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* * *

When we arrived at the Amberley Air Force base, the wreckage of his machine had been collected in
one of the hangars, dong with the remains of the F/A-18 Hornet fighter that had killed him. My
companion was Addle Taylor from the CIA, and one of her agentswaited in the car outside.

A guard checked our passes at the hangar door then sent for Dr. Richards, technical adviser to the
inquest into Stephen's deeth. | picked him for an academic as he hurried over to greet us, ashort, greying
man, acivilian who coped badly with the guards deference to his authority. | toyed with asmal, black
rock in my pocket. It had jagged edges, but the surface was mirror smooth where one corner had been
diced away.

"Welcome, welcome," Richards said excitedly aswe shook hands. "1'm so glad to see such important
people taking an interest in Stephen'swork.”

The government of the United States was taking Stephen's work alot more serioudy than he could
ever have guessed. Taylor was posing as a propulsion engineer, while | represented the services. Ina
sense both identities were technically correct.

"You preiminary report did cause someinterest,” said Taylor noncommittally.

In fact, the report on his report had my seniors gasping for bresth and reaching for their TOP
SECRET" stamps. | fingered the rock in my pocket again.

"| suppose the military potential of Stephen's craft iswhat interests you most," said Richards aswe
entered the hangar and approached the piles of wreckage.

"What military potentid?' snapped Taylor, dert and darmed.

"Why, asubmarine with alimited flight capacity could have quite anumber of applications, | should
imagine. Surprise atack, sabotage, even nuclear weapons ddlivery.”

That had been abad moment. Richards till had no ideawhat Stephen Cole had done. Any suspicions
at dl would have been in hisreport, but there had been nothing.

The Pharaoh had been shattered by its collison with the jet fighter. All that had been recovered from
the sea bed was the cabin, atangle of wires and tubes, some small gas tanks, a cheap industrial robot
arm, and aheavy metal container. The cabin was amodified propane gastank, and it had been partly
split open by the impact.

Richards had built a mock-up based on what had been recovered. It resembled nothing more than a
smdl submersible, the typethat is used for prospecting on the sea bed. An access hatch and awindow
had been cut in the main tank, and aframe for the robot arm welded on just below the window. The
whole assembly rested on two stedl tubesthat served as skids.

"Welding marks on the original cabin indicate that quite alot more was attached,” Richards explained.
"That would have been the propulsion units and fuel tanks, of course. Those areindicated by thered
circles. A cylindrica container isbolted on the left skid, and this was found to contain rocksin the origind
vehicle"

"Just asmplelittle machine for prospecting on the seabed, except that it could dso fly," | observed.

"Yes, yes, but there are severd design faults, too," he said with that pedantic obsession that one sees
in some engineers. " See here? The access hatch hinges inwards, and the sed's compressin the wrong
direction: dangerous under water, you know."



A collection of items from the cabin waslaid out beside the mock-up. There were severa plastic food
and drink containers, some garbage bags, apile of nappies, and adeeping bag. | peered insde the hatch.
Just below the window was a control pand with severa dozen lights and switches, and six small
joysticks. The cabin was heavily padded and insul ated.

"Have you any idea how much of the origina vehicleismissng?' Taylor asked.

"Ahyes. | conducted some teststo determinethat just after | submitted my report. The night that he
left, Stephen dragged the Pharaoh out of the garage and I €ft it Sitting on the lawn for about an hour,
according to hismother. From the indentations that it |eft | estimate that it weighed nearly aton. The
wreckage recovered, plus Stephen’'s weight and the rocks, comes to about two thirds of that.”

"Y et 98% of thejet fighter was recovered,” | added before | could stop myself. Behind Richards
Taylor wasfranticaly shaking his head.

"Wl yes, | follow your reasoning,” laughed Richards. "I think that the drive unit was ill functioning
when the crash toreit loose. It could have flown for miles before finaly hitting the seaand sinking. Getting
back to what we did manage to find, though, his consumption of food and use of nappiesindicates that
he was sedled ingde the cabin for the whole three days from when his mother last saw him to when he hit
the jet. The condition of the catdlyst in the air purifier bears out this estimate, too."

Taylor walked over to the pile of twisted metd that wasthe origina Pharaoh and knelt beside the
sample container. Releasing a spring loaded cap she reached in and withdrew asmall, dark rock. It had
jagged edges, and gleamed wet in the hangar's floodlights.

"Dr. Richards, | must be frank with you,” she said, turning therock over in her fingers. "The materia in
thiscylinder is of great strategic importance.”

"Redly? What isit?'

"I'm afraid | can't say, but we need to know where he got it."

"But heleft no maps.”

"The microflora attached to the rocks will give us an idea of the depth and latitude, but we need dl the
meateria available"

Richards began to nod reflexively in agreement, then stopped.

"Y ou want to take al the materia?' he asked suspicioudly.

"That will be necessary, Dr. Richards. I've checked with your government and we have permission--
aslong asyou think it has no direct bearing on the crash investigation.”

"Wdll, ah, | suppose not." He was reluctant, but he till signed the papers releasing the rocks to us.
"How did your peoplein the US cometo learn about the rock samples so quickly?’

"An investigator from the US recognised the rock sample and had it sent back home for analysis” |
explained as | looked into the container. "What puzzled us, though, was why you included it with your
report.”

Annoyance darkened his face for amoment.

"It wasjust amistake," he said quickly. "A new assistant misunderstood hisinstructions.”

Taylor and | were very excited aswe returned to the car. | suspect that her own fedlings were related
to snatching such a secret from under the very nose of aforeign government. |, on the other hand, was
fascinated by Stephen's work. The Pharaoh's simplicity was amazing, but even so it was quite afeet for
an undergraduate student working by himself.

"He must have had help, Adde," | said aswewaked. "There was some very skilled welding in the
Pharaoh, and alot of other high quality work that a short-sighted mathematics student just could not have
mastered.”

"l don't know. The sed on the sample canister was not watertight.”

"It doesn't have to be. Hiswork is very good where it counts, though."

* * *

We sent a coded report to Washington over the car's radio, then drove out to Stephen's home. It wasa
timber house in an old suburb of Brisbane, with alarge garage in the backyard. Richards had dready
been out there, looking for cluesto the secret of the Pharaoh's propulsion unit. There were none. There



were no drawings. Stephen knew what he wanted to build. There were no offcuts. Stephen was
meticulousin cleaning up after himsdlf.

Mrs. Cole met us at the front door. She was athin, tense woman in her fifties. She had a heavy cough
and she chain-smoked for the whole time we were there.

"I took him acup of chocolate milk every night at ning," she said as she showed usthe garage. The
tools remaining gave us no clues. Outside, | could see two deep groovesin the lawn where the Pharaoh
had rested briefly.

"So you saw it for the whole six monthsit took to build,” said Taylor. Mrs. Cole wheezed, then
coughed violently before she could reply.

"Ohyes, but | don't understand mechanical things. That Dr. Richards has dready asked me about dl
thet."

She had seen the Pharaoh every night as Stephen buiilt it. | groaned inwardly at the thought that she
might develop lung cancer and die-- as her husband had.

"Mrs. Cole, would you agree to undergo further questioning under hypnosis?' Taylor asked.

"I've dready told you al | know," she said impatiently. "I don't remember any more than that. I'm not a
technica person, Dr. Taylor. He could have been building an atcomic bomb for al | know."

"Under hypnosisyou often remember things more clearly,” she assured her. "The US government will
compensate you for your time and trouble, of course.”

If Stephen had been building an atomic bomb it could not have caused more consternation. At the
mention of afour-figure compensation payment Mrs. Cole agreed to undergo hypnosis, and to having her
house and garage searched yet again. Taylor, efficient as ever, produced the formsfrom her briefcase at
once.

| wandered into Stephen's old bedroom while | waited. There was nothing out of the ordinary among
the books and notes remaining there. The furniture was somewhat sparse and dmost military in neatness.
A photograph above the desk caught my attention. It was of an impossible contraption, a collection of
large baloons supporting adeckchair, which in turn had an engine and rotor beneath it. It was severd
feet above the ground, and there were uniformed policein the crowd watching it land. | brought it to
Mrs. Col€e's attention. She became uneasy.

"Ohyes, hedid get into trouble over that thing, but he was only 14 &t the time. He flew it to school one
day aspart of asciencefair, and the police arrested him."

"He probably committed half adozen breaches of your Air Navigation Act," laughed Taylor.

"Ohyes, but they let him go with awarning. He was such a good boy. Now that | think of it, he
named that balloon thing the Pharaoh, too."

"Hedid?" | exclamed with asharp pang of excitement. "Areyou sure?’

"Of course. It'sin the police museum if you want to seeit.”

* * *

The officer in charge of the museum was more helpful than we could have dreamed. Among the exhibits
were such strange items asasmd| cannon that fired beer cansfilled with concrete: it had once belonged
to abikie gang, we weretold. Stephen'stwo flying machines put dl the other exhibitsto shame,
however.

Thefirst looked like ahang glider attached to a propeller-driven go-cart-- except that the thing was
made out of packing-case wood, the wheels were from a pram, and the motor was el ectric. Stephen had
been 10 years old when he had built the thing and had doneit done. It showed signs of extensive
damage, carefully repaired.

"Thisbird actudly flew," Sergeant Powdll told us. "It only got off the ground because hewas such a
small kid, the expertstold us, but ill, hedid it.”

"He must have had help,” | said. "Who bought the tools and materias?'

"No problem. His old man died the year before, and he had free run of the workshop in the garage.
He scrounged the parts from neighbours, or the local dump.”

There were three photographs besde the aircraft. In thefirst, asmall boy wearing thick glasses stood



beside his creation. Hisface was a study in determination, mixed with nervousness. In the next, the
aircraft was afew feet above the ground. The last showed a scattering of wreckage, with an ambulance
and police car in the background.

"He took off from the street in front of his home. The motor's coil burned out, the craft stalled, and you
can seetheresults. A neighbour took these pictures.

"Fantadtic,” | said, "but most kids just build modedsif they'reinterested in flight. Why did he go to so
much trouble? Why do something so dangerous?’

"Oh, just somerivalry a school. A couple of kids were talking about becoming pilots when they grew
up, and Stephen said that he wanted to fly aswell. They began teasing him, and told him that nobody as
short-sighted as he was could ever get apilot'slicence.

"It'sfunny, you know, but most people think of Stephen asa sort of absent-minded little whiz kid. He
was actudly stubborn, bad-tempered, resourceful, and very, very proud. He shouted that he would pilot
aplane before they could even drive a car, then went home and started to build this. He wasright, too."

| looked at the last photograph again. "Was he hurt?" | asked. "He seems to have come down pretty
hard.”

"Rather badly,” said the sergeant, shaking his head. "When he got out of hospital we agreed to forget
the whole thing if his mother kept him locked out of the tool shed. Hewore that for ayear or so, then
decided he wasn't going to be pushed around. Heran away."

"All kidsdo that,” said Taylor, "I used to run away to Granny's nearly every month.”

"Little Steve was not just any kid," hereplied, walking aong to the next exhibit. It was adisplay of
newspaper clippings. "It was over ayear before we found him, in acity 2000 miles away. He had
travelled by hiding on trains and big rigs, and earned money by selling newspapers, sweeping, and other
odd jobs. Talk about resourceful: he was renting a cheap room, and had $500 in the bank when we
found him. Thekid was barely 13!"

We examined the clippings and photographs. A picture was emerging of Stephen's character, but one
that was not at dl encouraging for us. He must have had helpers. find hishelpers, they had told usin the
Pentagon. It was becoming clear, however, that this short-sighted little boy had enough resourcefulness
and mechanica skillsfor adozen norma people. He could have built the Pharaoh with no help at dl.

Thelast exhibit was adeck chair. Floating above it was a cluster of wegther sonde balloons attached
by thin wires. It rested on awicker frame which enclosed agimbaed chainsaw engine driving asmall
rotor. Deflectors cancelled the torque.

"He caled it the Pharaoh's Chariot," said Sergeant Powell. "It can't leave the ground until the motor is
darted, asit needs asmall downward thrust to rise. The deckchair was from his mother's sunroom, the
chainsaw engine from aneighbour's junkpile.

It was amasterpiece of safety design, and Stephen had clearly been influenced by his earlier accident.
It could not crash! If the motor failed, the craft drifted down dowly. If some baloons burst aswell, he
could reduce weight by dropping the motor and wicker frame, and still descend dowly. To Seer hetilted
the rotor dightly, to descend he just throttled back. His main expense had probably been the balloons
and hydrogen.

"Hewas 14 when he built this," explained the sergeant. "His school was running some sort of science
fair, and the kids were told to bring along some specid project. This was Stephen's contribution, and he
actudly flew it to schoal.”

He pointed to a photograph that had been taken on the day. The Pharaoh's Chariot was descending
towards the school's footbd | field, while a police helicopter hovered in the background.

"He seemsto have a police escort,” Taylor observed.

"He suredid, and thistime hewasin red trouble. He had flown through the approach path to Eagle
Farm airport, and he was charged with nine countsinvolving the Air Navigation Act. Hewas given a
good behaviour bond, and | was one of the officers who counsalled him. He behaved himsdlf for the next
five years, so we must have done some good.”

| reached out and touched the deckchair, and it wobbled dightly, nearly light enough to float.

"We've noticed that Stephen named hislast two craft after the Pharaohs,” | said. "Did he ever mention



hisinterest in ancient Egypt to you?"

"Y eah, he was crazy about it. Y ou should have seen his room: books and comics piled everywhere,
walls covered with pictures of Egyptian art. Apparently ateacher had oncetold his classthat the ancient
Egyptians could have flown using hot air balloons. They had cod burners, papyrus fabric and wicker
baskets. All they needed was the idea. By the way, did you know that he took out a patent on his
balloon-helicopter hybrid? It brought him a couple of thousand dollarsin roydties.”

"Onelast question,” said Taylor asweturned to leave. "What was his bedroom like when you visited
to counsd him?!

"It wasapigsty. | don't like to run down the departed, but it was full of rubbish and bits of radios, dirty
mugs and plates, piles of clothes. His mother had given up on him yearsago.”

* *

"More answers and more mysteries,” | said as we drove through the sub-tropical heet to the university.
" At some stage he changed from being adob to being meticuloudy tidy. He was certainly capable of
building the Pharaoh himsdlf, and he had the money for materials.”

"Well, our contact at the university discovered that he lived with another student for five months,” said
Taylor, ticking off itemsin afile. " She must know something.”

| smiled. "His mother was very quiet about that.”

"And his police record. Poor woman, she just wants to remember him asagood, clever son."”

| began to daydream. A hot air baloon was drifting over the paace of one of the Pharaohs. The pilot
caled to the guards and waved. The guards looked up,properly astonished, then one of them panicked
and shot the aviator dead with an arrow. He tumbled from the wicker gondola, and with hisweight gone
the balloon rose rapidly. The wind took it out to sea, and by the time the Pharaoh's chief technical
advisor arrived it was out of sight.

"Thisman wasflying over thewal, so | shot him," the guard informed the advisor, pointing to the
body.

"How was he flying?" asked the engineer. "Did he have wings?"

"No, he wasin abasket under a huge bag. His clothing had the smell of burning coals about it."

"He must have had wings," said the advisor. "When birds and insects fly they usewings. Think again,
did he have very thin wings, perhgps?’

"Er... hewaswaving hisarms."

"Marvelloud" exclaimed the advisor. "He was obvioudy flapping invisblewings."

"But what about the huge bag?' protested the guard.

"Hah! The man was clearly athief, and the bag wasto carry off the Pharaoh's treasures.”

Far out to sea the furnace beneath the balloon died, and it sank dowly to the waves. Thelittle fantasy
had its lesson for us. The Egyptians certainly could have built amanned balloon 3000 years ago, yet the
ideaof using hot air to fly did not arise until the Montgolfier Brothers began their experimentsin late 18th
Century France.

Dianna, Stephen's former lover, was a part-time tutor and research student at the university, and our
agent had arranged a meeting in her room in the Geography Department. She was fresh faced and well
scrubbed, and wore no makeup whatever. Her long pale hair was drawn tightly back into a neat pony
tail. The room was severe and spotless, with only adesk, five chairs, and abookcase. Most of thetime
that we were there she stood staring through the window.

"Stephen and | were loversfor about ayear, and he lived with mefor five months,” she beganin aflat,
controlled voice. "I met him at afriend's party, and found him interesting, different. He had amarvelous
dry sense of humour, and ddightfully different ways of looking at things. He would ask people thingslike
'if your right hand becomes your left in amirror, why doesn't your head get swapped with your feet', and
'if 1 put abook on this chair, then take the chair away but maintain the book's potentia energy, should it
fdl?"

"His mother said nothing about you,” said Taylor. "Were there problems between you?'



"Werethere ever! He must have been the most badly house-trained person I've ever met, and I'm sure
Mrs. Coledid it deliberately-- so that the likes of me would never go near him. The only time he ever
washed his own clothes and dishes was when he ran away that time, and when he finaly moved in with
me, he seemed to think that | was taking over from his mother. For awhile| put up with it, but then he
sarted yelling at mefor tidying up after him, and disturbing the order of his mess. One day it became too
much for me, and | changed thelock on my flat, packed his Stuff into cartons and sent it off to his
mother's house. Then | |eft for aconferencein Sydney that I'd been thinking of attending.”

"From what | know of Stephen, he would not have taken that lying down,” | said.

"True. Hetried tears, threats, and presents, then he went through a stage of following me about
everywhere-- and | mean everywhere. It was then that | met Brian, who was on an exchange program
from the States. He was a trainee astronaut in the Space Shuttle program, and was patient, considerate,
and clean. All the things that Stephen was not.

"Onenight we arrived a my flat to find that the little fool had picked thelock, then got himself drunk
on two of the best bottles of red winein my collection. | told Brian to go for awalk for ahaf an hour,
opened al the windows so that the nelghbours could hear everything, then told Stephen what | redly
thought of him.

"There was plenty. He was alousy lover, had the manners of apig, dressed terribly, liked to livein
squaour, and couldn't finish amgor project to save himself. He said that it was all an excuseto leavehim
for an astronaut, and that he was as good as any astronaut. That wasthe end. | pushed him out of his
chair and told him to get out. As he got up he took alittle metal box from his pocket and pressed a
switch. When heredleased it, it just hung in mid-air. Then he pressed the switch again and handed it to
me.

"It was just some cheap trick, but then he said 'I'm better than Eingtein, too!" 1t's funny, you know-- |
redlly felt something snap insde me. | threw the box in the waste-bin, got hisarm in ajudo lock and
marched him through the door and down the sairs. | told him that | could have him charged with
breaking and entering, and that he'd be jailed when they looked at his past record.

"That was eight months ago. Friends told me that he had suddenly become very neat and well dressed,
had started wearing contact lenses, had learned to drive, and was studying for a pilot's licence. I'm sure
you know more about the rest of his story than | do.”

A working model of the Pharaoh'sdrive! 1t had to be. | did not trust my voice to conced my
excitement, so | glanced at Taylor and nodded.

"] don't suppose you know what happened to that floating box?" Taylor asked, her voice as cool and
cam asaspring morning. "We're doing astudy of his discoveries, and it could be quiteinteresting.”

"That toy? | threw it out with the garbage.”

"And what happensto the garbage?’

"It's... er, it'staken to a depot, incinerated, then dumped in an old quarry. You'd need an army to dig it
out again." She dghed. "Hewasavirgin when wefirst met."

How could | tell her that we might be able to get an army to excavate the dump.

"Could you describe the box?" | asked instead.

"It was probably asmall sardinetin, sort of greyish in colour. The lid was held down by four bolts, and
there was a plagtic switch in the middle. It weighed about as much as four small radio batteries. Virgins
get so obsessive about thefirst lover.”

She turned away from the window for thefirst time, sat down at her desk, and drew arough sketch of
the box.

" Stephen was working fairly hard to get you back," said Taylor as she studied the sketch.

"l know, and | also know that | could never have gone back. Sure he cleaned himself up, and became
abit more like Brian, but he was an intellectua dob aswell. | mean, he was never happier than when he
was re-reading old 'Space Patrol' comics, and he said that the'Star Wars film was a grester art form
than any opera. The better | got to know him, the worse he looked." She walked back to the window
and stared out at the Great Court again. "Honestly, he could have given me the moon and | wouldn't have
gone back."



We were lucky that she was |ooking the other way just then. The sketch dipped from Taylor'sfingers,
and the darm on both our faces must have been clear. For one perverse moment | felt like handing
Diannathe piece of moonrock in my pocket, but the gesture would have achieved nothing.

* * *

| sat on awooden bench overlooking the river. Beside me our driver filled in acrossword, whilein the
car Taylor radioed her coded report to our superiors.

My daydream returned, and in it the Pharaoh had decided that he wanted to fly. The chief advisor, for
all histheories about wings, could produce no results. His head was now on a platter, and the face had a
strong resemblance to that of Richards. A new advisor was at work, examining scraps of papyrus and
wicker from the aviator's house in the minutest detail, and interviewing the neighbours. A big bag and a
fire! Perhaps he was making a continua burnt sacrifice to the gods? The lump of moonrock lay in the
palm of my hand, mocking me. It isso smpleto fly, one needs only alarge, light bag and a source of hot
ar. Itisso smpleto travel to the moon. It had taken the $15 billion might of Project Apollo to put me on
the moon, yet thiskid had done it himsdlf for perhaps 10 million timesless cos.

For thelack of anidea, auniverseislogt. | took the accident report of the fighter pilot from my
briefcase and re-read it for at least the twentieth time:

There had been sightings of a UFO from a commercial jetliner, and a radar anomaly confirmed
them. | was on a training flight in the area, flying an F/A-18 Hornet. Base radioed the
co-ordinates, bearing and speed to me and ordered an intercept for observation. My aircraft was
not armed at the time.

| observed a craft of unknown design moving at a speed of about 60 knots, and travelling so
close to the water that it left a slight wake. It was headed for mangrove flats on the coast, not
directly for Brisbane. We were 10 nautical miles out to sea at the time.

On my second pass | approached the craft from behind, and had slowed to just above stalling
speed for a better view. Suddenly the craft rose into my path with phenomenal acceleration, and |
was unable to avoid a collision. | gected successfully, and as my parachute opened | noticed that
part of the craft's wreckage was travelling upwards at a steep angle. | concluded that the craft's
drive unit had been torn away, but was still functioning. | could see no details of its mechanism.

Flying submarineindeed! | conjured up the image of Richards head on aplatter again. If it had been a
submarine, why did not Stephen dive to escape, instead of trying to fly straight up? The kid knew aswell
asanyonethat seds designed for avacuum might be of little use under water.

The sequence of events, if nothing else, was clearer. He had taken off at night, and had flown straight
up from his backyard. Apparently the drive alowed him to navigate by dead reckoning, as there was not
so much asapair of binoculars found in the cabin. On the surface of the moon he had used the robot arm
to fill acanister with rocks. He must have planned the trip to take three days, but for some reason he was
12 hours late returning to Earth. Finding that it was after sunrisein the city, he had descended far out to
sea

Perhaps he did not want publicity, or perhaps he remembered his earlier problems with the police over
unauthorised flying machines. In his position | would have flown the Pharaoh to the coast a sealevd,
then hidden it in the mangrove swamps until after sunset. When he redised that ajet wasinvestigating him
and possibly preparing to shoot him down, he tried to escape back into space. He did not seeit coming
infrom behind asherose.

* * *

Taylor finished her report, and | returned to the car. Aswe left the university shetold the driver to
return to the air force base.

"It looks like we finish here quite soon," she said when | asked her how long our remaining work
would take.



"Soon? But it would take alarge team of people months to search the dump for that model of the
drive. And what about a search of the seabed for extrafragments from the Pharaoh?”

"These two operations have been costed out at near $10 million," shereplied withasigh. "We areto
proceed with questioning Mrs. Cole under hypnos's, and with the searching of her house and garage. If
nothing results from all that, we are to return. Oh yes, and al evidence that shows the Pharaoh wasa
viable space vehicleisto be secured and turned over to the Pentagon.”

"Areyou trying to say thet theinvestigation is off unlesswefind aquick, cheap answer?'

"Inaword, yes."

"But we spent billions on Project Apollo and the Shuttles.”

"And we were pretty sure that we would have something at the end of it dl. What guarantee do we
have thistime? The can with the modd drivein it was probably crushed in a garbage compactor, then
melted in someincinerator. Evenif it survived the heet, the componentsinsde would have been fried
beyond recognition. Asfor what a search of the sea bed could turn up, there was so much of the drive's
mechanism torn freein one piece that it continued to function. The pilot saw it rising into the sky, and that
means any hitsleft are not vita to itsworking.”

| dumped back in my seat, stunned. The Pharaoh had become bored with the airship project. Told
that the secret of flight might only be rediscovered after years of experimentation with charcoa burners,
wicker baskets and papyrus bags, he ordered his staff to return to the problem of designing a theft-proof
pyramid. He had thought that his airship would be driven aoft by agreset, glorious pair of wings. Wicker
baskets and charcoa burners were ignoble.

"Itsawaysthe same!” | said, damming my fist againgt the car door. " The technology isthere, but we
ignoreit. If Goddard and his people had government support we could have had thefirst satellite orbiting
before the Second World War. Today we have the technology to establish alunar base, or evenland a
team on Mars. We're lucky to even have the Shuttle.”

"The Shuttleis no mean achievement,” replied Taylor, adight chill in her voice. "And you seem to have
forgotten the development of the atomic bomb, and the lunar landings. That's astrange thing for aformer
Apoallo astronaut to do.”

Her reply was caculated to tell me that my views were deviant, that they were potentidly didoyd.
Therewere no votesin thisissue, so it should not concern loyd citizens.

"Yes, yes, they were fantastic achievements,” | said wearily, "but it took fear to loosen the purse
sringsto pay for al that. Fear of Nazi Germany, and fear of the Soviets. Why haven't we reached
Mars?'

"A thing's being technicaly feasbleisno reason to do it. Look at the size of the deficit. Tack the cost
of an expedition to Mars onto that, then tell me what the returns are expected to be."

"But Stephen's drive would be dirt cheap, once we know how it works. Never mind space. It would
revol utionise trangport here on Earth. Y ou could attach them to autos and fly anywhere in the world for
peanuts.”

She sat back in her sest, shaking her head and staring through the window. | knew her well, well
enough to redise that her beliefs reflected her orders. Determine the facts, and secure the evidence that
Stephen had actually reached the moon, we had been told. Now there had been new orders.

"Inaway Stephen'sdriveistoo good,” she said findly, theissues and her orders reconciled in her
mind. ""People would have so much freedom of movement that governments would lose control. Anyway,
try to imaginethe troubleif the petroleum, automobile and aircraft industries collgpsed overnight. If we
uncover the secret, we need to guard it and use it responsibly until theworld isready. If the discovery is
lost, so much the better.”

"But al new inventions upset the status quo!™ | insisted. "Think of al the errand boys put out of work
by the telephone, or of the blow that the car trade was to the horse trade. The world goeson, and is
usudly the better for them."

"This invention isdangerous & this time."

"That'sjust the opinion of sometimid CIA civil servant.”

"We need afull investigation right now. Themode drive will corrode away if wewait too long. | mean,



theidea could belike that of the airship: the ancient Egyptians had the materids and technology in
1000BC, but the idea had to wait another 3000 years. This might be the same."

"Thearship might have dso destroyed civilisation asthey knew it,” she muttered, folding her arms.
That was her sgnd that the discussion was a an end.

| would trade afew pyramidsfor achanceto live among the starsin 1986, | thought to myself.

* * *

The next two dayswere adisaster. All that we managed to learn from Mrs. Cole was that the Pharaoh
had two large batteries, abank of solar cdlls, four small gastanks, and arefrigeration unit. Our search of
her house and garage reved ed nothing, gpart from some quite ordinary metalworking tools. Taylor was
pleased, asthe case was drawing out to atidy conclusion, and the status quo would be maintained. I, on
the other hand, could see whole worlds dipping out of our grasp for centuries.

My work became more administration than investigation, and | patiently checked and crosschecked
the reports and evidence for consstency. Thisinvolved, among other things, checking the security ratings
of dl Audradiansinvolved, and it wasthisway that | discovered that Richards was British. Hisrating was
good: he had worked on the British Black Arrow Launcher that had put up their Prospero satellite. |
smiled and shook my head sadly. Surely such aman would-- of course such aman would redise! The
moonrock in my pocket had been sent out by accident, and by an assistant who had probably had his
backsde kicked severdly.

| drove out to the city dump to do some checking for myself. Everything was as we had been told.
Therewas an incinerator, piles of ash, and adisused quarry. | checked the records, and they confirmed
that the load containing the modd drive had been burned, but there was more. Some |oads were dumped
asgenerd fill at other Stes, and these were not burned. Scope for forgery.

With the aid of astreet directory and alist of dumps and old quarries, | began avery strange tourist
trip of Brisbane. Eleven dumps later, | found what | waslooking for. The dump was closed, but there
was evidence of intense activity by heavy earthmoving equipment. | learned from theloca kidswho
gathered to watch that the dump had been closed two months ago, and that the army had moved in for
some weeks. It was an exercise in handling rubbish in quantities that would be generated by anuclear
attack, the local's had been told.

Back in my office | checked the dates: Stephen had died ten weeks ago, and the recovery of the
wreckage began the next day. There was plenty of time to discover the micrometeorite pitting on the
rock samples and its significant chemical composition. Taylor entered, and | handed her thefilesthat |
had been working on.

"The caseis pretty well wrapped up,” she said, Sitting on the edge of my desk. "L ook, I'm sorry that
we couldn't go dl out to solve this one, but you know how it is. Why put a huge amount of effort into
discovering something that may be more trouble than it'sworth?!

"That could be said of any invention, Adde. Y ou and your budget conscious superiors seem to have
forgotten the benefits.”

"No we haven't. We just weighed everything up, then decided to do what seemed best. | know it's
disappointing, but that's the way it hasto be."

| tried to seem both sad and resigned, but the temptation to laugh was very strong. Luckily | had been
trained to keep a straight face when | had first become involved in intelligence work.

"So when will we be going home?' | asked, beginning to tidy my desk.

“Tomorrow night. | thought you might like to drive out for abit of red sight-seeing in the morning,
though.”

"Sure, why not? We're not likely to be sent back here again.”

* * *

Somewhere off the coast of ancient Egypt a Greek trading ship had seen the balloon drift out of the
sky, and had recovered it then set a course for home. The Pharoah might not have been interested in the



arship, but when the Greeks flew brazenly over his city, he would be forced to pay attention.

My firg reaction wasto tell Taylor everything, to show her the marks of the army search at the dump,
then tell her dl the other scraps of evidence. The search had been called off abruptly, and secrecy
maintained: they must have found the model drive. My government would be forced to open negotiations
for sharing the secret, and the last frontier would be brought alot closer. Then | had second thoughts.
Money is spent in direct proportion to the severity of the fright. An Ausiralian team landing on Mars
within the year could loosen up so much public money for research that the first starships might be built
withinmy lifetime.

| began to draw up alist of placesto vist before we left Brishane. | included the Performing Arts
Complex, the Botanic Gardens and the main shopping mal, but most certainly not asmall municipa
dump that showed evidence of recent excavation.
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