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A little gray kitten with a taste for adventure stows away on an airplane, and the daring stunt turns out to be his first step toward becoming … Space Cat! The plane’s pilot, Captain Fred Stone, names his fuzzy new friend Flyball and welcomes him to an experimental station set up in the middle of the desert. Flyball enjoys supervising the station’s workers and takes particular interest in the big rocket ship that he’s not allowed to explore. Regardless of the rules, the kitty is determined to hitch another ride, and before you know it, Flyball’s wearing a custom-made pressurized suit and headed for the Moon.

This new edition of a charmingly illustrated storybook from 1952 is the first of a four-book series starring the intrepid feline known as Space Cat. Young readers will delight in taking a look at space exploration from Flyball’s point of view and following his escapades across the solar system.
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CHAPTER ONE

The little gray kitten had always been the most adventurous member of his family. He had been the first to explore the roof of the apartment building where he lived with his brothers and sisters. There he had sat for hours admiring the face of the Cat in the Moon until his mother had dragged him in by the scruff of his neck. The next day he had managed to maroon himself on top of the flagpole on the roof and the Fire Department had had to be called to take him down.

Now, feeling most brave, he had escaped from the house and, after finding his way into an A&P store, he had eaten his fill of the tasty tidbits he had found on the floor of the meat and fish department. Some silly man had thrown him out and he was strolling along the sidewalk, waving his dark gray tail proudly, as he purred to himself:

Purr-rr-rr, I’m off to see the world,

Purr-rr-rr, I’m off to see the Moon.

Oh, I’ll walk and purr all over the place

And I won’t go home too soon!

After a while the kitten sat down on the curb, to digest his meal. A car drew up beside him and the door opened. A man started putting a number of bags in the car. The kitten hopped in among these. The door slammed shut and a lady’s voice said, “Airport, please.”
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The car growled gently and the kitten arched his back in the little tunnel where he was hidden. Then he realized that the car would not hurt him and curled up in a ball.

After a long time the taxi stopped and the door opened. The kitten popped out. He started off on a small voyage of discovery and, in the middle of a field, saw a lot of airplanes. He crouched low and made his way through the grass and over the concrete toward one that was making a noise.

There was a stairway leading up to an open door. He went quickly up the stair and in through the door. There he found a long corridor lined with chairs and with a soft carpet on the floor.

The kitten curled up under one of the chairs and went to sleep. He was awakened when his resting place started to lurch and sway. This was no way to treat an honest adventurer. The kitten went back toward the door but found it had been shut.

A lady was walking down the passage between the seats, saying, “No smoking, please! Fasten your seat-belts, please!”

The kitten was careful not to get in her way. Then the floor tilted and he slid backward a few inches. He really began to get annoyed by this strange behavior of floors and comfortable places. He managed to pull himself into a reasonable position on the carpet and looked down under the seats.

As the badly behaved floor once again became level he spied a hand dangling down. He squirmed his way toward it and then, with his tail in the air, walked back and forth, rubbing against the hand. For a moment the owner of the hand paid no attention. Then the kitten saw a face, under a uniform cap with a dark peak, looking down at him. He was gently lifted up.

The lady came down the passage and the man who held the kitten said, “Here’s Flyball. Someone seems to have lost him.”

The kitten was delighted with the name which the man had given him and purred happily:

Purr-rr-rr, I’m off to see the world,

Purr-rr-rr, I’m off to see the Moon.

Oh, I’ll walk and purr all over the place

And I won’t go home too soon!

The lady held Flyball up so that everyone could see him.

“Does this kitten belong to anyone here?” she asked, in a disapproving voice that said it was against the rules of the airline for people to take kittens on flights.

“No!” said everyone.

“All right,” the man in the blue uniform reached out his hand, “I’ll take charge of the stowaway!”

At last the plane came down and Flyball and the man got out. They got into a car and Flyball sat in the front seat, seeing that the man drove properly. They went for a long way and then stopped at a gate where a man, also in a blue uniform, came forward and looked into the car.

Flyball’s friend took out his wallet and opened it up and showed it to the man.

“Thank you, Captain Stone,” the sergeant said. “I’ve got a message here for you.”

He handed over an envelope and the Captain opened it. He whistled.

“Trouble as usual, Flyball,” he said. “Well, we might as well get it over and see what the Colonel wants this time.”

The Captain parked his car and, with Flyball tucked under his arm, went into a building. He spoke to several men and then was shown into a room where a stern-looking, gray-haired man sat behind a big desk.

“Late back from leave, Stone—as usual!” the man snapped. “Have you any excuse?”

“No, sir,” said the Captain, twiddling one of Flyball’s ears with his thumb.

“It really is ridiculous,” the Colonel went on, “the way you treat this station as if it belonged to you. I’ll admit that you’re a good pilot, but you must remember that you’re not the only good pilot in the country.”
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“Sorry, sir,” said the Captain, solemnly.

The Colonel went on to tell Captain Stone exactly what he thought of his behavior. Flyball felt quite annoyed at the things which were being said about his new friend. For a couple of herringbones he would have gone across the floor and scratched the Colonel, but Captain Stone held him too firmly.

“All right, Stone, you can go now,” the Colonel said at last, “but I warn you I won’t put up with any more of this disregard for rules—either from you or anyone else!”

The Captain saluted and, with Flyball still tucked under his arm, left the room.

“Well, Flyball,” he said, scratching him behind the ears, “you see the kind of guy you’ve found—always in trouble.”


CHAPTER TWO

Flyball found himself in a new world where he always had as much to eat as he wanted, with no brothers or sisters to push him away from the plate. He was delighted by the way in which people went out of their way to please him. His short gray fur shone like the most expensive silk and his nose was always perfectly cool.

In no time at all, it seemed, Flyball had taken over command of the experimental station set in the middle of the desert. Even the Colonel, in spite of his rude remarks to Captain Stone, seemed to be willing to make way for Flyball when he went on one of his tours of inspection.

Flyball inspected the workshops where men behind masks held tools that blazed nearly as brightly as the sun. He inspected the cookhouse and looked with disdain on the huge piles of potatoes, for he could see no reason at all for eating such things, and he inspected all the offices where men sat at typewriters, filling in forms with many carbon copies. But there was one place that he could not inspect.

At the far edge of the camp, in the middle of a place surrounded by little concrete houses with no windows, there stood a large, pointed cylinder. Half-way up this there was a round port and though Flyball often climbed the steps which led to this, he never found it open.

Flyball was much annoyed by this. Here he was, boss of the station, and there was one place where he was not allowed to go. Naturally, this made him all the more anxious to see what was behind the port. So, one sunny day, he followed Captain Fred Stone up the steps.

Just as he was about to plop in through the port, however, Stone noticed him and grabbed him.

“This is no place for you, pal,” he said. “One troublemaker around the station is enough—and that’s my job!”

He laughed at Flyball’s injured dignity and handed him to a sergeant who took him down to the ground.

Flyball put his head in the air, with his nose sticking up, and walked stiffly away, just to show them that he did not care if they wanted to keep their silly little secret. He knew all about the cylinder, anyway. It was a rocket.

He made for the kitchen where, in return for his approval, they were honored to allow him to sample the food before it was served to the officers and men. Flyball, on being offered a tidbit, would taste it gingerly and then, with his head on one side, consider carefully before eating the rest of it to show that it was all right.

Ground duty was fine for those that liked it, Flyball allowed, but it did not really suit a cat of his sort. He was an adventurer and even playing with the clumsy dogs around the station, letting them think they had him cornered until the last moment, was not exciting enough.

He wanted to get off the ground again. Captain Fred, he noticed, went up every day in a jet-plane and Flyball hung around until the day arrived when he was noticed.

“Gee,” the Captain turned to his mechanic, “I believe he wants to go up with me. I’ll catch it from old Stumpy,” (this was the Colonel) “if he hears about it, but if you want to go riding, Flyball, I’ll take you.”

[image: ]

With this he scooped Flyball up in a gloved hand, and placed him beside him when he got into the tiny cockpit. Flyball purred as loudly as he could, but found that he could not compete with the noise made by the jets.

To begin with, the plane went slowly, and Flyball spent his time sorting himself into a comfortable position. It was just as well that he did this for when Captain Stone started to play with the little levers in front of him, poor Flyball found himself squashed backward so hard that he could hardly breathe.


When, after a short flight, they returned to the ground at the station, Flyball walked past the dogs with his tail in the air. They did not go for jaunts in jet-planes, poor grounded creatures.

Purr-rr-rr, Purr-rr-rr, I go up in a jet,

And I fly far faster than sound.

Oh, I fly and purr all over the place

While the poor dogs stay on the ground!

Sometimes there was an extra-special feeling of hustle and bustle and preparation around the station. Then, Flyball soon learned, smaller rockets, rather like the one he was forbidden to enter, shot up into the air with a most tremendous “Whoosh!” They left a long trail, first of flame and then of smoke, behind them. All the men went into the little concrete houses whenever one of the rockets was sent up, and Flyball went along with them.

The big rocket, the one into which Flyball was not allowed to go, never went “Whoosh!” and shot up into the air. It just stood on its tail while the men crawled around it. Flyball sat at a safe distance while the men worked with torches which sent out little streams of bright fire, just like the rockets, and with hammers which went “Whang! Whang!” as they beat on white-hot rivets.

The more Flyball saw of the huge rocket the more curious he became about what could possibly be hidden inside it. He examined the steps which led up to the port with great care. He noticed that, under the glare of the lights by which the men worked at nights, one side of the steps was always in dark shadow.

Once or twice, even though he knew that the port at the top was not open, Flyball romped up the steps in this darkness and then came down again. Nobody, he was pleased to see, had noticed his little excursions. He was Flyball, the most adventurous cat, and he would show them.

Captain Fred was late and Flyball lay in his basket feeling neglected. What right, he asked himself, had his favorite slave to leave him in this manner?

At that moment the Captain came into the room but, and this really was strange, he did not bend down and stroke Flyball as he usually did. Instead, he sat down in a chair and looked as though he was looking at nothing.

Flyball rose from his basket and, with great solemnity, walked over to the Captain. He had to rub, purring, against his leg several times before a hand came down and tickled him behind the ears. Even so, the hand did not seem to be as interested in his purr as usual.

“Miaow,” said Flyball softly to show that he wanted more of his servant’s attention.

“Hullo, old son,” Captain Fred Stone picked him up and put him on his knee. “Sorry if I’m a bit off the beam—but tonight’s the night!”

Flyball, who knew far more than the Captain supposed he did, at once realized that this had something to do with the big rocket in which Fred Stone spent so much time.
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After a while the Captain got up so suddenly that Flyball slid to the ground. He sat there feeling astonished. Never before had the Captain let him down like that. There must, indeed, be something serious the matter. If there was, it was up to Flyball to straighten things out and see they went more smoothly in the future.

Flyball saw that there was nothing he could do at once to shake Captain Stone out of his unfamiliar mood, so he sat in silence while the Captain went to a closet and took out a most peculiar-looking suit. Captain Stone climbed into this suit and then pressed buttons hidden in various places. As he pressed these buttons there was a curious hissing sound and the suit blew up like a lot of balloons.

Finally the Captain took down from a shelf a large object like a goldfish globe, attached it to various tubes from a big knapsack on his back, and put it over his head. On to his hands the Captain drew thick gloves, connected with wires that ran down his sleeves.

Then he looked down at Flyball and spoke in a strangely thin voice, “Well, Flyball, old pal, I’ll be seeing you.”

He left the room and Flyball followed him on silent feet, padding gently along the corridors until they came to a large room where there were a lot of men in uniform gathered behind a big table. Some of these men had a great deal of golden stuff on their uniforms, much more than Captain Fred had, so Flyball disapproved of them.

The man with the most braid spoke, “You understand your orders, Captain? Good. Well, all I can do is wish you the best of luck and order you to stick to your instructions. No stunting or tricks!”

Inside his goldfish bowl the Captain tried to look as though he would never dream of playing tricks, and shook the hand the other held out. Then they left the room, with Flyball behind them.

Slowly they walked toward the big rocket and, at the bottom of the steps, stopped for a moment to say “Good luck” to Captain Stone. Flyball looked up and saw that the port was open. This was the chance for which he had been waiting. He went carefully round the group, wriggling along on his tummy, and found the dark side of the stairs. Then, while everyone’s attention was centered on Captain Stone, he shot up the steps and in through the port.

The inside of the rocket was brightly lighted and the walls were lined with shining tubes of copper and chromium. There was an odd-looking chair, which seemed to be hung in the air so that it would turn in any direction, and, in front of this, there was a swinging panel covered with buttons and dials. Before Flyball had time to take a good look round, however, he heard the noise of footsteps on the metal stairs and hastily dived for cover behind an extra-specially fancy network of tubes.

The bulky figure of Captain Fred in his pressure-suit squeezed in through the opening and then, as he took his seat and started to strap himself into the strange seat, the port clanged shut.

Suddenly a loudspeaker on the wall started to speak.

“Thirty seconds,” it said, “twenty-nine . . . twenty-eight . . . twenty-seven . . . twenty-six . . . twenty-five. . . .”

Flyball arranged himself more comfortably in his nest of pipes.

“Five . . . ,” said the voice, “four . . . three . . . two . . . one . . . ZERO!”

There was a tremendous noise and the rocket started to climb, quite slowly it seemed. At first, Flyball was comfortable, for it was no worse than the start of the ride in the jet-plane. But slowly, slowly, the pressure got stronger and stronger until he felt he was being pressed flat against the wall behind the pipes.

“Miaow,” he said in a terribly soft and flat voice, but the Captain, shut in his goldfish globe and looking at the dials in front of him, heard nothing.

“Zee-Queue-Ex-One to Base,” the Captain said suddenly, “all okay.”

“All okay, Zee-Queue-Ex-One,” replied the loudspeaker in the wall.

There was silence once more except for the roaring swoosh of the rocket. Flyball tried to complain again, but found that he was so flattened that he could not make any noise at all.

“Zee-Queue-Ex-One to Base,” it was the Captain’s strange voice once again, “all okay and ready to return.”

“Zee-Queue-Ex-One all okay and ready to return,” repeated the speaker.

The Captain reached out in front of him, moving with a slowness that was quite unlike his usual quickness. He pulled a lever and pushed a button. Slowly the pressure on Flyball eased and before he knew where he was he had flown across the little cabin and had collided with the Captain’s back.

Fred Stone, thinking that some piece of the rocket had worked loose, looked down.
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“Well,” he said slowly in his thin voice. “Who would have thought it? Flyball, what the dickens are you doing here?”

“Flyball?” the loudspeaker exclaimed. “Flyball? What is that, Zee-Queue-Ex-One? Explain please.”

“Zee-Queue-Ex-One to Base,” the Captain replied. “I’ll explain when I get down!”

Flyball did not feel at all his usual self. First he had been squashed one way and now it seemed he was to be squashed the other. The Captain juggled with levers and watched the dials in front of him. Again the great rocket swung round and Fred Stone pressed a button which started a different whooshing sound. The rocket began to fall slowly, tail first, toward the Earth.

Again Flyball was able to breathe easily. With the utmost firmness he said, “Miaow!”

[image: ]



CHAPTER THREE

After this flight, Flyball was, if possible, even more famous around the station. People would bend down to stroke him, or to give him an extra-specially tasty tidbit, saying, “Well, Flyball, you old rocketeer, how did you enjoy your flight, eh?”

Flyball, forgetting the discomfort of being squashed nearly flat, would wave his tail slowly, to show that, really, there was nothing to rocket-flight which an intelligent and hardy cat, such as he was, could not accept without the least worry.

Now, when Captain Fred went to the rocket, which had been hauled back to the station from its landing place, miles away in the desert, Flyball went with him. On these visits he would inspect the equipment to make sure it was still in good order. All the workmen knew that Flyball was a highly critical overseer, and they did their best to make every joint in a pipe a perfect one. All the fittings were polished until the boss could see his gray face, yellow eyes and thin black whiskers as if in a mirror.

One day Captain Fred lifted Flyball and took him into the machine-shop.

“Joe,” he said to one of the men working there, “see if you can fit Flyball out with a pressure-suit.”

“You don’t mean you want to take him along with you, Captain, do you?”

“Why not? He came through the trial flight without a suit, and if he could stand that he should be able to stand anything.”

The man then measured Flyball carefully. He did not, really, much like being measured, any more than he liked the fittings which followed during the next few days, but if Captain Fred wanted him to have a pressure-suit, Flyball supposed he might as well give way to the wish. After all, he told himself, he was nothing if not an obliging cat.

Flyball was a great believer in listening to the conversation around the station. He collected a great deal of useful information in this way. Nowadays the conversation all seemed to be concerned with the subject of the Moon. Flyball gave no end of superior twitches of his whiskers. He knew all about the Moon and the Cat in the Moon. He knew that dogs, looking up at the full Moon, howled because there was a cat there and not a dog.

There were a thousand and one things that had to be done to the rocket before it was ready, and Flyball watched the slow progress with deep interest. He was particularly pleased with the small hammock, slung in the same way as the bigger seat on strong springs, which the men built beside Captain Fred’s seat. He jounced up and down in it and was delighted with its springiness. The men, too, seemed to be glad that he approved of the work and they were forever trying him out in it.

Flyball was gratified by all the attention which he was receiving and he went about the station with his gray tail stuck up in the air at one end of him and his cool, damp nose at the other.

One day, when Flyball was lying curled up out of sight in a corner of the commanding officer’s office, a man came in wearing the most tremendous amount of gold braid. The Colonel stood up stiffly and said, “Good morning, General.”

Flyball examined the General out of a quarter-opened eye. He did not really like what he saw, which was a pink face and a white mustache which looked as if it had been blued in a washing-machine.

“What’s all this I hear?” the General demanded. “I mean about Captain Stone wanting to take a cat along with him?”

The way he said the word “cat” made it sound awful and Flyball’s whiskers twitched and the hair on his back stood up. The General better be careful or he would soon know all about cats and the way they could scratch. Flyball unsheathed his claws and inspected them happily.

“Yes, sir,” replied the Colonel. “I can see no objection to his doing so. Flyball is his own cat and ever since he stowed away on the trial, Stone has been sure that he’s a lucky cat.”

“There’s nothing about it in the regulations,” puffed the General. “I don’t see that I can allow it.”

The Colonel shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t see that there’s much we can do about it, sir. We’ve enough trouble with Stone as it is. He’s a good pilot, but likes to do things his own way. If we forbid him to take his cat, he’s quite capable of refusing to fly the rocket. And you know what it would cost, and how long it would take, to train another pilot!”

The General nodded his head. “Umm, yes. We don’t want to have to start training another man now, with the flight so near. Don’t you think you could argue with Stone and persuade him that it’s stupid to take his cat along with him? One of the things that’s worrying them,” he wagged his head vaguely, “is that we’re bound to have all the Cruelty to Animals people down on our necks. You know what they are? They’ll claim we’re using the cat—what’s his name—Flyball—for experimental purposes.”

Flyball wondered how they could be so silly. It was just as if he had not made up his own mind to go to the Moon, just as if he had not been working for that very trip for all these months. Did they not know that he wanted to go, to see that everything went right?

“Try telling Stone about these people,” the General went on, “and see if you can’t get him to change his mind.”

“No,” the Colonel’s voice was firm, “I’m not going to try to change his mind now. The flight’s too near and I don’t want to risk upsetting him in any way. He’s going to be alone in space for several days and, if the flight’s successful, he’ll stand where man has never stood before. He’ll be precious lonely and if having Flyball along will help him in any way, I’m not going to forbid it.”

The General blew through his mustache and turned pinker. It looked for a moment as if he might burst. Then he took a deep breath.

“I suppose you’re right,” he said finally. “I never fly without my rabbit’s foot myself. I’ll tell them the Captain won’t fly without his cat.”

Flyball decided that this was the right moment to come forward. He padded softly toward the General with his tail stuck up in the air as straight as the flagpole he had climbed as a young kitten. At first the General did not notice him, so Flyball rubbed softly against his leg and said, “Miaow!”

“Hullo!” exclaimed the General, looking down. “This the cat?”

“Yes,” said the Colonel, “that’s Flyball.”

“Well, he certainly is a beauty,” the General stooped down and scratched him behind the ears. “Can’t say I blame Stone for wanting to have him along.”

With these kind words, Flyball felt glad that he had not given way to temptation and scratched the General when he had first started to speak.
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At last the great day arrived. The flurry around the station reached its peak and Flyball was all over the place, checking to see that everything was being done correctly. He would allow no one to take things easy while he was around, and all the men seemed to work all the harder for his benevolent supervision. At the same time, he was careful not to let the Captain get out of sight for too long. One never could tell with these men when they’d plot something behind a cat’s back.

Flyball was invited to sit up at dinner that night, and someone proposed a toast, “Here’s to the luck of Flyball, the Rocketeer!”

Flyball looked round, nodding to show that he appreciated their good wishes. He did not himself drink out of the little glass which someone had placed before him. He smelled the stuff in the glass and as it did not smell in the least like milk decided that he would leave it alone.

After dinner Captain Stone, with Flyball following him slowly, just to show that he went of his own free will, returned to his room. There he unpacked Flyball’s pressure-suit.

It was a most peculiar looking thing, with four floppy legs and a floppy tail. Flyball did not in the least like getting into it, but the Captain spoke to him softly, “Come on, Flyball. Last time you nearly finished up as flat as a waffle and this time it’ll be much worse. If you don’t get into this you can’t come with me. Come on, old puss, come along.”

Finally Flyball was encased in his new suit. Then the Captain blew it up and Flyball turned an anxious head to discover that he had grown several times as fat as he usually was. He tried to walk in the suit and found that it was really most inconvenient. The legs did not bend easily, as his own legs bent, and his tail looked like nothing so much as a fat frankfurter.

The Captain then put on his own suit and blew it up. Next, he opened a little box and took out a little plastic globe which he carefully fitted over Flyball’s head, adjusting various tubes to a little pack on the back of the suit. Flyball found that breathing was simple inside the globe, for the compressed air meant that he did not have to breathe so strongly.

Captain Fred Stone finally put on his own helmet, made of the same clear plastic, and picked up Flyball, tucking him under a soft, fat arm. They went down the corridor and out toward the rocket. This time Flyball entered it along with Captain Fred and was placed in his little hammock and firmly strapped in. The port clanged shut and the Captain checked up on the belts that held him in his own seat.

“One minute,” said the voice from the wall, “fifty-nine seconds. . . .”

Flyball, as a hardened flier, pretended that this had nothing to do with him but, all the same, he could not help feeling just a little excited as he lay in his hammock and purred:

Oh, I’m going to see the Cat in the Moon!

Purr! Purr!

Oh, I’m going in a rocket, not a balloon!

Purr! Purr!

When I come back I will tell you all

About the great big silvery ball!

Purr!

“Ten . . . nine . . . ,” said the voice, “. . . five . . . four . . . three . . . two . . . one . . . ZERO!”

Then there was the strong whoosh as they rose slowly into the air. The thin voice of the Captain said, “Well, Flyball, we’ve made it. We’re off. Next stop—Moon!”
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As the rocket gathered speed Flyball did not feel that he was being flattened, as he had done before. The springs on his hammock were pulled almost straight out, but he himself was quite comfortable. There did not seem to be anything for him to do, for the Captain was sitting back in his chair, paying no attention to the dials in front of him. So, uninterested in the dull business, Flyball went to sleep, feeling just a little strange as the hammock and the bulky suit prevented him curling up into his usual sleeping position.

When he awoke he became aware that the Captain was unstrapping himself. He undid Flyball’s hammock-straps and took off his pressure-suit. He then let go in mid-air. Flyball scrabbled wildly with his paws, expecting that he would fall, but all that happened was that he whirled madly around and, before he knew where he was, he was upside-down in the middle of the cabin. Or at least, for he did not feel upside-down, the other way up from the Captain.

The Captain himself then climbed out of his suit, but he kept on a pair of funny-looking boots. Then he stood up.

“Poor old Flyball!” he said, laughing, “we quite forgot to set you up with a pair of magnetic-boots!”

Flyball, who was still rolling madly around in the air, did not know exactly what this meant but, pushing himself off from a piece of gleaming copper tubing, he did allow that it was most odd to suddenly discover that one had no right way up or down. The Captain, anchored to the plating by his magnetized boots, reached out and caught Flyball, who was spinning past him in a slow roll.

“All right, Flyball,” he said. “How about a drop of milk?”

He opened a little refrigerator and took out a paper milk-container. Flyball cheered up, forgetting the indignities to which he had been subjected by the absence of gravity.

The Captain next found a saucer in a closet and tried to pour out some of the milk. It would not flow! He hit the container a thump on the bottom, and some of the milk came out—but it did not go into the saucer or fall to the ground.

It just stayed floating around in the air. Captain Fred again let Flyball loose, and gave him a shove in the direction of the milk. It was, Flyball found, quite ordinary milk. At least it smelled like it and when he got some on his nose and whiskers it tasted like it. But it behaved as no milk had ever behaved before. When Flyball gave it a pat, it broke into drops, but the drops did not fall down. Instead they just stayed scattered in the air.

It was a long time before Flyball really managed to get a bite of it, and hold some in his mouth. Then he had to swallow extra hard, he found, for the milk did not flow smoothly down as it would have done on earth. At last, however, he managed the trick and succeeded in getting enough of the milk inside him to make him feel decently full. Then, lying upside down, he purred happily as he noticed that Fred Stone was also having a hard time eating.

The Captain, too, learned to eat, and, when he thought they had had enough, he twiddled some knobs and spoke into a microphone.

“Zee-Queue-Ex-One to Base,” he said, “Zee-Queue-Ex-One to Base . . . Zee-Queue-Ex-One to Base. . . .”

He repeated this over and over again and, at last, very faintly, the speaker in the wall replied, “Base to Zee-Queue-Ex-One. Everything okay? Over.”

“Zee-Queue-Ex-One to Base. Everything is okay,” the Captain repeated, and then went on to give an account of the flight so far and told how Flyball was drifting around the cabin, batting at drops of milk as he passed them.
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When he had finished he tore a sheet of paper from a scratch-pad on the wall and crumpled it into a ball. He tossed this in the air and gave Flyball a push toward it. In spite of being upside-down one moment and right-way up the next, Flyball started to enjoy himself. He quickly learned that, by giving a push against anything he ran into, he could shove himself in the direction in which he wanted to go.

After some time of this play, Captain Fred pressed a button and a steel plate slid aside to let them see through a thick glass window. Through this Flyball saw the Moon, but it was not the Moon he had first known as a kitten. It was much brighter, brighter than a new silver dollar, and much, much bigger. Besides, the Cat in the Moon seemed to have gone into hiding. Instead of his old wise face, Flyball saw lines and craters. The light outside the rocket was terribly bright and, after a moment or two, the Captain slid the plate shut again.

“I don’t know about you,” he said to Flyball, “but I’m all for another spot of shut-eye.”

He caught Flyball by the tail and pulled him gently down. On Earth Flyball would have been most indignant and hurt by this, but here everything was strange and, funnily, being pulled by the tail was not in the least painful.

Once again they got into their hammocks, but this time without the pressure-suits. Captain Stone set an automatic pilot and an alarm and switched out the light that shone in what had once been the roof of the cabin, though, so far as Flyball was concerned, it might well have been the floor or one of the walls. Then they went to sleep.

Flyball had no idea how long he slept, but he was awakened by the Captain moving to turn on the light again.

This time they ate more carefully, and once more the Captain made his report to the base, but the answering voice was terribly weak, and he was forced, several times, to repeat his messages. He was silent for a moment when he had finished and then turned to Flyball.

“Looks as though we’ll soon be right out of range. Let’s hope they’re keeping track of us with radar. We’re on our own!”

Flyball was worried by none of this, but was perfectly happy rolling about the cabin in pursuit of his paper ball.

When they opened the shield again, the Moon was even bigger and even brighter. It was so dazzling, in fact, that Flyball had to close his eyes to slits to look at it.

Again they slept and again they woke up. It seemed to Flyball that they did this a great number of times, but then he never had been interested in counting, and he did not care now, for he had mastered the art of how to eat in space.

The last time they woke the glaring Moon seemed to fill the whole of the window. After eating they did not get into their hammock and chair at once. Captain Fred took Flyball’s pressure-suit and put him back into it and then put on his own.

Now they were strapped in their places. The Captain watched the dials before him, while in turn Flyball watched him carefully, just to make sure that he made no mistakes. After a long time one of the dials showed a blue needle flickering on a red spot. The Captain pulled a lever and the rocket wobbled as it turned over, so that its tail was pointing toward the Moon. Then, some little time later, Fred Stone worked with a number of buttons and levers and once more Flyball heard the pulsing roar of the jets.

Suddenly Captain Fred flung a lever far over to one side and Flyball felt squashed, in spite of the sprung hammock and the pressure-suit. The rocket felt, for a moment, as if it was absolutely motionless. Then, slowly, braked by the pulsing jets, it started to fall again. There was a sudden bump and the rocket swayed slightly from side to side before it settled firmly down on its tail.

The Captain unstrapped himself from his chair and took Flyball out of the hammock. Then he moved slowly round the cabin, checking all the equipment which had brought them so far and which, they hoped, would take them back to Earth. It seemed to Flyball that Fred Stone took a long time in doing this but, at last, he had finished and he walked toward the port, after turning off the air in the cabin. He swung aside several large bars and pulled on a heavy handle.

The door swung slowly outward and Captain Fred Stone and Flyball looked down at the surface of the Moon, only a few feet below them.
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CHAPTER FOUR

Captain Stone pressed a button set in the wall beside the door and a long ladder slid down toward the ground. Flyball, in his hurry to get out of the rocket and hindered by the bulk of the pressure-suit, missed his step on the ladder and found himself floating through space. This time he did not turn upside-down but found, much to his surprise, that his leap had carried him at least thirty feet away from the rocket. He landed on his feet in a great cloud of dust without the least feeling of shock.

When he got over his astonishment he saw that he was up to his middle in soft, fluffy dust that flew around him in puffs whenever he moved. He looked back at the long upright rocket and saw that Captain Fred was coming down the ladder, carrying a long, black cylinder. When the Captain stepped off the bottom rung he, too, sank in the white dust up above his knees.

“Hi, Flyball!” he called, quite unable to see for the cloud he had raised. “Flyball! Here, Flyball!”

At that moment Flyball found a hard spur of rock and sprang from that in the direction of the rocket. Again he discovered that the jump was much greater than he had expected it to be, and he bumped headlong into the shiny, metal side of the Zee-Queue-Ex-One. Captain Stone caught him as he fell, and the two of them started out to explore the surface of the Moon.

On the top of the nearest little hill, the Captain placed the long cylinder which he had carried easily over one shoulder, though it would have been very heavy on Earth. He stuck the cylinder upright in the dust and then pressed a button on its side. He and Flyball hurried away. From a safe distance they watched the tube. Suddenly there was the most terrific flash. It was the brightest light that Flyball had even seen and, around the experimental station, he had seen plenty of bright flashes. Then it rained black dust until, for quite a distance round where the tube had been, the white surface of the Moon had turned jet black.

“If they can see that through their telescopes,” the Captain spoke doubtfully, “they’ll know we landed safely. Now for a good look around.”

In spite of the dust swirling around his ankles and up to his knees, the Captain took great strides. In a short time they were quite a long way from the plain where the rocket stood and from the little hill they had turned black. They started to climb a steep rocky incline and Flyball wriggled to show that he wanted to be let down on the ground. Then he started bounding up the slope in front of the Captain. Though the suit got in his way, he found that each spring he took was many times as great as any he had ever managed to make on Earth. If only there were some birds around, Flyball thought, he would show them a thing or two. But there were no birds. Flyball and Captain Stone were the only moving objects on the face of the Moon.

The top of the hill was hollowed out and the hollow was filled with soft powder, softer and finer than that on the plain where the rocket stood. Flyball tried to walk delicately on top of it but soon discovered that it was so soft that, light though he might be, he sank in with every step.

Walking through it, however, was not terribly hard and Flyball wandered, wading breast high, wherever he wanted to go, while Captain Fred took photographs in every direction.

At the far edge of the crater, Flyball discovered a crevice in the wall. It led into a little tunnel, about five feet high. Flyball had never been able to resist the sight of a tunnel, so in he went.

He pattered gently along the tunnel for quite a way before he realized that, instead of getting darker as tunnels did on Earth, this one was getting lighter. The light, too, was most odd. It had nothing in common with the glare on the surface of the Moon. Rather, it was cold!

Flyball turned a corner and saw ahead of him that the tunnel opened into a cave, filled with this strange light. For a moment or two he hesitated and then, remembering that he was the adventurer-cat who had reached the Moon, he went on.

He found himself in an enormous cavern. The light seemed to be being given out by the most curious collection of plants he had ever seen. He was familiar with the cactus plants which grew in the desert around the experimental station, but here the plants which looked like cacti seemed also to be made of glass. Flyball patted one gently and it tinkled softly. He went further into the cave and accidentally put his foot on a large, button-shaped plant on the ground. This was polka-dotted, striped, and zigzagged in red, blue and green on a brown background. When he tried to lift his paw Flyball discovered that it had stuck to the plant. He had quite a job getting it off and after that he was careful to avoid the sticky buttons.

Then he noticed that the air was filled with pale blue floating objects rather like balloons, varying in size from a hen’s egg to a man’s head. These objects seemed to float around aimlessly, occasionally bumping into one another and clinging together for a moment before drifting slowly apart. At other times they would drop slowly down toward enormous yellow flowers, rather like orchids, which had vast cups filled with a thick purplish liquid. When they did this they put out long blue feelers which they dipped into the cups, remaining floating while the liquid was sucked up the feelers. Though Flyball could see the dark liquid going up the feelers, it was odd that, by the time it had reached the globe, it had disappeared, for the globe was quite translucent, like a bluish moonstone, and the dark purple would surely have showed up.

Fascinated by these objects, Flyball took a leap toward one of them, drifting a few feet away from him. It did not seem to move fast but, just as he was sure that his paw would strike it, it bobbed slowly away from him.

He sat on the ground, among the odd-looking plants, and considered the round blue objects. He had chased balloons before, on Earth, and knew that the chase had always ended with a loud bang, which had always startled him even though he expected it. He had never had any difficulty in catching the balloons once he had been close to them.

But these things were different. They did not seem to be moving at all fast but, at the same time, Flyball noticed, they only went near one another and the monstrous yellow orchids. So far as they were concerned, the other plants, and the walls of the cavern, were to be avoided.

Flyball lay absolutely still until one of the blue globes was floating only a few inches away from him. It seemed, oddly, that it was inspecting him while he was watching it. Gingerly, he put out a paw toward it. It was certainly most strange. As he put out his paw the object moved just that same distance further away from him. It was just as if he had an extra, invisible paw fixed to the end of his suit-paw and that was pushing the blue thing slowly away. He tried moving faster as well as more slowly, but it did not make the least difference. The object remained exactly the same distance away from him and it moved just as fast or as slowly as he moved.
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Flyball tucked his podgy paws under him and sat glaring at the blue things. There did not seem to be any way in which he could reach them, and their behavior made them seem even more attractive than the crumpled paper ball had been in the rocket when there was no gravity.

At that moment he heard the faint, thin voice of Captain Fred calling, “Flyball! Flyball! Where are you?”

The sound of the calling got louder so Flyball guessed that Captain Stone was following his trail through the powdery dust that seemed to make up so much of the surface of the Moon.

“Miaow!” he said loudly, in answer to the Captain’s call, and the reply came, “I’m coming! What are you up to?”

Crouched low, the Captain came down the long tunnel into the enormous cavern. He stopped dead when he saw the plants which gave out the strange light and the pale blue floating globes.

“Gee, Flyball,” he said in astonishment, “you really have found something. Just you wait until I give in the report of this. I’ll bet they’ll want to load you down with scientific honors! I can just see you with all the honorary degrees tacked on to your name! You’ll be even more stuck-up than you are at present.”

The Captain stood in silence after this, looking around him and taking in the marvels of the Moon cavern. Flyball purred happily.

With the Captain beside him, Flyball made up his mind that he would make one last effort to bat one of the pale blue floating balls. He had no better luck than before. The Captain, watching Flyball’s attempts, also tried to grab at one of the globes. He, too, tried everything that Flyball had already tried, moving fast and slow, pretending he was not interested and then pouncing suddenly, and so on. After a while he gave up the useless chase. He sat down on a rocky ledge and watched the movement of the globes for a long time. Flyball sat beside him and also watched.

“I’ve got it, Flyball!” Captain Stone exclaimed, banging a fist into the palm of his other hand. “I know why we can’t catch one of these things. They’re really terribly odd, indeed. They are repelled by everything except one another and by these yellow plants they feed on. As soon as anything else comes near enough it pushes them away from it. We could try for a thousand years and we’d never catch one!”

He then moved toward one of the yellow orchids, nearly as tall as he was, where two of the blue balls were feeding.

“Watch this, Flyball,” he said, and Flyball followed his motions as he reached out and touched the yellow flower. It made no movement either toward him or away from him, but, when he tried to put one of his gloved fingers on one of the feeding tentacles, that moved away from him. At the same time, as if it knew that the Captain did not mean it any harm, the ball attached to the feelers went on feeding, sucking up the purple juice.

“You know, Flyball,” Captain Stone went on, “I believe these things know that I’m not trying to hurt them. This one’s not the least bit frightened of me. At the same time,” he was again thoughtful, “I don’t see that it’s got any reason to be frightened of me. I couldn’t hurt it even if I wanted to do so. I’ll bet that even if I was to try and shoot one of them it would still be repelled by the bullet.”

Flyball noticed that the Captain grew more excited as he spoke. He was busily engaged in adjusting his camera. He then started walking round the cavern, taking photographs of all the different plants as well as of the floating globes.

Besides the orchids, the tinkling cacti and the sticky buttons, there were tall crystal rushes, one of which broke into hundreds of bright pieces when he accidentally brushed against it, and small trees balanced on roots which looked like spiders’ webs, so thin and yet strong were they.

As the Captain focussed his camera for each new shot, he kept on speaking to Flyball. “It’s really extraordinary. Don’t think, Flyball, that I won’t give you credit for this. I’d never have found this place but for you. And to think, Flyball, that they tried to prevent your coming along with me!”

Hours later, it seemed, the Captain had finished taking his photographs of the friendly blue balls and of all the strange plants which gave out light.

“Just one shot of the whole cave, Flyball,” he said, “and then we’ll be finished! Strange place this, but then one never knows what one may find in a cave.”

With that he started to climb a little way up one of the walls of the cavern, in order to get a good all-over view. Flyball saw that the ledge of rock upon which he was standing was shivering and tried to call the Captain’s attention to it. But Fred Stone was far too intent upon his photograph to pay much attention to Flyball’s agonized “Miaow!”

“Half-a-moment, Flyball, and I’ll be with you,” was all he said.

Hardly had he spoken before it seemed that half of one side of the cave had collapsed, throwing the Captain to the ground. Owing to the lighter gravity he did not seem to have fallen hard and his camera landed undamaged on the ground beside him. Flyball sat still, expecting the Captain to get up and laugh at his mishap. But he lay absolutely still.

Flyball then knew that the responsibility for the success of the expedition had at last fallen upon the most suitable person—himself. He went forward to find out why the Captain had not moved.

As he got closer he heard the sharp hiss of escaping air and saw that the Captain’s plastic helmet had been punctured by a piece of rock which had also knocked him out. Flyball tried to move the piece of rock aside. It was extraordinarily heavy, but at last he succeeded.

From the conversations he had heard before they set out, Flyball knew that, should enough of the air leak away, the Captain would die. He put a fat, pressure-suited paw over the hole, but even so the air seemed to push out round the edges.

Flyball felt really miserable. There was, he thought, nothing he could do to save the Captain’s life. He looked unhappily about the cavern. Then he noticed that a great many of the blue balls had drawn near him. They seemed to be watching, without eyes, what he was doing to try to stop the leak. Flyball felt quite annoyed with the globes. The least they could do, he felt, was help him in some way.

Then he noticed that several of them were moving away from the Captain. He watched them with bad-tempered eyes. They did not go far, but hovered a few inches above the ground, bobbing and weaving as if to attract his attention. He looked at them crossly before he saw that they were all floating over the sticky button plants.
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He looked around and, near him, saw a small sticky button. It would, he thought, be just about big enough. Flyball jumped off the Captain’s helmet, leaving the precious air hissing out.

He placed his paw firmly on the sticky button. It stuck all right and then he tried to pull it away. It was a terrible pull, for the button seemed to be stuck as firmly to the floor of the cave as it was to Flyball’s paw. He was really glad he had not chosen a larger button, for he felt sure that he would never have succeeded in moving it. Slowly, ever so slowly, it came away from the floor. Then, suddenly, it was loose, so suddenly, in fact, that Flyball went rolling half-way across the cavern.

Walking gently on three legs, once he had picked himself up, Flyball went back to the still figure of Captain Stone. The air seemed to be whistling out of the hole in the helmet even more strongly than before. Flyball placed his paw with the plant stuck to it firmly over the leak.

At once the noise of escaping air stopped. The plant had stuck to the plastic. Then Flyball started the slow, and difficult, job of getting his paw loose from the plant without pulling it off the helmet. He had nearly managed to get free when Captain Stone opened his eyes.

“Hi, Flyball,” he said weakly. “What’s all the excitement? Where’s the fire?”

Then he found the hole in his helmet and knew what Flyball had done. Carefully and gently he helped him get his paw loose.

“You’re some cat, Flyball,” he said admiringly, feeling softly round the stopping in his helmet. Flyball felt that this was pleasant. He was at last getting the praise he deserved from someone who had never quite realized his cleverness before. At the same time, he did not like to take all the credit. He bounded off, as if in chase of one of the blue balls and raised a paw toward it. Then he went to one of the sticky buttons and patted the ground beside it.

Really, it was extremely hard to make the Captain understand! At last, however, his eyes brightened.

“Oh, I see what you mean, Flyball,” he said. “It was the globes’ idea. Still, they couldn’t come near me and so you had to do all the work.” Then he was silent for a moment before going on, with an astonished expression, “Say, Flyball, do you know what that means? It means there’s thinking life on the Moon. Scientists have been saying for years that there couldn’t be any life, and we not only find life, but we find globes that know how to think. Wow! This is really some expedition!”

The Captain stood up, a little groggily, and bent down to pick up his camera. At the same time he noticed the rock which had hit him. “Souvenir,” he said to Flyball as he started to pick it up. Flyball, having already had to push it aside, knew what to expect and was amused by the way in which the Captain, expecting it to be light like nearly everything else on the Moon, suddenly found it remarkably heavy for its size.

Flyball was not in the least interested in the rock. He was beginning to feel that there was nothing he would like to see so much as the sight of the Captain opening one of the cans of sardines back in the Zee-Queue-Ex-One. He tried to suggest as much to the Captain, but Fred Stone had gone back to his photography. He seemed determined now to photograph the walls of the cavern as thoroughly as he had done the strange things inside it.

Flyball was pleased to see, however, that before he stood on a place the Captain now was careful to test it, to see that it would hold his weight. Every now and then he would run the tips of his gloves gently over the sticky button which Flyball had used to seal the leak. It seemed to be holding all right. Whenever he did this the Captain looked at Flyball with an expression on his face which said he would never have thought a cat could be so bright.

Flyball, seeing that he would never get the Captain away from the cave until he had finished taking his photographs, sat still making a little song:

Oh, never go out without a cat—

That’s flat!

No rocket is safe without cat’s fur

And purr!

Purr! Purr! Purr! Purr!

At last, however, the Captain ran out of film. They left the cavern, with the Captain stooping nearly double in the low tunnel, and went slowly back toward the rocket over the soft pumice dust.

Inside the Zee-Queue-Ex-One once more, the Captain put the specimens he had collected into various containers that had been built in around the cabin. Then he closed the port firmly and turned on the compressed air. He sat in his seat watching various dials for some time before he reached up and loosened his helmet. He laid it down carefully and then removed the helmet from over Flyball’s head. Next, he took out a can of sardines and a container of milk and laid a meal before the hungry cat.

“You really should be having caviar, Flyball,” Fred Stone said gently. “But for you I wouldn’t be here now—nor, I suppose, would you. Well, I’m sorry we’ve no luxuries here, but just you wait till we get back to Earth—you’ll get your fill of them then!”

After they had eaten the Captain took up his helmet and examined Flyball’s vegetable patch with interest. He tried to pull it off, having first looked in one of the drawers with which the cabin was lined, to make certain that he had the materials for a repair. The plant would not let go of the plastic. He then took a strong magnifying glass and looked at the joining edges. It seemed that in some strange way the sticky button had become blended with the plastic. What was more, it was gradually becoming transparent, just like the helmet. Captain Stone whistled gently.

“Flyball, old pal,” he said, “it seems you’ve discovered something which will weld things without regard to the material. So far as I know there’s no way of joining breaks in this plastic—all you can do is stick a patch over the break—but your sticky button,” Flyball noticed the use of the name he had invented, “does the job!”

The Captain replaced his helmet carefully, put Flyball’s on again, placed him in his hammock and then strapped himself in. He adjusted some levers and pressed some buttons and the rocket, slowly at first but gathering speed, shot upward from the surface of the Moon. Again the springs on Flyball’s hammock were stretched to the full and again he slept for a long time. As an experienced space-traveler, he now found that he was able to conduct himself with a becoming dignity, and hardly ever did he find himself upside-down in pursuit of a badly behaved drop of milk.

The journey home was rather like the journey out except that, when finally the Captain made contact with the base, the replying voice started to grow stronger with each call instead of weaker. The Captain told the story of their visit to the Moon but Flyball, having been there, was not much interested. He was, in fact, rather bored with the whole business. He wanted to get back to the station quickly for he was sure that, without him to superintend operations, things would have gone wrong there. Men would have forgotten how to peel potatoes and electricians would have fused all the lights with their soldering-irons.
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“Zee-Queue-Ex-One to Base,” said Captain Stone finally. “Will attempt to land in Area Twelve. Over.”

“Base to Zee-Queue-Ex-One,” came the reply from the wall. “You will attempt to land in Area Twelve. Okay. All the best. Over.”

“Thanks, Base,” said the Captain in a quiet voice and switched off the radio.

Once more they put on their pressure-suits and the rocket seemed to wobble as it turned its tail toward home. Slowly, ever so slowly, it fell and, with a hard shudder, came to Earth, swayed once or twice on its tail and then was still and silent. The Captain unstrapped himself and Flyball and removed their pressure-suits. The sight of the Captain’s face, lined and unshaven, reminded Flyball that he himself had been neglecting his toilet. Slowly and carefully he washed himself all over until he shone in the bright cabin of the rocket.

The Captain laughed as he watched Flyball and, plugging in an electric razor, did his best with his own face.

“We might as well look as good as we can, Flyball,” he remarked, “for all the world and his wife will be waiting to greet us!”

When they had finished cleaning up, the Captain went to the port and opened it up. Outside, careering across the desert from every direction, were all makes of cars.

“Here they come, puss,” the Captain groaned. “Do the best you can. It’ll soon be over.”

He pressed the button as the first of the cars drew up and the ladder went slowly down toward the Earth, which was much further away than it had been on the Moon, where the rocket had been half-buried in dust.

“You first,” the Captain ordered, pushing Flyball toward the top rung. Flyball posed there for a moment, aware of the cameras aimed at him. Then, remembering how he had learned to jump on the Moon, he launched himself off the step. He really would show these birds!

Something had obviously gone wrong, for Flyball’s new jump was no bigger than most of the jumps he had taken before they had started out, and it was certainly a long way from the top of the ladder down to the sun-baked surface of the desert.

He landed on this hard surface, so different from the soft one of the Moon, with a plop. His feet were spread wide and so he did not hurt himself, but someone laughed. He picked himself up and walked with dignity toward the foot of the ladder, down which Captain Fred was coming at a more reasonable speed.

The reports which the Captain had sent in from space had turned Flyball into a hero. He found this most annoying, as he had to sit and be photographed when all he wanted to do was to get back to the station.

At last it was over, for Flyball at least. He was back at his old job, inspecting the station. Rather to his surprise he found that everything was under control. All the lights were working and the potatoes were being peeled as usual. Flyball told himself that this was only because they had known he was coming back and had been afraid of what he might say had things gone wrong.

It really was rather ridiculous, the way they made a fuss over the Captain. They hustled him off to the capital to see the President and to make a speech to Congress. Flyball was supposed to go along, but when he realized what was happening he went into hiding, and did not come out until the special plane, with the Captain on board, was safely in the air with its nose pointed North.

Then, with his tail stuck right up in the air and his damp nose raised, he went on another tour of the station. He did not need to say anything to the dogs and cats he collected. They just followed him as if he had the right to lead them, and he led them out into an open patch of ground behind one of the workshops. Then they gathered round him in a big circle and he sat down slowly, thumping the ground with his sleek tail to get their full attention. For a few moments he pretended that, although he had called them to order, he did not see them. He waved his head slowly and looked toward the setting sun. None of the dogs or cats barked or miaowed. They were overcome with admiration.

Slowly, ever so slowly, the bright moon started to climb up the sky and Flyball twitched a possessive whisker toward it. That was his Moon. None of the others really knew anything about it. He purred gently to himself, basking in the admiration of the earth-bound. Then he burst into a cheerful song:

The Moon is only the start,

Says Flyball the flier.

We’ll reach the stars yet

Going higher and higher.

We’ll voyage right round space

To the ends of the sky.

Oh, no one ever can guess

How far we will fly!
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Scottish poet, novelist, and artist Ruthven Todd (1914–78) is best known as an editor of the works of William Blake and an author of children’s stories, including four Space Cat adventures. He also wrote detective fiction under the pseudonym R. T. Campbell.

Illustrator and writer Paul Galdone (1907–86) specialized in children’s books. His illustrations for Eve Titus’s books include the Basil of Baker Street series. Galdone and Titus were nominated for Caldecott Medals for Anatole (1957) and Anatole and the Cat (1958), titles that were named Caldecott Honor books in 1971. Galdone was posthumously awarded the 1996 Kerlan Award for his contributions to children’s literature.
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