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Billy peeked furtively across at the older man, then quickly looked back at the 
floor again. The professor was holding his head in his hands, weeping softly; he 
had seemed so unemotional during the trip. Opposite them in the steel and 
plastic compartment, the brawny one looked stolidly out through the fused
quartz window at the tropical rain forest of Venus. The professor's weeping was 
background for the only other noise in the cabin, the shallow whirr of a battery
operated electric clock over the conh·ol board that had continued to run even 
after the big atomic motors quieted. 

The big one stirred away from the thick porthole and sat down heavily on a 
leather bench that ran against the wall underneath it. Snuffling once or twice, 
the professor looked up. "Did you check the toolbox carefully, Boris?" 



"Yes!" The big one was on his fee t 
aga in , pounding rapidly across to the 
chest set in the wall and throwing its 
cover open. "Nothing in here to do us 
any good, professor; nothing but screw
drivers and pliers and ball-peen ham
mers. vVhat we need is a good big 
acetvlene torch, that would do it." 

The professor had alreadv stopped 
listening; his question had been half
unconscious . He was weeping aga in , this 
time not attempting to hide his face. 
Boris looked at him and suddenly stuffed 
his hands in his pockets like a little boy 
caught in the pantry at Thanksgiving 
time. 

"I wou ld have told them to put a 
torch in , professor, if I had thought to. 
It's mv fau lt .. . " 

"1 o, no, no." The professor was on 
his fee t aga in, walking quickly to the 
port to peer out. His voice had regained 
something of its normal academic calm . 
"Stupid of us all , I suppo e, but there's 
no helping it now." He dabbed at an 
eye with his sleeve, trying very hard to 
forget that lw had cried. "Come over 
here, Billy, and tell me what vou think 
of this." 

Billy moved over to the port, exper-

iencin a aga in the curious loss of body 
weight under Venus' lower gravitv. Boris 
fo llowed him . 

" It seems to be a lost step in our 
evolutionarv cvcle, a sort of large bird 
with arms. Almost angeli c, eh?"' 

Boris caught his breath and Billv 
moved closer to the window, watching 
the crea ture as it carefully peeled some 
sort of trop ica l fruit not twenty-five 
feet from their ship. It was three-quar
ters the size of a man, but an elf-like 
glossamer sheen from the wings reflected 
on its greenish skin to make the resem
blance ~stop there . 

"It may be the dominant species; in 
time, it mav begin to develop a civiliza
tion here . vVith the wings, it certai nly 
has an adva ntage over Homo Sapiens in 
the battle to survive." 

As if to answer the professor's obser
va tion, the crea ture tucked the fruit 
into its mouth and fl ew away, aiming 
somewhere bevoncl the limited view of 
the port. Its - departure reminded the 
three inside of their situation, and they 
turned from the window. 

"How much food?" the professor asked 
no "one in part,~cu l~r. " , 

Four clays, Billy answered . We ve 
been here 19 days already; there was 
only a bout a three week supply." 

"Water?" 
Boris moved over to the ga uge and 

said, "We'll starve before we run out." 
The professor settled into the con

toured s at before the control boa rd and 
spun it about to look aga in at the dead 
power gaug s, the li feless need les point
ing to zero on the big board . "It's rea lly 
sort of humorous," he said unhumorous
h-. "Marooned on Venus inside the bes t
ec1uipped, most impregnable fortress 
ever designed to explore a planet. We're 
perfec tly safe in here, of course. Oh 
~,es, the nativ~, li fe cou ldn't get in if it 
wanted to .. . 

"A nd we can' t ge t out," Boris finished 
the sentence. 

"I wonder what the mother ship is 
thinking," BiUy sa id . " 1 o radio contact 
for 19 clays . . . they'll probably wait 
until a day or two after we're clue back, 
and then leave for Earth . Thev don't 
have the p ower suppl~, to wait a,iy long
er." 

"We have the power supply to wait 
forever," the professor said. "Namely: 
none." In response, the electric clock 
burped once and stopped. The emer
gency battery was dead. The ship seemed 
to settle around them like a helpless 
dead body. It wished them no harm, but 
without pow r it could not open its 
locks, release its air chambers, allow 
them to escape into the rain forest , or 
re turn to the mother-satellite circling 
above for the ir return. It might have 
been a little thing that went wrong with 
the atomic engines, a burnt-out coil or a 
I ra~1ed wire. It didn't really matter be-

cause the eng ines were sealed off from 
the rest of the ship b." eighteen inches 
of lead . The,· could be reached fron the 
011tsiclc, hut the cscap(' hatch couldn 't 
be opened without atomic power to re
lease its bolts. And so the\' sat inside. 

"There's no question that we could 
survive in the forest , at least on a prim
itive level." the professor sa id. "The 
automatic tests indica te that the wa ter 
is d ri nkable, the a ir breatha ble, and the 
food ea table ... " 

"If only the door were openable," 
Billy snapped. "You've told us that be
fo re, but what good does it do us? vVe're 
en tomb din this damned ship, and we've 
go t abo11t a week to escap e before we 
start p la_ving can n.ibal. And you know 
and I know and Boris knows that there's 
no way out." 

The professor looked up sharply and 
smiled. "Except one ... " 

The two men whirled in the cabin and 
turned on him . 

"Way out? H ow? Where?" 
"Oh, now don ' t get excited," he an

swered. "I would estimate tha t the odds 
against any of us using it wou ld I e about 
infinity to one." 

"Don' t play games, professor," Billy 
sa id. "Do you know a way or don' t you?" 

"Yeah," Boris sa id , standing over him, 
"D o vo u or don't vou?" 

T l{e professor got up and mov d across 
to the window again . Outside, it was 
getting darker in the rain forest , and a 
faint sunset could be seen through the 
m iles of humid fog which made up the 
atmospher . The professor carefu lly 
pushed against the q uartz window, and 
got a thumbprinted smudge for his ef
forts. 

"Hather hard , isn 't it?" he asked them. 
"lf you're thinking we can bust open 

that window, vou're crazv," Boris sa id . 
"That glass is ~iade to bo.unce off mete
orites." 

"Very good, Boris!" The professor 
seemed almost to have adapted a class
room a ttitude. "But what makes it so 
bard?" 

"Why . . . " Boris paused for a moment 
and Bi ll v broke in , " Because thev made 
it tha t ,~ay, that's whv." -

"Sorrv, Billv, it's ·hard because the 
molecules that make it up are so close 
together. It's very dense, tha t quartz, 
but ever~,thing isn' t that dense ... " 

"WJiat are you getting at?" Billy cut 
him off. 

"Just this, the molecules in that plate 
of c1uartz are spaced almost as fa r apart, 
relativelv, as Venus and the Earth . They 
run in their own littl e orbits, but they 
run so fast that they appear to fill up 
all the ·pace they run in." 

Boris had los t interes t and wen t back 
to his bunk. But Billy pressed fo r an ex
planation. "Then the walls of this space
ship aren't as solid as they look, r ight?" 

' Oh, they're solid enough , a ll right. 



But I would guess that the walls are very 
much less solid than the qua rtz. Their 
molecules might be two or th ree times 
more widely spaced: almost a vo id be
twe~:1 pa rticles at any given milli-sec
oncl . 

"I seem to remember that from high 
school chemistrv," Billv sa id. "How is 
it going to get ~IS Ollt Of here?" 

The p rofessor chuckled and turned 
awa_v from the porthole. 'Tm afraid it 
isn't, Bill_v. It might, of course, bu t ... " 

"How?" Bill_ sna pped . 
"Our bodies are made of molecules 

too, just like the window and the walls. 
Our bodies are actuall v much less solid 
than the walls, and t"l1e molecul es are 
even fa rther apart, relatively." 

Boris sat 11p in his bunk and began 
to listen again . 

"Once-everv billion vea rs, this m ight 
happe,1 some,~here in the universe- the 
molecules of one object are going to 
move 'in phase' with an adjacent object," 
he continued . "This means that the two 
sets of molecul es slip in between each 
other, vet don' t collide. If they collided, 
of coui·se, it would be a meeting of two 
solids. It almost always is .. . " 

The two men were liste ning to him 
intently. 

"Bu t if-just once in a billion years
the molecules moved 'in phase,' then one 
object could pass ri ght through another. 
The chances, as I sav, are almost non
existent. D on' t bet o.n it happening to 
vou, in other words." 
· Boris sank back to his bunk, and Billy 
asked in a dispirited tone," then maybe 
someday you're leaning against the side 
of the ship and fall right through to 
freedom, ~~? Before you starve to dea th, 
of course. 

"That's the idea, Billy. If my one 
chance in a billion happened . And if T 
got all th wa~, through the wall while 
the molecules were all in phase . One or 
two small collisions might rob me of a 
hair or so, of course. But you don't think 
abou t things like that in something this 
theoreti cal." 

Bill_v tu r n e cl away, disheartened . 
"Then we turn into cannibals instead, 
mavbe. Or shoot each other . . . " 

He turn cl in time to see the Profes
sor's bod~, slip through the wall . With 
a scream, he hurtled himself a t the wall 
of metal , slamming aga in and aga in 
against the un~riekling steel alloy. 

Buris got up from his bunk and looked 
down out of the quartz window. He 
froze as he saw the half of the professor's 
body that was lying outside on the 
ground . 
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JOAN BAEZ, Vol. 2 
Wagoner's Lad, Plaisirs d'Amour, Lily of the 
West, Barbara Allan, Banks of the Ohio, Engine 
143, Silkie, Old Blue, Cherry Tree Carol, Once 
I Knew a Pretty Girl, Lonesome Road and 
other songs. VRS-9094 (mono} VSD-2097 (stereo} 

" An achingly pure soprano voice." High Fideli11 
' 'A major new folk sing ing talent." Saturday Review 
" I was enthralled !" Na, H entol/, The Reporter 
" Sends one scurrying for superlatives." N .Y . Time, 
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on Joan Baez, Vol. I. 

TDlU:11 lllJWN, IJ. S. J\. 
THE"BIG TEN" 
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College Marches of The Big Ten, Army, Yale, 
Princeton, Georgia Tech, Navy, Columbia and 
others. William D. Revell i conductor. 

VRS-9095 (mono) VSD-2100 (stereo} 
" They made a success of every si ngle concert 
throughout their trip in the Soviet Union ... 
they 11luma ted admi rabz the America of which 
we are all most proud ." lewell,·n E. T hom/JJ011, 
U .S. Ambassador co the Soviet Union . 
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