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"We were warned off. There was never any question of a moonbase or trips to Mars. We'd be allowed enough lunar landings to prevent panic, and that was it."


——quote often attributed to Neil Armstrong by UFO conspiracy theorists
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Many years ago I participated in a discussion panel at a convention with the theme "Books We'd Like to Forget."  At first people suggested the books we wish we'd never read, while others offered the less obvious: the books we loved so much we wanted to be able to forget so we could read them for the first time once again. Then a participant suggested The Lord of the Rings, not so much because it was bad, but because it had set a pattern into which books were being forced whether or not it was suitable for the story.

Since then I've come to see the merits in that individual's argument. Yes, there are some stories that have been forced into the trilogy format because it's the expected form, and it actually harmed them. I remember a wonderful two-book set, and then a third book came out that really felt tacked on, as if someone in the publishing hierarchy decreed that this would become a trilogy, and no further contracts would be issued until the author ground out the requisite third book. More recently, I read an alternate history trilogy that felt as if it were stretched out to three volumes with a considerable amount of filler – and then ended at an arbitrary point that was well beyond the natural ending of the novel, yet by continuing so long suggested that we should be seeing how the effects of events percolated outward for several more chapters.

However, there are also trilogies that are less created than discovered. That is, the author writes the three elements separately, and only afterward discovers the connections within each that tie them together.

This is the case with my Space Race Trilogy. I originally wrote "The Secret of Pad 34" in July of 2011, in response to an anthology submissions request. When it was not accepted there, I shopped it around until it ran out of markets, at which point I put it away, since indie publishing was just barely becoming respectable at that point. A year later I wrote "Beach House on the Moon," also in response to an anthology submissions request, and in doing so finally found a use for an image that had been hanging around in my mind ever since hearing the Jimmy Buffet song of the same title. Although my story didn't find a home at that anthology, it ultimately would be published in the anthology Eldritch Embraces: Putting the Love back in Lovecraft.

Meanwhile, I wrote "Time Slips" in the fall of 2012 in response to an invitation to submit to an anthology. Unfortunately, my submission apparently became lost in the ether, and by the time I discovered the problem, the deadline had passed me by. So I shopped it around for a while, then held it in reserve for an anthology that a friend was trying to put together, but wasn't ready to take submissions.

By this time I was becoming involved in indie publishing, releasing some of my anthology publications as stand-alone e-books. Among those was "Beach House on the Moon." However, it was only in 2021, as I was struggling to break free of the psychological effects of a year of unprecedented disruption in my life, that I decided to go ahead and release "Time Slips" as an e-book. A month later I decided to do likewise with "The Secret of Pad 34," at which point I realized that the three books together  do fit together to form a trilogy, even if they were never written as a unified whole. In fact the ending of "Beach House on the Moon" brings everything full circle, since the timeline to which Emmaline is delivered is strongly reminiscent of the initial timeline in "Time Slips."

With some encouragement from friends and mentors, I have put them together, along with two previously unpublished essays exclusive to this volume. I hope that you will enjoy this new presentation of my story of the Space Race in the world of the Lovecraft Mythos.
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Those of us who grew up in the 1950's, reading Robert A. Heinlein, got a pretty good idea of what the future was going to look like. Upward and outward in a never-ending frontier of human exploration and settlement. By the turn of the century we'd have cities on the Moon, bases on Mars, prospectors and mining habitats in the Asteroid Belt.

Instead we got Neil Armstrong's one small step, then everything fell apart. After six lunar landings we retreated back to low Earth orbit. There we got a series of makework programs to keep anybody from noticing we were going in circles until too much money had been sunk into the fatally flawed Space Shuttle to recover our lost momentum.

So what happened to those old dreams of space as our next frontier, where ordinary people would live and work in those bases on the Moon and Mars? Did they really disappear like mist in the morning light, the way the notoriously anti- Senator Proxmire of Wisconsin and his intellectual successors have wanted? Or did they take on a life of their own, slipping the bonds of time and place to dwell free and wild in humanity's collective subconscious?

With proper preparation our minds can wander free across time, like an old-fashioned AM radio tuner dial sliding across the frequencies to bring in a distant station through static and interference. And when the stars are right, we can gaze into the futures that might have been, the futures we used to have, until someone or something took them away.

——Rebecca Curwen, Days of Futures Lost: A Parapsychological Exploration. Arkham, Massachusetts: Miskatonic University Press, 2012.




Washington, DC

April 9, 1959



When Deke Slayton received the invitation to test for a new project, he'd been excited at the prospect of flying higher and faster than ever before. Now that he had endured all the ordeals that passed as a selection process to become one of America's first seven astronauts, he no longer felt so confident in his decision to volunteer for this Project Mercury. For starters, why did the brass think they needed to hold a goddamned press conference?

At least he wouldn't have to go through this ordeal among strangers. He'd recognized Gus Grissom and Gordo Cooper from Edwards Air Force Base, and had at least a glancing acquaintance with the other four. The world of professional military test pilots was simply too small for it to be otherwise. For instance, that tall, lanky Navy guy had visited Edwards to sort out the problems the Air Force was having with the F11F-1 Tiger. Damn if Al Shepard wasn't still as aloof and cocky as he'd been that day he'd sauntered into Pancho's Fly-Inn after he'd ejected from a flamed-out spinning plane. Could nothing puncture that man's ego?

Curious, Deke maneuvered to get an earful of whatever wild story Al was telling. Deke had expected some exploit at Pax River, the Navy's primary aircraft testing ground, but this story didn't even have anything to do with flying.

"...tried to break into the library to steal a rare volume, and the guard dog caught him and killed him. It all happened years before I ever set foot on campus, but I've talked to people who saw it, and they said that dog threw itself right through a plate glass window to get at him, bam, just like that." Was it Deke's imagination, or was Al's gesture at the end calculated to show off his Naval Academy ring for the benefit of the ROTC guys?

Another of the Navy guys, the one who'd been telling jokes a little earlier, went all wide-eyed. "Wow. Why?"

"Because that guy wasn't human, that's why. People called his grandfather Old Wizard Whateley, but the professors at Miskatonic say that's just ignorant back-country townsfolk seeing things through the lens of superstition. Nowadays, people would probably say the old man opened a gate to another dimension and bred an alien's children on his daughter. I never went back to Arkham after I got orders to Annapolis, but I've seen enough to convince me Shakespeare was right: there are more things in heaven and Earth than our science wants to admit."

Now there was a story that could get wide-eyed attention from even experienced test pilots who'd heard everything and prided themselves in never showing astonishment. Deke wasn't sure how much credence he wanted to give this tale. Sure, he'd heard stories about dangerous ancient places and the foolish people who nosed into books of esoteric lore better left well enough alone, but always as secondhand accounts, friend of a friend stories. Even Al had just admitted that he'd only heard this one from people much older than himself.

Before Al could expound further, one of the official types came in to usher them to their seats. As Deke made his way toward his assigned place, Al gave him a fishy look. "So, are those things, what do you call them, bow ties, coming back in style?"

The sneer in Al's tone hit a nerve and Deke bristled. "What's the matter with my goddamn tie?"

Al's mouth quirked upward into a sly smile. "Oh, I don't think the catsup, or egg, or whatever guck is on it should be too noticeable."

Guck? Deke didn't think he'd spilled anything on his tie, but he was just unnerved enough to want to check. Except he couldn't bolt from the line to find a mirror, so he cocked his head to bring his tie into view.

He was still struggling to check the condition of his tie when they all sat down. Moments later Al leaned over to whisper, "By the way, there's nothing on your tie. Gotcha."

***
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NOW THAT AMERICA'S first seven astronauts had gotten introduced to the public, it was time to buckle down on getting Project Mercury flying. The Mercury spacecraft was minimalistic, so tiny you practically put it on rather than climbing into it. Just getting proper controls and a window
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