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Editorial Reviews
Ingram
Birth Of Fireisthe sory of Garrett Pittston, wrongly convicted of murder. Fittston facesachoice: lifein
prison, or near-davery on Mars. Under the appalling conditionsimposed by those who run the mines
from Earth, Pittston and hisfellow workers start arevolution to wrest their freedom from the pena
colony. Display advertising in science fiction publications. Previoudy published by Pocket Books.
Customer Reviews
Avg. Customer Review:

One of the Best Mars Colonization Novels Ever, November 7, 2001
Reviewer:

| had not read any of Jerry Pournelle's other books, when | picked thisup yearsago. Itisan
amazingly good yarn dealing with the now cliched notion of the colonization of Mars. The lead
protagonist Garrett is given the option to Stay injail in overcrowded earth or get shipped out to Marson
awork detail.
He optsfor the latter and getsinvolved in arevolution to free Mars from the oppressive multinationa
corporations back on earth. | read thisbook at least thrice! Great writing. The author movesthe action at
agood pace. The book felt very believable.

Good story - classic Pournelle, August 3, 2001
Reviewer:

After | read 'Janissaries | had a'Pournelle reading frenzy' and thisis one of the novels| bought as
wdll.

I likeit, it'squite classic. Boy getsto mars 'cause he doesn't have much of afuture back home. When
arriving on Marsit seems he won't have much of afuture there either. But thelocals help him out and
suddenly hefinds himsdlf caught up in arevolution...

classic, not the most complex plot ever, but agood read never the less.
A juvenile in the Heinlein tradition, August 30, 2000
Reviewer:

Garrett Pittson isayouth without afuture in aWashington dum. After afight between gangsheis
convicted to exile and dave labour on Mars. There heis picked up by the Marsmen, emigrants and
former convicts turned settlers outside the cities and mines governed by companies - and landsin the
midst of arevolution in growing. Allegiance to new-won friends and love to a settler's daughter makes
him join the revol ution and together with the revolution the Project - using nukes to make vol canoes spew
out enough water and gases to strengthen Mars atmosphere sufficiently for humansto live without space
suitson Mars. Some fight scenes of the Falkenberg quadlity. All indl alot like Heinlein'sjuveniles- in

atmosphere aswdl asin message.
solid but unexceptional Pournelle, May 24, 2000
Reviewer:
A

Birth of Fireisan entertaining read with al of the Pournelle el ements you would expect. The character
of the young protagonist is developed nicely. The plot is solid and moves aong well; helped by some
interesting military tactics. The Martian setting isvery well developed.

However, the book doesn't have the same spark as most other Pournelle novels. The biggest
disappointment isthat only the main character is developed enough to make the reader care about his
fate. We never redly learn enough about the thoughts and motivations of the girl who is one of the two
supporting characters to become caught up in her story. The Martian colonia society dso hasafew smal
but nagging inconsgancies.
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ONE

"Here they come!” Our war leader crawled up to where | was crouched behind a garbage can. "You
ready, Garrett?"

"Aslll ever be" | don't mind saying | was scared. We'd been in plenty of ssomps before, but this one
looked to be bad. The word was out that the Hackers had guns.

| patted my clothes to check weapons. As wdl as the bowie knife in my hand, | had four throwing
knives, each in its hand-sewn pocket on the left Sde of my jacket, a chain in my regular jacket pocket,
and a two-foot section of iron pipein my belt. "I'm ready,” | said.

"Good. We're counting on you." Spinny crawled off to encourage the other troops.

| was scared dl right, but | fdt pretty good, too. | was the hidden reserve, waiting in ambush to break
some heads and show just how much better we were than those goons could ever be. | had tough
comrades around me, and they depended on me. At the back of my mind | may have wished | was
somewhere ese, but you don't let thoughts. like that up front when you're going into a fight. When this
was over we'd own this part of Bdtimore.

We werein abig open space under the Washington dideway. When they built the ralling roads, they
left alot of the old streets down under. There were shops and stores but not many customers wanted to
go down there, so Undertown belonged to gangs and clubs. Like ours.

Our offidd name was Werewolves, but we caled oursdves Dog Soldiers, and we were a proud lot. |
was Vice-president.

The firg Hackers moved into the square and some of ours hit them from the sdes. More Hackers
moved in; | waited. When | had their guns spotted, I'd come in from behind.

Soinny had planned it that way, but it didn't go. Just as a free-for-all developed in the square, three
Hackers came out of awindow we'd been sure was boarded up tight. They'd loosened the nalls earlier in
the day. Now they jumped me from behind.

| turned and flicked a knife a the nearest one. It hit im in the arm and he dropped back. That gave
me time to get my chain out the other two backed off a step, but not for long. They had obvioudy
worked together before. As| bent to avoid a karate-style kick from one of them, the other laid a bl bat
adongsde my head. It saggered me despite the surplus Federation Army helmet | wore.

Some plan, | thought. Crap. Ambush my ass! | was bigger than most of the other Dogs, and dthough
a 20 | wasnt the oldest member, | was ether the best or second-best fighter we had. | was supposed to
be out there picking off Hackers from behind. Instead, |1 was done and cornered. It looked like I'd end
up with kicked-in ribs and a skull fracture if 1 was lucky -- and my luck hadn't been running any too
good-

| caught the guy who had the bl bat with the end of my chain. It whipped around one knee and he
fdl. | amed akick at his head, but missed. Then the other one was on me.

Thelagt thing | remember was a gun going off three times, and those damned Srens.

| woke upinjal. I wasn't bad hurt, but | was in big trouble. The cops had got there just as | went
down, and two cops were killed in the fight. They'd been shot, and we hadn't had any guns, so it must
have been the Hackers, but even if they believed us that cut no ice with the cops. They were out to make
examples of us.

The problem was the cops didn't have anybody to dick it to. They had severad dead bodies besides
their own two, but the live crop consisted of seven, juveniles - - and me.

The juvenile court wasn't about to let the cops take it out on those poor children.

The cops offered me a couple of deds if I'd ramie some others and go State's evidence, but aside
from the fact that it would be suicide, I'm no fink. Since they had only one adult to make an example of, it
didn't look too good for Garrett Pittson.

| can't hdp my name. Garrett means "brave spear.” | didn't have to look it up; my father told me. That
gives you some idea of where my old man's head was when | was born. He'd just retired after twenty
yearsinthe old U. S. Army, back before the Federation abolished nationd forces. Though held been in



communi-cations and couldn't have seen much fighting, he talked like held won dl the brushfires that the
U. S. had ever been in, angle-handedly beeting the enemy to death with hiswalkie-talkie.

He and my mother had great ambitions for me. | had a normd childhood, with maybe more
bloodthirgty taes told me than most kids get, but nothing specia. | went through a public high school
where | was taught to read and write, which is more than alot can say they learned, and got interested in
electronics because my old man had the junk lying around the place, and it was fun to tinker with. It
waan't ther fault things didn't turn out right.

When | got out of high school, things went to hdl. | wasn't quite bright enough for a scholarship to a
good college. Oh, | had decent enough gradesin subjects | was interested in, but there weren't that many
interegting subjects. And | liked to read, but not the books on the approved lig.

Worse yet, we didn't bedong to anty minority groups, and we weren't quite poor enough, for
nondiscriminatory government aid. We sure weren't rich enough for me to go to a good college without
assgtance. That left the loca community junior college, with plans for transfer to the state univerdty after
two years.

It didn't work. The ingtructors had nothing to say and weren't interested in teeching anyway. To them,
it was jugt another job. They never talked about anything that wasn't in the stupid books they gave us,
and there wasn't muchin those. | could read the books and not bother with the classes. | decided | didn't
want to be an engineer after dl.

| didn't know what | wanted to be. The best jobs were with the government, of course. Get on avil
sarvice and dtay there. It wasn't what | wanted to do with my life; | wanted to get out on my own, do
something for mysdf. But how?

The government didn't let you do that. The government took care of you, whether you wanted to be
taken care of or not. Even the dropout communes were vidted by the government socid workers. Bt if
they didn't let you starve, they didn't let you get ahead, ether. That's cdled socid justice.

| wasn't interested in my classes and | wasn't interested in where | was going, and so | took to hanging
around with other kids my age. At least we could earn some respect from each other; as part of proving
our manhood we did some things that weren't drictly legd. Pretty soon we were in trouble with the
police.

It wasn't serious, but three times my father had to come to the station house and get me out. The third
time | was home just long enough to pack. My old man threw me out of the house for alazy bum.

Hdl, | was alazy bum. He hadn't made any mistake there. | had no ambition, and while | didn't mind
working - | could and did put in twenty hour days on hobby quff when | fdt likeit — | didn't see anything
to work for. | wasn't going to be a rich taxpayer without graduating from something better than Francis
Scott Key Community College. Any job I'd get with a degree from that joint would earn me just alittle
more than welfare and be about as interesting as carrying out the kitty box.

When my old man threw me out we had a hdl of a fight, and right then | decided that | was on my
own. | needed no hdp from him. But | had no job; pretty soon | drifted down to Undertown. You can't
day dive down there unless you're part of agang. | chose the Dog Soldiers, and before long | was proud
to be part of it. Sure, | knew there was no future in it. So what? There was no future in anything dse |
could find, and this was a good gang.

Up to the big fight that was the story of my life. It wasn't much of a story. | thought about that a lot
whilel st inthe cdlswatting for trid. Here | was, twenty years old, and not worth a damn to mysdf or
anybody else.

Wel, | told mysdf, that doesn't matter much. It looks like I've got a great future Samping out license
plates, with occasiona groovy variety like laundry duty and sewing mailbags.

The judge didnt like me. He was up for redection, and the newspapers were giving him hdl for
tumning criminds loose. The cops were pushing hard to have the book thrown a me, and the Public
Defender didn't think my case was going to give him the headlines hed need to set up arich private
practice.

They charged me with murder one, and it took the jury about ten minutes to come in and say "quilty." |



read somewhere that English judges used to put on a black cap before they gave out death sentences.
We didn't have death sentences and he didn't have a black cap, but if we did and he did, he would have.
He socked me twenty years to life. Then they herded me back into the cells.

My deputy public defender could spare me ahdf hour. He laid it out for mein Smple terms.

"Go to prison and youll be afaggot ingde of three years. Y ou've seen the queensin your cdl block?!

"Not me" | had nothing againgt homos, but | had no desire to join them.

"Yeeh. Well, if you hold out, you gill won't like it. Be a good boy. Work hard and they may let you
out in ten years if you crawl jug right. How are you at arse-kissng? Can you suck up to the parole
board?"

"I'd be more likdy to tdl 'em to rape themsdves." | never was much at the arse-kissng game.

| guess | learned more from my old men than | like to admit.

"Wdl, there you are," he said.

He looked so goddamn smug. He wasn't on my side of the damned wire fence. "What the hdl do you
mean, there | an? Why are you talking to me?'

"Don't get smart with me, Pittson. | came to offer you a choice.”

"What choice have | got?'

" can put infor anew trid. Maybe | can get one. You could get out on bail. Can you raise a hundred
grand?'

"Thet's stupid. "

"Yegh. And even if a bondsman would handle you, which | doubt, you havent got the ten grand hell
want. So you day indde for the new trid. And there€'s not a chance in hdl that the verdict will be any
different next time"

"Okay. So a new trid is a waste of time" So was this conversation, but it was better in the vigting
room than in the cell.

"Yes You can't stay out of prison - if you Stay here. But you've got another option: voluntary exile,
trangportation for life | can arrangeit for you."

| didn't have to think about it, not redly. | dready knew my answer. I'd read about the colony
program and how they needed more men. Thereld been atime or two, back a Francis Scott Key, when
| toyed with the idea of shipping out as a volunteer.

It sure as hdll beat what | had coming here. Why not go to Mars?

"Where do | sgn up?'



TWO

Mars is a bleak place, but it was exdting to be there just the same. They trooped us into a clear
plagtic dome where we got our firs look at the outsde. It was a big dome, a couple of hundred feet
across, and not a dl safe, but they didn't tdl us that.

The thing that struck me most was the stars. It was daylight outside, and athough the sun looked a
little small, it seemed about as bright as | remembered it being on Earth. The next thing | noticed was the
sharp outline of the shadows. Mars boasted the darkest shadows I'd ever seen -- dthough everything the
aun hit was brightly lit. That was strange enough, but the stars got to me.

The sky was pink at the horizon, red pink, and you couldn't see stars there, but sSraght overhead they
were glorious. There were more than I'd ever seen in Batimore's smoggy nighttime skies. My old man
hed taken me out in the country once.

We had to drive damn near a thousand miles and he never did it again, but we looked at stars, and
they were beautiful. Now | was looking a starsin daytime,

The camp was located at the edge of a rugged, dust-covered plain. | found out later that Hellas Basin
gretched out fifteen hundred miles to the southeast, so it wasn't surprising that | couldn't see across it.
Boulders were piled every which way out there, bright on the sunny side, dark as nighnt in the shade.
Anything might hide in those shadows. Once | thought | saw something moving.

North and curving east rugged mountains stuck straight up into the dark sky. Some had pointed tops,
but alot more were jagged-rimmed craters, while some had flat tops like Arizona mesas. The tdlest had
wigpy clouds stringing out from their peaks.

Two hig tractors covered with little bright-blue squares were crawling out of the mountains toward us.
Thar treads threw up clouds of dust thet fdl in dow mation back onto the plain.

| don't remember much about the trip out. They shipped us in cold deep, stacked in tubes like
expensve cigars. About one in ten never woke up. That's one reason people don't volunteer to be
colonigs.

| hadn't been enthusiagtic about the cold deep mysdlf, but it seemed like better odds than what | was
fadngif | stayed on Earth.

| looked at my fdlow transportees, wondering what had made them choose to come here. Reasons
much like my own, | decided. We were a pretty scruffy lot.

We gtank. We didn't wak any too good, either, because we weren't used to the 40 percent gravity.
Low gravity's tricky. It makes you fed light, hell, you are light but you've dill got the same mass. If you
turn a corner fadt, your legs go out from under you. Walking takes a peculiar gait, and running takes a lot
of practice.

Actudly, we didn't reek anywhere near as much as we should have. Not that we were clean. The air
was thin. They kept the pressure lower than on Earth, about ten pounds rather than Earth's nearly fifteen.
Y ou had to shout to be heard very far away, and nothing smdlled right. Food didn't taste too good - but
for the moment, in that company, with no bath water for weeks and none likdy, the thin ar seemed a
blessng.

Of course | didn't know asngle person there.

Thereld been too little time Since we were taken out of our cigar cans and put on our feet - those of us
who woke up. We were dressed in wdfare coverdls. We were dl ages, but most were older than me.
Out of the hundred of us, only Sx were women. The youngest one was thirty and she looked ol der.

The women tended to clugter. A herd of men circled around them; | didn't see any point in joining that
game. Not yet. | could wait to see what choices | had. If any.

We were dl white North Americans. The Federation goes through phasesin its policies, and just then
there was a lot of pressure not to ship blacks to Mars because it was crud and unusud punishment.
Theré's some chance of getting home from the Moon, but Marsis srictly a one-way trip.

| thought about that, and shrugged to mysdf: Okay, I'm here, | thought. So I'll make the best of it. The
landscape was more interegting than my fdlow convicts, so | turned back to it.

The tractors were closer now. They were big boxy things, with wings sticking out from the sdes so



they could carry more of the blue solar-power cdls. The cdls took in sunlight and gave out dectricity. |
knew about them; | was more fascinated with the dow-moation fdl of the dust.

There wasn't much wind out there & the time, but 1'd heard the Federation guards say that sometimes
there were dust hurricanes, with winds of more than three-hundred miles an hour. That, | thought, would
be something to see. A man out there would be blown away like toilet paper in front of a fan. For a
moment | wanted nothing to do with this planet.

I'd better learn, though, | told mysdf. Thisis home. Fed the low gravity. Taking about low gravs in
school didn't mean anything, but now I'm in it. I'd heard people can live to be two hundred on Mars
because of that low gravity, only they don't because Mars kills them fird. There are a lot of ways to die
here. So learn or die.

"HEAR THIS ALL PILGRIMS. NEW ARRIVALS REPORT TO THE MAIN HALL. ON THE
DOUBLE." The speaker said that three times, then repeated it in Spanish.

The guards started moving through the crowd to hurry us dong. They were dl alittle older than me, dl
convicts who'd been recruited into Federation Service, with afew Federation troopers from the volunteer
amy. They didn' like Rilgrims. They were daves, too, but daves with weapons and power - the worst
kind of davemadters.

"On the double," one said. He lad his billy dub againgt my butt. It splatted, and it hurt. | balled a fig
and turned toward him. He was grinning. "Want to try it?" he asked.

"No." | turned away and headed for the main hall. No point in getting my skull bashed in for nothing,
but it rankled that | had to take that.

"Always they push you around,” someone said behind me. | turned to see a white-haired old man.
"Always they tdl you what to do. It is the arrogance of power. They think of nothing but to hurt people,
to beat them, to show how important they are. Some day we will take that power away from them.”

"Yeah, sure | said. In about amillion years. | could walk faster than him, and | did.

He tried to keep up. "I amn Arigotle O'Brien," he said. "You may laugh at the nameif you like"

| didn't want to laugh a his name, | wanted to get the hdl away from him before he got me in trouble.
| didn't figure | owed him anything. As far as | was concerned the fird rule was to keep my mouth shut
and dtay out of trouble until | knew what the score was. That londy old man could have been my
grandfather, but he hadn't learned that first rule, and probably he never would.

| put on the speed and left him. | wasn't too proud of that, leaving alondy old man with no friends, no
one to talk to, no one to hdp him fed human. | wasn't very proud, but | left him.

The main assembly hdl, like dl of Hellastown except for the dome, was underground. The walls of the
tunnd leading down to it were concrete, but of a funny color - red, like the dust outside. The ar stank
from too many people with too little wash water. The ramp down was steep and hard to wak on. Just
ahead of me was a giant, the biggest man of our group, one of the biggest men I'd ever seen. Kelso, his
name was, and he was a good hit taler than my sx feet. On Earth he would have weighed over two
hundred and fifty pounds, no fat.

The assembly hdl could have held ten times the hundred of us. It had seats and a stage. The stage was
crowded with junk, such as a portable fidd organ like military chaplains use, a big plaster rdief map, a
blackboard, and amovie projection screen. Overhead were abunch of faded streamers, old decorations
of some kind.

There wasn't any wood in the room. | thought about that for a second and redized | hadn't seen any
wood since | got to Mars. Even the guards hilly clubs were pladtic.

The furniture was stone, concrete, iron, or plagtic, none of it painted. A pand of colored glass was set
high up above the stage, some kind of Mars landscape with human figures in the foreground They were
dl out on the surface without suits and there was a bright blue sky dl around, overhead as wdl as at the
horizon. Idly, | wondered what it meant.

Most of the men crowded around the women. They kept pushing and shoving to get near them. Kelso
plowed his way through the press until he was next to a big-chested woman with flaring hips and tight
coverdls. She grinned a him. "You're abig one, aren't you, ducks?"

He started to answer, but someone shoved him. "Who the hdl you pushing?' he ydled. The other guy



answered, which was a mistake. Kelso reached out and picked him up. He held him off the ground for a
moment, then tossed him. The guy sailed ten feet. Low gravity, but it was impressive anyway.

That's when theriot started. The guy had friends, and a haf dozen of them set on Kelso.

"Breek it up." The guard sounded bored. When nobody paid any attention he waded into the fight. He
raised hishilly dub and brought it down on one head, then another. He didn't care who he hit, and | was
damned glad | wasn't anywhere near thet fight.

Kelso got whacked with the hilly dub and grabbed for the guard. But by then some other guards had
come rushing over, and more came through a door into the hall. Pretty soon they had Kelso wrapped up
and were beeting on his head. Every now and then Kelso would get an arm free and send one flying.
Everybody ese stood back to watch. Kelso againg the guards.

It was stupid. He couldn't win. But goddamn, what a men! | wished | had the nerve to do what he
was doing. It might be worth the lumps to have somebody to drike out at. The fight didn't last long,
though, and when it was over Kelso was bleeding from a dozen places, his hands were cuffed and he
was sprawled out across a bench, not quite out cold.

"Weasit worth it?'

A man had come onto the stage while we were watching the fight. He was about fifty, dressed in gray
green coverals with three black bands at the ends of the deeves. He wore what seemed to be a skintight
body stocking under the coverdls. "l asked, "Was it worth it? " he demanded. "Anyone here think it
was?'

There was a lot of tak, mogly babble. One of the guards picked up Kelso's shoulders. Another
grabbed his fedt.

"Leave him there," the man on the stage ordered. The guards shrugged and dropped Kelso. His head
banged on the bench. | could hear it dl the way over where | was. One of the guards laughed.

"And the rest of you, shut up!" the man said. His voice had that qudity in it: you knew he was used to
being obeyed. It cut right through the babble. We were quiet.

"My nameis Alexander Farr, and | am superintendent here. You might like it better if | said warden."
Farr talked without usng a microphone. We could hear him fine

"Youll get more lectures, thistalk's unofficid. Y ou can go to deep if you like. | don't adviseit.”

Farr reminded me of a science teacher 1'd once had. The teacher used to say we could go to deep,
but held been willing to help you learn, aslong as you wanted him to. HE'd gone out of his way to teach
things that weren't part of the usud program at the school. Because he didn't try to force it down my
throat 1'd got interested, and | learned more science than 1'd thought | would.

The superintendent wasn't a very big man. He sat on the edge of the stage and hislegs didn't reach the
floor. He dangled them and kicked them back and forth. "Smoke 'em if you got 'em,” he said. "If you're
smart, you won't. Tobacco's too bloody expensve out here. Save two ways by quitting. You don't have
to buy 'em, and you can sl what you've got to some sucker who's hooked.”

That was no problem for me. The Dog Soldiers didn't use pot, and I'd never got interested in
tobacco. One of the men handed a cigarette to the middlie-aged womean in the row in front of him. He lit
hers, then lit one for himsdf and blew a smoke ring right at the stage.

If Farr noticed he didn't show it. "Youll get the offidd garbage later," he said. "What I'm giving you
now isthe draight skinny. Hear and believe." He looked down at Kelso. "How you doing?'

Keso grunted and tried to St up.

"Going to behave now? Or do you like being cuffed?’

"I'm okay," Kelso said.

"Didnt ask that." Farr's tone showed curiogty but not much concern.

"Il be a good boy."

Farr nodded. "Right. Corporad, take those cuffs off him.”

"Yes, gr." The guard unlocked the handcuffs. He didn't bother to lower his voice as he told Kelso,
"Next time I'll break your goddamn skull for you.”

"Hear and bdieve" Farr said. "Okay, chums, let me give you the facts of life Number one. Don't try
to escape. There's no place to go. If you make it outside, youll live about fifteen seconds. There's no ar



out there, and your blood will boil away in your veins. It's not a pretty way to go, and I'm told it's painful
as hdl.

"Number two. Don' try to escape. You may think you're smart and see away to get a p-suit. You
may even be able to operate it. And then what? You can't make air, and you can't carry enough to get
anywhere worth going. Running out of air's not alot better than going out without a suit.

"Number three. Don't try to escape. Sure there's atown here, and sure there are alot of people in it.
But youll pay for everything, and | do mean everything."

He lifted an orange disk that hung from a chain around his neck. 1'd noticed thet everyone except us
newcomers wore one, but they weren't dl the same color. "Air-tax receipt,” Farr sad. "Mines orange
because I'm due to have it recharged. If it turns red, that's it. Pay up or go outsde. Youll need ar
medds, because God help you if anybody catches you in town without one.”

"Why? What happens?' someone demanded.

"Outdde" Farr said. "Not even a chance to pay up, just out.”

"And who's to put me out?' Kelso demanded.

Farr grinned. "Every man jack who's paid his taxes, that's who. Might take severa for you, but theyll
doit"

"Thisisnot far." | recognized the voice. Old Aristotle OBrien. "Not fair,” he repeated.

"Probably not," Farr said. "But it's the way things are." He grinned. His teeth had two gaps, and they
gave him a ferocious look.

"Number four,” Farr said. "Don't try to escape. We're going to give you a crash course in survivd.
Pay attention and you might stay dive. While you're taking the course, there won't be any Mickey Mouse
crap. Youll get food to eat, water to drink, and air to breathe. The only work you have isthe classes and
some generd crud like keeping the barracks clean and helping out in the kitchen. | guarantee you won't
find anyplace you could escape to as pleasant as where you are now."

"What happens to us when we're done with this course?' Kelso demanded.

"You find a job. There's plenty of work. Company recruiters have more jobs than people. Most of
'em are pretty grim, but people do get rich on Mars, if they live long enough and find something they can
do wdl. Most don't get rich, because the companies aren't in business to pay big sdaries. And they know
they've got your arsein a crack, because when that disk turns red youll take the first offer you get. That's
when they sgn you up for ten-year contracts.”

"Yegh, but you mean we're just 100se?" someone asked.

Farr laughed. Y ep. Whatever sentence you think you've got to serve, forget it. They don't give me a
budget to run a prison and there are too many companies screaming for workers., Matter of fact, | erase
the records when they come in. Nathing you ever did matters a damn now."

"How 'bout that?' There was a generd babble. Some of the guys were laughing. "Son of a bitch, beat
their asses again!" "Hell, thought | was facin' ten yearsin the bucket!" "But | redly am a volunteer!”

"Now let me tdl you about crime” Farr grinned. "Maybe some of you think you know something
about the subject?’

He got alot of laughs with that.

"You know nothing,” Farr said. "We don't have much crime here. We live too close together to put up
with people who stedl from their comrades. Back on Earth you got busted, and maybe they sent you to
court, and maybe they put you in the hands of the shrinks. You had parole officers, probation officers,
socid workers, wdfare people, psychologidts, and dl that. Right?!

There were shouts. "Y egh.”

"So they kept throwing you back until one day they lowered the boom on you," Farr was saying.
"And they sent you here to work your bals off until a blowout kills you. That's the bresks. But before
you think there's a better way than working, let me tdl you tha there's not one socid worker on this
whaole planet.”

He paused to let that snk in. "And weve got one jal in Hellastown. And no prisons. Or reform
schools. Or detention hospitals. Or rehabilitation centers. Or any of that good crap. Give us trouble and
we take off some hide. Give us more and well sl your contract to some awful place. Give us enough



trouble and we put you outside. That's the way itis. You bdieve?'
Clear enough, | thought. | believed.



THREE

Survivd training: pressure suits, because Mars has less than one percent of Earth's air pressure, and
Farr wasn't kidding when he said the blood will bail in your veins. Air locks. Mining equipment. Care of
plants. Communications. Locd customs, induding knife fights and duels. This was taught by a Federation
Marine corporal who told us weld probably lose our firg fight and not live to have any more. | think |
could have taught him a couple of tricks, but he showed me some I'd never seen before.

There wasn't ahdl of alot to do but study. | figured the more | knew the better chance I'd have when
they dumped us out, so | studied. Funny thing was, | found most of it pretty interesting. Before long | was
gad of the longer Martian day. The clocks were standard twenty-four hours of sSxty minutes each, but
they had stuck into them an extra twenty-fifth "hour” of thirtyseven minutes just after midnight.

| was in a barracks with about thirty other men. The barracks room could have hed five times that
many. We'd been sent out on one of the smdler prison ships.

They gave us tests. All kinds. There were the funny games that shrinks like to play, and there were
regular school-type tests as well. If you did wel enough on the tests, they gave you extra goodies, like
chewing gum and lollipops. It sounds stupid, but if you don't have anything else, something as dlly as a
ldllipop is worth working for. | worked.

The school was a funny place. It was taught by a one-legged man named Zihfy. He drank himsdf to
deep every night and had hangovers in the mornings. He talked about whatever he fdt like, no lesson
plan or anything, and we had to get alot of the information out of books, dthough held answer questions
if you had any.

Zihly had a few words about those books. "You will find that those texts have been charged to you.
Return them in good condiition. If you do not, you will pay for them. They are very expensive. It takes a
long time to work off that debt.”

Thewhole place was like that. They told us what to do, but they didn't make us do it, and they didn't
give a damn whether we did it or not. If fights started nobody stopped them unless the furniture got
broken. Then the ones that did the bresking had to pay. Since they didn't have money, they paid by
contracting labor. One guy owed two years aready.

| came into the barracks one day to find Kelso fighting again, if you could cdl it a fight. He was
holding a character up off the ground and dapping his face. | recognized a guy | privatedy cdled Snotty,
who was ared dipshit. Kelso dapped him again.

"You like making trouble for people, don't you?' Wham.

"I didn't do anything to you!" Snotty whined.

"No, not to me" Wham. "But you thought it would be fun to tear up Lefty's books. Why did you think
that would be fun?' Wham.

"Good enough, Kelso." We turned to see Hardesty, who was the guard sergeant in charge of our
barracks. Hardesty wasn't a bad sort. He'd told us that if we kept the place clean and didn't break up the
furniture he didn't give a damn what we did, and he pretty wdl meant it. He didn't hasde us much. "You
can put im down now."

"He ripped up Lefty's books" Kelso said.

"I know. Hell be charged for them. Lefty won't. | said, put hm down, Kelso." There was an edge in
Hardesty's voice. .

"Okay. "

"Let's go, Snowden," Hardesty said. "Off to see the Superintendent.” Snowden was Snotty's red
name. He was glad enough to get away from Kelso. They left the barracks. Snotty never came back.
They sold him to a thorium mine somewhere south of us.

"Thanks, Kelso," Lefty said. He was alittle guy, younger than me by maybe a year, and thin as arall.
Snotty wasn't much, but he could take Lefty apart. So could nearly anyone in the barracks.

"Glad to oblige" Kelso sad.

Lefy had the bunk next to me. Later that night we got to taking. He daimed to be a volunteer, and



maybe he was, there wasn't any way to tdl. | knew there were a couple of genuine volunteers in the
barracks because Hardesty told me so, but he didn't say which was which, and there probably weren't as
many as clamed to be.

After that Lefty tended to hang around with me, when he wasn't hdping Kelso with his math. Lefty
was pretty sharp with numbers, and he helped me sometimes when things got over my head. He was
good at explaining, and God knows | needed somebody to talk to.

The chow wasn't very good, but there was plenty of it. Generdly it looked and tasted like mush. The
only good part was dessert: ice cream. You could have as much mush as you wanted, but you had to
turn in your mush bowl to get dessert: one ice cream bar.

It was something to look forward to. Lefty and | ate together. One evening we'd got our dessert and
went back to our sestsin the chow hdll.

"Chocolate" Lefty said. Then, like it was an afterthought, "Garrett, what do you figure on doing when
you get out of here?"

"l never thought. | hear the mines aren't much fun. And beginners have a high mortdity rate” | didn't
redly like to think about it. In away | liked the school. The lessons kept me busy, and | didnt have to
worry about what to do. There was enough to eat, and after a couple of minor fights my barracksmates
left me aone.

Theonly red lack was femde companionship. Some of the others in the room were gay, but even the
bad ones knew better than to be aggressve about it. There weren't any women in our room, and | didn't
have any chance to get with the ones in the other barracks rooms, so the less thought about that the
better. "I guessI'll just take what comes."

Lefty grinned. "I think we can do better than that. Want to throw in with Kelso and me?!

“In what?'

He reached into his pocket and came out with a pair of dice. He grinned broadly. "Well do fine"

"Never saw you in the barracks games-"

"No point in it. Nobody's got anything to win. Out there, though+" He grinned again.

"Are you aways lucky?"' | asked.

"No luck to it. Y ou watched those games? They take even money on sixes and eights. No way | can
lose. Now if | can get into a game where there's some money-"

He didn't get to finish what he was going to say. A couple of hard cases from another barracks had
come up behind me. | should have heard them, but | didn't. They didn't say a word. They just reached
out and took the ice cream from out of our hands and walked off:

It sounds trivid. Who cares about a haf-eaten ice cream bar? But when you've got nothing at dl, the
litle you have is pretty important. Lefty was up and onto the nearest one with both fids.

They didn't even turn around. One of them put an ebow into Lefty's ribs. The other smashed him in
the face. Lefty went down, and they looked a me. "Got anything to say about it?" the nearest one said.

"No." | made mysdf sound scared. "Nothing to say.”

The guy grinned, and | kicked his kneecap in. If you get that right, the guy isnt going to do any
waking for awhile. | didnt hit it perfect, but his leg buckled and he was off his feet. | moved away from
him so he wouldn't be in the fight for a moment.

The other one came for me. He wasn't as big as | am, but he was ten years older. Sometimes that
makes alot of difference, even at twenty. He feinted with his hands and swung a kick to my head.

He was good at La savatte. | didn't have a chance to do anything but move with it so he didn't catch
mevery hard, but | acted stunned. The next kick he threw | was ready for and took his ankle, pushed it
in the direction it was going adready, and spun him right around. That let me get close enough to punch
himin the crotch.

| don't like fights. When | was younger | swaggered a bit and started my share, but somewhere | logt
the taste for that kind of thing. But if somebody does get me into it, I'm going to win if | can, and | don't
care much about rules. When | saw thisguy was out of action, | turned quick toward the one I'd kicked

in the kneecap.
Sergeant Hardesty had hold of his collar. The guy could barely stand. "Thetll do it," Hardesty said.



"Sure” | didn't figure they'd bother us again. One would limp for a week, and the other one looked
likeit would take a hydraulic jack to straighten him out before midnight.
"Your ice cream's dl over the floor,” Hardesty said. "Clean it up before you leave.”

They said we weren't prisoners, but it was like a prison. We could go up to the dome in the evenings,
but there wasn't a lot dse to do. We didn't have any possessions, so there was nothing to gamble for.
The few available women were booked solid. You could play cards, you could swap stories, and you
could study.

| tried to get excited about being on Mars, but it didn't seem like Mars. | was getting used to the low
gravity, and I'd stopped being amused over how far and how high | could jump. Except for the gravity
we could have been in a cave on Earth.

Then we had p-suit training.

Zihily gave us no warning. He just announced that today would be it. "There are two types of pressure
auits. The best fits only its owner. Obvioudy we have none of those for practice. The other varidty is a
generd purpose Extra Vehicular Activity suit, commonly caled a space suit, which will fit anyone of
agoproximately the proper sze. We have many of those. Y ou will go out in parties of ten.”

He cdled out ten names. Mine was not one of them. ™Y ou men will go out with Corporal Feinman for
EVA alit training and practice.”

They trooped us. They were laughing. They'd get to go outside, and it would be a break in the routine.

The rest of us ligened to alecture on mines and mining, with emphasis on laser cutting tools, until the
traning party came back. There were only eight of them.

"What happened?' Zihily asked. He didn't sound very interested.

“Two of 'em didnt ligen. Well have to send out a party to get the suits back.” Feinman sounded
annoyed, and probably was. The suits were his responghility.

| decided | would ligen very carefully when my turn came.

"Super wants Fittson,” the guard announced.

Zihily jerked athumb toward the door. "Okay, Fittson, of you go.”

| followed the guard out. Superintendent Farr's office was a large cubbyhole cut into rock. There
weren't any windows, but where a window would be there was a big color holo of Mars as seen from
Phobos. The desk was sed and glass, and the chairs were molded plagtic. Farr sat behind his desk
console typing inputs into a computer and looking up at the results as they read out on a screen above the
desk.

The guard waved meingde. Farr didn't pay any attention until he'd finished whatever he was working
on. Then he said, "Have a seat, Aittson. How are you?'

"Hne"

"You'e pretty tough, aren't you?"

What was | supposed to say? "l don't know-"

"You put two menin sick bay and you don't know.

"They had it coming,” | said.

"Didnt say they didn't. You're not in the rattle” He typed something ese into the console. | couldn't
see the results because the screen wasn't set where | could look at it. He studied it for a moment and
sad, "Youve done pretty wel in the school, too. You werein some kind of street gang back on Earth-"

"Yegh. | thought you erased those records.”

"l do. But | look at them first. Were you a leader in that gang?'

"Kind of. Why?'

He ignored my question. "I thought so. Tl me, Fittson, what do you think of your classmates here?!

"Uh?" | thought about that. "I guess mogt of them are losers”

He nodded agreement. "Y es. There are only three main types who come here. There are failures, men
who never amounted to anything back home and won't amount to anything here. Most of them don't last
long. There are broken men who used to be important and can't stand the idea of darting over. And



findly there are afew who can become Marsmen.

"Which are you?'

| shrugged. "I don't know."

"Youd better figure it out. You're about done here, Fittson. You've about finished the school now
what will you do?"

"l keep saying | don't know, but thistime it's for damn sure | don't.”

"What do you want to do?"' he asked. He seemed very serious.

"I'd like to get out on my own, but there doesn't seem to be much chance of that. From what I've
seen, your school tools us up to be company daved™ | was getting a little mad & his routine. What was
hisangle, anyway?

He didn't react. Instead, he grinned. "Not a bad guess. Most pilgrims are. It's dl the Federation will
pay for, and it's dl most of them could be. But there's opportunity on Mars, Fittson, if you're willing to
work. And one day well have the Project going.

There was a far look in Superintendent Farr's eyes. He seemed to be seaing right through the rock
wadlsof his office out onto the red, dusty surface of Mars, and he was looking a more than desert and
sandstorms.

"The Project?’ The capitd |etters had been obviousin hisvoice.

He shook his head asif clearing away cobwebs. "Yegh. There's a way to make Mars inhabitable. So
you can live outside without a p-suit.”

"You can do that?'

"We can do that. Marsmen can. But not now. The Federation Council won't put up the money. The
company types want quick bucks. To hdl with it, it's a dream. Maybe you will catch it one day. For now,
| want you to tdl me about yoursdf."

He was easy to tak to. | rambled on, and pretty soon | was tdling the story of my life | was surprised
a how much | said, and how persond it got. | suppose | shouldn't have been surprised, though; he was
the firg sympathetic lisener I'd met ance | was arrested, a hundred days and eghty million miles away in
Batimorées Undertown.

Fndly he stopped me. "Are you willing to work?'

"Depends on the work."

"Reasonable. Suppose | tdl you ther€'s a job worth doing. Not company work, ether. The big outfits
aren't so bad, but what have you got with them? A sdary at best. But what Mars needsiis free men. Men
who can tdl the companies to rall it tightly and Suff it. Marsmen. Are you afraid of getting killed?"

"Wdl, sure, who isn't?'

"But you werein that gang war-"

"Yegh. It seemed like a good idea a the time”

He nodded. "Fittson, were going to dump you out of here in a couple of days. When you're turned
loose, go bum around downtown. Anybody asks you, you're waiting for a buddy. You don't have to say
who, and don't. Just see what city life on Marsislike. And don't sgn up with anybody until you've had an
offer from some friends of mine.

"What kind of offer?' | was getting suspicious. What the hdll was his angle?

“Itll be a good one. A chance to get out on your own, to be your own man. Youll work damned
hard, but youll have something to show for it. If you're good enough.”

"How will | know it's them?" | asked.

"Youll know." Farr nodded to himsdf. "Now let me give you something else to think about. What do
you have that's vauable?'

That didn't take much thought. "Nothing a dl."

"Yes, you do. Your word. Isit good?'

| didn't understand and my face must have shown it. He shook his head and said, more to himsdf then
to me, "It's an idea that's gone out of fashion on Earth. Out here a man's word is ether good or it isn'.
No compromises. Maramen trust each other. We have to know that when a man gives his word he's not
thinking about some way to weasdl out.



"Aittson, nobody out here knows or cares what you did before you got here. You can gart over. You
can be anything you want to be. Anything you're good enough to be and will work hard enough for. Now
go think about that."

He waved dismissal and | left, wondering what it dl meant. It was pretty heavy suff for a guy my age
and in my gtuation. | began to have some hope for the firg time since-since | redized | wasn't going
anywhere but Francis Scott Key Community College.



FOUR

There wasn't any graduation ceremony. One morning after chow the speakers said, "REPORT TO
CENTRAL PROCESSING" ingead of announcing school cdl. It had been about a week snce my
interview with Farr. | had seen him only once since then, just passed himin the hdl. He'd put his hand on
my am and winked a me, then hurried.off

It wasn't alot to go on, but I'd built alot of hope around Farr's promises. They were dl | had, except
for Lefty's offer, which | didn't think much of.

At Central Processing they charged our ar tags to bright green, forty days worth. They gave us a
hundred Mars dollars, worth about hdf that in Federation credits. We changed our coverdls for new
ones, with a choice of blue or orange.

Then they shoved us out the door. Literdly a big air-lock door. Fortunately the corridor beyond was
pressurized. A hundred meters farther was another artight door. Beyond that was Hellastown.

Hellastown was smply alot more corridors and caves, with airtight doors at intervas so a blowout in
one part wouldn't finish everybody. "Downtown” was a big five-story cavern, empty in the center. It was
about hdlf the 9ze of afootbdl fidd. It wasnt redly dl that big, but after the little caves and corridors of
the schodl it looked huge.

All around the edges were openings to stores, offices, and cross-tunnels to other sections of the city.
The cavern floor had been smoothed off and the holes filled in with that reddish concrete you saw
everywhere on Mars. Above that were two more leves, the highest about seventy feet up. Two
ba conies ran around the cavern walls at the upper two levels They had no ralls, just a low wall about
knee high.

On Earth some bureaucrat would have built a high fence to keep people from fdling or jumping. Here
nobody gave a damn.

One whole dde of the square was lined with brothels, and there were lines outsde each one.
Everyone in the lines wore new coverdls. They seemed to be coming out about as fast as they went in.

"Son of abitch!" Lefty ydled. "Theyll spend dl their money! Goddamn!™

"Uh" Kelso pointed to the brothels. "It's been along time-"

"We need a stake" Lefty said. "You don't want to blow it on that assembly line. Let's make some
money and well buy ared lay.”

"Yeeh, wdl-" Kelso was undecided. Lefty went over to one of the lines. He started meking a pitch for
adice game,

| drifted away from them. | thought about the brothels, because it had been along time for me, too,
but Lefty was right. Thered be no satisfaction in that, and my money had to last until | knew what to do
next.

There were taverns, and | drifted into one. It wasfilled, partly with new-coveraled pilgrims, partly by
men in dirty clothes and skintight underwear like Farr's. The beer was two bucks for a schooner. |
looked longingly at it.

A dapper cat in creased coverdls was buying for awhole table of pilgrims | watched as they poured
it down. He beckoned for meto comejoin in, but | shook my head and stood, curious, because he had
to have an angle and | didn't know whet it was.

"You buying something or leaving?' the bartender yelled at me. He had one arm and one eye.

"Leaving, | guess” | said.

"Let him dtay," somebody yeled. "Hey, kid, come have a drink." The guy was at a table with no
plgims at dl. He and seven others were pouring away the beer, and ydling stories a each other. "Come
on, no hitch," he said.

| drifted over. He lifted afull schooner, drank hdf, and handed the rest to me. "Name's Andy Cernik,"
he sad. "St down, smart pilgrim.”

When | hestated he laughed. "Go on, it's Jake. No crimps here” He named the other people a the
table, but | couldn't remember any of them.

Two of the men were black, and another was Orientdl. As | say, Federation policy goes in waves.



They looked like they'd been on Mars for along time.

"I'm Garrett Attson,” | said. "Crimps?'

Andy waved toward the table full of pilgrims "Like Mister Sisson there. Your buddies!l wake up in
the morning with a big head and a long hitch, wonderin' what happened to their bounty money. Hang
around a couple of days, youll get more choices."

"You guys miners?’ | asked.

"Sure. Mars General. Not a bad outfit." They dl laughed at some secret joke.

"What'sit likein the mines?' | asked.

There was more laughing. "Goddamn hard, that's what," Andy said. "We lose maybe hdf the pilgrims
their fird year. But what the hdl, it's alivin. Could do worse."

"Sure" one of the black men said. "Y ou could do worse by gtickin' your head in a toilet maybe. Hard
to think of another way."

They laughed and ordered another round. "Look, | can't pay,” | told Andy.

"Yegh. Don't worry about it. Keep your stake; wish | had when they bounced me™

They didn't pay much atention to me after that. The brew was good, heavier and a lot more flavorful
then Earthside beer. | found out the bartender owned the place and made the suff himsdf. He'd been a
Mars Generd miner in his day, which iswhy alot of the MG crew came to his place.

The miners didn't seem to be a lot different from the Dog Soldiers: good men, tough and proud, but
men with no place to go. They talked a lot about women they'd had, and which brothds were best, and
how pilgrim day was the loudest time to come to town, and how they wished the goddamn company
would tdl 'em when the Feddies were bouncing pilgrims so working diffs could pick another day when
the whores weren't dot-machining.

After awhile somebody suggested they ought to look up an old buddy. | hoped they'd take me with
them. | liked their company. But when they stood, Andy said, "See you around, Garr. If you Sgn up with
MG, God help you, but look me up.”

| went back out into the square. It wasn't like Earth at dl, not topside and not Undertown. There were
uniformed men | supposed were cops, but they didn't hasde anybody. The place was crowded, but not
like downtown Batimore, and except for us newcomers nobody was wandering amlesdy the way they
do on Earth.

Ancther difference was that everyone carried a knife in plan sght. Some had big ones, broadbladed
things designed for combat and not much ese. Others had smdler and more ussful-looking sheath knives,
but everybody was bladed. According to Zihily there were few guns on Mars, and the Federation people
hed them.

| saw aknife fight five minutes after | |€ft the tavern.

Two menin blue coverals, like ours but faded and patched, came out of a bar. They were shouting at
each other. When they got outside they drew knives and squared off. A couple of cops drifted over, but
they only stood and watched.

It started as a formd affair, with a lot of dodging and weaving, fents and counterfeints. They were
good. Then the smdler guy made a tricky pass, thruging up underhanded, and the big guy looked
surprised as blood poured out of a gashin his lower am.

"Il be damned” he said. He put his hand over the cut and drew away. "I will be dipped in dung.”

"Probably."

"Hrgt blood enough?* a cop asked.

"Chrig yes" the winner said. "Caz? Enough?”

"Oh hdl yes" The loser looked at the cops. "I'll be a work tomorrow. No time logt.”

The cop looked criticdly at the wound. "If you say s0." He looked to his partner and got a nod.
"Okay.”

"Right," Caz said. He looked at his bloody arm again. "I will be dipped in crap.”

"Probably.”

They went back into the bar.



There were a lot of company offices around the man square, places like Peabody, GE,
Wesgtinghouse, and the other big outfits. The smdler companies had tables set up in the open space. They
were dl pitching how wonderful it would be to work for ther outfits, but | noticed the wages were low
and about the same no matter where you went.

Most of my classmates drank up thar starter money, sgned on with a company, drank up ther
bounties, and shipped off to work. They were gone within two days.

A few of us were dill around. Lefty had a floating crap game that he said was making food and air
money for himsdf and Kelso, and he was taking about opening a gambling hal when they had a stake. |
didn't see much futurein that, even if I'd been needed, which | wasn't.

Nobody cared about the dice games. Nobody cared about anything that didn't cost labor time or get
inthe way. | learned fast: you don't block the path of an armed man, and you don't break up the furniture
in bars. Neither lesson came the hard way for me; | learned from another pilgrim's experience.

| found atunnd end to deep in. They'd been digging out to expand the city, but this project was hdted
for lack of a labor force. Nobody bothered me. | figured | had nothing worth stedling, anyway. That
turned out to be supid: | had a charged ar tag, and that would be worth my life if there was anybody
around desperate enough to cut my throat for it. Nobody was, just then.

Hafway between my tunnd end and the downtown square was a store. It was quite literdly a hole in
the wall, owned by a man who'd been crippled in the mines. His buddies had chipped out a couple of
rooms for him, and he sold food, beer, water, and anything ese he could buy cheap and <l later. He
gave me a runner's job, going to the bakery for sde bread to feed his chickens, carrying chicken
droppings to the recyding works, running across town to ddiver beer to some old friend who gave him
business out of charity. The wages were smple: two hours work for a med with beer, and he wouldn't
pay my ar taxes. It was hardly a permanent job.

Everything was expensve. It cost moreif it came in a can. In fact, cans were worth as much as what
was in them, and some scraggly kids made a living cruisng the tunnels looking for miners beer parties
where they might get thrown a can or two.

After a couple of days old Chad trusted me enough to let me deep in the store. | worked pretty hard
for him, straightening up the store and chipping out some new shelves in the rock. He needed that done,
but he didn't have the tools, and he was too stove in to do it with hammer and chisd and too broke to
buy plastic shelving.

| finished a little niche, not one hdl of a lot accomplished for dl that work. He drew a beer from his
barrd and handed it to me. "Garr, | can use the help, but what are you waitin' for? | can't pay your ar
taxes, and that tag's going to start turning color.”

"Yeeh, | know. Man sad to wait for afriend of his"

"You give your word?"

"Sort of "

"Hegive his?'

"Yesh," | said.

"Good men?'

| thought about that. Was Farr a good man? | wanted him to be. "l think s0."

Chad nodded gravely. "Then you wait, that's dl. Itll be okay. If something's happened, though, maybe
my buddies can fix you up with a short hitch at Peabody. It's not a bad ouitfit, as outfits go."

| went back to chipping rock. It wasn't as hard as granite, but it wasn't sogpstone ether. It was red
like everything else. "Mars anything like you expected?’ Chad asked.

"W, they kept saying on Earth that Mars was a frontier. | guess | expected it to be like the old
western movies. . "

"Is lots of ways."

"Maybe"" | lad down the hammer and took another dug of beer. "But you can't get out on your own.
Cant live off the land.”

"Farmers do."

"Sure, with a hundred grand worth of equipment-"



"Dont take that much. Work for a good ouitfit, save your wages, the banks will put up a lot of it if
youve saved a stake. Ten years work, maybe, if you save your money. Then you're out of here. That's
how mogt of the Rimrats got started. Wish I'd done it. Can't, now."

| thought about it. When you'e twenty, ten years, is along time. Haf your life. But there sure didnt
seem much future hanging around here. "If this other deal doesn't come through, maybe I'll do that,” |
sad. "Only | wonder if | can save the money —“

"That's the blowout for mogt, dl right,” Chad said. "You just stick tight a couple of days, though."

"Sure, you need the help-"

"Aah, there's that too, but maybe thingsll work out better'n you expect.”

"Sure” But | didn't have much hope of it. A man's word is ether good or it isnt, Farr had sad. It
looked like hiswasn't. Why had | expected anything diferent from a prison warden?

I'd been there ten days and my ar tag was turning from green to ydlow. It was getting time to move
on. | figured ancther couple of days would do it.

A big man came into the store. He wasn't as hig as Kelso, and he was a lot older, but there was
nothing smdl about him. "Ho, Chad," he called. Then he saw me and looked me over, dowly, in away |
didnt like.

Chad came out of the other room. "Sarge Wechsung," he said. "Fgured you'd show up one of these
days" Chad looked a me about the way Sarge had. "Come for the kid?'

"Yeeh. Fittson, | had ahdl of a job runnin’ you down. Old Man said to look you up next timel was in
town. Had some trouble gettin' here.”

"The Old Man? Oh, you mean Superintendent Farr-"

"Sure" They both talked a once, cutting me off, asif they didn't want me to say the name.

"l hear you're looking for a job,” Wechsung said. "I got one. Come on, let's go, I'm runnin' out of
time" His voice was raspy, asif held been used to shouting alot. It didn't sound particularly friendly.

"Jug where are we going?' | asked.

"l got a station out on the Rim. Windhome. Nobody wetchin' the place, got to be gettin’ back. Need a
farmhand. Y oull like it. Work your arse off, do you some good. Right, Chad?"

"Damn right,” the old man said. He rubbed his crippled leg. "Wish you'd been around when | come
here. Go on, Garrett. He's a good man.”

Take the word of aman | didn't know about a man I'd just met. Wdl, what the hdl, | thought. What
have | got to lose?

Alot.

"Let'sgo, let's go, got to get you outfitted," Wechsung said. "Chad, well be down a Smitty's place if
you want to send down some lunch -

“Send how? Y ou're gedin’ my runner. I'll bring it mysdf.”

"Right" Wechsung walked out. He didn't look back to seeif | was following.

| stood there a moment, then caught up with him.



FIVE

The suit was atight bodystocking of an dagtic weave, with meta threads running through it that fitted
like it had been painted on. The outfitter chewed gum and made stupid jokes about blowouts while he
literdly built the suit around me. He cut the cloth, stretched it, and heatwelded the plagtic threads while it
wasin place. Then | took off that part and he finished the welding job. When it was dl done it fit shugly,
not quite tight enough to cut off circulation, and looked something like a thin version of a skin diver's wet
uit.

"Wefirg came here, they didn't have thread that would stand up,” the outfitter said. "This new duff's
great, though. Y ou can gan maybe five kilos and itll dill fit. Don't put on more weight then that, though,
or youll be buying a new suit."

The pressure Uit ended with a gasket a the neck. A hdmet dogged onto that. With pressure in the
hdmet you could go outsde. The skintight bodystocking reinforces your own skin so it can take the
internd pressure, and your sweat glands are the temperature regulator. Marsmen wear skintights
everywhere because if there's a blowout and you get your hemet on quick, you may stay dive.

That was quite a hedmet, with lights, a radio, and hoses meant to connect to ar tanks. The tanks went
in a backpack. There was more to the outfit: reflective coverdls, heavy foam-insulated jacket and
trousers, thick gloves, atool kit that snapped onto a belt, boots, a knife, and another radio in a holgter.

Smitty the outfitter had set up atable outsde for people waiting while he worked on their gear. Chad
brought lunch and beer.

"Doesnt this cost alot, Mr. Wechsung?' | asked.

"Cdl me Sarge. Sureit cogs.”

| didn't understand and | guess my face said so.

"Think you're not worth it? Hel of atimeto tdl me. Once Smitty starts cuttin', I've bought it."

| didn't say anything, and he laughed. It was a cheerful laugh. He didn't sound worried about anything,
but | knew it would take more than a year for me to save up what he was paying. "Let us worry about
the costs," he said. He looked around. No one was ligening to us. "The Skipper thinks you might make a
Marsman, and | take the Commander's word for it."

"You mean Mr.-"

"Yeah."

Commander. That squared with the black bands on Farr's coverdl deeves. "Are you dill in the
Federation Service?' | asked.

"Hdl no. Retired years ago. So did the Old Man. He went to prisoner-chasin® and | went to farming.
Wha do they cdl you, Fittson?'

"Garrett's my name-"

"Hne Garrett, you were told to think about something. Did you?!

"Yes

"And?'

"Il make my word good."

Sarge grinned. "Okay. And you can trust people, alittle anyway, or you wouldn't have waited for me.
Garrett, | have a big place out there. Lots of work. Youll sweat your bals off, and | won't pay you
much, but you stick with me a Mars year - that's two Earth years - and youll know the score and have a
stake you can use to get out on your own. That's what you want, right?'

"l think so-"

"What anybody in his right mind wants."

Chad shuffled up to collect the beer mugs. Across the square a group of miners came out of a brothel.
They were laughing and shouting as they got onto the jitney that would take them back to their barracks.

"What happened to the last man you had hdping you?' | asked.

"Gat hisown place. A couple of dozen have come through Windhome, Garrett. Some got themsdlves
killed. Some couldn't stick it and ran back here to work for a company outfit. But five have ther own
gations”



"And why are you doing this?'
Sarge shrugged. "You ask too many questions. Fnish your beer. Your suff's about ready and weve
got to move before sundown. The tractor won't run so good in the dark.”

The tractor wouldn't run at dl in the dark. It had solar cdls dl over it - on the roof, on the decks in
front and behind the passenger compartment, and on wings that could fold up when it was indgde but
unfolded when it was running. The solar cdlls furnished dl the power.

It was very comfortable. The passenger compartment was bigger than | had expected and had a bunk
aswadl as seats. Thiswas the only pressurized part of the tractor; the rest would sedl up to keep out dugt,
but if you had to carry cargo under pressure you put it in artight bags.

Sarge drove up the ramp from ingde the city. It went up steeply, a dark tunnd with afew lights. There
were three sets of ar locks a the top. Then we were outside. The sun was high in the west; it seemed
vay bright after my timein Hellastown.

When we got onto the plains, the motors whined as the solar cdl wings extended. "Okay, watch what
| do," Sarge sad. "Now were outsde we switch from batteries to direct solar power. This thing
develops about fifty horsepower, enough to move pretty fast and dill keep the batteries charged in full
sun, but you don't want to run at night. It won't go more than a couple of hours™

| looked around at the Marscape. It was bleak, and in two minutes we were out of dght of
Hellastown. We drove through fidds of boulders. They cameindl types, from house-sized to just rocks.
Red dust blew dl around. "What happensiif you're caught out at night?' | asked.

"You pray alot." Sarge nodded to himsdf. "Pray alot and hope your ar lasts. Then curl up and go to
deep. Batteries should give enough hest to last the night. It gets cold out there.”

About a hundred below zero, | remembered from the school. But in summer daytime it was warm
enough to go out without a jacket as long as you had a p-suit and air.

"The manuds for the tractor are in that compartment,” Sarge said. "When we get home, take 'em
ingde and read up."

"Sure"

"And don't forget to put ‘em back before one of us has to use Aunt Ellen again.”

"Aurt Ellen?'

"The tractor. Next to your p-suit, a tractor's the most important thing in your life. Treat Aunt Ellen
right and shell take care of you."

A gtrong wind was blowing outside. Hellas is alow basin, formed a hillion years ago when a rock the
Sze of Greenland smashed into Mars. The impact meted the rock, and lava flowed up from insde Mars
to cover the hole. Huge chunks of rock were thrown up into a rimwal, and more rocks were thrown out
to make another ring of secondary craters around that.

Then for the next billion years-Hellas and the Rim were pounded by smdler meteoroids. They |eft the
badn flat but partly covered with junk. Since there weren't any hills the vighility was terrible; we were
logt in ajungle of rocks. The wind whipped the dust around so thick we could hardly see out.

"You'e crazy, you know," | said.

"How's that?'

"You don't know a damn thing about me. Superintendent Farr talked to me for maybe three hours"

"Begt not mention that when anybody eseis around.”

"Yesh, but-"

"We have the test results, Garrett. Psych and skills both. And maybe we've kept an eye on you better
than you know."

"You dill don't know I'm not planning to murder you for the tractor!”

Sarge laughed. "What would you do with it? Everybody knows it's mine And just how long would
you live out here?"

"Yeah." | watched the dust for a moment. "They taught us just enough, didnt they? Just enough to
know there's alat they didn't tdl us”

Sarge grinned. It was a nice grin. "See how smart you're gettin' already? Know any good songs?'



He knew alot more of them then | did. We sang dong to pass thetime.

"You got to learn more songs," he complained. "Here, let's teach you "The Highland Tinker." Well
work up to "Eskimo Ndl' - Hey! Look, over there. See it?"

| looked where he pointed. "Nothing | see.”

"Gone now. Sand cat, maybe."

| looked a him to seeif he was putting me on.

He didn't look likeit. "An animd? There aren't any animds on Marsl”

"That's what the books say. Me, I'm not so sure. Every now and then you see something moving. Just
aflash. Some say they've seen 'em close up, about the sze of a squirrd, red brown, blends with the
sand.”

"I thought animals weren't even possible. No air."

"Yegh!" Sarge grinned again. "I'm not sayin' those who've seen ‘em close up hadn't had a few. Sill in
dl, its abig planet and theré's alot about it we don't know."

"That's for sure" And there are plants, | thought. Plants that have the biologists dimbing the walls,
because they're kin to Earth lichens and can even crossbreed with some Earth strains, but they aren't the
same a dl. Mars plants cover themselves with a glass bubble like snal shell but more transparent.

"Wonder what'll happen to 'em?' Sarge said.

"Towho?"

"To the sand cats. When we get the Project goin', can the goddamn cats live after there's air? But they
do say Mars has had ar before, so maybe they can. Hope s0."

"Tdl me about this project. Commander Farr mentioned it, but | haven't heard much from anybody
de"

Sarge guided the tractor around a boulder. "The Project's a plan, a way to pump the atmosphere up
to maybe a tenth Earth norma, maybe more, enough so we can go outside without p-suits. Warm the
planet up. Green things growing, not just in domes, dl over."

"Wont that take along time?'

"Maybe. Not as long as you'd think, the way they tdl me. Only we can't get started. Earth bastards
won't let us”

We went over a ramp. This road had been used before, if you could cdl it a road. The only way |
knew was here and there boulders had been blasted apart, or there were ramps over some of them. We
topped aramp and | got a good view of the plain and the blowing dust.

"One of these days well do it oursalves” Sarge said. "Only it takes things we don't have. Like aom
bombs."

| shuddered. Like everyone else on Earth | had been brought up to think of aiom bombs as something
to kill worlds with. | said thet.

"Jud tools, Garrett. Just tools. We need the bombs to trigger volcanoes. There's a lot more ar and
water indde this planet if we can get them out. Then itll come dive”

We topped another ramp and Sarge stopped the tractor. Without the whine of the dectric motors it
seemed very quiet, but then | heard the wind, howling ceaselessly, and the crackle asit blew sand against
the tractor.

There was nothing out there but dust and the distant mountains. It didn't look as if it had ever been
dive or ever would be. Nothing moved but dust forming into little twisters that Sarge cdled dust devils.

We were utterly done. If we got into trouble nobody was around to hdp us, and we'd have to get out
by oursalves or not at dl.
Wel, I'd wanted to be on my own. I'd got that.



SX

A hundred days went by. There were alot of times when | wished | hadn't come, and twice | was
ready to leave, but talked mysdf out of it.

We st in the little bubble-dome at the end of a corridor into Windhome. Sarge cdled it his veranda.
Since the dome was a hundred meters above the floor of Hellas Basin, we had a view that stretched for
miles but there wasn't alot to see except boulders and dust devils.

Insde the dome we had ajungle of plants, and hard chairs. In Mars low gravity you don't redly need
cushions anyway. | hoisted my beer and waved it a Sarge. "You weren't kidding when you said you'd
work my arse off!"

Right.

Down below, the agriculturd co-op tractor snaked across the basin floor. It pulled sx tralers of
produce from stations aong the Rim. A lot of it was ours.

That had been the firg fight 1'd had with Sarge: he was desperate to get production higher and higher,
make bigger and bigger profits, and | couldn't understand why we couldn't take it easy and relax. Thereéd
be plenty to eat without dl that work.

"Sure" held said. "But how do | pay the taxes?"

"Taxes?'

"Federation bastards tax hel out of us”

There was another reason he wanted profits, but | didn't find that one out until later.

Now | sat drinking beer. It was dightly sour and | thought | knew a way to improve it. I'd been
sudying the tapes from the centrd library, and had the notion that Sarge was usng the wrong mdting
process, one designed for big breweries with better equipment than we had. I'd found a taped copy of an
old book, published in 1895, that told how they did it back then and | wanted to try it.

"Drink up," Sarge said. "We got alot more to do before we turnin.”

"Right" | was in no hurry. The work was never finished, but we were caught up for a while Wed
spent the day harvesting corn and whesat from our hydroponics tanks out in the big glass agro-domes. It
had been alot of work. Now it was getting dark out, and we wouldn't be able to work in the domes any
more - so we'd do indde maintenance.

There wasn't enough power to do heavy work at night because Windhome ran on solar cdls judt like
the tractor. Closer to Hellastown there were dations drawing power from the nuclear plant, but not out
here on the Rim.

| watched the lagt of the sunlight. There aren't any sunsets on Mars. Theré's ether light or there isnt,
for the same reason that shadows are s0 dark in the daytime: no atmosphere to diffuse the light and make
abright sky like Earth's. On Mars you can be in pitch-black shadow afew feet from bright sunlight.

"You been sudying tha problem?' Sarge asked.

"Yegh. We can do it. These solar cdlls are mostly grown crysta, and the circuits to control the growth
aren't that tough. Give me the right materids and well grow our own."

"Save alot of money," Sarge said. "Glad you're up on that eectronics bit. | never had the time to
Sudy it. Doesn't make much sense to me anyway."

| doubted that. | never saw a problem Sarge Wechsung couldn't solve if he had to. Anyway, the
library has mogst of it laid out cookbook style. You just have to be careful to look up dl the words,
because what an engineer means by aword isn't dways the same as what other people mean.

"You sad youll need germanium,” Sarge said.

"Right. We don't have any.”

"None I've found. Sam Hendrix does though, and he's only about forty kilometers from here."

That made him a near neighbor. Our nearest had a Sation twelve kilometers away, but I'd never met
him except on the phones. | hadn't met Hendrix, either.

"WEell have to run over and buy some" Sarge said. He sat and watched dust devils for a moment.
"Sorry you came, kid?'



"No." | was surprised a how easy it was to answer that. It hadn't been the easiest time of my life

A week before I'd had a blowout. Sarge had given me Number Three ago-dome to plant whatever |
wanted. I'd put in tomatoes and squash and nursed them aong until they were dmod ready to harvest.
Then, while | was mixing nutrients for the hydroponic food system, the joint between the glass dome and
the bedrock below had gone.

Pressure went to nothing in a couple of seconds. | panicked, but remembered to ydl to get the air out
of my lungs so | wouldn't explode. Then | got control of mysdf, looked around for my helmet, found it,
and dogged it onto the neck sed of my suit. | closed the face plate and reached down to the ar valves,
bringing ar pressure into my suit. Ten seconds later | was back under pressure. You'd be surprised just
how long ten seconds can be.

Then | got the shakes. Sarge had drilled mein blowout practice every day since we came. Anytime he
might shout "Blowout!" and if | took more than ten seconds to find my hemet and get it on, held make life
pure hel. I was damned glad of the practice now.

Tomatoes and squash had exploded dl over the dome. Sarge was ingde less than a minute after it
happened. He came as quick as he could, but if 1 hadn't taken care of mysdf, held have been too late.
We stood there and looked at the wreckage of my crop. The leaves had dready wilted - everything in
the dome was dead. Everything except me. We got the dome patched that afternoon and | was planting
agan the next day.

I'd had a blowout, 1'd had screaming fights with Sarge, 1'd had the blue funks from looking at that
blue, bright dot near the sun, 1I'd worked my arse off, and | had no money at dl. "No. I'm not sorry |
camne”

"Glad to hear it. You do good work. We make enough profit, | can outfit you earlier than | thought.”

I will be dipped in shit, | thought. So that's why he grinds o hard at it. "Thanks. Uh-Sarge?"

"Yesh?'

"Onething. Are we ever going to see any women?"'

"Oh yeeh." He gave me tha big booming laugh of his. "I thought | worked you hard enough to keep
the urges under control-"

"Il never work thet hard."

"Yeagh, well, couple of weeks, no moren a month.”

"Oh. When we go back to town."

"Naw, not them whores. Were farmers, not labor dients. Hang on a while, kid. Youll see. Youre
just getting started out here.”

"That's for sure” | looked a my hands. They were caloused and had the red dust of Mars ground
into them. | was drinking sour beer, and my ear hurt from the blowout. There was a andl network of
veans coming to the surface on my right cheek, dso a result of the blowout, and | knew | had enough
work to fill three or four hours before | could go to bed. Tomorrow morning we'd be up a dawn to dtart
cutting a new tunnel.

| et terrific. | knew where | was going, and | had afriend to rly on. | wasn't a pilgrim any more.

We had the tractor |oaded, and | went to the passenger side of the cab.

"Nope. You drive" Sarge sad.

| shrugged and went around to the other sde and we got strapped in. | wondered what to do next.
Two dozen assorted dids, switches, and controls stared up a me. | looked to Sarge for advice, but hed
curled up in his seat and closed his eyes.

I'd studied the training manuas, and Sarge had checked me out. Now's as good atime for a solo as
any, | told mysdf. Here goes. | hit the switch to activate the control panel and began the checkligt.

Doors sealed. Begin pressurization, and watch the gauge. Also keep an eye on the baloon and see
that it flattens out; gauges have been wrong before. Pressure to seven pounds a square inch, hdf Earth
normdl.

Sarge reached up and undogged his face plate. He dill hadn't opened his eyes.

| went on through the list. Battery power on. Activate the garage doors. Back her out, dow, there's



no seering whed, there's two dutches and throttles, and if we ram something we can blow out. Or
worse. We crawled out into the bright Martian sunshine. Extend the solar cdll wings.

Switch to direct power. Get the course off the map.

"Damn!" I'd forgotten to cdlibrate the gyrocompass. Mars magnetic fidd isnt reliable enough for
navigation. Sarge was dill pretending to be adeep.

| took a bearing on a digtant peak, got a reading off the map, and lined the tractor up. | looked it over
agan, and everything seemed right, so | set the compass to the bearing and hit the cdibration switches. It
locked in, and | dewed Aunt Bllen around onto the course laid out on the map.

"Pretty good,” Sarge muttered. "Wake me up if you need to and don't take her more than twenty
klicks an hour."

Then | think heredly did go to deep.

Aunt Ellen wasn't as hard to drive as I'd thought she would be, and after awhile | had the knack of it.
| drove east dong the base of the Rim, watching where | was going rather than looking at the scenery.
Two hours later we were there.

“lce Hill," Sarge sad. "Sam Hendrix's place. 1t'd be better if you didnt say anything about
germanium.”

I grinned. I'd heard Sarge dicker with his neighbors over the phone. Ligening to hm you got the
impression he had plenty of what he needed to buy and none of what he had to sl.

Like Windhome, Hendrix's station had no red form above ground, just ssemingly random protrusions
onto the face of Hellas Rim. But Ice Hill was a lot larger than Windhome, with over a dozen glass
agro-domes, a least two bubble verandas on baconies high up on the sde of the Rim, and two separate
garage ramps. A dozen people milled around outside the station. To me, by now, that was abig crowd.

Suddenly one member of the crowd was different. Strange. Graceful. | stared -

"Yep," Sarge said. "Her name's Erica. Sam's number two daughter. Oldest one's married off already.
Uh, Garrett -"

"Yesh?'

"Go easy. The Hendrix clan's tough, and they've got some strong preudices.”

"You mean don't seduce the daughters-"

"I mean make sure it's seduction you got in mind, and not something more forceful. Otherwise don't
be too surprised if you find a knife up againg your ribs.

"Hmm. Maybe | better stick with the whores."

"They're safer,” Sarge said. "For the short haul, they're sefer.”

We entered the cleared area near the man ramp into Hendrix's pressurized garage. Windhome's
garage area wasn't sealed; when we needed to work on Aunt Ellen we had to haul her into the man
shop.

"They won't mind if | talk to the ladies, will they?" | asked.

"Chrig, Garrett, don't make a big thing out of it.”

"Don't make a big thing, but be careful?’ | said.

"Y egh, something like that. Sorry | mentioned it...”

The air-lock door opened and | guided the tractor up the ramp.

"One thing," Sarge said. "I can understand you gettin' a little excited over the prospect of femde
company, but I'd fold up the wings 'fore | took the tractor through that door, was | you."

Sam Hendrix was waiting for usin the garage; before Sarge could tdl him my name he started taking
politics. Hendrix was awiry felow, a bit over fifty, with sted-gray crew-cut hair, a brisly mustache, and
abig scar running down hisleft cheek. He had some kind of accent, but too faint for me to placeit.

"Thereisa new adminigrator in Hellastown. They say there will be a new charter as wel. Have you
heard?' he demanded.

"Reckon I've heard something about it," Sarge told him. "Sam, this is my new buddy. Garrett Pittson.
Good man."

"I'm glad to meet you. Welcome to our home. Sarge, they are taking about raisng taxes again. Agan!



Not for the big companies. Only for us. How will we live? Ah, 1 am forgetting my manners. Perry, show
these people to ther rooms. Dinner isin one hour. Glad to have met you, Garrett Fittson." He taked that
way, amile aminute, without much pause between thoughts.

Pery looked about eght Earth years old, a nephew or grandson or something. He was dready
wearing a pressure suit. | thought it must be pretty expensive to keep buying p-suits for kids as they grew
out of them. Perry led us through a maze of twiding corridors and up some dairs. We exited into a big
cavern that was the man hdl, big enough to hold a hundred people or more, then walked across to
another stairway. Ice Hill was alot bigger than Windhome.

There were twenty people a dinner. | sat across a narrow table from Erica Hendrix. Her big brother
Michad was next to me. Mike was married and had two kids dready. He lived in a separate part of the
Hendrix complex.

I must have talked with Mike and the others during dinner, but | don't remember any of it. | kept
looking across at Erica. She had long red hair that sheld had up in braids when | first saw her; she put it
up for outsde work. For dinner sheld let it down in waves that reached her shoulders. It was a deep
copper red, not like the color of Mars dust. She had bright blue eyes and a pointed nose. She was a big
girl, not a Ukrainian tractor driver type, but big and well proportioned.

| thought she was the most beautiful woman 1'd ever seen in my life. | couldn't take my eyes off her
even to edt. | think | embarrassed her, but | couldn't help it. | kept tdling mysdf that any gifl would ook
good just now, but | knew better.

Dinner was a huge affar. Hendrix kept pigs and cattle as wedl as chickens, so there was red mest,
and milk, and cheese, as well as fresh vegetables and bread and pudding. Also, they kept the pressure
higher than we did, enough so you could get the amdls of the food as well as the taste. It was marvelous.
We didnt eet like that at Windhome.

The prettiest girl 1'd ever seen and the best med 1'd ever eaten. | kept tdling mysdf it was the contrast
from what | was used to. Maybe. But it was a great dinner.

Ericawas my age, dmogt to the day. Since she'd been born on Mars it took some figuring to be sure
of that. Her brother fished out his computer to check on it. Neither of them knew much about Earth's
cdendar - they thought dl the months had the same number of days - and | had trouble with Mars
caendar with those extra intercdary days. The Martian year isnt quite two Earth years long, and has 24
months, plus extra days. It was fun figuring out whet day it was on Earth when she was born.

Everybody worked at the Hendrix place. The kids served dinner and cleaned up afterward. Clearly
the women regarded the kitchen work as their specia preserve, but not dl of them worked there. Erica,
for ingtance, took care of an agrodome and did power plant work on the sde. Her mother said she had
better marry a good cook.

There were drinks after dinner, then findly the various subgroups of Hendrixes melted away, leaving
Sam, Erica, Sarge, and mysdf. Sam invited us into wha he cdled his office, which was a
comfortable-looking chamber about twenty feet square filled with dl kinds of odds and ends held made
or collected. He got down a bottle of brandy and poured a shot for each of us. Erica tossed hers off like
water but didn't want a second.

"Guess we ought to do some taking," Sarge said. "No point in them havin' to lisen. You reckon Erica
could show Garrett around? I'd like him to see whet ared dation looks like”

"Certainly, why not?' Hendrix said. Aswe left, Sam was saying, "Now this new adminigirator will be
a problem. And they have brought in two companies of Federation Marines, did you know that? | tdl
you Sarge, it is getting thick. '

There didn't seem to be anybody around. Since the sun was down the station was on batteries for the
night, and mogt of the lights were off. The corridors were lit by litle pools of light separated by
deep-shadowed stretches.

"Were a bewilderin' lot, aren't we?' Erica demanded. She was laughing at me. | didn't mind. It was a
nice laugh.

"Wdl, there are alot of you," | said.



She grinned. "Father, two uncles, Unde Raph's wifes brother and his family, Michad and his wife
and her brother - you were funny, tryin' to remember dl the names. Have you been with Sarge
Wechsung for long?'

"Hve months. Thisisthe firg time we've left Windhome since | got there.”

"They say Sarge works his recruits pretty hard.”

"He does that."

"It doesn't lagt forever, though," she said. "Have you thought about where youll want your own
daion?"

“No - we haven' talked about that much.”

"But you do want a place of your own?"'

"Sure. That's what makes dl the work go easy.”

She laughed at that. | loved that laugh. Poets talk about laughs like that one. "Wish something would
make it easy for mel All of Sarge's people, the ones that stuck with it, have pretty good stations. Youll
get yours." She led me through more corridors. The dation was big, and | wondered about the air
supply. It would take alot to keep that large a volume under pressure - and they kept it higher than we
did.

"Weve hit lots of ice Erica said. "More than a cubic kilometer of permafrodt.”

That explained it. With that much ice they didn't have to bother about recycdling; with solar power,
water can be broken into hydrogen and oxygen. Save the hydrogen for fud - if you've got extra oxygen
to burnitin - or chemicd processing, or even throw away the hydrogen; it won't matter. You've got the
essentid part of ar. Water and sunlight and oxygen, dl Hendrix would ever need. That's the nice thing
about planets, and the reason the space colonies never succeeded: there's nothing out there in space,
nothing to mine and nothing to prospect.

"We have enough to lagt a thousand years,” she said. "Although the way Dad keeps expandin’ this
place —*

Aswe laughed she led me up aramp and then we were on aflight of dairs leeding to another tunnd. |
was thoroughly lost. "There's a nice valey on the other sSde of the ridge from here” she said. "Make a
good dation. Ice there, | think. The Rim's getting crowded, dl the way from Hellastown to Big Rock
Candy."

Crowded. The closest dations were seven or eght kilometers apart. Crowded. Of course she was
right: the best daims, with ice and good mining, were dl taken.

There was a amdl, artight door & the end of the tunnd. She autométicaly checked the gauge for
pressure on the other side - | was learning that habit, but she'd grown up with it - then opened it and we
went through.

We stood a hundred meters above the Hellas Baan floor. There were flickering lights in some of the
dation's agro-domes down below. Phobos was dmost overhead. Phobos is only about a twentieth as
bright as Luna, but that's enough to show the basin floor and the rocks piled dong the Rim. The little
moon zips right aong. You can't quite see it move, but if you look away a minute and look back you can
seeitisnt in the same place.

"Pretty out there" Erica said. "What'sit like to stand outside under the moon, with no pressure suit?'

| tried to tdl her about Earth, and about warm nights and soft breezes. | told her about going to the
ocean a night. She had never seen an ocean and never would. Of course sheld read about them, but she
didn't know, and | found mysaf getting homesick and choked up when | tried to tdl her about dl the
things Earth has that we'd never see on Mars. Oceans and forests and whaes and eephants and -

"Someday well have forests" she said. "And well go outside without these suits” Her eyes shone.

"So you're a Project nut too."

"Arent you?'

"Don't know enough about it," | said. That was a mistake; | got an engineering dissertation. | liked her
voice, and if necessary 1'd have listened to her recite bad poetry in alanguage | didn't know, but a lecture
on the Project waan't the topic I'd had in mind for a téte-atéte under the hurtling moons of Barsoom
(actudly, Deimos wasn't up yet, but never mind) with the most beatiful girl in the universe.



And yet. Maybe it was earlier, maybe it was just then, while she told me about how it would be some
day when there was ar on Mars and it stayed warm dl night in summer, and there would be green fidds
and forests - maybe then, maybe earlier, but | knew as wel as | knew anything that this was the girl |
wanted to marry.

Crap, | told mysdf. Garrett, you havent seen any women for months. Anybody you met just now
would be the One and Only, which is a bunch of romantic claptrap you don't believeinin the firg place.

Maybe 0, | answered mysdf. But I've known a lot of girls and | never fdt like this before, and
damned good it fedls, too.

What you need, Garr baby, isatrip to Hellastown.

Go away. Theideais nausedting.

"WEell doit," she said. "Well make Mars green and beautiful, the way Earth is, and it will be ours™

"Eathisnt -" | couldnt finish it. Earth is green and beautiful, except where people have messed it up.

We mug have taked for another hour, but | don't remember what about. Fndly | got up the nerve to
reach for her hand. She didn't draw back. Well, here goes, | thought. | drew her to me and kissed her.

That went on for quite a while. Then she pushed me away. "I'm no expert on this, but | think we'd
better stop,” she said.

“Why?'

"Because I've got the feding we stop now or we don't stop at dl -"

"And why stop at dl?'

"l just think we'd better." She moved away from me and perched on a bench on the other side of the
grd| dome. "Garrett, | am not atown —*

“Lord, | never -"

"Let me finish. | live on the Rim. | like it here. | know that girlsin town, not whores, just girls, have
plenty of affairs, and they must enjoy them. I'm damned sure | would. But then what? | intend to live on
the Rim. | don't think | could stand it in town. But stations are family affars, and | do not bdieve | want
to get involved with anyone I'm not going to live with for along time"

"And I'm a convict and -"

"Oh, shut up. You're just past being a pilgrim. In aout a year youll have a stake and when that time
comes, if we can dill stand the Sght of each other, well open this conversation again. Until then, no.”

"Yegh. Okay. I'm sorry."

"What's there to be sorry about? Didn't you enjoy it? | certanly did. | know | don't have much
experience a this sort of thing, but you didn't seem too bored at the time. Now | think we ought to go
downgdtairs, because | have work to do in the morning.”



SEVEN

"Thinking about Erica? Pretty girl," Sarge said.

| concentrated on guiding the tractor around a smdl crater. The wind had come up, and whipped the
dugt in our faces so that vighility was bad. When | could look up, | threw Sarge a grin. "Well, actudly |
was thinking about the trees.”

"Sure you were."

"Wdl, | was. just then, anyway."

We both laughed. "You know, Garr, 1've been meaning to grow some fruit trees mysdf one of these
days. Fruit trees make sense. But you know what Ruth Hendrix wants? A wood table for the dining
room."

Erica had told me that, but | wasn't going to spoil Sarge's story.

"Yep, a wood table" Sarge sad. "Be the only goddamn piece of wood furniture on Mars. Tax
collectors ever saw athing like that, they'd break old Sam. Dah! Why'd | get on that subject?’

"Why would the tax collectors care what Sam's table is made of 7' | asked.

"Property tax." Sarge snorted in contempt. "Otherwise known as a fine for improving your property.
Youve got alot to learn about Mars palitics, and | guess you ought to start now. The Federation runs
Mars to suit the big companies.”

"The only thing I've seen the Federation in charge of was the prison ship and the school -"

"Yegh. Well, the school's Commander Farr's idea. He runsit in away that helps us out. But the rest of
it's Earth types, bureaucrats, don't want anybody to get ahead. And they're bringing in marines to make
ure”

"You used to be a Federation Marine”

"Sure" Sarge sniffed his contempt. "Old dyle. We were peace keepers, back when keeping the
peace on Earth was a damn dangerous job. None of my type left. The new marines are bloody thievesin
uniform, out for wages and what they can sted. That's why the Skipper retired. He wanted no part of
being atax collector!”

"What do they do with the money they collect?

Sarge laughed. "They don't put it to anything that helps us, you can be damned sure of that! Be
different if they'd finance the Project, but not them.” His voice changed to an unctuous whine. "Migter
Speaker, we cannot destroy the ecology of an entire planet! To humans perhaps, a breathable
atmosphere on Mars is desirable, but to Mars it is no more than pollution . . . | swear to God, kid, |
heard one of the goddamn Federation Councilors say that!"

| shook my head. "Sam grows the trees and makes the table. Why should the Federation take a cut
for that? It's not very far."

"Yegh. Question is, what do we do about it?"

"What can we do?' | asked.

He didn't answer. Instead, he sat up and rubbed his eyes, then said, very dowly, "Garrett, it's about
time you started thinking about a place of your own. It's months yet, but not too early to pick out a
location and study it."

"Brica sad that too. She dso said ther€'s a good valey on the other sde of that ridge behind Sam's
place. Not on the Rim, but good mining and water ice -"

"Yesh. | know the place. Kind of remote. Have to cut a road in. Be even better if we can find a way
without cuttin' a road . . ." He muttered to himsdf for a moment, then said, "Yesh. | like it and the
Skipper will likeit."

"Okay," | said. "Have | been here long enough to know, or do we go on playing games?'

"How's that?'

"Commeander Farr sends you to look me up. You take me in, but we don't mention Farr's name in
town. You tak about setting me up on my own, but you like the idea of my going off into the hills without
aroad. Sowill Farr. How doesit dl fit together?!

"Are you sure you want to know?'



| concentrated on driving while | thought about that. " Sarge, I'll do anything you want me to -"

"Didnt ask that. Do you want to know whét thisis about?'

"Should 17"

"It could be dangerous.”

"Is Sam Hendrix init? Is Erica?"

"Now how can | answer that, Garrett?"

"Youve dready answered. | think. Sarge, what's Sam Hendrix like? Would he let his daughter marry
aconvict? Would she care what he said anyway? Would she marry a convict?'

"What do you think?' he asked.

"I think she would. | don't know about him. Y ou told me marriage was pretty serious business on the
Rim. And the families get involved deep -"

"They do. Remember what the Skipper told you, Garrett? Nothing counts before you got here. You
can be whatever you've got it in you to be. Why the hdl should Sam Hendrix care what you did on
Eath? You care what he did to get sent here? Or do you think he was a volunteer? Or that Ruth was?
You want to marry a convict's daughter, and you ask meif he gives a damn about your background.”

"l never thought,” | said. | hadn't thought &t dl. If | had, I'd have guessed that Sam Hendrix had been
here forever. And hiswife? Ruth Hendrix a transportee? "\Whoopeee!"

| gartled him. ™Y ou gone crazy?' he demanded.

"No. Just happy. Sarge, if you tel me what's going on, will | get her into trouble?’

"Depends on what you do with the information. You don't have to join up, you know. It's a crime to
know what we're up to and not report it, but if | don't tel and you don't, who's to know?'

"Okay. You've got arevolution planned. And Commander Farr isinon it.”

"Sure" Sarge said. "Hey, the wind's comin' up good. Y ou want me to drive?"

"If you want to -"

"Naw, you're doin' dl right. Just watch the downwind sides of the rocks. Sometimes there's holes
back there, and they fill up with dust. Y ou can lose the tractor in oneif you're not careful. There's no way
to protect the Skipper, Garr. He's got to interview recruits and see they don't Sgn up with some
company before we can get to 'em. Weve got other ingde men, but he's the most exposed.”

"Think they suspect hm?'

"Nothing to suspect him of. He hasn't done anything yet. Just selected out some transportees fox us to
put through Marsman training. Like you. Nothin' illegd about that, dthough you never know what the
Feddie bastards will try."

The dust was redly blowing thick now, covering the solar cells. The tractor began to lose power. We
dowed to a crawl. | glanced at the charge indicator. We were running on direct, not draning the
batteries, but we weren't moving very fast.

"Keep with her," Sarge said. "Itll blow off again."

"There's something else bothering me” | said.

“Yeah?'

"You'e taking about me going out on my own. That takes a lot. Tractor, airmakers, solar cdls,
pumps - good Lord, just alot.”

"Yep."

"Damned expensive -"

"Sure is. Don't worry about it, Garrett. Well swing it. Theré's more than me on this" He sucked his
teeth loudly and smirked at me. "Course, you marry well and you can save me some money. Old Sam's a
rich man."

"Sergel”

"Kids get married and start up on their own, both sets of parents help. Custom out here. Don't turn
down agirl because she'srich."

"l wouldn't turn her down if she was a new pilgrim. If shelll have me. But you're not my parent. How
do | pay you back?'

"Pay it forward. Youll hdp two more pilgrims get a start. Nothing big dl at once, just over the years



you kick in outfits for two. That's the way it works."
"Andif | take your suff and forget it?'
He shrugged. "Y our word good?
"l see | thought about that dl the way back to Windhome.

There were two hundred people packed into Zeke Terman's gation, overflowing the man hdl and
packing the corridors, so many people that | couldn't see how they dl got in. And more were coming. It
was a Rim gathering.

| had been to one before. That had been a wake. This would be a wedding, but the atmosphere
wasn't much different. The Rimrats hold a party to send off an old friend or marry new ones.

Everybody brought what he could: food, beer, wine, whiskey, muscd ingruments, song collections,
or just themsdlvesif things had been rough. We made our own entertainment, and talked treason againgt
the Federation. | didn't know because | didn't have to know, but | suppose three-quarters of those at the
gathering were members of the loose organization headed by Commander Alexander Farr. It had no
name it was just a group banded together for Martian independence.

| stood with Erica, not too far from the spot where the ceremony would take place. Henrietta Terman
was an old friend of Ericas, and John Appleby had been recruited by one of Sarge's protéges. Appleby
stood nervoudy at the front of the main hdl. Then the Padre camein.

At least that's what they called him, and if he had another name, it wasn't used on the Rim. He was
vague about which denomination had ordained him back on Earth, and no one knew why held been sent
to Mars.

The Padre had a gation of his own, filled with orphan children and rumored to hold severa runaways
from company labor contracts. Whenever he was needed the Padre would come, and once a month he
mede the rounds of the Rim stations whether he was needed or not.

He conducted weddings, spoke words a funerds, hed chrigenings, and talked treason. He was the
Padre, and he had a thousand friends.

Every one of them wanted a word with him. It seemed to take him an hour to get through the pressin
the Terman main hdl, but findly, with John Appleby in tow, he reached his place. Then Zeke Terman
brought out his daughter. He held her for a moment, then took her hand and put it into John's and clasped
them together. | fdt Ericareach for mine

The Padre read from his leather-bound book for a while. The words were old; | think it was a
hundred-year-old Book of Common Prayer, and God knows where the Padre got it. Then he closed it
and said, "Do you, Henrietta, take this man as your true and only husband, a men to stand by and work
with, to have children by and grow old with, and will you remember that hel's only a man and forgive him
Seventy times seven transgressons?’

"l will.”

"Who speaks for this man?' the Padre asked.

Harry Bates stood in front of the group. Five years before he had been what | was now, one of
Sarge's recruits. Now he had his own gation. "I'll stland up with him," Bates said.

"And me too." Sarge had put on his old marine uniform. There was a red sripe down the trousers,
and a comet with sunburst on his chest. "I'll stand with him and fight the man who says he's not a
Marsman."

"Anybody dispute thet?' the Padre asked.

There were a couple of laughs, and somebody shouted, "Nobody crazy herel” Thet got cheers.

"Okay. Will you, John, take this woman as your true and only wife, and work with her and defend
her, build her a home she can be proud to keep for you, and stay away from the whoresin town?"

"l will."

The Padre opened his book again. "Okay. There's some more words we need here, but | figure that's
modly what they mean and it don't hurt to put them in plain language™ He continued to read, and John
and Henrietta gave thair responses.

The crowd was fidgety. There was a rumor that John Appleby brewed the best beer on the Rim.



Nobody bdieved it - | certainly didnt, and | dill think mine is better-but we al wanted to sample it.
And Terman had set out a splendiferous feed.

Eventudly the Padre ran out of words. He closed the book. "In front of Almighty God and these good
People, | say you're man and wife. And if any Federation clerk says different, shove it down histhroat!"

"YOWEE!" A hundred and more families ydled tharr approva. Then we headed for the beer.

Later, somehow, they cleared some space for dancing. | don't know where they put the people,
because nobody |éft.

What we cdl dancing on the Rim isn't exactly what they do on Eath. There are some remnants of
Earth square dances in it, but everything is done more violently, with lots of legping and shouting. In 40
percent gravity that gets spectacular.

There were a lot of girls at the party. | had made up my mind: | was going to meet some of them. |
was going to spend time with someone other than Erica so that 1'd know it wasn't jugt the lack of femde
company inmy life that made mefed the way | did whenever she was around.

| meant to, but somehow the evening was over and we hadn't been apart . . .

The main hal in Hellastown was packed: members of nearly every family dong Hellas Rim, company
representatives, shopkeepers, city dwellers, Federation officids; dl were there - and dl were taking a
once.

There was aguy in natty clothes up on the stage. He kept pounding his gave for order. His coverals
were ashiny polyester, and they had creases dong the trouser legs and deeves. He didn't wear a p-suit
under it. Most of us in the room did, and we smelled, even in thin air. But not hm. He was the new
adminigrator for Hellas Region, and hed never in hislife worked hard enough to smdll bad.

"Citizens, please!" he shouted. "I cannot ligen to your grievancesif you dl tak at oncel”
"Citizens hdl!" | looked over to be sure, and it was Sam Hendrix. "Saves, that's what you're making
g

There were plenty of cheers, but they came from the farmers and saion owners. The dity people
were Slent. The company reps glared.

"GODDAMN IT, one a& atime" Sarge ydled. He turned toward me and winked. "Let Sam tak for
s

The babble died away. Sam Hendrix got up from his bench and went to the front of the room. He
stood on the gairway, but they didn't let him have the microphone. No matter. We could hear him.

"Mider Ellsworth says he has a new charter for us™ Sam said. "And the firg thing it means is we pay
taxes on everything we do! It meansruin -"

"Come now." Adminigrator Ellsworth didn't have to shout. He smply turned the volume up high so
that his amplified voice drowned Sam out. The dapper little creep gave us abig smile "The charter grants
you universd suffrage, and you will have representatives in the Generd Assembly of Mars. Of course you
mug pay for these benefits, but how can you object to democracy?'

Sam made avisble effort to control himsdlf. | could see the twitching of the scar on his Ieft cheek. I'd
learned that meant he was mad as hdl. He did a good job of contralling his voice, though. "Universd
suffrage means the labor clients outvote us ten to one. Asit is not a secret balot, they must vote as the
companies tdl them, or starve. So where does that leave us? We do not require your cities and your
Assambly and your rules and your laws. We can take care of oursdves, and we ask only that we be
dlowed to."

There were more cheers from the Rimrats, but Sam held up his hands for quiet. "Now you are tdling
usthat before we can sl abarrel of beer it must be ingpected, and we mus pay taxes."

More cheers.

Ellsworth gave Sam a condescending ook, the way you might look a a seven-year-old kid who
wants to stay up dl night to watch the dawn. "Of course we mug protect the dtizens from hamful
products,” Ellsworth said. "The new lawswill assure wholesome food and drink -"

"We manage that for ourselves" Sam yelled. He was fast losing control. "Don't we?!

"Damnright!” "Yegh!" "Right on!" "My stuff's good, and there aint a man on the Rim don't know it!"



All the farmers were shouting.

Sam gestured for quiet again. "Now this Ellsworth gentleman wishes to tax everything we do. Solar
cdls we make oursglves —"

"We mug assure qudity.” The amplifiers let Ellsworth break in whenever he wanted to. He sounded
very smug.

"Even the caves we live in! Building codes he wants to give ud Inspectors in our houses -"

"Your children mugt be protected. Those stations are not safe)” Ellsworth said. His voice took on an
edge. "You sad you wished to present grievances. These are not grievances, they are no more than
bad-mannered complaints. All these measures have the approvad of the Federation Council on Earth.
Now if you have nothing congructive to say, go home. | have more important things to do than lisen to
your grumbling. This mesting is adjourned!"

Ellsvorth stalked off the stage.

After that things got worse. They held the dections, but as Sam Hendrix predicted, not asngle Rimrat
was elected from Helas Region. They gerrymandered the didtricts so that we were outvoted by |abor
clients. "Our" assemblyman was a Mars Generd corporation lawyer.

We got word from town that some of the miners tried to stand up to Ellswvorth and eect one of ther
own to a seat. Thar votes weren't counted, according to rumor; the offidd word was they were
outvoted by "absentee balots” Sam Hendrix figured that there would have had to be more absentees
then registered voters in that didrict. Ellsvorth made sure that nobody else would try that trick: the
leaders of the upstart group were sold. Ther contracts were transferred to a mining outfit that ran its
operation like a dave camp. A couple of them escaped and fled to the Rim, willing to work for shelter
and nothing more.

There were now big sales taxes on everything we bought or sold in Hellastown. Federation inspectors
forced tharr way into sations and looked for "sructura defects™ They turned one family out of a place
that had stood safdy for fifty years. A big company ended up with title.

Things weren't any better in the other colony areas. Around Marsport the independent farmers were
drong enough to eect two assemblymen, but they were ignored. Katrinkadorp suffered merciless
harassment. Mars Tape was occupied by Federation troops.

Sam Hendrix tried to organize resistance among the Hellas Rimrats. "If we don't sdl to the townies,
theyll fed it," he said. "Boycott them. Sdl no more than it takes to pay for what you have bought. It is
better to drive a hundred kilometers to sdl to our own people on the Rim than to go ten and sl to
Hellastown."

Sarge agreed. We took our produce up into the hills, to mine camps like Inferno where they smdted
iron with a big parabolic solar mirror and worked like daves - but for themsdves We sold to other
gations and made do or did without. | set up a solar cdl production system; our cells weren't as effident
as those sold in Hellastown, but they worked, and the Rimrats bought them. The boycott was effective.

Even s0; Sarge was way down, and | couldn't cheer him up. "I knew it would come to this”" he said.
We were having our evening drink on the veranda. "Knew it would happen, but goddamn, not so soon.
We aren't ready for them yet. Bastards."

He drank down his beer and poured another. "Good duff: Can sl dl we make. That new mdting you
doisjud right. Who needs inspectors? You sdl bad beer, nobody buys it. Sl suff that makes people
sck, theyll force a gdlon down your throat and laugh like hdl. Who needs Hdlastown dicks for
ingpectors?’

"So why are they doing it?' | asked.

Sarge shrugged. "Some of 'em may redly think they're protecting us” he said. "Some. But think about
it. The big outfits aren't comfortable, having us out here, taking dams they'll want some day. They haven't
got the labor to work our daims now, but in twenty years -"

We watched the blowing dust for awhile. "About time we had alook a your new dam,” Sarge said.

"Yegh!" | stared moodily at the eectric fire. It wasn't a red fire, of course. It was just an dectric
heater, but the coils glowed a cheery red.



When | had come to Windhome it had been summer in the southern hemisphere. Now, threequarters
of aMars year later, it was soring again, and the dust was blowing.

Winter had been hard and cold. We'd cut back to two heated domes, but even for them there wasn't
enough solar power to grow many crops. On Mars, winter isatime to stay ingde, with a few excursons
for Rim gatherings, modly you dig new tunnds and expand the dtation. But now, at last, the sun was
coming south again.

Hafway across Hedlas Basn was the edge of the south polar ice cap, a thin layer of solid carbon
dioxide, dry ice, that was now mdting off. It's cold out there in winter, but not as cold as you might think
- that is, the temperature is low enough to freeze the carbon dioxide out of the air, but the air is so thin
that it doesn't conduct heat away very fadt. If you've got properly insulated clothing, you can get around,
even a night if youre careful to insulate yoursdf from the ground. Youve adso got to waich
radiation-wear dark outer covering in the daytime to pick up heat, and light colored a night to avoid
throwing hegt to space.

Now the dust was blowing. Winter was nearly over. It wastime. | liked the idea of getting out on my
own, and | was pretty sure how Erica would answer when | asked her to marry me and help set up the
new station. But Sarge was my friend, the best friend I'd ever had. It was sad to think of leaving.

He must have guessed what | was thinking. " Skipper's got a new crop comin' in, and weve got to
move fast now. Things are comin' gpart. Skipper wants us to cycle three recruits a each of our stations.
About thetime | get three broke in, maybe youll need help with your new place and | can pdm one off
onyou."

"l see. Snk or svim time"

"Youll be outfitted pretty good,” Sarge said. "Between what | can give you, and what Sam will put
up.”

"If she says yes"

"Shewill. | notice you've been to four Rim gatherin's now, and she putsindl her time with you. Other
guys don't even ask her any more. You'd better marry her, you've cut her off from the other suitors’

"l wish | could be as sure of that asyou are,” | said. But | was, redly. "If you're so damned anxious to
have people married, why aren't you?'

Hisgrin faded. "Was, Garr. She's dead. Maybe I'd like to try it again, but now's the wrong time. Hey,
| bought some more germanium from Sam. Closed the dedl on the radio this afternoon. Tomorrow you
can go pick it up for me"

"Sure. Thanks"

He nodded, but he was staring out at the dust ssorm. He hadn't liked the news he was hearing from
town.

| was interested in politics, sure, but just then | was alot more interested in getting over to Ice Hill.



EIGHT

By now | had the status of aregular guest not that hospitdity wouldn't have been splendid for any Rim
vigtor. By custom, any traveler was welcome at any dation - but in my case | got a complete discourse
on politics from Sam whenever | showed up.

When heinvited meinto his study after lunch, | figured it was palitics time again, but he surprised me.
He used the intercom to send for hiswife, and he asked Ericato comein as wel. While we were waiting
for Ruth, he poured adrink for dl of us.

Ruth Hendrix was amiling as she camein.

Sam rather formdly invited us to St down. | was beginning to wonder what was happening, but Erica
was grinning, so | wasn't worried.

"Wdl," Sam said. "Sarge tdls me that you are about to go choose a location for your own dation. ™

| nodded. I'd never seen Sam so dow & getting to the point.

"He has aso told me that he wishes to speak to me about something rather important. As your
sponsor, Garrett.”

"Oho."

"l beg your pardon?"

"Yes, dr. He's pushing things alittle, but -"

"Not pushing them at al. Now, | have had business dedings with Sarge Wechsung before.

Thisis likdy to cost me at least one am and probably both legs. Before | go to that trouble, has
anyone here an objection?"

Ye gods, | thought. | looked at Erica. She was shaking with repressed laughter, but trying to hide it
from her father. Sam was trying not to notice,

"l think it's a splendid ideg," Ruth Hendrix said. "And | know Erica does. Don't you, Ricky?' Well, we
got through it somehow. Nobody objected. We weren't engaged, not exactly, and wouldn't be until the
negotiations between Sarge and Sam were finished and it was dl announced; but as far as Erica and |
were concerned, we were going to be married. Sam and Ruth even found an excuse to leave us done for
afew minutes

The whole thing makes more sense than it probably seems to. On the Rim you can't just go off and set
up housekeegping. Once in awhile aRim girl marries atown man, usudly without her folks approval, and
if he's got a job she can move into town and that's that; but to open a new dation requires a lot of
equipment, and a lot more work than two people can do in a short time.

The parents have to hdp. If they've got to put up dl that money, they're going to have a say in who
gets it. And a new couple won't be independent, not redly, for severa years anyway, and if they can't
make a go of it not necessarily through their own fault, things can go wrong here despite dl you can do -
they ve got to have a place to go.

So it makes sense that the parents have to approve, and there's no point in the prospective couple
getting too involved unless that approvd is likdy, and there's no point in dl the negotiaions and
purchases and arrangements unless the couple approve of each other; thus the complicated formdities.

We didn't care, of course. | wasn't thinking about how it made sense. | was too damned happy to
think about anything.

When Sam came back into his sudy he purposdy made alot of noise. "Sorry to break things up,” he
sad. "But Garrett will have to be going. | do not like to see you travel without plenty of daylight. The dust
isvery thick today."

He was right. | looked around for my hat. We'd dready loaded the germanium into Aunt Ellen.

"Erica, | beieve you wanted to go into town,” Sam said. "And there are errands you can do for me, as
wdl. | no longer care to go there unless | mug.”

"Sure" she said.

"Excdlent. 1 suggest you go to Windhome with Garrett, and take the agriculturd co-op tractor into
Hédlastown in the morning. It comes by your place tomorrow, does it not?'

| had to think. Ellsworth had decreed that the co-op could only sdl in Hdlastown. We didn't have



much business for the co-op any more. "Yes, Sr."

"You will have to bring her back when she returns, but | doubt you will mind thet."

Erica went to get her travel kit. It looked like this would be a splendid day, even if the dust was
blowing up a hit thick.

We had a short delay after we were out of Sght of Sam's place, but | didn't want to waste too much
daylight. The dust was indeed thick, and dthough we had plenty of time, Sam was right: the more daylight
you have ahead of you, the better off you are. Tractors do break down, and dthough Aunt Ellen never
had, there was dways afird time.

We taked about our new place, and laughed a the way Sam had acted, and wondered what we'd
fed like when we had a daughter who wanted to get married. We babbled about the Project, and about
Earth, and about how many kids we wanted, and what kind of floor plan we wanted when we Sarted
blagting out our home, and an hour and a hdf went by very quickly. Then | heard the voice on the radio.
We had come into line-of-sight with Windhome, athough we couldn't see it because of the dust.

"Garrett, thisis Sarge. Do not answer. Garrett, Garrett, Garrett, thisis Sarge. Do not answer.”

"Whet the hdl?' | said.

"Garrett, thisis Sarge. Do not answer. Stop and listen carefully. Do not answer.”

"Theré's something terribly wrong," Erica said.

"Garrett, if you can hear me, do exactly what | say. Punch the fourth channd button from the left,
fourth from the left. Turn on the set and say you can hear. Say nothing else and turn it off quick. Keep the
trangmisson as short as possble. . Okay, if you hear me, go. Over."

| hit the button and lifted the mike. "Sarge, | , hear you. Over."

"Thank God, I've been cdling for an hour. Garrett, Ellsvorth sent the cops after me. They're trying to
break the boycott. I'm holed up, but they've got me located. They may be ligening to this. They'll have
meinaminute. Don't come back here, they'll put you in the bucket. Look up our friends, and warn the
Rim. They knocked out the photophone and our main antenna, so dl I've got left is short-range. Warn
‘em aong the Rim. Do not answer me, they'll locate you if you do."

"Weve got to do something,” | said.

Ericanodded. "Yes. Thefirg thing isto dert the Rim. Sarge is right, we've got to get the word out.

Sarge's voice came through again. "Sorry it worked out this way, kid. | wanted to set you up better,
but it looks like | won't be doing thet. Y ou've got other friends, though. Theyll help. Y ou're a good man,
Garrett. Here they come.”

There were loud sounds like explosions, then a whisling wind. "Blowout!" | said. | looked at Erica.
She nodded. It had to be a blowout, and Sarge wasinit.

"They've smashed ther way in," she said.

"Weve got to do something. I've got to see what's happening -"

"All right,”" she said. "But the fird thing is to hide this tractor. If we drive up there, they'll have us too.

| thought about that. "Right. We can walk from here. It's not too far." | took Aunt Bllen off the road
and out into the boulder fidds. We found a hallow full of dust. | drove into it, and the wind whipped
more dust around us. Pretty soon the tractor would be hidden. The tracks leading in from the road were
dready covered over.

| switched on the pumps. By the time we had put our hemets on the ar from the cabin was stored in
tanks.

"We won't be able to use the suit radios,”" Ericawarned. "They'll hear us"

"Yeah" We got out, and | looked around carefully. It wouldn't do to hide the tractor so wedl we
couldn't find it again. There was a big split rock about ten meters away, and | looked up at the stars to
get abearing from it to the tractor. We had about three hours of daylight left, maybe a little more, but not
much. When night came we'd have to be insde, ather in atractor or in a shelter.

When we were sure we could find Aunt Ellen again, we started waking for Windhome. Erica was
young and hedthy, but she had trouble kegping up with me. That's one advantage to being born on Earth.
| was used to weighing over twice as much as | did on Mars, and even with dl the ar tanks and other



gear it wasn't hard going. | wished we had weapons, but we didn't, except for our knives and some tools
inour bt kits.

| led her up the sde of the Chamberpot, a tattered rimwadl that stands next to Windhome. Sarge
cdled it the Devil's Pisspot, but the offida mapmakers wouldn't use that. The Chamberpot's rim has
cracks that lead to Windhome, and | was sure nobody knew about them.

It was tricky dimbing the sde of the hill, and if you run too hard, you use a lot of arr. We scrambled
up the steep sides of the crater to the top, then down into the bowl. There was aledge just insde the rim.
It dropped off sheer for a hundred meters on our right, and it wasn't very wide. Until | watched her
two-step dong a section not much wider than my foot, | worried about Erica. Then | worried about
mysdf.

| couldn't talk to her because the cops might be ligening. | wondered if they'd heard Sarge's message
to me. If they had they'd be looking for us, but they wouldn't know in what direction I'd been coming.
Therés alot of desolate area around Windhome. | decided we were safe for the moment.

At the end of the ledge there was a crack through the rimwall. It was just wide enough to get through.
Onceinddeit we were in degp shadow, but even through the dust we could see stars out above us like
night. Then we were looking down on Windhome.

The dtation was in ruins. All the domes were cracked open, and the air-lock doors had been blown
off their hinges

There were more explosons as we stood watching. We couldn't hear them, of course, but we could
see dust blow out of openings, and one of the tunnds collapsed. | stood in a bailing rage, trying to decide
what to do. Modtly | wanted to kill people. A lot of them.

A group filed out of the main entrance. | had brought the binoculars from the tractor, and | could see
them dearly: Federation Marines, carrying rifles. Seven of them had dugthrowers, and another had a big
powerpack and laser rifle. After a short interva two more came out. One of them was Sarge. | could tel
from hiswak. They had him in handcuffs, but he was divel

| grabbed Erica and pointed. She nodded. Then she hed up her bt radio and pointed to the
frequency did. It took me a moment to caich on - | thought she wanted to talk, which was stupid of me.
She knew better. When | tuned the receiver to the frequency she showed me, | heard voices.

"Where is he, Wechsung?'

"Goto hdl."

"L ook, we know your tractor ismissing. Where did he go?"

"Get dorked.”

One of the men hit Sarge with hisrifle butt. | heard Sarge grunt, then he said, "Bidenson, you were a
dimy bastard when | wasin the service. Y ou haven't changed.”

"Maybe not. Take a good look, Wechsung. You men, get alot of photos of this place. Well show
these farmers what happens to rebels. They'll sraighten up.”

| put my hdmet againg Ericas. When they touched we could talk without radios. "Weve got to do
something!"

"Hold on, my muscular friend," she said. "What will happen if you go charging down there?"

"Yeah." They had rifles and we had knives. There were at least ten of them, probably more in their
tractors, and two of us. Threeif we counted Sarge, but he was handcuffed.

"Gay, | know how you fed, but the best thing we can do is get back and tdl Dad. And you've got
your orders, migter. Sarge told you to dert the Rim.

She wasright, but | didn't likeit. | stood there trembling with helpless rage. They started boarding the
three tractors. Two of them pushed Sarge into the amdl one and got in after him. "We could follow
them," | said.

"Onfoot? Don't be anidiat.”

"Varadd. Rogers,” the radio said. "Get ingde and stay out of 9ght. When that kid shows up, grab
him."

"Sr. How long will we be here, mgor?'

"I'mleaving you ar for two days. Well be back for you before sundown tomorrow. just now weve



got other work to do."

"Sr." The marine sounded unhappy about being left there.

"Load up and move out."

There was a babble of voices, and the rest of them got into the tractors. They started up, the two big
tractors turning eastward toward Hendrix' station. The smdl one with Sarge and two marines turned west
onto the Hellastown road.

"Come on," Erica said. She pulled away from me and ran back through the crack. For a moment |
didn't move. | wanted to see what happened to Sarge, but she was right; we couldn't follow tractors on
foot. By running away from me she kept me from doing something Stupid. | ran after her.

We dashed dong the ledge ingde Pisspot's Rim. She was much faster than | on that narrow ledge,
and she got a long way ahead. Then she was over the top. | caught up to her on the way down. Going
down was easy - a twenty-foot drop was nothing. | had to be careful, though, because for the same
speed you've got the same momentum on Mars as on Earth, you just weigh less. Stll, | took that dope
likeit was a giant staircase. There was dust on the road below, and the faint marks of tractors.

We crossed the road and ran to Aunt Ellen. When we got insde, | brought the pressure up so we
could talk.

"They're going to Ice Hill," she said. "Theyll arrest my fatherl And Mom, too, maybe everyone there

"If they mean to blow up Ice Hill the way they did Windhome, they'll have to take everybody.”

"Weve got to warn them!”

"Yeeh" | thought about the tracks I'd seen on the road. "But weve only got line-of-sght
communications and they're ahead of us on the road. Just how do we warn them?'



NINE

Ericalooked a the map, then pointed. "Take us out into the Bagin. Right there.”

She pointed a arise about a kilometer from where we'd hidden Aunt Ellen. It was sraight away from
the Rim, not in the direction either of the Federation groups had gone. | thought of the tractor with Sarge
init getting away toward Hellastown, and the other two approaching Ice Hill. "Why?'

"Jug do it. I'l tel you on the way."

"All right." | started the tractor and began picking away through the boulder fields. There was no road
or track. The mgp had been made by satdlite photograph; 1 doubt that any human had ever been this
way before. "Okay, why?'

"Because it will beinline of Sght to Ice Hill. I think. It looks high enough.”

"Dudt is pretty thick -"

"If we can't get through with the photophone well use the radio.” -

"All right." | tried for more speed, but there were pits and rocks everywhere, and the dust made it
hard to see. When summer comes, the dry ice on one polar cap bails off rather than mdting-and blows
dl the way to the opposite pole. That raises big winds in Hellas. "One good thing,” | said. "Therés so
much dust that they'll never see us out here. We can't be girring up enough more to matter.”

It took a good hdf hour to make that one kilometer. The hill sheld indicated was a mound about 250
meters high, a big bubble that had formed when Helas was a lava fidd a hillion years ago. When we
reached the top, we were above a lot of the dust storm. | turned the telescope onto the Rim east of us,
and searched for Ice Hill.

"Thereitis" | said. "l can just make out the photophone target.”

Not dl tractors have taking-light units, but Sarge kept Aunt Ellen better equipped than most Rimrats
can afford. The sght was built into our telescope. | trained it onto the white photophone target at the top
of Ice Hill, then used the joygtick to get a precise adjustment. The system uses a modulated laser beam
and has to be amed judt right. The advantage is that nobody can ligen in unless they're in the exact line of
Sght, and you can see dong that.

"lce Hill, Ice Hill, Ice Hill. Mayday. Answer by photophone only. We are on Hill 252, Basin Sector
Greeneight. Mayday." Ericasaid that severd times. We waited.

"Sd That you? | can hardly hear you."

"Perry, get Dad. Quickly."

"What's that?"

"l sad get Dad. Now!"

There was along dday. "The dust is interfering with the beam,” Erica said.

"Jud be damn glad we can get through at dl.”

"l an. Have | told you | love you?"

"Not often enough.

"Erica, what is happening? Why have you two left the road? What are you doing in the Basn?'

"Dad, ligen!" She managed to cut him off. If we'd been usng radio and had to wait for him to say
"over" and switch from tranamit to receive, we might be there yet.

She told him what had happened at Windhome. "And two tractors full of Federation Marines, with
that officer, Bidenson, left Windhome toward Ice Hill an hour ago,” she finished.

"S0 you think they are coming for me?'

"l don't know," | said. "But they blew up Windhome and arrested Sarge.”

"It is possble. It even makes sense” Sam sad. "With Sarge and mysdf arrested and our dations
ruined as an example to others, the boycott might wel collapse. Yes, | think that is what they have in
mind. But it is very late in the day. There is barely enough sunlight for them to reach usin time. Perhaps
they will wait until morning -"

"Dad, you've got to get away!" Erica said.

"Get away? Run? No, Ricky. If they come to destroy my home, they must take it from me"

| didn't know it then, but that very second marked the beginning of the Martian War of Independence.



We cut off so that Sam could organize his family to fight. As with Windhome there was no way we
could hep. We couldn't get there; we had barely enough sunlight to get to the road.

"At lesst you're safe” | said. "Now what can we do? Try to follow the tractor they put Sarge in?
Theyll have along gart.”

"Yes" She wasnt redly ligening to me. She was looking out at the Rim to the west.

"l suppose we'd better find a good place out of the wind. WEelIl be out here for the night -"

"Garelt! That's Zeke Terman's Sation up therel”

"Yeeh. And he can see the road. At least we can find out what the cops are doing.” | dewed Aunt
Hlen around and aimed the telescope. It was much easier thistime we were a lot closer to Zeke's place
then we were to Ice Hill.

Ericalifted the mike and went through the caling routine: "Zeke Terman, Zeke Terman, Zeke Terman,
Mayday, Mayday, Mayday. Answer by photophone only. We are on Hill 252, Sector Greeneight.
Mayday." She repeated it three times. We had to give our location, because the tranamitting laser mugt
be amed at the receiver.

Fndly we got an answer. "Mayday, thisis Terman. What the hdl are you doing out there? Who are
you?"
"Youll recognize my voice" Ericasad. "Are you done? Are you dl right?'

"Why the hdl shouldnt | be dl right? Of course I'm done, think I've got crew to take off work and
cha on the goddamn phone?’

"Zeke, thisisan emergency. Please answer a dlly question. It's important that we can be sure you're
done and dl right. What does Henrietta cal her cat?'

There was a moment of slence. Then Zeke said, "Ricky Hendrix? That you? Henrietta cdlls the slly
animd Titwillow' because of something you said. What's going on?"

We told him.

"Son of abitch! Okay, I'll relay the word down the west Rim. Where did they take Sarge?"

"They put himin atractor and headed west on the Hdllastown road about an hour ago,” Erica said.

"Wait one" Zeke told us. He left the mike open, and we heard him shouting. "Bonnie, get the boys up
herel Get everybody. Come running!™ Then there was slence for a while, and he came back on the line
"Okay, I've got the tractor spotted, | think. Bright ydlow?'

"Right!”

"Not makin' very good timewith dl this dust. They're ill a good hdf hour from Iron Gap. I'll get the
boys and be to the Gap before the cops get there. A couple of sticks of 40 percent and theyll not be
Qgetting to Hellastown tonight.”

"By God!" | said. "We can get Sarge loose!” | took the mike from Erica "Thanks, Zeke."

"Thet you, Garrett? Thanks, hel. That's my son-in-law's sponsor those bastards have in that tractor.
You want in thisfight, you'd better hurry to the Ggp!"

Mars is a the inner edge of the asteroid bet, and has very little atmosphere. When a big chunk of
rock hits, as frequently happens -- frequent meaning every hundred thousand years or o -- the impact
rasesringwal craters that stay until another rock breaks them down, or the wind dowly grinds them into
dugt. Theré's no rain to erode the mountains,

The crater that became the Wall was formed by a meteriod a billion years ago. Countless other rocks
smashed into the old ringwal, until only one stretch was left, and that was cracked down the center. This
cracked wadl lies directly across the road from the eastern Rim stations to Hellastown. The crack is caled
Iron Gap, and it's no more than twenty feet wide in some places. You don't have to go through the Gap
to get to Hellastown, but the quickest way around takes five hours of travel through the boulder fidds, or
even longer if you try to dimb the Wall with a tractor.

| looked at it on the map but didn't sart the tractor.

"What are you waiting for?" Erica demanded.

"Your father will kill meif | take you into a bettle.”

"You let me worry about my father. Do you think I'm fragile? That | can't take care of mysdf? | may



not be as strong as you are, but you're not going to leave me out of thid™

"All right, dl right. I'm sorry. But I've got about amillion years of indincts that say | shouldn't do this"
| started the tractor, and headed toward the Gap.

"Indincts be damned. Mars is more my home than yourst Oh, I'm sorry, Gary. | don't redly mean
that. We both live here”

"You don't have to be sorry. | was never very interested in the independence movement. I'm not now.
But Sarge ismy friend, and the Feddies won't let us get out here and live, they've got to mess everything
up. And ruin the only home I've ever been happy in -"

| couldn't finish. Thinking about Windhome as I'd last seen it brought tears, and | needed to see as
wdl as | could to get through the boulders and dust.

After we reached it, | decided to chance the road. Daylight would be gone in less than an hour, and
we'd never reach the Gap across country. 1'd never had Aunt Ellen going this fast before.

"Reckless Garrett, The Terror of the Martian Roadways,”" | said. "Whoopee!"

"You like this, don't you?' She was very serious.

"Likeit? My homesin ruins, my buddy's been taken by the cops, we may both be killed, and --"

"And you love it. It's dl right, Gary. But you do. You want to fight. | think dl men do. | wonder if
women ever fed that way? | never did. Isit something indinctud, or do you learn it, or -"

"Good Lord, gir!™

"I'm sorry. I'm scared, that's dl. No, don't dow down, I'm going with you. And | love you."

"l didn't sart thisfight."

"No. Some men learn to control that love of combat. But you're not sorry it has started. Youll cry for
Windhome, and for friends who are killed, and youll be glad when it's over, but youre not sorry it
darted.”

"Youreanut. "Sure

We rounded a curve, and suddenly the Gap was in Sght, about ten kilometers ahead. | drove on.
Then, 250 meters above the Gap floor, there was a dartling spurt of dust from one of the sraightwaled
Sdes. Something big didodged and fdl into the Gap, seding it.

"Theyll not get through there before sunset,” | said. "They mugt not have reached the Gap yet! Zeke
wouldn't do that if they were dready through!”

"l wonder how far ahead they are?’

"Don't know, but I'm not going to stop to talk,” | said. The sun was dmog to the Rim ahead of us.
Soon we'd be in shadow, and after that we'd be on battery power.

Erica began fiddling with the radio. She didn't turn on the tranamitter, but swept through dl the bands,
ligening -

"Four Love Victor, this is One Dog Niner. Four Love Victor, this is One Dog Niner. Mayday.
Mayday. Over."

"The cops," Erica said.

They went on cdling.

"They can't raise Hellastown. They're in the shadow of the Wall!" | said. "They're on battery power,
and out of line of gght to anywhere! The cops are cut off."

Wed run out of sun pretty soon, too. "Okay," | said. "Try to raise Zeke. | don't care if the cops hear
us now. What can they do?'

"Right"

"Jug a minute, Hon. Ligen!”

The cop was 4ill cdling. There was aplantive note in his voice. Then | heard it again: a big booming
laugh.

"Shut up, Wechsung, or well shut you up!™ the cop said.

"Sure" Sarge's voice was fant, too far from the mike to hear distinctly. "You boys are in big trouble.
Maybe you better let me talk to my buddies out there before they roll rocks on top of thisthing.”

"Shut up, Wechsung. Four Love Victor, Mayday. Mayday!



It was pitch dark before Zeke guided us to where he and his sons had stationed themsdlves. He had
two tractors, a big pressurized traler with a portable powerpack, and oxygen-hydrogen fud cdls in
another traler. The police would have to rely on ther internd batteries, but we had power to burn. We
hooked Aunt Bllen into Zeke's sysem and went into histrailer.

Zeke was there with one of his sons, Ezra. John Appleby was there as well. They had a coffee pot
going, and food.

"Cops have been cdlin' us" Zeke said. "l think they're scared. They keep tdlin' us how Sarge doesn't
have a hdmet on. We haven't answered 'em yet."

"Think they'd let Sarge loose if we promise to leave 'em done?’ | asked.

Zeke shrugged. "Could be. Garrett, |1 haven't talked to 'em yet, because they don't know I'm in this
Might be a good idea not to tdl ‘'em. Anyway, | thought 1'd wait for you and Johnny here. You two got
the biggest stake in this game -"

"They dready want me" | said. "May as wdl let me do the taking. John has a pregnant wife. No
point in getting you involved, John.”

"Yesh, but -

"If you have to be, you will be" Zeke said. "l was hoping you'd say something like that, Garrett. |
blew out the road, and I'll go in after the bastards if that's what it takes. But | don't mind sayin' I'd as
soon not see my gation blown up the way Windhome was.”

"Whet are we up agang?' | asked.

John Appleby answered. "I've seen it. The tractor's no tank, but they've got a machine-gun turret
mounted on top, and they've got thick plate on it. We could take it, no question about it. They've moved
off into a clear space - they're going to be damned cold by morning if they stay out in the wind - so we
can't drop rocks on ther heads, but we could probably get close enough to throw dynamite. But | don't
See any way we can get indde that thing without killing Sarge.”

"Expect reinforcements?’ | asked.

Zeke shrugged. "Dont think they got a message through. Hdlastown isn't going to be anxious to send
out a force in the dark. Never get tanks through the Gap anyway, they'd have to go around, and they
won't do that at night. My other boy's watchin from up on the side of the Gap, and hell tdl usif he sees
lights comin', but | think we've got till morning for sure.”

"Yesh. Well, let's talk to them. Worse comes to worse, well offer a trade” | drank the coffee Zeke
hed given me, then went over and sat down in front of the radio. The trailer was big and cozy. Zeke used
it as amobile prospecting camp.

"One Dog Niner, are you ligening? Over."

"Yeah, we're ligening. You bastards better et us go! Theréll be two battdions of marines with tanks
out here by morming!"

"Thiswon't last until mormning,” | said. ™Y ou've got troubles, felows. Now let me hear Sarge taking."

"Why?"

"Because any time | ask to hear im and | don't. I'm going to assume he's dead, and there won't be
any reason why we shouldn't be throwing dynamite. Clear? Weve got more power than you have. You
can't run away from us, so don't waste batteries. Just put Sarge on.”

There was a pause. Then, "Hey kid. You're doin' okay."

"You dl right, Sarge?"

"Sure. Look, don' let ‘'em talk you into nothing, they're -"

"That's enough,” the policeman said. "Hes dl right.”

"Good. You keep him that way. I'll be back inabit. Out." | switched off the tranamitter.

"Thetroubleis” | said, "they think they can wait for sunlight and just take off. With that machine gun
they know they can put any tractor weve got out of action. And there probably will be reinforcements
before noon. We need away to convince them we can disable them without hurting Sarge -"

We thought for a moment. Then | had an idea. "John, you said you can hit them with dynamite. Can
you hit them with paint?'

"Paint?



"Yeeh. In aplagtic bag. If we splatter paint on their windscreen and solar cells, where are they going
in the morning?"

"Be damned,” Zeke said. "Ezra, get on the photophone and tdl your mother we need some paint
down here. Paint and some bags." He turned back to me. "She won't like that. Damn bags are expensve
and we can't make 'em.”

"It's for a good cause. Maybe we won't need many.”

"l throw," John said. "If | can't talk, | ought to be of some use"

It took hdf an hour to organize, and | let the cops stew for another haf hour. We were in no red
hurry. By now it would be getting cold in ther tractor, even with the heaters going. Then John moved into
position.

"Okay, ready,” he said.

We had two radios, so we could keep John on one and use the other to talk to the cops. | cdled
them.

"Yeah?'

"Let me hear Sarge.”

"Sill okay, kid."

"Good," | sad. "Now. What's your name, whichever of you isin charge?"

"What's that to you?'

" don't redly care, but | ought to call you something -"

"Cdl him Stinky," Sarge said in the background.

"Shut up, Wechsung. My nameis Larkin."

"All right, Larkin, watch close now." | switched to the other radio. "Let her fly!"

There was nothing for a moment. Then John's voice came through. "Right on target! Hit the
windscreen.”

"Beautiful." | caled Larkin agan. "Get the message? How far will you get in the morning with the solar
panels covered with black paint? Oh, and don't try moving the tractor. Youll waste power you're going
to need before the night's over, and there's no place you can go that we can't get upwind of you.”

"He's shooting hdll out of the rocks," John reported. "I wonder what he thinks he can hit?'

"Can you whap him again?'

"Sure. Here goes."

| cdled again. "Wel, Larkin? How much ar have you got? Think your relief can get through the Gap
before you run out? Ready to give up, or should we paint the whole tractor for you?'

"Damn you! It's Fittson, isn't it? You're in trouble, Fittson. Let us go and we can Sraighten it out.
Nobody's been hurt yet -

| laughed a him.

He was off for five minutes We waited. Then he came on. "Okay. You win. Wéll turn Wechsung
loose in the morning, if you hold off the paint until then -"

"Crap. You're no Marsman. Our word's good. Yoursisnt,” | said.

"Attaboy!" Sarge shouted in the background.

"Shut up, Wechsung. Fittson, if we let him go, will you leave us done? Nobody around in the
morning?'

"What about it, Sarge?’ | asked.

"Take'emuponit.”

"Roger.”

Appleby brought Sarge into the traller a few minutes later. We got his hdmet off. "You okay?' |
asked.

"Few bruises. Nothing to worry about. Damn good to have friends. Thanks"

"Sure”

"Sandwiches and coffee here" Zeke said.

"Thanks" Sarge wolfed a sandwich and washed it down with black coffee. "But we got more



troubles. Erica, did you kids get through to Sam? | think they went after him -"

"Yes" she sad. She told im what we'd done. "Dad said held fight. I'm worried -"

"Hell be dl right for now," Sarge said. "By now héll have plenty of friends there. Okay, Sam's taken
care of. Zeke, can you get through to Chris Martin's place?' Martin's sation was on the other side of the
Gap, toward Hdllastown from us.

"Sure. Want me to patch you in from here?'

"Please. And get some night traveling gear together. | have to walk across the Gap tonight.”

"Tonight?" Erica demanded. "Why?'

"Only way to connect with Chris and get a tractor to Hellastown,” Sarge said. "They've got the
Skipper inthe jug, and I've got to get im out. | could use some help. Any volunteers?"

He was looking directly a me.



TEN

"It's not as crazy as it sounds,” Sarge said. "We dways knew the Skipper would be the firs one
arrested when the Feddies made their move, so we took some precautions. And they don't know we're
coming. They dill think everything's dl right out here. Last report Ellsvorth heard | was in custody,
Windhome was a wreck, and they were off to ice Hill, moving on Sam at fird light tomorrow, and him
not knowing athing about it. Thisis. the right time for it."

"W, long as it's going to be a piece of cake, Il come dong,” John Appleby said.

What could | do? "Metoo."

"Only need ong" Sarge said. "Rather have Garrett. No offense, Johnny, but they aready want him."
He didn't add that Appleby aready had a going sation and so was less expendable than me. He didnt
have to.

Zeke brought in extra dothing. Sarge used the set to cadl Chris Martin and arrange for him to meet us
on the other sde of the Gap. Martin was an old grad, one of Commander Farr's fird recruits. HEd come
to Mars with hiswhole family, and now his children were out on their own.

| asked John to take Erica to Ice Hill in the morning. The baitle would be over before they could get
there. "If things aren't right,” | said, "let the Padre know where you've taken her-"

"Sure. Everythingll be okay. What with Sam'’s family and the friends hell have coming, those Feddies
won't know what hit 'em.”

Sarge finished his radio cdl. "Wont take him long, he's got an auxilliary power traler for night work.
Carr, you about ready?'

"Jud about.” | fdt like an Eskimo: p-suit, reflective coverdls, foam-insulated jacket and pants, another
jacket, and more coverdls over the whole mess. | looked like a cartoon. | tried to hug Erica, and it was
comicd; with dl the clothes | had on | could hardly fed her againgt me.

"Please come back-" She reached up through my open face plate and stroked my cheek. We could
just touch lips through the face opening of my hemet.

"Il be back."

It was cold out. The wind was up to 150 kilometers an hour, a hurricane on Earth. 1'd been wrong
about Martian winds. The air's too thin for the wind to have much force. It put no more pressure on us
then a ten-mile-an-hour wind on Earth, but it was cold. | could fed it through al my clothes.

We didn't have far to go. Around the police tractor, then through the Gap. Zeke had blocked it good:
there were three boulders the Sze of houses, and alot of smdler rubble. We had to dimb over.

We didn't dare show alight. Sarge didn't trust the cops. "Not that Larkin's such a bad sort,” he said.
"But he's scared. If he sees lights he may figure we're going to do him in no matter what you promised.
Best not to take chances.”

When we were through the Gap we had more light. Phobos was risng on the other side. The little
moon moves o fagt that it goes from west to east. | sumbled afew times, but we only had to walk about
half a kilometer. The tractor wasn't there yet, and we waked on down the road. It was too cold to stand
gill.

Then we saw the lights, and the tractor drove up. We got in, and Sarge introduced me to Chris. He
was a short, dark man who didn't talk much. There was nobody with him.

It had been along day, and we had more to do before it was over. The motors hummed as we raced
through the night. | figured Sarge would tdl me when it was time, and there wasn't much to tak abouit. |
crawled into the bunk behind the seat and tried to deep.

"Okay, kid, were here™

"l wasn't adeep, Sarge” | moved so | could see out the windscreen. There was a big man-made
cylinder topped by a dome about a kilometer away. It looked enormous.

"Observatory,” Sarge said. "Don't figure they'll be guarding it yet. It's run by some big-name scientists
from dl the best universties, and Ellsworth won't want the kind of trouble they can make for him if he
getsin their way."



"l never knew there was an observatory,” | said.

"Yep. And it's not dl that far from the school. Larkin was joking about how they had the Skipper
locked up in his own cells. Thought that was funny.”

"Asfunny as bubble gumin alockjaw ward, as the saying goes. Now what, Sarge?!

Now Chris stays with the tractor-"

"l could-"

"Chris, | don't need heroes! If two can't get Mr. Farr out, three can't either, and | may want you to
move this heap in a hurry. Y ou know tractors better than Garr, o you stay.”

"All right.

"That's settled, then. Garr, well dimb into the observatory: The scientists won't be looking for us, and
if anyone does see us, act like you belong there. They come from so many different places they can't dl
know each other, and they've got no reason to be suspiciousif we don't get in their way."

"Right." | was getting the shakes, but | wasn't going to show it. | began zipping and velcro-ing mysdf
into dl my layers of dothing.

Phobos was higher now, 0 it wasn't quite as dark as it had been in the Gap. The little moon gave
enough light to hep us pick our way across the badlands. The observatory was on a high peak behind
Hdlastown where there wasn't any blowing dust; they'd picked the location because there was sddom
any wind in this spot.

Sarge had alength of nylon linewith a hook on the end made from a bent jack handle. He threw the
hook upward into the dark. It fdl back soundlesdy, and he threw it again. This time it caught. He tugged
on theling, then put hisweight on it and swung back and forth. Then he pressed his hdmet againgt mine.

"Il go firgt. Come up when | give three tugs. No need to put both our weights on this thing."

"Rog. "

He climbed upward and in seconds was only a dark shape againg the stars. | waited for what seemed
like hours. I'd worked up a sweat coming up the hill, and now, despite the 4ill ar, | fdt the cold and
began to shiver. Then the rope jerked three times. | began dimbing.

It was easy. Despite dl the gear, | weighed a lot less than | would on Earth. | pulled mysdf up, hand
over hand, until | reached an open ironwork balcony that ran around the outsde of the observatory.
Sarge gave me a hand over the ral. Then he led the way around until we came to the big telescope
opening, and we could look down insde.

Four or five people, bundled up the way we were, moved purposgfully on the floor below. They
didnt look up at dl. The telescope was directly in front of us, looking as if it were Saring at us, but of
course it was peering a something billions of miles away. A slly thought popped into my head: wha
would happen if | stood on the rail and made faces into the tube?

There was another walkway around the ingde of the dome, and we stepped through onto that, then
climbed down an iron ladder to the floor below. One of the people down there glanced up a us, then
went back to work. He may have reserved dl his curiogty for the universe | can't imagine what he
thought we were doing up there. On the other hand, | haven't any idea of what he was doing either.

No one paid any attention to us as we went across to the air-lock entrance and cycled through. The
corridor beyond was empty. When we'd dogged shut the door, we opened our faceplates. "Piece of
cake" Sarge sad.

"Sofa.”

"Yegh. Watch for cops.” He led the way dong the corridor, then down another. It was steep downhill
dl the way. Eventudly we came to a sted door set in the corridor wal. Sarge used a key to open it,
showing a closet filled with janitor's gear.

"Tald you we'd made a few preparations. Skipper was supposed to come out this way." Sarge did
omething to the shdving and the whole closat svung out on hinges We went through, dosng both
doors behind us.

We had to use hdmet lightsin the narrow, dark passage. It went steeply downward, bending at right
angles a couple of times. "Hard rock,” Sarge said. "Easier to drill around than through. Here, hold on.”



He stopped at a stretch of corridor wall that looked like dl the rest, and examined it until he found a
tiny hole. He took off a glove, reached in, and pulled with his finger. A coverplate came out reveding a
cavity behind it.

"Know anything about guns?’ he asked.

"I've shot them. I'm no expert.”

"Yeeh. Well, here" He handed me a police revolver. "There aren't a lot of guns on Mars. Keep tha
hid good, anybody sees you with it, they'll know you don't belong here." He pocketed another pistol, and
a grenade. "Not much for weapons, but better'n just knives. Okay, be kind of quiet from here on. This
ends up behind the shelvesin the Old Man's office. There may be somebody there. If there is, we have to
jump him before he can cdl. But we want hm dive -

"Rog"

"Pece of cake," Sarge said. He grinned. "Let's do it."

There was a peephole at the end of the passage. Sarge peered through it, then motioned to me.

The door was closed, and aman sat at the desk. | nodded, and Sarge opened the panedl.

It was ample. Sarge had him by the throat while | got his hands so he couldn't touch any of the
console buttons. We held him like that.

"Easy, now," Sarge said. "One peep, and you're dead.” He got a knife out of his belt and held it a our
prisoner's throat. "'Y ou understand that?'

He nodded.

"It's Hardesty," | said. "He was our barracks sergeant.”

Sarge let him go, but held the knife in place. Hardesty gulped hard. | got his hands behind the char
and took a couple of turns of line around them. Then we wheded him away from the desk so he couldn't
reach anything.

"Wheres Mr. Farr?' Sarge demanded.

"Interrogation room," Hardesty said. He was careful not to speak above a whisper. "Mr. Ellsworth
wasin there for awhile, but he went back over to town."

"You night duty NCO?"'

"Wes "

"Okay. Now I'm going to have you use that intercom to send for Mr. Farr. Before | do, | want to tdl
you what happens to you if you try anything funny. " Sarge hitched the knife in his hand, tossng it
wickedly up and down. "I won't kill you. But youll father no more kids, and youll live on one kidney. I'm
told that hurts alot.”

Hardesty's expression didn't change. ™Y ou don't leave me much. Ellsworth will have me shot anyway.”

"Sowhichisit?'

"Nather,” Hardesty said. "I've lost nothing in this chickenshit outfit. Take me with you on the way out.

"We can't trugt you," Sarge said.

"Why not? I'm a convict, same as this one. Pittson, aren't you? Sure you are, put two tough cregps in
Sck bay. | remember you. Look, | can do some farming. After you've seen Mr. Farr, youll know why
I'd just as soon go with you. He aways treated me decently, and | had no hand in what they did to him."

"Did to hm?' Sarge said. "Did what?"'

"Youll see. You may need meto carry him. I don't think hell be waking.”

"Jesus" Sarge said. He looked a the clock over the desk. Not much past midnight. "What do you
think, Garrett?"

| shrugged. "We got much choice?"

"Guess not. Okay, Hardesty, do it. If you play tricks on us, God hdp you."

"And youll take mewith you."

“Yes”

"If you don't know how to work the intercom, youll have to untie me" Sarge and | exchanged looks.
Then | loosened the cords. Hardesty scooted his chair over to the intercom and punched buttons.
"Carruthers.

"Yes, sergeant.”



"Bring Farr up to his office. He conscious?’

"Kind of. Mr. Ellsworth said to soften him up some more.

"Youll get your fun later. | need the bastard to help find things up here. Bring him."

"Okay. Your responshility.”

We waited. "How many will come?" Sarge asked.

"Two."

"Get down behind the desk, Garrett. I'll stay by the door. If Hardesty does anything funny, shoot him
inthe balls”

"Right." | crouched, and Hardesty rolled up to St at the desk. "Keep your hands in Sght,” | told him.
We waited some more.

They knocked at the door.

"Come" Hardesty said.

The door opened, and two men pushed a whedchair through. As they got indde, Sarge kicked the
door shut. | came out from behind the desk.

"What the hdl?' The guard had no time to say anything ese. | smashed his face with the barrel of my
pistol, got my hand over his mouth, and chopped down, twice, at the base of his skull.

Then | had time to look up and see how Sarge was doing. He was wiping his knife on the other
guard's coverdls. "Minesfinished,” he said. ™Y ours?'

"Near enough.”

"Hnish him."

| hestated a moment. I'd never killed anyone before. I'd been ready to, in fights but it had never
happened, and this guy was helpless. While | stood there, Sarge came over and cut histhroat. "Dead he's
no problem,” he said. "Jesus, Skipper, what have they done to you?"

Farr mumbled something, but we couldn't understand him. Sarge turned on Hardesty. The guard was
dill stting at the desk, his hands on top in plain Sight.

" Skipper, did this creep do thisto you?' Sarge demanded.

"Aagh. No," Farr said. He had trouble talking, because there were new gaps in his teeth, and his lips
were swollen to three times their norma size. One eye was closed, and the other bled. He tried to get up,
but couldn't. Then he swalowed hard. "Hardesty is okay," he mumbled.

They had taken Farr's p-suit, and of course he had no hedmet. "How do we get him out of here?" |
asked. "If we could get one of the school's practice suits, we might get that on him.”

"Yeah," Sarge said. "Hardesty, how do we do that?"

"Beats me. Nobody's going to bring one here. Won't be long before somebody wonders what
happened to Carruthers. And I'm supposed to make night rounds in a hdf hour.”

"Crgp doodle" Sarge said. "Weve got a skintight hid in the corridor, but he wouldn't live a minute,
not bunged up the way heis. Weve got to get one of those EVA jobs."

Carry himin a pressure sack,” Hardesty said.

"And where the hdl do we get a pressure sack?' Sarge demanded.

"Kitchen," Commander Farr mumbled. "Plenty in there.”

"Itll be locked," Hardesty said. "I've got the keys. Right here.” He pointed to the table where we'd put
everything we'd found in his pockets.

| thought for a moment, then began peding off layers of dothing. "WEell go together, Hardesty. You
and me”"

"Fine

"Garrett, | dill don't trust him," Sarge said.

"Got a better plan?

“No.”

It turned out to be no trouble a dl. The night kitchen saff were used to Hardesty's midnight raids.
Hed been running a black market operation in Hellastown, sdling food stolen from the school kitchens
and solitting with the cooks.

When we got back we dressed Farr in dl my spare clothes and put him in the sack with an oxygen



bottle. Then we locked the office door and went through the passageway back to the astronomy section.
When we got there, Sarge went through into the dome, and came back aminute later with two prisoners.

"Whdt is the meaning of this?" She was a gray-haired womean. 1'd seen her pictures in the papers, a
Nobel Prize winner. Lady Elizabeth Murray. | couldn't remember what she got the prize for, something
about the shape of the universe.

"We need some outside travel gear,” Sarge said. He turned to the other astronomer, a young man in
histwenties. "You like that telescope out there?' Sarge demanded.

"Why, yes, of course.” He didn't seem very nervous about the Situation.

"What do you think a grenade would do to the mirror?*

"Good God, you can't be serioud” the man said.

"l can be. You go find us some outside gear for these two." He indicated Hardesty and me. "Garrett,
you go with him. I'll keep the lady here with us. And if you're not back in five minutes, migter, that eye is
going out.”

" would rather you threstened me" Lady Elizabeth said.

"Yeeh, | thought s0," Sarge told her. "WdI?'

"Do as he says, Dereck," Lady Elizabeth said. "I believe he meansit.”

"Thereés alocker room just here" Dereck told me. He led me down the corridor and through a door.
"I say, what isthisdl about?'

"I'm not sure mysdf,” | told him. "Y ou're in no danger. We just want to get the hdl out of here.”

"Y ou're welcome to go. You've cost us a prime night of observation, you know. We're looking for a
new planet. Lady Elizabeth knows where it must be, and tonight will be perfect for finding it."

He opened the door to the locker room. There was alot of gear hanging on the wall. | grabbed quff |
thought would fit me, then more for Hardesty. "Let'sgo,” | said.

It took more time to get the cold-wesather gear on. We were just getting dressed when we heard
dambdls.



ELEVEN

"Into the lock. Quick!" Sarge barked.

"What about them?' | pointed to our scientist prisoners.

"Leave 'em. You two want your eye to keep lookin', you better pray were out before the guards get
here. Movel"

We carried Farr into the ar lock. While it was cyding, Sarge reached into the sack and set the
regulator to four pounds. That should be enough pure oxygen, if the bottle didn't freeze. It had no heater
sysem like the onesin our suits. We had it ingde Farr's jacket to hep keep it warm. He was breething,
but we didn't think he could manage for himsdf.

The outer door opened and we bolted for the ladder. Technicians looked up from their consoles. We
couldn't see expressions through their faceplates, but they must have wondered what the hdl we were
doing.

Sarge swarmed up the ladder, then threw down a line. | knotted a cradle around Farr and Sarge
hoisted. | waved Hardesty up next. He pushed from below while Sarge pulled. Then | started up after
them.

When we reached the balcony, | thought we were safe. Sarge and Hardesty carried Mr. Farr around
to the big gap the telescope looked through, and went on to the outside ba cony.

Then the air-lock door opened and marines swarmed through. They had p-suits and coverdls, but no
coldweether gear; they wouldn't be out here long. Without al my extra gear | was feding the cold mysdf,
despite the exertion of dimbing.

They raised ther rifles and orange flashes spurted slently. 1 drew my pistol and fired back, dso in
slence. No hits for ether side. Then | was through to the outside balcony. By then Sarge had lowered
Mr. Farr over the Sde, and he and Hardesty were busy paying out line. | stopped at the dit where |
could cover the ladder.

Unlike me, the marines had very little target to shoot a. | saved my ammunition until one of them
reached the ladder then took very careful am and shot him off it. Two of his buddies ran over and picked
him up. They were brave men. | held my fire; they were no threat to us, and the more tied down taking
care of the wounded, the better for me.

"Okay, kid!" Sarge called. The voice was loud in my hdmet radio.

"Right" | waited a little longer, on the theory that the marines might have been ligening. They had
been. Three of them rushed the ladder. | shot the leading one and he fdl, carrying the two below back to
the floor. Something tugged a my right deeve, and | looked down. There was a big rip in the coverdls
and insulaion, but the dug had missed me by a good two inches; that foam was thick.

| fired once more, not caring if | hit anything, and ran around the bacony. They'd be coming up the
ladder any moment. It was eighty feet to the ground below. Sarge and Hardesty were running across the
badlands, carrying Farr, their hdmet lights dancing across the ground.

No time to go down the rope, | told mysdf. Eighty feet. Mars gravity is about 40 percent Earth. But
it's not the same, there's a squared factor in there. No time to work it out, and the marines couldn't be far
behind me.

| swung over the edge and dropped toward the ground below.

| worked it out later: | fdl for dmogt three seconds, which seems like forever, and | hit with the same
force asif I'd jumped off an eighteen-foot ladder back on Earth.

It hurt like hell. | hit and went on down, dl the way, ralling, letting the thick foam padding absorb most
of the force, but | dill fdt asif my ankles had been rammed up to my knees.

| could get up, though. It hurt, but | could run. | ran like hell toward the tractor.

We threw Mr. Farr into the bunk and Sarge dimbed in with him. | put Hardesty between Chris
Martin and mysdf in the front seat. Chris had the tractor bouncing across the rocks before we got
pressure up in the cab.

"Nearest tractor air-lock is a good five kilometers from here)" Sarge said.

"The marines didn't have cold-weather gear,” | told him. "They've probably gone in by now." | could



dill fed the cold, despite everything 1'd worn. "How is Mr. Farr?!

"Hes dive" Sarge growled. "Chris, get us out into the Basin. They'll never find us out there. Then
head cross country for Ice Hill."

"Right. How'd it go?"

"Piece of cake" Sarge sad.

They had five prisoners and one repairable tractor at Ice Hill. The other Federation tractor had been
dynamited.

"Nothing to it," Sam Hendrix told us. "Their fird warning that we would resist came when the leading
tractor ran over ten sticks of 60 percent nitro. We had very little trouble with the second.”

We got Mr. Farr ingde. Erica was waiting for me. "Are you dl right?"

"Fece of cake. " It fdt good to be able to kiss her. "And you?"

"Johnny and Ezra stopped a Windhome on the way. We picked up the two marines they left behind.
Jugt as wel for them, there was no one to get them and they would have run out of ar." She took my
hand. "There's ameeting in afew minutes. We're supposed to go. But we have alitletimefir. . "

Commander Farr was propped up on a portable cot. Ruth Hendrix didn't want him to talk, but he
ingsted on having us dl meet in the main hdl. His voice was weak and his words tended to come out
durred, but he was dl business.

"It's started,” he said. "There's no turning back for any of us. Sam, did you get the word out?"

"Yes The Rimis bailing mad. Ellsworth sent out three tanks today, but they did not go past Iron Gap.
Instead they escorted the police van back, and Ellsvorth has been sending messages to Marsport
demanding hdp.”

"Will he get it?"

Sam shook his head. "'l do not think so. Not immediately. Some of our people in the north have begun
sabotage raids. The monorail south has been cut in four places. Katrinkadorp is in revolt. They will need
their marines up there for awhile, | think."

"Then ther€'s been a generd revolt?' Farr demanded.

"No. Except in Katrinkadorp thereis no uprising. Just our people, and sabotage.”

Farr nodded to himsdf. "Independence. They want a meding of the leaders. Committees and
debates. Is this the proper time?' He sghed deeply. "Wel, weve got no choice. Weve got to do
something to gir up the others.”

There was along slence. Ericatook my hand. We stood, waiting for someone to say something, but
no one did.

"It'stoo early,” Farr muttered. "Everything only hdf planned. So we make do with what we have. The
Rimis ours?'

"Yes" Sam sad. "Solidly, | think. Ellsvorth has done our work for us, here. We had doubters, even
after the dedtruction of Windhome, but Mr. Ellsvorth has told the Hellas Region Council that he intends
to close dl the gtations and diminate this rebdlion once and for dl. One of our people had a bug in the
Coundl Chamber, and we have been broadcasting his speech dl day. Yes, we certainly hold the Rim."

"Then we mugt defend it, and that means denying Ellsworth knowledge of our movements. Sarge, did
you make the observations of the weather satellite?!

"Yes, ar."

"Where are they?' Farr asked.

"On atape back a Windhome, sr.”

"Send for them immediaidy. We need the ephemeris”

"Sr." Sarge went off to tak to John Appleby.

"Who is your best man with explosves?' Farr asked.

"Campbdl, | think,” Sam Hendrix said.

"Put hm to work. We need something to knock down the weether satellite. Something to loft rocks
into its path. 1t needn't be fancy."



"Yes, | think Campbel will have no trouble with that.”

| thought they'd logt ther minds. Knock down a satdlite? With a homemade interceptor? Michad
Hendrix explained it to me later. It wasn't redly very difficult a dl. We knew exactly where the satellite
would be a any moment, and in Mars low gravity it didnt take a very big sounding rocket to loft a
bunch of rocks up the ningty kilometers where the satdlite would be. The spy-eye was moving a better
then three kilometers a second, and when it ran into acloud of rock . . .

They knocked it out the next day. It didn't fall, of course, but the eectronics were knocked to smash.
It wouldn't be sending down any pictures of tractors moving around the Rim. And since we held the high
ground above the Basin, we could see them coming any time, while they had no idea of what we were
doing.

If the Federation could have got a big force together in the firs week of the Revolution, that would
have been the end of it; but they couldn't. There aren't any airplanes on Mars. Everything has to move by
ral or by tractors, and dthough we didn't have any large force around Marsport, we had enough to
knock out arall line running unprotected for two thousand kilometers. We had only to ded with the two
battdions of Federation troops in Hdlas Region, and we had more men than they did. For the moment
they could count on company cops to control the town; but the miners were seething, waiting for a spark
to set them off, and Ellsworth knew it, so he wanted to keep his troops close to home,

We intercepted plenty of his messages. He was worried: theréd been no word from Magor
Bidlenson's expedition beyond the return of the two cops who'd had Sarge. If we could swalow a dozen
men, maybe we could beat a couple of hundred, too; he wasn't going to risk it until he had reinforcements
from Marsport, and Marsport wasn't sending any until they were sure the cepitd was secure . . .

We got through the firg week because Ellsvorth was no more ready for war than we had been.
During the second week he sent a force out, and we had a sharp battle west of Iron Ggp: dynamite
bombs againg tanks and guns. We didn't try to hold ground west of the Gap; instead we made them fight
for every meter.

The contest wasn't as unequd as it sounds. The ground was rugged, with dmost no vighility. We had
afew captured rifles, and after the firs week we had crosshows powered by sted tractor sorings. The
ged quarres would penetrate anything except plate armor and had a range dmogt as good as arifle no
ar, and low gravity.

We logt four men and two women. They took Chris Martin's station, but they paid for it with eight
tanks and crews; and we stopped them at the Gap.

That night we made harassing raids. It was a nightmare time, with us on foot in the Martian night; but
we could live outside, day or night, if we had to. We knew how. They didn't. When they lost more men
in our night raid than they had in the battle, they decided they'd had enough for a while, and withdrew
back to Chris Martin's place.

We were halding the Rim, but we knew we couldn't hold it forever; we needed the spark that would
st dl of Mars afire. And we had to find it before they sent Ellsworth enough troops to roll over us.



TWELVE

| didn't see much of Erica after the firg week of the rebelion. | was assgned to Sarge's militia
company and stationed at Windhome. We were the reserve unit in case Ellsworth tried to force the Gap;
the advance group was halding Zeke Terman's gtation.

Erica had other duties, and they kept her at Ice Hill despite her protests. She was, they sad, too
vauable to use as afoot soldier; she knew more about power plant operations than dmaost anyone else,
and when she didn't have power plant duties, they could use her kills as an agronomist. Food production
hed to be kept up. The mine camps and refineries needed dl we could grow.

Bidenson hadn't had time for systematic destruction of Windhome. He'd blown out the ar locks and
cracked dl the domes, so that everything in the station was dead, but the dectronic gear was mosly
untouched. | spent my time getting the solar-cell production system back into operation. We needed dl
the solar cdls we could get. We dso huilt fortifications, planted mines in dl the approaches, and put out
patrols to watch for Feddies. It didn't leave much time for anything else.

The Skipper sent for mein the third week. He was il at 1ce Hill, dowly recovering from the beating
held got. Ellsworth had supervised that himsdlf. They gave me a few hours with Erica, and even found
someone to cover for her duties during that afternoon. Then | was ushered into Sam's sudy. The
comfortable room was now generd headquarters for Free Mars-what little there was of it. There were
maps on dl the wals, and extra communications gear had been moved in. The Skipper was able to St in
achair, dthough Ruth Hendrix wouldn't let im stay up for more than a few hours a day.

Ericaingsted on coming in with me. When one of the guards objected, she pushed him aside. "Thisis
dill my home, Brent Cdlahan, and if you think you can keep me out of my father's sudy, you just try it!"

“Let her come" Farr cdled from ingde. "Good afternoon, Erica. Garrett. Please St down. Drink?"

Ericalooked a him suspicioudy. ™Y ou want something.”

Farr Sghed. "Yes, of course | do. Does that mean | can't be avil?'

“No..."

"Very wdl. Please gt down and have a drink with me. Garrett, how do you think the war is going?"

"Sr? You'd know better than me. We seem to be holding on."

"Precisdy,” Farr said. "We seem to be holding on. But only holding on, and that is fad. Part of Mars
can never be independent. We mudt liberate the entire planet, towns and al, or we mugt give up.

| didnt say anything. He was right. Station holders, Rimrats around Hellas, the Afrikaners at
Katrinkadorp, and dl the other Marsmen like to say we can get dong without the towns, but the truth is
we need the heavy industry. Marsis just too hodtile a place to live without some concentration of industry
and power. For that matter, we gill need imports from Earth, dthough not very many, and we could
survive without them. Bardly.

"I'd think the minerswould join us™ | said.

"They would, if they thought they could win," Commander Farr said. "We have only to give the word
and there will be widespread rioting in most of the cities. In the confusion we might seize control. There
are very few Federation Marines on Mars, and the company police cannot fight a mass insurrection.
Assume we have done that. Then what? What will the Federation Council on Earth do?’

| shrugged. "Send troops?’

Farr nodded. "Probably. And worse. Send ships with nuclear weapons. Bomb one of our cities and
invite the others to surrender.”

"So why haven't they done that aready?" Erica demanded.

Farr laughed. "It would cost too much, and for what? So far, Free Mars condsts of the Rm and
Katrinkadorp. The governor in Marsport is hardly likey to exaggerate how serious the Studion is. It
would be a confesson of falure. And as long as we do not cause widespread rebellion, he won't ask for
help."

"Thenit'shopdess™” | said. "We can't fight what they've got here unless we take the cities, and if we
take the cities they'll send something we can't fight at dl -"

"Your gppreciation is correct, but the dtudtion is not hopeless. The problem is hardly new. We



planned to ded with it, we had to, before we could even contemplate independence. Unfortunately,
events caught up with us. We cannot use the origind plan. But thereisaway.”

"I don't like this" Ericasad.

"l beg your pardon?"

"You heard me, Mr. Farr. | don't like this. There's no reason why you should be discussin’ high policy
with Garret.”

Farr merdy nodded. "As you suppose, | need him."

"For something damned dangerous” Erica said. "Why Garrett?'

"Ricky!" | sad.

"Don't Ricky me! Y ou've done enough. Mr. Farr, there mugt be lots of people you can send.”

"Unfortunately, there are not. Garrett has specid qudifications for this job -"

"Crap!" I'd never seen Erica so angry. "What's so damned speciad about Garrett? Me, | happen to
love the guy, but how's he specid to you?'

"I cant tel you. No hint of this must ever get out. Only those going on the misson will know.”

"You can find somebody else! We're going to be married, and Garrett has done enough.”

| had been just about to say the same thing. | redly had. Why should | volunteer? But | wasn't going
to have my red-headed, blue-eyed sweetheart make a coward out of me in front of the commanding
offcer! Even then, | might sill have told him to find another boy, but she started talking at the same time |
did, and | heard mysdf say, "I'l do it, Commander. What do you need?’

| heard mysdf say it. | put it that way because it was not what 1'd intended to say. | an not a hero.

It took another ten minutes to get Ricky out of the offce.

By the time she was gone, we weren't speaking. Shed told me | was a damned fool, and | fdt like
one. "All right, sir, what the hdll is so specid about me?' | demanded.

"Youre less than a Mars year from Earth,” Farr said. He pointed to abig map on the wdl next to him.
"Thereis one thing we can do tha will assure that Earth won't interfere, and dso spark the townsmen into
revolution. We mugt begin the Project.”

| thought he'd gone off his head. | told him so.

“Not at dl.”

"But that takes atom bombs" | said. "Anyway that's what they tdl me -"

"It does. Y ou're going to get them for us™

"Now | know you've logt your mind. Sir."

" assure you | haven't,” Farr said. "How do you make an aomic bomb?"

"Good Lord, | don't know. That's a secret —

"Hardly. Any high school student could find out. The basic structure of nuclear wegpons has been
known, and published, since 1949. An aomic weapon is nothing more than a critical mass of the proper
radioactive materiads. The only difficult part is obtaining the fissonables, such as refined uranium. And
there is plenty of refined uranium on Mars.”

"And you want me to walk in and sted some?”

Farr grinned. It wasn't a pleasant grin because of the gaps in his, teeth. "How did you guess? That
happens to be precisdy what | want you to do. Now ook here on this map.

"The Federation, not being entirdy insane, keeps dl refined uranium in a safe place. Specificdly here,
in this crater." He pointed to one of the big rimwalls in the Deucdion region. The crater was over a
hundred and fifty kilometersin diameter.

"It happens that the main indudrid power pile for Novoya Sverdlovsk and Marsport is adso in
Deucdion Crater," Farr said. "Thus, if we take control of this inddlation, we have the materids for
atomic weapons, and dso avery hig threet to use againg the mgor companies. We give the companies a
choice: help us, or lose ther power supply.”

"That makes sense” | said. Solar power is marvelous but on the scade the big outfits operate on it
takes a lot more than they can collect with solar cdlls. Only the big atomic power plants can furnish the
kind of power Mars Generd and the other big indudtries need.

| looked at the map. The power plant and uranium storage fadlity were located right in the center of



the crater. A monoral line ran from there to the crater rim, then branched, one branch running north to
Novoya Sverdlovsk in Edom Crater, the other directly east to Yappy Crater and Marsport. There was
no other way in. "How do we get there?' | asked. "They can see us coming —"

"For about 250 kilometers™ Farr said. "Obvioudy we cannot take them by surprise if we use the
monorals. The trains are stopped at the rim, and there is alarge garrison there. Even if we could capture
atrain without causing an darm, which | doubt, we wouldn't get past that garrison.”

"Yeeh, but if we take tractors theré's no way we can get into the crater without being seen, and
certainly no way to get across it. That's smooth plain, not abig boulder fidd like Hellas —"

"l see you appreciate the problem,” Farr said. "Actudly, it's worse then that. There are observation
posts dl around the rim. A tractor couldn't get within a hundred miles of Deucdion crater without being
Spotted.”

He was enjoying this. "Then | don't see how we do it. Wait a minute. You said wak.” | looked at the
map agan. "Commander, you're taking about going 150 miles on foot?'

"Yes"

"Can't be done. A man can't carry enough air, let done food and water. Be generous; figure we make
forty milesa day -"

"l think you would average more like twenty."

"So do I. Cdl it thirty. That's five days and it's just not possible.”

"l ancerely hope the Feddies think that way," Farr said. "And | rather suppose they do. Most of their
offidds have not been here very long. Men who live on Mars tend to become Mars sympathizers,
meaning they are unrdiable and thus not to be trusted around the uranium stockpile. If you, with dl your
Rim experience, think it can't be done, then I'm sure they think that."

| looked at the map again, then shook my head. "I don't see it. Sure, if you can guarantee us
permafrost near the surface, maybe, just maybe, we could carry enough solar cdls to set up airmakers
and hydrolize water to get oxygen. But we'd spend one day out of two just Stting there collecting power,
and it'd take damn near an acre of solar cells. 1t'd be easier to hide tractorg!”

"Right again. Nevertheless, thereisaway. Give up?’

"Yeeh," | sad. "l give up. How?"

He told me. | leaned back in my chair and laughed like hell. Then | stopped laughing. | was going to
haveto doit.

Fve hundred men and seventy tractors: not a very large military force on which to pin the hopes of a
world. At that it was 20 percent of the Rim's fighting strength. We had to be very careful not to be seen,
because if Ellsvorth knew the Rim had sent that much force to the north, he could attack without much
fear.

Our agents in Hedlasown were indructed to foment sabotage and rebdlion among the mines
incidents, work dowdowns, riots, anything to keep Ellsworth on edge and his troops in town. Meanwhile
our group started northwest.

We crossed the Rim Range by a track that led past my vdley. | had never seen it except on maps, but
| recognized it, a big ringwal and two smdl flat-top mesas, with a canyon below them. | stared at it,
wondering if | would ever live there with Erica. It seemed such a short time ago tha we were planning
where to put our agrodomes, and where our firg tunnd would be.

It was a short time, | told mysdf. Less than amonth. Y et, dthough it seemed that we'd been engaged
only afew days, the month of war seemed like ayear. Time is a strange thing, and I'm not at dl sure we
understand it as well as we think we do.

We went under the monorail from Hellastown to Marsport by passing through a deep canyon at night.
When that was behind us we dl breathed a sgh of reief. Then we plunged on across the plains, across
canyon ends, over craters or around them, driving for a sraight-line distance of a hundred miles a day.
The way was tortuous, we often had to drive twice a hundred miles and more to do it. We had no red
maps, only satdllite photographs; no one had ever been here before us.

Since we couldn't possibly carry enough arr and water with us, scout groups went ahead to find ice



caves and permafrost. The scouts were old Rimrat prospectors who knew what to look for, men with
years of experience at interpreting tiny shadows and vague marks on photographs. Without their abilities
we could never have crossed thirteen hundred miles at dl, much lessin fifteen days.

When they found water the scouts set up solarcel arrays to power airmakers-out here we didn't
worry about being seen. Although the Federation had a manned ship in orbit, after the weather satdlite
was knocked out they moved it up to dmogt two thousand miles above the surface. Even with a good
telescope amed precisdy where we were they'd have been lucky to find us, and Farr gave them
something ese to look at by sending meaningless expeditions out into Hellas Bagin.

The landscape was blegk and empty except for the blowing red dust that's everywhere on Mars when
thereés wind. We crossed vast boulder-strewn plains, saw flat-topped mesas in the distance, and dways
there was that dark sky with wispy clouds and dust plumes rising into it, and the pink sky at the horizon.
We went around craters and mountains, over rimwals, and ill we moved on.

There was one large canyon, over a kilometer wide and two hundred meters deep. We couldn't go
around it, and there was no way for a tractor to crawl down ingde it. Instead, we anchored a crane a
the top and lowered our tractors and dl but five of the men. The five took the crane apart, lowered the
pieces, and climbed down. Then we crossed the canyon, and five of us dimbed the opposite wdl. We
dropped alight line and used that to pull up a heavy cable. Then for two days we pulled up, by hand, our
disassembled crane.

When it was assembled on the canyon lip, one tractor on the canyon floor was used to haul the
others, one by one, sraight up the Sde of that sheer diff. Once the cable falled, and a tractor tumbled out
of the ding to smash it f to bits on the rocks below. The next tractor went up full of men.

We went on, through sandstorms and hurricanes. Fifteen days after we left the Rm we were just
under a hundred miles south of Deucdion Crater. We set up our base camp there.

The main force was commanded by an old Rimrat named Hiram Zemansky who had been an engineer
on Earth; there seemed to be nothing he couldn't do. | had my find conference with him a dawn in the
big pressure tent with an air lock we had set up as a command post. His group would keep the tractors,
and they were in no hurry.

My own command waited outside. There were forty of us, dl young men, and dl, like me, less than a
Mars year from Earth. Some had been gpprentice Maramen in other gations. The rest were escapees
fleaing labor contracts. They weren't devoted to the cause of independence - they weren't devoted to
anything. But they said they wanted to fight, and they were young and tough. We needed them.

The plan was to wak in - if we could. Being accustomed to Earth gravity, we could carry nearly twice
as much as the old-timers and those born on Mars, but that wouldn't be enough; we could carry only
three days supplies, and we had a hundred and fifty miles to go, with a bettle at the end of the trek.

"Cdl it nine days,” | told Hiram. "That leaves us a little time to get into postion. If dl goes wel, well
hit them at dawn on the ninth day from now."

"Right" He ginned a me, but there wasn't much humor in it. "Think you can handle that bunch?' he
asked.

| shrugged. "They're not much different from Dog Soldiers. Well get by." There was nothing more to
say. | took aletter from my pouch and handed it to Zemansky. " See that Erica Hendrix gets thisif | don't
Oet back.”

"Sure. Youll be back."

"Yeah. Piece of cake."

"You give the 9gnd and well come arunnin,”" Hiram said. "Youll be back home in a month.”

"Sure. Okay, here we go." | went out to where my command was waiting for me.

Our packs lay on the ground. They were enormous. When wed practiced this back at Ice Hill and 1'd
fird seen what we were supposed to carry, | thought the Skipper had gone crazy. When | got that thing
hoisted onto my shoulders, | was sure of it.

"Load up,” | said. We sat on the ground and struggled into the straps, then gingerly got to our feet.
The camp looked very comfortable. The journey by tractor had been miserable, but now, under that



load, | was dready beginning to missit.

"Moveout." | waved forward, toward the north We began the long march.

We walked in sllence. | could hear grunts from the men, but even at the start we didn't have much
breath to waste on conversation. Our radios were set to the lowest power, only a couple of hundred
meters range, and as the column strung out many of the troops were isolated from everyone except thar
partners, we marched in a threeman buddy system. "Oneto break his leg, one to stay with him, and one
to go for hep."

We picked our way in Sngle file, our three-man groups strung out over a kilometer of fla terrain
broken by boulders and smdl craters. From the top of an occasonad gentle rise we could see the rim of
Deucdion ahead of us, but mogt of the time there was nothing but the next rock, or the hdmet of the man
infront of you.

Within minutes my legs felt ready to give out. Those packs were heavy! It takes a hundred pounds of
equipment just to keep aman dive on Mars: ar pressure regulator and recycler; pressure suit and hedmet;
insulated dothing; your share of a fiveman pressure tent for shelter a night and at med times, deeping
bag; batteries. Another 36 pounds a day per man of expendables. food, water, air, and ar tankage.
Three days worth is 108 pounds, 208 pounds per backpack.

In Mars gravity that's only 80 pounds. | kept tdling mysdf that. Soldiers on Earth used to carry that
much. The Foreign Legionnaires marched into battle with 90 pounds. But ours had the mass of 208
pounds. When you get that moving, it keeps moving. It's asif you had to push a washing machine across
an ice pond.

We carried few wegpons. We'd get those the same way we'd get our supplies. If the ar and water
didn't come through, we wouldn't need weapons.

| sang to mysdf. After awhile some of the others joined in. "It's eighty-sx miles to water, my lads, it's
ninety-nine more to beer, if | hadn't been born a damn bloody fool, 1'd not be a volunteer." Left. Right.

Break for ten minutes every hour. Across the leve dretches we can make five kilometers in fifty
minutes. Lie down on the breaks, you need the rest. Wait for stragglers to catch up. If you don't keep up,
your break is shorter. Keep an eye on your watch; it's easy to stay down too long, and youll diffen up.
That's it. Up again, and move on.

We were faceless men under our hdmets. When we moved out we looked like huge packs with legs.
| knew them dl by name, but little else. Don Plemmons, my second in command. Lonny Wilson, a kid
from Washington, D.C. - dmogt a neighbor, hed heard of the Dog Soldiersl - who'd been one of
Commander Farr's lagt recruits and was scheduled to move in with mewhen | set up sation in the valey
| il thought of as my own.

Left. Right. Sing again. "When John Henry was a little baby, sttin' on his mammy's knee, he said that
Big Bend tunnd on the C& O road is gonna cause the death of me, Lord God! gonna cause the death of
me. .." Left. Right.

The day ended, somehow. Eight hours of marching. A little over twenty-three miles. We set up camp
ina hollow out of the wind and collapsed, too tired even to edt.

If they had a chance they'd go back. | knew that. If they got together and talked it over they'd tumn
back. But one can't go back alone. Two cantt.

If any go on, dl go on, because they were men and men have pride.

Wilson told me the four othersin histent were ready to quit. He didn't say more.

"And you?' | asked.

He just looked a me. | recognized the expression. It was just the way | used to look a the older
members, back when | firg joined the Dog Soldiers and had prideinmy gang. | am as tough as you, the
look said. He cleared histhroat. "I'm game.”

| wasn't. But how could | go back? I'd said I'd lead this damned-fool expedition. Erica would be glad
to seeme - but how could | face Sarge? How could | face me? | couldn't crawl home and admit defest
now. Not after | said | could do it. "Bresk camp and load up.”

Wilson went out to hudtle the others. The sun was an hour high when we started. We looked back
longingly toward the horizon to the south, but when | turned north they followed. First Wilson, then the



others, three by three.

At noon we reached the point of no return. We were a day and a hdf from the base camp, hdf our ar
gone. If we went on from here we were committed. An irrevocable decison. A nice word, thet:
irrevocable. No outs. No turning back, unless you turn back now, this minute, this second - | didn't hdlt.
Thiswas not even time for a bresk.

By thetime| let them stop to rest - let us, let mysdf stop to rest - there was nathing for it but to go
on. Committed. Irrevocable.

Shortly after we got moving again we came to a deep chasm, thirty meters wide, a hundred deep,
dretching asfar as we could see to either sde. A grgpnd flung across it caught on the third try. Wilson
shed his pack and swarmed across hand-over-hand, dangling above the canyon floor, swaying in the
wind -

He made it. God knows how. More lines were thrown, and soon we had a rope bridge. Wilson had
to come back for his pack. No one could possibly have carried it for him. The wind swayed the bridge,
and my pack was enormoudy heavy as | shuffled, one foot a atime, over the narrow gorge.

It was dill rdivey leve terrain. Tomorrow will be the wordt, | told mysdlf. How can it get any worse
then this?

Left. Right. Sing, damn you! "Now the Cap'n said to Johnny Henry, gonna bring me a steam drill
'round, gonna take that steam drill out on the job, gonna hammer the mountains right down, Lord God,
gonna hammer the mountains right down. And John Henry said to that Cap'n, and there was fire aflashin’
in his eye, with a twelvepound hammer and a four-foot handle, gonna beat your steam drill or I'll die,
Lord God . . . ." Léft. Right.

Camp at dusk. Inflate the tents. Put the dehydrated food to soaking. Youll et it cold, there's no heat.
Everyone indde, into degping bags, before the chill setsin. Eat, and lie back on the rocky ground.

The packs were lighter the next day. We had used two days supplies, seventy Earth pounds, amost
half the weight we carried. There was another gorge ahead of us, but we crossed it easly. Sing happier
songs. The rhythm of the trall, get into it, you've got afifty-pound pack and no worries, so it's uphill now,
50 what? When we crossed the gorge, we were at the edge of Deucdion crater.

Like mogt craters, Deucdion dopes gently outward. The inner face is sheer diff. That would be a
problem when we came to it. For now, onward and upward. "And the white maen sad to John Henry,
black man damn your soul, you're going to beet that drill of mine when the rocks in the mountains turn to
gold, Lord God, when the rocks in the mountains turn to gold. And John Henry say to that white man,
Lord a man an't nothin' but a man, but before | let your steam drill best me down, gonna die with my
hammer inmy hand, Lord God. . . "

Fick up the pace. Thisis the criticd day. Today we have to dimb high enough to be in line-of-aght
back to Zemansky's group, or we have had it.

Damn fool sunt, Garrett. Damn fodl. Left. Right. "And John Henry said to his shaker, black man why
don't you gng, I'm adingin' twelve pounds from my hips on down, just you ligten to that cold sted ring,
Lord God, just you ligen to that cold stedl ring . . . "

We made camp at dusk. Just before dark | set up the sgnd laser on its tripod and aimed it precisdy
a the top of a flat mesa three days march behind us. | opened the focus out as far as it would go, and
played it across the eastern edge of the tabletop forty miles away.

Wilson crouched beside me, his hdmet touching mine. "Be like the bastards to be off playing cards.”

"That'd fix us" | said. | tongued the mike button. "Big Mama, thisis John Henry. Over."

Nothing. | tried again. And again.

"There" Wilson was shouting. "There, | saw it! Flash of light!"

"Maybe." Our photophone target was only a meter in diameter. | daved our tranamitter to our target
and waited. Forty miles awvay Zemansky's troops played ther tranamitter across our area. When their
beam hit our target, our unit sent back a response; with time they would be able to focus in, setting their
tranamission unit in micrometer steps until it was precisdy aimed at our reflector, then narrow the focus.
"Maybe"

"Cheep." It was one of the loveliest sounds | had ever heard, the tone that indicated they'd touched



our target with their beam. "Cheep . . . cheep . . . cheep, cheep, cheep cheep cheepcheepcheep - Helo,
John Henry, thisis Big Mama. Do you read us? Over."

| stood and gave the victory sgnd, hands together over my head. The men around me were cheering,
| knew, but | couldn't hear them. We were in radio slence.

"Big Mama, | hear you. | read you three by four, over.

"Stand by, John Henry, incoming mal at twenty-three hundred hours, | say agan, twenty-three
hundred hours. Godspeed. Big Mama out.”

"So we wat some morg,” | told Wilson.

He nodded, but there was a grin a mile wide on his face. | only then redlized that he hadn't believed
this would work.

| gill wasn't so sureit would.



THIRTEEN

| was exhausted, but | couldn't deep. Neither could the others. We had ar to lagt until morning. The
two hours until twenty-three hundred dragged on, and on.

Back a base camp they would have us located exactly. The survey laser was daved to thar
communication unit; once they had it amed at us, they had direction and range within centimeters. | lay
back in my degping bag imagining what was happening on the mesa forty miles to the south.

Eighteen hundred pounds of supplies loaded into the rocket. Ceramic tanks of adcohol and oxygen for
propdlant. Everything was made of ceramic and fiberglass, everything that could be, so that when the
rocket tripped the radar scanners on Deucdion rim above us, it would look to the Feddie observers like
nothing more than a meteroid coming in at a shdlow angle.

It would never have worked on Earth.

| wondered if it would work here. It was a bit late for that question. Twenty-three hundred hours. We
watched, and | listened.

"John Henry, thisisBig Mama.”

"Big Mama, go."

"On the way."

We saw nothing, of course; the bird didn't need a lot of power to fling it forty miles. It burned out a
few seconds after it was launched.

We waited another minute. "It's there," Big Mama said.

We were ready. A dozen men were suited up and went out searching with radio receivers. The
homing sgnd the supply rocket sent was ddiberately weak, carrying no more than a few hundred meters
a modg.

Wait some more. Then one of the troops was running toward me. He came up and gestured. The
victory sgnd.

We had supplies for three more days.

The next day was the worst of dl. Our packs were full again, and we were dimbing uphill. Each step
was agony. Onward and upward. Left. Right. But by God we were going to make it! "John Henry say to
that Cap'n, looky yonder whet | do see, well your hole done choke and your drill done broke, and you
can't drive ged likeme! Lord God, you can't drive sted like me”

In late afternoon we made camp below the rim. There was a Feddie observation post no more than
two kilometers awvay. We knew that from the map, but we never saw it. We crossed the rim at night,
when Phobos was up high enough to give light to the weird landscape around us. | left four men and
supplies a the lip; they were our 9gnd rday sation. Then we drung lines and lowered ourselves into
Deucdion crater.

We made camp after midnight, and we were up a dawn, but now we were confident. At the bottom
of the diffs we divided our aready tiny force. Plemmons and nine men angled off to the right, headed for
the monorail that ran from the rim to the storage area. My group kept on straight ahead.

It wasn't a smooth plain. There were rocks and boulders, and the crater floor was cracked and
broken. We picked our way across, glad of the wind and dust that made us invishle to anyone above
who might be looking down into the crater.

The next supply rocket was tricky: we had no direct line of 9ght to Zemansky. Instead we relayed
through the detachment on the rim. They had survey equipment and could locate us relative to them; and
they wereinline of 9ght to the man camp. It was a Smple double-offset problem, and | shouldn't have
worried, but | did. | worried about everything.

The rocket dmog hit us. We actudly saw it fdl, no more than a hundred meters away.

And on the nighnt of the eighth day, two more: supplies and wesapons. Deucdion power sation was
less than five kilometers ahead. We'd made it.

"Now the white man that invented that steam drill, well he thought that it was so fine, and John Henry
drove in fourteen feet, and the steam drill only made nine, Lord God! and the steam drill only made nine”



It was an hour before dawn. The men were in postion, and there was nothing to do but watch the
second hand of my watch asit ticked toward H-hour. | watched it and recdled the last conference with
Sarge and Commander Farr.

"The man garrison is a the rim," Farr had said. "The guards a the storage center itsdf are modly
officers, and not many of those. It has to be that way. The Feddies don't trust anyone with that kind of
power. They don't think they have to, anyway. No one can get close to the depository without derting
therim garrison. Or <o they think.

"You surprise 'em, you got 'em,” Sarge had added. "Jugt blast your way in. Y ou won't be fightin' more
then fifty people. Don't give 'em time to organize. They'll never know what hit them.”

The second hand ticked over. | turned my radio to ful power. "Now!"

Two dozen rocket launchers fired shaped charges at the station in front of us ar locks, tunnd walls,
any exposed place. We reloaded and fired another volley. Then we rushed forward.

Wilson's group had stripped to the minimum, discarding every metd object not needed for survivd,
then crawled right up to the main entrance. They rushed forward with satchel charges, and dashed away
agan. The air-lock doors blew off. More rockets were fired into the tunnd to blow holes in the inner
doors. Again Wilson's people dashed forward, and the entrance was blown open.

We poured into the tunnds. We threw grenades into every passageway, never turning a corner
without throwing a grenade around it first. There was a guard room jugt ingde the man entrance; they
were dill Sruggling into their helmets when we got ingde and shot them down.

They weren't Marsmen. Hdf the station personnel died because they couldn't find ther hdmets in
time. Many of them had taken off their skintights when they went to bed; these had no chance a dl. We
grenaded thelr rooms anyway.

It became a nightmare. Bloody corpses lay in the corridors, in the barracks, everywhere. We blasted
open more artight doors and threw explosives through them, then dashed down another corridor, firing
as we went, ydling and screaming like madmen.

The only sound was our own screaming. Grenades exploded slently. Rifles grew momentary orange
flowers, but soundiesdy, soundlesdy; through it dl we yelled into our radios.

Thereis a madness that takes control of men in combat, it is an ugly madness that lets you do things
thet later you cannot even comprehend. | remember very little of that fight.

"Wilson. No!" | shouted. We had reached the reactor control room. The door was artight, and
Wilson was placing a plastique charge againg it. | had to struggle with him. If his hands had not been
occupied with the explosive, if he had held a pistal in one of them, he would have killed me.

"No," | told him. "We can give them a chance to surrender. They're the lag." There was a phone jack
on the bulkhead, and | plugged my helmet set into it. "Hdlo in there.”

After amoment there was an answer. "Who the - - who are you?'

"Adting Lieutenant Fittson, Free Mars Army. Will you surrender?’

"What will you do with us?' the man demanded

"Power gation technicians will operate the reactor. Everybody ese will be treated as a prisoner of
war. Well be glad to send you back to Marsport as soon as exchanges can be arranged. How many of
you are there?'

There was no answer.

"I'm sure you can figure out away to kill mewhile | stand here talking to you,” | said. "And then what?
My troops will blast you out of there. If you're waiting for the rim garrison to come rescue you, forget it."
| sounded a lot more confident than | was. If everything had gone well, Plemmons had cut the monorall
line from the rim, and Zemansky's force was racing across the plains to reinforce us. If.

"l give you one minute" | said.

"Can we trugt you?'

"That's a dumb quedtion,” | said. "You've got no choice. You have my word as a Free Mars officer
that you won't be harmed if you surrender — and my word again that we can and will dig you out if we
haveto."



Haf the minute went by. Then: "Some of us don't have suits in here. We surrender. But how can we
open the door?"

"Well manege” After the last few days, a technicd problem was a rdief. "Well rig a temporary
pressurewdl,” | said. "Wilson, get onit."

Deucdion power gtation was ours.

"Garet! I've got arday to Pemmond™ The sgndman was urgently pulling me toward his radio.

"Okay. A second.” | turned to the chief of the power dation technicians. "All right. None of our
people undergtands this place.” 1 waved, indicating the control room, with its wals covered with meters
and oscilloscopes, and the three big consoles that controlled the system. "But well know if power is not
getting through to Marsport and Edom, if that power cuts out, we have no reason to hold this place.
WEell blow it to hdl and gone.”

| turned to one of my own troopers, a nineteen-year-old from Cdifornia. | spoke loud enough so the
dozen prisoners could hear me. "Kehiayaa, you're in charge. If they do anything funny, put ‘em outside.
Y ou needn't bother with giving them air tanks."

"Rog”

"Okay, Doug, let's go."

Communications were a problem. Plemmons was out on the crater floor somewhere, a long way out
of line of gght. The only way we could tails wo through our relay station up on the rim.

"Barngtorm, thisis John Henry, go ahead,” | said.

"John Henry, thisis Barnstorm. We cut the monorail. A trainload of Feddies came out of the garrison
when you attacked. We stopped the train, but there's two hundred of them headed your way. We can't
hold ‘em. WEell keep sniping the repair crews to hdt the train.”

"How far avay?'

"We're about fifty kilometers from you. They offloaded some tractors.”

"Tractors or tanks?' | asked.

"Both. | have to go, were down to four men.”

"God bless you-"

"Y eah, there's none like us. Barnstorm out.”

"Get metherday dation,” | told the communications man.

"John Henry, thisisReay One. Over.”

"Y ou monitor that cdl from Plemmons?'

“Right”

"Where's the man force?'

"Headed in at flank speed.”

"Get a message to Zenansky. Have him broadcast to Marsport. We've got the power gation. If they
ghdl this place, or take it away from us, well blow hdl out of it. If they leave us adone, well keep the
power coming. Make sure everybody knows that. Get Mars Indudtries Associaion to understand it,
too."

"Roger, John Henry."

Wilson had come up while | was taking. "Think they'll hold off?" he asked.

"Doubt it. Not now, not until they're sure they can't recover the bomb makings. How're you doing on
the vault?'

"Blew open clean. What do we do with that Suff?*

"Get some of those transport containers out into the flatland, and bury 'em. Report where youve
hidden them to Relay One, but don't make any maps.”

Wilson eyed me narrowly. "It's that way, huh? Okay."

| took a dozen troops and went forward toward the approaching Feddies. We had to hold them until
Zemansky's group could get to us. We deployed in broken ground a kilometer from the big dome-shape
of the gtation.

"Try to keep between them and the reactor containment,” | told them. "They won't shoot heavy quff if



they think itll wreck the power plant. They don't know how many of us there are. Keep moving, and
make 'em think theré's alot."
Then we lay down and waited.

Do men love war? Certainly it is easer to fight than to think about it. What had those Feddies done to
me? They were young men, like us, some with families They'd joined up to see the world, or for the pay,
or even, | suppose, because they bdieved in the Federation and world peace. Now they were coming to
kill us, and we were waiting to kill them.

You think like that when youre waiting. You imagine a bullet tearing through your p-suit, and the
blood spurting out, blood pushed by five pounds of pressure so that even veinous blood streams like a
fountain. You think of what that bullet can do to you, and what the bullets in your own rifle can do to
them. Y ou wonder what the hdll you're doing out here, and why you don't run like hdl and let the others
fight.

Such thoughts can finish you. If | had them, the others did too. "Sing, damn you," | said.

"Sng what?' someone asked.

“Anything.”

Have you ever heard "The Two Grenadiers?' Why in God's name one of the troops had ever learned
that, or why any of us should care about an emperor over two hundred years in his grave, | don't know;
what was France to us? But it reminded us of brave men and brave deeds. We lay under the black sky
of Mars, dust blowing over us, and listened.

". .. and under her soil tolay me,
and when my cross on its scarlet band,
over my heart you've bound me,
then put my musket in my hand,
and belt my sword around me.
Soghdl I lieand ligten,

Ayd, keeping shield watch
inmy grave. ."

Wilson came up behind me. He motioned out toward the horizon. Was the dugt thicker out there?

", ..thenamed will | rise
from out of my grave,
and sland asmy
Emperor's defenderl”

"Bloody hdll, what kind of song isthat?' someone shouted. "I'll give you a song!

When aman growsold,
and hisbdlsgrow cold . . ."

| recognized the voice. Hartig, who boasted that he was the only man on Mars who knew the entire
and uncut verson of "Eskimo Neff." There was no tune, but it kept us from thinking about what was
coming. It went on intermingbly.

Wilson nudged me and pointed. The dust was definitdy thicker out there. We had another twenty
minutes, no more. | thought about where 1'd put the men. No point in moving them.

"...0Oh, amoose or two,
and acaribou,
and acoupleof buffalo. . ."



I'm no expert on battles and war. After that day | never want to be. But | won't forget lying in the
dust, watching the enemy column grow larger while my ears rang with the improbable exploits of
Deadeye Dick and Mexico Pete.

As they dtarted to fan out, we hit the lead tank with three rockets. It stopped, and one crewman
legped out. He ran for shelter, and for a moment it looked as if held make it, but then he fdl. Deadeye
Dick was a Number Eighteen, with Eskimo Ndl looking coldly on. The song stopped. There wasn't any
need for it; once the fight starts you don't think. You just do what you have to.

The dust helped; they couldn't know how many they were fighting. They tried to circle around us, but
on that broken ground men afoot were as fast as any tractor. And they were not Marsmen. They had
been trained to fight on Earth, where they had helicopters, where a man couldn't vanish in deep shadow
and be hidden five feet from you and you never know it. We crept among them, using knives in the dark
shadow, leaving them to find their comrades with their hoses cut, blood spurting from their ruined lungs.

Before long they were as afraid as we were. And we couldn't run: without the power dtation, weld be
out of ar indde afew hours. We couldn't run, but they could - as long as they had their tractors.

| redized that and we concentrated on the vehicles. Crawl through the rocks until you can get a shot
a atractor. Fire the rocket launcher and retrest, leaving the tractor disabled; and let the Feddies wonder
how they'll get out when the lagt tractors are gone.

They moved ther vehicles out of range. Now it was hand-to-hand among the broken rocks. A
concentrated charge would have broken through, but they never did that. They came in litle groups,
trying to infiltrate.

But they could lose ten to our one, and they'd sill win. We were forced back into a tighter and tighter
perimeter. | had no count on how many | had left. Twenty? A dozen? | looked at my watch. Incredibly,
two hours had passed since the fight had begun.

They broke past us a two places. | had no choice now. "Into the dation,” | ordered. We crept in,
through the holes we'd blown in the tunndls erlier in the morning, and waited. It was quiet out there.

Wilson was gone. | caled my communications man. "Cet into the control room and tdl Kehiayan to
gtand by. Well have to blow this place.

"They haven't comein," Doug said. "What are they waiting for?"

"Dont know. What are you waiting for? Move -"

"Kind of hate to give up just now."

They 4ill weren't coming. We were crouched in the tunne, weapons facing the entrance. Then there
was a bright flash of light out there. | could only see the light, not what caused it. There was another.
Something had exploded just at the entrance. | ft the ground shake.

There was aman a the entrance. Six rifles amed at him, but he came in with his hands high, waving
the red flag of Free Mars.

The rdlief force had come,



FOURTEEN

We brought the uranium back to Ice Hill. We were greeted as heroes. Saviors of Free Mars. So
naturaly when | put in for atransfer to a nice, safe, rear-area solar cdl production facility, it was granted.

Like hell. The trouble with armies is the screwups get the soft jobs;, do something right and they tag
you for another hairy misson. To make it worse, dthough they did give me a couple of weeks soft duty
around Ice Hill, it didn't do much good, because they put Erica on the goddamn atom bomb design
project. Here | went and got ther uranium and they used it as an excuse to put my grl to work
twenty-three hours a day.

We got another benefit out of Deucdion: Marsport had to tak to us. They didn't quite recognize us as
alegd government, but what could they do? They had to have the power from Deucdion. The Feddie
government might have thought different, but the big companies had no doubts. They needed that power.
If it took negotiating with a bunch of criminals, then that's what it took.

We didn't need a big garrison to hold the power dtation. Sentries could see any attack as soon as it
crossed the crater rim - and we made sure Mars Industries Association knew what our commander's
indructions were: don't fight for the station, blow it up and run like hell. Blackmail on the grand scale, but
it worked.

Our raid had been successful, and something to be proud of, but it wasn't the key event of the war.
While we were taking the gtation, another crew had captured the Federation's orbiting spaceship. Free
Mars had a navy.

That was a complicated operation, carried out by Marsmen who'd had experience in space.
Commander Farr had planned to lead it himsdf and would have if his physician had let him go; but Ruth
Hendrix wasn't about to let im expose himsdf to Sx gravities.

You mugt start with five pounds of fud to send one pound from Earth orbit to Mars, or vice versa
The same five pounds of fud is needed regardless of whether the pound sent between planets is payload
or ship structure, so ship designers work like mad to keep the ships light and build in no more structurd
grength than they need. The ships never accelerate a more than a tenth of a gravity - so why build them
to stand up to more then that? That means the ships can never land. They go from orbit to orbit, but they
never touch down on ether Earth or Mars.

People go up to and come down from the ships by landing boat, but fud and cargo are sent up with
laser launchers. At Marsport there's a big fidd of lasers, dl aming into mirrors. Those mirrors are
focused onto one big mirror at the end of the field. Cargo capsules ride a track onto a platform over that
mirror, the lasers are turned on, and the cargo pods are shoved upward a Sx gravities. The space
expeditionary force rode up in cargo capsules.

It was an indde job, of course. Farr and the Marsport members of the revolutionary committee hed
been planning it for years, placing agents in the right jobs in the spaceport, finding out which officas
could be bribed, and dl the rest of it. When the time came the patriots with space experience got into the
capsules, rode up as cargo, and took over the ship.

It sounds smple. I'm sure it wasn't. I've heard a dozen versions of the battle for the Feddie ship, and
the tamest oneis enough to curl my hair. But they took her, and we now had an operationa spaceship -
fuded for the trip to Earth.

"That'swhy we've got to get working bombs,” Erica said. I'd been pestering her to take some time off
from work while | ill had leave.

"You're going to drop atomic bombs on Earth?' | was horrified. "It's the Supidest thing | ever heard
oft They'll derilize Mars.™

"We're not going to drop the bombs," Erica said. "We're going to thregten to drop the bombs. But
only if they bomb us. We know we can't do any red damage to Earth - but we can knock out a big city.
And we don't have to tdl them which city it will be."

"Aha" | thought about that. "So every city's got a reason to argue againg Feddie interference with us.
Devilish. Only how do you know dl this? Y ou're not on the Committee.”

"No, but I wouldnt work on the damned bombs until they told me what they were going to do with



them. Would you?'

"I wouldn't work on the damn things at dl. The whole idea gives me the willies. | want no part of atom
bombs™"

So, of course, | got sent out to explode one.

There are no arrplanes on Mars. Can't be: not enough ar. The usud means of transportation is by
tractor or monorail. But Marsishig: hdf the diameter of Earth, meaning a quarter of Earth's surface areg;
gnce Earth is three-quarters covered with water, there's as much land on Mars as there is on Earth.

Mog settled areas on Mars are in the southern hemisphere because southern hemisphere summers are
awhack of alot longer than northern hemisphere summers. It's not that way on Earth, but Earth has a
creular orbit. Marsis closer to the sun during summer in the south. The growing season is longer, and the
mine strikes were made here.

Mogt settlements are in the south, but not dl. The mogt interesting scientific festures are in the north:
Nix Olympica, the big canyons, most active volcanoes. The fird settlements in the north were scientific
laboratories in the Tharss Region, where the volcanoes are. Even in the north it's eader to live on Mars
then to get here; cartainly it wasin the early days, so the scientists came to stay. They brought ther wives
and their students; after awhile technicians and farmers and support people came out and stayed as well.

This was before the Federation. The firg Mars settlements were founded by the United States in a
cooperative effort anong NASA and a lot of private foundations and universties They didn't exactly
thrive, but they were more or less sdfsupporting. Then the fird wave of true colonists came, and the big
minerd grikes were made hdfway around Mars, near Hdlas Rim and Edom and lgpygia where
Marsport is located. The new colonies were linked together with monorails, but it was too far around to
the earlier places, Livermore and New Chicago and Cd Tech's Pasadena Eadt. Still, there had to be
some means of getting from the old scientific colonies to the new commercid ones five thousand miles
away. There wasn't alot of traffic back and forth, but there was some.

If you don't have arplanes and there's no monorail, there is only one way to get across tha much
disance on Mars a baligtic rocket. Thisign't an airplane, dthough it looks alittle like one. It is a reusable
rocket ship with wings. It takes off on rocket power and is hurled like a bullet or a shdll, traveling in free
fdl until it comes back into the thin Martian atmosphere and the wings can bite.

It il doesn't fly. It glides at hypersonic speed, urtiil it has dowed down to where the pilot can turn it
on itstal and let it fadl toward the surface. Then he lights the rocket again and settles down gently - if
everything is working. The firg probes from Earth to Mars landed amog that way; the technique is
hardly new.

It's alousy sysem for short-range trave, but the only way to go long distances.

When Katrinkadorp rose and threw out the Feddies, there was a passenger rocket at Botha Feld.
After acomplex series of negotiations, Commander Farr persuaded them to fly the ship down to the Rim.
The reason was Imple enough: Farr and the Free Mars Committee thought it wouldn't take much to
bring the old universty colonies into the independence movement. They wanted to send palitica agents to
New Chicago to negatiate with the Regents who governed the scientific colonies. We had many dlies,
both student and faculty, and the Feddie garrison was smdl. It shouldn't take much to throw out the
Feddies - but firg the Regents had to be convinced that independence was possible and that the new
government wouldn't cut off thelr connections with their colleagues back on Earth.

None of this concerned me. I'd heard that we had a ship and that some of the Rm dations were
working to manufacture fud for it - liquid oxygen was no problem, we made that every day, but rocket
fud is something se again - but | wasn't involved.

Thehdl | wasnt.

I'd been hanging around Ericals workshop. | was irritated because they wouldnt let me in there.
Nobody but project personnd alowed. I'd got the goddamn uranium for them. They wouldn't have any
project to work on if my troops and | hadn't given oursdves a permanent case of flat feet marching
across the goddamn planet.



To top it off, Erica had been working when she wasn't adeep, and in the little time we did have
together she acted mysterious, hinting that something big was coming but she wouldn't tel me what. She
was worried and moody. Not much fun to be around. So we fought like cats and dogs in the little time
we had together.

If 1 sound alittle bitter, like a neglected hero, you've got it. If that sounds a little childish, you're right
agan. So what? It was the way | fdlt.

So there | stood, looking for an excuse to be near the lab in case she came out, when Perry found me.
"Hey, Garrett, the Old Man wants to see you." Then he went into the lab. He got to go in. He was
messenger and aide to Commander Farr. Ten-year-old kid brother getsin, but not old Garrett.

| wandered up to the study, wondering what Farr wanted this time, and knowing it meant a new
assgnment. I'd had three weeks since | got back with the uranium. To hdl with the war, and
independence, and -

Oh, | didn't meen it, of course. In the firg place, if we didn't win, my future on Mars was a little less
aopetizing than the future 1'd had on Earth. And | could hardly complain about Army Mickey Mouse,
because we didn't have any. In theory | was an officer - full lieutenant, instead of just acting - and exempt
from what little bullshit there was. Not that the rank meant much. | was Lieutenant Fittson, and Sarge
was jud "Sarge” whatever that meant, but he sure as hdl outranked me, which was as it should have
been. And if anybody had tried to get some old Rimrat like Zeke Terman to sdute me, it might have been
intereing for a couple of minutes . . .

No, | was just unhgppy because nobody paid much atention to me. | didn't have anything to do. |
suspected he was about to fix that.

"Come in, Garrett,” Farr said. He looked much better: the sweling was gone from around his face,
and he could use hisleft hand a little, enough to hold a coffee cup anyway. You wouldnt have known
what they'd done to him unless you saw him walking. "Have a seat.”

"Yes gr." Farr was the only one of uswho rated a'sir', and he didn't indg onit.

"We seem to be winning thiswar," Farr said.

"Yes gr." That was the word we had, anyway. The Federation held the cities, but now that we had
Deucdion and the orbital ship and a couple of dozen other important centers, nearly every independent
dation owner had come out for Free Mars. The Feddies had stopped trying to take over our territory;
now they were defending what they had, and getting nervous about it at that.

"Unfortunately, there are Federation Councilors on Earth who don't believeit,” Farr said.

"They don't believe tha we have the power to destroy an Earth city. Or they pretend they don't
bdieve it. And they have not informed the people of Earth that we have the capability to make aomic
Wegpons.

"But they must know we can -"

Farr shrugged. "Perhaps. Perhaps not. You believed it impossble. And most of the people of Earth
do not know what was kept a Deucdion.” He shrugged again. "There are dso divisons among the
mine's representatives here. Some of them are asking what is in independence for ther people. Ah.
Comein, Erica”

| looked around. She was a mess. She hadn't been getting enough deep, and her eyes were red with
dark bags under them. She hadn't been out of her p-suit in days, and | doubt she'd changed coverdls,
vay recently either. Her hair was up in braids, not very flatering.

She nodded to me; we'd been fighting again.

"WdI?' Farr asked.

She sank into a chair. I'd never seen her so worn out. "If the theory's right, it will work. Dr.
Weinbaum says it will, anyway."

"And you think so?'

"Yes

"Then we're ready. Do you dill want to do this?"

She leaned forward, and some color came back into her face. Her eyes shone, the way they did the
fird night | met her. "Try and stop me!”



" don't want to stop you. You can leavein the morning. The shipis ready."

"What's going on here?' | asked.

Farr regarded me coldly. "I'm sending Erica and one of the weapons to New Chicago. Do you want
to go as military escort?"

"New Chicago?' The more | thought about that, the less | liked it. "You mean you're going to put
Ericaand that damned bomb into a rocket plane and blast her hdfway around Mars? The hdl you are!™

"Garrett," Ericasad. "Shut up.”

"You shut up! I'm not letting you get in that stupid thing. What do they need a bomb for, anyway?
What isdl this-"

"Enough!” Farr shouted. "Lieutenant Pittson. The question is not whether Erica goes. That is settled,
and you have no choice in the matter. The question is whether you will go, and frankly | don't think you're
the proper man for the job, evenif Erica has inasted that you come with her -"

"And just why isn't Garrett the right man?' Ericals voice was coldly polite.

"l think the two of you will drive me crazy," Farr said. "This is not only a technicd job, it is dso a
diplomatic misson. Youll be working with universty people, not Rimrats. Customs are different in the
old colonies. And diplomacy is not precisdly Garrett's strongest point.”

"Hell bedl right," Ericaingsted. "And | want him with me. If -"

| didn't like the way she said that. "If what?' | asked.

Farr didn't answer immediatdy. He looked at Erica, then back to me, and findly came to a decison.
"I see | mugt explain. Garrett, that weapon mug not fdl into anyone ese's hands. And we cannot dlow
the Federation to capture anyone who knows how many weapons we have. That is the man reason for
the security we've put on the labs. What you don't know, you can't be forced to tdl -- and given modern
interrogation methods, don't kid yoursdlf that you won' tdl everything you know. You will. It only takes
time"

He looked at hisleft hand and tried to flex the fingers. "Fortunatdly, they did not have time in my case.
And Mr. Ellsvorth was less interested in information than in punishing a traitor. He is not a subtle man.”

"Now wait a minute" | said. "You're saying that rather than be captured, we're supposed to commit
suicide?'

"No. You don't know anything important. But Erica does. | believe the Padre preaches againgt suicide

"No! Goddamn it, are you tdling me | have to kill Erica?"

"If that is the only aterndtive to capture, yes"" He seemed pretty damn calm about it.

"l won't doit," | said.

" supposed you would say that. So you will not be going. Someone ese will."

"With the same orders,” | said.

"Of course.™

"That's inhuman!"

"Perhgps.” Farr looked to Erica She had shrunk down in her chair and looked miserable. "I told you,”
Farr said.

"Jug wait," she said. She looked a me. "Please, Garrett? Nothing is going to happen. But if - wdl, I'd
rather you were with me."

"But | loveyou,” | told her. "Lord God, we fight alot, but | do love you. How can you do this? Can't
they send someone ese?'

"Who?" Farr demanded.

"Youwill not send anyone dse. Garrett, | have to do this. It's for the Project! Don't you see? | have
to go."

| began to understand, then. "It's alousy choice you're giving me."

"Nothing's going to happen,” she said.

"If | thought this wouldn't work," Farr said, "l wouldn't risk it."

"The hdl you wouldn't," | said. "Y ou send women on suicide missons every day-"

"But | do not send out an irreplaceable weapon,” Farr said. "l do not expect any trouble at dl. But the



military escort on this misson must understand the Stuation. Now, are you going or not?'

It was one hdl of a choice, but not redly. How could | stay behind, now thet | knew whét the orders
were? | certainly couldn't stop her from going. | knew that. "All right, damn you, I'l go.”

Before the Skipper opened his mouth | knew what the next thing would be. "Sarge tdls me you're a
Marsman," Farr said. "Are you?'

"Yes, ar."

"I have your word,"

"Yes, ar."

"Youll leave in the morning. Under the circumstances, you're both off duty until then. I'll arrange for
someone to put the gear youll need aboard the ship.”



FIFTEEN

When the dust isblowing, Mars dawns are more brilliantly red than Earth's best sunsets. Thin clouds
form streams of pink across the horizon, while overhead the stars shine with a luster you can never see on
Eath. We watched the sunrise from the lip of a amdl crater about a hundred kilometers from Ice Hill.
Farr's people had covered the crater with a nylon net; under it stood the rocket.

The bird stood on her tall indde the crater; when they rolled back the camouflage net, | saw that she
was big, as big asagmdl arliner on Earth. | don't know why I'd expected something smdler. We didnt
get a chance to seeit very wel because they hustled us down and indde and strapped us into sedts.

There were eght of us as passengers. My own party, asde from Erica and mysdf, was Plemmons,
who'd cut the monorail line back at Deucalion, and Doug, my communications man. In the forward seets
were Dr. Weinbaum and two members of the Revolutionary Committee.

Weinbaum had been Chief Scientist for Mars Westinghouse. All the years held been with them hed
been part of the Mars freedom movement. | think some of the top brass at Westinghouse had suspected
- the companies are perfectly capable of playing both sides of the street. Anyway, when the fighting
broke out Weinbaum fled Marsport and eventudly wound up a Ice Hill. | didn't know the other two.
The three of them had big powwow to make with the Regents at New Chicago.

Thar escort was Kehiayan, who'd been with me at Deucdion; this was like old home week. | didn't
have to ask what his orders whereif it looked like Weinbaum was going to be captured. They didn't give
us much time for comradely reunion, and it was just as wdl; none of us were very chearful. We
remembered how many we'd left at Deucdion.

Once they got us strapped in they brought in a box about a meter long and hdf that in cross section,
and strapped it into the seat next to Ericac Nobody mentioned it. | looked at it and shuddered. Okay, it's
adglly reaction; but after dl, the Federation was formed to keep Earth safe from nuclear wars, and every
teacher in school had pounded in the lesson that there was nothing more horrible than an atom bomb.
You don't eeslly get over tha kind of indoctrination.

There wasn't any ceremony. Firgt there was the noise of the engines, and then we fdt weight. The ship
accelerated dowly at firdt, then picked up until | suppose we were a two or three Earth gravities. That
was no strain on me, but for Erica and the others born on Mars it was seven times what they were used
to, and it must have been torture.

After a couple of minutes the engines cut. It was dead quiet in the cabin. With the low pressure you
couldn't even hear whispers. Dr. Weinbaum took a pipe out of his pocket and tried to lay it down on the
ashtray. It floated up and drifted away in arandom air current. We were in freefdl.

Ericalet go the straps and shoved hersdf away from the chair. She pushed too hard and bounced off
the calling, swam helplesdy for a moment, and laughed. We dl did. None of us had ever had a chance to
play in free fdl before. My one experience, coming down from the prison ship in the landing boat, didn't
hdp; when | let go | pushed too hard and followed amost the same route Erica had. Eventudly we swam
over to the view port.

We were crossing from daylight into darkness. Mars looked cut in hdf, the dark portion only visble
because it blocked out the stars. At the edge of the planet you could see the atmosphere, incredibly thin,
atiny thing. | pointed to it.

"There will be more," Erica said. "If this works. And | know it will." Her voice took on that glowing
qudlity they dl had when they talked about the Project. | didn't respond.

Directly below us was one of the famous wandering canyons that drive scientists crazy. If you saw it
on Earth you'd know it was a dry riverbed. There are alat of them on Mars, and they mud have been cut
by water, but nobody knows for sure where the water went - or where it came from. Right next to the
canyon was a hig crater, hdf amillion years old, with no trace of water erosion.

Dr. Weinbaum was discussng it with his colleagues. "It certainly didn't rain," he said. "So how does
water cut a canyon as deep as any on Earth, and leave an enormous crater danding next to it
untouched?'

Our trgectory caried us northwest, and we passed over the east edge of Coprates, the Grand



Canyon of Mars. If the other canyons irritate the scientists, this one gives them the screaming willies. It's
longer then the United States iswide, and four miles deep in places. The wals are steep diffs as high as
Earth's biggest mountains. The canyon is closed a both ends, so it certainly wasn't formed by water - but
no one knows where dl the cubic miles of materid that used to be in there have gone.

We could just make out the monorall running from the east edge of Coprates to Novoya Sverdlovsk
in Edom. There are saverd big mining colonies in the canyon, and the monoral stops there. The
Federation had been taking about extending it westward another two thousand miles to the universty
colonies, but they hadn't done it. It would be ahdl of abig project.

After that we were over the nightsde, and we went back to our seats. | took Ericas hand, and she
amiled softly, then went to deep. | leaned back, and the pistol on my belt dug into my ribs.

It reminded me of my orders, and once again | shuddered.

As planned, we landed in darkness, in a crater forty kilometers from New Chicago. The Free Mars
movement a New Chicago was supposed to send a party to meet us.

Unless the universties came over to the indepen----dence movement, we were probably there for
keeps. There aren't very many independent stations near the university colonies, probably not enough to
manufacture the fud the rocket plane would need to take us home. The universties could do it, but only if
they took control away from the Feddies. | wished Weinbaum wel; this didn't look like a good place to
try to set up a gation. It was late fdl in the northern hemisphere, and dthough we were reasonably close
to the equator, it was cold outside. | went out fird.

Tractors bathed usin light. Three figures got out of one tractor and came toward the plane. | hed my
submeachine gun tightly. They came closer and raised their hands to show they were empty. A femde
voice came into my headset. "Ligen my children, and you shdl hear,” she said.

"Of dithy toves, that gyre and gimbd in the dot maching" | answered.

"For dl isvanity," she said. "Mars and Freedom. Welcome to New Chicago.”

| rlaxed. There were a dozen possible variations in those code words, but shed given none of the
warning sgnds. Her welcome to New Chlcap was a hit premature we were a long way from the
universties, and Erica and | weren't going there. | went back in for the others. Flemmons, Doug, and
Kehiayan were waiting near the hatch, weapons ready. Erica and the Committee people were clustered
a the opposite end. They looked scared. "All'swdl," | told them.

Weinbaum and his colleagues got into one tractor, which drove away quickly. They wanted to be
ingde the universty before dawn. There were three more tractors for my party. Ericainssted that we put
the bomb in the cabin with her; she wasn't going to let it out of her Sght. Doug and | got in with her, and |
put Pemmonsin another tractor behind us. All the tractors pulled power-unit trailers, and there was a lot
of other gear loaded on them.

As soon as we were loaded we drove out of the crater. "My name's Eileen," our driver said. "Hi."

We introduced ourselves. She had heard about the big Deucdion raid. "That must have been
exdting," she said. "It took alot of guts”

"Maodly just hard work," | said, but | was flattered just the same.

There wasn't enough light to see much, but the terrain seemed to open up once we got out of the
crater where the rocket plane was hidden. Eileen drove without maps, just following the compass; in a
few minutes | was logt. | couldn't see her very well. She had her hdmet on, faceplate open. In the dark
that didn't show alot, but she had a nice voice.

Ericadidn't say anything, and after awhile| told her, " Sweetheart, you've had it. Why don't you dimb
into the back and get some deep? Youll have that damn bomb for a bunkmate, but | guess youve
shared beds with worse."

"All right. I am tired." She dlimbed out of the seat, and in five minutes she was out. Doug curled up in
his seat and began snoring gently.

"Wide-awake troops," Eileen said. There was alaughin her voice.

"Been along month,” | said. "Doug's been on the perimeter patrol since Deucdion.”

"I'm sorry. | didn't mean anything." We drove on through the night.

Dawvn came about two hours later. Firs there was a fant pink tinge in the east, nothing like the



spectacular dawn we had left behind, then the edge of the sun showed and we had full light. | looked a
the landscape around us. It was not like the southern hemisphere. We were in a huge plain. There were
very few rocks and craters and no hills a dl. Just a fla plain, not much dust blowing, with isolated high
mountains thruging upward at random intervas. The mountains seemed enormous.

"Volcanoes," Eileen told me. "You don't have any in the south.”

"No."

"What do you do when you're not fighting wars?" Eileen asked.

"Rimrat,”" | said. "Station owner. Make that apprentice station owner. I'd have my own except for the
war, but it's not in yet. You?'

"Student. Mining engineering. My father's on the faculty Council, Dr. Hermans.™"

I'd never heard of him, but | supposed he was one of the people Weinbaum was meeting. "Ericas an
engineer,” | said.

"Oh? What school 7!

| laughed at that. "TV screen. Hellastown library. She's a Rimrat. Her father's got one of the most
successful operations on the Rim. We don't have schools™

"Oh. Is she your roommate?’

Now what the hdl kind of question isthat? | wondered. | remembered Farr's little talk about customs
being different in the north. "Were engaged. My sponsor was negatiating with her father when the war
Sarted.”

"That sounds like a business ded."

"W, it's necessary.” | tried to explain about Rim customs. "What's it likein New Chicago?'

She told me, but | didnt redly understand. It was too unfamiliar. The universty ran the town and
owned mog of it. There were labor dients, and a few trangportees, but they didn't redly count. Neither
did the independent station owners. Eileen ether didn't know or didn't care how they lived or what their
customs were.

In the dities the univeraty families tended to marry late, or set up housekeeping without marrying a dl.
Either way it was no big ded and there were few formdities. "Except for the reigious types” she said.
Children were raised by ether parent, or by the universty school sysem. A few students came up from
Eath, but most were from Marsport and other "dvilian" communities. That was her word, not mine
Faculty children tended to stay and become faculty members themsdlves, outsiders usudly took ther
degrees and went back where they'd come from.

| told her about life on the Rim. It was dmogt an dien experience to her. She wanted to know how I'd
gotten into the war, and | told her about the boycott because of Federation taxes. "I hadn't redly thought
about war," | said. "Independence was something we talked about in gatherings, but it was dways going
to happen a long time off. Then dl of a sudden we were in the middle of it. How did you get involved
with Free Mars?'

"Wl | told you my father's on the faculty Council. He's been corresponding with Dr. Weinbaum for
years. So naurdly I'm involved. We're not firebrand revolutionaries, Garrett. The Federation has treated
us pretty wdl: But that doesn't mean we don't care. The whole labor dient system is nothing more than
davery. We have to care” She was quiet for a moment. "What's going to happen after you people take
control of Mars?'

| laughed. "We ve got to do it firs. Me, I'll go back and set up my station. The Skipper says I've got
that coming. When the war's over, dl the Rimrats will get together and rebuild Windhome, and the other
ruined places, and help Erica and me get our station in. Won't be much different from the way things have
aways been on the Rim, except we won't have tax collectors to break our backs."

"Yes, but there's got to be some government,” she said. "You can't throw out the Federation and not
replace it

"Yeeh, but it's not my problem. | can leave that to the big brains™

"But what happensiif you don't like what your revolutionary committee puts together?" she asked.

"Then | guess welll just have to throw them out as wdl. What can they do? Collect taxes on the Rim
agan? Who with? What for? Why shouldn't we like what our own committee sets up?"



"You don't know much higtory, do you, Garreit?' she asked.

"No. What's that got to do with it?'

"Forget it. Tdl me about the Deucdion raid. Did you kill many people? What's it like to be in a
bettle?!

"You don't think much about it a the time" | told her. "You just do it. The thinking comes laer." Or
before. Especidly before. "I suppose youll have your share of fighting here. If Weinbaum and your father
can bring it off - "

"Not as much as you'd think. There aren't but a few hundred Federation people here, and some of
them are universty police wholl do what the faculty Council tels them. We won't have much fighting,
except for the power plants.

Something about the way she said that bothered me. She mugt have sensed it, because she sad,
"Were a backwater, Gary. | suppose were important to Mars, but as schools and scientists. How can
the Federation force us to do anything? Can they force us to teach? So they leave us pretty wdl done”

That wasn't what had bothered me. If they could heave the Feddies out without fighting, why hadn't
they done it? Why were we hiding our ship out in a crater ingtead of bringing it into the New Chicago
landing fidd? Didn't these people care?

| told mysdf it wasn't my problem. There was nathing | could do, anyway. Weinbaum would have to
take care of that.

"Tdl me more about the battles” she said. "Tdl mewhat it's like"

We made camp out on the sands that night. The universty people had brought plenty of gear,
induding a big pressure tent that would hold dl of us. We met the others at dinner. There were about a
dozen university people. The man in charge was Dr. Drury, a junior member of the engineering faculty a
New Chicago. He explained that he was redly a geophysicigt, but he taught engineering, and he liked
fieldwork.

There wasn't a lot of conversation. We were dl tired from bouncing around in the tractors snce
before dawn. The food was good, and there were three cooks who served it and cleaned up afterward.
We weren't introduced to them.

Drury was a drange one. He kept taking to Erica about the bomb. It was obvious that he knew more
about meking them than she did, but the Federation had never let the universties have any refined
uranium. The power plant was daffed by Federation people and guarded by marines, and the faculty
weren't admitted.

"It's a broeder pile" Drury said. "They aren't getting anything like the efficiency they ought to. But they
operate it themsdlves and take dl the uranium back to that depository in Deucdion, then ship it back to
Earth. Won't let us hdp them & dl. Stupid.”

"Garrett wasin charge of the force that captured Deucdion,” Eileen said.

"Oh? Good work," Drury said. He turned back to Erica, and asked her about imploson lenses. |
think that's what he said.

| didnt think she was enjoying the conversation. "Guess it's about time to turn in," | said. "Don, you
want the firgt watch?'

"Quits" Plemmons said.

"Thanks. Dr. Drury, if youll show us where we deep-"

Eileen looked confused. "You don't have to keep watches. We've got people to do that.”

"Sorry," | said. "Orders. We watch that bomb until it goes off."

"Il take awatch," Erica said.

"No. No need. We've got nothing ese to do, but you've got brain work. Get some deep.”

They'd set up two separate pressure tents for our group and put my gear in with Ericas. | didnt like
the arrangements. She wouldn' let the bomb out of her sght, and we had to keep watches. | wasn't
about to have anyone - induding me - gt outsde at night. | made them move the four of us, and the
bomb, into one tent, where one of us could St up on watch. We dept in our p-suits and hemets anyway.
The univergty people laughed a us for that. They had doublewdled tents and weren't afrad of



blowouts."Y eah, but what if the Feddies find out where we are?" | asked.

"They won't," Eileen said. "And they'd never get here without someone knowing they were coming. |
keep tdling you, my father's on the faculty Council.”

| didn't understand what the hdll that had to do with anything. But | hadn't missed that she said "you
people’ when she referred to the Free Mars movement. Maybe it wasn't the Feddies we had to worry
about.

| got Ericatucked in, and Doug dimbed into his degping bag to catch some rest. Don Plemmons and
| had afew words before he took firgt watch.

"l don't like these people, Garrett,” he said. "They treat me like dirt. They give orders like Feddies,
and they don't even walt to find out if you've got something else to do.”

"They've been dl right to me" | said.

"You're an officer.”

"What the hdll difference does that make?" | asked.

"It does. Watch and see. These people aren't Marsmen, Garrett. Not Marsmen &t dl.”

"Crap. They've been here longer than we have. Third and fourth generation.”

"Yegh. But they aren't Marsmen.”

"Dont be stupid. Il rlieve you in three hours™ | said. "No point in trying to deep for that short a
time I'll stay up. Maybe | can find some company in the university tent.”

"Okay, chigf." He crawled into our tent. I'd rather have sat up with him, but Erica and Doug couldn't
have got any deep with us chattering.

Drury and Eileen were in the commeand tent. They acted glad to see mewhen | came in.

"Hilen has been tdling me about your experiences a Deucdion,” Drury said. "Maybe you can hdp
=

"How?"

"Wdl, we are going to have to sorm that power plant,” Drury said. "And weve never - wdl, maybe
you could help. Command the assault force when the time comes. After dl, you've got experience in that
line"

"l do now. But only because we had a job to do and we did it. I'm sure your people - | mean, youve
got to do it yourselves, you know. We can't take that power plant for you."

Drury looked serious. "I know that. People will be killed. I'm glad | don't have to decide who it will
be. Perhaps we can persuade the Federation to give up without a fight."

"Could be." | didn't redly bdieveit.

"Do you want adrink?' Drury asked.

"I've got guard duty coming up. | better pass.”

"How about coffee?" Eileen asked.

"Coffee? Sure. We don't have any coffee on the Rim. Haven't had any since | |eft Earth.”

"It's about time, then,”" Eileen said. " Joseph, some coffee for Lieutenant Fittson, please.”

| hadn't seen the other man. He was gtting in the back of the tent, near the kitchen area. One of the
cooks. He brought a ceramic mug and handed it to me. It smdled great. | hdd it to my nose and sniffed
it, savoring it. "Thank you," | said. | meant it.

"You're welcome," Drury said.

| hadn't spoken to him. I'd said my thanks to Joseph, who'd brought it, but the cook had gone back to
his seat in the back of the tent. | wondered about him. Labor client? Did the universties have labor
cients? Why the hdl would a man be a servant?

Drury had a nightcap, and excused himsdf. "Well be there at noon tomorrow," he said. "Work to do.
I'd better turn in. Eileen, will you be needing anything € se from the kitchen?'

"l can manage,” she said.

"All right. Joseph, you can go to bed now."

"Thank you, Doctor. Good night.” They left together.

"More coffee?" Eileen asked.

"Sure. Thanks. How do you grow this, anyway?"



"I'm afrad | don't know," she said. "Weve dways had coffee a the universty. You can ask the
agriculture people when you meet them.”

"Yeeh, I'll have to." If | could grow coffee, | could get a good price for it. Or could I? Would the
Rimrats have got out of the habit? Nobody born on Mars had ever tasted the suff: Hell, if there wasn't a
market 1'd make one - Mars and coffee were made for each other. It would be worth it, though, just to
have some for mysdf.

"What's with Joseph?’ | asked. "Is he alabor dient?

"Good heavens, no." She was shocked. "He's a universty cook. Part of the staff. Labor dient!”

She laughed then. "There are fifty people who'd like to have his job." She moved over closer, dmost
touching me. They'd brought inflatable plastic couches.

She was a veary pretty girl. Short, with dark hair and brown eyes, her hair cut short aso, with a red
ribbon in it. Erica had been busy the last two weeks, and | found mysdf having disturbing thoughts. Eileen
seemed to like me, too.

Don't be a damn fool, Garrett, | told mysdf. You've got nothing in common with this gil. So what?
mysdf retorted.

"| think everyone else has gone to bed,” Eileen said. She leaned againgt me. | could fed her warmth.
There was no migaking the invitation.

"Guess I'd better have alook around the perimeter,” | said.

"Why? Y ou're not on guard for two hours. What's wrong with you?" She reached out and pulled me
toward her. "I know damned wel | turn you on."

"Yegh, you do. But | told you, I'm engaged -"

"What on Mars does that have to do with anything?' she asked.

"Ericais probably the most mono-gamous woman who ever lived," | said. "Look, I'd love to hop in
the sack with you, but nothing good can come of it -"

"You people are dl crazy,” she spat. "Possessve rdaionships. Bride prices - that's what it is, it it?
Bride price and dowry. Sexud repressons. You're primitives. Probably that's why you like fighting and
wars.

"What the hell's got you mad? And we don't like wars. It's just that we won't be pushed around. | told
you how | got into this-"

"You sure did. It sounded to me like you liked it. And you fight duels. With knives."

"Y egh, sometimes. But it's no big thing. Look, 1'd better go."

"Go on. But you can't say you don't want me. And you can't tdl me how it would hurt your precious
Ice Queen -"

"Now wheat the hdl are you taking about?'

Eileen laughed. "I've seen the way she treats you. Cold. Expects you to do things for her. If you two
areinlove, I'm a purple sand cat. But she ownsyou -"

"Bullshit. She's got the respongbility for that damned bomb, and she's worried about whether it will
work, and -"

"Sure" Eileen said. "Sure. Just go on, now. Go prowl around the desert looking for Federation police!
There aren't any for two hundred kilometers, | told you that, but you just go play soldier. I'm out of the

mood, anyway."
There are times when | think women are a separate species entirdy.



SIXTEEN

The volcano rose above a series of rocky plateaus piled on each other like poker chips of decreasing
Szes stacked into a cone. The mountain jutted more than a mile above the topmogt plate. On Earth it
would have been an enormous mountain, but it was small for Mars.

We reached it & noon the next day. A large permanent camp had been set up at its base, and a big
drilling rig was dready in operation. The derrick was dwarfed by the mountain rigng into the dark sky
behind it.

The drill crew was mostly made up of independent station owners. The crew chief cdled himsdf Tex,
and had worked for an all outfit on Earth before he killed a men in a fight and ended up sentenced to
trangportation for life Hed been sent as a labor dient to work in one of the mine camps in East
Coprates.

"Hard work," he told us. "Wind whidles through that damn big ditch. Not much sun down there.
Coldern’ Pluto's bdls. And they worked us like daves. Never anything to spend money on, no place to
0o, guards bestin' on your head dl the time. Got sck of it. So one morning some of the gang and me
gole two tractors and came here.”

"Y ou came three thousand kilometersin tractors?' Don Plemmons asked.

“Yep.

"How?"

"With great difficulty,” Cd said. Cd was a black miner who'd come out with Tex. "Started with
twenty men got here with nine. Took up with some farmers. Did dl right.”

"Are most of the gtation owners here for Free Mars?'

"Yesh, mogt of 'em,” Cd said.

"How do you get dong with the university people?' Plemmons asked.

Tex shrugged. "Maoslly we don't have much to do with 'em. The word came out that the bigdomes
wanted a hole drilled. The Project, they said. So here we are. Kind of snooty lot, ssems to us. Don't ever
have much to say. | don't think they like convicts"

"They're on our Sde" | said. "These are, anyway.

"Yeeh, reckon 0," Tex sad. "Much as they're on anybody's side. Except their own.”

They were drilling a dant hole from the base of the mountain down under the crater floor. It was a big
operation. In addition to the drilling rig, they had to mineice for water. The drill wouldn't work without a
lot of water pumped down the hole.

The drill was fascinating. A big derrick held pipes verticd, and dectric motors run by solar cdls
turned them. Every few minutes the crew would connect another piece of pipe to the one vanishing into
the ground. "The drill string's fallowing a kind of soft area in the rock," Tex told us. "Were about two
kilometersin dready." The pipes turned endlesdy, while a stream of dirty water bubbled out of the hole
to run off into the sands and vanish a few feet away. Even a this cold temperature it boiled in the thin air
of Mars.

We cdled GHQ at Ice Hill, rdaying through the captured ship in orbit above Mars. "It looks pretty
good," Ericatold Commander Farr. "They've got the hole modtly drilled areedy.”

"How's the cooperation with the university people?' Farr asked.

"It couldn't be better," Erica said. "Dr. Drury's a Project fandic. And they have this huge effort,
drillers, miles of pipe, everything. They're redly splendid.”

"I'm glad to hear that,” Farr said. "Weinbaum isn't getting anywhere in the negatiations. Everything has
to be referred to three different committees, and the people who have to make decisons can't be
reached - | guess it'sjud their way. | don't mind tdling you | was getting worried, but if your part's going
dl right, it doesn't matter.”

"Doesnt matter?' | took the mike. " Skipper, if they don't get together on this, we can't get home! No
fud for the rocket plane.”

"WEell get you home" Farr said. "You just see this thing goes off properly. We're counting on you.
When that bomb goes off itll be the Sgnd for the generd uprising in the cities. It will show everyone on



Earth that we can make atomic wegpons, and it will show the miners and townspeople that we're serious
about the Project. It must work, and it mugt work on time”

"It will," Erica said. "The bomb will work, and I've been over the plan with Dr. Drury. The plug
stopping up the volcano is nothing but some hardened granite. The bomb will crack it, and the pressure
underneath will do the rest. It will work."

"I'm damned glad you're so sure of it," Farr said. "Because well have to surface a lot of our agents
jugt before it goes. If we broadcast an agpped and nothing happens, it will set us back months. Not to
mention getting alot of good people killed. If thisthing won't go, let me know before it's too late.”

"The odds haven't changed," Erica said. Her voice was cold and distant. "You knew the risks when
you decided to do this™

"Yes There are dways risks. This one seems the best chance of ending this war quickly. Well go
with the plan," Farr said. "GHQ out.”

"WEell go with the plan,” Erica said to me. "And | won't be able to rest until this thing is done. Poor
Garrett, | haven't been very nice to be around, have 1? I'm sorry, darling.”

"Itsdl right,” | said.

"No, it's not. But | can't help it." She came to me and we stood, embracing. "I'm glad you're here,
even if you weren't needed,” she said.

"That'sahdl of away to put it-"

"Oh, Garrett, | didn't want it that way. But you weren't needed, were you? We're perfectly safe here.
The universty people couldn't treat us any better.”

"Yegh -"

"You sound suspicious,” Ericasaid. "Why?'

"No good reason,” | told her. "It's just that thisis such a damned big operation. Drillers, miles of pipe,
the rig, an acre of solar cdls spread out on the mountain Sde, tractors, permanent buildings - it's too
much. They couldn't have kept this hidden from the Feddies."

"But they did. We haven't been bothered.”

"Yeeh. All the same, I'll be glad to get back home." | pulled her to me and kissed her. Then again.
Then - "Not now," she said impatiently. "Please. | want to check some figures -"

"l sort of had figure checking in mind mysdf," | said. | looked at her to show what figure | had in
mind.

"I have. to work. And weve got to make an early start in the morning. Dr. Drury is taking us to the
top of the volcano. | want to get some deep.” She pulled away. "Good night, Garrett. | love you."

"Yeeh. Sure. | loveyou to -"

She went into her room and closed the door. They'd given us a concrete blockhouse, with an ar lock,
and a big main room, and three amdler rooms. There was even running water, hot water in the daytime. |
hed the bomb put in one of the rooms, and one of my troops was awake and in the blockhouse at Al
times. Ericathought | was slly; when we first came she wouldn' let it out of her Sght, but now she said |
was making a fool of mysdf, and insulting our hosts as well, by indgding on guarding it with our own
people rather than let the university saff take care of it.

| thought she was probably right, but the Skipper had made it clear that the damn thing was ours, and
we would st it off at the right time and place. | went over to the desk and sat down to take the firg
watch.

It's soft duty. | told mysdf. And there's coffee to drink. Relax and enjoy it.

Drury had instruments set up dl around the area. Every now and then he'd blow off a dynamite charge
and needles would squiggle as the shock waves passed. By feeding the squiggles into a computer he got
apicture of the rock and gunk under the volcano. The bomb had to be placed just right so it would crack
the rocks that plugged up the lava and gas flow. If everything went right when we blew the weapon, there
would be a big gusher of water vapor and gas.

We drove up the sde of the mountain the next day. | left Doug and Don Plemmons stting on the
bomb so | could stay with Erica. It took most of the morning to drive up the sde of the big mountain,
even though the university had blasted out a road years before.



"This one volcano won't do much,” Drury told us as we drove up. "But if - no, when - this works well
have others. I'll show you, up on therim.”

When we reached the top we got out and looked over the edge. The volcano floor was far below. It
was flat and smooth. "This was active not a thousand years ago,” Drury said. "An indant, geologicaly
gpeaking. It's ill got plenty of pressure underneath. A sngle bomb should do it. But come look here.

He led the way up a series of steps cut into a big rock at the rim edge. There was a flat place on top
where you had a view of the plains dl around us. "Look out there," Drury said. He pointed northeast.
"Weé're slanding on alittle baby, but look &t that."

He was pointing to an enormous, cone-shaped mountain. Its base was beyond the horizon, over a
hundred miles away, but dill it was huge, like Manhattan 1dand sanding on end, ten miles high. "When
we st that off, youll know it! And it's not the biggest we have, ether.” He pointed northwest. "You can't
see it, but over that way is Olympus Mons, the granddaddy of them dl. Biggest mountain in the solar
system. Fifteen miles high, higher than from the bottom of the degpest sea on Earth to the top of Mount
Everest. They could see it from Earth before the spacecraft ever got here. Nix Olympica, they called it.
Snows of Olympus. Y ou can see the cloud cover over it."

There were thin white clouds out where he pointed.

"One day well wake him up,” Drury said. "That will redly be something to see”

| gill made rounds at night. It seemed dlly and | knew it, but | couldn't get over the feding that an
operation thisbig couldn't be hidden. The Federation ill controlled everything in this part of Mars. Even
the sation owners were careful to hide ther revolutionary sympathies. And there might not be very many
Feddie cops out here, but there were enough to roll over us.

I couldn't help thinking how safe the people a Deucdion had thought they were. So every evening |
went out and made rounds, just before sundown, and then later, in the dark, watched for any signs of
movement out on the plains. | never saw anything, of course.

I made night rounds and went into the cook shack to find some coffee. | got a cup. The place was
deserted, s0 | sprawled out and relaxed. Then Eileen came in and took off her hdmet.

"l wasn't very nice to you the other night," she said. "I'm sorry -"

"It's okay."

"Sure" She got hersdf a cup and sat next to me. "lce Princess dl bedded down?!

" wish you wouldn't talk about Ericathat way."

"Sorry, but sheis and you know it. She have a headache or what?'

"Bileen, for heaven's sake -"

"What are you so nervous about?' she asked. "Look. We're adults, were the same age, and we turn
each other on. Why shouldn't we do something about it? Like this" She leaned toward me and kissed
me

We st the coffee cups down and tried that again. After a while she reached for the tab on the big
Spird zipper on my pressure suit.

"Maybe we better open theinner door to the ar lock,” | said.

"I dready |€ft it open.”
There wasn't any conversation for along time her that.

| didn't like mysdf very much the next day. | kept tdling mysdf there was no harm done. Erica hadn't
logt anything. | il loved her. She had no use for me. Nothing was changed between us. And the rest of
it. Every man has his own set of excuses, and mine weren't very origind.

The work went on. Erica and Drury worked every day, getting the drill sring sent down just right,
meaking certain the bomb would fit in the drill casing and go smoathly to the proper place. The drill could
only work when the sun was up, of course; there weren't enough batteries and fud cdls to power it a
night. But from before dawn to thet last bit of sun, the crew was working, and so was Erica

It left me a lot of time with Eileen. Sheld look me up, "just to keep me company,” she said, and st
with me on guard watches. When | was on watch we jus talked. Sheld never been to Earth, of course,
and | found mysdf tdling her alot of things I'd told Erica Eileen was a good listener.



Then came the day: the hole was finished. Erica lowered the bomb into the shaft. It took al day and
part of the night to get it placed right. Then the drill crew pumped mud in on top of it to sed inthe blast.

"It's topped up,” Tex sad. "Our job's done.”

Erica brought in her detonator. It was built into a radio chassis. "I suppose there ought to be some
kind of ceremony,” she said. "Here goes." She threw two switches, and three lights glowed on the box.

"It'sarmed,” Ericasad. A broad grin broke out on her face. "It redly workd Nothing can stop it now.
Let'stdl the Skipper!"

It took an hour to set up the rday link. Ericatold Commander Farr what we'd done.

"And you're sure everything is st?" Farr demanded.

"Yes, dr," Ericatold him. "The responder worked, and that shows we have communications with the
device. Now it will detonate when | send the right Sgnd. The bomb can't be disarmed unless you know
the proper frequencies and codes, and I've dlowed no one to examine the detonator. | didn't even
choose the find frequencies until this morning.”

"And you've got the detonator under guard?' Farr said.

"Certanly.”

There was along pause on the other end. Then Farr said, "Okay. WEell go with the plan. | want that
thing to go off exactly at thirteen hundred Mars Zulu the day after tomorrow. That's 5:00 A. M. your
time Not tomorrow, the day after, a 5:00 A.M. your time. Understood?'

"Yes, dr," Ericasad.

"Good. That will be late afternoon & Marsport. Well gstart broadcasting the message four hours
before Go. An hour later well have to reved your location. You run like hdl as soon as she goes. That
okay with you?"

"Yes" Ericasad.

"All right,” Farm said. "There's a lot riding on this. The big uprigngs will come when the ship gets
telephotos of that volcano going up and broadcasts them dl over Mars. We're tdling the miners and the
other labor clients that the Project will be the firg thing Free Mars will do. We're tdling them thar kids
will be able to go take free land and live on it without dl the expensve equipment they'd need to set up
gations. And we're tdling Earth to look close, because this could be what happens to your dty if the
Federation ever bombs one of ours”

"Thebig push is set for when we detonate the bomb?' | asked.

"Yes Make sureit'sontime A lot of our people will have to surface, and if that thing doesn't go on
time, well lose them.”

"l understand,” | said. "WEell st guard on the detonator until it's time. How's Weinbaum doing with the
negotiations?'

"Sill delays. He thinks the Regents are waiting to see which way the wind blows. They'll come over if
theré's a generd uprisng, and if Earth doesn't look like bombing us out. Your little sunt ought to
convince them. But you've got your secondary contacts just in case, right?"

"Yes, dr," | said. Weld been given the names and locations of some friendly station owners who'd
hide usif the university people couldn't take care of us.

"All'swdl, then," Farr said. "Thisisit. In a couple of hundred hours it should be al over except for
mopping up. GHQ out.”

We carried the detonator into our blockhouse. Erica put it in her room.

"It ssems too good to be true,” | told her. "The war over -

"Maybe" Ericasaid. She looked at the box with its glowing lights. "Anyway, my job's done. Nothing
left to do but push a button at the right time. Until then, there's nathing | can do. It's over.”

"Over for us" | thought about my buddies back a the Rim. Sarge would be leading an attack on
Helastown. | wondered how mary would be killed.

"Garrett, | don't know how you've stood up to dl this" Erica said. "I'm exhausted." She came over
and put her arms around me. | held her close. We kissed, then again.

"I thought you were exhaugted,” | said.

"Not that exhausted. Who's outsde?"



"Don'sin the main room -"
"Close the door. Then come here"
For a moment | thought about Eileen and | fdt like a bloody hed, but then | wasn't thinking about

anything at dl.



SEVENTEEN

We got our gear packed up and ready so we could run. After that there was nothing to do but wait.
Ericaand | stayed in the blockhouse. We had decided we wouldn't leave until the bomb went off. Later,
Dr. Drury camein to have supper with us, while Doug sat in Ericas room with the detonator.

"ltwill be a magnificent thing," Drury said. "Magnificent. Making over a whole world. We can dl be
proud to have been part of it."

"It will take along time" Erica said.

Drury nodded. "But we can speed it up. Mdt off the polar caps -"

"They mdt every summer anyway,” | said.

"Not dl of them. One mdlts, the other forms. But there are ways to keep them mdted. And there are
layers of both poles that never mdt a dl. Weve studied this extensvely. The Project can be speeded up
enormoudy - and will be, when the Federation gets out of the way."

“I'm glad we've got you people on our Sde” Erica said. She waved at the blockhouse. "This would
be a building to be proud of back home. Here it's just a temporary thing a a research camp. Y ou've got
enormous capabilities at the universty.”

"Thank you,” Drury said. He raised his glass. "To the Project!”

Wedl drank to that.

"Of course," Drury said, "not everybody at New Chicago U is a Project enthusagt-"

"I'd have thought they would be" | said.

"Widl, some think we don't understand Mars yet. They want to study it the way it is. They have a
point; there's alot to learn, a lot we can learn about Earth by sudying Mars. Well lose most of that
information when the atmosphere begins to build up.”

"How long do they want to wait?' Erica asked.

Drury shrugged. "They don't say. But have you ever heard of a research project being finished?'

We laughed at that. | had two glasses of wine, then switched to coffee. "I gill won't fed right until thet
damn thing's set off and we see the gusher,” | said.

The party broke up about deven. Drury went to his quarters and | got a nap. | relieved Doug about
200 A. M.

"One day and night after this" | said. "Get some deep. I'll caich Plemmons for the next waich.”

"Right"

I made sure the inner door of the air-lock was open. | was wearing my suit, and had my helmet beside
me With that air-lock door open nobody could get in without biowing out the blockhouse, and we could
dill trigger the bomb. 1t would go of early and spoil the Skipper's big speech, but it would dill show Earth
we knew how to make nukes - and show Mars that we were serious about the Project, too.

The Project was the big thing with the labor dients. All our agents told us that. With the Project under
way there was hope for anybody. A lot of workers would probably choose to stay with the big
companies. We were tdling Mars indudries that if they didnt hep the Federation againg us, wed let
them keep everything they had except labor contracts; if they could hire workers, and they probably
could, they could go on mining, refining, sdling to Earth, and meking big profits.

Actudly we were going to need the companies. If they closed down theréd be no employment for
maogt of our people.

I'd been gtting in the main room, thinking about what 1'd do with my valey and wondering if | could
et coffee beans to grow. After about an hour the air-lock speaker was activated.

"Garett?'

Eileen. | didn't want to see her. | fdt ashamed of mysdf for ever getting involved with her.

"l couldn't deep,” she said. "Let mein.”

Oh hdl, | thought. | couldnt argue with her while she stood out in the cold, and | did owe her
something - | could hardly tdl agirl I'd been degping with to get lost. | closed the inner air-lock door and
walted for the lock to cycle.

"Cold out there" she said. "Hi."



"Hi yoursdlf."

She sat down on the other sde of the room. "It's along night.”

"Yeah. Tomorrow will be longer.”

"This one's long enough.” She bounced up. "I'm restless. Got any coffeg?"

"Sure.”

"Here, I'll get yours too." She took my cup and filled it and one for hersdlf. "Everybody adeep?’

"Yeeh. If you're going to drink that, you'd better take your hdmet off. It dribbles ingde if you try to
drink through the faceplate. Or it does for me"

"Inaminute. | dmod froze out there” She sipped at the cup. As I'd warned, she spilled some insde
her hdmet. "That's good. Aren't you having any?"'

"Inaminute. I'm about coffeed out.”

" guess | will take off this hedmet. Give me a hand?"

"Sure” | went over to help with the thing. As1 got to her, she raised a little cylinder, about the sze of
alipgick, and asmdl cloud of spray came out into my face.

"Wha" | tried to shout, but | couldn't. My face was paradlyzed. My vison began to go, not so much
dark as tha nothing made sense. | vagudy saw that she'd dammed down her faceplate and was seded
up.
| couldn't do anything. | gradudly fet my knees giving away and knew | was fdling, but | couldn't do
anything about that, either. | tried to get a deep breath but nothing happened, and now things began to
get darker and darker, and she was going back into the blockhouse toward Ericas room and there was
nothing | could do about it, nothing at dl.

| thought | was back in Batimore Undertown, because | heard Srens and gunshots, and | tried to fight
the Hackers who'd jumped me but | couldn't move. Then | passed out.

"Garett! Garrett, O God let him be dl right! Garrett!"

Someone was shouting in my ear. Part of my mind knew it was Erica and wanted to answer, but |
couldn't answer because | couldn't control my lungs. | felt my chest expand and contract. It was a curious
feding, because | hadn't told it to do thet.

| opened my eyes. They wouldn't focus on anything. There was a big white blur above me. The blur
hed blue eyes and red hair. It moved away and there was another blur that looked like Doug, only his
face was clearer, and after a moment things swam into shape.

Doug was bending over me holding an oxygen mask over my mouth and nose. He was manipulating
an oxygen bottle to force ar into my lungs, then hed turn it off and shove hard on my chest. He kept
doing that.

Don PMemmons held guard on the air-lock with an automatic rifle. The inner door was open. On the
other sde of the room Eileen stood flattened againg the wall, as Erica dternatdy dapped her and shook
her.

"What have you done to him?' Slap. "Tdl ud" Shake. "If he dies, I'll - " It went on like that.

She said some horrible things. | don't remember most of them. | don't want to remember them. |
didn't know Erica knew that much physology.

Eileen was white with fear. She tried to talk, but Erica kept dapping her. Findly Erica let her done. "I
don't know what it was," Eileen sobbed. "It was some kind of gas, they told me it wouldn't kill anyone,
just paralyze him. | don't know!"

"Nerve gas"" Doug said. "Don, there's Suff for that in the med kit. Get 'em and a hypo.”

Don vanished. | couldn't turn my head to see where he went, but after awhile he was back again.

| fdt a stabbing pain in my thigh. Then another in my neck. "Maybe thatll do it," Doug said. "It's
supposed to be a remedy. All we got, anyway." He kept on working with the mask. "Can you hear us,
Garrett?' he asked.

"Awugll." | was surprised that | could say anything at dl.

"Maybe helll make it," Doug said. "Erica, if she don't know, she don't know. You can stop shaking
her. "



"Yes" She came back over to me and knelt beside me. "Please be dl right, Garrett. Please.”

"Urk." Something was happening. | tried to help the breathing process. After about three tries | was
ableto inhde Then exhde.

"What the hdl do we do now?' Plemmons said.

"Watch that damn box," Doug said. "Stay close to it and trigger the bomb if it 1ooks like weve had it.
But wait as long as we can.”

"Maybe we ought to st it off now," Don Plemmons said.

"Think we should wait," Doug said. "Erica? It's your baby."

"We wait. How is he?'

"Tryin' to breathe," Doug said. "l think heisgoing to make it. Maybe we ought to shoot that bitch now
and get it over with?"

"No," | managed to say.

"Soyou can tak," Ericasad.

| got in a deep breath. "Need to find out why," | said. "How many in on this"

"Good thinking," Plemmons said. "Lady, unless you like breathin' Mars ar without a hdmet, you
better tdl us what thisisdl about.”

Eileen was crying.

"I can't believe Dr. Drury knew," Ericasaid. "He'sdl for the Project.”

"No Marsman,” Plemmons said. "He don't give shit about Free Mars."

"No, but heisfor the Project,” Ericaindsted.

"Drilles" | managed to say. "Drillers are patriots. Get hdp.”

"Hésright," Plemmons said.

"Sure, and how many of this chick's friends are out there waitin' for her to get through killin' us dl in
our beds?' Doug asked. "Go out that air-lock, and maybe you face a couple dozen Feddie cops.”

"Weve got to do something,” Erica said.

"Hrd thing is we beat shit out of that chick,” Plemmons said. "Shell talk.

"No," | said. "We don't work that way." | took a deep breath. Then another. | flexed my fingers and
legs and they responded. One sde of my face seemed paralyzed, and it took a conscious effort to
breathe, but | could see and hear clearly, and nothing seemed wrong with my mind - nothing that wasn't
wrong to begin with. | tried to St up.

"Easy," Doug sad.

"What's it about, Eileen?’ | asked. "Why did you sl us out to the Feddies? You did, didn't you?'

She was dill crying. "Because youll ruin everything," she said. "Your horrible Project. We're learning
what causes ice ages on Earth, we're learning what makes planets, and youll ruin dl that! You can't, you
jugt cant doit.”

"Are there Feddie cops outsde?’ | asked.

"Yes. Universty police. My father sent them.”

"And Dr. Weinbaum? Did you betray him, too?"

" don't know-"

"You know Kehiayan's orders,” Doug said. "They didn't get the Doc dive. . ."

"Worry about us. Weve got to say dive a little over twenty-five hours and blow tha thing off,"
Plemmons said. "Got any suggestions, Lieutenant? | guess you're in charge again.”" His voice was heavy
with sarcasm. | had that coming.

"I think | can get up,” | said, and did it. "Okay. Weve got to get help. The only hdp | know of is the
drillers. If they havent been arrested. And the only way we can find that out is to get out of here. How
may ar bottles have we got?'

"Get packs together and fill the water tanks in the suits. We need twenty-five hours worth of ar and
water. Well skip food. Then weve got to figure away out of here."

"l got a way,” Plemmons said. "Blow out a wal with shaped charges. Stands to reason they're



watichin' the air-lock, not the back of the blockhouse. Blow it and run like hell.”

"Will a blowout hurt the detonator?' | asked Erica

"No. Areyou redly dl right?"

“I'm going to live. I-"

"WEell talk about it later,” she said.

"Yeeh. Just what happened? How did you - | mean, why didn't she get the rest of you, too?!

Ericds eyes narrowed. "Because Don told me you'd been seeing her," she said. "And | heard her
voice out here, and | watched her. And don't say | was pying on you, because I've got a right to know
what my fiancéisdoing! I'm not giving you up to some school-educated snob! So when she sprayed you
with that Suff and closed up her faceplate, | came up behind her and knocked the can out of her hand
and batted her head againg the wdl."

“I'm amazed you didn't kill her," | said. | said it to mysdf, but | mugt have been taking louder than |
thought.

"l would have, but I thought we ought to find out what she'd done to you."

Lord save us, | thought. "Don, set the charges in the back wall of your room."

Plemmons nodded and went back into the blockhouse. "What do we do with the bitch?' Doug asked.

"Put her hdmet on her, tie her up, and leave her," | said.

"Maybe | should spray ingde the hedmet with some of that gunk,” Doug said. "Erica?’

Eileen's face went white. "You can't! You aren't you cant?'

"No," Erica said. "But I'd like to. Wait aminute. What did you put in Garrett's coffeg?"

Eileen didn't answer.

"Would it have killed im?" Erica demanded.

"No! It's just a knockout drop-"

"Drink it," Erica said. She brought the cup over. "Now, and every drop, or | swear | will use that
Spray can on you."

"BUt - "

Erica got the spray can.

"All right!" Eileen drank the coffee. They put her hdmet on her and closed the faceplate. She sat il
for aminute, then her head dowly nodded over.

"She could be faking," Erica said. "Tie her up, Doug.”

“Right.”

| got up and moved gingerly around the room. | could wak dl right. My face il fdt funny, the way it
does after a jawful of novocaine, but otherwise | seemed okay. A little light-headed, maybe, but that
could have been from the shots as much as anything. “I'll function,” | said. "Okay, let's get ready.”

We got our packs and wespons. Erica carried her detonator. "All set?" Plemmons asked.

"Yeah," | said. "Let her fly."

We heard the explosions, then whigling air, and then slence. Half the wal was blown out. We lesped
through, and Doug and Ericaran off toward the derrick. Pemmons and | ran to ether sde and wheded
around.

Someone fired at us from the dark. There were the slent orange flowers | remembered from the
Deucdion battle. A figure moved toward me, and | swung the submachine gun like a hose, cutting him
down. | fired another burst, then ran off after Erica

Plemmons dropped down behind some rocks. "Move, chid," he said. His voice was loud in my
headset.

"No heroes," | ordered. "Need dl of us"

"Bedonginaminute” He fired a burst with his automatic rifle, and | ran on, wondering if I'd ever see
him again.

Wed let the drillers guard the wellhead because, short of drilling out the hole again, there was no way
the bomb could be disturbed. They'd been taking the rig apart and sowing it for travel, so we weren't
too worried that anybody would drill for the bomb.

It was a kilometer to the wel site. About hdfway | fdt woozy. This looked like as good a place to



make a stand as any. | found a boulder and got behind it.

A figure came running toward me out of the dark. | gghted on it. "Don?' | caled into the mike.

"Yeeh, chief, don't get nervous.™

"Legpfrog,” | said. "Move on."

He dowed and looked around but couldn't see where | was.

"Go." | ordered.

He ran past, and | waited. My eyes were getting accustomed to garlight, and Deimos, the outer
moon, was up. Demos doesn't give much light; it's not even a disk, just a very bright star, but it was
something. | thought | saw movement in front of me and fired a burst.

More orange flowers answered me. At least a dozen. | tried to remember where they'd been, and
fired a a couple | was sure of. More answering fire from out there,

| didn't think 1'd hit anybody. We stayed that way, trading slent shots for severd minutes, and then |
decided it was time to get the hell out of there. | crawled into a deep shadow and began to move toward
the drill Site.

Something bumped againgt me. | grabbed it, and we rolled over in the dark, tearing a each other. My
wespon was tugged out of my hands. | reached back onto my bet and got my knife and thrugt it, then
agan. Again. | fdt him go limp, and hoped | hadn't run into one of my friends. Then | fdt around for my
submachine gun and crawled farther into the shadow. Fndly | got up and ran.

"Garrett!" 1t was Ericas voice. | wished for air, so | could tdl where she was.

"Coming!" | called.

"Hurry. Weve got a tractor-"

"They'religening,” | reminded her.

"l know that. Hurry."

"Sure. Count off!"

"Memmons”

"Bargon."

So Doug and Don had both made it. And Erica. | was bregthing hard as | got to the wel ste. There
waan't anyone around that | could see.

"Toyour Ieft," Ericas voice sad.

| ran off into the darkness and dmos fdl over them. There were four drillers as well. "This way," a
voice said. One of the drillers moved off, and we Wowed. He went around a boulder the sze of a
palace, and there was a tractor behind it.

"Get on," the driller said. We dimbed on top of it, and it began moving off, upward, up the side of the
volcano. It made sense; the cops were down below, and we couldn't go that way, but | didn't much like
the idea of dimbing that hill. Suppose we were Hill there when it was time to set off the bomb?

| moved toward Erica. There was something bothering me. It had for a couple of days, but | hadn't
needed to know before. Now | did. | took her shoulder and moved my helmet next to hers. "Radio off,"
| sad.

"Off. What do you think you're doing? Let me go.”

"Damn it, save being med for later-"

"l will. Beieve me"

" believe you. | have to know something. That bomb's a couple of kilometers underground. There's
no radio sgnd can go through that kind of rock.

There mugt be a wire connection, something like that.”

"Something like that," she said.

"What? Can they get at it and disable it?"

"It's a trangponder. A receiver picks up the detonator Sgnd and sends a sonic pulse through the
ground,” Ericasaid. "It'swdl hidden."

"Does Drury know about this?' | asked.
"Did you? He's a scientist, so he knows there has to be one - but he has no more idea where than you
do."



"All right. But you had to have help. Who does know?"

"Tex. The Skipper said we could trust him. And he's driving the tractor.”

"Okay." Now | had time to pay attention to what was hgppening to us. We were driving, without
lights at maybe twenty kilometers an hour, which doesn't sound very fagt until you think about it. The
road was narrow and getting narrower, and we were headed up the sde of the mountain. | didn't think
we were likdy to be coming back down.

| pulled Erica closer to me. " Sweetheart, I'm sorry-"

"l don't want to talk about it."

"All right.”

"You damned fool."

She did want to talk about it. She had a lot to say while we went up that mountain, up a goddamn
mountain that we were going to turn into a volcano in about twenty-four hours.

Boy did she want to tak about it.



EIGHTEEN

We stopped about two kilometers from the drill Ste. When dawn came we'd dug in. Nobody had
bothered us. There wasn't but one way up, and we had tha covered, with the tractor's lights shining
down on the road below.

"Wein range for your gadget?' | asked Erica

Yes"

"Then theré's nothing for it but to wait," | said. "Doug, have you got anything we can raise the Skipper
with?"

"No. Not with us"

"Thet worriesme" | said. "Theyl try to bet to him and tdl himit'sdl off. Or something-"

"Wont matter alot,” Plemmons said. "Plan's movin' now. Agents have gone up front. Skipper won't
cdl it off, too much at stake now. Not unless you tdl him yoursdlf."

"Maybe. I'd sure like to get through to him," | said.

| looked around at my tiny command. Tex and Ca and two other drillers. Don and Doug. And Erica
Eight of us. | wondered how many Feddies were down below.

"l have ago,” Doug said.

"No," | told him.

"My job, Garrett. I'm communications. And you're needed up here-"

“I'm not needed at dl.”

"You got a job to do,” Doug sad. "It won't end when that bomb goes unless" he turned toward
Erica "Anyway, it's your job, not mine Mine's communications, and | know where the sets are. Maybe |
can sneak through. These aren't Marsmen, you know. University cops. Townmen. No good out in the
open. I'll be safer than you are.”

"All right,” | said. "How will you go?'

"Around west and down the draw. Cross the road when | think | can. Hell, it's a piece of cake." Doug
waved and was gone.

We waited. Nothing happened. The sun got higher.

"Did Eileen know when H-hour was?' Erica asked.

"Not from me. Did Drury?'

"Of course. But | don't think he would tdll them-"

"He will if they ask right. The way you asked Eileen what sheld done to me. Did you mean any of
thet?'

"l don't have to say."

"l believed you," | said.

" wish they'd do something,” Erica said.

"Maybe they think they can wait us out. Have you heard any chatter on the radios?' She had been
tuning back and forth across the different bands.

"No. But they could be usng very low power."

"Probably are.”

,-We waited some more. The sun got higher, and

it warmed up a bit. It was going to be damned

cold out there for the night, with only the tractor

as a place to warm up.

"I'm getting hungry,” | said. "I could-"

"Hush. Ligen." She showed me the frequency. | tuned to it.

"Aittson? Can you hear us?'

| thought about whether we should answer. Why not? "Yeah, | hear you. Who is thet?"

"Captain Moncrief, Federation police. Your rebdlion has been caled off, Pittson. Y our Commander
Farr has been broadcasting that the big pushis not on after dl. Y ou may as wel give up.”

"Bullshit."



"It'strue

"I don't careif itis I've got my orders.”

"What do you think is going to happen to you when you detonate that wegpon?' Moncrief asked.

"l try not to think about it. But I'm gonna do it. Guess when?!

"l know when."

"Good for you."

"Rittson, give us the detonator and well send you home. Back to Hellas. You and dl your people. We
don't want you. But what you're doing isinsane”

Trouble was, he was probably right.

"I'm getting something s Ericasaid. "Here"

| changed bands. There was nothing but gtatic, then: "Blowhole, this is Highguard. We know your
gatus. Your orders are unchanged. Garrett, if you're ligening, we have the message. Hope you can hear
this" The message repeated severd times.

"The ship," | said. "Doug must have got through. Hope he's dl right.”

We waited some more.

They rushed us just before dark. It was stupid. They had no chance of knocking us off before we
could set off the bomb. They could make us trigger it twelve hours early, but they couldn't stop us.

They didn't even manage that. We cut down five of them as they came up the road, and | think | got
another in the rocks off to our left. It wasn't much of a battle. They didn't have any better weapons Than
we did.

An hour later they tried something else. Firgt they cdled and got me to tak, then they let us hear a
mean groaning.

"That's your communications man," Moncrief said. "We don't like hurting people, Pittson. But there's
too much at stake here. Give up, and welll let im go. And you, too. All of you. Well send you home."

"Bugger yoursdf."

There were more groans and a couple of screams.

"l think that is Doug,” Plemmons said. "Bastards. Dirty bastards.”

"Can't take that," Cd said. He moved off before anyone could stop him. A few minutes later we saw
gunfire below.

"Cd," Tex cdled. "Ansver me, you black bastard!™

"Got a couple, gettin' more." His voice sounded pinched.

"He'slogng pressure,” Tex said. "Oh Goddamn.”

There were more shots and a grenade went off below. Again no sound, only the flashes. Then nothing.

A sniper hit Hemmons about midnight. We got him into the tractor so he wouldn't freeze and left him
to care for imsdlf if he could. He'd been hit on the right Side, just below the rib cage. It didn't look good.

"Attson's Lagt Stand,” | told Erica. "Come on." | led her away from the tractor, alittle higher up the
mountain and off to one sSde. We kept the radios off. | had a degping bag from out of the tractor, and we
managed to get that around us. There was a wind whipping past, but it was very thin, not any red
problem.

We huddled together, hemets touching. "I've been thinking," Erica said. "I want a wood table. Why
should mother have the only wood table on the Rim? Will you make me awood table, Gary?

"Have to wait for the tree to grow," | said.

"Sure. No problem. They say people on Mars can live to be two hundred. We've got plenty of time”

"l loveyou."

"l hope 0. | wish we weren't dl sedled up in these suits and Suff. | wonder how Eskimos manage to
be affectionate? There are Eskimos on Mars. Did you know that?'

"Sure. | met the Greatstars a a Rim gatherin'. Be good to see them again. Wonder how the Skipper's
meking out with his speech? Wish we could hesr it."

"Garrett, whet timeisit?"

"Hve minutes later than the last time you asked.”

"O God. | was sure I'd waited three hours™



There were flashes out to the Ieft, where the tractor was. They werefiring again. The foals. It went on
for along time.

There were twinges of light in the east. "Two minutes to go," | told her. "You ready? Box didnt
freeze?'

"No. | desgned it to take this. Or dmogt anything dse"”

" damn near froze my bdls off -"

"l hope nat," she said.

"Yeeh. | haven't heard anything on the radio for hours -"

"No. Isit time?'

"Coming up. | love you. Five. | dways did. Four. Three. Two. One. Go"

She pressed the keys. Almogt immediatdy we fdt a sharp whump! and the ground shook beneath us.
Then we fdt rumbling. When we pressed our hdmets againg the rocks we could heer it, a long rumbling
sound like thunder that wouldn't go away.

Therim of the sun came over the horizon. The plain below us was dill dark, but there was light shining
on us and on the mountain peak. The sky above us was ill dead black velvet with stars againg it.

The rumble went on, then the stars began to fade, and there was a peculiar color to the sky above.
White clouds shot upward toward the stars, white cloud with red tinges, then solid chunks of red.

"It worked!" Erica screamed. "Garrett, it worked! The Project! It worked!"

"Yeah" It sure had. Stresks of fire shot upward and the entire mountain shook. The white vapor
ciimbed higher and higher into the sky, then condensed. Snowflakes and hail began to fdl around us,
mixed with red-hot rock thet flew out of the rimin a much lower arc.

Fre and ice. | stood and threw back my head and roared laughter and defiance and every other
emotion. "Fre and ice. A new world born in fire and ice" | was fascinated with the image. It was the firgt
poetic thought 1'd ever had. | liked it. | said it again, "A new world born in fire and ice"

Sanity came back amog too late. "Weve got to get the hdl out of here-"

"The Feddies-" Erica shouted.

"Bugger the Feddies. They're running too. Let's go!”

We dashed down the mountain toward the tractor. When we got closer we saw bodies around it.
Tex, his faceplate smashed open. Another driller. The door of the tractor stood open, and there was a
body there, too. A Feddie cop with aknifein his chest.

Don Plemmons lay ingde the tractor. He was iff as a board, and there was a huge icide of blood on
his chest. His hand was dill curled, as if he were gripping the knife hed thrust into the Federation
policeman.

"There's nobody dive here," | shouted. "Hdp me get Plemmons out-"

"We can't leave him! He should be buried"

"He will be!" | pointed up the mountain. A red glow was pouring over the edge. "He will bet It's his
monument, his and Tex's and-" | tried to remember the driller's name, but | couldn't. "Come on."

We dragged the gtiffened corpse out of the tractor. | had time to lay Don so that his enemy was at his
feet. Then | prayed, dlently; the tractor started.

There was enough sunlight to move it. | got the wings extended and there was more power. We drove
down the road. A chunk of rock hit the deck of the tractor, destroying some of the solar cdlls. It dowed
but went on. We rolled over boulders that had falen in the road or pushed them aside. Once we went off
the road and up onto the side of the hill to get around a big one.

Then we werein the flat below. Fire and ice ill fdl around us, but not so thick now. We drove on,
across the plateau to the road down to the next level. When we turned off, we faced three tractors.

We had no armament except my submachine gun.

"They've got us," Ericasaid. "l - you're not they can't take me. |-"

"Crap. By now the revolution worked or it didn't. | don't care if they know how many bombs we
have, or how we make them, or-"

"Bt "

"But nothing!" | picked up my wegpon and worked the bolt. "Well, Generd Fittson strikes again.



Pittson, hero of Pittson's Last Stand, Fittson's Disaster, Pittson's Retreet, Pitt-"

"Shut up and ligenl” she said. "L ook, those 3 aren't Feddie tractord”

The tractors had stopped. A man got out of the lead vehide and stood with hisarms waving at us.

"It's Doug," | said. "He must have gone to our station contacts for hep.” | tuned through the frequency
band until | heard him.

"Wedid it," Doug was shouting. "We did it! They'rerioting in every city! Mars Generd Company has
declared for Free Marsl We've wont Garrett, Erica, weve won! Goddamn it, we've won.”



EPILOGUE

We were married a month later. Sarge stood up for me. He had some new medds for his uniform.
When Commander Farr offered to fight the man who said | wasn't a Marsman | couldn't help crying.
Best of dl, the Padre told Erica never to mention Eileen again. But she didn't give her word . . .



