
Thrilling Wonder Stories, December, 1940 
 

 

 
 

NDECISIVELY Andar Sammeth moved 
toward the miraculously comfortable 
metal-mesh upholstered chair. He 

couldn’t make up his mind whether he 
wanted to sit down or stand up. He stared 
worriedly at the chair, as if the question of 
sitting or standing were the largest problem 
he had ever faced. 
 Sammeth made an impatient gesture. 
Instead of doing either, he smiled uncertainly 
and picked up the gray, two-legged, round-

bellied Venusian apret. 
 “I’m really getting old, Fortar,” he 
said. 
 The apret, his only companion in the 
space ship, turned a light blue in sympathy. 
The apret’s strange, extra-terrestrial 
metabolism gave it the super-chameleon-like 
ability of changing its color to correspond 
with its emotions. 
 “I always talk to myself, and now I 
waver between standing and sitting,” 
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Sammeth went on. “Little, finicking 
problems keep driving the important ones 
out of my senile mind.” 
 Stroking the queer, affectionate 
beast’s warm, smooth skin, he walked 
slowly to the port. 
 “One hundred and fifty-five years of 
looking at space, Fortar. I remember how I 
stared, thrilled speechless, on my first trip 
into the void. It still hasn’t changed—a 
century and a half are really nothing to the 
cosmos, though it is more than three-fourths 
of my entire life. But the Sun, the stars, the 
planets, the whirling moons and tumbling 
asteroids, the distant nebulae—they’re still 
as terrifyingly majestic as ever. They haven’t 
lost a fraction of their awesome grandeur. 
It’s just that after a hundred and fifty-five 
years, they bore me, stifle every creative 
impulse in me. Fortar, I want to go home—
back to Earth.” 
 The apret clasped its almost human 
hands over its fat little stomach and turned a 
sympathetic darker blue. Sammeth nodded 
miserably. 
 “You know how I feel. I wish human 
beings were as sensitive to emotions as you. 
But in spite of their callousness, they’re my 
people. God, how I miss their voices, the 
very sight of them! I want my home planet 
under my feet, the blue sky over my head. 
More than anything, though, I want crowds 
around me. I—I want their respect again....” 
 For Andar Sammeth had once been 
great among mankind. He had commanded 
the entire Interplanetary Transport System. 
He had given the orders that guaranteed life 
for his native planet. His ships had carried 
metals, minerals, food, finished products 
from world to world, expanding the 
commerce that alone kept Earth from 
starvation. And as his work had grown in 
importance, his domineering pride had 
swelled. 
 Defeatedly, Andar turned from the 

enormous blankness of black space, in which 
the points of life were almost lost. Isolated, 
impertinent sparks of brightness, they only 
made the void seem more overwhelmingly 
empty. For Andar was a man without a 
world. 
 
HE shuffled to the chair, sank heavily into it. 
He stroked the apret, which lay pallid in his 
lap. As he stroked the Venusian animal, he 
saw the thick veins on his hand, the 
glistening skin that wrinkled even when it 
was taut. He was old—older than a voluntary 
exile had a right to be. Madness or suicide 
should have claimed him after a century and 
a half of aimless wandering in space. 
 “But I was right, Fortar!” he insisted 
furiously. The apret sprang to its tiny feet on 
his lap and turned a startled green. He 
stroked it back to calmness. “I still claim I 
was right. But I would be the last to gloat if 
history justified me. I only hope it won’t be 
too late when Earth finds it out. There was 
time to change the system when I left. 
Perhaps they have changed it....” 
 Was he a natural rebel, or had the 
system really been so intolerable? He didn’t 
know. He only knew that the inflexible 
social order had irritated him since the first 
moment of his success. Then he must have 
been the misfit, for everybody else accepted 
the dictates of society. 
 He had proved his capability by 
managing the transport system, one of the 
highest positions outside the Central Rule. 
But society decreed that each Central Ruler 
could hold office for no more than twenty 
years, after which he must go on to his next 
assignment. 
 Andar Sammeth, though, had been 
perfectly happy where he was. Interplanetary 
Transport’s history, during the period of his 
command, was greater than any it had ever 
had. Logically he should have become 
general secretary of the Central Rule. If he 
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had done that, he would have been one of the 
Central Rulers sixty years ago. 
 “But what good would that have 
done them?” he asked petulantly. Fortar 
turned mottled in bewilderment. 
 “Exactly. I don’t know either. After 
all, I was able to develop Mercury for our 
use. I was the only Earthman who could 
understand and deal with the Mercurians. 
Those fierce apes wouldn’t tolerate anybody 
else. Well, what did the Rule want me to 
do—give up a job I was doing well, so I 
could bungle another that I didn’t know 
anything about? At least I could have kept 
Taumis satisfied.” 
 Taumis, still the Mercurian chief, had 
almost been a friend to him. But Sammeth 
had recognized the driving energy of the 
Mercurian, knew that if it weren’t diverted, it 
would cause trouble for Earth. That was why 
he had argued to remain in his job. He 
wanted to maintain direct charge of the 
Mercurian development. 
 “Oh, the dirty back-biters!” he mused 
in bitter memory. “The Central Rule had the 
right to argue. They’re just hidebound, 
refuse to move with the times. There was all 
the justification of precedent behind them 
when they insisted that I move on to my next 
job. But the rotten little snipers who 
whispered that I wanted to stay there for 
personal profit—” 
 He gritted his teeth in helpless rage. 
Fortar assumed an angry scarlet 
 “I told them, all right,” Sammeth 
grinned savagely. “I got up in front of the 
Central Rule and let them have the truth. ‘If 
the work I’ve done for my planet can make 
my fellow-men suspicious of my motives,’ I 
said. ‘I don’t want any part of my fellow-
men or my planet. I renounce both!’” 
 Somehow, though, the brave words 
seemed more pathetic than heroic. When he 
recalled the years that had followed, he 
shuddered, and Fortar turned pure white. The 

Central Rule had warned him that his 
voluntary exile would he permanent. There 
could be no return to Earth. Sammeth had 
merely stalked from the meeting, 
provisioned and equipped his little ship, and 
taken off to become a lonely wanderer 
among alien planets. “One hundred and fifty-
five years,” he muttered. “A century and a 
half of utter aimlessness, a man without a 
world, without roots or incentive ... I want to 
go back. I must return before I die. But Earth 
won’t let me come back!” 
 

VERYTHING conceivable for human 
comfort and entertainment was to be 

found in the teardrop hull of Andar’s 
compact ship. He even had s televisor set, 
but it picked up programs only within short 
range. He could receive nothing but the 
occasional super-powerful Solar Network 
broadcasts. His vast micro-film library 
contained more titles than any other private 
library in the System. Now and then he had 
been able to visit the less populated planets, 
though Mercury, of course, had been 
included in his banned area. 
 Even with these distractions, life had 
grown dull for him. He tried to convince 
himself that Fortar was a better and more 
sympathetic companion than a human being. 
He knew he was rationalizing. There was no 
substitute for human companionship.... 
 For a hundred years, he had worked 
almost steadily on a single invention. With it 
he could analyze any object that passed 
within ten miles of his ship. But he had 
analyzed the spectra of so many cosmic 
particles, he could tell by merely looking at 
the bands of colored light exactly what they 
were composed of. For almost twenty years 
he had lost the thrill of knowing that he had 
invented the Andarscope. 
 He glanced casually at the star map, 
which automatically registered his position 
in space. Looking at it was a reflex that had 
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been conditioned by his long years of 
astrogation. The ship was drifting between 
Venus and Mercury, with its solar batteries 
busily recharging. To avoid homesickness, 
he usually kept out of Earth’s orbit. But the 
slow radiation of the ship’s heat in space 
required gathering more. 
 He sat still for several minutes, his 
hand at rest on Fortar, who now was an 
unhappy light blue again. Then he got up 
uncertainly and looked around for something 
to do. There was nothing with which he 
could occupy himself. He could only shuffle 
over to the port and stare out at space. 
 Abruptly he felt a tingle of 
excitement. Far off to his right, moving with 
incredible swiftness, a string of light 
streaked toward him. They grew brighter, 
huger, more impressive. It was the entire 
convoy fleet of Interplanetary Transport. 
 “There goes my own idea,” he 
mused. “I thought it up myself. Every two 
years I sent them on a good-will tour of the 
planets, to show them just how powerful 
Earth was. I had them travel all lit up, but the 
other planets knew that in battle they’d be 
dark, silent destroyers. And they’ve kept up 
the show of force even though it was my 
idea. If they’d had any sense, they’d have 
known all my ideas for Transport were 
good.” 
 

E started the rocket motors, shot into 
the path they were taking. They passed 

in formations of a hundred, the nearest ship 
no more than ten miles away. He saw the 
sealed tubes through which fierce death 
would spout in combat. He pursed his mouth 
in disgust when he saw that only one 
improvement had been made on the original 
design of the ships. They had some trivial 
caudal attachment that slightly augmented 
the rocket power. 
 “Is that what they call an 
improvement?” he sneered. “I’ll bet it’s the 

only one.” 
 He trained his Andarscope on the 
fleet. The bands of colored light showed not 
a single new material in the manufacture of 
the patrol ships. 
 “They wouldn’t be static if I still 
headed Transport,” he stated. “Even if they 
don’t need new weapons, there still has to be 
progress. I’d have pushed out for other 
systems, and at least one of them would be 
bound to resent it.” 
 Fortar leaped to his shoulder. 
Together they stared with homesick, 
disapproving eyes at the disappearing fleet. 
 Suddenly they saw a flash of light 
outside the port. The little ship jarred 
violently. Sammeth sprawled to the floor. 
Fortar smashed into a corner and staggered 
to his feet, yellow with shock. The old man 
scuttled to the port, saw dark, jagged shapes 
hurtle toward his teardrop space ship. 
Sammeth lost his fright then and hurried to 
the controls. It had happened before. They 
had merely drifted into the orbit of a small 
cluster of asteroids. One of the flying rocks 
had bumped against their ship. It was 
unpleasant, but not actually dangerous. 
 He set off one quick burst from his 
stern tubes, cleared the meteor swarm by 
several miles. Then he returned to his chair. 
Fortar, now a glowing pink, jumped back 
into his lap. Purely by reflex, Sammeth 
glanced at the Andarscope. A puzzled frown 
creased his wrinkled brow. 
 “What the devil’s wrong with the 
machine?” he muttered. “It should register 
nothing but metals and a few minerals. Say, 
Fortar...” The Venusian animal looked up, an 
anxious yellow-green. “That’s the pattern of 
a human being. No—it isn’t. It’s almost like 
a human being....” 
 He prodded his encyclopedic mind, 
trying to identify that pattern. It was familiar, 
yet he hadn’t seen it in years. What was it? 
 “Of course,” he breathed, smiling in 

H 
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sudden relief. “That’s the pattern of 
Mercurians.” His smile faded swiftly. He 
leaped for the port. “What’s a Mercurian 
doing in a meteor shower?” 
 He scanned space for sight of a 
Mercurian space ship. There was none in 
sight, of course. Mercurians were not 
allowed to have space ships. 
 But he stared at the fading colored 
bands. They were certainly the pattern of 
Mercurians! Then the spectroscope went 
blank as the swarm moved away. Puzzled, he 
gazed after them. What was the explanation? 
 Without hesitation, he took the 
controls, blasted after the meteors. Keeping 
clear, he traveled parallel, gradually drawing 
level with them. The baffling pattern again 
flashed on the Andarscope screen. 
 “What is it, Fortar?” he asked 
uneasily, straining his eyes at the tumbling, 
lifeless, jagged rocks. “Maybe I shouldn’t 
kick, but it doesn’t cheer me up at all. The 
exercise for my mind is probably good, after 
so many years of idleness. I don’t know. I 
still don’t like it. Why should the screen pick 
up the pattern of Mercurians, when it’s 
impossible for Mercurians to be out in 
space?” 
 The Venusian animal grew mottled 
with bewilderment. 
 “You said it,” Sammeth stated 
determinedly. “This certainly has to be 
investigated.” 
 Without hesitation, he returned to the 
controls and rocketed after the meteors. As 
he drew near, he was careful not to collide 
with them, but his attention was really fixed 
on the spectroscope screen. The puzzling 
pattern was growing clearer. 
 He forgot his homesickness as he 
pondered the problem. The meteors were 
crossing the orbit of Venus, moving rapidly 
away from the Sun. And no matter how hard 
he searched the swarm, he found no sign of a 
space ship—yet the pattern was indisputable! 

 After several hours, he eliminated the 
possibility of a Mercurian in space. His 
invention must have broken down. Perhaps 
the proximity of the Earth fleet bad upset its 
delicate mechanism. 
 “Yes, I guess that’s what must have 
happened,” he said. “It always was a tricky 
little gadget.” 
 Fortar remained an uncompromising 
scarlet. 
 “Well, I have to have some theory!” 
Sammeth protested. “I know it doesn’t sound 
too good, but it’s better than figuring out 
how a Mercurian pattern is where it 
shouldn’t be.” He turned away in shame. 
“Oh, all right. I’ll try to get the answer. 
You’re probably right—I’m not the incessant 
prober I used to be. How could anybody be, 
after a hundred and fifty-five years of exile?” 
 Fortar began fading to a pleased pink 
and leaped to Sammeth’s shoulder. Suddenly 
the little Venusian tugged his ear. He looked 
at the spectroscope screen. The pattern had 
vanished without warning! 
 “Now what the hell—” he started to 
demand. 
 But Fortar bad turned an excited red 
and was pointing a short paw aft. For a 
moment, Sammeth saw nothing. Abruptly he 
leaped for the controls, sent the ship into a 
sharp spin. The Mercurian pattern glowed 
vivid on the screen. At the same time, a 
craggy meteor hurtled overhead, barely 
missing the ship. 
 “What’s going on here?” Sammeth 
cried. “This little ship couldn’t attract a huge 
hunk of rock so violently....” 
 

E broke off in alarm. The meteor was 
doing something he had never seen 

before. It turned in a swift curve and rushed 
back at him with vicious speed! 
 “That’s no meteor!” he snapped. 
“That’s a disguised space ship!” 
 Fortar glowed a quizzical yellow. 
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 “I know,” Sammeth replied. “There 
has to be a reason for it. What’s the reason, 
though? It looks like a military trick, but war 
has been outlawed for centuries. Yet that 
pattern is definitely Mercurian, which means 
the ship is Mercurian, also. And it’s not only 
a subterfuge—it’s attacking us!” 
 The Venusian animal remained a 
questioning yellow. 
 “I suppose we showed too much 
interest in it,” Sammeth explained. “And 
being so close to the Earth fleet couldn’t 
have been an accident. It didn’t attack them, 
so it must have been planted there for 
observation—” 
 He stopped theorizing. The disguised 
ship was streaking straight for his. 
 “Hold on!” he shouted. “We’re going 
to take a partial collision!” 
 The little ship jarred violently, was 
crashed far off its course. Quickly Sammeth 
released his rockets, sheering off on a 
deliberately faltering path. But he shut off 
the rockets almost immediately. 
 “That’ll fool them,” he said grimly as 
he picked up Fortar and shuffled to the rear 
port. “They’re going in for tricks, so well 
show them a few of our own. We’re not 
saving fuel. I just want them to think we 
were rammed into helplessness.” 
 He saw the disguised ship turn again 
and follow his aimless course. But the 
Mercurian seemed suspicious and kept on 
his tail for several minutes. Sammeth began 
to wonder if his deception had worked. But 
at last the other ship veered off. 
 He studied it carefully as it vanished. 
Then he went to his library and projected a 
System map on the screen. 
 “I don’t understand it,” he protested 
to the watching Venusian. “That ship’s 
headed straight for the Moon!” 
 Fortar moved nervously on his 
shoulder, flickering green and blue 
alternately. 

 “Yes, I know. It might as well be 
Earth itself. The whole thing ties up neatly, 
but the solution’s cockeyed. Mercurians 
aren’t allowed to have space ships, yet they 
attack us in space. The fleet is out of the 
way, which means Earth is defenseless. It 
does look a lot like an attack on Earth, 
doesn’t it? But don’t worry, old pal. We’ll 
find out what it’s all about.” 
 Driving the ship at full speed toward 
Earth, he pondered the problem farther. The 
peculiar coincidences all seemed to fit 
together into an attack on Earth, yet there 
were many flaws in that theory. The 
inhabitants of the hot planet were extremely 
energetic. They could adapt machinery and 
run it efficiently. But they had always lacked 
the ability to create. 
 When pioneers from Earth had first 
landed on Mercury, the natives had been 
living primitively. Food had always been 
plentiful, shelter easy to construct, clothing 
unnecessary. So the constant struggle for 
survival that mankind had had to fight was 
unknown to them, with the result that they 
had never needed creative ability. 
 The Earth Rulers showed them the 
advantages of modem civilization by 
erecting industrial plants on Mercury. But 
the natives were not permitted to have 
weapons, for the Earth fleet alone was the 
police force of the System. All lethal 
weapons were concentrated and carefully 
guarded in the enormous Earth arsenal in the 
center of the Sahara Desert, for use only in 
the direst emergency. Excepting individual 
paralysis ray guns, for protection in 
exploring the Dark Side, the Mercurians 
were unarmed. 
 “I guess they still are,” Sammeth 
mused. “Otherwise that scout ship wouldn’t 
have let us escape.” 

S
 

WIFTLY he was approaching the Moon. 
Beyond it lay his home planet, Earth. At 
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sight of the beautiful blue world, his 
homesickness swelled to a gigantic yearning. 
He wanted to return to mankind, to be again 
a part of humanity. He longed for the wind 
on his face instead of manufactured air, the 
sounds of civilization instead of the silence 
of space, the friendship of human beings 
instead of deadly loneliness.... 
 Furiously he returned to his 
immediate problem. He didn’t dare to think 
too long and too deeply of his voluntary 
exile from everything he held dear. 
 The Moon’s far side was turned 
toward him, half lighted by the Sun. For 
countless eons it had been a major mystery 
to man, hut now its ugly, pocked craters, pits 
and peaks were delineated on every System 
map. 
 Between his ship and the jagged 
surface, he glimpsed the craggy pseudo-
meteor. It was streaking directly for the huge 
Menorian Crater. Had the crater been empty, 
Sammeth would not have been so concerned. 
He could have lowered to radio range and 
called the land forces of the Moon to 
surround the invaders. 
 But he saw the crater floor, dotted 
with tiny specks that blossomed into large 
shapes when he tremblingly increased the 
magnification of his vision screen. There 
were hundreds of rocket ships in close 
formation! Their resemblance to meteors did 
not deceive him. He knew the ships had been 
disguised purposely. 
 The whole diabolical scheme was 
clear to him now. The Earth Rulers had been 
unable to divert Taumis’ violent energy. The 
old chief of the Mercurians had not had his 
natural volatility neutralized as Sammeth had 
demanded so long ago. Now he was 
planning to attack Earth while the fleet was 
heading for maneuvers around Pluto. 
 “There’s only one thing he can do,” 
Sammeth mused. “If he’s really going to 
attack, he has to hit the arsenal in the Sahara. 

His men aren’t armed, but they have got 
paralysis ray guns. If the old fiend succeeds 
in surprising the garrison, he has a good 
chance of capturing the arsenal. Then he’d 
be able to arm his own fleet and head off the 
returning Earth ships. What happens after 
that?”  
 Fortar turned white with fear. 
 

 GUESS that’s about how it would be,” 
Sammeth admitted. “We know Taumis 

pretty well, don’t we? He isn’t exactly a 
sweet character. With that dynamic drive of 
his, he’d probably be satisfied with nothing 
less than complete domination of the 
System. Well, I warned the Rulers a century 
and a half ago, but that doesn’t change 
matters any. Exile or no exile, I’m still an 
Earthman at heart.” 
 Staring at Taumis’ base of 
operations, he shook his head in grudging 
admiration. The old chief bad been clever to 
use the far side of the Moon. Centuries ago, 
Earth pioneers had landed on the Moon to 
mine its vast deposits of metals and 
minerals. Great underground plants bad been 
constructed and work actually begun. But the 
discovery of atomic power, and the 
exploration of even richer and much more 
pleasant worlds, had made the project 
obsolete. So the Moon was abandoned. Its 
far side was a perfect base— 
 “Too perfect!” he grated. “Fortar, we 
can’t waste any time. We’re the only ones 
who know about it. If we can warn Earth 
before the attack gets started, they can 
increase the size of the garrison, arm it 
powerfully, and watch for the invaders. The 
only way they can be overcome is by 
surprise, and we can eliminate that. Damn 
this radio! If I had a powerful set, I wouldn’t 
have to worry so much about time. I could 
send my warning from right here. But I 
can’t, so there’s no use wasting time by 
howling about how little time there is.” 

“I
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 He let out a startled shout. Fortar 
grew even whiter than before. There was no 
time at all. Squadron by squadron, the 
Mercurian fleet was taking off into space 
from the Moon. 
 For another horrible moment, Andar 
Sammeth was paralyzed by panic. Old 
Taumis’ fleet was flying to attack Earth! 
With the Earth fleet rocketing steadily 
toward the other end of the System, he was 
the only man who could do anything at all. 
But what could he do, alone in a small, 
unarmed space ship? 
 “They deserve it,” he muttered 
venomously. “They deserve everything they 
get. I warned them a hundred and fifty-five 
years ago that this would happen. They had 
enough time to prepare, though that wouldn’t 
have solved it. They could have let me divert 
Taumis with something more important but 
less dangerous. I don’t owe them anything. I 
can fly out into space and live out the rest of 
my life in peace—” 
 His hand trembled on the controls. 
Fortar watched expectantly, his smooth skin 
mottled with indecision. But as Sammeth’s 
hand lingered there, the Venusian made up 
his mind. He glowed an angry crimson. 
 Sammeth laughed aloud with relief. 
His eyes grew bright and young, and fatigue 
slipped from his hairless face. 
 “You’re right, you little devil!” he 
said cheerfully. “You always seem to know 
what’s best, don’t you? Well, actually I don’t 
owe them anything, hut I can’t deny my own 
race. If I had to see them exterminated—and 
I wouldn’t put it past Taumis—I couldn’t 
face the rest of my lifetime knowing that 
mankind was finished. No, we’re going 
home. It’ll probably be a noisy homecoming, 
but we won’t mind that, will we?” 
 He grinned at the Mercurian fleet, 
which was maneuvering into battle 
formation. Coolly he fired all his stern 
rockets. The terrific blast sent the little ship 

zooming past the Moon, streaking toward 
Earth on its final journey. 
 He bad expected his heart to swell at 
sight of the expanding planet. But he had not 
thought it would threaten to burst his chest, 
to pound blood into his head with dizzying 
force. Earth’s lush continents and smooth 
oceans were bathed in soft sunlight. He felt 
his soul reach hungrily for it.... 
 But he wrenched his mind from his 
longings, made himself think 
dispassionately. 
 “The attack’s well planned,” he said. 
“Can’t deny that. The fleet can strike right 
for the Sahara almost without being seen. 
Their flash from the other side of the Moon, 
streak directly for the arsenal, and unless 
somebody happens to have a telescope 
aimed at them, they won’t be seen till it’s too 
late. Taumis is thorough, too. He probably 
had spies working for years to find out the 
layout of the arsenal. So he has all the 
advantages of preparation, while I still have 
to figure out what a lone old man in an 
unarmed space ship can to do stop a whole 
attacking fleet” 
 His old ship was sturdy, but it was far 
from being the fastest thing in space. The 
attacking ships would have been much faster 
if they hadn’t been hindered by the 
clumsiness of their disguises. 
 “They’re just Earth ships, or 
duplicates of them,” he reasoned. “Judging 
by the way they handle, the Mercurians 
didn’t design them. Taumis must have had 
his Earth agents steal either the ships or the 
plans. That makes it harder. If he could do 
that, how well prepared are his agents on 
Earth?” 
 He didn’t know, nor was there time 
to ponder the question. Earth was expanding 
at terrifying speed. He was flashing toward 
the atmosphere with deadly swiftness. He 
had to slow down before striking it, or the 
friction would melt the thick hull to liquid 
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metal before it came within five miles of the 
ground. 
 He grasped the bar that fired the 
forward jets. His arm tensed, waiting for the 
last possible moment of safety before 
braking. 
 He felt the little Venusian tug at his 
ear, saw him point at the stern. Locking 
back, he saw the Mercurian fleet, a string of 
ominous meteors racing for Earth. He knew 
then that he didn’t have a chance. For, even 
as he watched, they grew larger, closer, more 
frightful. 
 

ORD, what a spot!” he muttered 
bitterly. “Even if I could get to Earth 

before they did, I’d still have to convince the 
Rulers of the danger. Then they’d have to 
rush reinforcements to the arsenal, if they 
did believe me, which they probably 
wouldn’t. Why am I fighting their battle? I 
could still be safe ... Damn them! Damn 
them! Why didn’t they listen to my warning? 
Why couldn’t I appeal to the people over 
their heads?” He fell silent, biting his lips as 
the tears sprang to his eyes. “But that doesn’t 
matter now. I couldn’t die peacefully if I 
couldn’t be sure that humanity would 
survive me. How can I save the future of the 
race?” 
 The answer came to him so suddenly 
that his eyes went blank with astonishment 
and his hands convulsively clutched the 
controls. He shook his head swiftly and 
laughed aloud. For once Fortar misjudged 
his master’s moods—he flamed crimson. But 
Sammeth was laughing ironically, without 
the slightest trace of mirth. 
 He studied the incredibly expanding 
Earth. Even for this last desperate plan, he 
had to win the race to the atmosphere. The 
attackers were closing the gap to the stern of 
his ship. The heavens were quickly losing 
their intense blackness as he approached the 
tenuous outer reaches of the atmosphere. 

 “I’ve got to beat them!” he breathed 
tensely. “I’ve got to! And I will....” 
 For the Mercurians would have to 
brake before entering the atmosphere. He 
tore his gaze from the ships directly behind 
him, stared at the vision screen. Earth was 
enormously vast, and growing more 
cosmically with each beat of his frenzied 
heart. 
 Directly in his path lay the yellow 
sands of the Sahara Desert. He could even 
see the dark splotch of the arsenal in the 
center. 
 The Mercurians were beginning to 
check their furious drive. But he released 
more stern jets. Still the attackers were close 
behind, and he wasn’t gaining much 
distance. He fired every stern tube at the 
smallest possible interval. The ship 
shuddered as it responded to the terrific 
impetus. 
 “God!” he whispered despairingly. 
“They’ve done it! They’ve done what I 
prayed they wouldn’t do....” 
 The Mercurians had sent out a small 
detachment of suicide ships—ships that also 
would not brake to enter the atmosphere. He 
felt his pounding heart slow with dull 
hopelessness. They could easily overtake 
him, and stop him even without weapons. 
They could dash into him from each side, 
force him into a power dive at a tangent that 
would take him far off his course. 
 Feeling his discouragement, Fortar 
faded in color on his shoulder. Sammeth felt 
like putting his head and arms on the 
controls and weeping hysterically. 
 “I can’t face it,” he moaned brokenly. 
“To be so near success—and then to fail!” 
 Earth filled the whole sky in front of 
him and far to every side. The darkness of 
space yielded to the deepening azure of 
Earth’s heaven. He remembered that blue all 
too well. That, and the green of vegetation, 
had always had the power of misting his 
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eyes during his long exile. 
 He brushed the bitter tears from his 
eyes, glanced back at the pursuing 
Mercurians. They were less than half a mile 
away. He’d never make it.... 
 

E waited for the Mercurians to smash at 
him from each side. But nothing 

happened. He heard the walls of the ship 
begin to sing a high, plaintive, wailing 
monotone, felt the air growing hot inside the 
cabin. He was within Earth’s atmosphere. 
 “They couldn’t stand it, Fortar!” he 
cackled, leering at the Mercurian ships, 
which had fallen back. “The heat was too 
much for them. Huh—suicide ships that 
can’t face molten death!” 
 His lips were twisted in grim 
contempt as he blasted two braking jets. It 
wouldn’t be enough for safety, of course, but 
it would be just enough not to fail. 
 “They’re catching up now, Fortar. 
 But they won’t overtake us. We’ve 
got them, and they know it. They know they 
can’t do anything to stop us. We’re going to 
do something that scares me stiff, but it’s 
going to save the world from conquest. 
Fortar, I’ll be remembered as one of 
mankind’s saviors, and you’ll be the finest 
little apret in history!” 
 Fortar glowed pink with pleasure. 
Sammeth patted the Venusian’s tiny head. 
 “Just be thankful that the Rulers paid 
a bit of attention to me once. If the 
Mercurians had any weapons, we’d have 
been blasted out of space long ago. That 
would’ve finished my plan right there. But 
they don’t have any, so we still can win. We 
will!” 
 It was almost time. Earth had 
flattened out to a tremendous two-
dimensional disk. He knew the frightful 
whistling roar of his approach could be heard 
at each distant horizon, for he saw 
stratosphere transport ships lumber 

alarmedly out of his path. 
 Directly below, the buildings of the 
arsenal began to assume form. He 
recognized the guard towers, the hangars of 
the inadequate pursuit ships, the barracks of 
the small garrison, the main buildings of the 
arsenal itself. 
 Sammeth locked the controls and 
picked up the Venusian who had been his 
companion for so many years. They looked 
back at the suicide squad that had been 
detailed to stop them. The old man smiled 
victoriously and the apret grew even more 
pink. 
 The disguises had been stripped from 
the Mercurian ships by the heat of friction 
with the air. They were trying to pinch him 
off from each side and drive him away from 
the arsenal. But his speed had been too great 
for their caution. Now, faced by defeat, they 
cast aside caution and dived more swiftly for 
him. 
 “Well, Fortar,” he grinned in 
triumph, “here’s the end of exile.” 
 Decisively he pushed the bar that 
released the stern rockets. The nearest 
Mercurian was swamped by the burst of 
flame. He saw it explode furiously. 
 “Look at that, Fortar!” he shouted. 
“Earth still has a few armed transports left 
behind by the fleet for guard duty.” 
 The lumbering ships of Earth had 
dropped viciously toward the invading fleet, 
were stabbing death rays at the Mercurian 
ships. The attackers burst into flame and 
dropped helplessly toward Earth. 
 That was the last he saw. His own 
ship was a fiery meteorite when it smashed 
through the roof of the largest storage 
building in the arsenal. It buried itself so 
deeply in the sand beneath that it remained 
imbedded despite the appalling explosion 
that shook the entire planet. 
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RAYELL TARANETH, Commander-
in-chief of the Earth fleet that had 

hastily been recalled from maneuvers, stood 
beside Hinay Lewneth, Chief Ruler of Earth. 
They watched while two charred bodies 
were removed from the small space ship that 
had been proved to be the cause of the 
terrific explosion. 

C  Taraneth made an impatient gesture. 
 “The whole attack was too clever for 
a Mercurian,” he stated firmly. “Only an 
Earthman could have planned it in such 
detail. We can, at least, be thankful that he 
failed to reach the arsenal. If the Mercurians 
had been able to steal our weapons, I don’t 
even dare to think of what they might have 
done to the Solar System.”  “Yes, it’s Andar Sammeth,” said 

Taraneth, after examining the almost 
unrecognizable features. “I’d recognize that 
Venusian playmate of his even if I couldn’t 
recognize Sammeth’s face.” 

 “Especially with a shrewd renegade 
Earthman to lead them,” Lewneth added 
with disgust. “Thank the Lord he had an old 
ship. Those outdated models are unreliable 
when they enter an atmosphere. Imagine 
what might have happened if he had had a 
ship he could have managed!” 

 “I can hardly believe it,” the Chief 
Ruler said thoughtfully. “Sammeth was 
leading Taumis’ attack. It’s difficult to 
believe that a man would actually try to 
justify his analysis of the Mercurians by 
inciting them to invasion. I never thought he 
would stoop to betraying his own planet to 
prove his mistaken theory.” 

 Taraneth spat near the corpse. 
 “Andar Sammeth will be 
remembered as the vilest traitor to his race,” 
he declared grimly. 

 


