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“But, Blake!” exclaimed Jenna.
“Isn’t it a bit like an escaped
tigergoing tothe zoo? Isn’titrather
asking for trouble?”

Blake’'s features had a deter-
mined look about them.

“Oh, hardly!” he replied.
“Nothing so meek. Anyway, if you
were a tiger who knew that other
tigers were about to escape,
wouldn’t you go and lend a hand?”

“] doubt it,” remarked Vila, who
was far from convinced himself.
“I'd be more bothered about my
own survival. Wouldn't you?”

“That’s right,” said Avon,
bitterly. “You say imagine you're
a tiger - but you want us to follow
you like sheep.”

Blake brushed this aside. “Look,
the tiger was Jenna'’s. I see myself
simply as the astute escaped
convict that I am, and I'm asking
you all to join me in taking a
measured chance, where I believe
the odds are in our favour.”

The others were silent. Even
Cally didn’t seem to relish this
trip - after all, it was supposedly
the planet of no escape.

“Well, I'm going,” said Blake.
“And so is the Liberator. I'll drop
you all off somewhere if you like.”

The other four exchanged
glances.

“Well?”

Cally was the first to speak.
“T'woquestions,” she said. “One: do
they need us, I mean really need
us? And two: why are the odds in
our favour?”

Blake didn't hesitate. “Number
one, they’ll almost certainly fail
without us, and make it far harder




to escape another time. And
number two, because we know
something of the set-up there and
- above all - they won’t be expect-
ing us.”

“But will surprise be enough?”
asked Jenna. “If we're caught, the
Federation will really be laughing.
What chance of stopping them
then?”

“Perhaps it’s all a trap anyway,”
added Cally.

“No.” Blake shook his head
emphatically. “That’s just it,
they’d never try and trap us with
this one - they know we’d never
bite.”

“But that's just what you are
doing!” exclaimed Avon, critically.
“Biting and hoping, bluff and
double bluff. I don’t like it one bit!”

But there was no sign of Blake
relenting, and it was clear that he
was in no mood to wait on their
decisions. For Vila, enough in-
centive (and this was usually a
question of gain) and he was game
for anything. Yet once again he
knew he, like the others, would
end up following Blake on a
potentially suicidal plan, and with
no thought of personal gain.

It was clearly a more than
usually emotional decisionforall of
them, and Avon was giving Blake
the evil eye across the Liberator’s
flight deck.

But whenthe othersagreedtogo,
his resistance finally dropped, and
with a shrug of the shoulders he
conceded defeat. “Alright,” he
said. “I swore that wild horses

'

would never drag me anywhere
near the place, but now I'm
agreeing to go there of my own free
will. Anyway, Blake’s probably
right that it’s no more dangerous
for us with our bracelets than any
other Federation planet . ..”

“Well, we should know soon,”
interrupted Jenna. “Can’t be far
now.”

“Zen?” prompted Blake.

“TELEPORT RANGE OF
CYGNUS ALPHA IN JUST ONE
HOUR.”

There was a moment’s silence,
and then Cally spoke for all of
them. “I just hope it proves to be
worth it,” she said, “that’s all.”

By the end of the hour they all
felt a lot happier, although far from

ool and calm. The Liberator was
“put onto automatic pilot while they
» all assembled in the teleport

ontrol room.
~ Blake alone was in position.
“Right, ’mready,” he said. “Now
you all know what you've to do?”
They nodded. They should do -
they’d spent the last hour going
through the plan in detail, with
alternative plans in case things
began to go wrong. The others
were to follow Blake down in five
minutes, but not until he had given
the all-clear. Jenna was to stay on



board as look-out in case Federa-
tion reinforcements were brought
in, and to be on hand in case they
had to teleport back.

“OK,” said Blake, “take me
down.”

And he slowly dematerialised
and was gone.

There was no need for anyone to
say when the five minutes were up.
Purely as a check, they’d asked Zen
toindicate, and yet the four of them
looked over at the computer
fractionally before the timer began
to flash.

Cally threw a switch and the
flashing stopped. They were all
listening expectantly for amessage
that never came, and the seconds

ticked away beyond six minutes
before anyone spoke.

It was Jenna who broke the
silence.

“Blake. Can you hear me?”

He might aswell have been dead.

“Looks like trouble,” grunted
Avon. “Shall we go down ourselves,
or bring Blake up?

Vila was over by the teleport
control. “We’ll have to go down,”
he said, with a grimace. “I can’t
even connect with him.”

They quickly agreed that Vila
should go down to the exact spot
where Blake had landed, while
Avon and Cally would teleport
down just outside the prison
complex.

Jenna set the controls and

wished them luck. Then she sat
and waited, wondering about
Blake and what could have gone

wrong.

Blake had materialised in
exactly the right spot, outside cell
38, just around the corner from
the guards’ duty-room. But there
was no sign of Hammond.

He couldn’t have missed him,
not the size he was. They called
him Hammy, and it suited him,
because he always ate like a pig
and had the figure to prove it.

Blake had understood that
Hammy would be there, along with
this guy Purley, who was the key to
the whole thing. He was a Federa-
tion Officer, and apparently quite



high up. Yet, incredibly enough, it
seemed that from the very begin-
ning he had been a plant and had
secretly been building up an under-
ground network and working
towards this insurrection.

But had something gone wrong?

Blake decided to scout around
and see what he could discover
before the five minutes were up.
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He moved up the dimly-lit
corridor, away from the duty-room.
The lights in the ceiling were only
about every twenty or thirty yards
and, as he went, he stopped by each
light and listened.

At the tenth light he heard a
sound - it appeared to come from
cell 44. Blake wondered why he
hadn’t checked the cells before

and, uncovering the peephole in
the heavy metal door, he peered
inside. As he did so, he allowed the
light from the corridor to illuminate
the interior, for the cell itself was
dark.

A figure looked up from its
pacing to and fro across the tiny
cell. Blake didn’t know the face,
but he was surprised to see the
Federation uniferm on a man
locked in a Federation cell.

There seemed an obvious ex-

planation.
“Are you Purley?” he mouthed
through the glass.
The man looked puzzled.
“Pur-ley?” he repeated the

movements. “Are you Pur-ley?”

There was a glint of recognition,
and Blake heard as well as saw
the word ‘yes’, which was followed
by an eager nod.

Looking down, Blake was
surprised to see the key in the lock.
He estimated he had another two
minutes yet. What should he do?
He should really get the others, but
no, he would find out all he could
first.

Blake turned the key and pushed
open the door. As he did so, the
man tried to rush past, but -
grabbing hold of his arm - Blake
pulled him back.

“Oh no, you don’t . ..” he began,
but with strength belying his
smallish stature, the other man
was so determined he eventually
broke away from the grip. Before
he had time to think, Blake found
himself thrown back on the floor
of the cell, while his fleeing
adversary was about to shut the
door on him.

Instinctively Blake went for his
weapon, but although he scored a
definite hit, it didn't prevent the
inevitable. As the key turned in the
lock, Blake cursed under his
breath — how could he have been
50 dumb?

Oh well, he thought, there's only
one thing for it - I'll have to get
them to teleport me up. It must be
about five minutes by now, anyway.

But there was worse to come.
His wrist was empty - the bracelet
must have been pulled off in the
scuffle. He looked hopefully round



the small cell, but all he could see
was the customary one table and
one chair outlined in the faint light.

As Vila began to materialise
outside cell 38, he fancied he saw
a uniformed figure staggering
around the corner away from him.
He might have the bracelet . . . .

He decided to check. “Jenna, can
you update those co-ordinates?
The ones for Blake’s bracelet.”

“Five seven three.”

“Same as before. Location?”

“Along corridor D.”

Vila shuddered. He had rather
strong memories of prison
corridors and, for just a moment,
he couldn’t believe he'd agreed to
come.

“Is everything alright?” asked
Jenna, cutting the uneasy silence.

Vila steeled himself. “Alright so
far. Very quiet, in fact almost too
quiet, but I'll keep you informed.”

He looked around. It really did
seem too quiet. Where were the
guards? Where was Hammy?
Where was Blake? And who was
that figure he’d seen?

Then, as he began to make his
way up corridor D, he heard a noise
as if someone were banging on the
walls of a cell, some way off. He
tried to gauge the distance, then
hurried on.

Meanwhile Cally and Avon
found themselves within sight of
the main entrance, and conven-
iently screened from view by the

wall of a small building used as a
guards’ control-point when the
automatic control was out of
action.

At first glance the scene seemed
quite ordinary, but a moment later
they were surprised by what they
saw. A Federation Officer was
being carried along by two people
whose faces were hidden, and the
officer appeared to be unconscious.

As this group reached the en-
trance and went inside, another
two similar groups came into view,
together with one man on his own,
who was gesticulating and pointing
and seemingly organising the
operation. His frame was extremely
bulky, and he was a little out of
breath.

;ﬁ‘- p




Cally nudged Avon. “Look,
there’s Hammy!” she said, point-
ing. They had known him during
their time on Earth.

“Yes,anditlooksasifthe battle’s
already won,” said Avon. “So much
for not managing without our
help!”

Avon sounded bitter, yet he
couldn’t help but be excited at the
thought of Cygnus Alpha being
wrested away from the Federation.

All the same, they must be
cautious. They waited until Ham-
mond, having paused briefly by the
entrance, came back towards
them. As he came level, Avon
sprang out and, taking him com-
pletely by surprise, pulled him into
their hiding-place.

Avon had his hand over Ham-
mond’s mouth.

“Don’t worry,” said Cally, “it’s
only us! But what’s going on? And
what’s happened to Blake? Where
is he?”

Now that Hammond had recog-
nised them, Avon released his grip
and took his hand away, where-
upon words seemed to tumble
headlong out from where the hand
had been holding them in.

“Blake? Ishe here too? But why?
We sent you a message, warning
you of the change of plan ...”

“Message? We got no message,”
said Avon, with a glare. “What did
it say?”

“That we were going ahead early,
so the rendezvous was off.”

Lal

“Why? What happened?”
“We discovered Purley in here,”
replied Hammond, tapping the wall
against which he was leaning,
“when he was sending a message
to Travis. He said everything was
going as planned - that we were
eating out of his hand. He said he
would contact them again when it
was all over.”

Hammond stood up, looked
around to make sure the operation
was going smoothly, and then went
onwith hisstory. “We overpowered
him, of course, and put himina cell.
Then we went into action immedi-
ately, to get it over early and then
force Purley to relay the OK to the
Federation. From thenon, it’s gone
like clockwork.”

“And you sent us a message,
telling us not to come?”

“Yes - the minute we’ddecided.”

" Cally looked at Avon. “Sounds
like the Federation blocked it. I bet
Travis has got his men working to

- break the code.”




But Avon was examining a wire
he’d noticed, leading across to the
prison block. “What’s this?” he
asked Hammond.

The large man smiled. “Oh -
just in case they do rumble us,
we’ve wired up the whole block and
set it to go up as soon as we’ve got
this lot in.” He pointed to one of
the uniformed men, and laughed.

“Imagine — all the Federation
Officers, locked in their own cells,
and then...”

“But Blake’s somewhere in
there!” exclaimed Cally, looking
very worried. “And Vila, too!”

“We'd better check it out,” said
Avon. “When’s that thing due to go
off?”

“Three minutes. And there’s no
way of delaying it.”

“We’ll see about that! Cally, you
contact the ship. . .”

She’d hardly activated her
bracelet when Jenna spoke
urgently: “Cally! Is that you? I just
picked up a space craft on the
Scanner, approaching at speed.
Looks like the Federation. I'm
preparing for evasive action. What
about you? Are you ready to move?”

Cally explained their position.

“Well, you've five minutes at the
most,” said Jenna. “I've heard
nothing from Vila or Blake, mind
you, but I'll be standing by.”

“Go and prepare to repel the
attack,” Avon told Hammond.
“Then if I can delay this we'll per-
haps be in some positiontohelp...”

Just at that moment, a uniformed
figure appeared at the prison
entrance, staggered a few paces
and fell to the ground. It was
Purley, and in his hand was the
key to cell 44.

Blake sat in the cell with his
elbows on the table and his head
in his hands. He couldn’t see what
else he could do. He’d made enough
noise to waken the dead . . . but it
had done no good.

Then he’d managed to weaken
the glass in the door with a few
blasts from his gun, so that he could
break it and push it through, using
the leg of the chair.

Nowthe annoying thing wasthat
he could see the bracelet lying

there on the corridor floor, but well
oversixfeet away. Asfarashe could
see, it might as well have been six
miles.

There was nothing he could do
but wait.

By the time Vila had got nearer
to the banging, the noise had
stopped, and although he waited
and listened it didn’t restart. He
didn’t want to call out, so instead
he went up to the nearest cell,
shoved aside the peephole cover
and peered in.

He could just make out a pair of
feet under the table, but the rest
of the body was out of sight. He
bent down to examine the lock, not
noticing in the poor light that the
key hung on a hook close by.




set to work, thinking how ridicu-
lous it was that he should be trying
to break in to one of these cells.

It must have taken him at least
a couple of minutes, as it wasn’t
easy to see what he was doing and
anyway it was a type of lock he’d
never come across before. But at
last he threw open the heavy door
and rushed in.

Now he could see the whole
body. It was a Federation Officer,
still breathing, but absolutely still.

Vila thought for a minute. What
could it mean? Well, it didn’t help
him to find Blake, and there was
no sign of the bracelet, so no point
in hanging around.

He shut the door behind him -
now noticing the number 40 above
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the glass — and moved quickly on
up the corridor, past one door, then
another, then another, until at last,
coming to another light, he saw
first the glass strewn over the floor,
and then: the bracelet!

He looked through where the
glass had been and saw Blake
sitting at the table.

“Blake!” he hissed.

“Vila!”

“Don’t worry, I'll have you out in
no time.”

Relieved to have found Blake,
Vila turned his attention to the
lock on cell 44, not realising just
how little time he might have left.

Meanwhile Avon himself was
struggling with trying to delay the

bomb without actually setting it
off. It had taken him over two
minutes to work his way carefully
into the timing mechanism, only
to find the adjustment lever was
covered by a locking device.
However helpful Cally might be,
he would gladly swop her for the
lazy Vila right now if he had the
choice. But he hadn’t, and the
sweat on his fingers made the job
even more difficult as precious
seconds continued to tick away.

Vila wasn'’t hurrying as much as
he might. Anyway, to his annoy-
ance, the lock on cell 44 was a
different one still.

Seeing that he was having
trouble, Blake thought he’d use the



time to contact Jenna back on the
Liberator. “Chuck us up the
bracelet,” he said.

Vila handed it through the
opening, then resumed his work.

“Jenna, it's Blake ...”

He wasimmediately interrupted
by Jenna. She didn’t waste time on
explanations, but came straight to
the point: “Blake,” she said, “you’re
indanger of being blown up in there!
Prepare to teleport immediately!”

At the same time, Avon and
Cally began to dematerialise with
no warning at all, Avon having just

managed to activate the delay (he
wasn’t sure how long for) with a
matter of seconds to spare.

As they rematerialised, Cally
was still midway through congratu-
lating him. And then everything
had to be explained to Blake, of
course.

“It seems you were right, wanting
to keep away,” he said, at last. “We
were more of a hindrance than a
help. If it hadn’t been for their
message to us, they wouldn’t have
the Federation on their tails now.
How’s about giving them a hand?”

This time there was no hesitation.
And together with Hammond’s lot,
they managed to repel the attack,
for the moment at least.

As they turned away, there was
a sizeable explosion on the surface
of the planet.

Avon smiled a satisfied smile.
“I'm glad I came,” he said, “if just
for that.”

“Yes — and look!” said Cally.
“Vila hasn’'t come away empty-
handed, either!”

A somewhat embarrassed Vila
was clutching the lock mechanism
from cell 44. “It just came away in
my hand,” he muttered feebly.
“Honest!”

It all seemed a fitting end to a
rather far-fetched sort of day.
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The Soviet Union’s control base, Baikonur, has
just launched its latest expeditionary crew, in a
rocket bound for Mars.

However, a severe storm shortly after take-off
caused radio interference, and a loss of communi-
cation with the rocket for some twenty minutes.

Before contact could be re-established, another
unknown craft was picked up on the radar control.

Your help is needed to identify this UFO.

What you must do:

Use your knowledge of space to solve the ten clues.

The two answers you need — the name of the
the craft and its place of origin — will be found
located in the two panels of the spaceship, once
you have filled in the other answers.

From this information, you should be able to
work out who is manning the ship.

To check your solutions, it may be helpful to
know that the thirty letters within the panels of the
ship can be rearranged to give the following
message: “NB. Baikonur Rocket Base lose flight.”

Your Clues:

1

The Russian rocket was blown about, or
———————— , by the storm.

2

There are two bands of radiation around the earth,
called - —— -~ ———— ————- , after the scientist who

discovered them in 1958.

——————————— , nicknamed Buzz, was Neil
Armstrong’s companion on the first moon walk.

4 *

————— is number one, of seven!

b

The Russians have a huge ———————— telescope

on Mount Semirodniki. It has a mirror 6 metres
in diameter, and is used to analyse the light from
stars and galaxies.
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6
Spacecraft use the ——————— velocity of one planet
to help them on to the next, with a whiplash effect.

7

The Lunar Module /ntrepid landed right on
—————— , only 200 metres from Surveyor 3, which
was already on the moon. On the previous mission,
Apollo 11, Eagle’s landing had been less accurate.

An———————— isa minor planet between Mars and
Jupiter, perhaps the remains of a planet which
broke up, or failed to form.

g }
The Russian spaceship, ——————~ 2, carried the
first ever ‘spacewalker’, Alexei Leonov.

10
Many of the inhabitants of the penal planet
Cygnus Alpha had been sentenced to life




Answers on page 60.




Deep in the silent blackness of
interplanetary space, a small
winged satellite was homing in on
the rhythmic signal that would
guide it back to earth, its mission
completed.

But inside the steel shell the
complex instruments had picked
up another, more persistent
signal, and in reply the navigation
unit flashed out a new course, send-

ing the tiny satellite veering away §

from Earth towards another, far
distant planet.

Cally stared at the computer
readout in a trance, too bored to
take in the decoded messages. She
rubbed her eyes and yawned,
glancing casually at the screen as
yet another piece of wuseless
information flashed across. Except
that thiswasdifferent. Jolted out of
her langour, she called to Blake.

“Look at this! What abit of luck.”

Roj Blake looked at the screen.
Since they had started tapping
Federation communications they
had had several scoops, but this
one looked extra good. According
to the readout, a Federation
satellite which had been photo-
graphing military installations on
‘unco-operative’ planets had gone
out of control and was heading for
deep space.

T —————

“Get me a fix on the satellite’s
course, Zen,” said Blake. “If we can
get to that satellite before the
Federation, those planets will have
a much better chance against the
Fed bully boys.”

“SATELLITE IS A TYPE B60
AND IS HEADING STRAIGHT
FOR MEMORANTUS, CO-
ORDINATES 239 40.”

“Right, Jenna, set your course to
intercept the satellite and hope
that the Feds haven’t any long
distance ships in this sector.”

The Liberator made the jump
into deep space and Jenna guided
the ship until they were in the
same orbit as the satellite.

Suddenly Avon noticed that the
satellite was moving out of orbit,
towards Memorantus. “Something




“I hate to have to tell you this,”
interrupted Jenna, “but there's a
ship on our tail and it looks like our
old friend Travis.”

Blake looked at Avon. “I think
that settles it then, don’t you?”

Avon knew better than to argue.

Blake chose Avon to accompany
him down to the planet as he knew
what they were looking for. Jenna
had plotted the estimated landing
site, and as the two men clipped on
their transporter bracelets she
prepared to beam them down to
Memorantus.

The surface of the planet was
flat and desolate, as if all life had
been scoured away, but Blake
hadn’t come here to admire the
view. Anxiously he scanned the
horizon with his powerful
binoculars.

“What’s that?” said Avon
suddenly, pointing to a rocky
outerop.

must be attracting it,” he said,
watching the radar screen. “The
type B60 needs an outside stimulus
to take it out of orbit.”

“But that’s ridiculous,” said
Blake. “Federation influence
doesn’t extend this far, and surely
no one else would be interested in
the information the satellite
contains.”

Avon shrugged. “All 1 know is
that the B60 only goes where it's
told to go, and that means that
someone has had designs on it
ever since it changed course.”

“I say let them haveit,” said Vila.
“As long as the Federation doesn’t
get it, why should we care?”

“Exactly,” said Avon. “Why
risk our necks whenit's already out
of harm’s way?”

Blake trained his glasses on the
rock just as a low black vehicle
skimmed across the dusty earth.
It hovered by the rock while two
black figures climbed out. Soon
they emerged from behind the
rock with the satellite and loaded it
into the vehicle before driving
away.

“Quickly!  Follow  them!”
hissed Blake, scrambling to his
feet.

“T still say we should let them
keep it,” gasped Avon as they ran.
Dust caked his sweating face and
he glared at Blake.

Suddenly the black vehicle
disappeared over the horizon, and
as the two men approached they
saw that the land dipped into a
natural bowl. A complex of vast,
domed buildings spread acrossthe
centre of the bowl and, as they
watched, the dark figures unloaded
the satellite and took it into one of
them.

Cautiously, Blake and Avon




followed, unaware that hidden
cameras were monitoring their
every move. ...

“Intruders entering block D4,"
said R1, his harsh voice displaying
no emotion, no triumph at the
thought of yet another exhibit for
the Universal Museum. “Guards
in that section detain and prime,
then take them to level 3 for in-
clusion in tableau 9.”

He watched as Blake and Avon
were overcome and taken to the
priming room. He then turned his
attention to the satellite, which
was at that moment being pre-
pared for display under the

heading Satellite: Origin — Terra;

Function - photography of military
installations.

Had he been human, he would
have been pleased at the
way the museum was filling up.
He would have been proud to think
thatthe people of Memorantus had
not died in vain, that in spite of the
terrible plague that had devastated
the land, their work lived on. But
R1 was not human. Robots did not
show emotions. R1 and his team
were simply fulfilling the task set
them by their masters years before
— tofill the museum with relics and
documents from the whole of the
known universe. To make the
entire planet a library of the
universe so that future scholars

would know and wonder at their
beginnings.

In the priming room Blake and
Avon were strapped into steel
chairs and their feet were wired
up to a bank of winking instru-
ments by two blank-faced robots.

“This is the last time I listen to
vou, Blake,” said Avon, harshly.

“It could be the last time you do
anything,” said Blake, watching
the robots as they set the dials
on the console.

“Subjects ready,”
“Start the countdown.”

Blake and Avon tensed as the
seconds ticked by. What would
happen to them? What possible
use could they be to these

said R22.




mechanical beings?5...4...3...2
... 1. R21 pressed the button and
the wires began to glow. A white
hot pain crept up Blake's leg,
burning its way through his
nerves on its inexorable way to his
brain.

Soon his whole body was one
burning pain; but in spite of his
bonds his body arched, straining
to be free of the terrible white heat.
As it crept up his neck and into his
head his mouth opened in a silent
scream, then mercifully every-
thing went black.

“Priming complete,” said R22.
“Subjects ready.”

Meanwhile, in his control room,
R1 had noted the presence of the
two spaceships orbiting the planet.
He would deal with the larger one
first.

At the touch of a button, two
tiny black craft were launched
from the roof of one of the domes
and, undetected by the Liberator’s
sensors, attached themselves to
either side of the ship, where they
began to glow.

Immediately Zen registered
their presence. “ALIEN MATTER
ATTACHED TO THE SHIP.
CIRCUITS NO LONGER
UNDERMY CONTROL...”

Abruptly, Zen was silent and all
his lights went out. The Liberator
lurched heavily as some unseen
force activated the engines.

Jenna Stannis flung all the
controls to manual . . . but it was
no good. The ship moved on
towards Memorantus and nothing

_she could do would alter its course.

Vila rushed in. “What’s happen-
ing? Is Blake in trouble?”

“I don’t know about Blake, but

we’re in trouble,” said Jenna.
“Someone down there seems to
want to meet us.”

The two black craft guided the
Liberator down to the planet until
it hovered over one of the domes.
Slowly the centre of the dome slid
open and the ship dropped down
into a vast hangar.

Jenna, Cally and Vila watched
in amazement as scores of black
robots scurried across the hangar.

“Quickly! We must hide!” said
Vila. “With any luck they won't
realise there’'s anyone on board.”

“Huh!” said Cally scornfully. “I
prefer to fight it out — to the death,
if necessary!”

Jenna was more cautious. “He
may have a point, youknow. I think
it’sworth a try.”

But Cally was adamant. “I'm
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staying here,” she said. “But don’t
worry,Iwon’tgive youaway.”

Vila had pulled the cover off one
of the air vents that ran round the
ship, and they climbed inside,
closing the grid after them. The
ventilation system had stopped
when the ship was taken over, and
they had to lie with their faces to
the grid to get enough air.
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It didn’t take the robots long to
force their way in, and although
Cally fought hard she was greatly
outnumbered. Her weapon was
knocked from her hand and she
was pinned to the floor while one
of the robots bound her wrists and
ankles. “Take her to D4 for
priming,” said the leading robot.

More robots filed into the

Liberator and began to measure up
and take notes. They toured the
entire ship, and Vila and Jenna
had to duck back out of sight as
one robot peered through the grid
of the ventilator.

At last they finished and,
seemingly satisfied that the ship
was empty, they filed out in twos.

“What now?” said Vila, climbing
down and helping Jenna out of the
vent.

Before she had time to answer
there was a disturbance outside.
The dome had opened to admit
another ship, also guided by small
black craft. It was a Federation
ship, and as they watched the
doors opened and a group of
soldiers rushed out, their weapons
blasting the robots from their path.

Soon a full scale battle was
taking place, and in the confusion
Jenna and Vila slipped out of the
ship. “I overheard them saying
something about taking Cally to
D4,” said Jenna. “Let’s hope we
find her in time.”

In his control room, R1 was busy
rounding up his forces to subdue
the Federation troops, and for a
few moments he neglected to look
at the monitor screens. He didn’t
see Jenna and Vila as they made
their way along the corridors, and
he missed them as they entered
section D4.

While Jenna kept watch, Vila
opened the door a fraction. He
could just make out the figure of
Cally, strapped to a steel chair, and
opening it a little more he saw
two robots, their backs to the door.

“Would you like to go first?” he
whispered, and grimaced when
Jenna shook her head. Grasping
his weapon he motioned her to
follow him and then flung the door
open. Before the robots could
react, he and Jenna gunned them
down and quickly freed Cally.

“They said something about
taking me to join the others,” she
said. “They mentioned tableau 9,
whatever that is, on level 3.”

“According to the door numbers
this is level 2,” said Vila, “which
means that we want to go up a
floor.”

“There’s a lift here,” said Jenna



from the far side of the laboratory.
“Let’s see where it goes.”

As the lift doors closed she
pressed the button marked 3 and
within seconds they opened again
on level 3. The three space
travellers gasped in amazement.
They were in a huge glass dome,
and there on all sides were the
fruits of the robots’ efforts. Large
cases containing every conceivable
kind of animal, bird and fish
flanked the great circumference,
while the centre was occupied by
relics of spaceships from all over
the universe. With a pang, Jenna
recognised an old, battered twin-
wing GD-5 that she had flown in
her early smuggling days.

Radiating out from the centre
were more displays, of a more
sinister nature.

They contained figures from

many of the known worlds, set in
stiff tableaux to illustrate their
various cultures. They looked like
waxworks, but something in their
wide, staring eyes — be they one,
two, or twenty - gave Cally an
uncomfortable feeling that these
beings were still alive. Her tele-
pathic senses were picking up a
jumble of fearful sensations and
she shuddered.

“6...7...8...0hdear,” said
Vila, pointing at the cabinet
marked 9. It contained the rigid
figures of Blake and Avon, and
their limbs had been arranged so
that they looked as if they were
fighting over a steel sphere at their
feet. A label announced that the
sphere was a satellite of Terran
origin, and the two men were
Terran warriors.

“Look at their eyes,” said Cally

as they stared in horror. “They’re
moving.”

Sure enough, Blake and Avon
were moving their eyes in an
agonised attempt to communicate
with their friends.

“Vila, can you get them out of
there?” said Jenna,

For a man of Vila’s skills the
cabinet presented no problem, but
helping the two men was a very
different matter. Their bodies
were completely rigid and felt ice
cold to the touch.

Cally wused her telepathic
powers to probe Blake’s mind in
the hope that he could give her
some clue as to how to help them.
She saw the terrible pain he had
suffered, and felt the agony of his
living death, and then, at last, she
gsaw in his mind a picture of his
hand, bathed in a green light, and




his fingers being manipulated into
a certain position.

“Blake,” she said, “the green
light — is that what eases the
paralysis? Move your eyes if you
mean yes.”

Blake’s eyes moved tortuously
from side to side.

Cally probed deeper into Blake’s
mind for ¢ picture of the instru-
ment used, and when she thought
she knew what to look for she
nodded to the others.

Gently they carried the two men
tothe lift, then hurried back for the

satellite, the innocent cause of all
their troubles. Back in the
laboratory Cally described what
they were looking for and Vila
offered to keep watch while the
other two searched.

“Is this it?” said Jenna, holding
up a long, bullet-shaped gun. Cally
looked at Blake for confirmation
and once again his eyes moved
from side to side.

“I hope you're right,” said Jenna,
and she switched it on.

Immediately an arc of vivid
light appeared. Jenna

green

directed the beam on Blake and
Avon while Cally and Vila held
them upright.

“It's working!” said Vila, as
Avon’s limbs began to twitch.
Hurriedly they rubbed his arms
and legs to bring back the circula-
tion, and soon he could bend them
a little.

Blake took longer, but at last
both men could move, albeit
stiffly.

They were just in time. Two
Federation soldiers burst into the
laboratory, and it was only Cally’s
fast reactions that saved them.

Stepping over the bodies, Blake
took command. “Let’s get the hell
out of here,” he said. “Next time it
could be Travis.”

“It didn’t take you long to get
back into the swing of things,”
said Avon sarcastically.

Blake ignored him and pointed
to the satellite. “And blow that
thing up before we go.”

Vila was aghast. “Do you mean
to tell me that after all we've been
through togetit you're just going to
destroy it?”

“Of course!” said Blake. “It’s no
good to use. I just didn’t want it to
get into the wrong hands.”

He looked round at his speech-
less comrades and grinned. “Come
on,” he said, “don’t just stand there.
The Feds will be here any minute.”

Avon sighed and said, “Just as I
thought. He’s back to normal

alright!”
ﬁ






This is one of the tests that
trainee Federation agents have
to answer correctly. How many
questions can you answer?




In the early 17th century Galileo
was the first man to look into
space through the newly-
invented telescope. By doing this
Galileo was able to prove that
Copernicus was correct when the
latter insisted that the sun and not
the earth was the centre of the
solar system.

On July 20th 1969, Neil Arm-
strong stepped out onto the
moon's surface for the first time
in history. He found that the moon,
unlike nursery beliefs, was not
green, but had brownish, medium
grey soil-dust, slightly cohesive,
and contained ‘glasslike’ beads.




MOON MAP. Nearside, showing moon landings.



One complete decade has now passed since the historic
Apollo 11 flight, and the reality of a man on the moon. And
the last moon landing - during the Apollo 17 mission —was

as long ago as December 1972.

But since then, work has been going on, analysing the
various samples of moon rock and lunar soil, to see what
can be learnt about the moon and its history.

The top layer of the moon is
known as /unar soil, and it is
thought that this has been formed
by the continuous bombardment
of the moon by cosmic particles
in an extremely slow process . ..
3.5 billion years to make a layer
less than 20 metres thick in some
places!

It is more correctly a regolith—a
loose blanket-like deposit over-
lying the solid bedrock — than a
soil, which is formed by weather-
ing of rock and activity of organ-
isms, neither of which exist on the
moon.

Another description of the lunar
soil is to call it a loose breccia.
Breccias are complicated rocks
made up of shattered, crushed
and sometimes melted pieces of
other lunar rocks, and they are
the most common sort of rock
amongst the samples.

Although most common in the
highland areas, they occurred in
each of the landing areas, and in-
dicate that there must have been
some violent action on the moon
after the lunar rocks had formed,
causing the bedrock to be dis-
turbed.

Indications are that most of the
breccias were formed by the
impacts of small meteorites and
larger asteroids, rather than by
volcanic eruptions.

Bubbles in a Lunar Lava. This specimen shows the
bubbles left when gases escaped from the molten
lava, more than three billion years ago.

A large breccia in molten rock. This was probably
formed by the impact of a large meteorite.

= Do . o3
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A scientist examining a large moon rock. The rock is sealed in an
airtight cabinet to protect it from the oxygen and water in our
atmosphere (both absent on the moon).

Although there were many
different rocks in the Apollo
samples, they were all igneous
rocks that had solidified from a
molten material (one turned into
liquid by great heat) and it is still
not clear quite how this came
about.

The rocks from the mare basins
—thedarker, lowland areasknown
as maria or seas — were easily
identified as basaft /avas, similar
to those found on the Earth, as a
result of volcanic eruptions.

However, the lurar samples
showed complete lack of water,
and only very small traces of the
alkali elements, Sodium and
Potassium.

This was also true of the older
highland rocks, suggesting that
the loss of these volatile materials
happened all over the moon, very
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early in its history.

Indeed, unless they were boiled
off before the moon was formed,
in whatever particles made up the
moon, then a temperature of over
2000°C must have existed at
some time.

Inany case, the moon must have
been hot enough somewhere at
its interior, to have produced the
basalt lava, estimated to have
been formed 3.5 billion years ago.

Most of the highland rock
samples are between 4 and 4.2
billion years old, although one
crystalline rock returned by
Apollo17 has been given a definite
age of 4.6 billon years.

Since it is now believed that is
the age of our solar system, it
seems likely that this rock is part
of the original lunar crust, and
that the earth the moon and the

otherbodies of the solar system all
formed together at the same time,
gradually taking their form out of
clouds of gas and dust, known as
the solar nebula.

The age of both rocks and soil
were measured by the usual
method of the radioactive clock,
based on known rates of decay

, of the active ‘parent’ elementsinto

their ‘"daughter’ elements, and the
relative amounts of each present
in the sample.

Scientists were puzzled by the
first results, as it appeared the
lunar soil was older than the bed-
rock fromwhich supposedly it had
been derived!

They decided something was
missing from their calculations
and set about finding this missing
‘magic component’. It was then
that they discovered a number of
unusual fragments in the lunar
soil, containing several times the
normal amount of the radioactive
parent elements, and with an age
of 4.4 to 4.6 billion years.

These small amounts of
material were dominating the soil
and making it appear older, and it
seemed they were also respon-
sible for the ‘hot spots’ of radio-
activity already detected in some
areas, for example around Mare
Imbrium (Sea of Rains).

As they also contained more
potassium (K), rare earth ele-
ments (REE) and phosphorous (P)
they were named KREEP basalts.

The KREEP material also
affected thinking on the nature of
the interior of the moon. It had
seemed, from the effect on orbit-
ing spacecraft, that there are
mascons (concentrations of extra
mass) directly under some of the
maria, quite nearto the surface,
and as old as the maria them-
selves.

This suggested that the interior
of the moon must have been rigid
- and therefore cold — for some
time, to be able to support these
masses.

However the existence of the
basalt lavas had meant the some-
time existence of molten material,
and this was supported by the
Apollo 15 Heat Flow Experiment,



which found a great increase in
temperature towards the centre
of the moon.

The discovery of the ‘magic
component’ meant that it was
likely that this experiment had
also been affected by the extra
heat of the KREEP material, and
that perhaps the heat-producing
elements were concentrated in
the outer layer of the moon,
leaving the interior no more than
‘warm’.

But it is still very much a matter
for conjecture, and there may in
factbemoltenrockstilldeepatthe
centre.

The surface meanwhile is still
being bombarded, as there is no
protective atmosphere like our
own.

But the steady bombardment
by solar wind, solar flares and
cosmic rays is only having the
smallest effect on the Ilunar
surface.

It is thought that the first
impacts — of meteorites and
asteroids — were severe enough
to reform a lot of the rocks so re-
setting their radioactive clocks —
explaining the few really old
samples — and that the impacts
formed the mare basins, throwing
out the KREEP material as they
did so.

But that was over 3 billionyears
ago, and since then the moon
seems to have remained un-
changed - cold, quiet and utterly
devoid of life.

To find out anything more

An example of the material called KREEP. This
fragment is really only less than a millimetre across.

definite about the moon’s earliest
history, it may be necessary to
explore further, perhaps with a
landing on an active spot like
Aristarchus already the site of
several unexplained transient
phenomena, such as brief colour
changes and bright red glows.

And even less is known about
the far side of the moon, where
communication with the Earth
would be impossible, making a
landing much more dangerous
and difficult.

However, fortunately, there is a
point some distance beyond the
moon where the gravity fields of
the Earth and the moon combine
so that a satellite could be placed
there, in contact with the Earth,
and remain there as the moon
orbits.

This would provide a certain
amount of new information, and if
instruments could then be landed
on the far side of the moon, even
more could be discovered notonly
about the moon itself, but also
about the vast regions beyond....
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Calling all Cals

. Blake's CAL is CAL——.

—

2. A date CAL isa CAL———— ;

3. A disastrous CAL is a CAL———— ;

4. A counting CAL isa CAL————— :

5. An insensitive CAL is CAL———.

6. A serene CAL is CAL—

. An animal CAL is a CAL—-.

. A whorl of leaves CAL is the CAL—.

. A raw or unfledged CAL is CAL——.

. A gun’s CAL is the CAL———.
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# e as quick as you can, Vila.
With a place like this, there’s
bound to be a guard on patrol.”
Blake shivered as he watched
Vila’s gloved fingers working deftly
on the lock. He'd expected it to be
cold, but not this cold.

“Almost done,” replied Vila.
“But I've got to be completely sure
that I've by-passed the alarm
system.” He paused for a moment,
rubbing his handstogetherthrough
the gloves. Then he took off the
gloves, to blow warm breath on the
skin itself and rub new life into his
fingers.

“Brr, I'm freezing!” he said, re-
placing the gloves. “I hope it's
warmer inside.”

“] doubt it,” said Blake. “After
all, the whole idea will be to keep
the chemicals cool. It'll probably
be like a refrigerator in there.”

He shivered again at the
thought. Mind you, it was so cold
outside that he wondered if they’d
need refrigeration. Perhaps that
was why they stored the chemicals
here in the first place. After all, it
must be almost the coldest place

on Earth, with Arctic white
stretching way into the distance,
he presumed toward the North
Pole.

Just then there was the sound
of footsteps, running. Blake looked
up, but Vila didn’t - he was at a
crucial point, and kept his eyes on
the job in hand.

The footsteps were approaching
the corner of the building, a matter
of yards away. Suddenly a figure
burst out into sight and turned
towards them, a dark silhouette
against the ice.

It was Cally. She was breathless
from running. “A guard!” she
blurted out. “I don’t think he saw
me, but Avon-hefell...”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know. I saw him fall on
the ice, as we dodged from the
guard’s view. I went to help, but
he said it was no good, his leg was
hurt. Leave me to fend for myself,
he said.”

Blake frowned. “And is the guard
heading this way?”

Cally nodded.

“Well, if he turns up soon, it'll

mean we're done for — and if he
doesn’t, it may well mean Avon’s
been caught...”

They listened, but could hear
nothing. Then . . . no, they were
imagining it, hearing what they
expected to hear. Or were they?
A minute later, the faintest sounds
became identifiable as slowly
crunching footsteps. But wasit one
pair or two?

There was the click of a lock.

“Done it!” said Vila. “We’re in!”

Blake clutched Cally by the arm,
as she seemed reluctant to move.
“Come on,” he said. “When we're
safe inside, we’ll see if Jenna knows
what’s going on.”

They closed the door firmly
behind them, then Blake did as
he’d promised and contacted the
Liberator.

“Avon?” said Jenna. “It’s alright
— he’s here. I had to bring him up,
bad leg and all. He managed to get
away before the guard saw him,
but not without a twisted ankle,
and possibly a broken leg.”

“OK,” replied Blake. “We'll
manage. If there’s anything tech-
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nical we need to know, we’ll get
back to you then.”

They moved through a wide
lobby until they reached a door on
the opposite side. A sign on the
door said “MAIN STORE”. Blake
reached out for the handle, but
Vila quickly pulled him back.

“Careful!” he said. “I think it’s
rigged. Either an alarm or some
sort of electric shock. Look!”

He was pointing at a small box
beside the door. He went over toit,
and fiddled around until he found
awayin. Thenhebegantoexamine
the intricate miniature circuitry.

“Can you manage it yourself?”
Cally asked. “Or do you need some
help from Avon?”

Vila considered. “No, I think it’s
quite simple - just a question of
finding the point of disconnection.
A switch perhaps. Ah yes, here we
are.”

He made the necessary adjust-
ment.

“That’s it,” he said. “But I think
I'd better be the one to try it, just
in case. My gloves are insulated ...”

He turned the handle and
pushed. Nothing happened. He
tried again, but there was still
nothing.

“Locked?” said Blake.

Vila nodded.

Blake looked perplexed. “But
there’s no keyhole. So how does it
work? How do we get in?”

Vila shrugged his shoulders.

“Let’s try one of these other
doors instead,” suggested Cally,
indicating three doorways along
the left-hand side of the lobby. One
was labelled WASH-ROOM,
another DETOXIFICATION
ROOM: the third was blank.

“How about this one?” said
Blake, pointing to the unlabelled
room.

“T reckon we should take one
door each,” said Vila.

“Alright,” agreed Blake, “every-
one back here in two minutes.”

Neither Cally nor Vila dis-
covered anything out of the
ordinary. The rooms seemed to
fit the descriptions, being
eminently suitable for the rigor-
ous washing and detoxifying pro-
cedures needed in this sort of
building.

But Blake was muystified. “It
seems this unlabelled room isn’t
used any more. But there are
signs of it once having been a
reception room. There's a small
panel of controls, with buttons and
switches, like an old telephone
switchboard, but nothing else in
the room at all. Oh, except this...”

He showed them a piece of
paper which gave a detailed plan of
the building. It was very old, and
was dated 1994 of the old calendar.
The room where he had found it
wasn't marked as anything, while
others were more or less what one
would expect: SUBSTORE,
PACKING ROOM, SUPERIN-
TENDENT, FREEZER ROOM,
REFRIGERATION ROOM, and
soon....

So, with all this to explore, was
one locked door going to hold them
back? And of course they had come
here with a job to be done.

They contacted Avon to see if
he had any ideas about the cir-
cuitry in the box.

“Well, in theory it's simple
enough,” he said. “You'll have to
return that switch to its original
position and find another switch
that triggers the alarm rather than
the lock.”

Vila examined the box again.

“It's no use,” he replied at last.



“I can’t find anything.”

“Mmm, I thought as much. It’s
probably invisible and worked by
an electronic beam.”

“We can’t get in, then?” said
Blake.

“Well . . . there is another way.”

He paused.

“Well? Go on!”

“Idon’t know. It'd be tricky, even
for me.”

“Well, can you make it, with
your leg?”

“No, he cannot!” interrupted
Jenna. “No way!”

“In that case, we'll have to
manage without,” said Blake.
“What do we do?”

“You'll have to feed in a resist-
ance that’s strong enough to cut off
the alarm without affecting the
beam. But it’s not as simple as it
sounds. It’ll have to be in exactly
the right place and of just the right
strength, or else you'll either not
effect the cut-off properly, or else
cut out the other switch as well,
so that the door won’t open at all.”

“But how do we do it?” asked
Cally.

“You'll need a special tool. I'll
send it down with Jenna, and she’ll
explain.”

Minutes later, Jenna material-
ised in the lobby. She was holding
a blue box with an attachment a
bit like a half-open, blunt pair of
scissor blades. There was an
illuminated dial and two control
knobs on the box itself.

Jenna showed the others how
one of the knobs controlled the
distance between the ‘blades’,
while the other affected the
strength of resistance, This was
shown by a reading on the dial.

She handed the Resistance
Bracket to Vila, who -carefully
followed Avon’s instructions, step
by step, until at last the operation
was complete.

“Just one final check,” said Avon.
“You don’t want to short out the
whole circuit, or there’ll be no way
m."

Finally he was satisfied, and Vila
told Blake he could go ahead. This
time, on turning the handle, the
door responded to the slightest
push, and Blake gingerly opened it

and looked in.

The large room was more or less
as he'd expected. There was row
upon row of bottles along one side,
and larger containers both down
the other side and along the
middle.

They entered the store room,
and shut the door behind them.
Now where were the chemicals
they were after? They had no idea
whether the substances in this
store were the made-up chemicals
the Federation used, or just the
basic ingredients which had to be
processed elsewhere. They would
have tofind out what the chemicals
were, or else take samples of all of
them.,

Blake examined the labels, but
they were no help. The bottles
were identified merely by a com-
bination of letters and numbers;
the containers by a simple pattern
resembling a computer print-out.

By now Jenna had returned to
the Liberator, but Cally and Vila
followed Blake through the store
to the room marked on the plan as
the Substore.

Perhaps we’ll have more luck
there, thought Blake.

The door was open wide, but
they remained on the threshold
looking in. This time there were no
chemicals — instead there was a
work-bench at each side of the
small room. There was nothing on
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them apart from racks of test-
tubes, looking as if they’d not been
recently used. On hooks along one
wall hung a mixture of overalls and
what looked like an updated
version of the gas-mask. In one
corner of the room stood a
centrifuge; in another was a small
cupboard.

Blake shivered. With all the
activity he’d almost forgotten the
cold until now. Although actually it
did seem colder here, as if they
were being met by a colder front of
air.

Cally interrupted his thoughts.
“Look at this on the door!” she
sald, pointing at some writing they
had missed. “EXPERIMENTAL
REACTIONS,” she read, “KEEP
OUT. AUTHORISED PERSON-
NEL ONLY.”

Blake nodded. “Yes, it seems
they once did more than just store
the chemicals in this place -
despite what it says here.”

As he indicated the word SUB-
STORE on the plan, his eye
caught sight of something else.

“That’s interesting,” he said.
“Can you see a door opposite this
one? According to this plan, there
should be an entrance over there -
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into the freezer room.”

They crossed over between the
benches, to get a better look. But
there was definitely no door,
simply a bare, blank wall.

“Oh well, there must have been
structural alterations since 1994.
They probably decided they didn’t
need a freezer room after all, and [
can see why!” Blake shivered
again. “Come on, let’s try and get
some samples from the store.”

He picked up arack of test-tubes
and went back into the store, and
Cally followed. But as Vila was
about to follow her, he stopped as
his eye fell on the cupboard in the
corner.

He went over and tried the
handle, and it turned smoothly at
his touch. He eased the doors open,
with the skill of a master thief,
wondering, again like those of the
quick-fingered trade, whether
there would be anything worth his
while.

But the cupboard was com-
pletely bare.

He felt around inside to make
absolutely sure, then turned away.
But as he did, he caught a slight
movement out of the corner of his
eye. A secret sliding doorway was

opening in the wall!

A cold blast of air shot through
the widening crack. Was this the
Freezer Room after all? And if so,
why was it protected by such an
unorthodox entranceway?

As he moved into the room, Vila
realised that when the door was
closed the whole room would work
like a giant fridge, but that there
were also some separate compart-
ments equivalent to the freezer
sections where you might put meat
to keep it fresh.

He examined the lever-like
handle on the first compartment
he came to, and it wasn't difficult
to fathom how it worked. Inside,
there were many shelf-like racks
of chemicals in small, stoppered
bottles, labelled this time with
one letter: X, Y or Z. Perhaps these
might be the three vital ingre-
dients?

He’d better call Blake and Cally.
But wait . . . what was this long
box-like affair in the corner? It
looked like a coffin, very wide, and
instead of a white cloth, a shroud of
crystalline ice.
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Vila began to scrape away
around the edge of the lid, using a
flat piece of metal which had been
lying around on the floor. The
metal itself was covered with athin
layer of ice which made it slip
through his fingers.

He tried to get a firmer hold and,
using the palm of his hand, he
pushed with a chiselling action
through the ring made by his other
gloved fingers. But again the metal
slithered and slid from one side to
another, and only ended up chip-
ping away the tiniest pieces of ice.

Finally he tossed the implement
away and took out his gun. The
beam tore into the ice, leaving a
melted trickling path. Vila fired
again and again, until the last
particles of ice broke away fromthe
rim, and fell to the floor.

He lifted the lid. It came up
slowly, with a rather chilling creak,
as if it didn’t like being disturbed
after all that time. Then suddenly
it fell back with a bang.

Vila's face was white. The lid

hadn't just slipped - it had fallen
ashe threw up his arms in astonish-
ment.

Just then, Blake appeared in the
doorway.

“How did you get in here . .. and
what on earth's the matter?” he
added, seeing Vila’'s mouth hang-
ing open. “Seen a ghost?”

Vila didn’t answer. He just
pointed to the ice-covered box. Then
he slowly pulled the lid back up,
and all three of them stood looking
in.
Blake broke the silence.

“I wonder how long they ve been
there,” he said. “And who they are
for that matter.”

They were looking down at two
frozen bodies, huddled together,
face up and side by side.

“Do we just leave them there?”
asked Vila.

“I think we may be able to un-
freeze them,” said Cally. “Look
here!” And she indicated a small
control set into the box. A light
was lit up against the word

‘FREEZE'. It only needed a small
adjustment to turn that off and
light up instead the bulb marked
‘THAW’.

That done, they closed the lid
and waited.

The process took a long time,
and though they would have liked
to peek, it said quite clearly that
the lid had to remain down until
the operation was over.

At last the light went out, and
the green all-clear light came on.
The lid could now be opened. But
they didn't rush forward and hurl
it open - instead they stood and
listened for some sign of life and,
when nothing happened, they
wondered if the figures were alive
after all.

Blake slowly eased open the lid.
The water had all been drained
away immediately by a strong
pump, and the air inside was warm.
Now there was movement, as the
inhabitants of the box shielded
their eyes against the light, and
huddled together even closer
against the cold.

But slowly they became more
accustomed to this intrusion into
their cocoon by the forces of the
outside world and as Blake pulled
the lid fully open, they struggled
to make out who he was and where
they were.

Tt was like being reborn, except
there was still the memory of
before. They recognised the place,
although it seemed somehow
different. They did not recognise

P the face peering in at them.

They began to remember more
clearly. This was the Arctic
Research Station, a cover for
American scientists, like them-

selves, working on important
chemical reactions in the search
for more and more potent
weapons in the latest round of
chemical warfare.

It was 1994 - or at least it had
been 1994,

One of them remembered he was
called Mitchell, but known as
XP3. XP for Experimental Depart-
ment, of course. He remembered
the other as XP7, but couldn’t
remember his name. In fact, he
didn’t think the other had a name.
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The face above them began to
ask them questions. Why were they
here? Were they for or against the
Federation? How long had they
been there? Did they know all the
chemicals and what they were used
for?

Two more faces appeared. It was
like being a fish in a goldfish bowl,

merely confused them, sendmg
their heads swimming dazedly in
all directions.

But then, slowly and tentatively,
although they didn't really
remember they had voices, their
answers, as they formed, came out
as thoughts aloud: “We have been
here since 1990 and it is now 1994,
that's four years. Who or what is
the Federation, we donot know...”

“And of course we know about
chemicals. We are chemists.”

“So you do know what they’re
for?” asked Blake.

“Yes, we know. They are for
war.”

“At least things were more equal
then, before the New Calendar,”
said Blake. “Before the Federation
became what they are now.”

He told them all about the
prisons, the chemicals and his and
his companions’ escape. About
their continuing battle with the
Federation, their plan to sabotage
the store, and of what they had
found. Then he told them how
important it was that they should
help.

“You could identify the chemi-
cals for us, and tell us how they
work. You could even help us
sabotage the whole place.”

“But how can we believe what
you say?” said the one called
Mitchell. “That you are who you
say you are? That you are not
anti-American agents working on
the inside, and that it isn’t still
1994. Show us something!”

“Alright,” said Blake, holding out
his wrist. “See this? I can use it to
talk to someone on our spaceship,
the Liberator. I can ask Jenna, our
pilot, to bring us down a history of
the universe in this New Calendar.
We found it in the ship when we
borrowed it from the Federation
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the two sc:lentlsts felt bemg st.ared

for our escape.”

The two men seemed happy
enough with this, so Blake told
Jenna to teleport down and what
she needed to bring. The chemists
looked genuinely impressed as she
materialised right in front of their
eyes. And they couldn't argue
about the Calendar, either - there

1t aJl was in black and whxte

told them a few stones about the
Federation and the many rebel-
lions that died a death, they were
all too ready to help.

Meanwhile their memories had
been piecing together, and by now
their chemical know-how was
back up to scratch. They tested
the chemicals X, Y and 2Z
thoroughly, and had soon identi-
fied the reaction that led to the
widely-used, mind-controlling
drug, the Federation’s most power-
ful weapon.

“What now?” said Blake.

Mitchell suggested rendering
each chemical inactive by treat-
ment with another, but XP7 didn't
agree.

“No, no!” he exclaimed. “There’s

a much better way. We can
combine them all with this one,” -
he pointed to a colourless liquid
marked simply Y5 - “and end up
with a totally harmless substance,
which they could do nothing with.
And the reaction is irreversible!”
“Sounds ideal,” said Cally. “Well
-what do you think, Blake?”
“What are we waiting for, that’s

The reaction was soon in full
swing in the room with the test
tubes, overalls and ‘gas-masks’.

But suddenly Mitchell began
coughing. Then so did XP7 - and
Vila, who was watching the
chemist taking the new mixture
from the centrifuge with great
curiosity.

They all began to feel a certain
tightness in their chests.

“You forgot the by-product!”
cried Mitchell, suddenly. “It must
be a poisonous gas, at least in the
cold. Stop the reaction, you fool!”

But XP7 had seen the masks
hanging against the wall. He

dashed over and grabbed one,
fastened it hurriedly, then threw
the others masks as well.




“Now let’s get it under control,”
he said. “It shouldn’t take long.”

He began to try to stop the
reaction, although of course there
was no way of actually reversing it.

Suddenly a bell rang. It went on
ringing, like a fire or burglar alarm.
Blake decided it must have
been set off by an accumulation of
the fumes, but he was more con-
cerned with the possibility of their
being detected.

“Quick!” he urged. “It won’t take
any guards long to locate us now.”

XP7 was doing the best he could
and Mitchell was helping. But still
they were having trouble in
stopping it. Although there were
now less fumes being produced,
they were still being given off.

Cally swung round. She had

heard a noise in the store. As she
went to investigate, there was a
blast of fire, which missed her by
inches. She ran back into the room,
but as the guard came nearer he
began coughing and had to back
off.

“I bet he’ll be back, though, with
more of them,” said Vila. “And
masks.”

He’s right, thought Blake, we're
going tohave tobereadytoteleport
up. In sabotaging the place, they
had also made it a most dangerous
place to be.

The question was: could they
just leave the two chemists behind
— especially after all their help?

“Almost done!” said Mitchell.
“Another couple of minutes, that’s
all.”

“Jenna — get back to the ship,
and prepare for us to follow,” said
Blake. “Cally - you go with her,
and prepare to return with extra
bracelets for these two. OK?”

But they had hardly gone when
Vila reported more guards. They
fired once, then again. Then there
was silence. There was no cough-
ing, which meant they must have
got some protection this time.
They were probably advancing
slowly through the store towards
them.

“How long?” said Blake.

“Just about there . . .” said XP7.
“Yes, that’s...” But his voice faded
out as he collapsed, dropping to the
floor.

Mitchell bent down to see what
was wrong. :

“Oh, no,” he said, examining the
mask. “He’s had a leak, a slow leak.
There’s no hope.”

_«He stood up. “But at least he’s

@ "done the job.”

There was another shot, which
ricocheted off the wall and just
missed Blake, “Well, we can’t hang
arounds™ “he said, turning to

#Mitchell, “but_we"can probably

managetoget anotherbracelet. Do

_youwant to come with us?”

il
i

“No,” replied the chemist. “Just
leave me. 'm from another time.
I'll probably age quickly now I'm
out of the ice, too. No, put me back
in the freezer, that's all I ask.”

“Very well,” agreed Blake.

They rushed into the freezer
room as Vila held the guards at bay
with his own weapon.

There wasn’t much time. Blake
shut the lid on top of Mitchell, and
switched over to ‘FREEZE’. Then
he got straight onto Jenna: “Right,
just the two of us. Quickly now!”

And, as he and Vila dematerial-
ised, a ray of fire passed right
through the spot where Vila had
been standing in the doorway.

Back on the Liberator, it was
lovely and warm. Avon hadn’t
actually broken his leg - only
strained it - and the sabotage had
been successful. Yes, Blake could
think of plenty to smile about.

And for that, he really had two
people to thank: a man in an ice-
box, and a dead man, withnoname.
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A Numbered
Spacecraft

Ursa Major is the Great 3, 4,6, 5. }

1, 4, 8 is the lion constellation.

Fill in the answers to the clues in
the numbered squares to get the
name of a famous spacecraft.
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41. 2 3,5, 6 is the scales constellation.

4 A 3, 8. 86, 7 sometimes has an 8, 6, 9.

Check your answers on page 60







This was the name given to thayather mysterlo !
planet of Venus by an elghteenth canr ]

sometimes seems to be glowmg with a

light: the same astrologer suggemcf’;ﬂm :
inhabitants of Venus had Ilt a bafiﬁrel

At first it was bel:aved that Venus was a tlttle
similar to Earth, with a pleasant climate,
temperate oceans and fertile soil. But more
modern space probes by both Russia and
America have determined that Venus consists of
a dark, barren landscape where no life exists
and there is no water. Without a magnetic field,
and with temperatures unbearably hot, it is
unlikely that humankind will colonise the planet
in the near future.

It will take a great deal of planning and
sophisticated technology to turn the planet into
a hospitable habitat for us . . . but as Earth’s
resources dwindle and declme and space : i Sror
exploration expands, perhaps sooner than we Al
know there will be human life existing on the :
‘planet of the ashen light'.
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& hat do you think of our

chances, Blake?” said
Cally, as the Liberator accelerated
away from the green glow of the
planet Mamon.

The crew of the ship, under Roj
Blake, had attempted to help the
failing resistance movement onthe
planet, but after an abortive attack
on a Federation communication
block, Blake had decided that
unless he could provide them with
a permanent leader the resistance
fighters would soon be completely
wiped out by the superior Federation
forces.

At Cally’s suggestion, Blake had
agreed to try and persuade Grai
Bondor, a legendary resistance
fighter who had until recently been
the scourge of the Federation, to
help the people of Mamon. Bondor
had suddenly opted out of the fight
for freedom and was now living the
life of a hermit on Caliphor II,
refusing to see anyone. Rumour
had it that few people ever re-
turned from Caliphor, and
consequently the rest of the
Liberator's crew were wary of
Blake's plan.

“To be quite honest with you,
I'm not sure,” said Blake, after
thinking about Cally’s question for
a moment. “Apparently Bondor
has turned against violence of any
kind, and he is protected by a host
of serviles who make sure that he
doesn't have any unwelcome
visitors.”

“Just who, or what, are these so-
called serviles?” asked Vila.

“According to people who have
made the trip to Caliphor II and
survived, they are wraith-like
beings with an unfortunate
tendency to cling to intruders if
they regard them as a threat, re-
ducing them eventually to wraiths
like themselves.”

“They sound delightful,” said
Avon. “Just what do they consider
‘a threat’?”

Blake hesitated. “They don’t
like loud noises, aggressive
behaviour . . . or weapons,” he said.

Avon snorted scornfully. “Oh, I
see,” he said. “We just tiptoe down
there, all meek and mild, without
any means of defence, and hope

ATASK FOR BONDOR

they'll like us enough to leave us
alone. Wonderful.”

“I think we should risk it,” said
Cally, who passionately supported
the Mamon cause.

“AndIthinkyou're all mad,” said
Vila. “Even if we escape the
clutches of the serviles, the
chances are that Bondor won't
come with us anyway.”

“In other words, we leave
Mamon to its fate, and condemn
those people to the sort of life we

left behind on Earth,” said Blake
sharply. “Have you forgotten what
it was like for us? Doesn’t freedom
mean anything to you?”

Vila looked uncomfortable, but
Avon was made of sterner stuff.
“Very plausible, Blake, but I still
think we'd be wasting our time.
Count me out.”

“Very well,” sighed Blake. “That
leaves Cally and Vila. You, Jenna,
will have to stay and pilot the ship.
Before we go, is there anything else
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that buzzed round his head and
clung to his face. He tried to brush
them away, but they grew bigger
and bigger, dragging him down
towards the ground. He could see
abig hole in front of him, stretching
down towards a fiery core. If he
could just jump down there he
cou'd get rid of these awful creatures
and be free. ...

Blake and Cally watched in
horror as Vila walked towards the
gaping crack in the earth’s surface.
“Blake, stop him!” hissed Cally.

Taking a deep breath, Blake
plunged into the green cloud and
grabbed Vila’s arm, just as he was
about to walk over the edge of the
chasm.

“No, no!” screamed Vila, as
Blake dragged him to safety. “I
must go back or I will never be free
of them!”

Too late, Blake remembered the
gerviles and their hatred of loud
noises. Would they hear Vila's
screams? He clamped a hand over

the thief’s mouth and carried him,
still struggling, to Cally.

However, the effects of the gas
were already wearing off, and Vila’s
eyes slowly lost their look of blind
panic. “What happened?” he said,
rubbing his face where Blake had
grabbed him.

Before Blake could reply, the
serviles reappeared, clustering
round Vila until he looked like a
man under water. He shouted for
help but the wraiths mewed more
loudly, drowning his cries.

“What's going on here?” said a
deep, husky voice. It belonged to
a tall, thick-set man with curly red
hair and the scars of many battles
on his freckled skin.

“You must be Grai Bondor,” said
Blake, extending his hand. “We
came here to see you, but my friend
here had the misfortune to breathe
in some of that green gas and as
a result of his screams the serviles
have surrounded him.”

Bondor ignored Blake’s hand.

“Maybe you should take the hint
and leave,” he said bluntly. “There
won't be much left of your friend
if you don’t go soon.”

“But how can we free him?” said
Cally.

“Oh, that's easy enough,” said
Bondor. “Give me your assurance
that you will leave me in peace
and I'll send the serviles away.”

Blake looked at Vila. Already the
little man’s skin had a transparent
look, and his eyes pleaded silently.
Blake knew that he should accept
the man’s offer, but he had to make
one last try.

“Im afraid I can’t do that,” he
said, ignoring the look of horrified
disbelief on Vila’s face. “We
wouldn’t have come here if it
hadn’t been very important, and if
you have any faith left in human
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nature you will free my friend and
listen to me. My name is Roj Blake,
by the way.”

Vila closed his eves in despair,
convinced that his end was very
near.

“Roj Blake, eh?” Bondor
sounded impressed in spite of him-
gelf. “I've heard a lot about you
and your fight against the
Federation. Very well, I'll free your
friend and see what you have to
say. As a fellow fighter 1 owe you
that much.”

He took a small flute from his
pocket and began to play a soft,
haunting tune, Immediately the
serviles drifted away from Vila,
circling above his head in time to
the music.

“Don’t do me too many favours,”
said Vila bitterly, rubbing his skin
in an effort to restore its colour.

Bondor put the flute away. “I
think you'd better tell me why
you're here,” he said.

Blake told him about the resist-
ance movement on Mamon. How
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young men and women were throw-
ing their lives away in brave but

foolhardy attacks against the
Federation. How they were
doomed to failure and death with-
out a leader to channel their
efforts.

Grai Bondor simply shrugged.
“When I came here it was to leave
that kind of violence behind,” he
said. “I have had enough fighting.
I think I deserve a rest, and I'm
going to take it, right here.”

“It sounds more like running
away to me,” said Cally fiercely.
“Those people have no chance at
all on their own, but with your
experience they could really
damage the Federation’s hold on
Mamon.”

Bondor’s eyes flashed. “I have
done more than my share of fight-
ing the Federation,” he said
angrily. “More than you could
possibly know . . . and now I'm
bowing out.” He turned to face
Blake. “Why don’t you do the job
yourself?”

“I have commitments all over
the galaxy,” said Blake shortly,
“and can't simply neglect all the
rest for one planet.”

The two men stared at each
other, each determined not to give
in to the other.

Meanwhile, Avon had also been
subjected to the attentions of the
serviles. They closed round him,
filling the air with their soft cries,
and he felt an uncomfortable chill
in his bones as they clung to him.

He tried to lift his arm to push
them away but found that he
couldn’t. It was as if some great
weight was holding him down.

But at last he was free. The
serviles drifted away and he
shivered as his body warmed up
again. The ground was rumbling
ominously beneath him, but his
mind was on more important
things and he ignored the vibra-
tions. Every so often he had tojump
across cracks where the earth had
shifted, and each time he would
peer through the mist that swirled



round his feet to see if any precious
metals had been thrown up.

For a time he found nothing, but
finally, at the edge of a deep chasm,
he noticed a piece of rock withthick
veins of gleaming ore running
through it. It looked like platinum,
and Avon smiled as he slipped it
into a bag attached to his belt.

Eagerly he explored the edge of
the chasm, finding several more
lumps of ore, including a piece so
large that he had to carry it under
his arm.

Well satisfied, Avon crossed the
chasm and set off in search of more
of the orerich rock. He barely
noticed that the volcano in the
distance was now sending up
sheets of flame, or that, beneath
the mist, the ground was laced
with a network of fine cracks that
creaked and groaned.

Suddenly a sound cut through
the rumbling and Avon stopped
in his tracks. A spaceship was
comingintoland,andasthe orange
glow of the retro rockets lit up the
'I“.\ /
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land, he looked round hurriedly for
somewhere to hide. The ship had
the markings of the Federation.

He ran for the shelter of a clump
of bushes and watched betweenthe
leaves as half a dozen uniformed
men left the ship. They were all
fully armed, and carried small
black boxes.

“The serviles won’t like that!”
thought Avon, smiling to himself.
It would be good to see the Federa-
tion men in the grip of the wraiths.

As he expected, the serviles
crowded round the six men, but
instead of submitting, they each
fiddled with the black boxes,
producing a shrill, ear-piercing
whistle. Immediately the serviles
recoiled, and as the volume in-
creased a strange thing happened.
The transparent bodies began to
glow, as if consumed with an inner
fire, until they were so bright that
Avon could hardly bear to watch.
As the sound continued, they
writhed as if in agony and then,
without warning, they exploded.

More soldiers left the ship and
when they were all assembled,
each with one of the black boxes,
their captain called them to
attention.

“Listen, men,” he barked,
“somewhere in this area Grai
Bondor is hiding. As you know, this
planet will shortly blast itself to
pieces, and it is imperative that
we find Bondor before that
happens. He has a lot of informa-
tion that will be very useful to the
High Command, so if he puts up a
struggle make sure that you only
wound him. We want him alive.”

Avon looked at the big lump of
platinum ore, and with a sigh he
put it on the ground. He would
have to move fast if he was to warn
Blake in time, and the precious ore
would only hamper his
movements.

He set off at a run, back the way
he had come, but as he left the
shelter of the bushes one of the
Federation soldiers spotted him
and raised the alarm. Hearing the
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As Jenna guides the Liberator into Space,
the others assume their special positions
ready for take-off. This precaution is to
guide against something called the ‘g
factor’. What is it?

' The normal pull of gravity on earth is a

] force scientists call ‘one gravity’ or ‘1 g'.
When the Liberator takes off it builds up
speed to reach 18,000 miles an hour to go
into orbit. There is an increase in the ‘g
factor’: the earth is pulling the spaceship
down. As the ‘g force’ increases, the
crew's bodies grow heavier in accordance.
Under a 3g force the Seven's bodies would
weigh three times as much as normal.

Excessive ‘g force' can cause black outs,

since the blood is unable to circulate. But
the wearing of special outfits, and using

. certain positions on take-off, can alleviate

. the effects. So the Liberator crew lie down

for take-off, to relieve some of the pressure

on their bodies.

1

i Astronauts are specially trained to
expect and understand what happens to
1 them on take-off. They are trained in a

CENTRIFUGE, a large machine with a

' rotating arm to which a mock-up space
cabin is attached. As the arm whirls round
. faster, and faster, the astronaut inside is
subjected to greater amounts of g pressure.
> Being weightless, another experience
Blake's Seven have had in space, is called SR Sy :
a ‘zero g-force’. D e — e
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The Gonsizlistions

Capricorn, the Sea-Goat, is a
faint constellation in the Southern
Hemisphere. The Ancient Greeks
identified the Capricornus con-
stellation with Pan, who played
on musical pipes.

Aquarius, the Water-Carrier, is
the eleventh constellation of the
zodiac. The symbol for Aquarius

comes from the Egyptian
hieroglyph for running water.
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Pisces, theFishes, isaconstellation
in the Northern Hemisphere, and
the twelfth sign of the zodiac. The
sun passes through Pisces be-
tween the middle of March and
the middle of April. Pisces is a
little south of the constellation
Pegasus.

Aries, the Ram, is the first con-
stellation of the zodiac; its symbol
represents both the horns of the
ram and the nose and eyebrows
of a human face. This is trad-
itionally supposed to be the most
powerful sign in the zodiac.

*

Taurus, the Bull, is the second
zodiacal constellation. A v-shaped
star cluster, the Hyades, forms the
bull's face. The reddish star
Aldebaran forms the right eye.
Two other stars form the tips of
the horns. The Pleiades, the most
magnificent star cluster of all,
forms the shoulder. Taurus also
includes the Crab Nebula, a cloud
of luminous gas.

In Greek mythology Zeus is
supposed to have turned into a
white bull to be near Europa. She
climbed on the bull's back for a
ride, and Zeus carried her across
the sea. He revealed himself on
the island of Crete and they were
married there.

Gemini, the Twins, is the third
sign of the zodiac, and a con-
stellation in the Northern
Hemisphere. The two brightest
stars are named after Castor and
Pollux, twin sons of Leda and
Jupiter in Greek mythology.



Cancer, the Crab, is a constel-
lation of the Northern Hemisphere.
It is also the fourth sign of the
zodiac. Within the constellation is
called

the cluster of stars
Praesepe, or The Manager'.

Leo, or the Lion, is the fifth sign
of the zodiac. Leo is one of the
oldest constellations, described
as a lion in the oldest known
zodiac. The brightest star is Aljpha
Leonis.

\ \

Virgo, the Virgin, is the sixth sign
of the zodiac. The sun enters the
sign of Virgo on or about August
23. The bright star Spica is near
Virgo's left hand. There is a great
concentration of spiral galaxies
in and near Virgo.

Libra, the Scales, is a constel-
lation lying in the Southern
Hemisphere between the constel-
lations Virgo and Scorpio. Libra is
the only sign in the zodiac not
representational of a living thing,
although the Greeks originally
pictured Libra as a constellation
represented by the claws of
Scorpio, the Scorpion.

\ Scorpio, the Scorpion, the eighth
Fign of the zodiac, was one of

the earliest constellations to be

named. Scorpio appears in the
southern part of the sky, and con-
tains a bright giant star known as
Antares, which shines with a
bright red light.

A scorpion was sent to punish
Orion who had boasted that he
could kill any creature on earth.
The scorpion stung Orion to death
and later the gods turned the
scorpion into a heavenly constel-
lation.

Sagittarius, the Archer, is the
ninth sign of the zodiac and one
of the oldest constellations. The
maijor part of Sagittarius lies north
of the Milky Way, a bright arm of
which passes through the
constellation. The most well-
known of its stars is a group called
The Milky Dipper, but other parts
of the constellation contain dark
patches of nebulae.

In Greek mythology Sagittarius
is another name for Chiron, the
centaur skilled inthe arts of music,
medicine and hunting. He taught
Achilles and other heroes and, on
his death, he was placed in the
heavens among the stars.
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lake’s head appeared at the

door to the Flight Deck of the
Liberator. “What’s up?” he asked.
“Why are we slowing down?”

Jenna looked up from the viewer
where she’d been going through
the programme on Fraxen, familiari-
sing herself with their destination
and learning about the Federation
set-up on the planet as far as it
was known.

She glanced at the control panel
indicators, then looked up again.
“You must be imagining it, Blake.
We've been on automatic all the
time and it’s still registering
standard by five.”

Blake switched on the scanner
and studied the motion of the
stars. “If that’s standard by five,
then I'm a Moravian midget!” he
said. “It’s more like standard by

-three.”

“STANDARD BY THREE -
AND DROPPING,” confirmed
Zen immediately. “POWER
FAILURE CAUSED BY MAL-
FUNCTION.”

“Auto-repair?” suggested Jenna,
hopefully.

“IMPOSSIBLE. NEW COM-
PONENT REQUIRED IN
ENERGY SUPPLY UNIT. AT
PRESENT ENERGY CON-
FINED TO ENERGY BANKS.”

Blake frowned. “That cuts out
the auxiliaries too. And the reserve
drive. We'll not manage to go far.
Where are we near?”

“SUFFICIENT POWER TO
REACH ROROS. ATMOS-
PHERE HAS OXYGEN LEVEL
COMPARABLE WITH EARTH.
FORTY PERCENT POSSI-
BILITY OF SPACECRAFT
WITH SUITABLE COM-
PONENT.”

Blake realised there was no time
to lose.

“Set for Roros, Jenna. Shortest
possible route.”

As Jenna set the controls, Orac
flashed into life. It was the red
warning light. “ROROS OFTEN
VISITED BY FEDERATION
FORCES,” said the computer.
“ADVISE PROCEED WITH
CAUTION.”

But with power draining rapidly,
they were soon hardly proceedins



at all, never mind with caution.
Blake wondered how on earth they
were going to reach Roros at this
speed - and yet Zen had sounded
very sure.

He called the others up to the
Flight Deck, and they began to
formulate a plan. Suddenly there
was a slight lurch and what
appeared to be a correspondingly
slight increase in speed.

Looking puzzled, Blake activated
the scanner. They expected to see
Roros, but instead all they saw was
areddish glow, asif everything was
bathed in the light of a strong
setting sun.

The Liberator no longer seemed
to be slowing down, indeed it was
going faster than it should have
been by then. Jenna guessed there
was some sort of gravitational
force pulling themin, and that Zen
must have taken that into account
in his calculations.

Orac’s warning light began to
flash again, even though on the full
three sixty scan there was no sign
of another ship, and nothing at all
that looked dangerous.

“What is it now, Orac?” asked
Avon, grumpily. He wished he was
in charge of the Liberator. He
wouldn't be sitting around if he
were, he'd by trying to repair the
malfunction. Nothing was im-
possible — Blake just wasn't in-
terested in him having a try.

Avon was startled from his
thoughts by Orac's reply. “RED
ATMOSPHERE ON ROROS IS
DANGEROUS,” warned the
computer. “IF EXPOSED TO IT
FOR MORE THAN VERY
SHORT PERIODS IT AFFECTS
BRAIN CELLS - FIRST
ERASING MEMORY BANKS,
THEN RESTRICTING OTHER
FUNCTIONS.”

“It’s the Federation and their

chemicals, I bet,” predicted Vila.
“Always mucking things up, they
are.”

Blake had to admit it seemed
quite likely.

“I knew you should have let me
at that malfunction,” said Avon,
bitterly. “Well, it's too late now,
isn't it?”

“It depends what Orac means by
‘very short periods’...”

“EFFECTS ARE IMMEDIATE,
BUT ONLY BECOME DANGER-
OUS AFTER SIX HOURS.”

“Well, that gives us a bit of time,
doesn’t it?” said Cally, trying to
be cheerful. “And really, with no
power to pull us out of this gravity,
we have no choice. We just have to
hope we can find the part and get
the job done on Roros, then get off
again before the six hours are up.”

At this, the others cheered up
too — except Avon, who still wanted
to attempt the repairimmediately.




Even though Blake considered it
useless — afterall Zen had said they
needed a new part — he decided to
let Avon have a go.

He just hoped that the Federa-
ti:h'l didn't decide to make one of
their occasional wvisits to Roros
right now. They had enough on
their plates to worry about already,
quite enough.

By the time the Liberator
reached the surface of the planet,
Cally had already been in the
potentially brainwashing atmos-
phere for about half an hour. She
had volunteered to be beamed
down ahead of the ship, to find out
what she could, with her main
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objective, of course, being to see if
she could locate the component
they needed.

But after a few minutes she
had been in touch with the ship
to say that although there were a
number of spacecraft around on
the surface, the red atmosphere
had a rather sticky consistency
which made it quite difficult to
move.

It was decided that Blake and
Jenna should be teleported down to
help in the search, while Avon
continued to work on restoring
power, and while Vila took control
of the ship. Cally meanwhile
requested a more detailed descrip-
tion of the component.

Blake got the necessaryinforma-
tion from Zen, and then joined
Jenna in the teleport room.

Once on Roros, he had a good
look around. The number of
seemingly abandoned spaceships
puzzled him. They were dotted all
over, as far as the eye could see,
and they reminded him of flies
caught in a spider’s web.

He thought of the way the
Liberator had been pulled into the
atmosphere, and began to wonder
about their sudden mysterious
malfunction. Had it been chance,
or was it something more sinister?
What now prevented all these ships
from leaving Roros again, as they
hoped to do? Was it that they were




still immobilised, or just that the
crews had stayed too long in the
atmosphere, not knowing how
dangerous it was?

There was no one to be seen, but
anirregular outline in the distance,
barely discernible through the pall
of red, held the suggestion of
buildings, perhaps even of life.

Leaving the other two with the
job of searching the spacecraft,
Blake set himself against the
viscid material which surrounded
him, with the suggestive outline
as his aim.

Cally had beenright — it was very
tacky - and inevitably progresswas
slow. He took out his weapon and
tried firing along the route he

wanted to take. But although the
ray seemed to destroy the adhesion
for a few seconds, that was all, and
it would clearly be an extremely
cumbersome process.

He looked round. The Liberator
had just landed nearby. Ah - he
would get Vila to beam him aboard
and then teleport him to a point
just on the edge of the built-up

-area.

Back on the Liberator, Avon,
surrounded by tools and the
various pieces of the dismantled
Energy Supply Unit, was forced to
admit that Zen had been right -
there wasnoway they couldrestore
power without a new Link
Maintenance Valve. Without this,
it was impossible for any energy
to get through.

There was no indication as to
how or why the LMV had begun to
malfunction. Avon could detect
nothing wrong - itjust did not work.
A valve had to open and shut, and
for some unexplainable reason this
one remained firmly shut, as if
cemented with invisible glue.

The question was: where would

~p

-

they find another LMV? It wasn’t
a matter of any old valve - in fact,
even LMVs varied from ship to
ship. And some ships had none at
all.

What had Zen said? A forty
percent chance of finding a
suitable component? For a second
time, Avon doubted the com-
puter’s accuracy. And he wanted a
second opinion this time.

“Orac?”

“CONFIRM FORTY PER-
CENT POSSIBILITY,” replied
the computer, and Avon wondered
if he didn’t detect a slight irritation
at even being asked. But Orac
continued: “IT IS WRONG TO
ASSUME, OF COURSE, THAT
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BECAUSE COMPONENT IS
SUITABLE, IT IS ALSO IN
WORKING ORDER. REAL

POSSIBILITY OF SUCCESS NO
MORE THAN THIRTY
PERCENT.”

And probably a great deal less,
thought Avon, especially if the
Federation have anything to do
with it.

He picked up the old LMV,
thinking it might be of some
help, and then got Vila to teleport
him onto the surface of the planet
itself.

Vila was being kept busy,
teleporting first Avon and then
Blake. The latter rematerialised
with pinpoint accuracy, and
although he didn’t know it at the
time, what Blake saw then — the
cluster of buildings that had
formed the outline - was the only
area of habitation on Roros.

At first, deceived by the lack of
hustle and bustle, he thought it
was empty —aghost town (orrather
village, it was hardly big enough
to be thought of as a town) from
some previous civilization.

But then he saw figures, quietly
moving around as if they were
going about their normal business.
And their business seemed to be
building. Blake wasn’t quite sure
what it was they were building, but
it had already been built up fairly
high off its rectangular base, and
was certainly going to be very tall.

Could it be a new HQ for the
Federation’s Space Control, he
wondered. No, unlikely - he’d not
be standing there seeing what he
was seeing if it was. Perhaps then
it was simply yet another deposi-
tory for so-called undesirables and
trouble-makers? Perhaps these
silent figures were even now

building their own prison, or their
own crematorium?

Blake looked at the builders.
They were a motley gang, and he
would have been willing to bet that
they represented a fair number of
planets between them. And yet
their movements, their bearing,
their purpose - these were the
same for each and every one of
them.

He edged forward warily, ready
to teleport out at the slightest hint
of real danger. But he reached the
scene of activity without incident,
as the builders continued lumping
and humping and building yet
higher.

They're just like zombies,
thought Blake. It must be the red
atmosphere - but did that also
programme them for their actions,
or was that some separate process?
Did they know what they were




building, or were they completely
mindless, and unavoidably carry-
ing out someone else’s orders?

Blake decided to chance a
greeting to one of them as they
passed. T'wo eyes, almost like
shafts plucked out of the surround-
ing glow, beamed red at him out of
hollows in a characterless face.
The lips, not red but blue as if with
cold, quivered as if to speak . . .
but then didn't shape a word.

The reply came instead from
behind Blake - somewhere over
his left shoulder. The single word,
‘hello’, could have been an echo of
his own greeting - straight and
formal, neither hostile norfriendly,
certainly thought rather than felt.

The voice went on. “Are youfrom
the Federation?” it enquired of
Blake, in the same monotone as
before.

Blake decided to take another
chance. “T'hat’s right,” he said.

“Good. We have been expecting
you. Follow me.”

There was nothing much to
distinguish this zombie from any of
the others, except that it seemed
he had been allowed to retain

speech and possibly some of the

other faculties that his
panions had lost.

What am I letting myself in for,
thought Blake, as he followed this
man. But he allowed himself to be
led across to where the bulk of the

work seemed to be going on.

Meanwhile the others were
having no great success with their
search. Even when Avon had
turned up with the LMV, it had
merely confirmed that they had
not previously failed to recognise
the vital part.

The atmosphere continued to

com-

slow them down and make the
comparatively short distances
between the spacecraft seem long
and tiring. It must have taken them
at least a couple of hours to check
the first three of the abandoned
ships, and each one of them was a
very different sort of craft, which
made it no easy task to locate each
power unit,

Each time, too, the inside work-
ings were different, and none of
them were the same as on the
Liberator. Once they thought they
had struck lucky when the supply
unit at least was similar to their
own, but it turned out to be the
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valveless sort of link which
maintained pressure using a lock-
ing-cap rather than an LMV.

They had no more joy with the
fourth ship, nor the fifth . . . and
time was ticking inexorably on
towards the point where, they
feared, they would begin to lose
whole chunks of their past to the
accumulated effects of the pervad-
ing red glow.

While Avon was conducting the
essential investigation on the sixth
ship, Cally and Jenna decided to
take a look around. Reaching the
Flight Deck, Jenna found a notice
giving  ‘Instructions for an
Emergency’, and on it the ship’s
name — the Crusader.

Cally called her over to the desk.
“These controls,” she said,
“aren’t they the same as on the
Liberator?”

It didn’t take Jennalong to make
up her mind. “You're right,” she
said, “they’re almost identical. I
wonder...”
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But she was interrupted by a
shout from Avon. “Jenna! Cally!”

They rushed back, to find Avon
holding two identical components,
one in each hand. At last they had
found another Link Maintenance
Valve!

As Blake examined the builders’
work, he wished he knew what was
expected of him. The zombie
who had led him across was giving
him a fixed red stare, as if waiting
for him to say something.

Oh well, he supposed now he’d
started he’d have to go through
with it. But as he continued to look
the half-constructed building up
and down without comment, the
gaze upon him seemed totally
empty: devoid of -curiosity,
criticism or impatience.

Eventually the monotone spoke.

“Is progress satisfactory?” it
said.

Now the question came as no
surprise to Blake, but he wasintwo

minds what to answer. Should he
play safe and just try and learn as
much as he could? Or should he
gamble all the way, and hope for
actual positive results?

He assumed an authoritative
tone for his reply. “Yes, progress is
satisfactory,” he said. “However,
there is a change of plan. The
building is no longer needed. You
are to take it down and dispose of
all the materials.”

There was a pause while the
zombie processed this new order.
Blake wondered how the instruc-
tion would be passed on to the
worker zombies. Perhaps it would
prove impossible? If so, would it
bring the workforce to a standstill,
or would they merely carry on as
before?

He found out soon enough. The
man in charge put his hand to his
mouth and blew one short blast on
what turned out to be a whistle.
Work immediately stopped. There
followed three more blasts, at
which the zombies fell into line
behind theirleader and trooped off,



with a curious Blake close behind.

Back in the Crusader there was
adistinct lack of jubilation onthree
tired-looking faces. Cally, Jenna
and Avon looked at each other as
if they couldn't believe their
rotten luck.

For, on closer inspection, Avon
had noticed that the Crusader's
LMV was also jammed tight and
that there was no way he could
loosen it, any more than he had
been able to repair the valve from
the Liberator.

There was adistinct air of gloom.
When Cally remarked that it
seemed too much of a coincidence
that both LMVs should just have
happened to acquire the same
fault, it merely voiced what they'd
all been thinking. It made them

even more miserable to think that
probably any other LMV they
found would be similarly useless.

Avon was all for giving up.
“Thirty percent, Orac said. We
might search all day and still not
find it. I reckon it's best to go back
and have another go at fixing our
own malfunction...”

“Just one more ship,” urged
Jenna. “I think we ought to try just
one more.”

“What about you, Cally? It's
your casting vote.”

Cally  hesitated, obviously
unsure. She felt tired and didn't
relish the struggle to another ship.
But while there was still a
chance . ..

“I agree with Jenna,” she said,
at last.

Luckily the seventh ship was

nearer than they had at first
thought, and it took only about a
quarter of an hour to reach it. As
they climbed in, Jenna made a
rough calculation - it must be
about five hours since they’'d first
breathed whatever was in this
atmosphere, so if they were going
to be lucky it would have to be
soon.

Once again, Avon dealt with the
workings while the others looked
over the ship. Cally and Jenna were
just making another discovery on
this Flight Deck when they heard
Avon call.

Again he was holding two LMVs.

“It really is alright this time,” he
said. “We’d better tell Vila.”

But Cally also had something to
say. “Do you know what we found?
This ship isn’t abandoned - some-
one’s been left up on the Flight
Deck. We buzzed off before they
saw us, but they may find out
before long ..."

Avon quickly turned back to the
unit. “In that case, we'd better
hurry! I'll just put this dud LMV in
place of theirs...”

Cally nodded and tried to get
through to Vila. There was no
response. “Vila!” she yelled into
her bracelet.

“Er...yes?”

He must have been half asleep,
she thought.

“Be prepared to teleport. Have
you heard from Blake?”

“No. Isn’t he with you?”

“No.”

Avon clicked the door to the unit
back in place. “Right, I'm ready,
Vila. Bring us up.” And then, as
they rematerialised in the teleport
room, he sighed with relief. “Phew,
I'm glad I didn’t know there was
anyone on that ship before.
I wonder whose it is?”

“I'll tell you,” said Jenna. “Not
only is it the Federation’s ship, it's
actually Travig’s!”

Vila drew in his breath.

“T just hope Blake’s alright,”
said Cally. “Apart from anything
else, the six hours must almost be

”

up.

“In ten minutes,” confirmed
Vila.

“Well, even though I've im-
mobilised Travis's ship, we'd

better be ready to move fast,” said
Avon. “I'll go and fit this LMV.
OK?”
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“OK," replied Cally. And she and
the others settled down to wait for
some news from Blake.

Meanwhile, Blake had followed
the line of zombies to another
rectangular building, this one
smaller and fully built. He watched
as each zombie — apart from the
leader — went in through one door,
paused for a moment in the midst
of some machinery, and then went
out through a second door, waiting
there for the others.

Blake guessed this was the
programming room. He waited
until the operation was finished,
then instead of following on back
tothe site to watch the destruction,
he peered in through the opendoor.
He took a couple of steps and
nothing happened. Then he ven-

tured further in.
Suddenly there was a whirring

noise, and he drew back - just in
time, for a clamp shot out which
would have held him in position
while (presumably) erasing old
data and adding the new. Whether
it would have affected him, or

whether it only worked on the
already brainwashed, was some-
thing he did not wish to find out
by experience.




When the process was over, he
eyed the place directly below the
clamp. Was it activated by
stepping on the floor, or was there
an electric eye, or some other
device?

He took arun and ajump. Behind
him the whirring began again, and
so did the clamp.

Ignoring it, Blake continued into
the main part of the building,
where machines galore were
almost bursting open the walls.
Perhaps that was why they needed
the new building? Oh well, they’ll
just have to start again, he thought.

Now what was all this
machinery? He recognised
sophisticated radarequipment and
what looked like a giant magnet,
with the active metallic shield
built in as part of the roof.

And this machine in the corner?
What could it be?

He peered at the controls, and
suddenly it became clear. He'd
seen a machine like this before. It
was a Metal Reformer, used to
melt and reshape any metal, or
even to lock it into a certain
structure - even from a great
distance.

That must be it! Ships were
being attracted towards Roros by
the magnet, and then being put out
of action by the Reformer, for
instance by jamming an LMV.
Then it would be straightforward
to pull the craft in until the
atmosphere took over, and in more
ways than one.

But what happened when a
Federation ship came by? Surely
they must escape being trapped?
But how...?

Blake was deep in thought when
the slightest movement some-
where behind him triggered an
alarm in his head and put him on
his guard. He swivelled round and
there was Travis - weapon in hand.

“Ah - Blake - I have caught up
with you at last!” said the Space
Commander, hardly able to
believe his luck. “You know, [ have
been waiting a long time for this. A
very long time.”

Andyou’'ll wait a sight longer yet,
thought Blake, waiting for just
the right moment to act.

“Oh, have you, Travis?” was all
he said.
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But he spoke so that Vila, back
on the Liberator, could not help
but hear. Then he gestured
furtively, as if to try and attract
the attention of someone a little
way behind Travis.

The Colonel fell for it. He swung
round, and as he did, Blake
squeezed in behind the base of the
taill magnet, out of Travis’s range
and reach.

“Right, Vila! Quick!”

Thhis time, Vila’s finger must have
been at the ready, for he reacted
like greased lightning, and Blake
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was back on the Liberator before
Travis had grasped the enormity
of his mistake.

“Pity you couldn’'t have
destroyed that building, too,” said
Avon, when Blake had told his
story. “But at least we've given
Travis something to think about.
Now he’ll have to find some way to
repair his own LMV!”

And with that comforting
thought, they made off for Fraxen,
just as fast as they could.
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