These are quite good enough to start with, thought Sadler. The low-slung monorail car, straddling its single track, bored through the shadows on a slowly rising course. In the darkness around them dimly seen crags and cliffs rushed forwards with explosive swiftness, then vanished astern. Sadler realised that probably nowhere else could one travel at such velocities so close to the ground. No jet liner, far above the clouds of Earth, ever gave such an impression of sheer speed as this.


If it had been day, Sadler could have seen the prodigies of engineering that had flung this track across the foothills of the Apennines. But the darkness veiled the gossamer bridges and the canyon-fringing curves: he saw only the approaching peaks, still magically afloat upon the sea of night that lapped around them.


Then, far to the east, a burning bow peeped above the edge of the Moon. They had risen out of shadow, had joined the mountains in their glory, and overtaken the sun itself. Sadler looked away from the glare which flooded the cabin, and for the first time saw clearly the man standing by his side.


Doctor (or would it be Professor?) Molton was in the early fifties, but his hair was quite black and very abundant. He had one of those strikingly ugly faces that somehow immediately inspire confidence. Here, one felt, was the humorous, worldly wise philosopher; the modern Socrates, sufficiently detached to give unbiased advice to all, yet by no means aloof from human contact. “The heart of gold beneath the rugged exterior.” Sadler thought to himself, and flinched mentally at the triteness of the phrase.


Their eyes met in the silent appraisal of two men who know that their future business will bring them together again. Then Molton smiled, wrinkling a face that was almost as craggy as the surrounding moonscape.


“Must be your first dawn on the Moon. If you can call this a dawn, of course … anyway, it’s a sunrise. Pity it’ll only last ten minutes—we’ll be over the top then and back into night. Then you’ll have to wait two weeks to see the sun again.”


“Doesn’t it get a trifle—boring—being cooped up for fourteen days?” asked Sadler. No sooner had he spoken the words than he realised that he had probably made a fool of himself. But Molton let him down lightly.


“You’ll see,” he answered. “Day or night, it’s much the same underground. Anyway, you can go out whenever you like. Some people prefer the night time; the earthlight makes them feel romantic.”


The monorail had now reached the apex of its trajectory through the mountains. Both travellers fell silent as the peaks on either side reared to their climax, then began to sink astern. They had burst through the barrier, and were dropping down the much steeper slopes overlooking the Mare Imbrium. As they descended, so the sun, which their speed had conjured back from night, shrank from a bow to a thread, from a thread to a single point of fire, and winked out of existence. In the last instant of that false sunset, seconds before they sank again into the shadow of the Moon, there was a moment of magic that Sadler would never forget. They were moving along a ridge that the sun had already left, but the track of the monorail, scarcely a metre above it, still caught the last rays. It seemed as if they were rushing along an unsupported ribbon of light, a filament of flame built by sorcery rather than human engineering. Then final darkness fell, and the magic ended. The stars began to creep back into the sky as Sadler’s eyes readapted themselves to the night.


“You were lucky,” said Molton. “I’ve ridden this run a hundred times, but I’ve never seen that. Better come back into the car—they’ll be serving a snack in a minute. Nothing more to see now, anyway.”


That, thought Sadler, was hardly true. The blazing earth-light, coming back into its own now that the sun was gone, flooded the great plain that the ancient astronomers had so inaccurately christened the Sea of Rains. Compared with the mountains that lay behind, it was not spectacular, yet it was still something to catch the breath.


“I’ll wait awhile,” Sadler answered. “Remember, this is all new to me and I don’t want to miss any of it.”


Molton laughed, not unkindly. “Can’t say I blame you,” he said. “Afraid we sometimes take things for granted.”


The monorail was now sliding down an absolutely vertiginous incline that would have been suicide on Earth. The cold, green-lit plain lifted to meet them: a range of low hills, dwarfs beside the mountains they had left behind, broke the skyline ahead. Once again the uncannily near horizon of this little world began to close in upon them again. They were back at ‘sea’ level.…


Sadler followed Molton through the curtains and into the cabin, where the steward was setting out trays for his small company.


“Do you always have as few passengers as this?” asked Sadler. “I shouldn’t think it was a very economic proposition.”


“Depends what you mean by economics,” Molton replied. “A lot of the things here will look funny on your balance sheets. But it doesn’t cost much to run this service. Equipment lasts for ever—no rust, no weather. Cars only get serviced every couple of years.”


That was something Sadler certainly hadn’t considered. There were a great many things he had to learn, and some of them he might find out the hard way.


The meal was tasty but unidentifiable. Like all food on the Moon, it would have been grown in the great hydroponic farms that sprawled their square kilometres of pressurised greenhouses along the equator. The meat of course was presumably synthetic: it might have been beef, but Sadler happened to know that the only cow on the Moon lived in luxury at the Hipparchus Zoo. This was the sort of useless information his diabolically retentive mind was always picking up and refusing to disgorge.


Perhaps mealtime had made the other astronomers more affable, for they were friendly enough when Dr Molton introduced them, and managed to avoid talking shop for a few minutes. It was obvious, however, that they regarded his mission with some alarm. Sadler could see them all mentally reviewing their appropriations and wondering what kind of case they could put up if they were challenged. He had no doubt that they would all have highly convincing stories, and would try to blind him with science if he attempted to pin them down. He had been through it all before, though never in quite such circumstances as these.


The car was now on the last lap of its journey, and would be at the Observatory in little more than an hour. The 600 kilometre run across the Mare Imbrium was almost straight and level, apart from a brief detour to the east to avoid the hills around the giant walled plain of Archimedes. Sadler settled himself down comfortably, pulled out his briefing papers, and began to do some study.


The organisation chart he unfolded covered most of the table. It was neatly printed in several colours, according to the various departments of the Observatory, and Sadler looked at it with some distaste. Ancient man, he remembered, had once been defined as a tool-making animal. He often felt that the best description of modern man would be a paper-wasting animal.


Below the headings ‘Director’ and ‘Deputy Director’ the chart split three ways under the captions ADMINISTRATION, TECHNICAL SERVICES, and OBSERVATORY. Sadler looked for Dr Molton; yes, there he was, in the OBSERVATORY section, directly beneath the Chief Scientist and heading the short column of names labelled ‘Spectroscopy’. He seemed to have six assistants: two of them—Jamieson and Wheeler—were men to whom Sadler had just been introduced. The other traveller in the monocab, he discovered, was not really a scientist at all. He had a little box of his own on the chart, and was responsible to no one but the Director. Sadler suspected that Secretary Wagnall was probably quite a power in the land, and would be well worth cultivating.


He had been studying the chart for half an hour, and had completely lost himself in its ramifications, when someone switched on the radio. Sadler had no objection to the soft music that filled the car; his powers of concentration could deal with worse interference than this. Then the music stopped; there was a brief pause, the six beeps of a time signal, and a suave voice began:


“This is Earth, Channel Two, Interplanetary Network. The signal you have just heard was twenty-one hundred hours GMT. Here is the news.”


There was no trace of interference. The words were as clear as if they were coming from a local station. Yet Sadler had noticed the skyward-tilting antenna system on the roof of the monocab, and knew that he was listening to a direct transmission. The words he was hearing had left Earth almost one and a half seconds ago: already they would be heading past him to far more distant worlds. There would be men who would not hear them for minutes yet—perhaps for hours, if the ships that the Federation had beyond Saturn were listening in. And that voice from Earth would still go on, expanding and fading, far beyond the uttermost limits of man’s explorations, until somewhere on the way to Alpha Centauri it was at last obliterated by the ceaseless radio whispering of the stars themselves.


“Here is the news. It has just been announced from the Hague that the conference on planetary resources has broken down. The delegates of the Federation are leaving Earth tomorrow, and the following statement has been issued from the Office of the President …”


There was nothing here that Sadler had not expected. But when a fear, however long anticipated, turns into a fact, there is always that same sinking of the heart. He glanced at his companions. Did they realise how serious this was?


They did. Secretary Wagnall had his chin cupped fiercely in his hands; Dr Molton was leaning back in his chair, eyes closed; Jamieson and Wheeler were staring at the table in glum concentration. Yes, they understood. Their work and their remoteness from Earth had not isolated them from the main currents of human affairs.


The impersonal voice, with its catalogue of disagreements and countercharges, of threats barely veiled by the euphemisms, of diplomacy, seemed to bring the inhuman cold of the lunar night seeping through the walls. It was hard to face the bitter truth, and millions of men would still be living in a fool’s paradise. They would shrug their shoulders and say with forced cheerfulness, “Don’t worry—it will all blow over.”


Sadler did not believe so. As he sat in that little, brightly illuminated cylinder racing north across the Sea of Rains, he knew that for the first time in two hundred years humanity was faced with the threat of war.
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IF war came, thought Sadler, it would be a tragedy of circumstance rather than deliberate policy. Indeed, the stubborn fact that had brought Earth into conflict with her ex-colonies sometimes seemed to him like a bad joke on the part of Nature.


Even before his unwelcome and unexpected assignment, Sadler had been well aware of the main facts behind the current crisis. It had been developing for more than a generation, and it arose from the peculiar position of the planet Earth.


The human race had been born on a world unique in the Solar System, loaded with a mineral wealth unmatched elsewhere. This accident of fate had given a flying start to man’s technology, but when he reached the other planets he found to his surprise and disappointment that for many of his most vital needs he must depend on the home world.


Earth is the densest of all the planets, only Venus approaching it in this respect. But Venus has no satellite, and the Earth Moon system forms a double world of a type found nowhere else among the planets. Its mode of formation is a mystery still, but it is known that when Earth was molten the Moon circled at only a fraction of its present distance, and raised gigantic tides in the plastic substance of its companion.


As a result of these internal tides the crust of the Earth is rich in heavy metals—far richer than that of any other of the planets. They hoard their wealth far down within their unreachable cores, protected by pressures and temperatures that guard them from man’s depredations. So, as human civilisation spread outwards from Earth, the drain on the mother-world’s dwindling resources steadily increased.


The light elements existed on the other planets in unlimited amounts, but such essential metals as mercury, lead, uranium, platinum, thorium and tungsten were almost unobtainable. For many of them no substitutes existed; their large-scale synthesis was impractical, despite two centuries of effort—and modern technology could not survive without them.


It was an unfortunate situation, and a very galling one for the independent republics on Mars, Venus, and the larger satellites, which had now united to form the Federation. It kept them dependent upon Earth, and prevented their expansion towards the frontiers of the Solar System. Though they had searched among the asteroids and moons, among the rubble left over when the worlds were formed, they had found little but worthless rock and ice. They must go cap in hand to the mother planet for almost every gram of a dozen metals that were more precious than gold.


That in itself might not have been serious, had not Earth grown steadily more jealous of its offspring during the 200 years since the dawn of space-travel. It was an old story, perhaps its classic example being the case of England and the American colonies. It has been truly said that history never repeats itself, but historical situations recur. The men who governed Earth were far more intelligent than George the Third: nevertheless, they were beginning to show the same reactions as that unfortunate monarch.


There were excuses on both sides; there always are. Earth was tired; it had spent itself, sending out its best blood to the stars. It saw power slipping from its hands, and knew that it had already lost the future. Why should it speed the process by giving to its rivals the tools they needed?


The Federation, on the other hand, looked back with a kind of affectionate contempt upon the world from which it had sprung. It had lured to Mars, Venus, and the satellites of the giant planets some of the finest intellects, and the most adventurous spirits, of the human race. Here was the new frontier, one which would expand for ever towards the stars. It was the greatest physical challenge mankind had ever faced, one that could be met only by supreme scientific skill and unyielding determination. These were virtues no longer essential on Earth; the fact that Earth was well aware of it did nothing to ease the situation.


All this might lead to discord and interplanetary invective, but it could never lead to violence. Some other factor was needed to produce that, some final spark which would set off an explosion echoing round the Solar System.


That spark had now been struck. The world did not know it yet, and Sadler himself had been equally ignorant a short six months ago. Central Intelligence, the shadowy organisation of which he was now a reluctant member, had been working night and day to neutralise the damage. A mathematical thesis entitled ‘A Quantitative Theory of the Formation of the Lunar Surface Features’ did not look the sort of thing that could start a war—but an equally theoretical paper by a certain Albert Einstein had once ended one.


The paper had been written some two years ago by Professor Roland Phillips, a peaceable Oxford cosmologist with no interest in politics. He had submitted it to the Royal Astronomical Society, and it was becoming a little difficult to give him a satisfactory explanation of the delay in publication. Unfortunately—and this was the fact that caused great distress to Central Intelligence—Professor Phillips had innocently sent copies to his colleagues on Mars and Venus. Desperate attempts had been made to intercept them, but in vain. By now the Federation must know that the Moon was not as impoverished a world as had been believed for 200 years.


There was no way of calling back knowledge that had leaked out, but there were other things about the Moon which it was now equally important that the Federation should not learn. Yet somehow it was learning them; somehow information was leaking across space from Earth to Moon, and then out to the planets.


When there’s a leak in the house, thought Sadler, you send for the plumber. But how do you deal with a leak which you can’t see—and which may be anywhere on the face of a world as large as Africa?


He still knew very little about the scope, size and methods, of Central Intelligence—and still resented, futile though that was, the way in which his private life had been disrupted. By training he was precisely what he pretended to be—an accountant. Six months ago, for reasons which had not been explained and which he probably never would discover, he had been interviewed and offered an unspecified job. His acceptance was quite voluntary: it was merely made clear to him that he had better not refuse. Since then he had spent most of his time under hypnosis, being pumped full of the most various kinds of information and living a monastic life in an obscure corner of Canada. (At least he thought it was Canada, but it might equally well have been Greenland or Siberia.) Now he was here on the Moon, a minor pawn in the game of interplanetary chess. He would be very glad when the whole frustrating experience was over. It seemed quite incredible to him that anyone would ever voluntarily become a secret agent. Only very immature and unbalanced individuals could get any satisfaction from such frankly uncivilised behaviour.


There were a few compensations. In the ordinary way he would never have had a chance of going to the Moon, and the experience he was gathering now might be a real asset in later years. Sadler always tried to take the long view, particularly when he was depressed by the current situation. And the situation, both on the personal and interplanetary levels, was depressing enough.


The safety of Earth was quite a responsibility, but it was really too big for one man to worry about. Whatever reason said, the vast imponderables of planetary politics were less of a burden than the little cares of everyday life. To a cosmic observer it might have seemed very quaint that Sadler’s greatest worry concerned one solitary human being. Would Jeanette ever forgive him, he wondered, for being away on their wedding anniversary? At least she would expect him to call her, and that was the one thing he dared not do. As far as his wife and his friends were concerned he was still on Earth. There was no way of calling from the Moon without revealing his location, for the two-and-a-half-second time-lag would betray him at once.


Central Intelligence could fix many things, but it could hardly speed up radio waves. It could deliver his anniversary present on time, as it had promised—but it couldn’t tell Jeanette when he would be home again.


And it couldn’t change the fact that, to conceal his whereabouts, he had had to lie to his wife in the sacred name of Security.
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WHEN Conrad Wheeler had finished comparing the tapes he got up from his chair and walked three times round the room. From the way he moved, an old hand could have told that Wheeler was a relative newcomer to the Moon. He had been with the Observatory staff for just six months, and still over-compensated for the frictional gravity in which he now lived. There was a jerkiness about his movements that contrasted with the smooth, almost slow-motion gait of his colleagues. Some of this abruptness was due to his own temperament, his lack of discipline, and quickness at jumping to conclusions. It was that temperament he was now trying to guard against.


He had made mistakes before—but this time, surely, there could be no doubt. The facts were undisputed, the calculation trivial—the answer awe-inspiring. Far out in the depths of space a star had exploded with unimaginable violence. Wheeler looked at the figures he had jotted down, checked them for the tenth time, and reached for the phone.


Sid Jamieson was not pleased at the interruption. “Is it really important?” he queried. “I’m in the dark-room doing some stuff for Old Mole. I’ll have to wait until these plates are washing, anyway.”


“How long will that take?”


“Oh, maybe five minutes. Then I’ve got some more to do.”


“I think this is important. It’ll only take a moment. I’m up in Instrumentation 5.”


Jamieson was still wiping developer from his hands when he arrived. After more than 300 years, certain aspects of photography were quite unchanged. Wheeler, who thought that everything could be done by electronics, regarded many of his older friend’s activities as survivals from the age of alchemy.


“Well?” said Jamieson, as usual wasting no words.


Wheeler pointed to the punched tape lying on the desk.


“I was doing the routine check of the magnitude integrator. It’s found something.”


“It’s always doing that,” snorted Jamieson. “Every time anyone sneezes in the Observatory it thinks it’s discovered a new planet.”


There were solid grounds for Jamieson’s scepticism. The integrator was a tricky instrument, easily misled, and many astronomers thought it more trouble than it was worth. But it happened to be one of the Director’s pet projects, so there was no hope of doing anything about it until there was a change of administration. Maclaurin had invented it himself, back in the days when he had had time to do some practical astronomy. An automatic watchdog of the skies, it would wait patiently for years until a new star—a “nova”—blazed in the heavens. Then it would ring a bell and start calling for attention.


“Look,” said Wheeler, “there’s the record. Don’t just take my word for it.”


Jamieson ran the tape through the converter, copied down the figures, and did a quick calculation. Wheeler smiled in satisfaction and relief as his friend’s jaw dropped.


“Thirteen magnitudes in twenty-four hours! Wow!”


“I made it thirteen point four, but that’s good enough. For my money, it’s a supernova. And a close one.”


The two young astronomers looked at each other in thoughtful silence. Then Jamieson remarked:


“This is too good to be true. Don’t start telling everybody about it until we’re quite sure. Let’s get its spectrum first, and treat it as an ordinary nova until then.”


There was a dreamy look in Wheeler’s eyes.


“When was the last supernova in our galaxy?”


“That was Tycho’s star—no, it wasn’t—there was one a bit later, round about 1600.”


“Anyway, it’s been a long time. This ought to get me on good terms with the Director again.”


“Perhaps,” said Jamieson dryly. “It would just about take a supernova to do that. I’ll go and get the spectrograph ready while you put out the report. We mustn’t be greedy; the other observatories will want to get into the act.” He looked at the integrator, which had returned to its patient searching of the sky. “I guess you’ve paid for yourself,” he added, “even if you never find anything again except space-ship navigation lights.”
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