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THE HOUR BEFORE EARTHRISE

odd to see how much at home he
seemed here, as though the city
were only an extension of the silence
of the desert. Here, however, the
prosaic Earthly pack between his
shoulders was ugly; it did not belong
to this underworld of silent sky-high
jewels. o

The doorless towers flowed by.
Here and there, fugitive glitters and
knots of light shone and vanished
behind their clear dark sides, like
the essences of machines also cut
from crystal and remembered from
a dream.

Dolph lifted one earphone. The
sound of the beacon still went on in-
side it, insistent and unchanged, but
somehow it did not seem disturbing
any more. It reminded him, instead,
of some long aria, like that song
the Sirens sang in Homer. The stri-
dent overtones which had sounded
so inhuman before were still there,
but now they were all too human
— distortions of the pure melody in-
troduced by the earphones them-
selves.

The avenue continued to broaden,
as though the crystal towers were
drawing aloofly away from the
three little figures who were follow-
ing that thread of song into their
labyrinth. At the trail’s end, the ada-
mant pavement swooped suddenly
away from the level of the road into
a great pool of light, where the lens
of Lacus Solis came to a focus: a
marble-white amphitheater, with a
perfect paraboloid floor which re-
flected the light back up against the
icy sky in an almost solid-looking
column.

“Dohwnn,” Dohmn said.
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They went down carefully, cross-
ing terraces which were too large
to be steps, too small to be stone
benches. At the very center of the
depression there was another crystal
structure, like a box set on end ‘on
a stone dais; it was perhaps fifteen
feet high.

Inside it was a throne. Someone
or something was seated on it.

The figure was not easy to see,
for the crystal case seemed to be fill-
ed with some dimly sparkling fluid.
It was tall and not manlike, sug-
gesting rather a serpent or worm
with a cluster of six or eight small
arms near the head end. On the
whole, Dolph was just as glad he
could see it no better.

Then it spoke.

here was no visible motion of

the figure in the case, but a
deep voice rolled slowly through
the amphitheater. Dolph guessed that
it was amplified. It seemed to have
no specific source.

“You are the Earthmen,” it said
in perfect English. “Our dune rover
has done well: rrir-ahmn-oh-ohrr,
Dohmn. Please come closer, so my
machines may sense you better.”

The two stepped closer hesitantly.
“Who are you?” Dolph said.

“I no longer have a name,” the
voice said. “You might well call me
the one who sleeps. I am the last
master of the city.”

“How do you know who we are?”
Dolph said. “And speak our lan-
guage?”

“Oh, as to language,” the sleeper
said, “I know all Earthly languages,
except for some minor dialects. All
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your radio broadcasts reach Mars
plainly. As for yourselves, I heard
your interference pattern and de-
duced your presence, as I assume
you had planned.”

“Yes,” Dolph said. “We were
hoping somebody would eventually

“Not possible. My signal is only a
beacon and mechanical, intended to
guide others of my race to this city.
As you can see, we were a burrow-
ing people. But today it serves only
as a life-signal, to announce that I
am still alive.

“I have heard no other such for
many years, so it is probable that
I am the {ast.”

“Did you send Dohmn, then?”
Nanette asked.

“No, sir,” the sleeper said, re-
vealing with that one word how great
an information gap still existed be-
tween itself and its visitors. “The
dune rovers are free agents, though
once they were to us rather as your
dogs are to you. They are now the
coming race here — provided of
course that you will help them, as
one creature of light to another. I
so charge you.”

“We’re not doing too well at help-
ing ourselves at the moment,” Dolph
said.

“That will change. After all, you
are only the first of many men.
Quarry our cities for whatever is
there that you may need. It is your
inheritance . . . I have waited a
thousand of my years to bequeath
it.”

“Then you can’t help us now?”
Nanette said.

“No. My people are already dead,
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or deep in dreams from which we
shall not awaken any more. But
your people are coming — indeed,
are nearly above us now.”

“What! But how —”

“They are on their way; I have
heard them. We give you our world.
Use it well and love and guide our
dohmnimi, who deserved the best
from us.”

“I hope we will,” Dolph said,
shaken. “But we’re sort of a preda-
tory race —”

“Yes, you are young. Otherwise
you would not have managed to
come here. But the dohmnimi are
wise in their own half-savage way.
If you abuse them, they will avoid
you. If you seek their friendship,
they will give you much. The choice
is yours; but you will never wholly
possess high and ancient Mars with-
out their good will. They have al-
ready offered you that, freely, when
you were in most need of it. Will
you forget?”

“No,” Dolph said.
forget. I promise.”

“Then my dream ends here. Go
now. Your people are at hand. All
Praise to That Which Dreams and
never ceases; I can sleep now. Good-
by,. dohmn and men.”

The voice ceased — and so,
Dolph realized suddenly, did the sig-
nal in the earphones.

There was a long, terrible silence;
and then, a low hoarse sound which
Dolph would remember all his life.
It was the funeral keening of the
dune-cat, mourning the passing of
old Mars.

Overhead, the new Mars waited

expectantly.
THE HOUR BEFORE EARTHRISE

“We won’t

XV
PROJECT ARES

omething had gone out of the
N city whean they passed back
through it. The topaz flanks of the
towers were dim and lusterless, and
there were no longer any lights be-
hind them. Even the air seemed
colder. .

On the surface, it was brilliant
blue-black night, not far from dawn.
Had they reafly been undergrouad
that long? But obviously they had.
Beyond the stone pillars, the dune-
cat paused and looked up at the
stars. Then, suddenly, he pointed.

At first, Dolph thought he was in-
dicating the racing spark of Phobos.
While he watched it in puzzlement,
he realized that Phobos should not
be visible from this latitude at this
hour — and at the same moment,
the spark flared, briefly but brilli-
antly, like a tiny candle. Behind it,
two more flares licked out and died
again. Nanette gasped.

“Ships!” Dolph shouted. “Quick,
quick — the beacon’s stopped —
we've got to start our generator!”

They scrambled wildly up the ter-
races. By the time they reached
their camp, the sparks were long
vanished over the half-circumscrib-
ed horizon. Dolph got his signal go-
ing again with shaking hands —
this time not to attract Martian at-
tention, but Terrestial.

Then they settled down to wait,
wondering if they had dreamed
everything that had happened since
they had left their remote oasis —
now almost -cozy in memory, with
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the loss of any hope of help from
the dead or dreaming Sleeper to get
them back to it. Even the morning
apparently was never going to come,

But after a freezing eternity the
sun shot up over the rim of the
Lake with its customary abruptness
— there was no real dawn on Mars,
only an unceremonious blast of sun-
light in a still-black sky — and the
thin wind whirled the sand in spirals
over the outspread ice. Still disbe-
lieving, they watched the sky until
their eyes ached and watered behind
the masks.

anette saw the skiff first. It grew

from a black dot low in the
sky to a thing like a thin bat and
then rapidly into a preposterous kite-
like contraption with enormous,
swept-back vanes which seemed only
barely able to keep its needle-slim
fuselage airborne. It came skimming
down along the Lake to a seemingly
certain crash and disappeared in a
roaring ball of fire which plowed a
deepening trench all the way across
the ice to the near ringwall.

When the fire went out, the skiff’s
sails were stripped and crumpled be-
hind it like so many wadded news-
papers abandoned in its track. Its
body, however, was miraculously in-
tact, though half imbedded in the
surface of the Lake.

“Oh, Dolph!-How could anybody
live through that?”

“People are tough,” Dolph said,
smiling tightly. “Let’s go see them.
I think they’ll be surprised!”

They descended the terraces again,
with Dohmn loping easily behind.
While they went down, the dart
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cooled with shrill squeaks of metal
against ice, and after a while a bee-
hive on its top turned around solemn-
ly three times and fell off with a
muted clang.

A man in full space armor strug-
gled out and slid clumsily down tc
the Lake, wrestling with a U.N. flag
on a long metal spread which kept
trying to trip him; evidently he had
not expected any such buffeting as
the morning wind was giving him.
When he was sure of his footing, he
planted the flag in the ice with a
stab almost as angry as it was cere-
monious.

By the time he looked up again,
the two ragged castaways and the
mottled, spectacularly dangerous-
looking dune-cat were grinning at
him from a distance of only five or
six yards. He simply froze inside his
elaborate armor. Under his bubble
helmet, his honest, craggy hero’s
face was a study in disbelief and
chagrin.

Dolph stepped forward and held
out his hand, pulling Nanette along
with him. The spaceman retreated
one elephantine step and then stood
fast.

Then his public-address box
squawked and cleared its throat.
“Are you —” he said, “are you Miss
Ford and Master Haertel?”

Nanette laughed, which seemed to
upset him even more, but Dolph
said gravely:

“Yes, we are. And this is Dohmn,
the present Jeddak of Barsoom. Wel-
come to Mars, Earthman!”

The Barthman made a truly mem-
orable answering speech. He said:
“U]'P.”
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One of the great ships of the Ares
fleet came down the next day
in a fury of smoke, sand and steam,
in response to a terse call from the
skiff, and Dolph and Nanette were
taken aboard.

The subsequent catechism was an
involved one. Dolph could not re-
member having been asked so many
questions since he had taken his
college board exams. Gradually,
however, he and Nanette were able
to piece together a picture of what
had happened on Earth that had
finally brought Project Ares here
— finally, and yet far sooner than
they had ever had any reason to ex-
pect.

Some of the story was political or
diplomatic and hence seemed likely
to remain permanently unclear.
Though the Gold War had long
been over, the governmental habit
of “security” had never been entire-
ly extirpated. That part had some-
thing to do with Dolph’s invention
and with a complex maneuver by
some corporation research director
who had pressured NASA into try-
ing for Mars far ahead of its cob-
webbed schedule. Also involved, it
appeared, was some adaptation of
Dolph’s discovery which had led to
a vastly improved form of ion-drive
for spaceships — hence the un-
precedented maneuverability of the
rebuilt von Braun and her two sister
ships; but this part of the story was
especially unclear, since none of the
vague references to the nmew drive
suggested to Dolph that his anti-
gravity principle was even under-
stood, let alone contributory.

The skiff pilot’s astonishment, on

THE HOUR BEFORE EARTHRISE

the other hand, proved to be en-
tirely easy to understand. He had
been told to more than half expect
to find “the children” alive, for
Dolph’s jamming signal and the
Sleeper’s beacon had been heard
aboard the von Braun while she was
still six months away from planet-
fall; but though the two signals had
heterodyned into one, so that no
source for the absurdly complicated
noise could be plotted on a map of
Mars, the expedition’s navigator and
commander had gone on assuming
that Dolph and Nanette — or which-
ever of them might still be alive —
were to be sought in the Sinus
Sabaeus area for which Dolph’s
charts had shown him to have set
out.

The sudden transformation of the
signal into a simpler one, easily pin-
pointed in Lacus Solis half a hemis-
phere away from where Dolph and
Nanette were supposed to be — and
this, almost at the very moment that
the three Ares ships were settling in-
to their parking orbits around Mars
— had baffled everyone, and there
had been a sharp argument over
whether or not to risk sacrificing the
one-shot skiff (which had been de-
signed for a long slow mapping
sweep of the planet at a lower alti-
tude than the three spaceships could
maintain, not for a hot landing in-
side a narrow boundary) to the hope
of solving a mystery which close
approach to Mars had made more
mysterious than ever.

But the decision had been made
at last, for some reason which the
von Braun’s officers would not ex-
plain at all, but which made them
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snicker in stifled voices every time
they thought of it, like so many chil-
dren who knew where the Christ-
mas presents were hidden and were
having a hard time trying to look
innocent. Every time that interesting
secret was approached, the questions
veered off into wholly expectable
quizzing about Mars — and about
Dohmn, who had evidently given the
skiff’s pilot a bad shock.

Finally, Dolph cut off the ques-
tioning himself. “Dohmn is all right.
He’s been a big help, and I'm sorry
I made a joke-about him to begin
with — I should have known it
would just confuse everybody. He’s
a member of the new ruling race
here, that’s all, and a friend of ours.
But look here, Captain — we're glad
to see you, of course, but — what is
it you're keeping from us?”

“Nothing to be alarmed about,”
the skipper said hastily, but he could
not quite stop smiling. “Just one
more interview. We want you to talk
to the mission’s bacteriologist.”

“Do you think we’re carrying
some sort of Martian mold?” Nan-
ette demanded. “Why, we haven’t
been sick a minute since we got
here. Not sneezing sick, I mean. Just
undernourished and things like that.”

The commander laughed outright.
“No, nothing like that. But it’s not
up to me to explain. Lieutenant
Gulliver, will you take our visitors
to the xenology lab?”

When the laboratory bulkhead
swung back and Dolph and Nanette
stepped through it, the last mystery
explained itself. The expedition’s
bacteriologist was Mrs. Haertel —
Dolph’s mother.
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Nothing the least bit unpredicta-
ble was said for quite a while;
but after the first flurries of sur-
prise and joy, Dolph found that he
was feeling a little strange. His
mother looked older than he had ex-
pected and markedly thinner. He
was reminded that these years must
have brought her an ordeal of her
own.

It was Nanette, however, who first
put the feeling into words.

“We’re very sorry, Mrs. Haertel,”
she said. “It was stupid and thought-
less of us, shooting off like that and
causing so much worry and trouble.”

“It doesn’t matter now,” Mrs.
Haertel said. “I knew all along that
you were alive, somehow. You were
a little hasty, but you were far from
stupid — otherwise you wouldn’t
have survived. I suppose the whole
thing, bad and good, couldn’t have
happened the way it did if you'd
been older. Your various failures of
foresight were just what anyone
would expect from teen-agers — but
on the other hand, once you were
here, you saw direct, simple, unor-
thodox solutions to a lot of your
problems that would have escaped
an adult completely, even an engi-
neer, because his mind would have
been too thoroughly set in the con-
ventional grooves.”

She smiled suddenly. “In fact, you
got the fleet to Mars, between your
precipitousness and Dolph’s discov-
ery. Nobody your age had made so
much history since the Children’s
Crusade — and what you did was a
lot more useful! It isn’t over yet,
either. There’s that business of the
elixir, which may be the one thing
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that makes true colonization possible,
that, and your dealings with the Old
Martian, and much more — why,
you're the resident experts on the
planet!”

“We didn’t do much exploring,”
Dolph  said  regretfully. “We
couldn’t.”

“No matter. You’ll probably be
spending the rest of your lives lead-
ing expeditions, now that we’ve got
more equipment here. Unless, of
course, you let us sidetrack you in-
to being colonial governors or some
other such administrative job.” Mrs.
Haertel paused and looked at them
critically. “Though there’s one over-
sight we’d better repair right away,
before the newspapers get hold of
this story. You’d better get Captain
Friedman to marry you, before he’s
too busy to pin down about it.”

Dolph shot a helpless glance at
Nanette, but she only grinned im-
pudently and offered no help. He
said:

“Married! Not that I'd mind — I
mean, I think it's a great idea if
Nanette — that is, if you don’t think
that — I mean, we’re not exactly —"

Nanette said, with the barest trace
of malice, “I think he thinks he’s
too young. Besides, he hasn’t asked
me yet. For all he knows, I might
be much more interested in Dohmn.”

“Dohmn?”

“The dune-cat,” Dolph said, feel-
ing that the conversation was now
utterly out of control.

“Oh, nonsense. Dolph, it’s a little
late in the game for you to be gun-
shy. If you doubt me, I've got a wit-
ness. Look over there.”

For some time, Dolph had been

THE HOUR BEFORE EARTHRISE
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marginally aware that there was
someone else in the cabin: a tall
man standing opposite him, behind
his mother and well in the back-
ground. Now, for the first time, he
looked closely at the silent shape.

e saw a bearded figure, dressed

like Nanette and himself in
fresh green Space Force fatigues.
His expression was hard to read be-
hind all the whiskers, but his gaze
was level and probing. Judging by
his color and stance, he had spent
many years out in hard weather; he
looked lean and competent.

They came
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“Anybody you know?” Mrs.
Haertel said softly.

“I don’t —” Dolph started to say
and then stopped, for as he spoke,
the stranger spoke too. He said ex-
actly the same words.

He was, in fact, only a reflection
in the polished metal of the von
Braur’s hull. The tall man was
Dolph himself. It had been that many
years since he had seen a mirror.

Dolph took Nanette’s hand and
bowed solemnly to the image.

“How do you do, Mr. and Mrs.
Haertel,” he said solemnly. “And —

welcome to Mars!” END

with news
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Dear Editor:

I am writing this letter in answer
to the question posed in your June
editorial, viz, “. . . bearing in mind
that light itself has mass; it is de-
flected by gravitational fields, just
like an orbiting rock — what hap-
pens when light travels at light
speeds?”’ Well, bearing in mind that
I may not be at all qualified to write
on this subject (I believe that I may
be hopelessly out of date), I shail
forge ahead.

When I first read the above stated
question, I thought, “Of course, how
obvious. Light has a rest mass of
zero!” But, heh heh, doubts began
to slyly insinuate themselves. “Light
is deflected by a gravitational field.”
So I was forced (hating every min-
ute of it) to go to my books.

One of the reasons for my trepi-
dation was immediately apparent
when I ran across a passage like
this: “The energy of the photon is
proportional to the frequency of the
field. But energy of a particle is the
time component of a four-vector
with space components proportional
to the momentum of the particle,
and the frequency is the time com-
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ponent of a four-vector with space

- components proportional to the wave

number (reciprocal of the wave
length) of the wave.” (From Meth-
ods of Theoretical Physics, by Morse
and Feshbach, McGraw-Hill, 1953.
Sounds like something Frank Her-
bert might write, doesn’t it?)

There was one last recourse to
easy truth. I tried to think of what
my old physics professor might say.
I visualized him as he was, a saintly
old man, always on the verge of re-
tirement, a kind of cross between
Albert Einstein and Albert Schweit-
zer — strong in his quest for truth!
(You took that course too, €h?) I
could see his lips moving, but I
couldn’t hear him. (He spoke softly
and I sat in the back of the class.)
Ah, well, back to the hard way.

I think the easiest thing to do is
to let the path that a beam of light
(a packet of photons) would take
be a straight line. “That straight
line’s curved, professor.” “Back,
dummkopf! That’s a straight line!”
So, then, “space must be curved” to
account for this hypothesis. Is that
so strange, though? We kmow of
“bending of a “straight” path by



the movement of stars when the
path is near the surface of the sun.
Consider a sheet of some elastic sub-
stance stretched out “flat. Place a
rather heavy object in the center of
the sheet. Now roll a ball so that it
will pass near the center and fast
enough that it will reach the other
side. The path of the ball is of
course, curved. “But,” you say, “this
is just an analogy to gravitation.”
Ves, it is. That is exactly what it is.
And the ball is a photon, a “bundle”
of “waves”. Well then, consider a
light “massless” string laid out
along the floor with a curve in it.
Flip the end of the string to start
a pulse moving. When the pulse
reaches the curve, the peak of the
pulse will lean out away from the
direction of the curve! The pulse
seems to be undergoing an accelera-
tion! It wants to move in a straight
path!Well, the pulse is not under-
going an acceleration; the pulse has
no mass, and any mass a real string
would have is simply going up and
down. The seemirnig acgeleration is
due to forces pulling the pulses into
a new line, but these forces act on
a massless pulse.

Suppose you plotted the path of
the peak of the pulse as it moves
along the curved path. Now bend
the X axis so that it fits the curve
of the string. A similar orientation
of the Y axis will take care of the
sloping of the pulse as it rounds the
curve. You now have the pulse mov-
ing in a “straight line”. )

You may attribute a ‘“momentum”
to this pulse; a momentum propor-
tional to its energy where its energy
is proportional to the frequency of
the wave, but it must be remembered
that in the case of the photon this
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momentum is a result of considera-
tions of wave-particle duality.

No, I can’t say what happens
when light travels at light speed,
and I don’t have any sort of posi-
tive conviction that what I have
just said is any where near the
truth. I haven’t any idea what is
meant by massless momentum; and
I have the awful feeling that what
I have just belabored is ridiculous.
—Roy E. Kimbrell III, 2d Lt. AF,
Box 4216, College Station, Texas

77801. .
* * *

@ There we are, filled up tight for
another month. Our “first” this
month is The Empty Man by Gard-
ner Raymond Dozois (whose writing
time, for the next little while at
least, will be preempted by other
calls — he’s just entered the army).
We do print one “first” story each
issue, you know — which proves (a)
that we do read all the unsolicited
manuscripts  submitted, because
that's where we find them, and (b)
that writing science-fiction is not
yet a dead art form!

See you next month, when we’ll
have a lineup that includes A. Bert-
ram Chandler, J. T. MclIntosh, Gor-
don R. Dickson and (speaking of
“firsts”) one of our most pleasing
graduates from that status, Larry
Niven, with the first in a group
of stories (not exactly a series —

- they won’t all have the same char-

acters, etc.) that we are pretty sure
will be well liked indeed. It’s about
a neutron star. You can tell that
right away from the title — Neutron
Star — and it’s that recent rarity,
science fiction.

— The Editor
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would have been possible.”
M. L.

“I took in $2
home, My wif
both enjoy o
compliment:

square feet of carpet for a store

In one way, the big earnings reported
here might be called exceptional. In
another way, there is nothing excep-
tional about them. That’s because any
man who will follow instructions and is
willing to work at his own Duraclean
business should be able to do as well
under similar conditions.

Each of the men quoted here had tal-

ents and abilities different from those of
alMthe rest. But eack had one thing in
common—a desire to win personal inde-
pendence in a business of his own. And
each man took five identical steps to
reach his goal.
1. Each one read an announcement such
as you are reading now. 2. He wrote
for complete information. 3. He read the
literature ‘we sent him. 4. He gained
new confidence in himself and the belief
that he could succeed with Duraclean.
5. He accepted our offer to help him get
started. Later, he wrote to tell us about
his success.

In each case, remember, the first step
was to write to Duraclean for informa-
tion. If you would like to own a business
of your own, why don’t you do as these
men did—right now.

When I hear from you, I will send you
facts about the Duraclean Franchise
that will open your eyes. You will see
why a Franchise business such as ours
makes success for the individual the rule
vather than the exception.

$40,000 First Year

“In our first calendar year we
did a gross of $40,000. Without
constant help from the Duraclean
home office such growth never

linois

$2,880 in One

,880 in April. I worked froj

5 m
e handles all telephone calls, &’e
ur new found independence and the
s we get from satisfied customers.”

$116 for 6 Hours Work

“I have done hotels, studios, restaurants and
churches. That is where the big money is. Example:
‘One Saturday, $210 in 11 hours. Monday, $116
in 6 hours. I have also contracted to clean 80,000

G.F.

Year’s

job. I gross a

Month

J.F. A, Texas

for $4,000.”
Wisconsin

Let me give you the same
start I gave these men!

The Duraclean home service business
has been tried and tested. The market
for Duraclean Service is tremendous—
and growing. The methods that lead to
success have been clearly charted. When
an ambitious man follows these meth-
ods, su is the logical result.

Some Franchise businesses require
investments as high as $50,000. With
ours, you can get started for a few hun-
dred dollars and we finance the balance.
Monthly payments are so small that the
profits on less than one day’s service can
cover your payment for the entire
month. Even with this small investment
and operating as a one man business,
your potential is $250.00 a week net
profit. With two men working for you
35 hours a week, you should gross a
profit of $420.00. Allowing 20 % for
advertising and incidentals, the net
would amount to $336.00.

The most important part of Duraclean
home service is cleaning rugs, carpets
and upholstered furniture by a revolu-
tionary modern process known as the
“Absorption Method.” You do the
work right in the customer’s premises.
No harsh scrubbing with motor-driven
brushes. No soaking. Instead, an aer-
ated foam loosens the dirt and holds it
in suspension until removed. A test con-
ducted by an impartial laboratory
showed that the modern Absorption
Method removed twice as much dirt as

Secur l.tY-PI‘eStige.

are very important. This
8ross. For the firs
80t security—without fear of losj;

$360 Job Finished
in one day

«J did the Sorority House in one
day for $360. This business is in
its infancy.”

H.L.B.

FREE BOOK tells how these people—and
hundreds of others—got started in this Big
Money business. Send for your copy now.

Texas

was r
scrubbing.

If you are tired of working for others
or of jumping from one proposition to
another—if you have a real yearning
for independence in a business of your
own—then send for ‘“The Duraclean
Route to Success.” There is no obliga-
tion—no charge. No salesmen will call
to high pressure you. Send for the book
now. Read it. Then if you want to take
the next step toward independence, you
can write to me and let me give you the
same help I've given so many other suc-
cessful men.

W

DURACLEAN COMPANY
523D Duraclean Building, Deerfield, Hll. 60015

d by old fashioned i,

GRANT MAUK, President

1
523 DDuraclean Bldg., Deerfield, lil. 60015 |
Dear Mr. Mauk: 1
Please mail a copy of your Free Book that |
tells how | can get a Duraclean Franchise |
started in spare time without giving up my H
present income. No charge. No obligation. |
And no salesman is to call on me.

Name

Addre:

_State__.

City. Zip Codemee,



MOON MAP PUZZLE

Official Rand McNally Map taken from ac-
‘tual photos of the moon. This circular Map
Puzzle shows mountains, craters, seas,
basins and valleys, with frame containing
information about eclipses, tides, and sea-
sons. Map when completed 214" x 14Y,".
Made of heavy cardboard and diecut.

SELCHOW & RIGHTER CO.
BAY SHORE, NEW YORK
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