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John Russell Fearn's science novel pictures the world after an

atomic war when power struggles mar an emerging Golden Age!
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- MANTONS WORLE

HE big fellow stood on a high ridge over-

Jooking what had once been a city.

Beside him stood a young woman of

perhaps his own age. She held tightly to

the hand of a girl of six, as though she
were afraid to Jet her go. To right, left, and rear of
the rldge were churned and battered fields. still
issuing sulphuric-looking smoke.

“Once,” said the big man, pointing, “that was a
proud city. Now it is an ash heap. Once there was
a London oun the map. Now it is only a memory
Does one good to remember that now and again.”

“Yes,” Ann, his wife, acknowledged quietly.
“Does one good. But little more than that. They’ll
be at it again thc moment they have the chance.
You mén will never learn.”

The big fellow turned. He was nearing 30. His
physique was massive, produced mainly by the army
training he had received for seven merciless years.

“What do you mean by ‘you men’?” he asked
Ann bluntly. “It is obvious from that that you
include me among them.”

Ann smiled colorlessly. “I do. Youre a man,
aren’t you? You have the same strain as all men.
If there is a chance to dominate youl] take it. I
haven't been married to you all these years not to
know that.” :

“Sit down, Ann. There’s something you ought .

to know about my intentions in this new world.”

Ann shrugged and squatted on the slag heap
with the youngster besidc her. Randle Manton sat
100, his powerful forearms hanging over his upthrust
knees. It did not matter for any of them that the
slagheap was dirty. Their clothes were little better
than rags, anyway. .

“We're at thc end of one age and the béginning
of another,” Manton said, after a moment. “Every-
body has had theii {ill of war and squabbling be-
cause this seven-year packet has reduced the worid
to rubble and left precious few survivors. Those
survivors are dead against war and power-politics,
and I'm one of them. We've learned a lot of things
{rom the war, as one always does. The boost to
science has been tremendous and.-discoveries have
been made which ordinarily never would -have been
made.”

“The filth of war will always stay with us as an
jnerasable stain,”’ Ann whispered, tears in her
eyes. “That stain will always be on Elsie. ...” Her

arm went around the child protectingly. “She was-

spared to us, I know, but at a price. Perhaps it
would have been betier if radiation bad killed her.
‘Better perhaps than leaving ber as she is.”

Manton tightened his mouth, his mind flashing
back to the night when Elise had been born. The
atomic war had been in full blast then. He had
been miles away. Elise was born safely enough, but
atomic radiation did its work just the same, and the
one faculiy the child had not got was sight.

“Try to forget it,” Manton said quietly. “At
leasi she did not develop into one of these ghastly
Mutants which are all too prevalent. At least she
looks like you or me, instead of -a crazy travesty of
a human being.”

Ann did not say anything. She looked out to-
ward the ruins -of London and thought her own
thoughts. ... Away in the distance was the encamp-
ment from which she, her husband, and Elise had
come—a crude affair amid thousands of similar
dwellings; a patched up arrangement of bricks,
corrugated iron sheets, and tarpaulin which was
called home.

At a sudden sound Ann looked up, and almost
immediately looked away again. A man in rags and
tatters was moving pearby, searching for firewood.
He held by the hand a mutant child, about the same
age as Elise, a big-headed monstrosity with arms
twice the normal length. Atomic radiation - had
done this to the mother before the child had been
born. There were hundreds of them down in the
encampment.

“There are times,” Manton whispered, “when
I'm glad Elise cannot see this world she’s come into.
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There may be mercy in the fact that a screen is
drawn over it all— At least until some kind of
order and decency is produced from it all. And
that is my task, and men like me.”

“What do you lhipk you can do?” Ann asked
at last. “Ove man alone?” .

“I don’t propose to work alone: no man could
do that. But I do intend to talk to other men of the
same ideas, and between us we’ll try and sort our-
selves ocui. Start civilization going again . . . siart,
maybe, a Golden Age.”

Ann smiled sadly, almost hopelessly. Then she
turned as the child at her side spoke.
“Mummy, what's a Mutant?”

“You wouldn’t understand, dear.
thing horrible.”

“You and daddy have been saying such a lot
about Mutants. Do they look like—like I suppose
I Jook?” .

“Never in this world, my love—never!” Ann
replied, clutching the child to her and kissing her.
“You are as a little girl should look. Sweet and—
altogether adorable. And a Mutant is—is something
you shouldn’t know about.”

FElise smiled—a round, cherubic smile—and her
big, yet blank gray eyes searched around in the
darkness for a moment.

“I'm glad I'm not a Mutant,” she said. “You
wouldn’t love me if I was.”

Manton passed a big hand over his face and
sat for a moment as though shielding the weak sun
from his eyes.

“I must talk to the men this evening,” he said.
“If we are going to make some definite moves-—and
we certainly are—we must make them before the
winter comes. Which won’t be very long now.
We’re already in late August. I think we'll arrange
something. This present rocky interim post-war
government we’ve got wants abolishing. Six months
they bave been in power and they haven’t done
anything useful.”

It’s some-

“Restoring things after seven years of atomic -

war cannot be too easy,” Ann said. “We haven’t
given them much time yet.”

“They've " bad time enough!” Suddenly and
decisively Manton got to his feet. “They want a
man of action—and they’ve got one. . ..”

He held down a great hand to help Ann rise.
She did so, then Manfon stooped and swept little
Elise up against his huge shoulder. ;

“Time we were getting back,” he said. “In fact,
it’s time for lots of things. . . .”

He started to move resolutely, the youngster
tightly held in one arm. Silent and gray-faced Ann
followed behind him down the ashy, rubble-strewn
slope. .

* * x .

The “Encampment” where the Mantons had
their home, stretched over the original heart of
London and looked rather like the one-time shums.
Actually it was fairly well run, and all matters of
sanitation had been thoroughly dealt with. There
was a supply of cold water to each dwelling, and
electric light was promised for the future. Mean-
time there were oil lights. The Encampment boasted
two schools—one for normal children and one for
Mutants, since both required a distinct type of train-
ing—a small place of worship, and a scattering of
buildings which served as stores.

That evening, even as he had told Ann, Manton
made his way to the centre of the Encampment,
where the men usually assembled after sundown,
and began to talk to them. They listened, chiefly
because Manton was a good talker, and also be-
cause he knew what he was talking about. In the
flickering green light of mercury vapor lamps—the
best illumination which could be . contrived for
exterior illumination—he gathered around him quite
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a small audience as the time wore on. Both men
and women were interested.

“We have everything in our {avor,” Manton
insisted. “Among you men here there are engineers,
architects, railroad experts, highway designers,
builders—everything, At the moment we are just
drifting along under an emergency government, and
we shall continue to drift for the simple reason that
the government doesn’t know where to turn amongst
this rubble in order to make a fresh start. If any
start is to be made we must make it—now! Before
we grow too lethargic.”

The people looked at him in silence, a towering
giant of a man with threadbare clothes and a brown,
swarthy skin. Every part of him radiated poewer and
leadership. He was definitely the man of ~destiny
for his time, a man appointed to jerk the weary,
war-sick survivors into action in spite of themselves.

“For yourselves you may not think the effort to
rebuild is worth while,” Manton continued. “lf that
be so then bury your selfishness and think instead
of the young ones who will have to'make something
of this shambles which our generation has created.
Give them a chance to have something worth while.
Most of you here have sons and daughters of
school-age. Some are Mutants, who will need
special care to adapt: themselves to the world. to
come. Others are handicapped in other ways
through the curse of atomic radiation—IJike my own
daughter who has been blind since birth. Te them
we owe something, otherwise we will fail in our
duty as parents.” .

At least Manton had made a start. The more
he talked, the more he had the people behind him,
and when he finally ceased it was with the promise

to return to the same spot the following night with .

some kind of ordered plan properly outlined. He
arrived at his own dwelling in a more light-hearted
mood than he had known since the war had ended.
“Well?” Ann asked quietly. “How did you get
on?”? ’
“Perfectly.” He hugged her shoulders. “Definite

_move in the right direction! Tomorrow we’ll really

get some action—when I have drafted out plans for
what I intend to do.”

“What do you intend to do?”

“Rebuild London, of course. That’s the first
thing. After that we'll reach out to rebuild other
cities. We can gain a monopoly over building
materials, over atomic power for lighting and heat-
ing our dwellings. Dozens of things too complicated
for a woman to understand.”

“I can understand that you are arranging things
so that you will have the control of them.”

“You don’t object to my taking control, surely?”

“No; provided you -will know where to stop.
Men such as you, Randle, with unbounded ambition,
create wars without realizing it. The first challenge
to your authority will bring trouble.”

“Pm sorry you look at it that way,” he said
quietly. “But I'm going on, just the same. If only
for her sake.”

He glanced toward the rough bed where Elise
was lying fast asleep. Ann looked too, and shrugged.
Then she came over and poured out a cup of tea.

“Don’t misunderstand me, Randle. I'm not say-
ing you shouldn’t try and improve our lot. That’s
got to be done. But if you gain a little authority
will you be content with just that, or will you seek
to gain even greatei authority, no matter what?”
Too much authority of the ruthless kind leads to
wars, and we know what war leads to! I'm just
upeasy - for you, Randle.” y

“Then don’t be!” Manton clutched her to him
again, possessively, with that iron strength he pos-
sessed. With fierce impulse he kissed her.

“I wouldn’t think much of you as a wife if you
didn’t look out for my interests,” he grinned. “But
youre worrying needlessly. I am thinking of build-

‘ing up a powerful position for myself—remember

I’'m not even 30 yet—and then I want to manoeuvre
myself into a spot whereby I can get enough money
together to have Elise put right. I'll go to any length
to get that.”

=
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“Isn’t that chasing a rainbow, dear?” Ann
-sighed. “Elise is beyond cure The doctors who've
seen her have told us so0.”

“Ordinary doctors, yes. I'm thinking of scien-
tific experts who deal in advanced means of curing
all sorts of things. The experts who’ve popped up
all over the place during the war.”

“Yes, dear. Your tea’s getting cold.”

Randle Manton grunted and swallowed a mouth-
ful; then a sudden thought seemed to strike him.
He stared in front of him for a moment.

“Say, that's funay!”

“What? The tea? Haven't I—”

“No—mnot the tea. You were saying a moment
ago about chasing rainbows. When did you last see
one?”

Ann screwed up her eyes and thought. “Must be
before the war. I don’t recall seeing one during the
actual war itself—but then the skies were mostly
smoke-palled anyhow.”

“Not all the time. I've seen the sky often after
a shower—or rather with the rain still falling and
sun behind the rain, yet there’s been no rainbow . .

There should have been one, come to think of it. -

Solar spectrum reflected.”

“To me it seems like the withdrawal of a
promise,” Ann said slowly, getting to her feet and
thinking “God promised that the rainbow was the
sign that He would never agam flood the world
And now the sign has gone.

Manton laughed. “You and your Bible! I'm
not making mock, my love, but in this case there is
probably a scientific reason for the disappearance of
rainbows. Radioactive dust interfering with the
spectrum, maybe. . .”

He returned to his supper, leaving Ann think-
ing. Queer about rainbows. She wondered why she
had never noticed it before.

CHAPTER I

1ITHOUT making any particular effort,
‘g{ Randle Maaton soon had the support of

every maa and woman in the Encampment,

aad from that moment onwards it was
more or less a matter of natural development, plus
hard work, which laid a new civilization on the
ruins of the old. )

In two years the Encampment was done away
with and upon its site grew the new centre of
London—a streamlined version of the old, reaching
more up than across with the result that skyscrapers
were the main feature, topped by aircraft landing-
bases and private helicopter parking grounds. Down
below in the canyons of masonry and steel, bridges
linked the buildings, some carrying vehicles and
“others for pedestrians.’

Central among these buildings stood  Manton’s
own headquarters—Manton’s Enterprises Incorpor-
ated, which included pretty well everything which
worked at a profit. Manton’s Enterprises were just
at the beginning of their career, and Randle Man-
ton himself, as the managing director. was quite
certain what course he was going to take. With his
finger on the pulse of the profit-making commercial

enterprises of the day he failed to see how he could-

miss.

In five years he had extended his influence over
most of the rebuilt country, and in 10 years his
financial and commercial genius was throwing out
feelers into other lands. Randle Manton was every-
where, either under his own name or under an
alias. In the tenth year one of his greatest coups
was to swing the television and radio companies to
his banner, which gave him unlimited power to
advertise.

In private life, Ann Manton had little to really’

complain about. Randle gave her all she wanted.
Elise, now 16, determined not to allow her handicap
to make her a liability, had become a skilled tele-
phonist in the Central London exchange. She did
her job the same as any other worker and never for
a moment sought to cash in on the fact that she
was Randle Manton’s daughter.

On the face of it, the new civilization was happy
enough—but nobody knew better than Randle Man-
ton that this was purely the surface aspect. There
was one strong undercurrent which, so far, he had
not managed to stifle, and it was growing in strength,
too. The undercurrent called itself the Union of the
Youag, with a dynamic young man named Nicholas
Chauncey at its head. The Union’s sole purpose for
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existing, it appeared, was to insure a square deal for
the youth of the couatry, which up to now it did
not seem to have had—and Randle Manton was
blamed for the fact. "

At first he endeavored to brush it aside as of no
consequence, but it wasn’t so easy as that. Nicholas
Chauncey was a very determined young man, and he
meant to be heard—as Manton found out one
morning when Chauncey was permitted to see him
at his headquarters.

Manton- sat at his desk, appraising the young
man, and trying to decide whether he liked him or
not. He was aged about 22, had an upstanding
thatch of red hair, and a pugnacious mouth and
short nose. Yet there was something so cheerfully
impudent about him that he had an appeal, in a
vague kind of way.

“Glad to meet you, Mr. Maaton,” he said,
shaking hands. “I've been hoping for it for a long

time.”
Manton shrugged. “Now you’ve got your wish.
What’s on your mind?” a.

“Youth, Mr. Manton. Young men and women
like myself—from the age of about 13 to 25. There
are quite a lot of them ‘in the country—in fact, in
the world. And they will always be following on,
of course.”

“Naturally. What about them?”

“You haven’t consulted them in regard to the
rebuilding of civilization.”

Manton' stared for.a moment, then he laughed.
“Oh, come now, Mr. Chauncey! You don’t expect
me to consult teenagers as to how I shall run
things, do you?”

“The future belongs to us,”
quietly. “We want all laws revised. We don’t want
the regulations which have been made by our elders,
and which have resulted in endless wars. We don’t
want in a few years to see the Earth turned into

- another battleground.”

“It won’t be.,” Manton said.
assurance.”

“Have 1?” Chauncey raised a doubtful eyebrow.
“What will you do when the struggle begins for

control of the planets which surround us? You

“You have my

© won’t just sit tight, you know. You’ll see to it that,

at any cost, Earth is the master of the situation, and
if the other planets’ inhabitants don’t like it and
make war because of it, you'll make war too. And

so the merry-go-round will go on.”

“You have some alternative plan?” Manton
inquired.

“We had. We had plans for a new civilization
altogether, but you older ones got ahead of us and
didn’t give us the chaace to speak. Now, where are
we? We have to wait for men to die before we can
step into their shoes, and all that time we are
becoming older, too. We think you, and others
working beside you, cheated us out of our inherit-
ance.”

“What inheritance?” Manton asked, trying not
to sound irritated.

“The Golden Age.”

If Manton was surprised he did not show it.

He reflected briefly that maybe his conception of
a Golden Age was vastly diffecent from that of
Nicholas Chauncey.

“An age of security, with all the amenities of
science to attend to our needs,” Chauncey went
on. “That is what science is for, properly con-
trolled. To help us, not destroy us . . . You have
built up a new civilization.and are stretching your

- power right across the earth. For that, all credit,

but the only people in your sphere of interest are
those who were commencing to be big noises when
the atomic war broke out. Now you’ve gathered
together those still surviving and have given them
positions of authority. It's all wrong! They’re pol-
luted with pre-war ideas, and for that very reason
they’ll sow the seeds of future disaster. You should
have used young, fresh minds with an entirely new
outlook.” .

Manton considered for a moment, then he
spread his hands.

“What do you suggest, Mr. Chauncey? The
tearing down of everything we’ve built up since
the war, and handing over control to you
youngsters?”

“Handing over control—yes. Tearing every-
thing down—no. What has been put can have
the necessary modification. Sounds like a crazy
idea, doesn’t it? But then, youth has always been
labelled as crazy.”

“And small wonder!” Manton snapped. “Have

Chauncey said V

“to handle it, why can’t we?

3

your pipe dreams somewhere else, Mr. Chauncey,
and stop carrying a torch for a gang of irresponsible
in-betweens.”

Chauncey remained unshaken by the blast. He
moved toward the door.

“Youwll hear more of me, Mr. Manton, and of
the Union of the Young. We’re not without money
or numbers, and we mean to get what we’re out
for. This new world is a youngsters’ world, and
we don’t intend to have it governed by men and
women who are already on the decline!”

. The door closed decisively and for a few
moments Manton sat staring blankly before him. In
all his experience he had never come across a
young man like Nicholas Chauncey. He didnt
like it. It left a nasty taste in his mouth.

Meanwhile, Nick Chauncey returned through
the labyrinth of the city to the modest headquarters
of the Union of the Young. When he entered the
building he found it pretty well packed with young
people of all ages from 13 to 25. Some were Mut-
ants, but by common agreement they were treated
as equal to the Normals. That was one invariable
law of the union—that all were equal.

As Chauncey entered there was brief silence;
then questions suddenly broke out. Chauncey did
not answer any of them. Instead he went to the
raised dais at the end of the room and put up a
hand for silence.

“Just a minute, all of you. Let me speak and
fire your questions afterwards. I've seen Randle
Manton, as I promised you I would, and I got
exactly nothing out of the interview. Rather as
I had expected he looks upon us as a )oke

“I don’t suppose that’s very surprising,” a young
physicist sighed. “Naturally, like all men at his age,
he regards youth as a necessary evil entirely un-
suited to have power in its hands.”

“Then his opinion must be changed,” Chauncey
said flatly. “We must show him by example that
we are fully capable of responsibility. I happen to
know that space travel is now a worthwhile project
—it developed itself during the war—and will be
one of the first things Manton will seize upon.
Cheap atomic power will' make it an economic
proposmon Our boys know exactly which finan-
ciers are willing to back a space corporation and
my suggestion is that we step in before Manton
does.”

For a moment there was an astonished silence.

“You serious?” asked a girl biologist.

“Of course I'm serious; and I'm prepared to
visit the necessary financiers and scientists to
arrange a deal, if I have approval of a majority of
our members.”

Again the suggestlon of doubt. Chauncey could
smell Gt in the air. =

“Well, what's the matter with you?” he
demanded. “We want a giant’s stride to show
that we can handle modern business, and here I
am offering you the chance. Yet you hesitate?
Why?”

The physicist who had first spoken got to his
feet. “I think we all have the feeling that that
would be a project too large for us to handlc
Space travel of all thmgs"’

“All right, all right,” Chauncey said, raising hls
hands. “It comes down to this: Space travel will
come, and quickly. If older people will be able
That's all there is
in the issue. Give me a vote of confidence and
let me go ahead.”

There was a pause as the secretary to the union
made a brief estimate of the number of members
present. Finally he decided that it constituted a
majority, upon which a vote was taken. It ended
in agreement for Chauncey’s suggestion and, smil-
ing to himself, he left the dais and descended into
the body of the hall. For a time he found himself
involved in answering questions from one or other
of thé members. Mutants among them, then he
turned aside as a slim, fair-haired gicl with a pretty
face touched his arm.

“You're Nick Chauncey?” she asked, in a quiet,
soft voice.

“Certainly,” Nick grmned. “Isn’t the red hair
and sawn-off nose. distinctive enough?”

“I wouldn’t know,” Elise Manton smiled. “I'm
blind.”

Nick started a little, looking into ter wide gray
eyes. Though they were looking at him they were
also looking into space.

“I'm sorry,” Nick said quietly. “Very sorry.”

“You don’t have to be; I get along all right.
I’d rather like a word with you, Mr. Chauncey.”

“Surely. And drop out the prefix, please. I'm
Nick to everybody in the union.”
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“Okay, then. Shall we go somewhere: quiet?”

Nick nodded and took her arm, leading her into
a quiet part of the hall. He settled her on one of
the chairs and then waited.

*T've been a member of the union for some time
because I believe in its aims,” Elise said, after a
moment. “By occupation I'm a telephonist, and
since I'm on late shift I was able to come this
morning. I know you object to the way Randle
Manton is running things, and I know you think
you could do it much better—as you probably
could. But I think you’ll waste your time in trying
out this space corporation project.”

“Why?” Nick asked bluntly. “If we don’t try
we'll never know.”

“In that 1 agree; but if you’ll believe me let
me tell you something. Space travel control will
fall .into your lap like a ripe plum if you’ll only
wait long enough. In that way you won’t need to
antagonize Randle Manton and bring the whole of
the union into disrepute.”

Nick moved impatiently. “I'm afraid you’re
not making much sense. You say Manton will
create a space corporation, and yet you say it will
fall into our hands like a ripe plum if we wait.
I can see that happening! Once Manton gets his
hand on things he’ll stick to them . . . What pos-
sible grounds can you have for talking as you do?”

“I have the gift of second sight,” Elise answered
quietly; then added, “On numerous occasions I've
proved this sense to be correct. Maybe it is
nature’s compensation to me; maybe it is something
produced in my mind by atomic bomb blast. 1
don't know. But it’s there. If you’ll be guided
I can help you tremendously, not only mow but
in the future.” y

“Im afraid I don’t have any faith in fortune
tellers,” Nick said reluctantly.

“There’s a difference between fortune-telling and -

being psychic, Nick.” .

“Pm sorry. [ didn’t quite mean it that way—.
Even so, I shall have to go through with it after all
I've had to say to the union. I can’t possibly back
out.” Nick looked at the girl’s thoughtful profile
keenly. ‘“You never know. You may have guessed
wrong.” .

“This isn’t a matter of guesswork, Nick. It's
a matter of knowing. The visions are only infre-
quent, but they never lead me astray.”

“Which suggests there is a difference between
visions and hallucinations,” Nick said. “Sprry, 1
didn’t mean to offend you, Miss—What is your
mame, by the way?”

“Elise Manton.” .

Elise could almost guess Nick’s thoughts in the
dead silence which followed. When at length he
spoke: his voice was coldly polite and uncompromis-
ing.

. “Relative of Randle Manton, presumably?”
“I'm his daughter.” . .
“I thought so. I seem to remember hearing

somewhere that he has a blind daughter. . . . It
no longer seems odd to me that you should wish
me to give up the idea of forming a space corpora-
tion. Naturally, you want your father to get there
first.” :

“Nothing of the kind.” Elise felt for Nick’s
hand and gripped it tightly. “I've been a member
of this union for a year now, Nick, and I strongly
approve of most of its aims. 1 don’t agree with
my father in everything, particularly in some of
his business deals. I don’t care whether he gets
the space corporation formed or not. I'm simply
telling you to wait.”

“And what about your father? Are you going
so tell him that, no matter what he does, the space
corporation will fall into our hands like a ripe

um?”

“No.” Elise shook her head slowly.
two occasions to warn him on business matters, but
he simply pooh-poohed the idea. The fact that

later events proved me right made no difference..

He put it down to coincidence. . . . 1 shall not
warn him again, for the simple reason that he
will not believe.”

Nick detached the hand grip gently and got to
his feet.

“Sorry, Miss Manton,” he said quietly. “As
I said before, I'll have to make an attempt after
all 1 have said. . . . Thanks just the same for the
warning.” .

“I shall usually be in the union audience if at
any time you want to talk to me,” Elise answered,
ber empty gray eyes upon him.

For a moment Nick hesitated, feeling there was
something he ought to add. Then as nothing
occurred to him he shrugged 2nd turned away.

“I tried on-
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atomic propulsion, a sure means of insulat-

ing man from its harmful radiations, and

above all a crying need for more room and
bigger trade areas all provided the basis for a
demand that man travel into space. Newspapers
began to clamor about it, the Manton television
and radio circuits never stopped talking about it,
the scientists said it was noew quite a logical develop-
ment—and financiers spiffed at it as a possible
tasty morsel. |

So Randle Manton himself acted. With all his
other world pursuits functioning .according to plan,
with the octopus tentacles of his money power
reaching out into every land, he decided it was
time to Jook at this new development before some-
body else beat him to it. That he heard vague
rumors of somebody actually trying to do this was
probably the spur to his ambitions.

He summoned five of the greatest financiers
of the new world to his headquarters, along with
the most reputable scientists, and proceeded to pail
the matter to the boardroom table.

“It would seem, gentlemen,” he said, when the
preliminaries were over, “that Mr. and Mrs. Citizen
are demanding a road to the stars—and therefore
thev must have it, at a profit to ourselves.”

. “A very good profit, if I may say so,” one of
the financiers grinned,

“First—you gentlemen.” Manton looked at the
scientists. *“Am [ to understand that space travel
is no longer a pipe-dream to resolve itself in maybe
100 years’ time, but a living, practical fact this
moment?”’

Brailsford, head of AEPU—Atomic Energy for
Peaceful Uses—gave a nod.

“There may be fortunes on other worlds: there
may be nothing.” Brailsford said frankly. “We just
don’t know until we get there.”

“I believe,” Manton continued, turning again
to the scientists, “that one of you gentlemen has
drawn up a design for a spaceship, operating on the

THE guided missile, pew developments in

" lowest possible power margin commensurate with

the safety of the passengers?”’

Sedberg, the rocket designer and engineer,
opened up his brief case and spread a series of
complicated designs on the table.

“There it is, Mr. Manton. I would place the

cost of building the vessel at something like -

£750,000.”

“Three-quarters of a million for each vessel is
not chicken feed,” one of the financiers grunted.

Sedberg shrugged. “It cannot be done on less.
And while I am about it I think I should remark
that you are not the only men who would like to
embark on this space project. I'm in the happy
position that, if you finally refuse to do anything
about it, I still bave an eager client. One who will
be willing to use my type of vessel and who’ll make
few bones about the cost.”

“Who?” Manton looked up, his brows darken-
ing. “Just who? Or is this some kind of black-
mail, Mr. Sedberg, to force the issue?”

“Not blackmail, 1 assure you,” Sedberg said.
“And in honor bound I must preserve the name of
the interested party.”

“Would it be Chauncey?” asked one of the
financiers bluntly “That hothead who runs the
Union of the Young?” - Then as Sedberg remained
silent the financier went on, “He tackled me, too,
and some of you other boys, I believe. Said he had
everything worked out and only wanted us to put
up the money . . . I soon told him!”

“Yes, it was Nicholas Chauncey,” Sedberg ad-
mitted. “A very pushing and enterprising young
man, He couldn’t name anybody who was willing
to put up the money, so of course 1 couldn’t do
business with him. . . . I don’t want to disagree
with you gentlemen, but I think young Chauncey
has some very good ideas if he were given the
chance the develop them.”

“Young upstart,” Manton growled. “All he
wants is nothing less than control of the country
while we older ones take a back seat.”

“Shall we get back to the matter on hand?”
Sedberg suggested mildly — and for the moment
brought the topic of Nicholas Chauncey to a close.
Indeed there began at that moment one of the
long, cigar-smoking, wrangling sessions which were
dear to Manton’s heart. In the midst of the stuffy
atmosphere he was the master of argument and
had a ready answer for every difficulty. There was
only a short break for lunch, then the conference
resumed and, gersistegi . well into the .afternoon,
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Towards 4 o’clock Manton was glowing with satis-
faction. He bhad not left any loopholes through
which his financial colleagues could logically =scape.

“Right!” Manton said. “We know exactly what
we are doing, and I will call for tenders immedi-
ately. When we have them we’ll go further. Fac-
tories will need building, the space port must be
constructed, and men will be needed for pilots—
and young women as space hostesses.” Manton con-
sidered -for a moment, “The last part should be
easy. I'll get the government to issue a conscrip-
tion order, That will save all the uncertainty of
volunteers.”

“Don’t you think that’s a bit high-handed?”
Sedberg asked.

Manton grinned. “Of course it is! But at
least it will show Nicholas Chauncey and his romp-
ing youngsters where they stand. Do ’em good
to have to serve the community. We’ll want special
types for pilots and hostesses, and they’re the type
the government will conscript. Leave it to me:
I fix it”

* * *

Manton did everything he set out to do, because
that was his way. The factories for spaceship com-
struction were in various parts of the country,
extremely hush-hush and constantly guarded. Work-
ing in liaison with the government, most of whose
members—and even the prime minister himself—
were personal friends of Manton, it had not been
a difficult job to secure the necessary legislation
for the conscription of “space workers” from the
ranks of youth. These were now being trained,
whether they liked it or not, in various com-
mandeered buildings for the work they would
presently have to do. By and large, everything was
going exactly as Manton wanted.

In between times Manton dabbled with the idea
of climatic control, puzzling meanwhile on the
almost constant cloud cover ‘which seemed to
blanket the earth in these post-war days. Climatic
control was easily possible, according to the
scientists, but against it was the usual lack of capi-
tal. Even Manton knew when he had to stop. There
was enough finance involved already without adding
anything more.

“Pehaps later on,” he said, to the meteorologist
whom he had summoned to his office in order to
get the facts. “I think the institution of world
climatic control would be a good thing—not to say
a profitable one.” .

“No doubt of it, sir,” the weather man agreed.
“It might serve to clear up the cloud blanket. over
the world. T frankly say that we can’t understand
why there should be constant cloud anyway, unless
it be a hangover from the war.”

“After 10 years?” Manton exclaimed, and the
meteorologist nodded.

“It’s possible, Mr. Manton. During the war
there were enormous discharges from atomic bombs
for one thing. Though the radioactive dust has
been rendered harmless it is still there, drifting to
high altitudes and forming a thin screen which
constantly—or nearly constantly—blocks the sun-
light. There are days when diffused sunlight gets
through, but they’re rare.

“Climatic control would disperse all this?”

“1 imagine so, sir. I'd know better if detailed
study were made of the cloud screen, then.we'd
know what we’re up against. It's certainly a very
high screen. No airplane has yet got above it, so
it must be set pretty close to the limit of earth’s
atmosphere.” )

“Must be,” Manton acknowledged. “However,
we’ll know a good deal more when the space cor-
poration gets going. We can have experts view the
cloud cover from outer space and find out all about
it. Then maybe we can go into the matter of
climatic control more thoroughly.”

“Up to you, Mr. Manton. Right now it looks
as though earth is following the example of Venas
in masking its face with eternal cloud.”

“Yes, I suppose it does. Quite an interesting
coincidence. It occurs to me that you might be
the right man to study these weather conditions
at first hand, so when the times comes for a
study to be made I'll get in touch with you. Youwd
be prepared to take on the job?”

“Willingly, sir.”

“Right.” I shan’t forget you.”

With that the weatherman went on his way,
and Manton turned back to his work, chiefly upon
the details of the charges which would be made
for the forthcoming space flights. That same eve-
ning a tentative schedule of the prices was telecast
to an interested public—to the fury of one Nicholas
Chauncey. That same €vening, not-an hour later, .he
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made the reason for his anger known to"an almost
full ‘gathering of the Union of the Young.

“Something’s got to be done!” he declared flatly.
“As if it isn’t bad enough to have Randle Manton
running everything his way, the public has even got
to be robbed when it comes to using this new
medium of space flight. Have any of you seen
these ticket prices?” he demanded, raising an eve-
ning paper in the air,

“Yes,” somebody acknowledged, “but we can’t
do anything about it. Manton’s entitled to charge
what he likes seeing as he controls the corporation.
He’s managing director, isn’t he?”

“And a thief as well!” Chauncey retorted his
red hair bristling. “These prices prove it.”

“I object to that!” Elise Manton got suddenly
to her feet, her voice coldly challenging. “What-
ever clse my father may be, he is not a thief, and
you've no right to say such a thing.”

Nick tightened his mouth. - “With all due re-
spect,, Miss Manton, 'm not making a wild state-
ment.
Mars, is given as £2,000. Two thousand! Could
anything be more ridiculous?”

“l have not the least doubt,” Elise said, “that
my father knew what he was doing when he worked
out the figures. You don’t expect to carry a pas-
senget over—say, 80 million miles of space, the
distance there ‘and back from Mars, for a few
pounds, do you?”

“Certainly not, but this is beyond all reason.”

The assemoly waited with interest for the reply
Passages at arms between the blind girl and the
tough Nick Chauncey were a matter of course
these days, for though disagreeing with her father’s
methods in many ways, Elise was at least loyal to
him.as his daughter.

" “You seem to forget,”
these trips will demand colossal overheads to the
corporation!”

“I said I didn’t make my statements wildly.”
Nick interrupted. “There is no reason why a pass-
enger should not travel to Mars and back for £500
return. Even then there’d be a profit.”

Elise laughed slightly. “I'd like to see you rua
a space line on those figures, Mr. Chauncey!”

“That.” Nick said deliberately, “is just what I

intend to do!”

There was a puzzled silence for a moment.
Elise. plainly stumped, felt for her chair and slowly
sat down. In grim silence Nick surveyed the assem-
bly for a moment.

“I said aomethmg has got to be doune,” he
coatinued. “And it is going to be! Randie Manton
has conscripted me, and several other young men
out of the Union, as space pilots. We've raised
objections to such arbitrary methods, but they
haven’t got us anywhere. It’s quite plain that
Maaton has done it to show us that he’s the boss
of the situation, and that we must do as we're told.
All right, but if he thinks he’s beaten us completely
he’s vastly mistaken.”

“A moment!” one of the young women ¢x-
claimed. “Hadn’t you better take care what you're
saying, Nick, with Manton’s own daughter right
among us?”

Nick said: “When Elise Manton joiaed the
Union of the Young she made several solemn
promises. One of them was not to ever betray the
coanfidences of the Union. Because I believe Elise
is a girl of her word I shall go on talking, confident
that she will not betray a single word of what I'm
going to say, even though she is Manton’s daughter.”

“Quite right,” Elise replied quietly. “I have a
deep respect for this Union—I might even say an
affection,” and the promises I made I shall keep.
Just one question, and it has nothing to do with the
fact that I'm Randle Manton’s daughter. I'd ask
anyway. ... Why do you want to smash his space
line? Is it spite, revenge for his ‘conscription order,
or what? It smacks all through of — retaliation.”

“It isn’t—and here's why. Your father is start-
ing off on the wrong foot by profiteering to begin
with. If he gets away with it he’ll go one better—
and so will lots of other men with him. It will
lead to the grasping struggle for power that brought
down the civilization before this one. And the one
before that, almost. The Young People just won’t
stand for it any more, and we’re pledged to smash
all grasping, profiteering concerns right at the start.
A reasonable margin of profit is all that is needed.
Fair dealing all round. Your father is not doing
that. . . . Further, when he reaches out to the
other planets there will be the matter of  comtrol

The charge here, for the return journey to .

Elise continued, “that’
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of those worlds, the bargaining for mineznis and
valuable ores— . Manton is not the man to haandle
that. He is too ambitious. It demands a person,
or preferably a group of persons, who put the
masses before themselves Does ‘that answer
your question?”

“Well, T'll accept it,” Elise said enigmatically,
and sat down again,

“There’s something else,” another pointed out.
“You talk of forming this rival company, Nick.
Okay—can you? Aren’t you going to get into hot
water duplicating a Sedberg spaceship? Both Maa-
ton and Sedberg himself will take legal action to
restrain you.”

“I don’t intend duplication. I intend a modified
version of the Sedberg model, different enough to
prevent me being cited as a copyist. The lads
among us who have made engineering and aero-
nautics their profession will deal with that. I've
got it all worked out.”

With that Nick descended into the hall and
began answering- a battery of various -questions.
Finally he found himself up against Elise. She had
drifted through the main group and he first became
aware of her by her light touch on his arm.

“Sorry, Nick, if I had a row with you,” she
apologized. “But I have my views and you have
yours.”

“Naturally,” he agreed frankly. “Everything all
clear now, or is there somethmg else we should
squabble over?”

“l was rather hoping we could forget ‘business’
for a bit and have a sort of chat—off the cuff. I
always seem to be hearing the aggressive Nick
Chauncey raging against my father and proclair-
ing the aimis of the Union. 1 should imagine there
is another Nick Chauncey somewhere, only it’s not
easy for me to find it A normal girl has better

“advantages.”

The girl turned her face toward him. For about
the first time in the many weeks he had known her
Nick studied her intently. She was definitely good-
looking, with a straight nose and sweetly sensitive
mouth. Her chin was remarkably determined, like
that of her father, while the loosely caught fair
hair betrayed the fact that she was still only 16.
Her eyes, clear gray and large, never for an instant
betrayed that there was no light in them.

“I'm surprised,” Nick said, after a moment,
“that with all the money he’s ‘got, your father
doesn’t do something to have your eyes put right.
What kind of a father is he, anyway?”

“As a father I've no grumbles. The only thing
I grumble about is his business life—and so does
mother. Both of us are mortally afraid of him
getting out of hand, and if he does there’ll be the
inevitable consequence of a war like the last one. . ..
As for me, father has done all he can. Specialists
and all sorts have examined me, and they're all
quite sure nothing can be done. The optic nerves,
and the portion of the brain responsible for sight,

were both paralyzed by bomb radiations a few'

weeks before [ was born. [ manage somehow, but

at times .

The cn.rl’s voice stopped and Nick saw her
swallow hard

“That isn’t enough for me,” he said. “Science
has made vast strides, and will make even vaster
ones. There’ll be an answer to your troubles, per-
haps sooner than you think.”

“Thanks for the encouragement.” Elise smiled
faintly. “I'm not complaining too much. . There
were others born about the same time as myself
who, today, are even worse off.”

“Thats no consolation to you, and I'll change
it if I can, " Nick was silent for a moment, then:
“You're not going to tell your father what I'm
driving in regard to a space line, are you?”

“You have my word, Nick.”

“Good enough for me. . .. By the way, are you
still sure that the space line is. going to fall into
our hands like a Tipe plum""

“Of course. It isn’t just wishful thinking on my
part: it’s bound to happen. Only I don’t know when.
There’s something else, too. As yet just a cloudy
vision, but at times it is clearer. I've mentioned
it to father, but as usual he’s laughed at me. Now
i mentlon it to you because I think you believe
in me.”

““T'll always believe in you, Elise.”

“Well then, make what you can of this. . ..” The
girl frowned a little and stared hard into space To
Nick, watching her, it seemed that a strange inner
glow came to her eyes as she searched horizons
beyond his vision. “It still isn’t clear, but I can
see a world different from any we have known. It
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isn’t a vision of something beyond death. It’s on
this material plane, and it still is our world, but it's
unrecognizeable. Water . . . I see it everywheré. The
Earth is nearly a hydrospbere. 1 see rain, and rain,
and more rain. What it means, or when it will
come, I can’t say. But there it is.”

“I believe it, though I can’t understand it,” Nick
sighed—and for a long moment was quiet again.
Then he glanced at his watch and quickly rose to
his feet. “Sorry, Elise, I've got to be going. There’s
a night shift for space pilot training tonight. I have
just time to see you home if you wish.”

“No, no, I'll be all right.” Elise rose beside him.

Nick hesitated, looking down at her, She was
not as tall as he was. She was young—very young
—and yet . . . '

“I suppose this is taking advantage,” he said.
“I'm 22 and an enforced man of the world. You
are only a girl and a good distance from being a "
woman — but some things are so powerful one
cannot resist them.”

Elise said nothing as he caught her almost
fiercely in his arms and kissed her, not once but
several times.

“That wasn’t impulse,” he said at last, hesi-
tantly. “It wasn’t something that I'll never do again,
Maybe — in fact certainly — I'll do it again. ~The
only thing that will stop me is you saying you don’t
wish me to. . . . Do you wish that?”

Elise stood, looking blankly toward the myriad
lights of the city.

“No, Nick. 1 want you to do it—as often as
you like. It makes me feel I'm wanted. That some-
body really cares.”

“Always, Elise—always.”

Nick kissed her again, more gently this time.
Then he released her slowly.

“l have to go,” he said earnestly. “You de
understand?”
“Yes, Nick. [ understand.”

And Elise stood silently listening to the retreat
of his brisk foosteps.

‘CHAPTER IV

was perfect. The space corporation was func-

tioning exactly as he had hoped it would, and

pilots and hostesses were being trained in the
dozens—by scientists under Sedberg’s supervision.
The spaceships themselves were coming off the pro-
duction line with something like the regularity of
automobiles.

By Christmas time the first batch of pilots were
ready for action—Nick Chauncey among them. So
far he had not resigned from the Manton Corpora-
tion. As yet he had not learned everything he
wanted, and the day was drawing near when he
would have to make the first leap into space for
research purposes. He received his first intimation
of this from Manton himself in the big fellow’s
headquarters.

“I congratulate you, Mr. Chauncey, on having
secured a first-class pilot’s certificate,” Manton said.
“The Sedberg operatives tell me you are one of our
best men, and in the future you will undoubtedly
be one of our leading space pilots. A very haad-
some achievement for a fellow of 22.”

“Yes, sir.” Chauncey did not smile. He was
coldly respectful and decidedly smart in his off-duty
uniform.

“Three machines will be leaving Earth at 10 a.m.
exactly a week from now. They will, if circum-
stances are favorable, make a round trip incorpo-
rating the moon, Mars and Venus. Each of these
planets—though I suppose I ought to call the moon
a satellite—is to be explored. The colonization pos-
sibilities, if any, are to be assessed by experts, and
mineralogists will prepare reports on whatever
minerals or ores are present on any of the three
bodies. Naturally, a team of scientists will do that
work. Your job will be to pilot the leading ma-
chine. In effect, you will be navigational leader
of the expedition.”

“Yes, sir.”” Chauncey remained set-faced.

“You will take your orders from the scientists
and go wherever they order. The expedition will
take probably six months. By June next year, when
the reports have been studied, the first passenger
journeys can begin.”

“I understand, sir. And what if Venus or Mars
do not-offer any possibilities? Do we extend the
expedition to investigate the outer planets?”

“No. We'll have to examine the situation first.
That's all, Mr. Chauncey. Final orders and details
will reach you in due course.”

S far as Randle Manton could see, everything
/\
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Nick saluted and departed. That same evening
he advised the Union of the Young that there was
to be six months’ wait before any definite action
could be taken, six months in which he would learn
all the final details he peeded to know, together
with full information concerning the planets and
their possibilities. By and large, at the moment the
position suited him well encugh. .

“Six months will be a long time to wait,” Elise
sighed, as they had supper together at a downtown
restaurant,

“No choice,” Nick said. “And anyway I'll find
out everything I peed to know, free of cost
to myself. I've told Barker, my right-hand man, to
keep in touch with events here so that the thread
won't be lost when I return to pick it up again. I've
also .asked him to have an eye to you. If ever
you're in trouble be sure to contact him.”

Elise smiled. “I'll reinember that.”

“In the meantime, thanks for being loyal to the
Union and saying nothing of my plans to your
father.” :

“I never will. You have my word on that.”

Nick continued with his supper for a moment,
and then he looked about him rather whimsically.

“Fourteen days to Christmas, Elise—and 1 shan’t
be here when the festive season comes. it's a queer
thought. But | have a week which is as good as a
holiday before take-off.” He gripped the girl's wrists
suddenly. “What do you say? Can’t we cram
every minute of it with fun? Forget the Uhion,
forget future plans, forget everything except you
and me. We're young and we'’re entitled. . . . We
haven’t had much chance to find out what we'd
like to know about each other.”

“It’s a wonderful idea!” Elise’s cheeks colored a
little. “I have seven days owing to me from the
telephone exchange. I can take it whenever 1 want.”

“Then start tomorrow,” Nick decided. “For
seven glorious days we’ll paint the town red.”

* x *

All too soon the week was over and ibhe good-bys
had seen said. Nick received his final instructions
and at 10 o’clock on the appointed morning stocd
in the control-room of the space machine which was
to be the leader-ship of the expedition. . . . In her
home, Elise was still in bed—her telephonic shift not
due to start for six hours—and she listened intentiy
to the portable radio as every detail of the prelimm
naries and then the actual take-oft was described.

The noise’ of that take-off she heard quite dis-
tinctly across the city without recourse to racio. A
mounting, shattering whine that drowned out every
other sound and then slowly faded into silencc. 1t
came again, and again, as the other ships took oif.
until at last the quietness was a permanent thing.

Elise felt tears suddenly come into her eyes.
For an awful moment she wondered if perhaps Nick
would never return. It was oniy then that she
realized how much she really loved him.

* * x

For Nick himself there were nonc¢ of
thoughts: he had too much (o do in the m
of hard concentration as he guided this, the first
spaceship, into the airless void beyond the Earth
He would not have been human to not be impressed
by the wonder of the achievement. With the cther
scientists in the control-room he gazed upoa the
blacker-than-black “void with its icy. unwinking
stars, the prominence-girdled sun with its incred.ni

i€
corona, and the slowly receding Earth, the stars
reaching to the pinkish band created by the
atmosphere.

Yet there was an odd look about Earth, and it
seemed to lie in the cloud formatioun—as distant
from the atmospheric envelope. It looked almost as
though a faintly reflective cloud existed beyond the
main cloud covering. A gigantic ring of cloud.
going right around the Earth, and having something
of the appearance of the vings of Saturn, though
much nearer to Earth than the rings of Saturn
are to Saturn. Jt was an inescapable, mystifying
phenomenon, and since this was the first time a
journey into space had been made it was possibie
that the formation might always have been there.
unseen from below.

Meredith, the weatherman, was the first to com-
ment upon it. His interest in the formation was
something more than that: it was an absolute fas-
cination as he gazed through the big outlook port.

“That’s got to be studied out carefully,” he said,
turning. “I never saw anything like it. Mauton
sent me on this trip to weigh up the possibilities of
climatic stations-down on Earth, and from the looks
of things I'm going to bave a decidedly amazing
report.” ’
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Nick Chauncey, who, of course, took no part
in the general scientific wranglings between the ex-
perts, nevertheless kept his ears open and learned a
good deal. He learned plenty from Meredith, too—
who was always willing to toss his theories around
provided nobody accepted them as fact. Otherwise
Nick stuck exclusiyely to his job and spent what
little spare time he had in noting down details about
the vessel, and its general construction.

CHAPTER V

time, there came a faint resumption -of signals

from outer space; then they gradually grew

stronger, and it dawned on an excited world
that the expedition into space had been successful.
The travellers were returning, and according to their
own story they had been as far as Mars and Venus
and done all they had set out to do.

Manton’s interest in the radio reports was pro-
found. He took time off from his various business
interests to study the reports in detail. It was plain
to him, long before the travellers reached Earth,
that journeying into space would be possible. There
were no inhabitants on either Mars or Venus, s0
those worlds were there for the taking, and every-
thing they contained was the property ol the Manton
Space Corporation by reason of them being fir.i
there. On the lonely ochre deserts of Mars and
he saturating supertropical regions of Venus the
print of Manton had been made, in the shape
ci a silk flag.

So the traveilers came back. and there followed
interminable conferences with the scientists and the
‘ull Manton board of directors, as every detail was
hammered out.

“it is rather remarkable to find that each one
of you looks exactly the same as when you de-
parted,” Manton commented, when they were near
the end of their conferences. “Somehow 1 had
expected you io be changed. | even doubted if
some of you would ever return at all.”

“The machmes themselves behaved perfectly,”
Sedberg said, with a quiet pride in his designing.
“We didn’t encounter any alien life or dangerous
monsters, such as has often been suggested by
imaginative writers, nor did we find the remains
of any mighty civilizations. Venus and Mars are
both empty worlds. so there won’t be haggling with
the governments of those planets. We ‘appropriated
them. in the name of Earth.”

“Splendid.” There was a faraway look in Man-
ton’s eyes; then he turned his attention to the direc-
tors:  “Well, gentlemen, I think our project shows
distinct signs of turning in an enormous dividend.
From the reports here on the -moon it seems that
there -is precious metal in abundance, so obviously
we must send mining engineers there almost the
fird& thing we do. As for the tourist traffic, thai
can begin almost immediately. No prolonged stays
1o commence with, until we have erected the neces-
sary hotels. But sightseers can be dealt with right
now and we car start raking their money in.”

“The machines to take them arc finished?”

“Everything has been completed in the time
vou have been away,” Manton responded. “There
is nothing to stop our going into action right away.”

Certainly there were still more details to com-
piete, but by the end of August everything was
ready. All the people of wealth and leisure—and
inclination—were ready for the first venture into
space in the luxurious Manton liners. Another
batch of machines. of less elaborate design, had
already gone on ahcad to the moon to commence
mining operatious. and were not likely to be back
for some time

Then it was that the blow fell. Nick Chauncey,
ready for this moment, refused his briefing orders
at space headquarters and was immediately referred
to Manton himself.

“And what is the meaning of this?” Manton
demanded, as Nick “stood before him. “Is this a
strike, or what exactiy is the situation?”

“It’s not a strike, sir. Jt's complete withdrawal
from the Manton space line. Every pilot and every
space hostess. They all bhave orders from me to

IN mid-August, eight weeks behind the prescribed

resign.” -
“Don’t talk like an idiot!” Manton snapped,
coloring. *You are a contracted employee of this

company, and have been thoroughly trained. You
can’t suddenly back out in his fashion.”

“I can, and I'm going tc. The expeditionary
flight was unpaid. It was considered part of my
training. My salary would begin from now on, but
it’s not going to because I refuse to work for you.

.nearly since it began.
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As long as I have not been paid, I am informed that,
Jegally, 1 can do as I choose.”

“We'll see about that! Don’t you realize that
there are hundreds of passengers waiting to . . .”

“] am aware of it, sir, but it makes no differ-
ence. The Union has decided to act on its own

- account, and I'm going to lead it.”

.~ “Act on its own account?
1ask?”

“Establishing a second space line. We shall be
a while getting things arranged, but it will certainly
come. When it does, Mr. Manton, be prepared for
hard competition.”

Manton got to his feet, his face set in craggy
lines. “I was under the impression that the idiotic
Union of the Young had died a natural death a
long time ago, but evidently I was mistaken. I shall
give orders for it to be broken up immediately, and
every one of its members who are not employed
by me as pilots or hostesses shall have a year in
jail. Perhaps that will teach them sense.”

“In that case,” Nick shrugged, “I'm afraid you
are going to miss your daughter an awful lot.”

“My daughter!” Manton’s eyes widened a little.
“What exactly bas she got to do with it?”

“Everything. She’s been a member of the Union
t If you lock up the members
vou'll have to include her, otherwise you’ll be
accused of favoritism. That won’t go down well
with anybody.”

“I'm warming you, Chauncey—" .

“I'll risk your warnings, and I'm quitting as
from now.” )

With that Nick unclipped his .official pilot’s
badge from his uniform and tossed it on the desk.
Manton stared down at it incredulously, unable to
grasp the fact that anybody—especially somebody
as young as Nick Chauncey—should have the temer-
ity to defy him. It was unheard of. . .. When he
looked up again the door was closing on Nick’s
departure.

Manton whipped up the telephone and spoke
briefly. ' “Relay this message to the space grounds.
Departure will be postponed for a few hours pend-
ing further statements. . . . Also instruct the space
ground police to prevent ali pilots and hostesses
from leaving the grounds. When they have done
that. report back to me.”

“Yes, Mr. Manton.”

“Defy me, will he?” Manton muttered, putting
the phone down again. “We’ll see about that!”

He did not resume his seat at the desk: his mind
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