Like many SF writers, Mr. Young has worked at many jobs—with the possible
exception of construction work on the slopes of Olympus Mons. But then, who are
we to say for sure...?

| am from Mars.

| say this because | spent ten years there helping to build the domed complex for the first American
colony.

Not years as they are measured on Mars, but years as they are measured on Earth. But even Earth
years can belong.

Yes. Tenlong years.

Most people sare a mewhen | tell them this. They think | am crazy. Why would anyonein hisright
mind voluntarily spend ten long yearson Mars?

The answer issmple: For the money.

Andfor the priority. | can name any civil-servicejob | want and it will be mine for the asking.

Well, the complex isbuilt now, and | am back on the planet | came from. | am forever free from the
bitter winds of Mars, from the bleak Martian landscapes; from the dow reentlessrising of Olympus
Monsthat confronted me each morning when | crawled outsde my air tent.

| am back now in the land where | was born. Back in the little town that once for me was the whole
wideworld. | am back where | belong.

"Gosh, you look great,” my father says as we shake hands. My mother kisses me. "It'swonderful to
have you home."

My uncle, who has stopped in because of my return, asks, "What are your plans now, Neil?’

| shakemy head. "l just want to rest for awhile.”

"l don't blameyou!" says my father. "Working al those years on that damned complex!”

"What arethey going to useit for?' asks my mother.

"Peopleare going to live there."

"Crazy people,” my uncle remarks.

| nod. "I guessyou'reright.”

Itissummer, and | like the way our backyard looks from the window of my upstairsroom. Itisa
vivid green from the last rain, and patterned with beds of my mother's flowers. My father must have
recently cut the grass, for it is carpet-flat, with not aweed protruding. Thereisawhite fence around the
backyard. It isfreshly painted.

| fed that | must belong here. In this middle-class neighborhood. In this small middle-classtown. On
Mars| often dreamed of the town and the house and the backyard. Of my room up under the eaves.
When they asked meif | would like to stay and become part of the colony, | laughed at them.

They can shove Mars.

| can hear the voices of my mother and my father and my uncle coming from downdtairs. Presently |
hear adifferent voice. A vagudy familiar one. It isrich and full, like afternoon sunlight. "Neil, you've got
company,” my mother calsup the dairs.

| go down to the living room. Yes, it isshe. Judy. Judy Dalms. She runs over and kissesme. The
scent of her isdl around me, and oddly it isthisthat | remember most. More than her titian hair and
dark-blue gaze. More than the dimplein her right cheek. More than her demure smile. We were lovers
long ago. But she should not have kissed me. It has been too many years.



And surely she must be married by now.

We go waking. Around the block. It is afternoon and awarm wind is coming down from the green
hillsthat rise beyond the lowlands. Thewind isin her hair, in her walk, in her words. "Yes. | was married.
But not any more."

She has three kids. Suzan, Kevin and Carl. The two boys are dying to meet me. They want to go to
Mars. "l told them al about you," Judy says.

"Why do they want to go to Mars?"

"Y ou know kids."

"They'll grow up."

"What are your plansnow, Nell?' "I haven't any."

"Y ou have priority on any government job you want."

"It was part of the package."

"I'm aworking girl now. | work days at the supermarket and nights at the show. | took today off."

"Two jobs?'

"Threekids. You know how itis."

| do not know. ™Y our ex-husband—he must give you some support.”

"Oncein ablue moon | get acheck."

We arrive presently back in front of my parents house. Judy's électricar is parked &t the curb. It isa
tiny stationwagon. She gets behind the whed. "Are you working at the show tonight?* | ask.

"It'sonly aweekend job."

"Maybe I'll drop by to meet your kids."

"They'll draw and quarter meif you dont."

"Where do you live now?"

"Where| used to. Mother'sand Dad's.”

My father is on vacation. We drive downtown for abeer. The business section has changed but little;
itisadua succession of block-like buildings with papier-mache fagades. The gin mill | used to go to has
been transformed into a clothing store. We go to Big Charlie's. | remember him vaguely, and we shake
hands. It isadead time of day and there are only afew patrons, none of whom | know.

Charlie no longer waits on trade and has a barmaid behind the bar. She knows my father. "Day off,
George?' she asks.

"Vacation," my father says.

"What're you doing? Painting your houss?"

My father introduces meto her. Pat. | judge her to be about my age, but she does not show her
years. Sheisdender at first glance, but then you begin to see the fullness of her hips and breasts. She has
brown eyes which somehow are not in accord with her light blond hair, which is swept back and fals
below her shouldersin meticulous braids. Shetells me she used to be an ecdysiast. | wonder how she
guessed my father is painting the house. It istrue heis not painting it yet, but heisgoing to. | know,
because | saw aladder in the side yard and cans of paint on the back porch.

She buysusadrink because | have beento Mars. "Y ou don't look likeaMartian,” she says. "Why'd
you come back?"

"To help my father paint the house."

"l wasright then. Heispainting it."

"Naturdly. Hes on vacation.”

My mother has roast beef for supper. 1 wish she had not gone to the expense of buying real mest.
She has made appleohn for dessert. She remembers how | loved it. It tastes strange now. Rations do
something to your taste buds, athough our Martian rations were good.

My aunt and uncle dine with us. "What are your plans, Neil?' my uncle asks again.

| shrug and say | haven't any.



My father has not asked meyet. But hewill get to it soon.

| watch 3V for awhile, then shower and shave and get into dacks and shirt and shoes from my
pre-Martian days, and head for the DAms house. It isnot far, | cover the distance eesily. | am fully
reaccustomed by thistimeto Earth's greater gravitation. The two boysarein thefront yard. | must look
likeaMartian to them, for they run into the house, crying, "Mom, he's here, he's herel™

Judy meets me at the door and we go insde. Sheinsststhat | have coffee. Carl is seven, Kevinfive.
Thelittle girl Suzanisonly three. They are beautiful children; dl of them have Judy's eyes. Carl wantsto
know what it islike on Mars. | tell him and Kevin about the Margaritifer Sinus, Tharss Ridge—where
the complex islocated—and massve Olympus Mons. | tdll them that the Sky isyellowish pink instead of
blue. To temper their fascination | tell them about the cold and bitter winds, and how "Martians' haveto
wear air masks whenever they are outdoors.

"Arent there any real Martians?' Carl asks.

"I'm afraid there aren't.”

"But weren't there Martianslong ago?"

"There may have been. But they left no sign of themselves.™

"| don't think I'd careto go there," Judy says.

"l would," says Carl.

"Sowould I," saysKevin.

"Don't worry about it," | tell Judy after they have goneto bed. "When they get older, they'll know
better."

"Youdidnt."

"That's because | never grew up.”

But thisis not true. | went to Mars for the security it would give me on Earth.

We st on the sofa, watching 3V. We have the house to ourselves, except for the kids. Her father
also ison vacation, and he and her mother are spending two weeks at the Thousand Idands. Their house
does not need painting. | am tempted to ask Judy whether her father painted it while on vacation last
year, but | do not. | am not making astudy of middle-class customs. It isimmeateria to me when people
paint their houses.

| know that if | say theword, or even hint that | am so inclined, Judy will take me upstairsto her
room. | do neither. Itisnot that | do not want her, how could | help but want her after being without a
woman S0 long? But there isastrange coldnessin methat will not go away.

We kissin the doorway when we say good-night, and she puts her arms around my neck. Thereis
no coldnessin her, but clearly shefeds mine, for she draws away. | wak home beneath the summer
dars.

| begin helping my father paint the house. When he finaly asks me what my plans are, he does not do
so directly. He says casudly, as| am cutting awindow sash, "Theresacivil service exam for postal
workers coming up in two weeks."

| do not say anything.

"For you it would just be atoken, of course. Y our priority automatically putsyou first on thelist. You
wouldn't even haveto pass.” "'l could passthe damn thing."

"l know you could. The paint is, you haveto takeit for your priority to work. Then, as soon as
there's an opening, you'l be safe.”

"SHe?!

"Security-wise. | know you've got a bundle from being on Mars, but it's not the same as a secure
job, and what with the price of things who knows how long your money will last? Thisway, you'l bedl
st forlife”

| say nothing more.

| stop into Big Charlie's one night for abeer. | runinto people | used to know. Guys | went to school



with. They al have pretty much the same thing to say—how they wish they'd goneto Mars. | tell them
they Hill canif they want—that the Colonization Bureau islooking for volunteers. Oh, but they can't go
now, they tell me, they're married and have kids. | tell them they can take their wives and kids with them,
and they look at me asthough | am out of my mind.

Pat is behind the bar. Tonight she hasred hair. | marvel a how young she looks when her eyestéll
me sheismy age. Sheislikeadgirl just graduated from high schoal. | remark on the color of her hair, and
she says, amiling, that no one knows which of her hairdosisredly her own hair. | marve at her smile. Itis
warm and confidentia, as though we have known each other for years.

| buy her adrink and she buys one back. "I'm helping my father paint the house," | tell her.

"You'reright back in the groove."

"How in hdll did you get far enough outside this damned dedl to see what makesitswhedls turn?”

"You don't haveto get outsideit to see.”

"l had to."

Shelaughs. "Theview from Mars. And hereit was, al thetime, in your own backyard.”

She waits on another customer and comes back. Thereisno coldnessin mewhen | look at her.
"What does Earth ook like from far away?' she asks.

"It'sapretty blue star. What made you decide to take your clothes off for aliving?"

"It gave meacharge."

"Nympho-exhibitionism?'

"| don't think s0."

"Why did you stop?"

"l got married to a man who thought Christ was due back any day. He didn't want Christ to seeme
naked. It didn't work."

"You can gart up agan.”

"I'mtoo old and fat."

"The moon is made of green cheese."

"l guess| don't want to start again. | go from town to town now, like| did before. Only now | only
tend bar."

"On Marswhen | got up mornings and went outside the first thing I'd see would be Olympus Mons."

"Tdl meabout it."

"It'slike the state of Utah turned into a fifteen-mile high mountain. | thought | wanted to be free from
it. Now, | don't know." "Y ou're free from it whether you want to be or not."

"Yes. | guess| am. | haveto leave now. | haveto get up early to paint the back porch.”

Judy calls on her next day off. She and the kids are going on apicnic. Carl and Kevin asked her to
ask meif maybe | might liketo come dong. My father and | have the paint job beat by thistime. | tell her
okay.

She picks me up in her stationwagon. | can barely fit into it what with her and the three kids and the
picnic basket. Thereis a state park five miles from town. Barbecues, picnic tables, bathhouses. The kids
are ecdatic. They run around me, begging meto take them svimming. Especidly Suzan, thelittlegirl. |
get into my suit and they get into theirs, Suzan with Judy's help, and | take them down to the beach while
Judy gets one of the barbecues ready for grilling synthi-hot dogs and soy-bean burgers. Supervising the
kids activitiesgivesme aproprietary air that | do not find atogether distasteful. | watch thelittle girl
carefully. She squatsin water half afoot deep and splashes ddlightedly. Carl and Kevin go out asfar as
they dare, to impressme. | tell them to swim closer to shore.

We et a one of the picnic tables. It isaweekday, and we have the area pretty much to ourselves. It
strikes methat Judy does not have adog. "We had one," shetdllsmewhen | ask, "but it got run over.
We're going to get another.”

The kids grow sad at the mention of the dog. Spike, his name was. "We're getting an Irish setter this
time," Judy says. "Although they cost anarm and aleg.”

She has brought beer too. We sip it from biodegradabl e cans while the two boys play catch and



Suzan fingers arabesquesin the sand. | ask Judy, "Didn't you bring your suit?"

"Y es. But we should wait an hour before we swim."

The hour drifts by, and then dl of us head for the lake. Man and woman and kids. Gaiety and
laughter and much splashing. No dog, but dog ison way.

The warm sunlight seemsto have banished my coldness, and after we return from the picnic | spend
the evening with Judy. She fixes alight supper of potato salad and synthi-cold cuts. She puts Suzan to
bed early, and afterward | tell the two boys more about Mars. They are practically sitting on my knee,
and yet they arefar away. | cannot understand this, because they are such beautiful children. After Judy
sends them off to bed she sits down on the sofa beside me. | put my arm around her shoulders. Ingtantly
the coldness comes back. The alienness. Wekiss, but | know it isn't any good, and presently | make a
lame excuse and leave. After | walk home | stand in the backyard looking up at the stars. | make out
Mars. Itisan orange pinprick in the sedate sky. | turn the cart around, hoping to get a better view of
mysdlf. If there were Martians and one of them lived on Earth for along enough time, would he become
an Earthman? My inverse ratiocination takes me nowhere. | am in an unexplored area of extraterrestria
science. | leave Marstorest inits celestia arbor, go inside and say good-night to my mother and father
and go upstairsto bed.

My father has gone back to work at the post office. One evening he brings home an application for
the upcoming civil-service exam. | fill it out dutifully and give it back to him. He has eeven yearsto go
before hewill be digiblefor retirement. Heis aready looking forward to those years ahead. How shall he
fill thelong hours? He cannot paint the house every day. No doubt he will put in avegetable garden. He
has dways had afarmer's thumb. There will be akitchen garden in our backyard. And the house will
gleam from innumerable coats of paint.

| touch Pat'shair. "Isit thered thing?'

"Why do you care?'

"Never mind why. Isit red ?'

| have borrowed my father's car and we have gone to a drive-in and now we are parked on a bluff
overlooking thelake. "Yes, it'sred," Pat says.

"Y ou have such nice hair. Why do you camouflage it with wigs?"

"To make mysdlf diverse and fascinating. Charli€s trade hastripled since I've been here.”

"They al ask you out over their beers, don't they."

"Theway you did."

"Yes Theway | did."

"Mogt of them do.” Shelooksat me, and | can see starlight on her face and the faintest hint of it in
her eyes. "Youretheonly onel said yesto."

"Because I'm from Mars?'

"Maybe that waswhy."

"You'refrom Marstoo. Inaway."

"Isthat why you asked me out?'

"l guessit was partidly why."

Wekiss, and | taste starlight on her lips. Thereisablanket in the trunk, and | get it out and we
spread it on the ground. We lie down upon it Side by side. Thereisthe indrawn-breath sound of the
waves below, and around usthe light of stars. "It redlly ismy red hair," she whispersin my ear. | wonder
where my coldnesswent. My dienness. No, my diennessis gill with me. | have an dienin my ams. Man
and woman and lake and starlight. And Mars, high, high above. Man and woman. Making love.

"Judy called lagt night," my mother tells me as she friesmy bacon. " She'ssuch anicegirl.”

"I'll have only one egg, Mom."

"She says she's having a cookout in her backyard tonight and the kids are hoping you'll be there.”

Kevin and Carl and Suzan. And soy-bean burgers and synthi-hot dogs. And possibly



corn-on-the-cab. It is part of the intricate scheme of things. Job, wife, kids, pension. Middle classdom.
Only when war comes does the pattern shift, and then never for long. God created Earth for the middle
class.

Why did He create Mars?

| do not go to the cookout. | go to Big Charlie's. When Peat closes for the night we go to her
gpartment. | tell her of the gpplication | filled out. "They can't turn me down.”

"Isthat redly why you went to Mars?"

"It was one of the inducementsthey offered. | couldn't go to college—not many middle-class people
can afford to any more. But civil serviceisthe next best thing. Thetroubleis, there are too many
gpplicants. Y ou have to get in the side door somehow.”

"When you get your vacation will you paint your house?'

"Naturdly."

We are stting Side by side on her bed. "'l guessI'm cynica. When you take off your clothesthe
world seemsto take its off too."

"Isthat your redl hair?"

"Youknow itisnt."

She pullsthe wig off and shakes her head and lets her soft brown hair fdl free. Thereisn't adegree of
coldnessin me when wekiss.

"The examination,” my father tellsme, "isat nine A.M. tomorrow. In the post-office basement.”

"Judy cdled again," says my mother. "Y ou'reinvited to her placefor dinner. Her mother and father
are back and she wants you to meet them. And oh, yes, there was another call. From the Colonization
Bureau. They want you to call back."

| makethecal. They tell methe quotaisnot full yet and ask meif | have changed my mind. | tell
them Hell no.

| go to Judy'sfor dinner. | meet her mother and father. They are much like mine. For the occasion
her mother servesred pork chops. Judy has baked an apple pie. All the kids have two dices apiece. |
have only one. But itisagood pie. Aswe Sit there at the table the scene seemsto freezein my gaze.
Judy, her mother and father and the kids dl take on marmoredl lines. | am in aroom with statues. Only |
amred. Andthenitisal over and the statues turn back into middle-class Americans egting apple pie.

After dishes, Judy and | go out and sit on the front-porch steps. Judy says, "I hear there's a postal
workers exam tomorrow." "Yes."

"Y our mother told me you're going to takeit. | wish you luck.” "I'm not going to takeit. I'm going
back."

She becomes fascinated by. a pebble near her foot. She keeps pushing it back and forth with the toe
of her shoe. At length she says, "I guess| should have known."

| do not say anything. Thereisnothing | can say.

"Doyou like it up there?' she asks.

"| thought | hated it. | guess| waswrong."

| say good-byeto her, to her parents and the kids. The boys have stricken looks on their faces. | kiss
thelittlegirl. Thereisno coldnessin mewhen | kiss her. She does not know yet sheis of Earth.

| say good-bye to my mother and father. My father says he understands. He does not. My mother
cries. They had everything al figured out for me. My aunt and uncle comein, and | shake handswith my
uncle and kiss my aunt. My uncle keeps staring a me when he thinks | am not looking. He thinks | am
quite mad.

| go to say good-bye to Pat. She comes out from behind the bar. "1'm going too," she says. "If theré's
room for me."



"They'll makeroom.”

In her gpartment, packing, she says, "There aren't any strings.”
"Maybe | want there to be."

"Therearen't any if you dont.”

"Why areyou going?'

"l want to belong somewhere.”

"Marswill tekeits clothes off too."

"Not if | don't take off mine."

| like the starlight on her face when at last the shuittle lifts us up among the gars. It isafineface.
Thereis strength and resolution benegth its symmetrica lines. She will become afine Martian. Among the
faces of the volunteers | seefaces| have known before. They are the faces of some of the men who built
the domed complex beneath the Martian moons. We Martians are going home.



