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Chapter 1

 


 


"Are you positive, Adrian? Do you know what
a discovery like that can produce?" asked, Mr. Gene, Taylor, the
head selenologist of the Lunar Mining Company's, geology
department. "If it is what you think, it's worth forty times the
value of gold. Go and run the test again to make sure."

"I've run the test on our last shipment of
regolith, twice, Sir. I even ran a sample through the electron
microscope and there is no doubt, isotopes of Helium-3 worth
$40,000 per ounce are definitely present. Listen, if you don't
trust my analysis, why don't you send a sample out to be
examined?"

Oh, no. We can't do that. A discovery of
this magnitude has to remain secret inside our company. If it did
slip out that we've found a valuable isotope on the moon. An
isotope that is very rare on Earth. The next thing you know, there
will be twenty companies competing with us for the right to mine
the moon. I just want to be sure of the find before I bring it up
before the board. So, please run the test one more time, for me,
please."

"Okay, boss. One more time. I should have a
result in a couple hours."

"Great, Adrian. Let's hope you get the same
finding. In the mean time, and because I trust your skills, I'll
begin composing my presentation for the board meeting. If
everything is as you said, we both are in for big bonuses."

"Well, go ahead and plan how you're going to
spend the money, because I'm positive there is Helium-3 in the last
sample, and a lot of it at that," Adrian, said, as he left Mr.
Taylor's office.

 


Back in the company's lab, Adrian removed a
grain of moon dirt, better know as, regolith, from a small
canister. It was the most recent sample sent down from the moon to
be analyzed. Of course preliminary analysts of the samples are
performed on the moon before shipping them down to Earth, but,
because the lunar labs are sparsely equipped, those examinations
are rudimentary and would not have found Helium-3.

He skipped the fundamental steps of analysts
and went straight to the scanning electron microscope for
sub-nanometer resolution of the particle.

Placing the sample in the machine, he turned
it on. Inside the microscope, while in a vacuum, a focused electron
beam scanned over the surface of the sample to create an image. The
electrons in the beam interacted with the sample, producing various
signals that are used to obtain information about the topography
and composition of the sample.

The results of the scan are then recorded as
a graph that is projected on a read out monitor with each spike
representing various elements. The higher the spike, the higher the
concentration of an element or isotope.

After studying the
familiar graph for the third time, and seeing the helilum-3 spike
above all others, Adrian, said, to himself, "I told him I was
right." He then thought, there is
definitely Helium-3 in this sample and judging by the size of this
spike, way more than I thought. Now, maybe we can kick this company
into high gear, and I can get my own lab to work in from now
on.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


"I know I've said it before, Braxs, but I'm
serious this time. This is my last trip up."

"Said it before? How many times, Coon, since
you began working here ten years ago, back in, what was it,
twenty-forty-five or so? Now, here it is, twenty-fifty-five, and
you're still saying the same thing. Face it, Coon, you aren't going
anywhere. Where else can you make a quarter of a million in one
week? And add the shares of anything we find on the moon, and you
could be a millionaire in no time."

The men, along with eighteen other miners
and an unfamiliar geologist, sat in their acceleration inertia
couches while onboard the rapid transit shuttle that was about to
be launched on a trip to the lunar mining complex.

They were fully dressed in their vacuum
suits including their helmets with the faceplates up.

"Say, Coon, did you see that new geologist
seated in the back? I don't remember seeing him before," asked,
Braxs.

"Yeah, I saw him. I hear he is being sent up
to check out some new isotope recently discovered. I wonder what it
could be?"

"I don't know, but if the company is going
through all the trouble to send in an expert, it's probably
something big, and you know what that means."

"Do, I. Ca-ching — more money in our
pockets."

"A-men, brother, and—"

The voice of the shuttle's captain came over
the PA. "Okay, fellas, you know the drill, and for those of you
making their first trip up, listen carefully. I'm about to fire up
the fusion engine which will cause this boat to vibrate severely.
Do not be concerned. It is normal. All passengers are to remain in
their seats until the seat-belt light goes out. All helmet
faceplates are to remain lowered and locked into place. Shortly
after the engine is running, I'll turn on the antigravity and
inertia dampers. You will feel a tingling in your extremities —
again normal, and will end as soon as we're out of Earth's gravity.
The shuttle will accelerate to around
two-hundred-and-forty-thousand miles an hour. The trip to the moon
will take only an hour. During a short period between acceleration
to speed and deceleration as we approach the moon, you can leave
your seats, but must be seated again when prompted as we transition
for landing on the lunar surface. Once on the lunar surface, please
debark quickly. There will be other miners waiting to return to
Earth and we don't want to hold them up any longer than necessary.
Enjoy the ride. That is all."

After the message, Coon said, "You know what
Braxs — after we get going, I'm going to ask this new geologist if
he knows what new isotope was discovered and how valuable it
is."

"Come on Coon. You know he ain't gonna tell
you nothing like that. If we're entitled to more money, we'll hear
it from the company, but, hay, it's worth a try."

"Yeah, you're right, Braxs. So, what's the
point, right?"

"You bet I am," said, Braxs, as he lowered
his helmet's faceplate and locked it into place with Coon doing the
same.

In a moment, the men felt, rather than
heard, the fusion engine start as the shuttle began vibrating.

Well, here I go for the
last time, thought, Coon, but not sure if
it was his last trip. If a new isotope was, indeed, discovered on
the moon that would put a lot more profit sharing money in his
pocket, he wasn't sure if he could walk away from that.

 


 



Chapter 3

 


 


As the shuttle approached the mining field
while seeming to be going way too fast, Coon sat, still strapped in
his couch, as he watched the shuttle circle the vast field that
appeared more like a city than a drilling site. He could see pin
points of field lights extending in all directions, and which
seemed more numerous than the dark, star field, space above.

In the middle of the mining area stood the
drill tower that, because the moons gravity is one-sixth that of
Earth, stretched to a height of over five-hundred feet.

Around the tower were various geodesic dome
support structures, all pressurized, and attached by transparent,
half-moon, colonnades, which were also pressurized.

At the base of the tower was a, mammoth,
pentagon shaped structure in which the actual drilling operation
was conducted, and in which the science labs were located.

Extending from one side of the pentagon was
a fast moving, twenty-mile-long conveyor that carried away the
refuse from the drilling operation to be dumped in ever growing
piles. From there, the refuse is loaded onto large dump trucks to
be taken to the mineral extractions dome where valuable minerals,
such as gold or platinum, are extracted.

He noticed the many, ant
like, vehicles in every configuration, scurrying around while doing
there assigned task, particularly, the strange looking tractor
trailer, like, vehicle that was suppose to be carrying loads of the
one-hundred-foot long and twelve-foot in diameter pipe into the
pentagon to be added to the drilling pipe as it dug deeper into the
lunar soil. It, instead, was removing pipe from the
pentagon. Something is
wrong, he thought. I know that because of the moon's one-sixth gravity, the pipe
is not as heavy as it would be on Earth, but dismantling it and
taking out of operations is no simple task.

"Hey, Braxs, do you see the pipe truck
taking the pipe out of operations instead of in?" asked, Coon.

"Yeah, I saw that, and look up at the top of
the tower. It appears the drilling has stopped. When the drill is
running, that bearing at the top is always spinning, but it ain't
right now."

"Oh, yeah. I think you're right. Maybe
they're fixing something?"

"Yeah, I guess so." Braxs, said as he
checked his suit's oxygen supply gauge.

"Do you think they'll ever find what they're
looking for with all this drilling?" Coon, asked, as he followed,
Braxs, and checked his gauge.

"I don't know. It don't make me no
difference as long as they keep paying me to drill. Hell, I don't
even know what the hell we're drilling for anyway."

"I heard they're looking for frozen water
that's supposed to be down deep."

"Yeah, you keep on believing that bull if
you want. I think they're looking for gold or anything of value,
and hope they strike a glacier in the process. One thing is for
sure, that new geologist ain't come all the way up here to certify
they've
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