
Wonder Stories, January, 1934 
 

 



Wonder Stories 
  

2

Moon Plague  
by Raymond Z. Gallun 

 
 

EISURELY, old Steve Jubiston made 
his way along a narrow valley toward 
the laboratory-camp which his 
employer had established on the 

surface of the moon several months before. He 
was returning from that which, on earth, might 
have been termed a casual afternoon stroll. A 
short jaunt of this sort had recently become 
one of his usual pastimes when he had nothing 
better to do. 
 It had been some time since old Steve 
had been care-free, but he now had some time 
on his hands. His big, awkward body rolled 
forward with slow and distinctly sailorish 
strides. He whistled a blissful ditty inside the 
oxygen helmet of his space-suit, and his small 
blue eyes twinkled behind the glazed view-
window, as they roved hither and yon, taking 
in the weirdly beautiful aspects of the lunar 
scenery. His metal-shod boot kicked casually 
at a fragment of obsidian that glinted in the 
sunlit dust of the trail. Now and then he would 
pause to hurl a stone boyishly up at the steep 
granite hilltops, and the rugged walls of small 
craters that towered about him, or to examine 
a bit of blue lichen,[footnote 1] which was one 
of the very few forms of plant life which the 
almost airless lunar surface could support. 
 Steve rounded a peculiar spire of grey 
rock, that was a well-known landmark to him. 
Then abruptly he stopped. The happy 
whistling died on his lips, and his battered 
features became solemn and concerned. 
 Unconsciously, he assumed a half-
crouching attitude, on guard. The fine 
volcanic dust of the ground about him was 
marked with many curious indentations, 

which were certainly not like the footprints 
which a party of men, shod with space-boots, 
would make. They were too large, and their 
shape was oval. Old Steve felt a tingling thrill 
ripple along his spine. 

L 
 Warily, he glanced along the ravine-
like cleft, which branched off to the right from 
the valley which he had been following. The 
sun, which had already declined far down the 
western sky, left most of it in dense shadow, 
which his eyes, accustomed to the intense 
glare, could not penetrate. It was into these 
shadows, peculiar to the moon, where 
atmospheric diffusion of light is practically 
lacking, that the indentations disappeared. 
They came from up the valley, in the general 
direction of the laboratory-camp. That they 
had been recently made was evident, for he 
had traversed the valley when he had started 
out on his jaunt, and they had not been there. 
 Old Steve felt a wave of apprehension. 
He fumbled at the apparatus at his belt, 
closing two small switches. “Mr. Melconne!” 
he called softly into the radio transmitter with 
which his helmet was equipped. “Mr. 
Melconne! It’s me—Steve. Can’t you hear 
me? Mr. Melconne—!” 
 For a long minute he stood 
statuesquely, like a hound at stance, listening, 
his mind troubled and uneasy. 
 But no reassuring word came through 
his phones. Only the quick rustling of his own 
pulse, magnified by the total absence of other 
sound, throbbed in his ears. 
 “They might have gone away from the 
radio for a few seconds,” he told himself 
inwardly, in an effort to rid his mind of the 
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tense unrest that had come over it. But no, that 
was against the rigid rules of the camp. While 
any member of the expedition was afield, 
there must always be some one at the radio. 
 Steve’s eyes dropped again to the 
peculiar-oval markings in the ashy lunar soil. 
Best to investigate without a second’s delay. 
No harm at least to do so. 
 He started forward in long, easy 
bounds, for the weak gravity of the moon 
offered little resistance to his athletic muscles. 
And always, as he leaped over jagged rocks 
and tortured volcanic crevices, those strange 
oval indentations marked the dust under his 
feet, and continued ahead of him, along the 
trail toward the camp. 
 He came at last to a place where a 
crude stairway had been recently cut in the 
outer slope of a small crater’s wall by 
members of his party. Agilely he climbed it, 
and peered intently into the inky shadows that 
shrouded the volcano’s floor. The laboratory 
building, located at the bottom, was as 
completely hidden as if it did not exist. 
 Steve’s eyes narrowed. Yes, there 
must be trouble here, otherwise there would 
be lights burning in the laboratory. He paused, 
his head hunched between massive shoulders, 
the excessive breadth of which was enhanced 
by the fantastic garb which he wore. Then 
slowly, cautiously, he started forward, down 
the stair cut in the steep, inner slope of the 
crater. He called again. Nothing came through 
his phones. 
 He became suddenly conscious of the 
brooding silence that hung, thick and heavy, 
over the fantastic world about him. The pit 
beneath was filled with a dense, almost 
tangible blackness, like a lake of ink. His eyes 
blinked at the farther rampart of the crater, 
glaring grey-white in the intense sunlight, yet 
somehow drab and sombre. He saw the 
distorted pinnacles looming beyond—twisted, 
motionless nightmares of this bizarre devils’ 

paradise about him. His eyes roved to the sky. 
Instead of the normal blue of the earthly 
firmament, it was dark slate-grey, sprinkled 
with countless stars, even though the sun was 
well above the horizon. Those stars did not 
blink kindly; they merely stared, with an 
inscrutable brightness. It would not take much 
of loneliness in this empty world, to make a 
raving maniac of a mart. 
 
IN a sort of panic, Steve scrambled down to 
the crater’s floor. Using his small flashlight, 
he made his way to the squat, circular 
structure which for three months had been the 
lunar explorers’ home. The airlock was 
closed, but beside it there was a gaping rent in 
the double wall of sheet aluminum, and the 
layers of cold-resisting packing between them.  
 Old Steve’s hard-set jaw tightened. His 
impulse was to rush headlong into the dark 
interior of the building, yet something deep 
and primal within him warned him to caution. 
He advanced warily, now and then calling in a 
hoarse whisper the names of the members of 
his party: “Mr. Melconne! Claire! Walker!” 
His only answer was an eloquent, deathly 
stillness.  
 The bright beam of his flashlight 
bobbed here and there over the walls and 
floor. The latter was splotched with peculiar 
dried areas of a substance which had probably 
originally been a greenish, slimy fluid. The 
living quarters were in wild disorder; 
furniture, cooking utensils, and articles of 
clothing were scattered haphazardly about. 
Steve passed into the test room. Apparatus and 
equipment here had been hastily dismantled 
and carried off. The air-purifying machinery 
had been completely and methodically 
wrecked. 
 He made his way to the hangar, which 
was next to the test room. The great doors 
were flung wide, and both the spaceship that 
had brought the expedition to the moon and 
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the small auxiliary flier were gone. 
 Steve’s flashlight groped over the 
floor, and wavered upon a huddled form. He 
approached it. It was a human form, 
unprotected by any space-armor. The eyes 
bulged hideously, and the face was bloated 
and purple under the short, black beard. The 
teeth, between the curling lips, were flecked 
with foamy blood. 
 To have hinted in any way that old 
Steve Jubiston was soft, would have been the 
supreme insult to him; yet now, something 
that was very like a dry sob escaped from his 
throat. 
 The man on the floor was Frank 
Walker, Steve’s side-kick during many an 
interesting episode on the Pacific, and in ports 
of the Far East. Steve was down on his knees, 
chafing the cold hands between his space-
gloves before he realized that his act was 
useless—that this was a corpse. 
 He stared in vague bewilderment about 
the dark hangar, at a loss as to what move to 
make. Who had done this? The fact that much 
of the laboratory equipment had been taken 
away, suggested that a man, or a group of men 
with scientific interests was back of the deed. 
 A thought came to old Steve, and for a 
fleeting instant he fancied he knew who the 
criminal was. That thought brought with it an 
emotion that was stronger and more 
devastating than mere physical terror. It struck 
close to his pride, his self-respect, his hopes 
and his dreams. But no, he had guessed 
wrongly. That fellow was dead. Besides, the 
tracks— 
 Out of the lonely silence, which 
seemed for the moment filled with the piping, 
chuckling whisperings of a thousand little 
demons, there came a human voice. Steve 
started, then strained his ears to catch the 
words coming through his phones. Someone 
was calling his name weakly. It was Claire 
Melconne’s voice. The boy was somewhere in 

the building, then! 
 Presently, after a feverish search, he 
found him trying to creep across the floor in 
the main living room. With awkward 
gentleness, Steve raised him, and placed him 
in a broken bunk. 
 “Hurt, kid?” he questioned, while he 
examined him as well as he could for 
indications of serious injury. He could not 
remove the boy’s space armor, for to do so 
now that the air-tight walls of the building had 
been pierced, would of course have been 
immediately fatal. 
 “It’s not serious,” Claire Melconne 
reassured him. “Pretty well bruised up though, 
and I feel sort of sick .... Say, I’m sorry, but—
well, Steve—Garth Jubiston did this. Garth 
and about twenty plant-men. You know, the 
specimen I shot just after we arrived. Garth 
has evidently become pretty familiar with 
them. Same kind of things. I—” 
 “Garth?” Steve questioned. His voice 
was almost a harsh whisper, that was 
nevertheless full of meaning. “But, kid, he 
must be dead! He left us six weeks ago. He 
couldn’t have lived all that time without food, 
water, and oxygen! Think again!” 
 
 
CHAPTER II  
Garth and the Plant-Men 
 
 
OLD STEVE was thankful for the darkness 
that hid the look of pain which crossed his 
face. Garth Jubiston was Steve’s younger 
brother. But the expression on the old sailor’s 
face passed quickly. His lips became a hard 
line. 
 “No, Steve, he’s alive,” Claire told 
him. “The mere fact of the existence of the 
plant-men indicates that air and water are 
available somewhere around here, probably in 
subterranean grottoes, as Garth once said. And 
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where there’s air and water, there might easily 
be food. 
 “Say, Steve, I know this thing is tough 
any way you look at it; but I’ve got an idea 
that maybe Garth has got a good reason for 
not being quite responsible for what he’s 
doing. He’s sick, Steve. He staggered a little 
when he was leading his forces toward the 
laboratory, and I got a glimpse of his face. His 
eyes were staring, and there was something 
across his nose and down along one cheek. 
Thought at first that it was grease or some 
other kind of dirt; but no, it was grey and 
fuzzy. Reminded me of something; a grey, 
parasitic growth which I found on some white 
lichens a couple of miles north of camp just a 
few hours ago. Garth found a similarly 
diseased lichen before all this trouble started, 
if you can remember .... 
 “I was in the test room, getting my 
diseased lichen ready for the specimen chest, 
when I happened to look out of the window. I 
saw Garth and his band just climbing over the 
crater rim. With their long legs, the plant-men 
looked almost like big, hungry spiders 
scrambling down a wall. It was sort of queer 
to see them so active out there, where there’s 
practically no atmosphere. You have to think a 
couple of times before you remember that 
they’ve got thick, heat-resisting, cold-
resisting, evaporation-resisting shells over 
their bodies, and that they are really green 
plants which can, with the aid of sunshine, of 
which there is plenty, manufacture their own 
oxygen from the thin atmosphere of carbon-
dioxide [Footnote 2] which exists around here. 
 “Not one of them was less than 
eighteen feet tall. Garth was in their midst, 
apparently directing them, as they came 
loping toward the laboratory. It was then that I 
saw his face .... All the plant-men carried big 
rocks, and I knew that they meant trouble. I 
warned Walker and Dad, and then got into my 
space-suit. But those things didn’t waste much 

time breaking in. They just used their rocks. 
The walls crumpled up and broke like 
cardboard. I potted two of them with my 
automatic as they rushed in. Dad got another. 
Then a plant-man grabbed me in his tendrils, 
and threw me down upon the floor. I must 
have been completely out for at least a minute. 
When I came to, I could tell by the thumping 
on the floor under me that they were still in 
the place. I managed to get into the closet. I 
thought I’d get a few shots at them through 
the crack of the door, but I must have passed 
out again. Somehow, they didn’t find me. 
That’s all I remember until I heard you. I 
couldn’t answer right away. We’ve got to do 
something, Steve—quick. Our air’ll be gone 
in a few hours. We’ve got to go—” Claire 
Melconne’s voice trailed away. 
 Old Steve nodded slowly to himself. 
He was getting the fantastic affair straight at 
last. Plant-men—Garth. It was a bizarre 
thought that Garth should be associating with 
those strange lunar creatures; and it was still 
more bizarre that Garth should lead them 
against men in the laboratory, that he should 
cause the death of Walker, and place the rest 
of them in a position where extinction within a 
few hours seemed inevitable. 
 
GARTH Jubiston was Steve’s junior by ten 
years. He had been left an orphan when he 
was a small boy, and the responsibility of his 
raising had devolved upon his older brother. 
Since Steve’s job carried him far and wide 
over the world, he hadn’t seen Garth for long 
stretches of time; but old Steve had gotten the 
boy through school. Garth was ambitious, and 
he had something which Steve did not 
possess—a flash of genius. His advance had 
been rapid. Everyone who had known Garth 
had admitted that his record had been above 
reproach. 
 Finally, because of his ability, and 
because of his friendship with Claire 
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Melconne, with whom he had become 
acquainted while holding an important 
instructorship in a large American university, 
he had joined the expedition. 
 Everything had gone well until some 
time after their arrival on the sidereal sphere. 
Claire had shot the plant-man—the only one 
they had seen. Garth had been intensely 
interested in the creature. Shortly afterward, 
they had prepared a collection of strange lunar 
lichens, to be taken, back to earth. Among 
them had been the white lichen with the 
parasitic grey spots—the one Garth had found. 
 Almost immediately, Garth had 
become irritable and abusive. During the next 
few hours, he had made two trips alone and on 
foot, away from the camp. Then, when all the 
others were sleeping, he had returned, and had 
gathered together a few of his belongings 
before starting out again. The brief note he 
had left had informed them caustically that he 
hoped that they would all find their way to 
Hell in the near future. 
 Steve and his companions had 
searched the surrounding country for the 
fugitive for many hours. Once, when they had 
been traversing a narrow cleft, a bullet had 
glanced off Professor Melconne’s oxygen 
helmet, and a mocking, maniacal laugh had 
grated in their head-phones. But they had 
failed to catch even a glimpse of Garth. Until 
long after his eight-hour supply of oxygen 
should have been used up, they had continued 
their quest, but without results. Finally 
convinced that Garth was dead from 
suffocation, they had given up. 
 And now Garth Jubiston had come 
back, and had done this! Black fury smoldered 
in old Steve’s mind, but there were questions 
there also. 
 Steve knew about the plant-men. They 
had rather carefully examined the specimen 
Claire had shot. The explosive bullet had torn 
it badly, but the carcass had been complete 

enough to give a fair idea of what it had been 
like in life. It had stood perhaps eighteen feet 
tall. Its two stalky, many-jointed legs were 
covered with countless matted brown fibres, 
resembling roots. A tough, leathery mantle of 
bright leaf-green, oddly reminiscent of a 
military cape, hung over its spiny ovoid body. 
From the edge of this, its tactile tendrils, or 
tentacles, projected. The creature had no head. 
At the top of its body was a sort of hard brown 
shell, resembling the calyx of an enormous 
flower. It was not difficult to imagine that 
when the occasion demanded, the plant-man’s 
entire vulnerable anatomy, including his long 
legs, could be drawn into, and sealed in this 
shell, which might serve as a protection during 
the intense cold of the lunar nights. Sprouting 
from between the sections of this integument, 
was a long forked stalk, bearing two globular 
organs. One of these was clearly an eye; the 
other seemed to be a light-producing organ 
like those of fireflies, for even after the 
creature was dead, the globe had emitted a 
faint, greenish glow. 
 The four men had discussed the 
creature rather fully. It had seemed very 
strange to them that a plant should assume so 
many of the characteristics of animals: the 
ability to move about freely, intelligence and 
so forth. But they had agreed that there was 
nothing impossible about it. They had recalled 
that various earthly forms of carnivorous 
flora, the Venus Flytrap for instance, are able 
to move their parts with a rapidity comparable 
with the movements of animals. They also 
remembered that these plants give evidence of 
possessing intelligence, or at least a 
rudimentary nervous system, that might, 
through a process of evolution, develop into a 
thinking brain. 
 The requirement of carbon-dioxide for 
green plants was taken care of by the thin 
lunar atmosphere made up chiefly of that gas. 
Under the action of the strong lunar sunlight, 
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the chlorophyll in their tissues converted it 
into free oxygen and starch, which served as 
fuel for their muscles. And the carbon-dioxide 
resulting from this oft-repeated chemical 
union was again split up to supply food and 
air for the plant-men. All this was clear. One 
thing puzzled the Earthians, however. How 
did the plant-men obtain their necessary 
water? The thick skin of the creatures would 
resist the evaporation of body fluids quite 
effectively, but where did they get their water 
in the first place? 
 Professor Melconne had offered a 
theory. “There must be a place, in some deep 
cavern, possibly, where there is a soil 
containing moisture, where the plant-men can, 
at periodic intervals, bury their roots and 
absorb the necessary water, and also the 
silicates and other minerals necessary for the 
building up of their tissues,” he had said. 
 “You’re right, Professor,” Garth 
Jubiston, still his old eager self, had 
exclaimed. “See!” He was pointing to the 
brown, thread-like hairs growing on the lower 
limbs of the plant-man. “There are fragments 
of dried clay clinging to those roots. There is a 
place, and we’ll find it!” That was the story. 
 
CHAPTER III The Horror of the Grey Mold 
 
 
And now old Steve Jubiston was thinking fast. 
He knew that his own air supply couldn’t last 
for more than two hours. The kid’s would 
probably last longer because he had donned 
his space-suit an hour or so later. Since the 
air-purifying machinery of the camp had been 
destroyed, there was no easy means of getting 
more. Something would have to be done 
during those two hours, or death by asphyxia 
would come upon them, prompt and certain. 
The lunar night, with its dreadful cold, that 
could bite through the thick, insulating 
material of their space armor, was not far off. 

 Steve shook Claire Melconne gently to 
arouse him from the semi-stupor into which he 
had fallen. The boy mumbled incoherently at 
first, then, realizing their position, brought his 
mind back to lucidity, apparently by sheer 
force of will. 
 “As far as I can see, Claire,” said 
Steve, “there is only one way out of this mess 
for us—to follow Garth and the plant-men. 
They evidently know where there’s a supply 
of breathable air. They have both shown 
themselves to be our enemies, and we’ll have 
to treat them as such. Besides, your dad is 
probably a captive. We’ve got to attempt to 
rescue him. You know our chances. Think you 
are equal to the task?” 
 “Sure!” replied Claire Melconne, 
attempting to make the word sound brisk. “I 
feel a little groggy yet, but I’ll be all right. A 
little exercise—” He had staggered up from 
the bunk, and stood drunkenly on unsteady 
legs. 
 Old Steve had his misgivings. The 
plant-man had certainly thrown the kid pretty 
hard. Claire ought to be in bed, under the care 
of a physician, but there wasn’t anything that 
Steve could do about it. He couldn’t very well 
leave the boy here, for if he did, it was hardly 
likely that he could bring a supply of oxygen 
back to him in time. To stay in the laboratory 
with him, and wait supinely for the end, was 
utterly against Steve’s grain. The only thing to 
do was to take Claire along. 
 With the boy leaning on Steve’s 
shoulder, they made their way out of the 
building. Through his phones, Steve could 
hear Claire’s labored breathing. Now the 
youth coughed raspingly. There was little 
strength in his battered body. Steve almost 
carried him up the steep slope, over the crater 
wall, and down into the valley, which was 
now a harshly mixed medley of dense shadow 
and patches of brilliant sunshine. 
 They started to follow the tracks made 
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by the plant-men. 
 The youth seemed taken by a sudden 
thought. He disengaged his arm from about 
the older man’s supporting shoulders, and 
staggered a few steps away from him. “Steve,” 
he said with husky earnestness. “I think I 
know what changed Garth. It was that mottled 
fungus he found just before he left us. He 
handled it, and some of the spores settled on 
his skin, and took root there, beginning to eat 
his flesh. There isn’t anything impossible 
about that, of course. Our ordinary ringworm 
of earth is caused by a microscopic fungus or 
mold. It was this lunar fungus that poisoned 
Garth’s blood, and deranged his mind.” 
 Claire paused. “And now, Steve,” he 
went on, “I think—well—that the same kind 
of fungus is attacking me. I found one of the 
plants just shortly before the lunarians arrived. 
When I packed it away, I handled it with my 
bare hands. My hands and forearms are 
smarting now as though I’d rubbed them with 
the juice of nettles....” 
 Claire’s voice became even calmer and 
more earnest as he continued: “Let me out of 
this, Steve. It isn’t fair. I’m just hindering you. 
Without me, you’ve got a small chance, but 
this way we’re both doomed. I’ll tell you 
what, Steve—you take my oxygen supply—” 
 Steve checked him, “For God’s sake, 
kid! Do you think I could—” 
 “No!” Claire shot back. “Of course 
you couldn’t. I know you well enough to be 
sure you wouldn’t do that to your worst 
enemy. But still there are ways of making you, 
Steve.” The boy’s eyes blazed defiantly in his 
white face, and his lips were set hard. “I’m 
going to take my medicine now, Steve,” he 
continued, “and give you half a chance.” His 
hand was on the feed pipette which led under 
his arm from the oxygen tanks on his back to 
the forward portion of his helmet. 
 Steve read determination in Claire’s 
features, and something else perhaps. It wasn’t 

hard to guess what the boy meant to do. If that 
feed pipette were broken—and a fierce jerk 
would do that—Claire would suffocate in a 
few moments. 
 Old Steve did not hesitate. With an 
oath, he flung himself at his companion. “You 
damned fool!” he hissed. His fingers sought to 
clutch the youth’s wrists. Securing a hold, he 
attempted to tear Claire’s hands away from 
the pipette. 
 But for the moment, Claire seemed to 
possess demoniac strength, in spite of his 
weakened condition. They struggled silently. 
The boy’s teeth were bared in a sort of frozen 
snarl. The flexible pipette of segmented metal 
was giving. 
 
A laugh coming through their phones 
suddenly arrested their attention. It was a 
thick, rasping sort of laugh, filled with a 
horrible, morbid mirth. Then a voice spoke: 
“Misunderstandings will occur among the best 
of friends,” it chuckled maliciously. The 
cracked, dry hoarseness of it made it almost 
unrecognizable, yet they knew it to be Garth 
Jubiston’s voice. Still clutching at each other, 
the two men looked about. Gliding slowly 
toward them over a nearby mountain peak, 
was the small space-boat which had been 
stolen from the hangar. Its duralumin hull 
glistened brilliantly in the sunshine. 
 This new development seemed to have 
steadied Claire. He tore himself free from 
Steve’s grasp. Automatically, his hand leaped 
to the holster at his belt, seeking the long-
barreled pistol which was loaded with 
explosive Corlissite projectiles. 
 “Don’t fire, Claire Melconne,” Garth 
Jubiston warned. “Your father is aboard this 
vessel. You would not wish to kill him.” 
 The boy’s pistol arm hesitated, then 
dropped. 
 “I thought that I would find you two 
around here somewhere if I returned,” Garth 
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continued. For the moment, his speech seemed 
quite coherent. “While I guided the ships to 
their new hangar, my friends, I overlooked 
you. But my minions are going to capture you 
for me now. First, however, I’ll talk. Don’t 
move. You are completely surrounded.” Garth 
had begun to laugh again. It seemed that he 
would never stop. However, this induced a 
violent fit of coughing. When Garth was able 
to talk again, his voice was weaker. He gasped 
for air. 
 “I’m going to feed you to the mold,” 
he hissed through his teeth. “I’m going to 
watch you suffer—both of you. And I’ve got 
the professor here. He brought me to this hell-
hole. It will be great fun to watch the mold 
chew away your skins!” Again Garth laughed. 
 Then his jangled mind started off on a 
new track. “You wonder what I’ve been doing 
since I left you,” he went on. “I followed a 
plant-man to the tunnel which leads to the 
Crystal Mountain. There is their world. What 
is the Crystal Mountain? You’ll see before 
you die. It is the most marvelous place on the 
moon! At first the plant-men wanted to kill 
me, but I awed them with my pistol, and I 
became their god. Their language consists of 
light signals. I determined to learn it. From the 
odds and ends I carried with me, I devised a 
simple apparatus to produce such signals. The 
language itself is simple. I have practically 
mastered it now, and I can give my divine 
commands quite easily. I’m going to tell them 
to capture you now. You may resist if you 
like. Watch!” 
 “You’re acting like a damned fool, 
Garth,” Steve said quietly. 
 Again came that dry, cackling laugh. 
 “Go ahead and plead for mercy!” 
Garth Jubiston fairly shrieked. “Go ahead!” 
He moaned slightly. 
 A look of pity softened old Steve’s 
hard features for a fleeting instant, then his 
face grew grim. This was not the Garth 

Jubiston of old. It was just an enemy, a 
maniac possessing some of Garth’s skill, and 
doubtless still able to be diabolically, clever. 
 Dragging Claire with him, Steve 
darted into the questionable protection of an 
area of dense shade. Would the boy crack too, 
when the grey mold had eaten a little deeper 
into his flesh, and had gotten into his blood-
stream? There were no definite signs yet, but 
Steve was sure the symptoms would appear 
within an hour or two, if they weren’t already 
dead by then. 
 Old Steve had no weapon. When he 
had started out on his jaunt, he had not 
thought it necessary to arm himself. Except 
for the plant-man of several months before, no 
living creature that could offer a menace to the 
earthmen had been seen; therefore, a pistol 
had seemed superfluous. When he had 
returned to the laboratory, the meagre arsenal 
of guns and ammunition had been stripped. 
 Several flashes of light, some green, 
some red, flickered from the nose of the 
space-boat above. 
 Close on the heels of the signals, three 
bizarre figures charged out of the maw of a 
nearby cleft. The giant plant-man came 
toward their prey in long, swinging strides. 
Sand and rock fragments were scattered by 
their oval hoofs, as their great, horny bodies 
bobbed eccentrically along. They bore no 
artificial weapons, yet they were fearsome 
enough with their long, green tendrils, coiling 
and uncoiling about them menacingly. The 
two globes, which were supported above each 
of their bodies by a forked stalk, swayed like 
the hooded heads of cobras that are preparing 
to strike. From one of each of those pairs of 
globes came excited pulsations of baneful 
light, some green, some red, and from the 
window at the nose of the space-boat there 
were answering signals. 
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CHAPTER IV The Recovery of His Space-
Boot 
 
FLIGHT for the two men would have been 
useless, since these lunar creatures could 
cover the ground so much more rapidly than 
they. Claire and Steve stood their ground. 
Leaning weakly on the shoulder of his 
massive companion, the boy leveled his pistol. 
There were three silent flashes from the 
muzzle of the small weapon, followed 
immediately by three more among the ranks of 
the plant-men. The great awkward forms, 
ripped to fragments by the force of the 
explosions, crumpled grotesquely among the 
ash and rocks. Their sticky, chlorophylous 
body fluid, suddenly exposed to the almost 
pressureless vacuum of the moon, seethed and 
bubbled as it rapidly evaporated. “Good work, 
kid,” old Steve muttered. They wheeled about. 
Two other plant-men were rushing at them 
from behind. Claire fired again, but a thin veil 
seemed to be obscuring his vision, and his aim 
was not as good as it had been before. A 
second shot dropped one of the attackers, yet 
by this time the remaining one was so close 
upon them that to fire again would mean that 
they, too, would be killed by the force of the 
explosion. 
 Old Steve sprang boldly at their huge 
adversary, striking out at it with his metal-
gauntleted fists. But it was a futile gesture. A 
half-dozen of the plant-man’s tentacles 
grasped him about the middle, and hoisted 
him from the ground. Steve could do nothing 
but writhe and kick furiously. The monster 
quickly caught Claire Melconne, tore the 
weapon from his grasp, and hurled it far to 
one side. 
 They heard again Garth’s rattling, 
malicious laugh. “You tried to resist my 
people!” he screamed. “You tried to resist me! 
But the plant-man will have his pay for his 
fallen comrades. I shall tell him to take his 

revenge. But be assured that he will not kill 
you. Your time is not yet!” 
 With pulsating surges of changing 
color from the nose of the space-boat, his 
command was given. The plant-man flashed a 
short acknowledgment. 
 His tendrils tightened slowly about his 
two captives. Gradually, a crushing force was 
brought to bear. Steve fought the constricting 
coils, clawing, tearing at them. He got a hand 
under one of the looping, green, vine-like 
members; his powerful muscles surged 
mightily. His battered face reddened with the 
effort, yet he accomplished nothing. This 
eighteen-foot lunar giant was many times 
stronger than he. His breath was nearly gone, 
and little sparks of darkness danced before his 
vision. Above him, on the forked stalk, 
wavered the two globes, the left one, an eye, 
the right one, a signaling organ. There was a 
menacing, vengeful glint in the opalescent 
depths of the left globe. 
 Claire was fighting too—weakly. The 
kid was all pluck, but he’d had a bad start. Old 
Steve heard his faint, choking cry; then the 
boy went limp. 
 Garth Jubiston spoke again: “Pleasant, 
isn’t it?” he asked sarcastically. “You people 
of earth may be great upon your own world, 
but you are nothing to us plant-men. We have 
skill; we have metals. We shall build a great 
space-fleet, and conquer your world!” Garth’s 
voice rose to a rasping scream. “No, that 
cannot be! I must die!—by the grey mold. It is 
my duty! I—” 
 Something attracted the madman’s 
attention; for his train of thought stopped 
abruptly, and he began to curse. 
 Steve’s dimming vision saw the space-
boat swing erratically from its course, and go 
wobbling away from them across the sky. It 
was losing altitude. Presently it dropped 
behind a jutting crater wall. 
 Tortured though he was, old Steve was 
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exultant. Garth had suffered a mishap of some 
kind; and he felt that it was not necessarily an 
accidental one. He knew that Professor 
Melconne was aboard the vessel. Melconne 
could be depended upon to take every chance 
that was offered. 
 The plant-man slackened his 
constricting grip somewhat, as he hurried 
forward in the direction of the place where the 
space-boat had evidently landed. Steve could 
breathe again; but after a minute the lunar 
monster found new means of tormenting his 
captives. He began to twist Steve’s arms, 
slowly, never quite to the point of dislocating 
the joints or fracturing the bones; yet the pain 
was maddening. Silently, Steve endured it, 
biting his lip to force back the outcry. Steve 
was thankful for one thing. Claire was 
unconscious, and the plant-man was not 
bothering to do him any further harm. 
 What had happened to Garth and the 
space-boat? The question in Steve’s mind was 
answered presently, when his brother spoke: 
“Do you hear me, earth-men?” he asked. 
“Yes, you are there, for I can detect your 
heavy breathing. I have had a little mishap. 
The good professor freed one hand, and tossed 
a piece of metal into the stabilizing 
mechanism. But the damage is slight; I shall 
have it repaired in a few minutes. Then I shall 
attend to the professor. I am trusting my 
henchman to bring you here.” 
 A maddening fury was surging up 
within old Steve’s breast. Yet, by exerting a 
fierce effort, he managed to check the flood of 
hate that was trying to come to his lips. To 
voice it would have been worse than useless. 
That Garth had lost his reason through the 
ravages of some dread lunar disease, no longer 
was an adequate excuse for the man. Steve’s 
rage was beyond the power of excuses to 
lessen. God! If he could only get his hands on 
that skunk for a few seconds! His aching, 
pain-racked muscles and his throbbing brain 

fairly cried out for revenge. 
 The plant-man came to a precipitous 
slope that slanted sharply down for a distance 
of several hundred feet. It was strewn with 
jagged volcanic rocks. With careful steps, the 
lunarian started to descend. 
 
SOMETHING seemed to snap in the old 
sailor’s mind. As he dangled from the plant-
man’s grasp, his feet were about on a level 
with the mid-portions of the monster’s legs. 
Steve saw his chance, measured its slim 
possibilities and its great hazards, then took it. 
He swung his body inward, and grasped one 
of his captor’s legs firmly with his knees, at 
the same time struggling violently. 
 It was over in a moment. Tripped and 
thrown off balance, the ungainly lunarian 
pitched forward, releasing his grasp on his two 
captives. As the monster rolled and tumbled 
down the slope, amid a shower of ash and 
rock fragments, Steve caught hold of a firmly 
embedded piece of hardened lava, and saved 
himself. He had the advantage of lightness, 
and vastly superior agility. The limp body of 
Claire Melconne had started, less 
precipitately, to follow the plant-man; but 
Steve darted to it, and caught him in time. 
 “Now,” old Steve muttered, very softly 
to himself. His eyes fairly blazed in his 
glistening, sweat-streaked face. Brother or no 
brother, Garth Jubiston would pay, and pay 
dear. 
 Tossing Claire to his shoulder, he 
descended the rocky slope. Picking out the 
crater behind which the flier had disappeared, 
he hurried forward. Garth couldn’t be more 
than a mile distant from him. 
 But he’d have to hurry. He’d have to 
arrive before his brother could finish fixing 
the stabilizer. The task might already be 
completed. If it was, Garth would be leaving 
the ground in a second or two; then it would 
be too late for Steve to act, to gratify the dark 
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thoughts in his mind. 
 A grim smile creased the old sailor’s 
hard face. It did not detract any from the 
fiendishness of his expression; rather it added 
to it. If he could attract Garth’s attention to 
him by talking, he might delay the take-off of 
the flier for a few moments. Then—Steve’s 
metal-cased fingers crooked suggestively. 
 He began to curse, to groan, to cry out 
for mercy, as though he were being 
unbearably tortured. The sounds he made 
were realistic enough, and they were all for 
Garth’s benefit. 
 All through those histrionic evolutions, 
Steve’s terrible smile persisted. He advanced 
more like some huge, vengeful beast than a 
human being. 
 His ruse was having its effect. He 
heard Garth Jubiston’s voice cursing him, 
taunting him, laughing at him with that 
horrible, harsh laugh. In a way, the sound was 
pitiable, but there was no room in old Steve 
Jubiston’s heart for pity now. Irony! It was too 
bad Garth didn’t know that he, Steve, was 
hastening toward him with murder in his 
heart. But Garth was still clever, with the 
cunning of the maniac he had become. 
 Panting and sweating with exertion, 
and because of his tumultuous emotions, 
Steve topped a rise in the ground. He peeped 
cautiously over the summit. The flier rested 
down there among the volcanic ash and 
debris. It seemed deserted. No, something 
moved out of the long ebony shadow it cast. 
Garth was walking unsteadily around the 
vessel, apparently making a tentative survey 
of its outer mechanisms. 
 Steve deposited Claire on the ground 
in the shelter of the rocks. The boy was 
muttering feebly. His consciousness was 
returning. 
 Crouching down like some jungle cat, 
Steve waited for Garth to turn his back. It 
would be foolhardy to charge into the muzzle 

of a blazing automatic. The opportunity came. 
Soundlessly, he hurtled forward. His crooked 
fingers were almost upon their prey before the 
man became aware of his presence. 
 Some moments later a voice checked 
the seething fury that possessed old Steve. It 
was Claire Melconne crying hoarsely from the 
ridge. “Steady, Steve, for God’s sake! 
Remember; he’s probably the only person 
who knows where we can get another supply 
of air. Maybe it’s too late already!” Claire was 
approaching with tottering steps. 
 Steve dragged the limp form of his 
brother to the airlock of the space-boat. He 
entered the cabin with Claire. They found 
Professor Melconne firmly secured with metal 
cords to one of the vessel’s heavy duralumin 
ribs. 
 
 
CHAPTER V The Scorch for the Crystal 
Mountain 
 
 
When they had released the professor, he 
immediately closed the switches which put the 
radio of his space-suit into action. “Thank 
God you’re safe,” he cried. “It was almost too 
much to hope that you would be able to get 
here!” His thin old face was working with 
emotion. Briefly, they told him what had 
happened to them. His tone changed when he 
saw Garth. “You didn’t kill him, did you, 
Steve?” he questioned quietly; but his words 
were heavy with meaning. 
 Steve shook his head. “I should have,” 
he said fiercely. “Say—where is this place 
called the Crystal Mountain, Mr. Melconne?” 
 “I don’t know,” the professor replied 
ruefully. “I’ve been a captive in this space-
boat since the attack. Most of the time, 
something opaque was wrapped around my 
helmet. I could feel the vessel climbing, 
descending, and zigzagging tortuously; but I 
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couldn’t see.” 
 “Which means?” Steve cut in. 
 Professor Melconne completed the 
phrase: “That unless we can get the location 
from your brother, or find the way ourselves, 
we are doomed to smother within an hour. The 
ship’s oxygen is all but used up, and I can 
guess that your supply is not so large either.” 
 “Maybe it’s better than to die by the 
grey mold, Dad,” Claire suggested. 
 “Perhaps,” Mr. Melconne returned. 
“But it’s human nature to fight for your life. 
Garth sprinkled my skin with the spores a 
short time ago. The itching and burning is bad, 
but I’m not going to crack yet. Hang on, boy!” 
 Still protected by their own armor, 
they removed the space-suit from Garth 
Jubiston, and placed him in a bunk. Part of the 
fabric of his clothing, rotten with the grey 
mold, crumbled in their fingers as they sought 
to peel it from him. Presently, he lay there 
naked. There were large, irregular areas of a 
grey, silky substance scattered over his 
body—his arms, legs, torso and head. The 
stuff was like mole’s fur, except that when 
one touched it, it rubbed away, leaving 
hideous areas of raw, purulent flesh. Garth’s 
skin was hot and feverish. He panted heavily, 
yet his half-open eyes were fixed and 
motionless, and seemed to see nothing. The 
whites were very bloodshot, and a fine, grey 
fuzz clung to the lids. There was fuzz, too, in 
his nostrils, and there was a large, red-rimmed 
patch of furry mold along his jaw-bone, 
beneath one ear. Some of the more hideous 
sores were bandaged with dirty, crumbling 
gauze from Garth’s first-aid kit, evidently. 
During his more lucid moments, he had tried 
to combat the disease. 
 Steve was kneeling beside him. His 
cheeks had paled a trifle, but his face was still 
grim. Unmindful of the danger of contracting 
the plague, he had opened the vents in the 
forepart of his helmet, so that he could speak 

to his brother, who, he knew, was near death. 
 “Garth,” he called softly. “Garth!” 
Gently he grasped the younger Jubiston’s 
emaciated shoulders, and shook them. 
 Garth’s cloudy gaze wavered. In a 
foggy way, as though he were being aroused 
from a hashish dream, he began to be vaguely 
aware of his surroundings. His eyes turned 
toward Steve; remained there for a long 
moment—puzzled. There was no malice in 
them. 
 “Why, Steve—old fellow. I’m sorry. Is 
it time for my watch? I shouldn’t have slept so 
long. Now—”  A vague, fearful expression 
came to his features, doubtless due to the 
rasping, unnatural sound of his own voice. 
 Steve winced. His watch. A fragment 
of Garth’s old, sane, likable self—a fleeting 
fragment. 
 “Where is this place which you call the 
Crystal Mountain?” Steve asked with level 
quietness. 
 He knew immediately that he had 
made a mistake. Garth’s eyes widened in 
understanding; then his lips twisted into a leer, 
and he began to laugh .... 
 Steve had been only vaguely aware of 
the presence of the two Melconnes who 
crouched beside him. But now he felt hands 
clutching fiercely at his metal-clad shoulders. 
They were Claire Melconne’s fingers. “It’s 
your fault!” he was screaming, “He’s your 
brother, Steve Jubiston. You let him do this to 
us! I’ll be like that! Furry! Moldy! Like a 
piece of rotten food! I’ll kill you!” 
 The kid was cracking. Steve knew it at 
once. The poisons which were in his blood 
were already acting on the boy’s nerves and 
brain. The sight of Garth’s hideous, diseased 
body, was the straw that was breaking him. 
Steve arose, grappling with Claire, clutching 
at his flailing arms, trying as gently as 
possible to restrain him. Professor Melconne 
was helping. 
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 Their attention was drawn to Garth, 
With a sudden burst of strength, he arose to 
his feet and raced to the airlock. Before Steve 
and the professor had an opportunity to 
prevent it, he had unbolted the inner airtight 
door, and had darted through. They heard his 
mocking, maniacal scream, as the automatic 
safety device reclosed the panel. They knew 
that Garth was racing naked out over the 
airless lunar terrain. Yes, now they could see 
him through a window. His bare feet were 
pounding fiercely at the chalky ground, in that 
mad sprint to death. His head was uplifted to 
the stars; his lips were gasping. They saw him 
stumble at the brink of a steep slope, and go 
tumbling like a battered and discarded rag-
doll. 
 
IT WAS useless to make any attempt to save 
him. For a long minute, they stood staring 
after him. 
 Claire was the first to speak. “I’m 
sorry, Steve,” he panted. “I know it isn’t much 
of an excuse, but—” 
 “I know, kid,” Steve said dully. “Now 
we’ve got to look for our own air.” He had 
turned away, and for a moment seemed deep 
in thought. “As the only really well man on 
this boat,” he continued carefully, “I believe 
that it is both my right and duty to assume 
command. I can handle the flier alone. 
Therefore, I think it would be best if you both 
took a hypodermic and went to sleep.” 
 Professor Melconne seemed about to 
remonstrate, then, sensing Steve’s unspoken 
meaning, thought better of it “You’re right, 
Steve,” he said. “We’re not to be regarded as 
trustworthy, and it will be much better to have 
us out of the way temporarily at least. Good 
luck!” 
 Without asking any questions about 
what he intended to do, Mr. Melconne and his 
son retired from the control room to the small 
chamber behind it. 

 Old Steve went to work. He had no 
plan other than to search the lunar terrain until 
he found some clue, or until the last dregs of 
oxygen were gone. Forty minutes was all the 
time he had. 
 A small black notebook lying on the 
floor beside Garth’s clothing, caught his eye. 
Hurriedly he picked it up and began to thumb 
through it. It contained Garth’s notes, some 
taken before he had left camp. He skimmed 
quickly through these, coming to several 
pages on which many capital R’s and G’s, 
arranged in groups appeared. After each was a 
brief explanation: RRGR—Come this way! 
RRRG—kill! Steve understood. Here were 
Garth’s notes on the plant-men’s language. 
The R’s stood for flashes of red light, and the 
G’s for flashes of green. A strange, 
paradoxical thrill of pride came over him. 
Even during his sickness, when he played god 
to the plant-men, Garth had been the scholar 
and the delver after knowledge. He’d had his 
fairly lucid moments, of course. But the key 
wouldn’t do any good now. 
 In quest of some possible clue to the 
location of the place he sought, he scanned 
each page. He found nothing. However, on the 
last of the written leaves was a brief note 
which immediately riveted his attention. He 
read it avidly. Then a wild look, half of 
triumph and half of despair, flickered briefly 
on his rugged features. If he could only 
somehow find his way to the Crystal 
Mountain! It would mean so much! God! 
 Seated before the control panel, he 
closed the starting switches. The generators 
that fed power to the levitator and repulsion 
plates began to whine .... 
 From an altitude of a thousand feet, 
Steve looked down upon the moon. Night had 
almost come. Except for one frosty wing of 
her corona, the sun was almost invisible. Only 
a small segment of her disc still peeped above 
the serrated horizon. These last thin rays 
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gilded only the mountain peaks, and the tops 
of crater-brims. Only the brightening light of 
the half-earth was left to soften the blackness 
of the deeper valleys, 
 
CHAPTER VI The Mystery of the Plant-Men 
 
 
FOR OVER twenty minutes, Steve had 
searched without success. He sat in the pilot’s 
chair, hunched over the control levers. His 
eyes continually scanned the tortured terrain 
that spread vague and unreal beneath him in 
the feeble light. He knew what his chances 
were, yet, doggedly, he kept at his task. 
 A broad, squat mountain peak reared 
under him. At first glance it did not seem any 
different from the hundreds of other isolated 
peaks, which are common on the moon. Then, 
as he continued to gaze at it, he saw numerous 
shifting points of frosty light on its slopes. 
The phenomenon was doubtless caused by 
earth rays, shining on, and being reflected 
from, vast deposits of rock crystal with which 
the peak was loaded. 
 Was this Garth’s Crystal Mountain? 
Taken by the idea. Steve sent the space-boat 
rocketing downward, so that he could get a 
closer look at his find. His small searchlight 
played on the rounded slopes. The beam sent 
back diamond-like reflections. Yes, the 
mountain seemed to be composed almost 
entirely of crystals that looked like worn and 
dusty glass, A flash of hope came to old 
Steve. This might easily be-called the Crystal 
Mountain! 
 His craft swooped around sharply as 
he continued to examine the peculiar natural 
formation. But no, his searchlight revealed 
nothing that might indicate that this mountain 
was more suited to support life than any other 
portion of the moon. If possible, it was more 
desolate and barren. 
 Disappointed, Steve continued with his 

quest, guiding his craft in ever-widening 
circles. 
His time was nearly up. Already the oxygen 
escape-valve had ceased to hiss. 
 Then Steve saw a series of red and 
green light flashes, flickering eerily through 
the dusk beneath. In a moment they were 
gone. An idea came to him. Why not follow a 
plant-man? They would be hurrying to a place 
of cover, now that the lunar night, with its 
awful cold, was coming on. Fool! Why hadn’t 
he thought of that before? It might be too late, 
now that he could no longer see the plant-
man. 
 Eagerly, he waited for the creature to 
signal again, so that he could tell where it 
was; but the flickering lights did not re-
appear. 
 Steve was desperate. He picked up 
Garth’s notebook, a half-formed plan 
throbbing in his mind. Feverishly, his 
gauntleted fingers scrambled through the 
leaves. He glanced down the columns of 
symbols, scanning each explanation of 
meaning, RGRGR—Greetings. It might serve 
the purpose! At least it was worth a trial. 
 On the calculation desk at his side lay 
what appeared to be an ordinary flashlight, but 
a brief examination revealed that several 
things had been done to it. Instead of having 
only one cold-light globe, it was fitted with 
two, each of which was equipped with a 
separate button-switch. One of the globes was 
smeared with a green pigment, and the other 
with red. 
 Steve took up the flashlight, and 
holding it close to the window, flashed out the 
signal—red, green, red, green, red. 
 Eagerly he watched for an answer. 
There it was, far down in the darkened valley. 
Red, green, red, green, red—flickering eerily. 
 He sent the space-boat skimming 
toward it. Approaching close to where the 
plant-man had been, he checked his speed to a 
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crawl. It would not do to frighten the creature, 
who of course thought that Garth was guiding 
the vessel. 
 Again he signaled, and was answered, 
this time from a greater distance along the 
valley. And so the plant-man led him on, over 
the rough ground, reaching at last a small 
crater, over the walls of which the lunarian 
disappeared. 
 
HOVERING, Steve played his searchlight into 
the crater. In its floor yawned an immense 
chasm, sweeping down into misty darkness. 
The bright beam stabbed into a thin, whitish 
vapor that steamed up out of the pit. In it, 
white particles that looked like snowflakes 
were forming and swirling. Was the steamy 
stuff really water vapor, or was it carbon-
dioxide gas brought to the congealing point by 
the chill of the lunar night? Steve had no 
means of knowing; yet the presence of either 
might indicate that he was on the right track. 
 The chasm yawned black and 
forbidding. Steve hesitated. Might he not be 
following a false lead that would bring him 
and his companions to destruction? There was 
no evidence of a Crystal Mountain here. 
Moving the directing levers of the searchlight, 
he sent the misty beam groping for the plant-
man. After a moment, he found him. The 
creature was hurrying along a trail that 
spiraled down around the walls of the pit. His 
fantastic figure was swaying, loping along at 
topmost speed, as though he were frightened. 
 Steve drew a deep breath, then eased 
the control stick forward. Under the guidance 
of his cautious fingers, the vessel dropped into 
the black orifice. It continued to descend 
vertically for a distance of almost two miles; 
then the rocky tunnel curved outward, 
becoming horizontal. Sweeping the 
searchlight here and there over the jagged 
walls, Steve continued to advance into the 
dense shadows. The dark openings of many 

side-passages came into view. The barometer 
indicated a steadily rising air pressure in the 
tunnel. Evidently, there was still a trace of 
volcanic action here, giving rise to a copious 
outward flow of carbonic acid gas from the 
heart of the moon. 
 Where would the passage lead him? 
Would he find the place that he sought; the 
Crystal Mountain? Certainly there could be no 
Crystal Mountain way down here! 
 Abruptly, the volcanic corridor turned 
upward. As Steve guided the space-boat in the 
long ascent, he detected a faint glow far 
above. 
 Puzzled and wondering, Steve 
emerged into a vast place where prevailed a 
faint, half-revealing luminescence, like eldrich 
moonlight. He glanced through a window and 
saw, or fancied he saw, the dim shapes of 
fantastically formed trees. He played his 
searchlight groundward, seeking a landing 
place. 
 Having brought the vessel to rest, he 
opened a small aircock, which led through the 
double walls of the craft. A faint stream of 
vapor came through the valve. Tentatively, he 
tested it with his nose. It was real air, warm 
and humid. 
 Unprotected by his space-suit, he 
hurried eagerly through the airlock. His feet 
felt moist earth; about him were bushes. A 
soft inviting breeze fanned his cheek. Still 
puzzled, he looked upward toward the source 
of the illumination. It took almost a minute of 
scrutiny before the explanation of the glow 
was clear in his mind. Yes, this was Crystal 
Mountain all right; doubtless the same 
mountain he had examined before he had 
followed the plant-man. But now he was 
inside it! The vast dome above, which 
evidently had been formed by volcanic action 
in some remote age, was made up of 
translucent rock-crystal. The light shining 
through it was the light of the earth; the same 
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light that fell on the desolate lunar plains 
outside.  Doubtlessly in the same 
manner, during the lunar day, the much 
brighter rays of the sun reached this buried 
valley. 
 Old Steve was gasping in sheer 
amazement. It was a great, natural hothouse 
that he had found, the one place on the moon 
where conditions were favorable for the 
development of even the most delicate of life-
forms. 
 He directed the misty path of his 
flashlight against the riotous jungle of 
vegetation. Sweeping it onward, he saw a 
small, marshy lake, the inky surface of which 
was unruffled by the tiniest ripple. Standing in 
the water were hundreds of grotesque shapes, 
statuesquely motionless. Plant-men! Doubtless 
they were hibernating during the lunar night, 
absorbing moisture and mineral foods. 
 Old Steve was exultant. Impulsively, 
he drew his pistol, pointed its muzzle high 
over the lake. Garth had ruled those people by 
awing them. Why couldn’t he do the same? 
Smiling, he returned the weapon to his holster. 
Such things could wait. 
 Beside the lake he saw a group of tall, 
cactiform plants, the pulpy stems of which 
were bright purple. The sight of them brought 
back to his mind the needs of his two 
companions. What had Garth written in that 
last page of his notebook? “The raw juice of 
the purple plants applied to the affected parts, 
and if possible, injected in very minute 
quantities into the blood stream. The plant-
men contract this same disease, and treat it in 
just this way, always successfully, if in time. I 
learned of the treatment too late....” 
 Old Steve knew what to do. He would 
get the medicine kit .... 
 It was not until he turned that he 
noticed the dark bulk of the Artemis, the 
vessel that had brought the expedition to the 
moon, resting against the slope of a low hill. 

Garth had brought it there. 
 Some hours had passed. Steve 
Jubiston, Claire Melconne, and the professor 
were standing in the control room of the 
moon-ship. The professor was speaking: “We 
shall return to earth as soon as we can collect 
some of the interesting objects around us,” he 
was saying. “They should cause quite a 
sensation. Then we’ll bring a new and larger 
expedition back with us.” 
 “How about Garth?” Claire demanded. 
 
PROFESSOR Melconne’s voice became 
quieter. “We know about Garth and what 
happened to him,” he said. “The same thing 
might have happened to any one of us, 
allowing perhaps for differences in 
temperament. Everything unsavory 
concerning him goes out of our log, and he 
shall receive full credit for everything he has 
accomplished here.” 
 A fleeting, pained look crossed old 
Steve’s rugged face, as he gazed out of a 
window at the eldrich-lighted landscape 
beyond. Jumbled things flitted through his 
mind. There was a brain-picture of a small, 
studious schoolboy, mounting butterflies in a 
picture-frame. That had been the Garth of long 
ago. Walker? Frank Walker was dead: 
murdered. Old Steve’s heart was heavy. But 
he knew that the heaviness would not last 
long. The many interesting things he had to 
occupy his mind would soon make him forget. 
People were like that. Nature had made them 
that way. Nature was kind. 
 “Thanks a lot, Mr. Melconne,” Steve 
said. “And now I think I’ll take the flier and 
go up through the tunnel to the real outdoors. 
It’s night there now. I want to land there some 
place and just walk for a few minutes. I want 
to feel the cold and see the craters under the 
earth shine. All by myself. I want—oh hell—
such talk!” 
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- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 
Footnote 1 
 Terrestrial lichens are peculiar composite 
growths, part fungus and part green algae. 
These two separate and distinct plants exist 
together in a state of symbiosis. (A 
combination in which two forms of life are 
mutually benefited by each other.) The fibrous 
skeleton of any lichen is a fungus which binds 
the green algae together, and doubtless serves 
as a means of retaining moisture, which is 
necessary for both plants. Since the fungus 
contains no chlorophyll, it cannot manufacture 
its own food, and for that reason is dependent 
upon the green algae. 
 Since terrestrial lichens are very hardy, 
and seem capable of thriving under the most 
rigorous of earthly conditions, I have assumed 
that the simpler forms of lunar vegetation are 
similar to them. 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 
 
Footnote 2 
According to a theory accepted until recent 
years, the moon was totally without 
atmosphere. The sharp shadows and the 
complete absence of any atmospheric 
distortion of the details of the lunar terrain 
seemed to bear this out. Even stars, when 
occulted, or eclipsed, by the dark edge of the 
moon, showed no change in aspect, nor any 
irregularity in their apparent position, up to 
the very instant that they disappeared behind 
the lunar disc. There was no evidence of any 
atmospheric refraction. 
 However, during a solar eclipse in 
November, 1919, W. H. Pickering noted a 
prolongation of the cusps, or horns, of the 
crescent of the disappearing sun—a 
phenomenon which he believed was due to the 
refraction and diffusion of light by a lunar 
atmosphere. It was also noted that when a 
bright planet, Jupiter, for instance, was 
occulted by the lighted edge, or limb of the 

moon, a dark band, parallel to the lunar 
surface, was projected across the planet. This 
also indicated refraction by an atmosphere. 
When a planet was occulted by the dark edge 
of the moon, no such phenomenon took place. 
It is concluded from this that during the long 
lunar night, the air disappears, perhaps 
freezing, and deposits itself on the ground in 
the form of hoar-frost, which does not melt 
again until after sunrise. 
 There are several reasons why I have 
assumed that the air of the moon is mostly 
carbon-dioxide. According to a well-
established theory, just before life appeared on 
the earth, its atmosphere was made up chiefly 
of nitrogen and carbon-dioxide, with very 
little, if any, free oxygen. It was not until 
green plants started to decompose this carbon-
dioxide, which was supposed to have come 
principally from volcanic vents, that there was 
any considerable quantity of oxygen. Oxygen 
is too active a gas, chemically, to exist in a 
free state for any length of time, when there 
are so many other elements with which it can 
combine. The oxygen content of our 
atmosphere is maintained only by the action 
of green plants. 
 Assuming that the evolution of the 
moon was somewhat similar to that of our 
earth, we can conclude that, today at least, a 
large portion of the lunar atmosphere is 
carbon-dioxide, since the moon has no 
extensive, if any, green vegetation. 
 In addition, the ability of a planet to 
retain an atmosphere seems to be in 
proportion to its gravitational force. It is 
believed that the atmospheres of all planets 
are slowly leaking away into space. With a 
gravity only one-sixth as great as that of earth, 
it is obvious that the lunar air would not only 
be more highly expanded, but would escape 
much more rapidly, because of the weaker 
force holding it to the lunar surface. Because 
carbon-dioxide is a very heavy gas, it would 
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be retained much longer than the lighter 
nitrogen and water vapor. 
 According to Mr. Pickering, the 
maximum air pressure on the moon cannot 
exceed five millimeters of mercury, which, of 
course, is a very insignificant amount when 

compared to the seventy-seven centimeters 
approximate normal sea-level pressure on 
earth. Mr. Pickering’s theory is not much 
more than a guess, but it is certain that the 
lunar atmosphere is very rare. 

 


