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Who is Captain Future?

	CAPTAIN FUTURE IS THE NOM DE GUERRE of Curt Newton, adventurer, citizen-scientist, and troubleshooter for the Interplanetary Police Force (IPF) of the Solar Coalition. Although born on Earth, Curt was raised on the Moon, his very existence a closely-guarded secret following the murder of his parents, Roger and Elaine Newton, within their underground laboratory hidden beneath the floor of Tycho Crater. 

	Roger and Elaine, along with their teacher and mentor Simon Wright, were visionary scientists working on the development of a prototype android which they named Otho (an acronym for “Orthogenetic Transhuman Organism”) that was intended to be a full-body replacement for the terminally ill Dr. Wright. It was their hope that, if Dr. Wright’s mind could be successfully scanned into Otho’s brain, he would be the first of many people who’d have their lives expanded indefinitely by such transfers.

	However, shortly before Roger, Elaine, and Simon were about to enter the final phases of this project, they learned that their principal financial investor, Victor Corvo, had other plans for the new technology: selling it to the military to supply soldiers killed in combat with new bodies, in the process creating immortal armies. Seeing this as both unethical and dangerous, the three scientists decided to take the newborn Curt and flee to the Moon, where they’d finish Otho’s development at remote Tycho Base, which Roger secretly built beneath the lunar surface with the aid of construction robots. In order to keep Corvo from learning where they’d gone, Roger Newton faked their death aboard his private racing yacht. 

	Upon arrival at Tycho Base, though, Simon Wright succumbed to the stress of the voyage from Earth. Fortunately, Roger and Elaine were able to preserve his brain and transfer it into a robotic, multi-functional drone. They also realized that one of the construction robots used to build the base had become a sentient and intelligent being who had taken the name of the company that manufactured him, Grag, as his own. Because it’s useful to have an intelligent robot, Roger and Elaine decided to keep Grag while Simon learned to use the drone that his brain temporarily would occupy until Otho’s body had finished its development within the experimental bioclast that Roger and Elaine had fashioned for the purpose.

	Before this could happen, though, tragedy – and homicide – struck. Several months after the family’s arrival on the Moon, Tycho Base had an unexpected visitor: Victor Corvo. Upon figuring out that Roger Newton faked the deaths of himself and his party, Corvo tracked them to Luna. And he didn’t come alone, but instead brought with him a pair of killers-for-hire. During the confrontation that followed, Corvo had his assassins murder Roger and Elaine. However, Simon Wright witnessed the double-murder from his hiding place in Tycho’s subsurface lair, where Roger had told him to take Curt when Corvo’s ship landed. Simon ordered Grag to kill the assassins; however, Corvo managed to get away, leaving behind a bomb that devastated Tycho Base’s above ground facilities, but didn’t impact the hidden warrens below.

	 Having assumed that Roger Newton and his family were dead, Corvo fled back to Earth, unwittingly leaving behind Simon Wright, Curt Newton, Grag and the soon-to-be-born Otho. Vowing to avenge the murders of Roger and Elaine, Simon took it upon himself to raise Curt in secrecy, training him for the day when he could track down Victor Corvo.

	With Simon, Grag and Otho as both his teachers and companions, Curt Newton spent the first decades of his life learning the skills he’d need for this task. In doing so Simon Wright – whom Otho and Curt nicknamed “the Brain” – gave Curt an appellation of his own: Captain Future, after the make-believe persona Curt fashioned for himself while playing in Tycho’s underground passageways. The grown-up Curt was reluctant to use this childhood nickname, but the Brain insisted that he needed to keep his true identity a carefully-guarded secret as he pursued his campaign against Corvo, who, since his murder of Curt’s parents, had become an elected member of the Solar Coalition Senate.

	Eventually, Corvo was brought to justice. In doing so, Curt exposed a plot to destroy the Solar Coalition that Corvo had hatched along with his illegitimate son: Ul Quorn, the so-called Magician of Mars, who was the leader of the Starry Messenger separatist movement. Curt refused to kill Senator Corvo, though, instead turning him over to the IPF. Once this was done, James Carthew – the President of the Solar Alliance whom Corvo had targeted for assassination – persuaded Curt to continue his newfound role as the Solar Coalition’s troubleshooter.

	Along with Lieutenant Joan Randall of the IPF (with whom Curt is not-so-secretly infatuated) and Simon, Otho and Grag as his companions, Captain Future and the Futuremen – the name given by President Carthew to Curt’s friends, teachers and companions – became the protectors of law and justice on the high frontier.

	 

	What has happened before:

	Five years after these events, Curt Newton and the Futuremen were unwittingly drawn into an interplanetary conspiracy that began several months earlier with the New Year’s Eve hijacking of the passenger liner Titan King by pirates led by the mysterious Black Pirate. Although both the vessel and the pirates vanished into deep space somewhere beyond Saturn, they returned later aboard the rechristened Vindicator for an even more audacious crime, the takeover of the Solar Alliance’s maximum-security prison on Pluto. Cold Hell also happened to be the place where Victor Corvo had been incarcerated. The Black Pirate freed the prisoners, enlisting most of them to join his pirate crew; along with Senator Corvo, they took the warden and the few surviving guards hostage, demanding that their ransom for safe release be delivered by none other than Captain Future himself.

	When Curt and the Futuremen were informed of this by Ezra Gurney, the Marshall also revealed one of the Coalition’s most sensitive secrets. Not far from the prison was a top-secret research laboratory directed by an Aresian physicist, Tiko Thrinn. The base was involved with using alien petroglyphs found on ancient relics, previously discovered on Mars and deciphered by Ul Quorn, to develop a spacetime wormhole generator that could potentially transport a ship across the galaxy. Whatever else happened, Ezra told Curt, the lab and could not be allowed to fall into the hands of terrorists. Although aware that all this may well be trap, Curt and his team set out for Pluto aboard their new vessel, the Comet Mark II …where they soon discovered that the Black Pirate was actually Ul Quorn, presumed dead but far from deceased.

	This was the beginning of an epic adventure, The Return of Ul Quorn, that would eventually take Captain Future from one end of the Solar System to the next and even beyond, to the distant star Deneb and the extinct alien race that once inhabited one of its worlds. Here Ul Quorn discovered an alien superweapon capable of wiping out entire civilizations. With the assistance of Tiko Thrinn, the Magician of Mars brought the colossal energy weapon back to the Sol system and attempted to use it against the Solar Coalition.

	In the end, Ul Quorn was defeated by Curt Newton and his team when they led a  Solar Guard task force into battle with near Europa. Defeated, Ul Quorn attempted to flee once again; this time, though, one of his own henchmen turned on him, and Ul Quorn met justice in Jupiter’s Great Red Eye. 

	Curt received his own reward as well when Joan Randall decided to turn their long-standing romantic relationship into a permanent partnership, and proposed marriage to Curt. The Return of Ul Quorn closed with Curt indecisive whether to accept Joan’s proposal … as if the outcome was seriously in doubt.

	It is now nine months later …

	 


Prologue:

	“Apollo, This Is Houston, Do You Copy?”

	 

	ON FEBRUARY 5, 1974, AT 1015 GMT, Apollo 20, NASA’s final scheduled mission of Project Apollo, was on the third day of flight and just hours away from putting two more American astronauts on the Moon when Mission Control in Houston suddenly lost radio contact with the spacecraft. 

	At this particular part of the mission schedule, communications between the Johnson Space Center and Apollo 20’s command module, Perseverance, or its lunar module, Pride, weren’t being broadcast on commercial TV and radio. Therefore, no one outside the control room was aware that the ultra-high frequency telemetry being received by NASA’s global Apollo Communications Network had ceased, the Ku-band signal abruptly lapsing into silence. 

	At the Capcom workstation, Tom Early — himself an astronaut who’d walked on the Moon just thirteen months ago during Apollo 18, now tasked with the job of being the voice of NASA — happened to be looking straight at his console’s computer screen when the luminescent bar showing signal-strength abruptly flatlined. At the same instant, his headphones went silent … dead silent, he might have said, if he wasn’t superstitious enough to avoid uttering that particular phrase during flight. No static crackle, none of the eerily warbling “song of hydrogen” emitted by cosmic radiation, not even the intermittent beep transmitted every sixty seconds to confirm active radio status. Just silence, deep as the void itself.

	“Apollo, this is Houston, do you copy? Over.” Tom held down the Talk button on his board as he spoke into his headset mic, then released it and listened for a reply. There was the usual thirty-second time lapse. Then, nothing. Tom watched the digital clock on his board for exactly thirty more seconds, then pressed the Talk button again. “Perseverance, this is Houston. Maurice, do you copy? Please respond. Over.”

	Nothing. 

	Only a few seconds ago, everything seemed normal. Apollo 20’s three astronauts — USAF Lt. Col. Maurice Jobe, USN Commander Richard Caldwell, and neurophysicist Dr. Donald Edwards, a civilian scientist from Georgia State University — had been awakened from their scheduled sleep period two hours ago; the song transmitted to Apollo as today’s wake-up call was “Superfly” by Marvin Gaye, Col. Jobe’s choice. Following a nutritious, though rather unappealing, breakfast of paste from squeeze tubes and dehydrated cubes from plastic wrappers, purported to taste like eggs and bacon but falling short, the astronauts had begun preparing for their landing, scheduled for 1300 GMT. 

	The primary target site was Tycho Crater, located in the lunar southern hemisphere. This would be the first time an Apollo spacecraft had ever attempted to land inside a crater, so everyone involved in the mission was already on edge about what might be a hazardous objective.

	The last Tom heard from Apollo 20, Maurice was in Perseverance, using the Command Module’s periscope-like sextant to check their bearings and feed the coordinates into the onboard computer, with Mission Control double-checking his calculations against those made by the massive IBM mainframes in the next room. Meanwhile, Don and Rick were in Pride, making final preparations for their two-day sortie to Tycho. Maurice had just finished reciting the sextant bearings to Mission Control when the radio abruptly went silent.

	Tom nervously ran a hand through his unfashionable crewcut — he’d steadfastly refused to let his hair grow any longer than it’d been when he left the Navy to join the NASA astronaut corps back in ’61, thirteen years ago — and his palm came away damp with sweat. He glanced over his shoulder at the workstation in the middle of the third row where the Flight Director sat. Gene Krantz was there, as always wearing a red vest emblazoned with the patch for the current mission. No longer relaxed, he now sat bolt upright in his chair. 

	Tom caught Gene’s eye. Neither man said anything, but Tom knew at once that Gene had caught the same thing, the abrupt radio drop-off right in the middle of a routine procedure following the brief main-engine burn which had put Apollo 20 on course for orbital insertion above the Moon. Gene nudged his headset mic closer to his mouth, then pushed the Talk button on his own console. “Apollo 20, this is Houston,” he said, his voice firm and level. “Maurice, this is Flight. Do you hear me? Please respond, over.”

	Still nothing. By then everyone in the control room had become aware that something was amiss. Along the three elevated rows of workstations facing the backlit mapboard and projection TV screens on the front wall of the room, controllers had stopped what they were doing to observe the drama taking place at CapCom and Flight. Gene noticed this, and he shot everyone a silent look: Look sharp, people, we may have a problem.

	As the rest of the flight controllers returned their attention to their boards, Tom warily glanced in back of him at the line of soundproof windows running along the rear wall behind the third row. On the other side of those windows was an observation gallery, often occupied by reporters covering the mission, astronauts’ wives and kids, or occasionally a congressman or some other VIP who’d managed to wrangle an official invitation. Tom let out a relieved sigh when he saw that the gallery was empty, its theater-style seats vacant. No one who’d been invited to be there to watch today’s landing had arrived yet … including the NASA press corps, whom Tom had been most afraid to see there. All they needed now was to have some veteran science reporter like Jack Wilford or Jay Barbree or Marty Caidin catch on that something was wrong. Tom hoped someone had the sense to lock the door until …

	“Houston, this is Apollo. We copy, over.”

	Maurice’s voice came through his headset, loud and clear and welcome as a blast of water against a wildfire. Tom was quick to respond. “Apollo, this is Houston. Lost you there for a minute, buddy. Everything okay up there? Over.”

	About fifteen seconds went by, a little longer than warranted by the Earth-to-Moon five-second time-lag. Then they heard Maurice again: “No problem here, Houston. I just hit the mic switch with my elbow, turned off … aw, y’know, just your usual goof-up, that’s all. Over.”

	Everyone in Mission Control sagged back in their seats, visibly relieved to hear the mission commander’s voice. Most of the people in the room had been present during Apollo 13; the memory of the chilling moment when they heard Jim Lovell say, “Houston, we have a problem” was still fresh. Yet Tom heard the incertitude in Maurice’s voice, the underlying nervousness beneath his usual calm veneer.

	So did Gene Krantz. On his feet now, one hand on his hip and the other on his mic wand, Flight looked like a boss who’d just caught an employee sneaking out the side door for a smoke. “That must be some squirrelly kind of yoga you’re practicing there, Rick, to be able to twist your arm around like that and hit the com switch.” Krantz wasn’t bothering to hide his skepticism. “Want to try that again? Over.”

	A few seconds went by, then: “We copy, Houston. Hold on. Over.”

	Another minute went by, then more, almost as long as the original silence. Tom and Gene shared a look, both wondering the same thing: what was going on out there? Tom had a distinct feeling that the crew of Apollo 20 was hastily trying to get their story straight. Tom was about to hit the Talk button again when they heard the voice of another astronaut, this time from Rick Caldwell: 

	“Ah … sorry, Flight, that was my fault. I was horsing around with Don down in the LEM and I did something … well, it was kinda stupid and Maurice had to cut out to make sure Don and I were okay. Everything is okay now. We’re just … we’re fine, no problem. Over.”

	Krantz wasn’t accepting this. “Want to tell us what’s going on, Apollo? Over”

	Another pause, then Maurice spoke again. “Negative, Flight. Nothing to worry about. Over.”

	Yet as Apollo 20’s commander spoke, Tom heard Don Edwards say something; not directly into his mic, where his words would’ve been clearly understood, but in the background, as an almost unintelligible comment. If Gene Krantz heard the mission’s civilian crewmember, though, he gave no indication. “We copy, Apollo. Be careful, gentlemen. The LEM is no place for horsing around. Over.”

	“Affirmative,” Maurice replied. “We’ll keep that in mind. Apollo over and out.”

	The communication ended, and everyone in the room began to breathe easy again. It wasn’t the first time the astronauts had squirreled around during a mission; everyone remembered the shenanigans of the boys of Apollo 12, Al Shepard’s mission. 

	Gene Krantz shook his head and sat down again. “Okay, folks, show’s over,” he said. “Back to work.”

	Tom Early was still unsatisfied, though. Flight might have missed what Dr. Edwards had said off-mic, but he hadn’t. And it was what Tom had heard Don say, just a moment after Maurice reassured Mission Control there was nothing to be concerned about, that puzzled CapCom.

	Don had said, “Thanks to Captain Future.”
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	Racing Wolves

	
	THE IDEA, THE WHOLE STUPID IDEA, came out of a good-natured quarrel that rose between Curt, Joan, and Otho over dinner at Tycho Base. At least that’s how everyone later remembered it. The truth of the matter, though, was that it didn’t really start that way. If everyone hadn’t been bored silly — even Grag, who as a robot was theoretically incapable of boredom — the notion probably wouldn’t have occurred to anyone in the first place. It would’ve simply been a disagreement that no one still thought about just a few hours later and would’ve been completely forgotten by the next sol.

	Following their final confrontation with Ul Quorn near Jupiter1, Captain Future and the Futuremen had decided to take a six-month leave of absence from their duties as defenders of the Solar Coalition and unofficial troubleshooters for the Interplanetary Police Force. They needed rest and recuperation from the ordeal, but the main reason was to give Curt and Joan the time get married at long last, their reward for saving the Coalition from the Magician of Mars and the alien superweapon he’d brought back from Deneb. 

	Curt and Joan’s wedding took place on the Moon, at the Straight Wall Solar System Monument, the very spot where they’d first met almost six Earth-years ago. It was officiated by no less than President Carthew himself, yet it was a small and very private ceremony, with only Otho, Simon, Grag, and Ezra Gurney present. The Monument was temporary closed to the public, allegedly for maintenance; the less anyone knew about the private lives of Captain Future and the Futuremen, the better.

	After this, Curt and Joan had left the Moon for the next four months, Earth-time, their honeymoon a tour of the Coalition’s most scenic locales — the Noctis Labyrinthis on Mars, Earth’s Hawaiian Islands, the biohabs of Ganymede — taken under alias, holomasks worn as disguises when necessary. The Futuremen handled only minor emergencies during Curt and Joan’s sabbatical, yet there had been nothing worth their attention except a routine search and rescue mission on Mercury and helping the IPF bust a dope-smuggling operation on Phobos. 

	In the aftermath of the Ul Quorn affair, it appeared that the Solar System quieted down for a little while. When the newlywed M’sieur and Madame Newton finally returned to Tycho Base, it was to find their lunar days filled with little more than mind-numbing routine, puttering about Tycho Base while waiting for some problem, any problem, to break the boredom. Yet there was simply nothing to do.

	So when they received an unexpected delivery of new equipment at Tycho Base, Curt, Joan, and “the boys” (as Joan liked to call three artificial lifeforms who were actually older than either she or her husband) found a welcome relief from ennui, for the three big cargo pods that the base’s service bots unloaded from an unpiloted freighter contained something that Ezra Gurney had determined were needed the last time he’d visited Tycho Base to inventory their supplies: three brand-new Moon Wolf Mark IV trikes.

	These lunar all-terrain vehicles were weaponized military versions of the lunar rovers popular with tourists, wilderness explorers, and drag-racing looney teenagers with a death wish. With oversize carbon-alloy coil tires and hydrogen-cell engines, each were each equipped with an open two-seat cockpit protected by a roll cage and regolith shields, a pair of recoilless 45mm machine guns mounted left and right of the forward wheel, and even a short-range pogo rocket for hopping over small crevasses and impact craters. In short, they were high-performance ground vehicles designed for operations on the Moon and other places where surface assaults were more desirable than space attacks.

	The Futuremen already had two Mark II-c versions of Moon Wolf LATVs, but they were beat-up old IPF surplus vehicles that had been used on many previous operations and needed to be retired. However, there were few occasions when Captain Future’s team needed vehicles like these; the Comet’s fantome generator made their spacecraft uniquely capable of invisibility, so there were few times when the Futuremen needed to stage the sort of ground attacks for which the Mark IV MoonWolf was designed. 

	The real reason why Marshall Gurney had requisitioned three new Moon Wolves for Tycho Base was that Joan — whom Ezra had permanently assigned to the Futuremen as their IPF liaison long before they fell in love — had privately informed Ezra that her husband and his team were in danger of losing their edge. 

	“Sir, the boys need new toys,” Joan said over the private comlink she’d shared with her chief ever since he’d assigned her to the Futuremen. “Give them something to play with, please, before they go stir crazy down here. Like three new Moon Wolf trikes, maybe. I’ll take responsibility and make sure they don’t hurt themselves.”

	“Couldn’t you just give ‘em a deck of cards?” he asked, but nonetheless he went along with her and made the requisition. And sure enough, moments after Curt and Otho unpacked the pods and discovered what Ezra had sent them, the two of them began to bicker over which was the better LATV jockey. The dispute only got worse when Joan playfully let them know that she was better than either of them and even had an IPF First Place LATV racing trophy to prove it.

	 This had been a deliberate challenge, for although she’d been let into Curt’s boys’ club some time ago, they’d always made it clear to her that whatever she could do, they could do better, and struggled like hell to prove it … not always successfully. The moment she said this, Joan knew that she’d thrown down the gauntlet; not even news that the Sun was about to go nova would stop them now.

	Fortunately, the argument was only between the three of them, and Grag and the Brain were left out. Grag was too big and massive to operate a MoonWolf even in lunar gravity; if he tried to sit in the driver’s saddle, he’d only bend the roll-bar frame. Simon’s cyborg form wasn’t suitable for trike racing either; the saucer-shaped carapace containing his brain was the wrong size and shape to be securely strapped down, and his claw manipulators weren’t long enough to reach the handlebar control yoke. And besides, such juvenile behavior was beneath him; if Dr. Simon Wright could have sniffed self-righteously and put his nose up in the air, he would’ve done so. 

	In the end, there was only one way to settle the argument, however reckless and stupid it might be. A trike race. Once around Tycho, from one side of the crater to the other and back again, with the winner getting bragging rights once and for all.

	Curt, Joan, and Otho had each claimed a MoonWolf, and then spent the next 48 hours tinkering with their vehicles, refitting them in much the same way low riders of the 20th century had taken respectable coupes and sedans, stripped them down to bare essentials, and transformed them into aggressive, barely street-legal hot rods. Gone were the rear-wheel fenders, passenger seats, guns and gun racks, auxiliary headlamps, LPF transceivers and antennae, and anything else that added unnecessary mass. They tinkered with the engines, each in their own way, adding little tricks they figured would get a little extra speed out of vehicles already designed for ground speeds of 65 mph or more, which was fast for lunar rovers.

	They’d worked on their trikes in separate corners of Tycho Base’s underground hangar, the artificial cavern where the Comet and their other vehicles stayed between missions. Since the hangar was pressurized, it allowed each of them to do one more thing: give their trikes custom paint jobs, making each one reflective of their individual drivers. Otho’s resembled a fierce Japanese dragon, with scales and wings and fangs and fiery red eyes. Joan’s Moon Wolf resembled a crouching timber wolf, dark brown and black, with a snarling, teeth-filled mouth and taloned paws above its wheels. And Curt’s was more typical: against chrome-silver body art, a bright yellow hex surrounding a streamlined letter F, the logo known through the solar system as Captain Future’s sigil.

	While the competitors worked on their trikes, Grag and the Brain took care of a couple of errands for the two remaining members of the Futuremen: their mascots, Oog and Eek. A courier ‘bot arrived at Tycho Base to take custody of Oog, the anamorphic Denebian who was being temporarily put on loan to exobiologists at the University of Luna who wished to study the shape-changing extraterrestrial for a few weeks. While Oog was gone, Eek would be taking a sabbatical of his own. The little moonpup had lately become a nuisance, having destructive tantrums whenever his adoptive companion Grag left Tycho to go on a mission. Ezra recognized this as separation anxiety — “my ol’ mutt used to do the same thing, he missed me so much” — and recommended that he and Simon escort Eek to a dog training school in Tranquility City that specialized in obedience training for moonpups. So while the Futuremen missed having their pets around for a while, the race helped distract them. 

	Two sols later, the three riders were standing beside their trikes at the starting point, making last minute adjustments to their MoonWolves. 

	They were ready to begin the race. They had no idea that they’d never reach the finish line.      

	~

	Curt straightened up from the trike’s rear-mounted engine to look around. His vehicle was in the center of the starting line; Joan’s MoonWolf was to his right, and Otho’s was to his left. The two of them were also making last minute inspections of their vehicles … literally last minute because, by mutual consent, the race would start at precisely 13:00:00 GMT, no excuses, and the chronometer readout on his helmet’s heads-up display now read 12:59:05 and counting.

	Satisfied he shut the engine cover, then turned to look at Otho. The android was crouched beside the front wheel, using a power spanner to tighten a hub nut. “Hey, Otho,” he asked, “think you’ve played with your wheels enough, or do you think they’ll fall off before you make it around the circuit?”

	Otho didn’t look around. “Stuff it, Chief,” he growled, his voice heard in Curt’s headset. “I’ve run a comp simulation that tells me I can gain up to 20 feet distance for every 2.5 psi of pressure I add to the tire mesh. You’re going to be grinding metal while I cruise past you to the finish line.”

	“How would you hear him grind anything? No sound in lunar vacuum.” This from Grag, standing off to the side of the track along with Simon. Since the two of them weren’t racing, they were keeping an eye on the feedback from the course monitors positioned every quarter of a mile along the circular racetrack.

	“He’s got you there, Otho.” Joan was already seated in her trike’s saddle, adjusting the safety straps about her hips and shoulders. “Hey, hon, have you checked the wipers on your shield? I’m going to be throwing a ton of dust at you, y’know, and I’d hate to have you wipe out.”

	That cracked up Otho, and even Grag reacted with the weird electronic buzz that was his vocoder’s equivalent to laughter. Curt was about to fire something back at his wife — what, he didn’t quite know — when the Brain saved him. “Time’s up, racers,” he said. “1300 sharp. Green light in sixty seconds, starting now.”

	Beside each of the trikes was a pole topped by a three-color starter light. The lights were red, but in the last ten seconds they’d change to orange, and at zero-second they

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
images/image-2.jpeg
@

s—

TYPE: Mid-range racing yacht
REGISTRY: Luna

DRIVE: Magnetoplasma engine

CREW: 24 humans, 1 parahuman o

LENGTH: 100 feet

HABITATION DECKS: ‘Three

LANDING GEAR: Three Legs

lllustr





cover.jpeg
-~

i

NP ; o .. o 2 * i
’ ; . .
‘wg[nmonn HAMILTON'S

down il its climatic and totally satlsfylng conc
.= Pulp Fiction Reviews ~\ ; / /

.x‘: ‘KZ
W ; 4






images/image.jpeg





images/image-1.jpeg
/ARD
IGINI

TYPE: Warp-Driven Explorer
REGISTRY: Luna (SCS-56X)

DRIVES: Alcubierre spacetime warp drive
Magnetoplasma engine (warp ring)

Fusion (lander)

Chemical VTOL (lander)

CREW: 2-6 humans

DIMENSIONS: 172 ft. length, 184 ft. dia

LANDING GEAR: Tripod

o=
82
28
23
=e
55
=<
<X
£5
22
&a

ANCHOR STRUTS (3)

°

§CS-56X-B

INDU:
RING

DRIVE RING ASSEMBLY

CREW MEMBERS
TO SCALE

FRONT VIEW
WITH WARP DRIVE AND
LANDER CONNECTED






