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The Twenty-First Century Limited  
by Paul Slachta 

 
 

 TELL you, sir,” exclaimed Roy 
Carlton, Chief Pilot of the 
Interplanetary Express Co., “it can’t 

be done!”  
 “And why not?” queried the president 
of the company, Bruce Darway. 
 “You have received a report from the 
observatory telling of a certain comet, have 
you not?” asked Carlton. 
 “I have—but what has that to do with 
this run?” questioned Darway. 
 “Plenty.” Carlton walked toward the 
wall where a terrestrial map was hanging. He 
took a pencil from his pocket and marked a 
line from Earth to Venus. “That,” he 
explained, “is the route we take. At 6:30 
tomorrow evening that comet will be about 
900,000 miles from our route. You know that 
is uncomfortably close, considering the speed 
of the comet and the speed we make. If we 
ever get caught in its gravity pull, Heaven help 
the poor unfortunates on board!” 
 “Isn’t there a possible chance of 
cutting ahead of the comet?” asked Darway. 
 “Only one chance in a thousand. At 
that place I have my gravity screens wide 
open and chances are we will be attracted. 
Usually there are ‘pockets’ near a body of that 
sort, places where there is practically nothing. 
As you know, our power is etheric; we get the 
power from the surrounding ether, and if we 
can’t get it, we are left to the mercy of that 
Great Void.” 
 “Perhaps we could start ahead of our 
schedule—hm— say about two o’clock,” 
suggested Darway. 
 “Impossible, sir,” Carlton answered, 
“the Round the World Express is due to arrive 
at 4 A. M., and most of our passengers will be 

on that plane.” “I  “You’re right, but we can’t wait any 
later than 5 o’clock or we are bound to lose 
that mail contract. We need that badly. The 
future of this company depends on that 
contract. We can’t rely on the passenger 
money alone; it’s too uncertain. Since we 
purchased these new planes we have been 
operating at a loss. What we want is profit and 
that mail contract will give us profit. Carlton, 
can’t you think of a way out of this?” 
 “Listen, we have one slim chance to 
squeeze by that stranger in the heavens and 
I’m going to take that chance!” 
 “Attaboy, Carlton, I know you’ll make 
it. Go out and beat that Chicago ship to the 
contract!” 
 “By the way, Mr. Darway, what time 
does the E. & V. send out their ship?” 
 “Just a minute and I’ll see.” He went 
toward the rear wall. A glazed screen, about 
the size of an ordinary window-pane, was 
built in the wall. There were two large dials 
under it, that was all. He worked the dials for 
a few seconds. Presently a blurred picture was 
seen on the screen. The dials were turned a 
little more and then the rival company’s 
station came into view. He manipulated the 
dials for a while longer until a large bulletin 
board was seen on the screen. It read: 
 
EARTH AND VENUS EXPRESS Co.  
EXPRESS WILL LEAVE CHICAGO  
11:55 P. M. MONDAY, JULY 8th, 2028 
WILL ARRIVE AT VENUS, CITY OF 
VELENA, AT 2:30 P. M., SATURDAY, 
JULY I3th, 2028 
 
 After reading it, Darway shut off the 



The Twenty-First Century Limited 
 

3

power and said, “They have a five-hour start 
on us. Do you think you can beat them to it?” 
 “I’ll do my best, sir. Our ships are 
sturdier and have more speed. How many 
passengers am I taking up?” 
 “1,100.” 
 “I guess I’ll go out and look the ship 
over.” 
 “Do that, and I wish you luck.” 
 Pilot Roy Carlton walked out. 
 
ROY CARLTON and I have been close 
friends since our boyhood days. In all the time 
I have known him, he has always been much 
attracted by the science of aviation. Every 
opportunity that has presented itself to him, he 
grasped. Always studied, always crammed his 
brain with the intricacies of airplane control 
and its mechanism. It was often that he didn’t 
have his regular school studies prepared, and 
it is a wonder to me that he finished school 
with me. 
 After we graduated, I went to a higher 
school to complete my studies, while Roy 
went to the Interplanetary Co. to look for a 
job. 
 He was lucky enough to get a laborer’s 
job, doing odd work about the huge airdrome 
and landing station. Since then, his progress 
was rapid. Today he is rated the best pilot the 
company ever had. 
 Six years ago the company started a 
regular route between Earth and Venus. The 
company prospered for a time, until they 
bought five new ships. From then on the best 
they could do was to break even. Now they 
saw their way out of the difficulty. 
 Ever since I left college, Roy asked, 
begged and pleaded with me to make a trip 
with him. I repeatedly told Roy, “I prefer to 
stay on Mother Earth.” For some reason, I 
didn’t trust those ships. Or, perhaps, I was 
afraid. 
 After much coaxing one day, I 
promised Roy I’d go. Roy had made all 

arrangements for me, reserved my stateroom 
and attended to my baggage. Just now I was 
waiting for him at his apartment. 
 Roy came in, his features twisted in 
perplexity. 
 “What is the matter, old man?” I asked 
of him. 
 “W-e-ell,” slowly answered Roy, as if 
in doubt, “this is your first trip and I don’t 
know that I ought to tell “you, but I guess I 
may as well.” He put his hands on my 
shoulders, and looking me straight in the eyes, 
said, “Paul, we have one chance out of a 
thousand to get by a comet on the trip we are 
to make tomorrow.” 
 I stepped back, feeling a sinking 
sensation in the pit of my stomach. 
 “Why can’t they delay the trip?” I 
managed to ask. 
 “Let me explain,” Roy answered. 
“Yesterday the company received a letter from 
the Postal Department telling us that they 
would send their mail by the ships of the 
company that made the best time on this run. 
 “Our company has invested money in 
new ships, and as you know, these ships 
operate between Earth and Venus. Since the 
purchase of these ships, the company has been 
operating at a loss, or was just about breaking 
even. The passenger money, alone, can’t meet 
all the expenses. What we need is some 
outside source and this source has come, in the 
guise of a big mail contract. 
 “Our closest rival is the E. & V. Co. of 
Chicago. The other two companies are 
insignificant and need not be taken into 
consideration. The E. & V. is sending their 
ship at fifteen minutes of midnight, while we 
leave at five. They have a five hours start on 
us—and on that comet. They have——” 
 “Pardon me, but won’t the Postal 
Department give you credit for that five hours 
start?” 
 “No. You see the E. & V. stop on the 
moon for four hours and a half to pick up 
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passengers. Still they are that much ahead of 
us.” 
 “I see.” 
 “Well, as I was saying, they have 
nothing to worry about. They probably 
haven’t given it a second thought. We, 
however, are scheduled to leave at 5 A. M. 
and running on our schedule we are due to 
cross the orbit of the comet at 9 P. M.—45 
minutes later, the comet will cross our route at 
the point where we crossed its orbit.” 
 “You bet it is.” 
 “Here is my only hope. By running the 
ship as fast as I dare, I might be able to beat 
the comet to it.” He said this with a far-away 
look in his eyes, as if he were thinking of that 
fatal meeting. Then turning to me, he said, “I 
won’t press you to make that trip. If you wish 
it, I will cancel your reservation.” 
 “No, I’ll make this trip with you,” I 
answered. It was good to see his face 
brightening up. 
 “Come,” he said, “let’s go to the 
airdrome and look the ship over.” 
 We walked together toward the station. 
There was the mighty ship, on the runway, 
ready to take off in the early morning. 
 
AS we neared the huge plane, my heart began 
to beat at a faster clip. I didn’t know whether I 
was just scared or thrilled. There it stood, like 
a huge shadow in the fast failing light, just 
itching, it seemed to me, to fly away into the 
unknown. 
 As we came nearer the ship, shouts 
and orders came to our ears, baggage men 
piling in the baggage, a passenger shouting 
good-by to some of his friends far down 
below the landing stage. All this left its mark 
on my mind. With the exception of some of 
the officials, no one knew that he might be 
going to his doom, that this might be his last 
good-by. 
 All this came to my mind while we 
walked toward the station in silence. I could 

distinguish this word, painted in large letters 
at the forward end of the ship, “VE-NURTH.” 
The ship was 950 feet long, 400 feet wide, and 
200 feet deep. It had a number of decks. On 
top of the upper deck was a glass-enclosed 
promenade. 
 The promenade was like a second 
Garden of Eden. The flooring of this “garden” 
was like a huge lawn, with tempting banks 
here and there for some tired person to rest 
upon, and forget his troubles. Gravel walks 
entwined themselves between the many 
species of trees, ferns and flowers. All the 
paths led to the center of the promenade where 
a large lake afforded swimming facilities. 
 Around the sides were settees placed 
in such a way that passengers could look at the 
heavens without any undue strain. Birds, both 
from Earth and Venus, flitted from limb to 
limb, singing and making happy without a 
care in the universe. I couldn’t blame them. 
Amid such surroundings any one could be 
happy. 
 At the forward end of this promenade 
the observatory and instrument rooms were 
located. The observatory, I found, was a very 
interesting place, many of the machines and 
instruments that were in there I had never seen 
before. All were used for the purpose of 
observing the heavens for some stray bodies 
that might come in front of the onward rush of 
the ship. 
 The instrument room contained many 
delicate instruments that showed the speed of 
the ship, the amount of power used, the 
distance from the nearest heavenly body, and 
so forth. In one corner of the room was an 
instrument that continually drew my attention, 
because of its oddness. To me it was just an 
intricate maze of wiring, tubing and coils. 
Suspended on the wall near this instrument 
was a glazed screen, marked with very minute 
lines, running both vertically and horizontally. 
Near one of those lines was an illuminated, 
dot, the size of a pin-head. 
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 Naturally I was curious as to the use of 
this instrument, but no opportunity offered 
itself for inquiring about its function. That it 
was a very important instrument was obvious 
at a glance. 
 All the staterooms were located around 
the sides of the ship. A short corridor led to 
the central part of the ship, where the dining 
room was located. The side doors led to the 
libraries, music-rooms and lounge-rooms. 
 One deck was used for the crew’s 
sleeping quarters, the baggage rooms and the 
great power machines that could make the 
ship lighter than a feather. 
 The two upper decks were for the first-
class passengers. The grill room and 
promenade were used by rich and poor, officer 
and baggage men alike, although the lower 
class did have some restrictions. 
 The ship was lighted, heated and 
cooled on starting by this modern form of 
power—atomic decomposition. This very 
same power drove the ship ahead at unheard 
of speed, and at the same time it purified the 
air. And it was this atomic power that operated 
the gravity screens, two of which were located 
at the forward end of the ship. Two anti-
gravity screens were fixed in the rear. There 
was one thing I couldn’t understand, namely, 
why did they have five propellers above the 
promenade? Once I interrupted Roy, in the 
midst of his explanations and voiced my 
query. 
 “You say the ship’s power is atomic?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Why, then, do you have the propellers 
on top of the plane?” 
 “These five propellers,” he answered, 
complacently, “are used to lift the ship out of 
the atmosphere.” 
 “But I can’t see how these screws can 
even budge a ship this size?” 
 “We don’t rely on the screws alone. 
You see, we open the anti-gravity screens just 
enough to make the craft light enough for the 

screws to move it.” 
 “Why can’t you use the gravity screens 
throughout—from the time you start to the 
time you land?” I asked. 
 “The screens move this ship at 
tremendous speed,” his face was all smiles 
and just beaming sarcasm at me, “and we 
couldn’t very well shoot at 500 miles a minute 
in this dense atmosphere, with that heavy 
traffic just above us, could we?” 
 “Oh, no, not very well.” What else 
could I say? 
 “You see,” he continued to explain, 
“when we are ready to start, we open gravity 
screens ever so little, which makes the ship 
just light enough for the screws to move it; 
and as I said before, the screws are started and 
we slowly rise into the atmosphere.” 
 He led the way to the third deck, and 
to my stateroom. The rooms were very 
comfortable; every means was used to make 
its owner feel perfectly restful and at home 
throughout the voyage. 
 “Just before we are ready to start, old 
man, come up to the observation tower and I’ll 
explain more fully how the ship is operated,” 
Roy said. 
 “I’ll do that.” 
 “Well, good night. Try and get some 
sleep.” 
 With that he left the room. 
 
I WAS awakened by a powerful droning 
sound. Hurriedly I got up and dressed. While I 
was dressing the drone came nearer being a 
shriek. It was just 3:45 A. M. I went to the 
corridor and looked around, expecting to see 
the people in a panic. The only person I saw, 
however, was an officer. 
 “Where is that noise coming from?” I 
proceeded to ask that worthy. “Did something 
go wrong?” 
 “Nothing wrong. The screens and 
propellers are being tested.” 
 Although I felt foolish and small, I 
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sighed with relief. Since I was up and wide 
awake and had nothing to do, I decided to 
have an early breakfast. 
 After a good hearty repast, I went to 
the promenade. The screws had been stopped 
by this time, and quiet prevailed again. 
 I met Roy at the observation tower. It 
was just 4:30. Far down below the passengers 
were hurrying up the gangplanks, baggage 
men shouting orders to their help, air taxis 
arriving and leaving. All was hurry and 
bustle—just a milling stream of humanity. 
 Just then I heard a siren and a powerful 
beam of light fell on the ship. Out in the semi-
darkness a huge ship loomed into view. It was 
built on the same order as the interplanetary 
ship, only a good deal smaller. 
 “At last,” Roy said, “the Round the 
World Express is here. Ten minutes late. That 
means ten precious minutes lost!” He hurried 
to the instrument room. 
 I watched the Round the World 
Express land, its powerful siren screeching its 
warning, the people hurrying; questions asked 
and questions answered; the air taxis getting 
more numerous, and on top of all this the 
many loud-speakers bawling out their 
information—— 
 “All aboard for the Venus Express!” 
 “Venus Express leaving at 5 o’clock. 
ALL ABOARD!” 
 Then again came the siren! To me it 
sounded as if the world were coming to an 
end. Somehow all this reminded me of a few 
things my grandfather had told me—of how in 
his day there was confusion, noise and bustle 
at the railroad stations; when it was time for a 
train to arrive or depart. What a difference. I 
thought. 
 Just then Roy joined me. “I have given 
orders to my men to rustle the passengers on 
board as fast as possible.” Then with a smile, 
he said, “Quite a din. isn’t it? It has always 
been like this; it’s human nature to get excited 
when going on a trip.” 

 At last the time was drawing near. All 
the passengers were on board, the men were 
sealing the openings in the sides of the ship, 
the gangplanks were pulled away, everything 
was in readiness. 
 I looked at the clock. It was exactly 
five minutes to five. The sun was up and lit 
that confusing scene. The propellers began to 
spin. Roy was sending orders—— 
 “Open the anti-gravity screens one-
tenth!” 
A lever was pulled in place. The gravity 
screen was partly opened—enough to make 
the huge ship light enough for the screws to 
move it—and we were off! 
 
THE ship’s powerful siren was screeching its 
warning to the early morning traffic. All the 
traffic officers in the air stopped the planes 
and made a lane for the huge ship. It was 
moving slowly but surely, the five large 
screws humming merrily, steadily pulling the 
new feather-weight ship toward the great 
adventure. 
 The traffic in the air was just as 
stubborn as the automobiles were in the olden 
days. It was many a time that we just missed 
hitting a plane, or being hit. 
 One air-taxi driver tried to cross our 
lane regardless of the “stop” signal that was 
against him. The traffic officer sent his plane 
with a jump toward the taxi, overtook it by 
clever maneuvering and forced it back to its 
proper place, to remain there until we had 
passed. 
 We continued to rise slowly in this 
manner for another fifteen minutes. At the end 
of that time the traffic began to thin out, but 
our speed wasn’t increased in the slightest. 
We continued in the same, slow, easy climb. 
We were between 70,000 to 75,000 feet in the 
air. There was no traffic at this height. Ten 
minutes later a deep twilight took the place of 
a bright and sunny day. 
 The sun, when we left, was the same 
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as usual, except that the deep orange now 
began to show a reddish tint. Our own earth 
was like a huge, silver ball, with no sign of 
land or sea. By this time, complete darkness 
enveloped our outside surroundings. The 
atomic lights glowed with a soft luminosity. 
 The propellers were stopped and 
drawn in by a clever bit of mechanism, not 
allowing any of the air to escape into the 
outside vacuum. Then the ship gave a forward 
jerk, and I knew the speed was increased. 
 The darkness bothered me, and I 
determined to find out just what caused it. I 
decided to ask Roy immediately. 
 “What caused everything to grow dark 
as soon as we left the Earth’s atmosphere?” 
 “You see,” answered Roy, “light needs 
some sort of an agent to diffuse it. In this case 
it happens to need air with water vesicles and 
perhaps cosmic dust, to make it visible to us.” 
 “I see.” 
 “Did you ever watch an experiment 
done with a bell jar? The jar is put on a flat 
surface; an electric bell is inserted on the 
inside, and all the cracks are scaled with wax, 
allowing no air to go either in or out. Then all 
the air is pumped out from the inside of the 
jar. When the bell is rung, no one can hear it, 
although the hammer can be plainly seen 
hitting against the bell. As soon as the air is let 
in the bell is heard. The same holds true with 
light. It needs atmosphere to diffuse it. As we 
are going through the vacuum now, you won’t 
see any light-beams. 
 “From now on, you will see the 
heavenly bodies just as they are. For instance, 
look at our own sun.” I followed the point of 
his finger, and I beheld a most wondrous 
sight! It was like a large, fiery ball, aflame in 
the heavens, its flames reaching high and 
wide. 
 Everything seemed to me strangely 
silent, as though all suddenly went dead. 
There was not a sound among the other 
passengers; not a rustle, not a whisper. They 

merely looked and looked, even as I did, 
feasting their eyes, their very souls, with this 
wonderful, this stirring sight! 
 I was startled by a voice behind me. 
 “Are you in a trance?” I turned, to face 
Roy, smiling at me. 
 “That is a beautiful sight!” I said, still 
somewhat breathless and overwhelmed. 
 “Oh, come, snap out of it,” Roy said, 
laughingly, “you will be all used up before the 
end of this trip. There are stranger sights 
millions of miles ahead of us. We are bound to 
see that comet and the sight will completely 
knock you off your feet.” 
 “Heavens!” I gasped. 
 “Come, I’ll explain more about the 
gravity screens.” 
 I took a last, lingering look at the skies 
and followed Roy to the observation tower. 
 At the tower, Roy immediately began 
sending orders. He sent signals to the men 
below, telling them to open the gravity screens 
at the forward end, one-half, and the rear anti-
gravity screens, three-fifths. I waited a second, 
then the ship gave a forward jerk and I knew 
its speed was increased. 
 Roy explained that the forward gravity 
screens were used to attract the ship to a 
certain stellar body, which in this instance 
happened to be Venus, while the screens in the 
rear were used against the body we were 
leaving, thereby giving double speed to the 
ship. 
 Roy and I went to the instrument room 
to ascertain the velocity of the ship. After a 
moment of study, Roy looked up and 
announced, as calmly as though he were 
telling me what he had for dinner: “We are 
now going at the rate of 20,833 1/3 miles per 
minute, or 1,250,000 miles per hour.” 
 “What!” I exclaimed, incredulously, 
“1,250,000 miles an hour! What, in the name 
of Heaven would this ship do with the screens 
wide open?” 
 “With the screens wide open, Paul, this 
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ship will gather speed up to 150,000 miles a 
second, just 36,000 miles a second slower than 
light!” 
 “But what keeps it from 
disintegrating? Why doesn’t it burn on the 
spot?” I asked, beginning to lose my breath 
again. 
 “It’s the metal, boy, a Venerian metal 
called Durameral metal.” 
 “Some metal.” 
 “Besides,” Roy continued, “we are 
practically in a vacuum, and there is no 
friction to speak of.” 
 I had calmed down sufficiently to ask 
Roy a few questions that had been preying on 
my mind. 
 “How far is Venus from Earth?” 
 “Venus, at its closest to Earth, comes 
within 25,000,000 miles, and at its farthest, 
160,000,000 miles, at which time it is on the 
farthest side from the sun.” 
 “When will we get there?” 
 “Five days from today.” 
 “I’m going out on the promenade,” I 
said abruptly. “I’ve got a headache.” This was 
too much for me. Roy stood in the doorway, 
laughing. 
 “Just a minute, Paul,” I stopped and 
waited for him. “I have a friend I want you to 
meet. She’s traveling alone and I thought you 
might make a good traveling companion for 
her.” 
 We took the elevator to an upper deck. 
Roy knocked on the doorway, directly across 
the corridor from my room. We waited a 
moment, and then the door slowly opened, and 
there stood before me the most charming girl I 
had ever met! Her jet-black hair fell in 
flowing folds about her well-rounded 
shoulders, and with a delightful touch, a bright 
red rose was fastened in the hair just above her 
right ear. Her eyes were like deep, limpid 
pools of crystal water, shining bright and 
clear. The eyelashes were like brown satin. 
She was dressed simply, but in keeping with 

the mode of the day. 
 Far away, as in a dream, I heard a 
voice: “Paul, meet Miss Dana, a very close 
friend of my wife’s.” 
 “Charmed,” was all I could say. I 
guess I spoke the truth at that. 
 She invited me to take a stroll about 
the ship. I readily accepted. We went to the 
music room, doing very little talking on the 
way. We walked through the spacious dining 
room to one of the side doors that led to the 
music room. There we were alone. As we sat 
down on one of the settees, I wondered how I 
could begin the conversation. For the life of 
me I didn’t know what to say. 
 “Aren’t these ships wonderful?” she 
said after a while. 
 “Er—a—yes.” I felt very foolish. As 
far as conversation was concerned, I was lost. 
I only wanted to sit there and look at her. I 
didn’t want to talk—I knew of nothing I could 
say that would interest her. 
 “Is this your first trip?” she asked 
again. 
 “Yes.” 
 After another lapse of silence: “I’ll 
play something for you,” and she walked 
toward one of those funny looking Venus 
instruments—all wooden blocks and silk 
strings, which are played by hitting the 
wooden blocks with the left hand and plucking 
the strings with the right. 
 She began playing a soul-stirring 
Venus melody. The instrument sent out its 
mellow tones to every corner of the room, 
hitting the walls and coming back, vibrating 
through the air, leaving me just shaking. 
 “You’re not much of a talker, are 
you?” She asked, after she had finished 
playing that melody. 
 “Oh, I’m sorry if I proved myself a 
bore. But your beauty, your way of doing 
things sort of—sort—er—dazes me.” 
 She laughed, a tinkling, little laugh. 
 “I’m glad you think so highly of me,” 
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she said, “but I wish you wouldn’t speak like 
that.” 
 “If I have offended you, I’m——” 
“No, no, you didn’t offend me, but let’s not 
spoil our stroll. Shall we go to the promenade 
and look at the stars?” 
 “Surely,” I answered, “as this is my 
first trip, I would naturally like to see some of 
the passing ‘scenery’.” 
 We took the elevator to the 
promenade. Immediately upon arriving, I 
looked for the thing that was foremost in my 
mind—the comet. I searched the heavens. 
Directly above us was a large, yellow body, 
which I judged to be what I was looking for. I 
didn’t say anything to Dana. 
 “Aren’t the stars wonderful from this 
point?” Dana was saying. 
 “They are wonderful,” I said. “I have 
never seen them from anywhere else except 
Earth.” 
 “Why did you never go to Venus 
before?” 
 “Frankly, I was afraid, but now I’m 
glad I decided to go—on this trip.” 
 She looked at me, a pink flush 
mounting to her face. 
 “Are you going to Venus for a visit?” I 
asked her. 
 “I was born on Venus. This was my 
first visit to Earth. I think I’ll return soon, 
because I like your planet; and besides my 
best friend lives there.” 
 “Venus must be a beautiful place to 
live in,” I said, looking at her. “It is a 
wonderful planet.” 
 We picked one of the numerous gravel 
paths that abounded on the promenade, 
strolling and chatting about our worlds. This 
gravel path led to the instrument room, and we 
decided to stop in and see Roy. 
 He was busy on his calculations; every 
once in a while he would study a large chart 
that hung on the side wall. When we entered, 
he looked up and his face brightened up 

immediately. I, alone, knew what was 
troubling him. 
 “I see you two are enjoying 
yourselves,” he said, with a know-it-all 
expression. 
 “Immensely.” Dana beat me to that 
answer and I began wondering if, after all, she 
did not like my company. 
 “How far are we from Earth?” I asked 
of Roy. 
“Well,” Roy answered, “we have been 
traveling for six hours at the rate of 1,250,000 
miles an hour. We are now 7,500,000 miles 
away from Earth.” 
 “This ship is just eating up the miles, 
isn’t it?” Dana said, with twinkling eyes. 
 “Yes, this is the best and fastest ship 
the company owns. We will add a little bit 
more to the rate we are now going at, and get 
ahead of our schedule—for several reasons,” 
Roy said, giving me a significant look. 
 “I guess we will go down and get 
ready for lunch,” I said. “I’ll come back to see 
you in a short time, Roy.” 
 I exchanged a few words with Dana at 
her stateroom, then excusing myself, hurried 
back to Roy. That large, yellow body was 
troubling me. 
 “Isn’t that the comet?” I asked, 
pointing to the yellow body. (It seemed 
smaller now.) 
 “No, that’s the good, little Earth you 
just left.” I felt myself wilting, then. “There is 
the comet.” He pointed to a little, greenish dot 
ahead of us and a little to the right. “In a few 
hours we will know whether we will make it 
or not.” 
 “Why can’t you run the ship at top 
speed?” I suggested. 
 “No, we would just be taking another 
chance. At a speed greater than the rate we are 
doing now, we wouldn’t have much of a 
chance to get by another body; we would be in 
a collision before a minute had passed. You 
see, this section is thick with meteorites.” 
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 I looked out through the speed-defying 
glass and saw the surrounding space thick 
with both large and small black bodies, 
hurrying onward. They were in all shapes, I 
noticed, not the perfectly round “balls” that I 
supposed them to be, for no reason at all, but 
flat and oblong bodies, some had large 
pinnacles sticking out, and some had deep 
gashes; some were of monstrous size, others 
were as small as one of Earth’s smaller rocks. 
All floated in the same direction, but with 
various speeds, according to the size of the 
body. 
 “We will meet the comet somewhere 
on the other side of this meteoric section,” 
Roy was saying. 
 “I might as well tell you, Roy, that I’m 
greatly worried about that comet.” I said. 
 “Personally, I doubt what the outcome 
will be.” 
 “Do you suppose we have a chance ?” 
I asked. 
 “All I can say, old man, is, that we will 
do our best. No one can ask any more of me.” 
 “Have you seen anything of the other 
ships?” 
 “No, they are millions of miles ahead 
of us. I’m not worried as to the two smaller 
companies. We can overtake their ships easily 
enough. It’s that Chicago Company that will 
give us a fight.” 
 “Cheer up, Roy; this has only started. 
Many things can happen before this run is 
over,” I said, doing my best to cheer him up. 
 “You said a good deal, many things 
might happen before this run is over—” and, 
after a short pause, “especially to us.” 
 “You shouldn’t be talking this way,” I 
told him. 
 “I know what you are thinking of, 
Paul. I shouldn’t say these things because 
everything is up to me. I’ve got to see the 
humans that are in this ship safely through. 
But remember this, I’m a human myself and 
subject to emotions like the rest of you. Deep 

down in my heart I’m afraid, Paul, afraid, but 
I must not show it. That is why I stay here. No 
matter how composed one may seem in the 
face of danger, deep down in his heart he 
knows he is afraid.” 
 He wasn’t breathless or shaky, as one 
would expect a person to be after a speech like 
that. He was smiling and merely explaining. 
 “That’s true enough, but I wish you 
wouldn’t speak like that.” 
 “I’m sorry I let my emotion get the 
best of me.” 
 “I know just how you feel, Roy, but I 
am certain in my inner mind that you will see 
us safely through.” 
 “I appreciate it; and now you had 
better run down to Dana or she will be raising 
the dickens,” he said laughingly, putting his 
arm about my shoulders and accompanying 
me as far as the elevator. 
 
DANA was waiting for me. We went to the 
dining room for lunch. But not for one 
moment could I erase from my mind the 
threatening doom that was so swiftly 
approaching us. Nevertheless I said nothing 
about it to Dana; I still clung to some hope. 
 After lunch we took a stroll toward the 
library, never saying a word to each other. I 
could think of nothing but the inevitable 
approach to the comet. 
 “Are you ill?” Dana was saying, 
showing some concern. “You are very pale.” 
 “It must be something I ate,” I lied. 
 “I’ll go out and order some sort of a 
stimulant.” With that, she walked out. 
 How I wished I could tell her how 
much I loved her. And this danger—I did not 
have the heart to tell her. Still—if she knew, 
she would be prepared. But Roy had said that 
there was a possible chance of getting by 
without alarming any of the passengers, so 
why frighten her unnecessarily. I decided to 
keep Roy’s secret. At this point Dana came 
back. 
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 “Dana, if I could only tell you what’s 
on my mind, but I’m afraid—I don’t dare to 
tell it!” 
 “You must be very ill. Is there 
anything I can do?” 
 “No, Dana, there isn’t anything you 
can do, and I’m not ill. There is something 
preying on my mind.” 
 “Won’t you please tell me what is 
troubling you?” 
 “Perhaps I will tell you later. Shall we 
go to the recreation room? It might help me to 
forget—a little.” 
 “Certainly, if it will help you, but I 
wish you would tell me.” 
 “Later, perhaps.” 
 In the recreation room, the talk and 
noise, along with the games that were being 
played, took the place of the quiet of the 
library. We played a few games of cards and 
some deck games, that were introduced from 
Venus. These few moments of pleasure helped 
me to forget the fiery body hurtling itself 
toward us at uncontrollable speed. The time 
passed quickly in that room. 
 It was just five o’clock. I asked Dana 
to come to the promenade with me. I wanted 
her to be near me the rest of the day. 
 Roy was in the instrument room, busy 
on some calculations, his face set and very 
pale. Every now and then he would stop long 
enough to give orders to the men at work on 
the engines. 
 Then he studied that very same 
machine that attracted my attention in the 
earlier part of the day. On the screen I saw two 
pin-point dots, one was yellow, the other 
green, slowly moving toward each other at 
right angles! 
 I knew the crisis was near at hand! 
 
DANA was speaking: “What is the matter, 
boys; you are acting very strangely?” Roy 
looked up, surprised, for he didn’t know we 
were there. 

 “Is there any chance?” I asked, 
disregarding Dana’s query. 
 “We have lost our one chance of 
getting by. We are heading straight toward it!” 
This, to me, was like a giant missile hurled 
from a gun. 
 “Is there anything wrong?” again Dana 
asked, beginning to show alarm. 
 I led her to the promenade. 
 “Dearest,” I began, resolved to tell her 
everything, “I love you, have loved you since 
I first saw you!” She was shrinking. “Do not 
be frightened, I know very well it is sudden, 
but we may have only an hour to live!” 
 From down below came soft music, 
music that left me shaking; out in the Great 
Void the serene stars twinkled and burned. 
They seemed beautiful before, now they 
seemed a mockery! Again came the music. 
Oh, I didn’t want to die now, I didn’t want to 
die this way! I began to sob. 
 Dana sat there spellbound, not daring 
to move. Neither one of us spoke for a long 
time, then Dana asked with a shaky voice, 
“What is the matter, dear, did something go 
wrong with the ship?” 
 “If it were only that, we might have 
some chance; let me show you.” 
 I looked in the heavens but could only 
see those large, fiery stars, always burning—
always glowing. I knew none of them was the 
comet. I led the way across the promenade, 
and behold, there directly ahead of us, was a 
large, green body. The COMET! 
 The head of this comet was misty, 
probably all gas. A closer observation showed 
that it was all the colors of the rainbow, 
blending into one, with green the 
predominating color. The nucleus was in the 
center of this coma, and glowed with a 
greenish tint. Its size was several thousand 
miles in diameter. The tail stretched away as 
far as we could see. Probably this was fifteen 
to twenty million miles in length! 
 As the comet came nearer and nearer 
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to the sun, the tail kept shying away from it. 
This was natural, because light exerts a 
pressure on small particles, which pressure 
becomes greater in close proximity, and this 
tail was composed of gas and fine matter that 
was cast off the head. 
 Roy knew that we wouldn’t be able to 
head it off, so he decided on a different 
course. If we continued on our present course 
we were bound to be in a head-on collision 
with the nucleus of the comet. Without much 
ado, Roy changed the course. If he could only 
make it! 
 Dana was in my arms, very pale, trying 
to hide from that hateful scene. We sat down 
on one of the settees in the instrument room, 
and waited for our escape or our death. 
 The comet was now a few hundred 
thousand miles away. Another five minutes 
would tell the tale. Closer it came, closer and 
closer! Now it seemed to cover the whole 
universe! Closer—closer. It would be all over 
in a short time. NEARER—nearer! Oh, I 
didn’t want to die, now that I had found my 
love. No, no! Closer— CLOSER! Frantically I 
ran toward Roy. 
 “For God’s sake, man, isn’t there a 
chance? Is there no hope? Must we die like 
common, ordinary—?” a hard lump came to 
my throat, I could say no more. 
 “Now, just hold yourself in check, old 
man, a little while longer. We’ll get out of 
this.” 
 Dana came to me, much more 
composed than I was. I. felt better with her 
near me. 
 In the heavens, the green body was 
very close, nearly covering everything else 
from view. All the heavens seemed to be on 
fire, but not with the familiar fire I knew on 
Earth. This had a strange luminosity of its 
own. It didn’t burn the way we know fire to 
burn, it just glowed—glowed with a terrible 
meaning. 
 “How near are we to that comet?” I 

managed to ask. 
 “Just 200,000 miles away. Now you 
two sit down on that settee, I want to have all 
this time to myself; just don’t worry.” He 
pressed a button, a light flashed, and he turned 
a small dial. 
 “Tell the passengers not to worry and 
prepare them for a hard jolt. How are they 
acting—as well as could be expected under 
the circumstances, eh? That’s good.” He broke 
the current. 
 The comet was getting larger—larger. 
Closer—closer! 
 
ROY hurriedly pressed another button, fixing 
connections with the gravity section on the 
lower deck. “Open all the forward gravity 
screens wide open!” A few seconds of 
waiting, then—it seemed that the ship was 
going to pieces; it creaked and groaned so! I 
was knocked to the floor. For a moment I 
thought we had hit the comet, but it was only 
the sudden increase of speed. Roy said he 
wanted to get as much headway as possible. In 
case of failure to supply enough power for 
driving her, we could cruise a little way until 
we came to more power, grab it, and cruise 
further. It was our only hope. 
 Suddenly the nose of the ship tilted 
toward the comet! We had struck one of those 
“pockets,” one of those empty places where 
there was no power, and we were left without 
any. The comet beckoned to the ship and it 
LISTENED! 
 Then the ship gave a forward lurch, 
continued in the direction we were first going! 
She happened to pick up some stray power. 
We continued to go in this direction for some 
time. Then again she lurched and hurried 
toward the comet. 
 For a half hour after that we lurched 
and swayed; all the time the ship creaked and 
groaned. Even in time of danger, my mind 
was reviewing some of the books I had read, 
reminding me of how the ancient sea-going 
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ships acted in a gale. 
 The comet had passed away from us at 
last; all danger from that source was over, but 
the tail is dangerous too, for all the particles 
from the head are cast off to form this tail. 
 Roy was speaking into the phone 
again. “Direct the anti-gravity screens on the 
comet.” Then turning to us, he said, “That will 
be our only chance. If the atomic rays work on 
the comet, we will be pushed out of this 
danger.” 
 For a while nothing happened, the ship 
continued to lurch and move in jerky 
movements. Our last chance had gone! We 
were falling into the tail, now below us and a 
little ahead! It crackled and sparkled, and it, 
too, had this same strange luminosity of the 
head! 
 Suddenly the ship gave a forward jump 
and straightened, and we were safe! The 
comet was helping us on our way! 
 All I could do was to settle, limply, 
into a nearby settee. Now that the danger was 
over, the reaction was too great. It hurt me to 
breathe. Dana sat down beside me. Neither 
one of us could speak. 
 Far away, as in a dream I heard Roy 
speaking, half to himself and half to us, 
“Whew, but that was close, the closest I ever 
came to being a nobody.” He was himself 
again. 
 He looked at his speed indicators and 
informed us that we were going at the rate of 
20,500 miles a minute. “Have her run at 
125,000 miles a minute, Daedeck, while I go 
down and catch some sleep. If anything 
unusual takes place, call me.” Then turning to 
us, he said: “You two didn’t have any supper, 
did you? Let’s go down and have a bite.” 
 It was just 7:10. I took a last look at 
the comet. It was receding very rapidly. I 
sighed with relief. Roy looked at me and 
laughed. 
 “My boy, we have had to go through 
other experiences similar to this. I admit, 

though, that this was the worst I ever passed 
through. Let’s forget it and go down and have 
a bite.” 
 
AFTER a good, hearty meal, we went to the 
promenade to “work off” the supper. We 
walked for a half hour along one of the gravel 
paths bordering a little brook. We talked of 
many things that would be of no importance to 
relate. At the end of the half hour, Roy 
excused himself and retired. Dana and I 
continued our stroll. 
 After a few minutes of silence, Dana 
asked: “How long are you going to stay on 
Venus?” 
 “I don’t know. Perhaps I’ll leave with 
Roy on his return trip.” 
 “I believe Roy plans to leave a few 
days after the landing. That will give you only 
a few days on Venus. Why should you rush 
back?” 
 “You wouldn’t understand, dear, I 
must hurry back to Earth as soon as possible. 
I’ll come to see you, Dana, as soon as I can.” 
 “I still don’t see why you should leave 
at all.” 
 “Please, dear, do not be offended; but I 
must go back.” 
 “If you must, you must, but I’ll be 
lonesome,” she sighed. 
 “Dearest,” I said, “when I can take 
leave of my duties on Earth, 125,000 miles a 
minute won’t be any too fast for me.” This 
was followed by a kiss. 
 After a few minutes’ silence, we 
continued our interrupted stroll. We stopped 
by one of the windows and looked out at the 
majestic stars. 
 “See if you can find Earth in this 
maze?” she challenged. 
 I looked everywhere, but could see 
nothing that looked like Earth. The stars were 
in all colors and sizes, from small pin-points 
to huge brilliant bodies. After looking around 
and making weak guesses, I gave up. 
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 “See that large, very bright star, 
toward your right, in that cluster of stars? That 
is your Earth, the planet we left this morning.” 
 “Impossible!” 
 “But it’s true.” 
 “But I can’t see the continents. It 
seems large enough to show them clearly.” 
 “How can you see the continents 
through that thick atmosphere? Even a 
powerful telescope is unable to penetrate it.” 
 “You win again. Where is your little 
world?” 
 “We can’t see it from here, because it 
is under the ship.” 
 “Let’s go to the stern, and take a look 
at that comet,” I suggested. 
 The comet still had a long streak, 
trailing behind it. 
 “I wonder,” mused Dana, “if comets 
travel in an orbit, or are they wandering 
strangers, who visit us and seeing that they are 
not wanted, hurry on, never stopping, just 
traveling—traveling.” She sighed. “Do you 
suppose they have a set path to travel over?” 
 “Well, people ages and ages ago 
thought that comets moved in practically 
straight lines and wandered through space 
from star to star. But it has been discovered 
since then, that comets move in orbits.” 
 “How did they originate?” Dana asked. 
 “Regarding the origin of comets there 
has been much theorizing. It seems probable 
that they are like the meteorites, uncollected 
fragments of the once great parent body, 
shattered to pieces in the past ages, from 
whose parts the members of the Solar System, 
including the Sun, were formed. 
 “There was one comet, ages and ages 
ago, which was seen to split in two, depart 
from the Sun with two heads, and return six 
years later, widely separated. For a few 
months that comet was not seen again. But a 
few years later there was a meteor shower just 
as Earth was passing the track of the lost 
comet, these meteorites, unquestionably being 

part of what was left of it.” 
 “My! When I stop to think about such 
things I feel just a little nobody. Just think 
how large and inconceivable the universe is!” 
said she. 
 “You may be a little nobody in the 
universe, but you’re all the world to me,” I 
laughed. 
 
DURING the following few days, nothing of 
importance happened. True, the ever changing 
views kept Dana and me spellbound. We 
could see numerous comets speeding across 
the universe in the far, far distance, their tails 
stretching away in various shapes. We could 
see the binary stars with perfect clearness. The 
star clusters were more definite here than 
when seen through the earth’s atmosphere. 
Then there were the nebulae with all their 
glory, twirling away in their gaseous 
envelope. And I must not forget the novae. 
 At one time, I was watching a race 
between two comets. The space that 
intervened between these comets was black; 
not a star pierced that blackness. Suddenly I 
could see a small, pin-point light, its hue a 
bright red. As Dana and I continued to watch 
it, it grew larger and larger, all the time 
changing its color. A few minutes had passed; 
it was the size of a golf ball, and it was now a 
bright orange in color. A second later, a great 
flash, a shower of “sparks,” and that world 
was no more. In the light of the flash I could 
see a dark mass, like a cumulous cloud in 
close proximity to this particular nova. 
 While we were thinking over what 
caused the nova’s explosion, I heard my name. 
I was being paged. 
 “Here, boy.” I called. 
 “Mr. Carlton wishes to see you in the 
instrument room, sir—immediately, sir.” 
 Dana and I hurried to the instrument 
room. 
 “What’s up, old man?” I asked, just a 
trifle anxious. 
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 “Do you see that light ahead?” 
 “Yes, what is it?” 
 “One of the ships from the west.” 
 “Is that all? Gosh, what a scare I had. 
Well, that’s one out of our way, anyway. By 
the way, what time are we making now?” 
 “130,000 miles a minute.” 
 ‘At the rate we are going now, do you 
suppose we can make Venus in three days?” 
 “No, but I’m going to try and cut off a 
few hours by increasing our speed to 145,000 
miles a minute.” 
 I laughed. Perhaps my laugh was a 
trifle wild, but I couldn’t help it. 
 “Did you read, in one of our old books, 
of the 300 miles an hour the people a century 
ago used to make?” 
 “Yes, and how they bragged about it.” 
 “Look,” I exclaimed, “we are nearing 
her. I can almost see her outline!” 
 In a few seconds we were alongside of 
the ship, though a mile separated us. 
 “There are signals, sir,” an officer 
informed Roy. 
 Roy hurried to the instrument room, 
while we remained to watch the ship, now 
falling behind. Meeting fellow travelers in this 
limitless void was something to talk about. 
 Roy joined us. “Signals from our 
fellow travelers,” he said. 
 “Somehow I feel sorry that they didn’t 
have a better chance to win that mail 
contract,” I said, a feeling of loneliness 
coming over me as we began to lose sight of 
the ship. 
 “Oh, I don’t know. They sent this 
message.” He handed me a piece of paper, 
with the following scribbled on it: 
 
 Doing fine—Go to It—The other Ship 
about three hours ahead of you—Luck.—
Dacme. 
 
“It’s nine o’clock now,” I said, “we ought to 
catch them about midnight.” 

 “We might pass them at a certain point 
at that time,” Roy corrected, “but they may be 
miles upon miles to either side of us. It was 
purely luck that we came as close to this one 
as we did.” 
 The days passed swiftly and we didn’t 
meet any other ship. Nothing unusual had 
happened that would require relating, in our 
last few days of traveling. 
 
IT was 12:30 of the day we were to land on 
Venus. All passengers were collecting their 
belongings and getting ready to leave their 
close confinement, and naturally the ship was 
noisy. 
 “Do you suppose we have passed that 
other ship?” I asked Roy. 
 “Yes. The message we received from 
the other ship stated, as you know, that it was 
only three hours ahead of us. Don’t you think 
it’s more than likely we overtook it in the last 
two days?” 
 “Yes, but what about that Chicago 
ship?” 
 “To tell you the truth, Paul, I think that 
that mail contract is practically lost, as far as 
we are concerned.” 
 “Surely you didn’t give up hope 
already. More than likely we are ahead of it 
right now. There is such a thing as getting lost 
in this black void, you know.” 
 “True, but it’s 12:30 now; the Chicago 
ship is scheduled to arrive at Venella at 2:30, 
whereas we’re scheduled to arrive between 3 
:30 and 4:00. We are just a few minutes ahead 
of schedule. In a short time I will be forced to 
slacken speed. 
We have 16,000,000 miles to go, our speed is 
150,000 miles a minute; the best we can do. 
We will have a few million miles more to go 
at 3 :00. You see, we can just land on our 
schedule time—between 3:30 and 4:00.” 
 “If the Chicago ship is on time, have 
you lost the contract?” 
 “Yes.” 
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 “Cheer up,” I said. “I wouldn’t be 
surprised if they are behind us.” 
 “Impossible. If they were behind us, 
we would have known it by this time.” 
 “You brought your passengers and 
ship safely through, didn’t you? I wouldn’t 
think any more about it, Roy,” I said. “It’s 
after one, I must hurry down and get my 
things ready.” 
 
DANA and I were on the promenade, our last 
few moments together, studying Venus, now a 
large, silver ball in the heavens. I couldn’t 
distinguish any continents on that planet, for 
the simple reason that it was heavily 
surrounded with the planetary atmosphere 
filled with clouds. The planet didn’t shine as if 
from a central light; it glowed. The minutes 
passed by too quickly. It was now 3:35. The 
ship would be in Venerian atmosphere in a 
few minutes. We went to the observation 
tower to watch the landing. 
 “Close the forward and rear gravity 
screens!” Roy ordered. 
 The ship decreased its speed. 
 “Open the bottom anti-gravity screen, 
one-half!” 
 The ship was falling like a piece of 
tissue paper. Then the propellers were out, 
ready for instant use. A full minute passed and 
then—all the heavens began to show a reddish 
tint, the sun and stars ceased to show their 
flames, gradually, and later, to lose them 
completely. The stars, one by one, 
disappeared, until not one was seen in the sky. 
The sun began to glow as I have seen it glow 
when on the earth. It was full daylight! We 
were in the atmosphere of Venus! The 
propellers began to spin. 
 The traffic was just as thick here as it 
was on earth. The ship’s siren began its cry of 
warning, and in a short time a lane was 
formed through the thick traffic, allowing the 
ship to pass on down. 
 I was much interested in the view that 

was before me. The landscape rolled away 
into the distance, to a large, dark-green mass, 
that was known as the Forest Region. From 
this region long, white highways traversed the 
whole planet. 
 The buildings were of the purest white 
stone, delicately put in place to make beautiful 
designs on the sides. Almost every building 
had an opening in the center forming beautiful 
courts, heavy in shrubbery, flowers and trees. 
Some had a small brook running across this 
court! 
 I asked where the E. & V. Company 
Station was located. I had hoped against hope 
that I wouldn’t see their ship lying at rest. But 
my hopes were in vain, for there was the ship 
as complacent as ever. 
 We had lost the mail contract! After 
our hard work, the danger we had passed 
through, the hurrying and worrying—all for 
this? I don’t wonder that Roy was dejected. 
 The ship continued to float downward 
through the thick traffic. A few minutes had 
passed, and the ship was about to touch the 
soil! The screws above us whined and we 
slowed up perceptibly, and then, just the 
slightest jar, and I knew we had LANDED! ! 
 I walked down the gangplank, with 
Dana at my side, and then, for the first time in 
my life, my foot touched the soil of another 
planet. 
 Roy joined us a few minutes later, 
feeling downcast, now that the trip was over, 
knowing that he had lost that which would 
have put his company on its “feet.” 
 The ship from Chicago had landed a 
half hour ahead of their schedule—just 16 
minutes after 2. 
 “I must report at the office,” Roy said. 
“Would you two care to come with me?” We 
consented. 
 
I EXPECTED to see the manager much 
disturbed and disappointed and was surprised 
to see him all smiles. As soon as we appeared, 
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he rose and extended his hand to Roy. We all 
looked on in wonder. 
 “Allow me to present Mr. Halloway, 
of the Postal Department.” 
 I turned in amazement, for I didn’t 
know anyone else was in the office besides the 
manager. 
 “Allow me to offer my 
congratulations,” he said. 
 “I don’t know what you mean?” Roy 
mumbled. 
 “Just this—we will award the mail 
contract to your company.” 
 “B-but——” 
 “I know what you are going to say. 
No, the Chicago company didn’t win.” 
 “But they landed a half hour ahead of 
their schedule.” 
 “As I understand it, they had almost 
clear going all the way, while you were 
detained, not only detained, but pulled far off 
your course by that comet, thereby losing 
almost three hours. In spite of this detention, 
you managed to arrive on time. That is the 
kind of men we want to carry the mail.” 
 “Yes, but didn’t the Chicago company 
cut an hour off their schedule?” 
 “True, but you would have cut off at 
least three hours. I know what you had to put 
up with, for I happened to be a passenger on 
your ship without your knowing it. Again 
allow me to congratulate you.” 
 “This means that the company can 
keep on going,” the manager said. 
 Roy was a changed man. 
 “The president of the company has 
announced, that if you should happen to win 
that contract, he would send out an expedition 

to Mars, to find out if it would be practical to 
open a passenger route. Would you care to 
head that expedition, Roy?” 
 “Would I? I’ll say I would!” 
 “We will send you out the latter part of 
this year. You have the pick of the crew, and 
you can take anyone else you want to take 
with you. In other words, we will leave 
everything up to you.” 
 “Thank you,” Roy said, simply. 
 “You can make arrangements with the 
president on your return to Earth.” 
 The manager took his place at the 
desk, and we knew the interview was at an 
end. We stepped out into the wonderful 
Venerian atmosphere. 
 “Would you and Dana care to go with 
me on that exploring trip?” 
 “I certainly would,” I answered. 
“Would you, Dana?” 
 “If Roy doesn’t think I’d be ‘excess 
baggage’ I’ll go,” she answered with a smile. 
 “Then it’s all settled,” Roy said. “We 
will make arrangements later on.” 
 
I SPENT three wonderful days on Venus with 
Dana, then the time for the return trip came. 
 I was standing near the gangplank, 
talking to Dana just a few minutes before the 
take-off. 
 “When we are ready to leave on that 
expedition, I’ll come for you, dear. Perhaps 
we can arrange to stop on this wonderful 
planet before we depart for the ‘Unknown.’ 
You will wait for me, won’t you, dear?” 
 “All my life.” 
 Then I was ready for that long voyage 
back to Earth. 

 


