

















































































































BADGE OF INFAMY 37

culture to a glass slide. The sun-
light streaming through a barred
window supplied sufficient illumi-
nation, and he carefully adjusted
the microscope on a table just un-
der the window, juggling with the
magnification until a faint smudge,
pale blue in hue, came into view
on the slide.

He reached for the stains. He
was working more methodically
now, with greater self-assurance.
One of the stains was starred in
ink. He tried it on a hunch, as-
suming that the judge had used it
on Martian plants successfully. It
was completely useless. But his
fourth try gave him results, against
all the laws of probability.

Under the highest magnification
he could see a few significant de-
tails. There were dozens of cells
in his impure culture, but only one
seemed completely unfamiliar. It
was a long, worm-like organism,
sharpened at both ends. In its pre-
cise center, the three separate nu-
clei which were typical of Martian-
life forms in general showed up
clearly. They were surrounded by
dozens of little rod-like squiggles
which he sometimes seemed to see
clearly and sometimes could not
discern at all.

It was incredible! No Martian
micro-organism had ever proved
harmful to men, even to men who
had adjusted their metabolism to
Mars-normal. Yet he felt con-
vinced that this wasn’t a mutated
antibiotic cell or a virus. It was a

new disease, completely different
from anything ever observed be-
fore. And it would in all probabil-
ity prove to be a disease against
which all of Earth’s centuries of
work on bacteria would be value-
less—the first Martian disease.

He reached for another speci-
men and began preparing a fresh
slide. The micro-organism might
not be the cause of the black spot
disease. The only test would be to
find it in all of the samples he had,
and to find no other unfamiliar
life-form on at least a dozen slides.
Until then, he had no right to be-
lieve with conviction that it was
more than another contamination
of his crudely-made cultures.

The sun went down before he
could finish his work on the new
culture. When the light in the cell
became too faint to work by he
put the microscope aside. His trial
would not take place for two days.
He’d have time enough to com-
plete his studies before he was
taken out for execution. If he
could find some way to pass the
knowledge on to others—

He was no nearer to solving
that problem when the trial com-
menced than before. But he was
now completely sure about the
cause of the disease. It was Mar-
tian. Crude as his cultures were,
they had confirmed his original
belief conclusively.

The little courtroom was filled.
Most of the men were bearded,
and rustically garbed, indicating

























































56 SATELLITE SCIENCE FICTION

interest in the case, it would have
had to go to one of the compara-
tively impartial neutral courts.
But as usual, Space Lobby was
only too glad to let it remain in
the hands of Medical.

The tape was played through
first as evidence. Feldman frowned.
It had been on wire originally.
But as he listened, he could see
why they had changed it. It had
been heavily edited, and heavy edi-
ting would have been harder to
achieve on wire. The words were
still his—but some parts had been
greatly abridged, and others had
been cut out entirely.

“We introduced this to prove
our charges of treason, murder,
plotting against the Combined
Lobbies, and research on disease
without a permit,” the smooth
voice of Blane proclaimed.

“lI protest,” Feldman cried.
“That recording has quite obvi-
ously been tampered with!”

The Lobby magistrate turned a
wooden face toward him. “Does
the prisoner have a different ver-
sion he wishes to introduce?”

“No, but—"

“Then the evidence is accepted.
One of the prisoner’s six protests
will be charged against him!”

Blane smiled triumphantly and
placed a small package in evi-
dence. “We present this to show
that the prisoner is a confirmed
drug addict, incapable of self-
control,” he said. “Such a man is

not fit to be a free member of our
society, even under colonial con-
ditions. We wish to establish our
contention that the prisoner is
completely irresponsible morally,
and hence fully capable of any or
all of the crimes charged against
him. This is a package of so-
called bracky weed, a vile and
noxious substance used by few,
even on Mars. It was found in his
possession.”

“It contains alkaloids no more
harmful than nicotine,” Feldman
stated sharply. “It’s merely a sub-
stitute for tobacco.”

“Do you contend that you find
its taste pleasant?” Blane asked
challengingly.

“It’s bitter enough to stop most
smokers,” Feldman said. “But you
get to like it.”

“I’ve tasted it,” the magistrate
cut in. “Evidence accepted. Two
deductions against the prisoner’s
six protests—one for irregularity
of presentation.”

Doc Feldman shrugged and sat
down. He knew that he could not
hope to gain anything by protest-
ing, beyond reassuring himself that
his attitude toward the Lobbies
was based on fact rather than
prejudice. Now it seemed to him
that his willingness to accept such
unjust standards when he was
younger must have been accom-
panied by a terrific amount of
prejudice. Mullens had been right.
The Lobbies had been in a posi-
tion of complete supremacy too





















































































































e = = = o =+ Tho Future of Aviation Springs from !he.Imginafion P












THE REAL EARTH SATELLITE STORY 99

the Cynthia,” published in 188S.
He went on to write other science
fiction stories which proved ex-
tremely popular in France and
were - later reprinted in England.

Grousset’s idea of pulling the
moon from its orbit by the use of
giant magnets and bringing it
closer to the Earth was scarcely
practical and quite out of bounds
as a realistic contribution to arti-
ficial satellite literature. But in all
justice, the novel is surprisingly
readable, even today.

The space station story in Eu-
rope originated in Germany, and
Willy Ley, the world’s leading
popularizer of space travel for the
larger reading public, and the out-
standing expert on the history of
rocketry, traced the space station
in that country to Kurd Lasswitz.

Kurd Lasswitz’ novel, “On Two
Planets,” was a European version
of a best-seller when it appeared
in Germany in 1897. It has been
translated into many languages,
and is still in print in Germany
today. It is a straight interplane-
tary story, in which Martians visit
the Earth only to discover that
because of the peculiarities of
their anti-gravity space travelling
equipment they will be forced to
build two space stations above the
Earth. Interplanetary voyagers
land on the station and are shut-
tled to the Earth. The station, as
Lasswitz conceived it, very much
parallels the spoked-wheel stations
of today’s design.

It is hard to deprive Lasswitz
of the credit for popularizirig the
space station in the German mind.
His book remained outstandingly
popular in Germany up until the
Nazis assumed power and it is
inconceivable that anyone sin-
cerely interested in space travel
in that country would not have
been familiar with it. Similarly,
according to Willy Ley, Konstan-
tin E. Ziolkovsky, honored as the
father of space travel in Russia,
got around to .entioning space
stations in his .cticles early in the
century. A good case, based on
circumstantial evidence, could be
made out to prove that Ziolkovsky
got the idea from Lasswitz.

Ziolkovsky could read and write
German. His father was a Pole
and well-to-do. It is scarcely be~
yond the bounds of probability
that he could also read Polish.
Lasswitz’s book, a best-seller, was
available in both German and
Polish. Is it likely that a man as
devoted to the concept of space
travel as the record shows Ziol-
kovsky to have been, would not
have tried to obtain and read a
copy of “On Two Planets?”

If this train of logic is correct, it
disposes of Ziolkovsky as a pio-
neer thinker in the domain of
Earth satellites, especially since
the next great name in the his-
torical progression of the idca was
Professor Hermann Oberth, a
German who could not read Rus-
sian. Oberth, apparently on his
































































































