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making love by postcard.” They had another long hysterical laugh over that.

"How bad isit a your place?" hefinally asked.

"Not bad at dl. Everything we need ishumming. | can give you abath—"

"A bath!" It sounded like the delights of heaven. "I wish you could smell me. No, I'm glad you can't.”

"I wish | could. I'm going to run the tub full of hot, hot water, and then I'm going to undress you and
lower you intoit, and I'm going to scrub dl those things I've been staring at for ayear and take my time
withit, and then—"

"Hey, we don't need stories anymore, do we? Now we can doit."

"We need them for another two days. More than ever now, because | can't reach the place that's begging
for atention. But you didn't let mefinish. After | get in the tub with you and let you wash me, and before
we head hand in hand for my bedroom, I'm going to get Rock Rogers and Maryjane Peters and the
Black Widow and Mark Antony and Jo-jo and hiswild mate and hold their heads under the water until
they drown"

"No you don'. 7 claim the right to drown Rock Rogers.”

In the Hall
of the Martian

It took perseverance, dertness, and awillingnessto bresk the rulesto watch the sunrisein Tharsis

Canyon. Matthew Crawford shivered in the dark, his suit heater turned to emergency setting, hiseyes
trained toward the east. He knew he had to be watchful. Y esterday he had missed it entirely, snatched
away from it by along, unavoidable yawn. Hisjaw muscles stretched, but he controlled thisyawn and

kept hiseyesfirmly open.

And thereit was. Likethelightsin atheater after the show isover: just aquick brightening, a splash of
localized bluish-purple over the canyon rim, and he was surrounded by footlights. Day had come, the
truncated Martian day that would never touch the blackness over his head.

Thisday, likethe nine beforeit, illuminated a Tharssradicaly changed from what it had been over the
last deepy ten thousand years. Wind erosion of rocks can creste an infinity of shapes, but it never gets
around to carving out astraight line or a perfect arc. The human encampment below him broke up the
jagged lines of the rocks with regular angles and curves.

The camp was anything but orderly. No one would get the impression that any care had been taken in the
haphazard arrangement of dome, lander, crawlers, crawler tracks, and scattered equipment. It had
grown, as dl human base camps seem to grow, without pattern. He was reminded of the footprints
around Tranquillity Base, though on amuch larger scae.

Tharsis Base sat on awide ledge about hafway up from
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the uneven bottom of the Tharsisarm of the Gresat Rift Valey. The site had been chosen becauseit wasa
smooth area, dlowing easy access up agentle dopeto theflat plains of the Tharsis Plateau, while a the
sametime only akilometer from the valley floor. No one could agree which areawas most worthy of
study: plains or canyon. So this site had been chosen as a compromise. What it meant was that the
exploring parties had to either climb up or go down, because there wasn't a damn thing worth seeing near
the camp. Even the exposed layering and its areological records could not be seen without a
half-kilometer crawler ride up to the point where Crawford had climbed to watch the sunrise.

He examined the dome as he walked back to camp. There was afigure hazily visble through the plastic.
At this distance he would have been unableto tell who it wasif it weren't for the black face. He saw her
step up to the dome wall and wipe aclear circle to ook through. She spotted his bright red suit and
pointed a him. She was suited except for her helmet, which contained her radio. He knew hewasin
trouble. He saw her turn away and bend to the ground to pick up her helmet, so she could tell him what
she thought of people who disobeyed her orders, when the dome shuddered like ajelyfish.

Andam garted in hishemet, flat and strangely soothing coming from the tiny spesker. He stood there
for amoment as a perfect smoke ring of dust billowed up around the rim of the dome. Then hewas
running.

He watched the disaster unfold before his eyes, slent except for the rhythmic beat of theaarm bell in his
ears. The dome was dancing and straining, trying to fly. The floor heaved up in the center, throwing the
black woman to her knees. In another second the interior was awhirling snowstorm. He skidded on the
sand and fell forward, got up in time to see the fiberglass ropes on the sSide nearest him snap free from the
stedl spikes anchoring the dome to the rock.

The dome now |ooked like some fantastic Christmas ornament, filled with snowflakes and the flashing red
and bluelights of the emergency darms. The top of the dome
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heaved over away from him, and thefloor raised itself high in the air, held down only by the unbroken
anchors on the sde farthest from him. There was agush of snow and dust; then the floor settled dowly
back to the ground. There was no motion now but the leisurdly folding of the depressurized dome roof as
it settled over the Structuresinside.

The crawler skidded to a stop, nearly rolling over, beside the deflated dome. Two pressure-suited figures
got out. They started for the dome, hesitantly, in fits and starts. One grabbed the other's arm and pointed
to the lander. The two of them changed course and scrambled up the rope ladder hanging over the Side.

Crawford was the only one to look up when the lock started cycling. The two people amost tumbled
over each other coming out of the lock. They wanted to do something, and quickly, but didn't know
what. Inthe end, they just stood there, slently twisting their hands and looking at the floor. One of them
took off her helmet. She was alarge woman, in her thirties, with red hair shorn off closeto the scalp.

"Maitt, we got here as—" She stopped, realizing how obviousit was. "How's Lou?"

"Lou's not going to makeit." He gestured to the bunk where a heavyset man lay breathing raggedly into a
clear plastic mask. He was on pure oxygen. There was blood seeping from his ears and nose.

"Brain damege?'



Crawford nodded. He looked around at the other occupants of the room. There was the Surface
Mission Commander, Mary Lang, the black woman he had seen insgde the dome just before the
blowout. She was sitting on the edge of Lou Prager's cot, her head cradled in her hands. In away, she
was amore shocking sight than Lou. No one who knew her would have thought she could be brought to
thislimp state of apathy. She had not moved for the last hour.

Sitting on the floor huddled in ablanket was Martin Raston, the chemist. His shirt was bloody, and there
was
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dried blood dl over hisface and hands from the nosebleed held only recently gotten under control, but
hiseyeswere dert. He shivered, looking from Lang, histitular leader, to Crawford, the only onewho
seemed cam enough to ded with anything. He was afollower, reliable but unimaginative.

Crawford looked back to the newest arrivals. They were Lucy Stone McKillian, the redheaded
ecologist, and Song Sue Lee, the exobiologist. They ill stood numbly by the air lock, unable asyet to
cometo gripswith the fact of fifteen dead men and women beneath the dome outside.

"What do they say on the Burroughs?" McKillian asked, tossing her helmet on the floor and squatting
tiredly againgt the wal. The lander was not the most comfortable place to hold amesting; dl the couches
were mounted horizontally since their purpose was cushioning the acceleration of landing and takeoff.
With the ship Sitting onitstail, this made ninety percent of the space in the lander usdless. They weredl
gathered on the circular bulkhead at the rear of the life system, just forward of the fuel tank.

"Werewaiting for areply," Crawford said. "But | can sum up what they're going to say: not good. Unless
one of you two has some experience in Mars-lander handling that you've been concealing from us.”

Neither of them bothered to answer that. The radio in the nose sputtered, then clanged for their attention.
Crawford looked over at Lang, who made no move to go answer it. He stood and swarmed up the
ladder to sit in the copilot's chair. He switched on the receiver.

"Commander Lang?"

"No, thisis Crawford again. Commander Lang is ... indigposed. She's busy with Lou, trying to do
something.”

"That's no use. The doctor saysit'samiracle he's ill breathing. If hewakesup at al, hewon't be
anything like you knew him. The telemetry shows nothing like the norma brain wave. Now I've got to
talk to Commander Lang. Have her come up." The voice of Misson Commander Weinstein was
accustomed to command, and about as emotiona as awesther report.
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"Sir, I'll ask her, but | don't think shelll come. Thisistill her operation, you know." He didn't give
Weingein timeto reply to that. Weinstein had been trapped by his own seniority into commanding the
Edgar Rice Burroughs, the orbital ship that got them to Mars and had been intended to get them back.
Command of the Podkayne, the disposable lander that would make the lion's share of the headlines, had
goneto Lang. There waslittle friendship between the two, especidly when Weingein fdl to brooding
about the very red financia benefits Lang stood to regp by being the first woman on Mars, rather than
the lowly mission commander. He saw himself as another Michael Callins.

Crawford called down to Lang, who raised her head enough to mumble something.



"What'dshesay?"

"She said take amessage." McKillian had been crawling up the ladder as she said this. Now she reached
him and said in alower voice, "Matt, she's pretty broken up. Y ou'd better take over for now."

"Right, | know." He turned back to the radio, and McKillian listened over his shoulder asWeingtein
briefed them on the Situation as he saw it. It pretty much jibed with Crawford's estimation, except & one
crucid point. He signed off and they joined the other survivors.

He looked around at the faces of the others and decided it wasn't the time to speak of rescue
possibilities. He didn't relish being aleader. He was hoping Lang would recover soon and take the
burden from him. In the meantime he had to get them started on something. He touched McKillian gently
on the shoulder and motioned her to thelock.

"Let'sgo get them buried," he said. She squeezed her eyes shut, forcing out tears, then nodded.
It wasn't a pretty job. Halfway through it, Song came down the ladder with the body of Lou Prager.

"Let'sgo over what weve learned. Firdt, now that Lou's dead there's very little chance of ever lifting off.
That is, unless Mary thinks she can absorb everything she needs

L
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to know about piloting the Podkayne from those printouts Weinstein sent down. How about it, Mary?'

Mary Lang was lying sideways across the improvised cot that had recently held the Podkayne pilot, Lou
Prager. Her head was nodding listlesdy againgt the duminum hull plate behind her; her chin was on her
chest. Her eyes were half-open.

Song had given her a sedative from the dead doctor's supplies on the advice of the medic aboard the
E.RB, It had enabled her to stop fighting so hard againgt the screaming panic she wanted to unleash. It
hadn't improved her disposition. She had quit, she wasn't going to do anything for anybody.

When the blowout started, Lang had snapped on her helmet quickly. Then she had struggled against the
blizzard and the undulating dome bottom, heading for the roofless framework where the other members
of the expedition were deeping. The blowout was over in ten seconds, and she then had the problem of
coping with the collapsing roof, which promptly buried her in folds of clear pladtic. It wasfar too much
like one of those nightmares of running knee-deep in quicksand. She had to fight for every meter, but she
madeit.

Shemadeit in timeto see her shipmates of the last 9x months gasping soundlessy and spouting blood
from al over their faces asthey fought to get into their pressure suits. It was a hopeless task to choose
which two or three to save in the time she had. She might have done better but for the freakish nature of
her struggle to reach them; she wasin shock and haf believed it was only anightmare. So she grabbed
the nearest, who happened to be Doctor Raston. He had nearly finished donning his suit, so she dapped
his helmet on him and moved to the next one. It was L uther Nakamura, and he was not moving. Worse,
he was only haf-suited. Pragmatically she should have left him and moved on to save the oneswho il
had a chance. She knew it now, but didn't like it any better than she had liked it then.

While she was stuffing Nakamurainto his suit, Crawford arrived. He had walked over the folds of plastic
until
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he reached the dormitory, then diced through it with the laser he normally used to vaporize rock samples.

And he had had time to think about the problem of whom to save. He went straight to Lou Prager and
finished suiting him up. But it was dready too late. He didn't know if it would have made any differenceif
Mary Lang had tried to save him firgt.

Now she lay on the bunk, her feet sprawled carelesdy in front of her. She dowly shook her head back
andforth.

"You sure?' Crawford prodded her, hoping to get arise, ashow of temper, anything.

"I'm sure," shemumbled. ™Y ou people know how long they trained Lou to fly thisthing? And he dmost
cracked it up asit was. I... ah, nuts. It isn't possible.”

"| refuse to accept that asafind answer,” he said. "But in the meantime we should explore the
possihilitiesif what Mary saysistrue.”

Raston laughed. It wasn't abitter laugh; he sounded genuinely amused. Crawford plowed on.

"Here'swhat we know for sure. The E.RB. isusdlessto us. Oh, they'll help us out with plenty of advice,
maybe more than we want, but any rescueis out of the question.”

"Weknow that," McKillian said. She wastired and sick from the sight of the faces of her dead friends.
"What'sthe use of dl thistak?'

"Wait amoment,” Song brokein. "Why can't they . . . | mean they have plenty of time, don't they? They
haveto leavein Sx months, as | understand it, because of the orbital dements, but in that time—"

"Don't you know anything about spaceships?' McKillian shouted. Song went on, unperturbed.

"I do know enough to know the Edgar is not equipped for an atmosphere entry. My ideawas, not to
bring down the whole ship, but only what's aboard the ship that we need. Which isapilot. Might that be

possble?"

Crawford ran his hands through his hair, wondering what to say. That possibility had been discussed, and
was being studied. But it had to be classed as extremely remote.

"Youreright," hesaid. "What we need isapilot, and
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that pilot is Commander Weingtein. Which presents problemslegdly, if nothing ese. He'sthe captain of a
ship and should not leaveit. That'swhat kept him on the Edgar in thefirst place. But he did have alot of
training on the lander simulator back when he was so sure held be picked for the ground team. Y ou
know Winey, aways the ingtinct to be the one-man show. So if he thought he could do it, hed be down
herein aminute to bail usout and grab the publicity. | understand they're trying to work out a heat-shield
parachute system from one of the drop capsules that were supposed to ferry down suppliesto usduring
the stay here. But it's very risky. Y ou don't modify an aerodynamic design lightly, not one that's supposed
to hit the atmosphere at ten-thousand-plus kilometers. So | think we can rule that out. They'll keep
working on it, but when it's done, Winey won't step into the damn thing. He wantsto be a hero, but he
wantsto liveto enjoy it, too."



There had been abrief lifting of spiritsamong Song, Ralston, and McKillian at the thought of apossible
rescue. The more they thought about it, .the less happy they |ooked. They al seemed to agree with
Crawford's assessment.

"Sowell put that onein the Fairy Godmother file and forget about it. If it happens, fine. But wed better
assumethat it won't. Asyou may know, the E.R.B.-Podkayne are the only shipsin existence that can
reach Marsand land on it. One other pair isin the congressiona funding stage. Winey talked to Earth
and thinksther€ll be a speedup in the preliminary paper work and the thing'll start building in ayear. The
launch was scheduled for five years from now, but it might get as much asayear'sboog. It'sarescue
mission now, essier to sel. But the design will need modification, if only to include five more seststo
bring usdl back. Y ou can bet on there being more modifications when we send in our report on the
blowout. So we'd better add another six monthsto the schedule.”

McKillian had had enough. "Matt, what the hell are you talking about? Rescue misson? Damn it, you
know aswell as| that if they find us here, welll belong dead. WEII probably be dead in another year.”
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"That'swhere you're wrong. Well survive."
"How?'

"l don't havethefaintest idea." Helooked her straight in the eye as he said this. She dmost didn't bother
to answer, but curiosity got the best of her.

"Isthisjust amorae session? Thanks, but | don't need it. I'd rather face the Situation asit is. Or do you
redly have something?'

"Both. | don't have anything concrete except to say that welll survive the same way humans have dways
survived: by staying warm, by eating, by drinking. To that list we haveto add 'by breathing.' That'sahard
one, but other than that we're no different than any other group of survivorsin atough spot. | don't know
what well haveto do, specificaly, but | know well find the answers.”

"Or dietrying," Song said.

"Or dietrying." He grinned at her. She a least had grasped the essence of the Situation. Whether surviva
was possible or nat, it was necessary to maintain theillusion that it was. Otherwise, you might aswell cut
your throat. Y ou might aswell not even be born, becauselifeisan inevitably fatd struggleto survive.

"Whet about air?* McKillian asked, till unconvinced.

"I don't know," hetold her cheerfully. "It'satough problem, isn't it?"

"What about water?'

"Well, inthat valey therésalayer of permafrost about twenty meters down."

Shelaughed. "Wonderful. So that's what you want usto do? Dig down there and warm the ice with our
pink little hands? It won't work, | tell you."



Crawford waited until she had run through along list of reasons why they were doomed. Most of them
made a great deal of sense. When she was through, he spoke softly.

"Lucy, ligen to yoursdf."
"I'mjust—"

"Y ou're arguing on the sde of death. Do you want to die? Are you so determined that you won't listen to
someone who says y6u can live?'
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She was quiet for along time, then shuffled her feet awkwardly. She glanced at him,
then at Song and Ralston. They were waiting, and she had to blush and smile slowly
at them.

"You'reright. What do we do first?'

"Just what we were doing. Taking stock of our situation. We need to make alist of
what's available to us. We'll write it down on paper, but | can give you a general
rundown." He counted off the points on his fingers.

"One, we have food for twenty people for three months. That comes to about a year
for the five of us. With rationing, maybe ayear and a half. That's assuming all the
supply capsules reach us all right. In addition, the Edgar is going to clean the pantry
to the bone, give us everything they can possibly spare, and send it to usin the three
spare capsules. That might come to two years, or even three.

"Two, we have enojagh water to last us forever if the recyclers keep going. That'll be
a problem, because our reactor will run out of power in two years. We'll need
another power source, and maybe another water source.

"The oxygen problem is about the same. Two years at the outside. We'll have to find
away to conserve it alot more than we're doing. Offhand, | don't know how. Song,
do you have any ideas?"'

She looked thoughtful, which produced two vertical punctuation marks between her
danted eyes.

"Possibly a culture of plants from the Edgar. If we could rig some way to grow
plants in Martian sunlight and not have them killed by the ultraviolet . . ."

McKillian looked horrified, as any good ecologist would.

"What about contamination?' she asked. "What do you think that sterilization was
for before we landed? Do you want to louse up the entire ecol ogical balance of
Mars? No one would ever be sure if samplesin the future were real Martian plants or
mutated Earth stock."

"What ecological balance?' Song shot back. "Y ou know aswell as| do that thistrip
has been nearly a zero. A few anaerobic bacteria, a patch of lichen, both barely



distinguishable from Earth forms—"
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"That's just what | mean. Y ou import Earth forms now, and we'll never tell the
difference.”

"But it could be done, right? With the proper shielding so the plants won't be wiped
out before they ever sprout, we could have a hydroponics plant functioning—"

"Oh, yes, it could be done. | can see three or four dodges right now. But you're not
addressing the main question, which is—"

"Hold it," Crawford said. "l just wanted to know if you had any ideas." He was
secretly pleased at the argument; it got them both thinking aong the right lines,
moved them from the deadly apathy they must guard against.

"| think this discussion has served its purpose, which was to convince everyone here
that survival is possible." He glanced uneasily at Lang, still nodding, her eyes glassy
as she saw her teammates die before her eyes.

"| just want to point out that instead of an expedition, we are now a colony. Not in
the usual sense of planning to stay here forever, but al our planning will have to be
geared to that fiction. What we're faced with is not a simple matter of stretching
supplies until rescue comes. Stopgap measures are not likely to do us much good.
The answers that will save us are the long-term ones, the sort of answers a colony
would be looking for. About two years from now we're going to haveto bein a
position to survive with some sort of life-style that could support us forever. Well
have to fit into this environment where we can and adapt it to us where we can't. For
that, we're better off than most of the colonists of the past, at |east for the short
term. We have alarge supply of everything a colony needs. food, water, tools, raw
materials, energy, brains, and women. Without these things, no colony has much of
achance. All we lack isaregular resupply from the home country, but areally good
group of colonists can get along without that. What do you say? Are you all with
me?"

Something had caused Mary Lang's eyesto look up. It was areflex by now, a
survival reflex conditioned by alifetime of fighting her way to the top. It took root in
her again and pulled her erect on the bed, then to her feet.
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She fought off the effects of the drug and stood there, eyes bleary but aware.
"What makes you think that women are anatural resource, Crawford?' she said, dowly and ddliberately.

"Why, what | meant was that without the morale uplift provided by members of the opposite sex, a
colony will lack the push needed to makeit."

"That'swhat you meant, dl right. And you meant women, availableto the real colonists asareason to



live. I've heard it before. That's amale-oriented way to look at it, Crawford." Shewas regaining her
stature as they watched, seeming to grow until she dominated the group with the intangible power that
marks aleader. She took a deep breath and came fully awake for the first time that day.

"Well stop that sort of thinking right now. I'm the mission commander. | appreciate your taking over
whilel was. . . how did you say it? Indisposed. But you should pay more attention to the socia aspects
of our Stuation. If anyoneisacommodity here, it's you and Raston, by virtue of your scarcity. Therewill
be some thorny questionsto resolve there, but for the meantime we will function asa unit, under my
command. Well do al we canto minimize socia competition among the women for the men. That'sthe
way it must be. Clear?"

She was answered by nods of the head. She did not acknowledge it but plowed right on.

"I wondered from the start why you were along, Crawford.” She was pacing dowly back and forth in the
crowded space. The others got out of her way amost without thinking, except for Ralston, who ill
huddled under hisblanket. "A historian? Sure, it'safineidea, but pretty impractical. | have to admit that
I've been thinking of you as aluxury, and about as useful asthe nipples on aman's chest. But | was
wrong. All the NASA people werewrong. The Astronaut Corps fought like crazy to keep you off this
trip. Time enough for that on later flights. We were blinded by our loydty to the tet-pilot philosophy of
space flight. We wanted as few scientists as possible and as many astronauts as we could manage. We
don'tliketo
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think of ourselves asferry-boat pilots. | think we demonsirated during Apoallo that we could handle
science jobs aswell as anyone. We saw you as akind of insult, adap in the face by the scientistsin
Houston to show us how low our stock hasfallen.”

"If I might be ableto—"

"Shut up. But we werewrong. | read in your resume that you were quite a student of survival. What's
your honest assessment of our chances?’

Crawford shrugged, uneasy at the question. He didn't know if it was the right time to even speculate that
they might fail.

"Tdl methetruth."

"Pretty dim. Mostly the air problem. The people I've read about never sank so low that they had to
worry about where their next bresth was coming from."

"Have you ever heard of Apollo Thirteen?"
He amiled at her. " Specid circumstances. Short-term problems.”

"You'reright, of course. And in the only two other real space emergencies sSincethat time, al handswere
lost." Sheturned and scowled a each of them in turn.

"But werre not going to lose." She dared any of them to disagree, and no one was about to. She relaxed
and resumed her stroll around the room. She turned to Crawford again.

"l can seel'll be drawing on your knowledge alot in the years to come. What do you see as the next
order of busness?'



Crawford relaxed. The awful burden of responsbility, which he had never wanted, was gone. He was
content to follow her lead.

"Totdl you thetruth, | was wondering what to say next. We have to make athorough inventory. | guess
we should gtart on that."

"That'sfine, but thereis an even more important order of business. We have to go out to the dome and
find out what the hell caused the blowout. The damn thing should not have blown; it'sthe first of itstype
to do s0. And from the bottom. But it did blow, and we should know why, or
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we'reignoring afact about Marsthat might ill kill us. Let'sdo thet first. Raston, can you walk?'

When he nodded, she sealed her helmet and started into the lock. She turned and |ooked speculatively at
Crawford.

"I swear, man, if you had touched mewith a cattle prod you couldn't have got abigger rise out of me
than you did with what you said afew minutesago. Do | dare ask?"

Crawford was not about to answer. He said, with a perfectly straight face, "Me? Maybe you should just
assumel'machawvinis.”

"Well see, won't we?"
"What isthat suff?"

Song Sue Leewas on her knees, examining one of the hundreds of short, stiff spikes extruding from the
ground. Shetried to scratch her head but was frustrated by her helmet.

"It lookslike plagtic. But | have astrong feding it'sthe higher life form Lucy and | werelooking for
yesterday."

"And you'retdling methose little spikes are what poked holes in the dome bottom? I'm not buying that.”

Song straightened up, moving giffly. They had al worked hard to empty out the collgpsed dome and ped
back the whole, bulky messto reved the ground it had covered. She wastired and stepped out of
character for amoment to snap a Mary Lang.

"l didn't tell you that. We pulled the dome back and found spikes. It was your inference that they poked
holesin the bottom."

"I'm sorry,” Lang said, quietly. "Go on with what you were saying."

"Wadl," Song admitted, "it wasn't abad inference, a that. But the holes | saw were not punched through.
They were eaten away." She waited for Lang to protest that the dome bottom was about as chemically
inert asany plagtic yet devised. But Lang had learned her lesson. And she had ataent for facing facts.

"So. We have athing here that eats plastic. And seems
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to be made of plagtic, into the bargain. Any ideaswhy it picked this particular spot to grow, and no
other?



"l have anideaon that,” McKillian said. "I've had it in mind to do some studies around the dometo seeif
the atered moisture content we've been creating here had any effect on the sporesin the soil. See, weve
been here nine days, spouting out water vapor, carbon dioxide, and quite abit of oxygen. Not much, but
maybe more than it seems, considering the low concentrations that are naturdly available. Weve dtered
the biome. Does anyone know where the exhaust air from the dome was expelled?’

Lang raised her eyebrows. "Y es, it was under the dome. The air we exhausted was warm, you see, and it
was thought it could be put to use one last time before we let it go, to warm the floor of the dome and
decrease heat |0ss.”

"And the water vapor collected on the underside of the domewhen it hit the cold air. Right. Do you get
the picture?'

"l think s0," Lang said. "It was so little water, though. Y ou know we didn't want to waste it; we
condensed it out until the air we exhausted was dry as abone."

"For Earth, maybe. Hereit was atorrentid rainfal. It reached seeds or sporesin the ground and
triggered them to start growing. We're going to have to watch it when we use anything containing plastic.
What doesthat include?’

Lang groaned. "All the air lock sedls, for onething." There were grimacesfrom al of them at the thought
of that. "For another, agood part of our suits. Song, watch it, don't step on that thing. We don't know
how powerful itisor if it'll eat the plastic in your boots, but we'd better play it safe. How about i,
Ragton? Think you can find out how bad it is?

"Y ou mean identify the solvent these things use? Probably, if we can get some sort of work space and |
can get to my equipment.”

"Mary,M McKillian said, "it occursto methat 1'd better start looking for airborne spores. If there are
ome, it
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could mean that the air lock on the Podkayne isvulnerable. Even thirty meters off the ground.”

"Right. Get on that. Since we're deeping in it until we can find out what we can do on the ground, we'd
best be sureit's safe. Meantime, well al deep in our suits.” There were helpless groans &t this, but no
protests. McKillian and Ralston headed for the pile of salvaged equipment, hoping to rescue enough to
get started on their analyses. Song knelt again and started digging around one of the ten-centimeter
pikes.

Crawford followed Lang back toward the Podkayne.
"Mary, | wanted ... isit dl right if | cal you Mary?"

"l guess 0. | don't think ‘Commander Lang' would wear well over five years. But you'd better till think
commander.”

Heconsdered it. "All right, Commander Mary.” She punched him playfully. She had barely known him
before the disaster. He had been aname on aroster, and a sore spot in the estimation of the Astronaut
Corps. But she had borne him no persona malice, and now found hersalf beginning to like him.

"What's on your mind?"



"Ah, severd things. But maybe it isn't my place to bring them up now. First, | want to say thet if you're. .
. ah, concerned, or doubtful of my support or loyalty because | took over command for awhile. . .
earlier today, well..."

"Wdl?'
"l just wanted to tdll you that | have no ambitionsin that direction,” hefinished lamely.

She patted him on the back. "Sure, | know. Y ou forget, | read your dossier. It mentioned severa
interesting episodesthat 1'd like you to tell me about someday, from your 'soldier-of-fortune days—"

"Hell, those were grosdy overblown. | just happened to get into some scrapes and managed to get out of
them.”

"Still, it got you picked for thismisson out of hundreds of applicants. The thinking was that you'd be a
wild card, aman of action with proven survivability. Maybe it worked out. But the other thing |
remember on your card was that
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you're not aleader, that you're aloner who'll cooperate with a group and be no discipline problem, but
you work better done. Want to strike out on your own?"

Hesmiled at her. "No, thanks. But what you said isright. | have no hankering to take charge of anything.
But | do have some knowledge that might prove ussful.”

"And well useit. You just speak up. I'll belistening.” She started to say something, then thought of
something ese. "' Say, what are your ideas on awoman bossing this project? I've had to fight that al the
way from my Air Force days. So if you have any objections you might aswell tell me up front.”

Hewas genuindy surprised. "Y ou didn't take that crack serioudy, did you? | might aswell admit it. It
was intentiona, like that cattle prod you mentioned. Y ou looked like you needed akick inthe ass."

"And thank-you. But you didn't answer my question.”
"Thosewho lead, lead,” he said, smply. "I'll follow you aslong as you keep leading.”

"Aslong asit'sin the direction you want?' She laughed, and poked him in theribs. "1 seeyou asmy
grand vizier, the man who holds the arcane knowledge and advises the regent. | think I'll have to watch
out for you. | know alittle hisgory mysdf."

Crawford couldn't tell how serious she was. He shrugged it off.

"What | redlly wanted to talk to you about isthis: you said you couldn't fly this ship. But you were not
yoursdlf, you were depressed and feeling hopeless. Doesthat till stand?”

"It stands. Come on up and I'll show you why."

In the pilot's cabin, Crawford was ready to beieve hex Like al flying machines since the days of thewind
sock and open cockpit, this one was amad confusion of dias, switches, and lights, designed to awe
anyone who knew nothing about it. He sat in the copilot's chair and listened to her.

"We had abackup pilot, of course. Y ou may be surprised to learn that it wasn't me. It was Dorothy
Cantrell, and she's dead. Now | know what everything does on this
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board, and | can cope with most of it easily. What | don't know, | could learn. Some of the systems are
computer-driven; giveit theright program and it'll fly itsdf, in space. She looked longingly at the
controls, and Crawford redlized that, like Weingtein, she didn't relish giving up the fun of flying to bossa
gang of explorers. Shewas aformer test pilot, and above al things she loved flying. She patted an array
of hand controls on her right side. There were more like them on the lft.

"Thisiswhat would kill us, Crawford. What's your first name? Matt. Matt, thisbaby isaflyer for thefirst
forty thousand meters. It doesn't have the juice to orbit on the jets alone. The wings are folded up now.

Y ou probably didn't see them on the way in, but you saw the models. They're very light, supercritica,
and designed for this atmosphere. Lou said it was like flying a bathtub, but it flew. And it'sa skill, dmogt
an art. Lou practiced for three years on the best smulators we could build and still had to rely on things
you can't learn inasmulator. And he barely got us down in one piece. We didn't noiseit around, but it
was a damn closething. Lou was young; so was Cantrdll. They were both fresh from flying. They flew
every day, they had the fed for it. They weretops.” She dumped back into her chair. "I haven't flown
anything but trainersfor eight years."

Crawford didn't know if he should let it drop.
"But you were one of the best. Everyone knowsthat. Y ou sill don't think you could do it?"

She threw up her hands. "How can | make you understand? Thisis nothing like anything I've ever flown.
Youmight aswdll . . ." She groped for acomparison, trying to coax it out with gesturesintheair. "Listen.
Doesthefact that someone can fly abiplane, maybe even be the best goddam biplane pilot that ever
was, doesthat mean they're qudified to fly a helicopter?”

"I don't know."
"It doesn't. Bdieveme."

"All right. But the fact remainsthat you're the closest thing on Marsto a pilot for the Podkayne. | think
you should consider that when you're deciding what we should
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do." He shut up, afraid to sound like he was pushing her.
She narrowed her eyes and gazed at nothing.

"I have thought about it." Shewaited for along time. "1 think the chances are about a thousand to one
againg usif | try tofly it. But I'll do it, if we cometo that. And that's your job. Showing me some better
odds. If you cant, let me know."

Three weeks later, the Tharsis Canyon had been transformed into a child's garden of toys. Crawford had
thought of no better way to describeit. Each of the plastic spikes had blossomed into afanciful windmill,
no two of them just alike. There weretiny ones, with the vanes pardld to the ground and no more than
ten centimeterstall. There were derricks of spidery plastic struts that would not have looked too out of
place on aKansasfarm. Some of them were five meters high. They camein all colors and many
configurations, but al had vanes covered with atransparent film like cellophane, and dl were spinning
into colorful blursin the stiff Martian breeze. Crawford thought of an industrid park built by gnomes. He
could amost see them trudging through the spinning whesels.

Song had taken one apart aswell as she could. She was till shaking her head in disbelief. She had not



been able to excavate the long, insulated taproot, but she could infer how deep it went. It extended al the
way down to the layer of permafrogt, twenty meters down.

The ground between the windmills was coated in shimmering plastic. Thiswas the second part of the
plants ingenious solution to surviva on Mars. Thewindmills utilized the energy in thewind, and the plastic
coating on the ground was in redity two thin sheets of plastic with a space between for water to circulate.
The water was heated by the sun then pumped down to the permafrost, melting alittle more of it each
time

"Therés gill something missing from our picture,” Song had told them the night before when she ddlivered
her summary of what she had learned. "Marty hasn't been able to find a mechanism that would permit
these things to grow by ingesting sand and rock and turning it into
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plasticlike materids. So we assume there isareservoir of something like crude oil down there, maybe
frozenin with the water."

"Where would that have come from?" Lang had asked.

"Y ou've heard of the long-period Martian seasonal theories? Well, part of it ismore than atheory. The
combination of the Martian polar inclination, the precessiona cycle, and the eccentricity of the orbit
produces seasons that are about twelve thousand yearslong. We're in the middle of winter, though we
landed in the nomind 'summer.’ It's been theorized that if there were any Martian life, it would have
adapted to these longer cycles. It hibernatesin spores during the cold cycle, when the water and carbon
dioxide freeze out at the poles, then comes out when enough ice meltsto permit biological processes. We
seem to have fooled these plants; they thought summer was here when the water vapor content went up
around the camp.”

"So what about the crude?' Raston asked. He didn't completely believe that part of the modd they had
evolved. Hewas alaboratory chemist, speciaizing in inorganic compounds. Theway these plants
produced plastics without high heat, through purdly cataytic interactions, had him confused and
defensve. He wished the crazy windmillswould go away.

"l think | can answer that," McKillian said. "These organisms barely scrape by in the best of times. The
onesthat have made it waste nothing. It stands to reason that any really ancient deposits of crude ail
would have been exhausted in only afew of these cycles. So it must be that what were thinking of as
crude oil must be something alittle different. It hasto be the remains of the last generation.”

"But how did the remains get so far below ground?' Ralston asked. "Y ou'd expect them to be high up.
Thewinds couldn't bury them that deep in only twelve thousand years."

"You'reright,” said McKillian. "I don't redly know. But | have atheory. Since these plants waste nothing,
why not conserve their bodies when they die? They sprouted
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from the ground; isn't it possible they could withdraw when things Sart to get tough again? They'd leave
spores behind them asthey retreated, distributing them al through the soil. That way, if the upper ones
blew away or were Sterilized by the ultraviolet, the ones just below them would till thrive when the right
conditions returned. When they reached the permafrogt, they'd decompose into this organic dush weve
postulated, and . . . well, it does get alittle involved, doesn't it?!



"Soundsdl right to me," Lang assured her. "It'll do for aworking theory. Now what about airborne
Spores?"

It turned out that they were safe from that danger. There were sporesin the ar now, but they were not
dangerous to the colonists. The plants attacked only certain kinds of plastics, and then only in certain
stages of their lives. Since they were till changing, it bore watching, but the air locks and suitswere
secure. The crew was enjoying the luxury of deeping without ther suits.

And there was much work to do. Most of the physical sort devolved on Crawford and, to some extent,
on Lang. It threw them together alot. The other three had to be free to pursue their researches, asit had
been decided that only in knowing their environment would they stand a chance.

Crawford and Lang had managed to salvage most of the dome. Working with patching kits and lasersto
cut the tough material, they had constructed a much smaller dome. They erected it on an outcropping of
bare rock, rearranged the exhaust to prevent more condensation on the underside, and added more
safety features. They now dept in a pressurized building ingde the dome, and one of them stayed awake
onwatch at al times. In drills, they had come from adeep deep to full pressure integrity in thirty seconds.
They were not going to get caught again.

Crawford looked away from the madly whirling rotors of the windmill farm. He was with therest of the
crew, Stting in the dome with hishemet off. That was asfar as Lang would permit anyone to go except
in the cramped deeping quarters. Song Sue Lee was a the radio giving her report to the Edgar Rice
Burroughs. In her hand was
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one of the pump modules she had dissected out of one of the plants. It consisted of ahalf-meter set of
eight blades that turned fredly on teflon bearings. Below it were varioustiny gears and the pump itself.
Shetwirled it idly as she spoke.

"l don't redly getit,” Crawford admitted, talking quietly to Lucy McKillian. "What's so revol utionary
about littlewindmills?"

"It'sjust awhole new area," McKillian whispered back. "Think about it. Back on Earth, nature never got
around to inventing the whed!. I've sometimes wondered why not. There are limitations, of course, but it's
such agood idea. Just look what we've donewithit. But dl motion in nature is confined to up and down,
back and forth, in and out, or squeeze and relax. Nothing on Earth goes round and round, unless we built
it. Think about it."

Crawford did, and began to see the novdty of it. Hetried in vain to think of some mechanismin an
animd or plant of Earthly origin that turned and kept on turning forever. He could not.

Song finished her report and handed the mike to Lang. Before she could art, Weinstein came on the
line

"Weve had a changein plan up here," he said, with no preface. "I hope this doesn't come as a shock. If
you think about it, you'll seethelogic init. Were going back to Earth in seven days.”

It didn't surprise them too much. The Burroughs had given them just about everything it could in theform
of dataand supplies. There was one more capsule load due; after that, its presence would only be a
frustration to both groups. There was agreat ded of irony in having two such powerful shipsso closeto
each other and s0 helplessto do anything concrete. It was telling on the crew of the Burroughs.



"Weve reca culated everything based on the lower mass without the twenty of you and the six tons of
sampleswe were dlowing for. By using the fuel we would have ferried down to you for takeoff, we can
make afaster orbit down toward Venus. The departure date for that orbit is seven

Inthe Hal of the Martian Kings 133

days away. WEll rendezvous with a drone capsule full of supplieswe hadn't counted on." And besides,
Lang thought to hersdlf, it's much more dramatic. Plunging sunward on the chancy cometary orbit,
their pantries stripped bare, heading for the fateful rendezvous. . .

"I'd like your comments," hewent on. "Thisisn't absolutely fina yet."
They dl looked at Lang. They were reassured to find her calm and unshaken.
" think it'sthe best idea. Onething; you've given up on any thoughts of meflying the Podkayne?"

"No insult intended, Mary,” Weingtein said, gently. "But, yes, we have. It's the opinion of the people
Earth-sde that you couldn't do it. They've tried some experiments, coaching some very good pilots and
putting them into the Smulators. They can't do it, and we don't think you could, either.”

"No need to sugarcoat it. | know it aswell as anyone. But even a billion-to-one shot is better than
nothing. | takeit they think Crawford isright, that survivd isat least theoretically possble?!

There was along hesitation. "I guessthat's correct. Mary, I'll befrank. | don't think it's possible. | hope
I'm wrong, but | don't expect—"

"Thank you, Winey, for the encouraging words. Y ou dways did know what it takes to buck a person up.
By the way, that other mission, the one where you were going to ride a meteorite down here to save our
asses, that's scrubbed,too?”

The assembled crew smiled, and Song gave a high-pitched cheer. Weingtein was not the most popular
man on Mars.

"Mary, | told you about that dready," he complained. It was a gentle complaint, and, even more
ggnificant, he had not objected to the use of his nickname. He was being gentle with the condemned.
"Weworked on it around the clock. | even managed to get permission to turn over command
temporarily. But the mock-ups they made Earth-side didn't survive the reentry. It was the best we could
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do. I couldn't risk the entire mission on a configuration the people back on Earth wouldn't certify."

"I know. I'll call you back tomorrow." She switched the set off and sat back on her hedls. "'l swesr, if the
Earth-sdetestson aroll of toilet paper didn't ... hewouldn't . . ." She cut the air with her hands. "What
am | saying? That's petty. | don't like him, but he'sright." She stood up, puffing out her cheeks as she
exhaled a pent-up breath.

"Come on, crew, we've got alot of work."

They named their colony New Amsterdam, because of the windmills. The name whirligig wasthe one
that stuck on the Martian plants, though Crawford held out for along timein favor of spinnaker.

They worked al day and tried their best to ignore the Burroughs overhead. The messages back and
forth were short and to the point. Helpless as the mother ship was to render them more aid, they knew



they would missit when it was gone. So the day of departure was a tiff, determinedly nonchalant affair.
They al made abig show of going to bed hours before the scheduled breakaway.

When he was sure the others were adeep, Crawford opened his eyes and looked around the darkened
barracks. It wasn't much in the way of ahome; they were crowded against each other on rough pads
made of insulating materia. Thetoilet facilitieswere behind aflimsy barrier againgt onewal, and smelled.
But none of them would have wanted to deep outside in the dome, even if Lang had alowed it.

The only light came from theilluminated didsthat the guard was supposed to wetch dl night. Therewas
no one sitting in front of them. Crawford assumed the guard had gone to deep. He would have been
upset, but there was no time. He had to suit up, and he wel comed the chance to sneak out. He began
furtively to don his pressure suit.

Asahigtorian, hefelt he could not let such amoment dip by unobserved. Silly, but there it was. He had
to be out there, watch it with hisown eyes. It didn't matter if he never lived to tell about it; he must record
it.
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Someone sat up beside him. Hefroze, but it was too late. She rubbed her eyes and peered into the
darkness.

"Matt?' sheyawned. "What's. . . what isit? s something—"
"Shh. I'm going out. Go back to deep. Song?’

"Um hmmm." She stretched, dug her knuckles fiercely into her eyes, and smoothed her hair back from
her face. She was dressed in aloose-fitting ship suit, agray piece of dirty cloth that badly needed
washing, asdid al their clothes. For amoment, as he watched her shadow stretch and stand up, he
wasn't interested in the Burroughs, He forced his mind away from her.

"I'm going with you," she whispered.
"All right. Don't wake the others.”

Standing just outside the air lock was Mary Lang. She turned as they came out, and did not seem
surprised.

"Were you the one on duty?' Crawford asked her.

"Yeah. | broke my own rule. But so did you two. Consider yoursalves on report.” She laughed and
beckoned them over to her. They linked arms and stood staring up at the sky.

"How much longer?" Song asked, after some time had passed.

"Just afew minutes. Hold tight." Crawford looked over to Lang and thought he saw tears, but he couldn't
be surein the dark.

Therewas atiny new gtar, brighter than al the ret, brighter than Phobos. It hurt to look &t it, but none of
them looked away. It wasthefusion drive of the Edgar Rice Burroughs, heading sunward, avay from
the long winter on Mars. It stayed on for long minutes, then sputtered and waslost. Though it waswarm
in the dome, Crawford was shivering. It was ten minutes before any of them fdlt like facing the barracks.

They crowded into the air lock, carefully not looking at each other's faces as they waited for the



automatic machinery. The inner door opened and Lang pushed forward—and right back into the air lock.
Crawford had aglimpse of Raston and Lucy McKillian; then Mary shut the door.
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"'Some people have no poetry inthelr souls” Mary said.
"Or too much," Song giggled.

"Y ou people want to take awalk around the dome with me? Maybe we could discuss ways of giving
peoplealittle privacy.”

Theinner lock door was pulled open, and there was M cKillian, squinting into the bare bulb that lighted
thelock while she held her shirt in front of her with one hand.

"Comeonin," shesad, stepping back. "We might aswell talk about this." They entered, and McKillian
turned on the light and sat down on her mattress. Ralston was blinking, nervoudy tucked into his pile of
blankets. Since the day of the blowout he never seemed to be warm enough.

Having called for adiscussion, McKillian proceeded to clam up. Song and Crawford sat on their bunks,
and eventually, asthe slence stretched tighter, they al found themsdaveslooking to Lang.

She started stripping out of her suit. "Well, | guessthat takes care of that. So glad to hear al your
comments. Lucy, if you were expecting some sort of reprimand, forget it. Well take stepsfirst thing inthe
morning to provide some sort of privacy for that, but, no matter what, welll al be pretty closein the years
to come. | think we should dl relax. Any objections?' She was haf out of her suit when she paused to
scan them for comments. There were none. She stripped to her skin and reached for the light.

"Inaway it'sabout time," she said, tossng her clothesin acorner. "The only thing to do with these
clothesis burn them. Well al smell better for it. Song, you take the watch." Sheflicked out the lights and
reclined heavily on her mattress.

There was much rustling and squirming for the next few minutes as they got out of their clothes. Song
brushed againgt Crawford in the dark and they murmured gpologies. Then they al bedded down in their
own bunks. It was severd tense, miserable hours before anyone got to deep.
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The week following the departure of the Burroughs was one of hysterical overreaction by the New
Amster-damites. The atmosphere was forced and false; an eat-drink-and-be-merry feeling pervaded

everything they did.

They built aseparate shelter insde the dome, not really talking aloud about what it was for. But it did not
lack for use. Productive work suffered asthefive of them frantically ran through al the possible
permutations of three women and two men. Animosities devel oped, flourished for afew hours, and
dissolved in tearful reconciliations. Three ganged up on two, two on one, one declared war on al the
other four. Ralston and Song announced an engagement, which lasted ten hours. Crawford nearly came
to blowswith Lang, aided by McKillian. McKillian renounced men forever and had a brief, tempestuous
affair with Song. Then Song discovered McKillian with Raston, and Crawford caught her on the
rebound, only to be thrown over for Ralston.

Mary Lang let it work itself out, only interfering when it got violent. She hersdlf was not immuneto the
frenzy but managed to stay aoof from most of it. She went to the shelter with whoever asked her, trying
not to play favorites, and gently tried to prod them back to work. As she told McKillian toward the end



of theweek, "At |least were getting to know one another.”

Things did settle down, as Lang had known they would. They entered their second week donein
virtudly the same position they had been in when they started: no romantic entanglementsfirmly
established. But they knew each other alot better, were relaxed in the close company of each other, and
were supported by anew framework of friendships. They were much closer to being ateam. Rivaries
never died out completely, but they no longer dominated the colony. Lang worked them harder than
ever, making up for thelost time.

Crawford missed mogt of the interesting work, being more suited for the semiskilled manual labor that
never seemed to befinished. So he and Lang had to learn about the new discoveries at the nightly
briefingsin the shelter. He remembered nothing about any animd life being dis-
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covered, and so when he saw something crawling through the whirligig garden, he dropped everything
and started toward it.

At the edge of the garden he stopped, remembering the order from Lang to stay out unless collecting
samples. He watched the thing—bug? turtle?—for amoment, satisfied himsdlf that it wouldn't get too far
away a its creeping pace, and hurried off to find Song.

"You'vegot to nameit after me," he said asthey hurried back to the garden. "That's my right, isn't it, as
the discoverer?”

"Sure" Song said, peering dong his pointed finger. " Just show me the damn thing and I'll immortaize
you."

The thing was twenty centimeters|ong, almost round, dome-shaped. It had ahard shell on top.

"l don't know quite what to do with it,” Song admitted. "If it'sthe only one, | don't dare dissect it, and
maybe | shouldn't even touch it."

"Don't worry, theré's another over behind you." Now that they were looking for them, they quickly spied
four of the creatures. Song took a sample bag from her pouch and held it open in front of the beast. It
crawled halfway into the bag, then seemed to think something was wrong. It stopped, but Song nudged it
inand picked it up. She peered at the underside and laughed in wonder.

"Wheds" shesad. "Thething runs on wheds."

"I don't know whereit camefrom," Song told the group that night. "I don't even quite bdlieveinit. It'd
make anice educationd toy for achild, though. | took it gpart into twenty or thirty pieces, put it back
together, and it ill runs. It has a high-impact polystyrene cargpace, non-toxic paint on the outsde—"

"Not redly polystyrene," Ralston interjected.

"...and| guessif you kept changing the batteries it would run forever. And it's nearly polystyrene, that's
what you said.”

"Were you serious about the batteries?' Lang asked.

"I'm not sure. Marty thinks theré's achemical metabolism in the upper part of the shell, which | haven't
explored
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yet. But | cant redly say if it'salivein the sensewe use. | mean, it runs on wheelst. It has three whedls,
auited for sand, and something that's a cross between a rubber-band drive and amainspring. Energy is
stored in acoiled muscle and released dowly. | don't think it could travel more than a hundred meters.

Unlessit can re-coil the muscle, and | can't tell how that might be done.”

"It sounds very specidized," McKillian said thoughtfully. "Maybe we should be looking for the nicheiit
occupies. Theway you describeit, it couldn't function without help from asymbiote. Maybeiit fertilizes
the plants, like bees, and the plants either donate or are robbed of the power to wind the spring. Did you
look for some mechaniam the bug could use to sted energy from the rotating gearsin the whirligigs?

"That'swhat | want to do in the morning,” Song said. "Unless Mary will let ustake alook tonight?' She
sad it hopefully, but without real expectation. Mary Lang shook her head decisively.

"It keep. It's cold out there, baby."

A new exploration of the whirligig garden the next day reveded severa new species, including one more
thing that might be an animd. It was aflying creature, the size of afruit fly, that managed to glide from
plant to plant when the wind was down by means of afregly rotating set of blades, like an autogiro.

Crawford and Lang hung around as the scientists |looked things over. They were not anxiousto get back
to the task that had occupied them for the last two weeks: bringing the Podkayne to a horizontd position
without wrecking her. The ship had been rigged with stabilizing cables soon after landing, and provison
had been made in the plansto lay the ship on itssSdein the event of aredly big windstorm. But the plans
had envisioned awork force of twenty, working al day with amaze of pulleys and gears. It was dow
work and could not be rushed. If the ship were to tumble and |ose pressure, they didn't have aprayer.

So they welcomed an opportunity to tour fairyland. The
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place was even more bountiful than the last time Crawford had taken alook. There were thick vinesthat
Song assured him were running with water, hot and cold, and various other fluids. There were more of
thetal variety of derrick, making the placelook like apagted ail field.

They had little trouble finding where the matthews came from. They found dozens of twenty-centimeter
lumps on the Sides of the large derricks. They evidently grew from them like tumors and were released
when they were ripe. What they were for was another matter. Aswell asthey could discover, the
matthews ssimply crawled in agtraight line until their power ran out. If they were wound up again, they
would crawl further. There were dozens of them lying motionlessin the sand within a hundred-meter
radius of the garden.

Two weeks of research left them knowing no more. They had to abandon the matthewsfor thetime, as
another enigma had cropped up which demanded their attention.

Thistime Crawford wasthe last to know. He was called on the radio and found the group all squatting in
acirclearound agrowth in the graveyard.

The graveyard, where they had buried their fifteen dead crewmates on the first day of the disaster, had
gprouted with life during the week after the departure of the Burroughs. It was separated from the
origina site of the dome by three hundred meters of blowing sand. So Mc-Killian assumed this second
bloom was caused by the water in the bodies of the dead. What they couldn't figure out waswhy this



patch should differ so radicaly from thefirst one.

There were whirligigsin the second patch, but they lacked the variety and disorder of the originas. They
were of nearly uniform size, about four meterstal, and dl the same color, adark purple. They had
pumped water for two weeks, then stopped. When Song examined them, she reported the bearings were
frozen, dried out. They seemed to have lost the pladticizer that kept the structures fluid and living. The
water in the pipes was frozen. Though
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she would not commit hersalf in the matter, shefdlt they were dead. In their place was a second network
of pipeswhich wound around the derricks and spread transparent sheets of film to the sunlight, heating
the water which circulated through them. The water was being pumped, but not by the now-familiar
system of windmills. Spaced along each of the pipes were expans on-contraction pumps with vaves very
likethosein ahuman heart.

The new marvel wasasmple affar in the middle of that living petrochemica complex. It wasashort
plant that sprouted up half ameter, then extruded two stalks parald to the ground. At the end of each
stalk was a perfect globe, one gray, one blue. The blue one was much larger than the gray one.

Crawford looked at it briefly, then squatted down beside the rest, wondering what al the fuss was about.
Everyone looked very solemn, almost scared.

"Y ou called me over to seethis?'
Lang looked at him, and something in her face made him nervous.

"Look at it, Matt. Redly look at it." So he did, fegling foolish, wondering what the joke was. He noticed
awhite patch near the top of the largest globe. It was streaked, like a glass marble with swirls of opague
materia init. It looked very familiar, heredlized, with the hair on the back of his neck starting to stland

up.

"It turns," Lang said quietly. "That's why Song noticed it. She came by here oneday and it wasina
different position than it had been.”

"Let meguess" he said, much more calmly than hefdt. "Thelittle one goes around the big one, right?'

"Right. And the little one kegps one face turned to the big one. The big one rotates once in twenty-four
hours. It has an axid tilt of twenty-three degrees.”

"It'sa... what'stheword? Orrery. It'san orrery.” Crawford had to stand up and shake his head to clear
it.

"It'sfunny,” Lang said, quietly. "I dwaysthought it would be something flashy, or a least obvious. An
dien artifact mixed in with cave-man bones, or a spaceship en-
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tering the system. | guess| wasthinking in terms of pottery shards and atom bombs."

"Well, that al sounds pretty ho-hum to me up againgt this* Song said. "Doyou ... do you realize.. . .
what are we talking about here? Evolution, or ... or engineering? Isit the plants themsdlvesthat did this,
or were they madeto do it by whatever built them? Do you see what I'm talking about? I've felt funny
about those whedsfor along time. | just won't believe they'd evolve naturally.”



"What do you mean?"

"I mean | think these plants we've been seeing were designed to be the way they are. They're too
perfectly adapted, too ingeniousto have just orung up in response to the environment." Her eyes
seemed to wander, and she stood up and gazed into the valley below them. It was as barren as anything
that could be imagined: red and yellow and brown rock outcroppings and tumbled boulders. And in the
foreground, the twirling colors of thewhirligigs.

"But why thisthing?" Crawford asked, pointing to the impossible artifact-plant. "Why amodd of the
Earth and Moon? And why right here, in the graveyard?”

"Because we were expected,” Song said, gill looking away from them. "They must have watched Earth,
during the last summer season. | don't know; maybe they even went there. If they did, they would have
found men and women like us, hunting and living in caves. Building fires, using clubs, chipping
arrowheads. Y ou know more about it than | do, Matt."

"Who are they"?" Raston asked. "Y ou think were going to be meeting some Martians? People?| don't
see how. | don't believeit.”

"I'm afraid I'm skepticd, too," Lang said. "Surely there must be some other way to explainit.”

"No! Therée's no other way. Oh, not people like us, maybe. Maybe were seeing them right now, spinning
likecrazy." They dl looked uneasily a thewhirligigs. "But | think they're not here yet. | think were going
to see, over the next few years, increasing complexity in these plants and animas asthey build up a
biome here and get ready for the builders. Think about it. When summer comes, the
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conditionswill be very different. The atmosphere will be dmost as dense as ours, with about the same
partia pressure of oxygen. By then, thousands of years from now, these early formswill have vanished.
These things are adapted for low pressure, no oxygen, scarce water. The later ones will be adapted to an
environment much like ours. And that's when welll see the makers, when the stage is properly set." She
sounded dmogt religiouswhen shesad it.

Lang stood up and shook Song's shoulder. Song came dowly back to them and sat down, till blinded
by aprivate vison. Crawford had aglimpse of it himsdlf, and it scared him. And a glimpse of something
else, something that could be important but kept euding him.

"Don't you see?' she went on, camer now. "It'stoo pat, too much of acoincidence. Thisthingislikea...
aheadstone, amonument. It's growing right here in the graveyard, from the bodies of our friends. Can
you believein that asjust acoincidence?'

Evidently no one could. But at the same time Crawford could see no reason why it should have
happened theway it did.

It was painful to leave the mystery for later, but there was nothing to be done about it. They could not
bring themsalves to uproot the thing, even when five morelike it sprouted in the graveyard. Therewasa
new consensus among them to leave the Martian plants and animas aone. Like nervous athe sts, most of
them didn't believe Song's theories but had an uneasy fedling of trespassing when they went through the
gardens. They felt subconscioudy that it might be better to leave them aonein case they turned out to be

private property.
And for six months, nothing really new cropped up among the whirligigs. Song was not surprised. She



said it supported her theory that these plants were there only as caretakersto prepare the way for the
lesshardy, air-breathing varietiesto come. They would warm the soil and bring the water closer to the
surface, then disappear when their function was over.

Thethree scientists dllowed their sudiesto dide asit
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became more important to provide for the needs of the moment. The dome material
was weakening as the temporary patches lost strength, so a new home was badly
needed. They were dealing daily with slow leaks, any of which could become a
major blowout.

The Podkayne was lowered to the ground, and sadly decommissioned. It was a bad
day for Mary Lang, the worst since the day of the blowout. She saw it asa
necessary but infamous thing to do to a proud flying machine. She brooded about it
for aweek, becoming short-tempered and almost unapproachable. Then she asked
Crawford to join her in the private shelter. It was the first time she had asked any of
the other four. They lay in each other's arms for an hour, and Lang quietly sobbed
on his chest. Crawford was proud that she had chosen him for her companion when
she could no longer maintain her tough, competent show of strength. In away, it
was a strong thing to do, to expose weakness to the one person among the four who
might possibly be her rival for leadership. He did not betray the trust. In the end, she
was comforting him.

After that day Lang was ruthless in gutting the old Podkayne. She supervised the
ripping out of the motors to provide more living space, and only Crawford saw what
it was costing her. They drained the fuel tanks and stored the fuel in every available
container they could scrounge. It would be useful later for heating and for recharging
batteries. They managed to convert plastic packing crates into fuel containers by
lining them with sheets of the double-walled material the whirligigs used to heat
water. They were nervous at this vandalism, but had no other choice. They kept
looking nervoudly at the graveyard as they ripped up meter-square sheets of it.

They ended up with along cylindrical home, divided into two small slegping rooms,
a community room, and a laboratory-storehouse-workshop in the old fuel tank.
Crawford and Lang spent the first night together in the "penthouse,” the former
cockpit, the only room with windows.
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Lying there wide awake on the rough mattress, side by side in the warm air with
Mary Lang, whose black leg was a crooked line of shadow lying across his body;
looking up through the port at the sharp, unwinking stars— with nothing done yet
about the problems of oxygen, food, and water for the years ahead and no
assurance he would live out the night on a planet determined to kill him—Crawford
realized he had never been happier in hislife.

On aday exactly eight months after the disaster, two discoveries were made. One



was in the whirligig garden and concerned a new plant that was bearing what might
be fruit. They were clusters of grape-sized white balls, very hard and fairly heavy.
The second discovery was made by Lucy McKillian and concerned the absence of
an event that up to that time had been as regular as the full moon.

"I'm pregnant,” she announced to them that night, causing Song to delay her
examination of the white fruit.

It was not unexpected; Lang had been waiting for it to happen since the night the
Burroughs left. But she had not worried about it. Now she must decide what to do.

"| was afraid that might happen,” Crawford said. "What do we do, Mary?"

"Why don't you tell me what you think? Y ou're the survival expert. Are babies aplus
or aminusin our Situation?"

"I'm afraid | haveto say they're aliability. Lucy will be needing extrafood during her
pregnancy, and afterward, and it will be an extra mouth to feed. We can't afford the
strain on our resources.” Lang said nothing, waiting to hear from McKillian.

"Now wait a minute. What about all this line about 'colonists you've been feeding us
ever since we got stranded here? Who ever heard of a colony without babies? If we
don't grow, we stagnate, right? We have to have children." She looked back and
forth from Lang to Crawford, her face expressing formless doubts.
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"We'rein specid circumstances, Lucy,” Crawford explained. "Sure, I'd be dl for it if we were better off.
But we can't be sure we can even provide for ourselves, much lessachild. | say we can't afford children
until we're established.”

"Do you want the child, Lucy?' Lang asked quietly.

McKillian didn't seem to know what she wanted. "No. | ... but, yes. Yes, | guess| do." Shelooked at
them, pleading for them to understand.

"L ook, I've never had one, and never planned to. I'm thirty-four years old and never, never fdt the lack.
I've always wanted to go places, and you can't with ababy. But | never planned to become acolonist on
Mars, ether. | ... things have changed, don't you see? I've been depressed.” She looked around, and
Song and Ra ston were nodding sympatheticaly. Relieved to see that she was not the only onefedling the
oppression, shewent on, more strongly. "I think if 1 go another day like yesterday and the day
before—and today—I'll end up screaming. It seems so pointless, collecting dl that information, for
what?'

"I agreewith Lucy," Raston said, surprisngly. Crawford had thought he would be the only one immune
to theinevitable despair of the castaway. Raston in hislaboratory was the picture of carefree
detachment, existing only to observe.

"Sodol," Lang said, ending the discussion. But she explained her reasons to them.

"Look at it thisway, Matt. No matter how we stretch our supplies, they won't take us through the next
four years. We either find away of getting what we need from what's around us, or we dl die. And if we



find away to do it, then what does it matter how many of usthere are? At the mogt, thiswill push our
deadline afew weeks or amonth closer, the day we have to be sdlf-supporting.”

"I hadn't thought of it that way," Crawford admitted.

"But that's not important. The important thing iswhat you said from the first, and I'm surprised you didn't
seeit. If wereacolony, we expand. By definition. Historian, what happened to coloniesthat failed to

expand?’
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"Dontrubitin.

"They died out. | know that much. People, we're not intrepid space explorers anymore. Were not the
career men and women we set out to be. Likeit or not, and | suggest we start liking it, we're pioneers
trying to livein ahogtile environment. The odds are very much againgt us, and we're not going to be here
forever, but like Matt said, wed better plan asif we were. Comment?”

There was none, until Song spoke up, thoughtfully.

"| think ababy around here would be fun. Two should be twice as much fun. | think I'll start. Come on,
Marty."

"Hold on, honey," Lang said, dryly. "If you conceive now, I'll beforced to order you to abort. We have
the chemicasfor it, you know."

"That'sdiscrimination.”

"Maybe s0. But just because were colonists doesn't mean we have to behave like rabbits. A pregnant
woman will have to be removed from the work force at the end of her term, and we can only afford one
at atime. After Lucy has hers, then come ask me again. But watch Lucy carefully, dear. Have you redlly
thought what it's going to take? Have you tried to visudize her getting into her pressure suit in Six or seven
months?"'

From their expressons, it was plain that neither Song nor McKillian had thought of it.

"Right," Lang went on. "It beliteral confinement for her, right herein the Poddy. Unlesswe canrig
something for her, which | serioudy doubt. Still want to go through with it, Lucy?"

"Can | haveawnhiletothink it over?'
"Sure. Y ou have about two months. After that, the chemicals aren't safe.”

"I'dadviseyoutodoit,” Crawford said. "I know my opinion means nothing after shooting my mouth off.
| know I'm afine oneto talk; | won't be cooped up in here. But the colony needsit. Wevedl feltit: the
lack of adirection or adriveto keep going. | think wed get it back if you went through with this."

McKillian tapped her teeth thoughtfully with thetip of afinger.
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"You'reright," shesaid. ™Y our opinion doesn't mean anything." She dapped his knee ddightedly when
she saw him blush. "I think it'syours, by theway. And | think I'll go ahead and haveit.”

The penthouse seemed to have goneto Lang and Crawford as an unasked-for prerogative. It just



became a habit, since they seemed to have devel oped a bond between them and none of the other three
complained. Neither of the other women seemed to be suffering in any way. So Lang l€ft it at that. What
went on between the three of them was of no concern to her aslong asit stayed happy.

Lang was leaning back in Crawford's arms, trying to decide if she wanted to make love again, when a
gunshot rang out in the Podkayne.

She had given alot of thought to the last emergency, which she till saw as partly aresult of her lagin
responding. Thistime she was through the door amost before the reverberations had died down, leaving
Crawford to nurse the leg she had stepped on in her haste.

Shewasin time to see McKillian and Ralston hurrying into the lab at the back of the ship. Therewasa
red light flashing, but she quickly saw it was not theworst it could be; the pressure light till glowed
green. It was the smoke detector. The smoke was coming from the lab.

She took a deep breath and plunged in, only to collide with Ralston as he came out, dragging Song.
Except for adazed expresson and afew cuts, Song seemed to be dl right. Crawford and McKillian
joined them asthey lay her on the bunk.

"It was one of thefruit,” she said, gasping for breath and coughing. "1 was hegting it in abeaker, turned
away, and it blew. | guessit sort of stunned me. The next thing | knew, Marty was carrying me out here.
Hey, | haveto get back in there! There's another one ... it could be dangerous, and the damage, | haveto
check on that—" She struggled to get up but Lang held her down.

"You tekeit easy. What's this about another one?’
"I had it clamped down, and the drill—did | turnit on
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or not? | can't remember. | was after a core sample. You'd better take alook. If the drill hits whatever
made the other one explode, it might go off."

"Il get it," McKillian said, turning toward the lab.

"You'l gay right here," Lang barked. "We know there's not enough power in them to hurt the ship, but it
could kill you if it hit you right. We stay right here until it goes off. The hell with the damage. And shut that
door, quick!"

Before they could shut it they heard awhistling, like ateakettle coming to boil, then arapid series of
clangs. A tiny white ball came through the doorway and bounced off three wals. It moved dmost faster
than they could follow. It hit Crawford on the arm, then fdll to the floor where it gradudly skittered to a
stop. The hissing died away, and Crawford picked it up. It waslighter than it had been. Therewasa
pinhole drilled in one sde. The pinhole was cold when he touched it with hisfingers. Startled, thinking he
was burned, he stuck hisfinger in his mouth, then sucked on it absently long after he knew the truth.

"These 'fruit' are full of compressed gas,” he told them. "We have to open up another, carefully thistime.
I'm dmogt afraid to say what gas| think it is, but | have ahunch that our problems are solved.”

By the time the rescue expedition arrived, no one was cdling it that. There had been the little matter of a
long, brutal war with the Pdestinian Empire, and agrowing conviction that the survivors of the First
Expedition had not had any chancein thefirst place. There had been no time for luxuries like space travel
beyond the Moon and no hillions of dollarsto invest while the world's energy policieswere being
debated in the Arabian desert with tactical nuclear weapons.



When the ship findly did show up, it was no longer aNASA ship. It was sponsored by the fledgling
International Space Agency. Its crew came from dl over Earth. Its drive was new, too, and alot better
than the old one.

150 John Varley

Asusud, war had given research akick in the pants. 1ts mission was to take up the Martian exploration
where the first expedition had | eft off and, incidentaly, to recover the remains of the twenty Americans
for return to Earth.

The ship came down with an impressve show of flame and billowing sand, three kilometersfrom Tharss
Base.

The captain, an Indian named Singh, got his crew started on erecting the permanent buildings, then
climbed into a crawler with three officersfor thetrip to Thargs. It was dmost exactly twelve Earth years
since the departure of the Edgar Rice Burroughs.

The Podkayne was barely visible behind a network of multicolored vines. The vines were tough enough
to frustrate the rescuers efforts to push through and enter the old ship. But both lock doors were open,
and sand had drifted in rippled waves through the opening. The stern of the ship was nearly buried.

Singh told his people to stop, and he stood back admiring the complexity of the lifein such abarren
place. There were whirligigs twenty meterstal scattered around him, with vanes broad asthe wings of a
cargo aircraft.

"WEelIl haveto get cutting tools from the ship,” hetold his crew. "They're probably in there. What aplace
thisigl | can see were going to be busy.” He waked along the edge of the dense growth, which now
covered severa acres. He came to a section where the predominant color was purple. It was strangely
different from the rest of the garden. There weretal whirligig derricks but they were frozen, unmoving.
And covering dl the derricks was atrand ucent network of ten-centimeter-wide strips of plastic, which
was thick enough to make an impenetrable barrier. It was like a cobweb made of flat, thin material
instead of fibrous spider slk. It bulged outward between dl the cross braces of the whirligigs.

"Héello, can you hear me now?"'

Singh jumped, then turned around, looked at the three officers. They were looking as surprised as he
was.

"Hello, hello, hello? No good on this one, Mary. Want meto try another channd?'
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"Wait amoment. | can hear you. Where are you?'

"Hey, hehearsme! Uh, that is, thisis Song Sue Lee, and I'm right in front of you. If you look rea hard
into the webbing, you can just make me out. I'll wave my arms. See?"

Singh thought he saw some movement when he pressed his face to the trand ucent web. Theweb resisted
his hands, pushing back like an inflated balloon.

"l think | seeyou.” The enormity of it wasjust striking him. He kept his voice under tight control ashis
officers rushed up around him, and managed not to sammer. "Are you well? |s there anything we can
do?'



Therewas apause. "Well, now that you mention it, you might have come on time. But that's water
through the pipes, | guess. If you have some toys or something, it might be nice. The storiesI'vetold little
Billy of al the nice things you people were going to bring! Thereés going to be no living with him, let me
tdl you."

Thiswas getting out of hand for Captain Singh.
"Ms. Song, how can we get in there with you?"

"Sorry. Go to your right about ten meters, where you see the steam coming from the web. There, seeit?’
They did, and asthey looked, a section of the webbing was pulled open and arush of warm air admost
blew them over. Water condensed out of it on their faceplates, and suddenly they couldn't see very well.

"Hurry, hurry, step in! We can't keep it open too long!" They groped their way in, scraping frost away
with their hands. The web closed behind them, and they were standing in the center of avery
complicated network made of single strands of the webbing materia. Singh's pressure gauge read 30
millibars

Another section opened up and they stepped through it. After three more gates were passed, the
temperature and pressure were nearly Earth-normal. And they were standing beside asmal orienta
woman with skin tanned almost black. She had no clothes on, but seemed adequately dressedin a
brilliant smilethat dimpled her
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mouth and eyes. Her hair was streaked with gray. She would be—Singh stopped to consider—forty-one
yearsold.

"Thisway," she said, beckoning them into atunnd formed from more strips of plastic. They twisted
around through arandom maze, going through more gates that opened when they neared them,
sometimes getting on their knees when the clearance waslow. They heard the sound of children'svoices.

They reached what must have been the center of the maze and found the people everyone had given up
on. Eighteen of them. The children became very quiet and stared solemnly &t the new arrivals, whilethe
other four adults. . .

The adults were standing separately around the space while tiny helicopters flew around them, wrapping
them from head to toein gtrips of webbing like human maypoles.

"Of course we don't know if wewould have made it without the assist from the Martians," Mary Lang
was saying, from her perch on an orange thing that might have been atoadstoal. " Once we figured out
what was happening here in the graveyard, there was no need to explore alternative ways of getting food,
water, and oxygen. The need just never arose. We were provided for."

Sheraised her feet so agroup of three gawking women from the rescue ship could get by. They were
|etting them come through in groups of five very hour. They didn't dare open the outer egress more often
than that, and Lang was wondering if it was too often. The place was crowded, and the kidswere
nervous. But better to have the crew satisfy their curiosity in here where we can watch them, she
reasoned, than have them messing things up outside.

Theinner nest was free-form. The New Amsterdamites had alowed it to stay pretty much the way the
whirlibirds had built it, only taking down an obstruction here and there to alow humans to move around.
It was amaze of gauzy wallsand plastic struts, with clear plastic pipesrun-
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ning al over and carrying fluids of pae blue, pink, gold, and wine. Meta spigots from the Podkayne had
been inserted in some of the pipes. McKillian was kept busy refilling glassesfor the vistors, who wanted
to sample the antifreeze solution that was fifty percent ethanal. 1t was good stuff, Captain Singh reflected
as hedrained histhird glass, and that was what he till couldn't understand.

He was having trouble framing the questions he wanted to ask, and he realized he'd had too much to
drink. The spirit of celebration, the rgoicing at finding these people here past any hope—one could
hardly stay aoof from it. But he refused afourth drink regretfully.

"l can undergtand the drink," he said, carefully. "Ethanol isasmple compound and could fit into many
different chemidgtries. But it's hard to believe that you've survived eating the food these plants produced
foryou."

"Not once you understand whet this graveyard isand why it became what it did,” Song said. Shewas
gitting cross-legged on the floor nursing her youngest, Ethan.

"Firgt you have to understand that al thisyou see" she waved around at the meters of hanging soft
sculpture, nearly causing Ethan to lose the nipple, "was designed to contain beings who are no more
adapted to this Marsthan we are. They need warmth, oxygen &t fairly high pressures, and free water. It
isn't here now, but it can be created by properly designed plants. They engineered these plantsto be
triggered by thefirst sgnsof free water and to start building placesfor them to live while they waited for
full summer to come. When it does, thiswhole planet will bloom. Then we can step outside without
wearing suitsor carrying airberries.”

"Yes | see" Singh said. "And it'sdl very wonderful, amost too much to believe." Hewas distracted for
amoment, looking up to the ceiling where the airberries— white spheres about the size of bowling
bals—hung in clusters from the pipes that supplied them with high-pressure oxygen.

"I'd like to see that process from the start,” he said. "Where you suit up for the outside, | mean.”
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"We were suiting up when you got here. It takes about half an hour, so we couldn't
get out in time to meet you."

"How long are those . . . suits good for?"

"About aday," Crawford said. "Y ou have to destroy them to get out of them. The
plastic strips don't cut well, but there's another specialized animal that eats that type
of plastic. It's recycled into the system. If you want to suit up, you just grab a
whirlibird and hold onto itstail and throw it. It starts spinning asit flies, and wraps
the end product around you. It takes some practice, but it works. The stuff sticks to
itself, but not to us. So you spin several layers, letting each one dry, then hook up an
airberry, and you're inflated and insulated.”

"Marvelous," Singh said, truly impressed. He had seen the tiny whirlibirds weaving
the suits, and the other ones, like small slugs, eating them away when the colonists

saw they wouldn't need them. "But without some sort of exhaust, you wouldn't last
long. How is that accomplished?"



"We use the breather valves from our old suits,” McKil-lian said. "Either the plants
that grow valves haven't come up yet or we haven't been smart enough to recognize
them. And the insulation isn't perfect. We only go out in the hottest part of the day,
and our hands and feet tend to get cold. But we manage.”

Singh realized he had strayed from his original question.

"But what about the food? Surely it's too much to expect these Martiansto eat the
same things we do. Wouldn't you think so?'

"We sure did, and we were lucky to have Marty Ralston along. He kept telling us the
fruitsin the graveyard were edible by humans. Fats, starches, proteins; al identical to
the ones we brought along. The clue was in the orrery, of course.”

Lang pointed to the twin globes in the middle of the room, still keeping perfect Earth
time.

"It was a beacon. We figured that out when we saw they grew only in the graveyard.
But what wasit telling us? We felt it meant that we were expected. Song felt that
from the start, and we all came to agree with her. But we
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didn't realize just how much they had prepared for us until Marty started analyzing
the fruits and nutrients here.

"Listen, these Martians—and | can see from your ook that you still don't really
believe in them, but you will if you stay here long enough—they know genetics. They
really know it. We have a thousand theories about what they may be like, and | won't
bore you with them yet, but thisis one thing we do know. They can build anything
they need, make a blueprint in DNA, encapsulate it in a spore and bury it, knowing
exactly what will come up in forty thousand years. When it starts to get cold here
and they know the cycle's drawing to an end, they seed the planet with the spores
and ... do something. Maybe they die, or maybe they have some other way of
passing the time. But they know they'll return.

"We can't say how long they've been prepared for avisit from us. Maybe only this
cycle; maybe twenty cycles ago. Anyway, at the last cycle they buried the kind of
spores that would produce these little gizmos." She tapped the blue ball representing
the Earth with one foot.

"They triggered them to be activated only when they encountered certain conditions.
Maybe they knew exactly what it would be; maybe they only provided for alikely
range of possibilities. Song thinks they've visited us, back in the Stone Age. In some
waysit's easier to believe than the aternative. That way they'd know our genetic
structure and what kinds of food we'd eat, and could prepare.

" 'Cause if they didn't visit us, they must have prepared other spores. Spores that
would analyze new proteins and be able to duplicate them. Further than that, some of



the plants might have been able to copy certain genetic material if they encountered
any. Take alook at that pipe behind you." Singh turned and saw a pipe about as
thick ashisarm. It was flexible, and had aswelling in it that continuously pulsed in
expansion and contraction.

"Take that bulge apart and you'd be amazed at the resemblance to a human heart. So
there's another significant fact; this place started out with whirligigs, but later
modified itself to use human heart pumps from the genetic
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information taken from the bodies of the men and women swe buried" She pausedto let that Snk in,
then went on with adightly bemused amile.

"The same thing for what we eat and drink. That liquor you drank, for instance. It's hdf acohol, and
that's probably what it would have been without the corpses. But therest of it isvery smilar to
hemoglobin. It's sort of like fermented blood. Human blood.”

Singh was glad he had refused the fourth drink. One of his crew members quietly put his glass down.

"I've never eaten human flesh,” Lang went on, "but | think | know what it must taste like. Those vinesto
your right; we strip off the outer part and eat the meat undernesath. It tastes good. | wish we could cook
it, but we have nothing to burn and couldn't risk it with the high oxygen count, anyway."

Singh and everyone dse was sillent for awhile. Hefound he redlly was beginning to believein the
Martians. The theory seemed to cover alot of otherwise inexplicable facts.

Mary Lang sighed, dapped her thighs, and stood up. Like dl the others, she was nude and seemed
totally a homethat way. None of them had worn anything but a Martian pressure suit for eight years.
Sheran her hand lovingly over the gossamer wall, the wal that had provided her and her fellow colonists
and their children protection from the cold and the thin air for so long. Singh was struck by her easy
familiarity with what seemed to him outlandish surroundings. Shelooked at home. He couldn't imagine
her anywheredse.

He looked &t the children. One wide-eyed little girl of eight yearswasknedling at hisfeet. Ashiseyesfel
on her, she amiled tentatively and took his hand.

"Did you bring any bubblegum?' the girl asked.

He smiled a her. "No, honey, but maybe there's somein the ship." She seemed satisfied. She would wait
to experience the wonders of Earthly science.

"We were provided for,” Mary Lang said, quietly. "They knew we were coming and they atered their
planstofit usin." Shelooked back to Singh. "It would have
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happened even without the blowout and the burids. The same sort of thing was happening around the
Podkayne, too, triggered by our waste, urine and feces and such. | don't know if it would have tasted
quite as good in the food department, but it would have sustained life.”

Singh stood up. He was moved, but did not trust himsalf to show it adequately. So he sounded rather
abrupt, though polite.



"l suppose you'll be anxiousto go to the ship,” he said. "Y ou're going to be atremendous help. You
know so much of what we were sent hereto find out. And you'll be quite famous when you get back to
Earth. Y our back pay should add up to quite asum.”

There was asilence, then it was ripped apart by Lang's huge laugh. She was joined by the others, and the
children, who didn't know what they were laughing about but enjoyed the break in the tension.

"Sorry, Captain. That was rude. But were not going back."

Singh looked at each of the adults and saw no trace of doubt. And he was mildly surprised to find that
the statement did not startle him.

"l won't take that as your fina decision,” he said. "Asyou know, well be here sx months. If at the end of
that time any of you want to go, you're gill citizens of Earth.”

"Weare? Youll haveto brief uson the palitica situation back there. We were United States citizens
when we left. But it doesn't matter. Y ou won't get any takers, though we appreciate the fact that you
came. It's nice to know we weren't forgotten.” She said it with total assurance, and the others were
nodding. Singh was uncomfortably aware that the idea of arescue mission had died out only afew years
after theinitia tragedy. He and his ship were here now only to explore.

Lang sat back down and patted the ground around her, ground that was covered in amultiple layer of the
Martian pressure-tight web, the kind of web that would have been made only by warm-blooded,
oxygen-bresthing, water-economy beings who needed protection for their bodies until the full bloom of
summer.
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"Welike it here. It'sagood placeto raise afamily, not like Earth the last time | wasthere. And it couldn't
be much better now, right after another war. And we can't leave, even if wewanted to." Sheflashed him
adazzling smile and patted the ground again.

"The Martians should be showing up any time now. And we aim to thank them."

In the Bowl

Never buy anything a a secondhand organbank. And while I'm handing out good advice, don't outfit
yoursdf for atrip to Venusuntil you get to Venus.

| wish | had waited. But while shopping around a Coprates afew weeks before my vacation, |
happened on thislittle shop and was talked into an infragye at avery good price. What | should have
asked mysdlf was, what was an infragye doing on Marsin thefirst place?

Think about it. No one wears them on Mars. If you want to see at night, it's much cheaper to buy a
snooperscope. That way you can take the damn thing off when the sun comes up. So this eye must have
come back with atourist from Venus. And there's no telling how long it sat therein the vat until this
sweet-talking old guy gave me hisline about how it belonged to anicelittle old schoolteacher who never
... ah, well. You've probably heard it before.

If only the damn thing had gone on the blink before | left Venusburg. Y ou know Venusburg: town of
steamy swamps and deazy hotels where you can get mugged as you wak down the public streets, lose a
fortune at the gaming tables, buy any pleasure in the known universe, hunt the prehistoric mongters that



wallow in thefetid marshesthat are just aswamp-buggy ride out of town. Y ou do? Then you should
know that after hours—when they turn al the holos off and the place revertsto an ordinary cluster, of
slvery domes sitting in darkness and eight-hundred-degree temperature and pressure enough to give you
asinus headache just thinking about it, when they shut



