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MARS CHILD

The colony on the red planet had no need
for heroes. It wanted people who knew how
to solve the problem of simple survival,
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MARS CHILD

Wastroted by WILLER

BY CYRIL JUuDD

CHAPLER ONE

IM KANDRO couldn’t pace
the corridors, because there
weren't any. The Colony's
hospital was simply an extra room
built onto the doctor's rammed-
earth house. They still called it
“earth,” though it was the rust-red-
dened soil of Mars.
The narrow space between bed
and wall cramped his restless legs;
the monolonous motion wearied his

| arm. But Jim stayed on, doggedly

determined to see the thing through,
rubbing his wife’s back and whis-
pering reassurances, as much to
himself as to her.

"Why don’t you let me take over
for a while?”” the doctor suggested.
Jim's usefulness was over now; the

§ man was only communicating his

own panic to his wife. “Go in the
other room and lie down, or take a
walk outside if you want to. Noth-
ing's going to happen for a while
yet.”



“Doc . . .” The man’s veice was
rough with anxiety, but he held
back the frantic questions. ''Please,
Tony,” he said simply, “I'd rather
stick around.” He fixed a smile to
his face as he bent over Polly again.

Anna came in before Tony had
quite decided to call her. It was a
talent she seemed to have, one of
the reasons why he had chosen her
for his assistant.

“I think Jim nceds a cup of cof-
fee,” he told her firmly.

Kandro straightened up awk-
wardly. “All right, Doc.” He was
trying hard ¢to be matter-of-fact.
"You'll call me if anything—when
there’s news?” -

“Of coursc he will.” Anna's
quick assurance forestalled Tony's
exasperated retort. She put her hand
on Kandro's arm, and smiled down
at the woman on the bed. “Not
much longer now, Polly,” she said
with quict certainty. “"Come on,
Jim.”

As the door closed behind them,
Tony turned ¢o his patient, and sur-
prised a bricf smile on her lips.
"You mustn’t mind,” she explained,
almost apologetically. “He's so wor-
ried.”

She had no breath for more. She
twisted suddenly on the narrow bed
and clutched at the air ¢ill Tony
gave her his hand to squecze on.
Every other form of physical labor,
he ‘reflected unhappily, was made
casicr by ¢he light gravity of Mars;

but the labor of childbicth was-

eternally the same. And there was

nothing he could do right now, ex-
cept to offer her the reassurance of
his presence. He stood and waited,
gooseflesh cascading from the nape
of his neck down his spine as she
ground her tecth against the pain.

When it was gone and she re-
leased his hand, he tumed to the
sterilizer for a fresh glove. One
more cxamination, he decided.
Something should be happening by
now.

He heard her deep inhalation be-
hind him.

“Anna’s 50 nice,” she sighed.

E HEARD the difference be-
forc he turned and saw it.
Polly was lying back, completely re-
laxed, making the most of the time
before the pain returned.

“Yes, she is,” Tony said. He
dropped the glove on the table; an-
other examination wasn’t going to
do any good, for her or for him.
Quit the damned fiddling, he told
himself. Sit and wait. You let that
poor son-of-a-gun get you down. If
she can wait, you can too. Be the
doctor you would have been in
Pittsburgh  or  Springfield—any
Springhield on Earth. So you're on
Mars, So what? Sit and wait.

He got a chair and put jt next to
the high bed, dropped his hand
casually on the sheet where Polly
could sce it, where she could grab
it again when she wanted to. He
deaned back and forced himself,
muscle by unwilling muscle, to
relax.
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N THE other side of the door,

Jim raised his “coffee”™ cup

for the fourth time to his lips, and

for the fourth time put it down
again untasted.

“But what do you think, Anna?"”
he burst out. “"How does it look to
you? You'd know if thete was any-
thing . . . wrong.”

"It looks all right to me,” she
said again, gently. "It looks like a
normal delivery.”

"But she’s been—she started at
six o'clock this morning! Why
should it take so long?"”

“Sometimes it does. That doesn't
mean there’s anything wrong. It's
hard work, that's all. It takes time.”
It was useless to tell him not to
worry. She went over to the work
counter that ran the length of the
rectangular roqm. I don't think
it'll be much longer now, Jim. Do
you want to try and get some sleep
while you wait? Or if you're going
to stay up, could you give me a
hand here?” She pulled out mate-
rials quickly.

“Sure.” He got up, still holding
the cup as though he didn’t even
know it was in his hand. "I mean,
I'll be glad to help.” He let Anna
relieve him of the cup, and accepted
an alky torch, never wondering why
she should choose to start a job at
half-past midnight.

“Look,"” he said desperately, *'you
would tell me, wouldn’t you, if it
wasn’t going right? He—Tony
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wouldn’t want to keep me from
knowing, would he? She never got
this far before, you know.”

"Believe me, Jim, if there were
anything wrong, Tony would tell
you. And I don’t know any more
than you do. You were in there
longer than I was. Here, hold the
flame down this way, will you?”

For just a minute, he turned his
atteation to the work. "But why
wouldn't he s¢// me anything?”

“Because there was nothing to
tell, I imagine.” Even Anna's pa-
tience could wear thin. Deftly, she
removed the torch from his hand
before the down-turned flame could
do any damage.

Kandro wanted to yell: you dow't
know, none of you know, heelve
years we've been married and a man
and a woman want kids, and none
of you kiow how twe want kids and
all she does is get 5o sick you think
she’s dying and she never got this
far before and you just dow's
know . . .

He saw in Anpa’s eyes that he
didn’t have to say it, that she did
undeestand. Her arms went out a
little, and the big, rawboned man
flopped on his knces before the
plain little woman and sobbed with
his head awkwardly pillowed against
her. :

fii
T 3:37 A. M., Dr. Tony Hell-
man adjusted a tiny oxygen

mask over the red button nose of a
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newborn infant, wiped it and
wrapped it, and returried his atten-
tion to the mother. He reached for
the buzzer that would summon
Anna from the other room to help;
but he didn’t push it. Kandro was
sure to come storming in with her,
and Polly was too wakeful and ex-
cited as it was. Then, ¢oo, there was
a certain perverse satisfaction in
doing the whole job himself, even
the messy wiping up operations that
would be left to a student nurse
back on Earth.

HEN he had finished, he

overrode Polly's plan to stay

awake and stare at her baby. He
gave her a stiff shot of sedative to
make certain, then decided to give
her her OxEn pill for the next day
as well, hoping she would sleep
through till late morning.

Only since the development of
the magic pink pellets, containing
the so-called “oxygen enzyme,” had
it been possible for most human
beings to live a normal life on
Mars. Before that, anyone who did
not have the rare good luck to pos-
sess naturally Marsworthy lungs
lived permanently in an oxygen
mask. Now masks were nceded only
for babies too small to tolerate the

ill.
P The miracle enzyme made the air
of Mars as useful to human lungs
as the .native atmosphere of Earth
. always provided the human
in question took his pill religiously
every day. Let thinty hours go by

without * renewing the treatment,
and he would be dying, within min-
utes, of anoxemia.

Tony took a Jast look at the baby,
made sure the tiny mask was prop-
erly adjusted, and checked the oxy
tank for proper flow. Polly was al-
ready half-asleep. He went quictly
past her bed, and opened the door
to his living room.

“Sh!" Anna turned from her
workbench, her face warm and
cheerful. She pointed to the bunk
where Jim, fully dressed in tunic
and sandboots, lay fast asleep.

“Everything all right?”

Tony nodded. "Damn sight bet-
ter than I expected.” After the
glaring light of the hospital reom,
the quiet dark in here was good.
More than that, Anna’s untroubled
presence served to dissolve all the
nervous tension of the hours before.
Suddenly too fatigued even to talk,
he fnished Dbriefly, “‘Boy—iive
pounds two ounces, Earth weight—
good color—strong too."”

“Good.” Anna returncd her at-
tention to the work. "“I'll finish this
up and then go sit with her. I'll call
you if she needs anything.”

“What about him ?"

Anna glanced at Jim’'s sprawled
figure. “He'll be all right.” She
smiled. “He can wait a few hours
to meet his son.”

For just a moment more the
doctor stood there, watching her,
fascinated as always by her delicate
art. A puff on the tube, a twist as it
reddened in the flame, a spin against
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an iron tool, another puff. All of it
casual, seemningly random, and then,
somehow, there was 2 finished piece
of work-—part of the intricate glass
tubing always needed at the Lab,
a fragile-looking picce of stemware
for some new colonist’s houschold,
a precise hypodermic syringe for
himself.

He watched till his weary eyes re-
fuscd the bright spot of light where
the pale flame washed over the
glowing glass. Then he stumbled
into the adjoining bedroom and

slept,
CHAPTER TWO

THE Lab was the cash drop of
Sun Lake. Mars had a slight
case of radioactivity, nothing you
couldn’t live with, but enough to
enable Sun Lake City Colony to con-
centrate and isolate radioisotopes
-and radioactive ofganics for sale on
Earth at better than competitive
prices, cven after the stiff tariff for
transport.

The matcrials handied were only
mildly dangcrous, but it was the
doctor’s job to render them effec-
tively not dangerous at all. Twice a
day, before work started in the
morning and again before quitting
time, Tony grigered the whole
place. On this precaution the wholce
community depended, not only for
safcguarding their solc source of in-
come, but for their very lives. Every
adult member of the Colony did
work at least indircctly connected
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with the Lab; all of them spent
some time there.

Among other things, it was the
only building with a large enough
room to serve for social [unctions.
And it offered the only possible
change from mud-colored walls,
from isomorphic rooms, all just
15x15, from cement floors and wall
bunks. The Lab had everything th.
other buildings lacked—steel framec-
work and alumalloy wall sheathing;
copper tubing and running hot
water; built-in power outlets, Earth-
made furniture; even the blessings
of an Earth-import air fltering sys-
tern,

The one kilometer walk out to
the Lab in the early morning al-
ways infused the doctor with a
glowing sense of confidence and
well-being. In a year on Mars, he
had lost little of his first pleasure in
the buoyancy afforded by the low
gravity. Walking was effortless;
and, in the thin air, an hout’s sun-
light was enough to clear the
night’s chill from the open spaces,
At noon, the sun would be too
bright; in the evening, the cold
would rcturn as suddenly as it had
departed. Now, in the first part of
the morning, it was like a perfect
autumn day on Earth.

Bchind him, in the houses that
lidcd both sides of the colony’s sin-
gle cdrved street, people were dress-
ing hurricdly, cating, making plans,
getting ready for the day’s work.
Ahcad, the shining blue walls of
the Lab were set off against the



magnificent backdrop of Lacus Solis
itself, The ancient sea bed was alive
again with color as the early sun’s
rays glinted off millions of tiny
particles, the salts and minerals of
Mars deposited by long-dried waters
in millenia past. The clean lines of
the new building against that spark-
ling expanse constituted at once a
challenge and a reassurance—this is
what man can do; here is everything
he needs ¢to do it with.

If we can . . . a second chance for
man, if we can learn how io use
e
Tony unlocked the storage cabinet
built into the massive lead-lined
door of the Lab. He took out his
suit of protective armor—probably
the only Earth-import wearing ap-
parel ever bought and paid for by
the Colony—but before he got into
it, he turned to look back just once
at the little huddle of houses where,
a few hours ago, Polly Kandro had
affirmed her faith in Sun Lake’s fu-
ture in the most emphatic personal
manner.

HE solidity of the Lab was a

disagreecable symbol of the
Colony’s present status; it was still
the only decent structure Sun Lake
had to show. Halfway up the al-
most imperceptible three kilometer
slope from “‘canal” bed at his left to
“sea” level at his right sat the
Colony, lumpishly. Every building,
like Tony’s own home-and-hospital,
was tamped native dirt. The arc of
dull rust-brown huts squatting close
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to the ground and close to each
other presented to Tony a monoto-
nous row of identical plastic-win-
dowed backsides,

Behind them, fields A, B, C, and
D showed, even from the Lab, the
work of Sun Lake's “mudkickers”
—the agronomists who, using tools
as ancient as the harrow and as
modern as the mutation-creating
particles that stream from a cy-
clotron, were changing Mars plants
into things that could nourish an
Earth animal, and changing Earth
plants into things that could draw
nourishment from the grudging
Martian soil.

Mutated bean plants whose an-
cestors had been a button-bearing
Mars cactus dotted field A. Mutated
cauliflowers—the size of apples,
dark brown and still manufacturing
in themselves too much potassium
cyanide to be edible—darkened
field B; another few plaat-genera-
tions and they would be food for
the Colony table, though tasting
somewhat of the neutralized cyanide
bitter almonds.

Ten kilometers beyond the fields
of bastard Earth-Mars vegetation,
there had been beauty only recently
—the fantastically eroded Rimrock
Hills. Five months ago, however,
the first pre-fab shacks had gonc up
in the camp on the other side of the
hills. Three months ago the frst
furnace had been fired at Pittco
Three: Pittsburgh Coal, Coke and
Iron Company’s Mars Metal Refin-
ing Plant Number Three. Now a
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dirty shroud of yellow-stained
smoke draped the peaks from dawn
to dark.

With a fecling of intense distaste,
Tony started climbing into his suit
of armor. A second chance for
man . . . .

His own high-flown thoughts
mocked him. Another chance to do
exactly as they had donc on Earth.
Already the clean air of Mars was
thickening with the cructations of
Earth’s commerce. Nor was the
camp beyond the hill a lone of-
fender.: Even Sun Lake, to survive
at all, had to maintain a cash crop
economy—and the Lab was the
potentially deadly crop.

Tony made sure that cvery flap
on his suit was zippered and closed,
and the last adjustments made on
the helmet. He picked up the hand
counter from the bottom of the
compartment and worked the screw
around to calibrate out Mars’ natu-
rally heavy background *‘noise.”
The needle eased to zero on the
dial. Only then did he open the
heavy door of the Lab itself and
begin his slow trip of inspection

through the building.

LL areas were well under the

threshold of danger, as usual,
except for a hot patch in the isotope
room. Tony chalked a yellow line
around the spot and marked the
door of the room with a bright yel-
low cross. Finished, he headed
straight for the clean-up room and
checked the condition of the ex-
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terior of his suit against the bigger
stationary radiation counter that
was kept there.

Not until he was sure he hadn’t
picked up anything on gloves or
boots did he remove his suit and
dump it down the chute for routinc
de-radiation. He hated to take time
for the rest of the procedure today:
he had to check with the men who
were working in the hot spot; he
had to -get back to the hospital to
see Polly;, he had a patient, Joan
Radcliff, who worried him badly.
What was more, he'd slept too late
to eat breakfast at the communal
table shared by most unmarried
Colony members; he hadn't even
had “coffee”’—and he missed it. Bul
after the number of times he’d
nagged the others about skimping
on safety precautions, he couldn’t
pass up any of them himself.

He stripped and dumped his
clothes down another chute, sand-
scrubbed himself, and’ holding his
breath, walked through the stinking
alcohol spray. Methyl alcobol,
cheaper and easier to produce in the
Lab than water, and sand for soap
made bathing an ordecal instead ol
the pleasant ritual it had been on
Earth.

Tony moved fast, but by the timc
he had put on 2 fresh tunic-and
boots and cmerged into the central
hall, the Lab was already full of
people getting set for the day's
work. He cdged past a knot of busy
conversationalists in the corridor.

“Hey, Doc . ..’

25



He paused, and that was his un-
doing. -

“How's Polly? Tony, hold on—
how's the baby? Are they all right?
—Doc, wait a minute. Did every-
thing go all right>—Where are
they?—What is it . . .?"

HE ANSWERED the same ques-

tions a dozen times. It scemed
that half the population of Sun
Lake was in the corridor with him,
and they all wanted to know the
same thing. Finally, despairing of
getting through until he had satis-
fied them all, Tony climbed up on a
chair and addressed the crowd.

"Five pounds, two ounces, Earth
weight—a boy—wrigglingest baby
I ever saw. Plenty lively, and he
looks just like his old man. What
else do you want to know?”

“"How's Polly?" .

"Finc. So's Jim.” The hoary joke
got its inevitable laugh,

‘Then one of the chemists said,
“I make a motion for z birthday
present. Let's build that other
room onto the Kandro house right
now.”

It was an offer that had been
made months befote, and that
Polly, hesitant and slightly super-
stitious, had refused. “There’ll be
time enough after the baby's
born,” she had told them, and
stuck to it.

Tony knew why; knew about the
first time, eleven years before, when
she had- carried a .child for seven
months, and then had to pack away
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all the things she had lovingly col-
lected for its birth. They had stayed
in their cartons for four more years,
and two more miscarriages, before
she gave them tearfully to a luckier
woman.

"When is she going home, Doc?”
one of the clectronics men asked.
"How much time have we got?”

*1 don’t know. Maybe tomorrow
morning,” Tony told them. "She’s
in pretty good shape. It's just a
matter of where she'll be most com-
fortable. I don't imagine she'll want
to stay in the hospital very
long . . . After all, it's not exactly
designed for luxurious convales-
cence.” They were all familiar with
the crowded little room; he waited
for a dutiful laugh to die down,
and added, "I think tomorrow will
be about right . . . not later than
the day after.”

“We better get started then,”
Mimi Jonathan, the pert black-
haired Lab administrator; spoke up.
“'Suppose I make up some work
partics, and we get things going?”

She produced 2 pencil and paper
and began taking down the names
and abilities of everyone whose Lab
work was not too pressing. Two
groups of volunteers left promptly,
to collect soil from the old “canal”
bottom, and to set up the frames
for ramming. Others would have to
stay in the Lab to sct up the ma-
chinery for work on the synthetics
that would paint the new room,
build the new furniture, and clathe
the new baby. While Mimi plunged
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into the complexities of reassign-
ing work space and job time, the
doctor managed to get away from
the cnthusiastic crowd.

He made his way to the isotopes
room, and was happy to find Sam
Flexner, the chemist in charge,
waiting for him at the yellow-
chalked door, Apparently his harp-
ing on safety rules had penctrated
in at least one case; Sam knew
cnough to stay on the spot cven in
the midst of the sudden excitement
over the baby.

TONY opened the door and
pointed out the ragged chalked
circle on the floor. "Any idea what
it is?”’

“We were running some radio-
phosphorus,” Sam said doubtfully.
“But there was no trouble on the
cun. Must be spillage.” The chemist
had a young open face, and Tony
liked him. He began to fill in the
necessary report.

“What reason?”
unusual.

“I's a bigger order than we
usually handle—must have been a
hundred kilograms.” Sam looked
up sharply, “Tt'was all right yester-
day, wasn't it? The afternoon
checkup ?”

Tony nodded.

“Then it must have been at clos-
ing. I. .. well, I left a few minutes
catly yesterday. Figured the boys
could close up all right, but 1 guess
onc of them took a lazy man’s load
in his tote box . . , filled it up too

Spillage was
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high to save himself a trip. T'li
check on it and tell them in a nice
way, all right?”

“That should do it. But I better
have a look at the checkout tubes.”

Sam brought over a tray of tubes
resting in numbered grooves. He
was wearing one like them pinned
to his own lapel. The contents of
the tubes was its normal dirty
white, Purple would have meant
“too close to hot stuff too long.”

““Okay,” said Tony, checking his
form. “That hot spot there, I think
you'd better -chisel it out and get
one of the suppliers to take it way
out and dump it.”

“Old Learoyd was here with a
load of vanadium dirt. He'll do it
when he leaves for Pittco.”

“Fine. Get it done. And tell Lea-
royd to put the stuff in the back of
his rig. I don’t think you could kill
any of those old boys with anything
subtler than a meat ax, but I
wouldn’t want him to sit next to it
for a ten-hour trip.” He dated and
timed off the form. “That's that.
Only you better stick around ¢ill
close-up after this.” He smiled and
put a stop to the young chemist’s
attempt at explanation. “"How's
Verna, anyhow? Something better
happen soon, if it’s going to make
all this trouble.”

AM grinned back. “You may
hear something soon,” he ad-
mitted. “But please don’t—uh—""
“Doctors den’t gossip,” Tony
said. “One thing about this place,”
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he added, “we can’t help making
history every time we turn around.
Have a baby, and it's the first baby;
have another baby, and it's the first
gitl born; slice out an appendix,
and it’s the first abdominal surgery.
Let's sec—you and Vema will be
the first marriage -between a drop-in
chemical engincer and a share-hold-
ing agronomist—if she’ll have you.”

“Sounds like one of those
weather records,” complained Sam.
“The coldest 3.00 P.M. reading at
the corner of Spruce and Juice on a
January 16th since 2107.”

“It's your place in history,”
Tony assuced him. “We'll all be
footnoles. I'll sce you this alter-
noon.”

28

CHAPTER THREE

TONY stepped out with springs
in his knces, and, fecling the

waxing heat of the morning, threw
back the hood of his parka. The
marvelous clear air of an hour
carlier was (ast disappearing, as the
mineral trash tha covered Mars’
surface began to heat and roil the
atmosphete. He looked off toward
the Rimrock Hills, mourning their
vanished beauty; then he stopped
in sucprise, squinting at the cnig-
matic black bugs crawling back and
forth within the shadow of the
hills.

He stood there, watching, as the
scemingly random pattern of mo-
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tion trended gradually in the direc-
tion of the Colony.

Who would be out on the desert
afoot? He stopped and shielded his
cyes. There were about twenty of
themn, and they were humped with
—carbines and oxy masks.

‘The military!

But why? There'd never been a
visit from Commissioner Bell's little
inlercolony police force before;
never been any occasion for it. Each
colony landled its own internal
policing.

It was a ycar now since Bell's
boys had been out for anything ex-
ccpt routine administrative work,
such as pguard mount over the
tocket; the last time was when an
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ace foundrymag for Mars Machine
Tool was rightly suspected of com-
mitting mayhem on a Marsport
shopkeeper. Mars Machine Tool's
colony administration insisted on
being unimpressed by the evidence
and refused to surrender him to
Marsport. Bell's boys had simply
walked in and taken him away for
his trizal and conviction.

But Sun Lakers weren’t given to
mayhem.

Tony headed back for ihe Lab as
the crooked trail of the soldicrs
straightenced out into a becline for
the same place. He had his patients,
but he was also a member of the
Colony Council and this looked like
Council business.
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In the Lab he went straight to
the front office and asked Mimi:
“Did Harve cver get that recorder
put together 2

*‘Last week,” she said. “It’s been
a blessing too. Why?”

"I think Bell's boys are paying us
a call.” He told her what he'd seen
outside. "It might be useful to have
a record of it.”

Mimi nodded thoughtfully, and
flipped a lever at the side of ther
desk, "That’ll register anywhere in
the office,” she explained. “I'm a
pacer—Harve set it up so I could
walk all over the office while I
talk, and still have it record.”

Sam Flexner was also there. He
put down a completed report form
on the spillage in his department to
ask: “"What do they want?”

“I don’t know,” Tony told him.
“But I think we'd better put in an
intercom call for Joe Gracey to
come on out here. He ought to be
tending his seedling in C Area.
Phone the South End to send a
runner and get him out here on the
double.”

Gracey was the senior agrono-
mist, and, like Mimi and Tony, a
member of the Colony Council. The
fourth member, and most recent
addition, was Nick Cantrella; in
only six months’ time since his ar-
rival at Sun Lake, Nick had risen
from junior setup man to bossing
all maintenance and procurement

for the Lab. At the moment he’

was home with a nasty chemical
bum on his arm. It wasn't really

50 bad that he couldn’t be called in
for an emergency, but Tony hesi-
tated to do so, and he noticed that
Mimi didn't suggest it either. Nick
had a red-hot temper and practically
no inhibitions.

“No,” the doctor said to the
questioners that began to press
around him, "I don’t think we
ought to go ouwt and meet them.
Better just go ahead and work and
get the new room for the Kandros
put together. Flexner, will you stick
around? It may be some damn
thing or other about our atomics—
some technical precaution we may
have missed.”

“No, sir,” said another man em-
phatically. It was O’Donnell, who
had ditched a law career to become
a sweeper and then a maintenance
man and then a good jury-rig
physicist. It was his job to see that
no daylight showed between the
Colony's atomics practice and the
law, .

“Hmp,” said the doctor. “You
stick around too.”

THERE was a thudding on the
door and a self-conscious call-
ing of an archaic formula: “Open
in the name of the law!”

The delegation was a half-
platoon of soldiers with their
carbines and cumbersome oxygen
masks and tanks—a choice bit of
military  conservatism, since a
pocketful of OxEn pills weighed a
hundredth as much and would keep
them alive a hundred times longer.
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There were two civilians and an
oficer—Lieutenant Ed Nealey.

‘Tony was relieved to see him;
they were fellow-members of a sub-
scription club that split the heavy
postage on Earthside scientific pe-
riodicals, and Tony knew Nealey to
be a conscientious and level-headed
young carcer officer.

The doctor was extending his
hand to Nealey when he remem-
bered his protocol. One of the
civilians was unknown to him, but
the otlier was Hamilton Bell, Com-
missioner of Interplanetary Affairs.

“I'm Tony Hellman, Comuis-
sioner,” he said. “I don't know if
you remember me. I'm the doctor
here and a member of our Colony’s
Council.”

The commissioner was a small
man, tending somewhat to pompous
frailty. He looked like the kind of
person rumor made him out to be:
a never very important functionary
who got the dreary Mars post when
a very ordinary graft ring of which
he was a prominent member was
“exposed.” The exposure followed
only reasonably quickly on the heels
of his bolt from thc Insurantist
Scnate minority in the Panameri-
can World Federation. In the inter-
val between the news accountls of
Bell's political switch, and the
spcctacular news stories of pgraft
corruption in which he was in-
volved, there had been just time for
the minority to become a ma-
jority . . .

*"Can you speak for the Colony?"”
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he asked abruptly, ignoring Tony's
hand.

HE doctor cast a bewildered

look at Lt. Nealey, whose eyes
were front and whose face was set.
Tony noticed. he carried in a canvas
scabbard the disassembled dipole
and handle of an electronic “'Blood-
hound.”

“I'm a council member,” Tony
said. "So is Miss Jonathan here.
Another council member’s ill and
the third is on his way. The two of
us can speak for the Colony. Now,
what can we do for you?”

“It's a police matter. Do you
care to make a statement before I
have to drag the situation out into

‘the open?”
“Let me take it muttered
O'Donnell. Tony nodded. The

lawyer-turned-physicist firmly told
the commissioner: I want to re-
mind you that we are a chartered
colony, and, under the charter, arc
entitled to police ourselves. And I
also want to say that we are not
going to respond to any fishing ex-
peditions until we hear what the
complaint is.”

“Suit yourself,” grunted the com-
missioner. “But you're not self-
policing when you steal from an-
other colony. Mr. Brenner, tell your
story.”

Eyes swiveled to the other
civilian, Brenner of Brenner Phar-
maceuticals. So that, thought Tony,
is what a irillionaire looks like.
Younger than anyone could reason-
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ably cxpect, and somchow looking
comfortably conservative even in a
parka of orange-red mutation mink.
The best of food, plenty of rest,
and the most careful attention to his
bodily needs were combining to
cover the prominent bones of his
face with deceptive pads of soft
flesh; but he still wore the coun-
tenance of a lean and questing man:
a perplexing expression of bland
good humor or of permanent inner
amusement,

Brenner shrugged and smiled a
little uncomfortably, "I had no
choice, Doctor,” he said. "A hun-
dred Kilos of my marcaine—bulk
micron dust, you understand—was
stolen yesterday.”

OMEBODY gasped. A hundred

kilograms "of marcaine, prin-
cipal product of Brepner's works,
was a small fostune on Mars—and
a large fortune on Earth, if it could
be diverted from medical use and
channeled into one of the in-
numerable pipelines to addicts.

"Naturally I reported it,” Bren-
ner  explained. “And of course
Commissioner Bell had to order a
Bloodhound search. It brought us
here.”

“Ed,” *Tony appealed to the
grim-faced licutenant, “did you op-
crate the Bloodhound? Will you
give me your personal word that
it led to the Colony?”

“Answer him, Lieutenant,” Bell
ordered.

"I'm sorry to . . . Dr. Hellman,”

Necaley said stiffly. I checked the
machine three times, myself. Strong
scent from Brenner's storcroom to
the Rimrocks, then some confusion
in the Rimrock caves, and a weaken-
ing scent from the Rimrocks to here.
It doesn’t actually stand up all the
way here, but it doesn’'t go any-
where else. That's definite.”

“Please, Dr. Hellman,” said
Brenner kindly. “You needn't look
so stricken. All it mecans is that
there’s a rotten apple in your barrel,
That happens.”

Gracey hurried in, a spindle-
shanked ex-professor of low-tem-
perature agronomy from Nome
University. He addressed himself
directly to Brenner: “"What are you
doing here?”

“Mr. Brenner has sworn out an
intercolony complaint of grand
theft,”” said the commissioner.
“You're Gracey? You ncedn’t waste
your breath trying to blacken Mr.
Brenner's character. He's already
informed me that there was a dis-
agreement between you which
you've taken to heart.” His meager
smile showed that what he meant
was “become a little cracked over.”

“He hasn't got any character to
blacken,” growled the agronomist,
“He tried to get me to breed mar-
caine weeds for higher production
of his hell-dust and 1 wanted to
know why. Wasn’t that naive of
mec? I checked on Earth and 1 found
out that maybe ten per cent of his
marcaine gocs into medical hands
and the rest—"
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The commissioncr shut him up
with a‘decisive: “That’s cnough. 1
will not listen to random accusations
based on newspaper gossip. I don’t
doubt that after marcaine arrives
on Earth some of it is diverted. The
world has its weak-willed people.
But Mr. Brenner is a responsible
manufacturer and you people . . .
I respect your ideals but I'm afraid
I can't say much for your per-
formance. The business of Mars is
business. And a major theft from
one of our leading industrial
colonies is very serious indeed.”

“Gentlemen,” said Brenner, “I
can’t ignore it. I'd like to, simply to
spare the unpleasantness, but the
amount involved is too important
fnandally. And there's always the
danger that some quantity might get
into illegal channels.”

RACEY snarled, looked as
though he wanted to spit on

the immaculate floor of the Lab.
“"What exactly do you intend to
do?” Tony asked hastily, anxious
to forestall an eruption from the

irritable agronomist.

It should be quite dlear by now,”
Bell replied, “'that it is my duty to

conduct a search of these premises.” -

“You'll keep your grabbing little
hands off our equipment!” Unex-
pcctcdly, it was Flexner who ex-
ploded. “It’s all nonsense, and you
know it. What would we steal from
that drug peddier?”

Brenner's  quict laugh rasped
into the appalled silence that fol-
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lowed. Flexner, enraged, ook just
one belligerent step toward the tril-
lionaire and the commissioner.

“Sergeant!” barked Lieutcnant
Nealey, and a noncom, unslinging
his carbine like an automaton,
aimed from the hip at the chemist.
Flexner stopped in his tracks, red-
faced with anger, and said bitterly:
“So he can make the damned stuff
and welcome, but all hell breaks
loose if somebody hooks it.”

“For the last time—"" began Bell,
exasperatedly, and then interrupted
himself. He drew a paper from his
parka and handed it to Tony. “"The
warrant,” he sz2id shortly.

Tony passed it to O'Donncll and
there was a long, foot-tapping
minute while the ex-lawyer studied
the document.

At last O’Donnell said, “Ac-
cording to this, you plan to open
our shipping crates and break into
our process ovens. Is that correct?”
He was pale with anger and worry.

“Correct,” said the commissioner,
while Brenner shrugged helplessly.
“Marcaine could, of course, be
concealed from the Bloodhound in
lead-insulated containers.”

“Then you are aware,” said Tony,
“that we manufacture radioactive
materials?”

“I am.”

“And you realize that there arc
certain procedures required by law
for the handling of such materials >

“Doctor Hellman! Has # slipped
your mind that I represent the law
you're speaking of 2"



“Not at all.” Tony was de-
termined not to lose his temper.
“But I could hardly expect you to
carry in your mind all the time the
innumerable petty details that must
come under your administtation.
And it happens that I represent,
here in the Colony, the observance
of the laws under which our radio-
actives license was granted. I think
that as chief radiological monitor
for the Colony, I should be permit-
ted to accompany your mcn in any
search.

“That’s out of the question.” The
commissioner dismissed the request
impatiently. “The license you spoke
of is, as we both know, a grade-B
atomics license, permitting you to
handle only materials well below
the safety level, so I see no
reason for any unnecessary fuss,
Licutenant . . .

“Just a minute, please, Commis-
sioner,” Tony interrupted fran-
tically, It was perfectly true that as
the direct tepresentative on Mars
of the Panamerican World Federa-
tion, Bell was judge, jury, and cor-
ner cop, all ro.led into onc. Redress
was as far away as Earth, and the
road to Earth was the rocket from
which Bell had the power to bar
them.

“Don’t you realize,” Tony plead-
ed, "that our materials stay below
the safety level only because we
have a well-established monitoring
procedure? If you insist on break-
ing into process ovens and opening
crates without my supervision, Sun

Lake cannot assume responsibility
for any dangerous radioactivity.”

“I understand that, Dector,”
Bell answered crisply. “Any hand-
ling of radioactives in my presence
is obviously done on my responsi-
bility, not yours. The commission,
oddly enough, is supplied with its

~own monitors. I do not believe we

will require your assistance. Carry
on, Lieutenant.”

EALEY took a reluctant step
forward. Choking back his
anger, Tony said flatly: “In my
opinion you are excceding your au-
thority. Your men will interfere
with our processing and break open
our shipment crates. Our machinery
is so dclicately adjusted that any
kind of handling by untrained peo-
ple could casily destroy it. And
we've spent the last month packing
our outgoing shipments for the next
rocket. You know what the law is
for packing radicactives. If you
broke open our shipments, the
socket ‘would be here and gone be-
fore we had the stuff decontami-
nated and repacked. It would be
ruinous for the Colony.” |

He saw out of the corner of his
eye that O’Donnell was unwilling-
ly shaking his head. Bell was the
law on Mars. And Bell wasn’t even
bothering to answer.

At least give us a chance to look
into it,” urged the doctor. “Maybe
we have got a bad apple. We'll find
him if we do. You can’t wreck us
just on suspicion !
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“More than suspicion is involved
here,” said Bell. “The findings of
the Ground Tracing Device, M-27,
known as the Bloodhound, when
operated by a qualified commis-
sioned officer, are accepted as com-
pletely legal evidence in all author-
ized world courts.”

They watched bleakly as the licu-
tenant began to assemble the dipole,
handle, power pack and meters of
the Bloodhound.

"I have a suggestion,” said Bren-
ner. “Under Title Fifteen of the In-
terplanctary Affairs Act—"

“No,” said O'Donnell.
don’t want it.”

Brenner said persuasively, “If
you're clean, there's nothing to
worry about.”

“Title Fiftcen was never meant
to be applicable to 2 case like this,”
O'Donnell crossfired. “It's one of
those shotgun laws, like a con-
spiracy count—"

“That's enough,” said the com-
missioner. “You can't have it both
ways. As long as Mr. Brenner’s
willing, this is your notice; I'll con-
firm it in writing. Under Title Fif-
teen of the Interplanetary Affairs
Act, I advise the Sun Lake Colony
that you have until the next Ship-
ment Day to produce the marcaine
thief and the stolen marcaine or
evidence of its disposal. If you fail
to do so, I will instruct the military
to seal off Sun Lake Colony and
a suitable surrounding area for a pe-
riod of six months so that a
thorough search can be conducted.

"We
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Licutenant, move your men out of
here.”

EALEY snapped the half-

platoon  to attention and
marched them through the Lab
door. The unmilitary figures of the
commissioner and the tall, angular
drug maker followed them,

O'Donnell’'s face was grim. "It
was written in the old days of one
ship a year and never revised,” he
said. " ‘Sealed off’ means just that
—nothing and nobody in, nothing
and nobody out.”

“But we're geared for four ships
a year,” said Flexner complainingly.
“Shipment Day’s only three weeks
off. Rocket’s duv in len days, two
days-unloading, one week overhaul
and off she goes. We'd miss the
next two rockets!”

“We'd  miss  the  next
rockets?” Tony repeated, dazed.

“Half 2 year without shipments
coming in, half a2 year without
goods going out!”

“He’s trying to strangle us.”

“It can’t be legal,” objected
Flexner. .

“It is. By the time it could be
changed, the Colony’d be dead any-
way."”

“Even if we pulled through,
we'd be poison to Earthside buy-
ers—shipments arriving there half
a year late.,”

“He's trying to strangle us,”
O'Donnell insisted doggedly.

“How many OxEn pills have we
got?”

two
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“"What's Bell's angle? What's
Btenner out for?” -

“Bell's  crooked.
know’s that.”

“That's why they sent him to
Mars.”

“But what's his angle?”

Tony was still a doctor. To no
onc in particular he muttered, "T've
got to check on the baby,” and
started out again on the road from
the Lab to the huts with the spring
gonc from his knces.

Everybody

CHAPTER FOUR

HE living room was empty.

Someone had tidied it, straight-
ened the wall bunk where Jim had
slept, and cleaned up the dirty
dishes. Anna’s long work-counter
was bare, all the tools and materials
stored away now in cupboards un-
derncath. That alone made the room
look deserted.

Tony wouldn't talk to the women
about the commissioner and his
trap. He'd try not to think about it;
he'd tell himself it would work out
somchow in the three weeks of
grace they had—

The door to the hospital was
open, but no sounds came from the
other side. Polly was asleep then,
and Anna had gonc out.

Tony drew a cup of water from
the tap on the plastic keg, and set
it to boil on the stove with 2 pinch
of “coffee” makings-—the ground,
dried husks of a cactuslike plant
that grew in some abundance on the
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desert, At its best the stuff had ap-
proximately the flavor of a five-day-
old brew of Earth-import brick
coffee, made double strength to start
with and many times reheated. It
did contain a substance resembling
caffein, but to Tony it often seemed
the greatest single diawback to hu-
man life on Mars.

Automatically he checked the
time; the stuff was completely un-
drinkable if it brewed even a frac-
tion of a minutc too long. Before he
put any food on to cook, he stepped
into the hospital half of his hut for
a look at Polly.

“Well!”

“Hello, Tony.” Anna barely’
looked up to acknowledge his pres-
ence. She had moved the baby's
basket next to Polly’s bed and was
bending over, peering into it.

“We were watching the baby,”
she unnecessarily told him, and
promptly returned to that fascinat-
ing occupation. )

“Just what is thete to watch so
hard?” the doctor demanded.

“He's . . . Anna finally trans-
ferred her attention; she made a
helpless little gesture and smiled
with an irritating air of mystery.
“He’s very interesting,” she said
finally. ’

“Women!" Tony exploded. “Sit
for hours watching a baby sleep!”

“But he’s not sleeping,” Anna
protested.

“He's hardly slept all morning,”
Polly added proudly. “I've never
seen such a lively baby!”
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*And how would yox know what
he was doing ‘all morning’? When
1 left here you were asleep yourself,
and Anna was all rcady to go home
and do likewise. Where's Jim?"”

“He wanted to go to work,”
Anna explained. “"He was—embar-
rassed, I guess, about staying out. I
told him I'd stay. I wasn’t rcally
sleepy anyhow.”

“YOU weren't sleepy? After
twenty-six hours awake?”” He
tried hard to be stern. "So you sent
Jim off to work to give him a
chance to brag about his baby. You
weren't sleepy, and neither was
Polly, and steangely enough, neither
was the newcomer here! Well, as of
now, all threc of you are just too
sleepy Lo stay awake, you under-
stand ?”

Purposefully, he moved the bas-
ket to the far side of the room.
What they said was true, he no-
ticed; young Kandro was widc
awake and kicking, apparently per-
fectly content. Not even crying.
Strange behavior for a newborn.

“Come on, Anna, clear out.” He
put the baby down, and turned to
Polly. "I'll give you ten ininutes to
get to sleep before I stuff some
more sedative into you,” he in-
formed her. “'Didn’t anybody cver
tell you you're supposed to be tired
now ?”

“All right.” Polly refused to be
rufficd. "Hc's an awfully nicc baby,
Tony.”” She settled herself more
comfortably under the thin cover,
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and was asleep almost before they
left the room.

“Now go on home,” Tony told
Anna., “I'm going to make mysclf
some breakfast. Wait a2 minute. Did
you eat anything?"

“I did, thanks.” Abruptly she
turned toward him, and made a
conscious eflort at concentration.
The abstracted look left her eyes
and she was brisk and alert as
usual, “What about Polly? Don’t
you have to go out again? Some-
body should be here.”

“T'll got hold of Gladys when I
lcave. Don’t worry about it.”

“All right.” She smiled at his
impaticnt tone. “You don’t have lo
push me, I'll go.” She picked up the
heavy parka she had worn on her
way over there, in the carly morn-
ing hours the day before. At the
door, she turned back. “You're still
coming over for dinner tomorrow
night?”

“You couldn’t keep me away,” he
assured her.

She came back into the room,
and took 2 ration slip from the
drawer where Tony kept them.
“You pay in advance, you see,’” she
added, smiling.

"And well worth it.”” Tony held
the door for her, a habit he never
quite lost even in the atmosphere of
determined sexual equality that per-
vaded the Colony. Not until she
was gone did he remember the
coffcc hc'd started.

It was ruined, of course, and now
he'd have to do without it. Water
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was too scarce, still, to wastc be-
cause of carelessness. But coffee or
no, he was hungry. He found a dish
of barley gruel, left over from a
lunch he’d cooked for himself two
days ago, hcated it, and spooned it
down hastily. Then, with a final
check to make sure Polly was really
asleep, he set out for the Poroskys’
house to ind Gladys.

At fourteen, Gladys was the old-
est child in the Colony—none of
the adult members were over thirty-
five years—and her status was
halfway between that of a full
working member and the errand-
girl position her younger sister occu-
pied. She was old enough to asssist
almost anybody at anything, still
too young to take full responsibil-
ity for a job. Now, Tony found, she
was over at the Radcliff’s, sitting
with Joan. It was his next stop any-
how.

ii

F THEY did have to leave Mars,

it would have at least one good
effect: the life of Joan Radcliff
would be saved. But, the doctor re-
flected, she’'d die of a broken heart
as surely as she was dying on Mars
of . . . whatever it was. His star
patient, the thin, intense girl lived
only for the success of the colony
on Mars. And life on Mars was kill-
ing ther.

When he knew what she had,
maybe, Tony would know how to
cure it. Meanwhile, all he could

do was make a faithful record of
its symptoms and try out treatments
till he found one that would work.
Or until he was sure none of them
worked.

It was like an allergy and it was
like heart disease and it was like
fungus infection where you couldn’t
put your finger on the parasite. The
biochem boys back on Earth would
lick it somc day as they had licked
dozens of others, but right now
Tony didn’t even have a name to
tag it by.

Joan came down with it two days
after she and her husband, Hank,
arrived on the shuttle rocket. If the
doctor didn’t find some relief for
her soon, it looked as though she
would have to go back on the next
one.

Tony bit bard on the stem of
his empty pipe, slipped it into a
pocket, and walked into the bed-
room of the Radcliff house.

"“How's it going?” He put his
bag on the table and sat down on
the edge of Joan's bunk.

“Not so good.” She had to work
for a smile; a good colonist is al-
ways cheerful. "I just can’t seem
to get scttled. It's as if the bed
was full of stale cracker crumbs
and broken shells . . .”

She began to cough, short dry
barks that rattled her thin body,
feather-light on Mars, against the
bed.

Cracker crumbs and sea shells!

Sometimes it seemed that the
damned condition reached her
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mind too. It was hard to dislinguish
between the delicium of fever, the
depression of fatigue and confine-
ment, the distortions of mental
disease.

The spasm had passed. She bat-
tled the itch to cough again and
counter-irritate her raw, constricted
throat. Tony, watching, knew the
guts it took. He had told her that
a cough can be controlled, that she
should control it because the spasms
endangered her already overtaxed
heart. But even before he warned
her, she was fighting: a good col-
onist guarded her health; it was a
colony asset.

Everything for the Colony. And
for Henry, her husband. Joan was
one of those thin, intense young
people who give their lunch money
to Causes. It had taken a lot of
skipped lunches to get her and
Henry to Mars as sharcholders,
Tony realized. But she could never
have been satisfied with less—thc
non-voting position of "drop-in,”
for instance. She had to identify
herself with a heroic ynpopular ab-
straction, or life wasn’t worth liv-
ing.

Tony had more than a touch of
it himself. All of them in the Col-
ony did. But the doctor doubted
that he had enough of it to fight
against the brief, delusive relief of
a coughing fit in order to get well
imperceptibly sooner and go back
to work for the Colony.

If she got well.

Tony opened his little black bag
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ritually, his mind i'lashing back to
the intern days when he had per-
fected the gesture: the grave and
kindly set of face, the brooding
moment of introspection over the
open mouth of the learned tool
chest. Too bad; too bad you
couldn’t cut whatever it was out of
her suffering body and bury it; or
bore a hole in her and let the poison
run down a drain. There was no
tool waiting for him in the open
bag with which to stop the girl's
own chemistry from fighting against
her flesh.

JOA.N whispered, "Got some
magic in there for me?’ A
good colonist is always cheerful; the
great days are ahead.

“Middling magic, anyhow.” He
put the thermometer in her dry
mouth, and peeled back the blanket.
There were new red bumps on her
arms and legs; that was one phase
of it he could treat. He smoothed
on ointment, and changed the dress-
ings on the old puffy sore spots.

“That's good,” she whispered
gratefully as he took the thermo-
meter from her mouth. “So cool!”
Her temperature was up another
two-tenths over yesterday’s 101.3
And the thermometer wis not even
moist.

Another injection, then. He
hated to use them, as long as he
wasn't sure of the nature of the
disease, but one of his precious store
of anti-histamines seemed to give a
little relief. It was temporary, of
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course, and he ardently hoped it
was doing no permanent damage
.. . but it did shrink the inflamed
watery bladder that her throat lin-
ing had become under the action of
killcr-cnzymes. She would be able
to breathe more easily how, and to
sleep. It might last as long as
twenty-four hours. .

One more day, and by that time
Hank would be back with a little of
the latest Earth-developed hormone
fraction. )

Tony had hcard that Benoway,
over at Mars Machine Tool, was
using it with startlingly good results
for serious burns and infections. It
just might turn the trick; there was
no way to know till they tried.

Joan’s eyes closed and the doctor
sat there staring at the parchment-
like lids, her chapped and wrinkled
lips. Tony grimaced; she was obvi-
ously being a fool.

He rose noisclessly and crossed
the room to the water jug. When he
came back he spoke her name soft-
ly: “Joan?"

Her eyes opened and he held out
the glass.

“Herc's some water.”

“Oh, thank you!” She sighed
dreamily, reaching out—but she
snatched her hand back. “No, I
don’t need any.” She was widc
awake now and she looked fright-
ened. "I dont really want it she
pleaded, but her eyes never left the
glass.

“Take it, drink it and don't be
silly!” he snapped at her. Then,

gently, he propped up her shoul-
ders with his arm and held the glass
to her lips. She sipped hesitantly at
first, then drank with noisy gulps.

“What are you trying to do to
yourself ? Didn’t I order extra water
rations for you?”’

She nodded, shamcfaced.

“I'm going to have some words
with Hank when he comes back, to
make sure you drink enough.”

“It's not his fault,” she said
quickly. I didn’t tell him. Water's
so precious and the rest of you are
working and I'm just lying here. 1
don’t deserve any extra water.”

He handed her the glass, refilled,
and propped her up again.

“Shut up and drink this.”

She did, with a combination of
guilt and delight plain on her face.

“That's better. Hank ought to be
back tomorrow with the medication
from Mars Machine Tool. T'll tell
him about the water myself this
time, and I don’t want any nonsense
from you about not drinking it.
You're a lot more valuable to the
Colony than a few quarts of water.”

&« LL right, Doctor.” Her voice

was very small. “Do you
really think he'll be back tomor-
row?"”

Tony shrugged with calculated
indecision. Mars Machine Tool was
almost a thousand miles away, and
allowing time for food and rest,
Radcliff should be back before mid-
day tomorrow. But Joan's question
was so pathetically eager, he dida't

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



dare sound too sure. It was even
harder when she opened her eyes
again, while he was closing his bag,
to ask: “"Dector, will it do any
good, do you think? You never told
me the name of it.”

“Oh,” he answered vagucly, “it's
just something new.” Just as he
knew about Hank, he knew per-
fectly well the sixteen-syllable name
of the hormone fraction. But he was
afraid that Joan would know it, too,
from sensational press stories, and
that she would expect a miracle.
The doctor was expecting only
another disappointment, another
possibility ruled out, another step
toward the day when he’d have to
break the girl's heart by ordering
her back to Earth,

“1 won’t be ablc to leave anyone
with you for a while,”” he told her
as he left. "I need Gladys to stay
with Polly Kandro. But remember,
if you need anything, or want any-
thing, ase the intercom. Call soma-
body to do it for you. Your heart
isn’t in any shape for exercise.”

. She nodded without lifting her
head from the pillow, and smiled
gratefully. Things would be better,
Tony thought, when Hank was
back. :

The sun was beating down more
strongly when he stepped outside. It
was past mid-moming already, and
he had to get over to Nick Can-
trella’s: give him official clearance
on the burned arm, and talk to

him about Bell's threat. But there
were other patients, and they
MARS CHILD

needed treatment more urgently
than Nick. Bettef to get through
with them f1st. Then when he got
to Cantrella, they'd be able to
buckle down to the quarantine
problem..

CHAPTER FIVE

A YOUNG girl's head was split-
ting with the agony of her in-
fected supraorbital sinus, but she
was no whiner and even managed
a smile.

“I've got a present for you, Dor-
othy,” he said. “It’s from a gitl who
was your age a couple of centuries
ago. Her name was Tracy. 1 don't
know whether it was her last or first
name, but she gave it to this stuff.”
He held up a hypo flled with
golden fluid. “It's called bacitracin.
They found out that this Tracy's
body fought off some infections, so
they discovered how it did the trick
and wrapped it up in this stuff—a
good, effective antibiotic.”

She hardly noticed the needle.
Misdirection is as useful to a doctor
as it is to a stage magitiqn, he
thought wryly.

A middle-aged man who should
have known better was recovering
nicely from his hernia operation.

“I still say, Oscar, that you
shouldn’t have let me fix it up.
You would have been a medical
marvel-—The Man Who Got Rup-
tuted on Mars, I could have had
you stuffed, got you a grand glass
case right next to the door at some



medical museun on Earth. Maybe a
neon sign! You got a nice repair
job, though I say it myself, but
you're throwing away worldwide
medical fame. The Man Who Tried
to Lift a Lead Shipping Crate Bare-

Poker-faced, the doctor told her:
“Mrs. Beyles, you're the most
difficult medical problem—a malad-
justed person. I wouldn't be that di-
rect if we were on Earth, but this
is Sun Lake. We can’t have you

handed! T can see it now in all the
textbooks. You sure you don't want
mc to undo you again?”’

"All right, Doc,” grinned Oscar,
red-faced. “You made your point.
If I see anybody even looking as
though hc's going to lift a gut-
buster, I'll throw him down and sit
on him until the cranc arrives. Sat-
isfy you?”

A not-quite-young woman suf-
fered from headaches, lower back
pains, slecplessness and depression.
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drinking our watcr and cating ouf
food if you don't pay for it in
work., What you want, whether or
not you admit it lo yourself, is lo
get off Mars, and I'm going to
oblige you. If you knew what Joan
Radcliff is going through to stay—
Never mind. No, I will not give
you any slceping pills. If you want
to sleep, go out and work until
you'rc {00 tircd to do aaything
else.” )
Was he right? he wondered. He
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knew the woman would never be-
lieve him and would hate him for-
ever, but it was another kind of
surgery that had to be done—for-
tunately, not often. The woman
would either change her attitude,
thereby losing her ills and becom-
ing the asset to the Colony that her
strapping frame and muscles should
make her, or out she would go. It
was brutal, it was profit-and-loss,
it was utterly necessary.

ND so to Nick Cantrella at last,
thank Heaven. Heaven had
often been thanked in the colony
for Nick’s arrival. He was the born
leader, the inspired and unorthodox
electronics man who hadn't gar-
nered the sheaf of degrees needed
for a halfway decent job on an
Carth cluttered with bargain counter
Ph.D.s. ’

In the Colony he had signed up
as a maintenance and sctup man,
but spent so much of his time trou-
bleshooting that he was finally re-
lieved of the routine purt of his
work. Just recently he had been
promoted to chief of maintenance,
purchasing and repairs of all Lab
equipment. His new dignity hadn’t
kept him out of trouble. He was
home with a nasty chemical burn in
his arm acquired far outside the
linc of duty.

Tony didn't know whether he
was glad or sorry Nick had missed
the session with Bell and Brenner.
Nick could think on his feet, but it
was an even chance that Brenner's
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“oily sympathy and Bell's open con-

tempt of the Colony would have
goaded him into thinking with his
fists.

“Toay!" Nick yelled as he came
in the door. “Gracey was here with
the news. It's the biggest thing that
ever hit Sun Lake! It'll be the mak-
ing of us!”

“‘Let’s see the arm, Combustible,”
said Tony dryly. “Medicine first,
politics later.”

Nick fumed as the doctor re-
moved the dressing and examined
the site of the burn—now just a.
good scar, painless, non-disabling
and uncomplicated, due to quick:
poulticing and a heavy coat of
eschar.

Tony slapped Nick on the back.
“'Okay, Fearless,” he said. “You can
go back to work, Inhale chlorine.
Drop pigs of osmium on your toes.
Sit on a crateful of radiophosphorus
and get a butlful of geigers. Stir
nitric acid with your forefinger.
There's Jots of things you haven't
tried yet; maybe you'll like them—
who knows?"”

“So it splashed,” Nick grinned,
flexing  his arm.  “Damn  good
thing I wasn't there this morning. I
would've thrown those bums out.
Do you realizc that this is the big-
gest break we've ever had? Why,
man, we should have been praying
for somcthing just like this to hap-
pen. We never would have cut the
Earth tic on our own and given up
luxurics like Earthside medicine.
I'm glad Bell's kicking us into it.
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All we have to do is retool for
OxEn.” His face glowed. "What
a beautiful job that’s going to be!
Those boys in the Lab can do
anything—with my machinery, of
course,” he added.

"You can’t do it, Nick.” Tony
shook his head ruefully. “Ask any
of the biochem boys. I went on the
guided tour through the Kelsey
plant in Louisville while T was
thinking over joining the Colony.
It left me footsore and limping
because that plant is ten stories high
and covers four city blocks. They
operate more than 500 stages of
concentration and refinement to roll
those little pink pills out of pro-
toculture. And the first couple of
hundred stages have to be remote-
control sterile. There isn’t as
much glass on all of Mars as the
Kelsey people had just in their
protoculture tanks. It's out, boy.
Out.”

“Hell, we’ll rig up something.
With all the crooks on Mars, we
can make something they want and
swap it for OxEn across Bell's
scarch cordon. Don’t worry about
it, Tony. This should have hap-
pened a long time ago. On our
own!”

“You're missing something.
What if we do catch a marcaine
thief and the hoard and turn them
over to Bell?”

ICK was thunderstruck. “You
y mean you think it wasn't a

frameup? One of our guys?”
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“"We can't rule it out until we've*
looked.”

“Yeah, it could happen. Well, if
you'll kindly write out my medical
discharge, T'll get a majority to-
gether and put it in the form of a
motion that we hold a shakedown
inspection of the Colony.”

“There's an casier way, maybe,”
Tony said. “Anybody who toted that
much marcaine got gowed up on
the stuff, whether he knows it or
not. It's micron dust—fused am-
poules are about the only thing
that hold it without leakage, and
this was in bulk. Also, the thief
might be a regular marcaine addict
as well as wanting the stuff to sell.”

“So,” Nick grinned, “"we line
everybody up and just see which
onc docs this.” He went into a
comedy routine of tics and twitches
and strange yapping noiscs. “You
know that won't work,” he wound
up soberly. “There isa't any way to
smell out a markie.”

“Practically no way,” Tony cor-
rected him. “That's why Brennet’s
a trillionaire and that's why mar-
caine pives stiff competition ‘to
Earthside narcotics in spite of the
extra cost. The damned stuff doesn’t
affect you so people notice. You be-
come an addict, you take your belt
as often as you please, and you can
live in your own private sweet-
dream world without anybody the
wiser  until—blooie!—you drop
dead from failure of the cardiac
node to keep your heart pumping.”

"You said practically no way,”
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Nick reminded him. “What's the
catch? Have you got an angle?”

“T get my electroencephalograph
out and read up on the characteristic
brainwave patterns of marcaine
users. Then I run the e. ¢. g. over
everybody who could possibly have
carried the stuff from Brennéer to
here. You want to linc that up for
me?”

Nick nodded glumly. “Suee,” he
said, "but you won't find any
markies here. It's a frameup, I tell
you . . . Hello, honey! What are
you doing home at this hour of the
day? What's all that junk for?”

NY turned to sec’Marian Can-
trella, Nick's blonde and beau-
tiful wife, pushing her way through
the door, her arms full of soft
white cloth, scissors, heat-sealer,
and paper patterns.

“You'll be witnéss, won't you,
Tony, when I testify that 1 only
left home because he didn’t want
me here?” Marian turned large
violet eyes from the doctor to her
husband and back again. "On sec-
ord thought,” she concluded,
“you're no better than he is. Could
cither one of you big, strong men
stop gaping and give me 2z hand
with this stuff 2"

Nick jumped up and relieved her
of some of her bundles. “What’s it
all about?’ He fingered the fine
cloth curiously. .

“Baby shirts, mightgowns, and
diapers,” Marian said composedly.
“Arc you all through pawing it?"
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“Oh, for the Kandro kid.” But
he didnt relinquish the material.
“Where'd the cloth come from?”

“I think they just ran it off.”
Marian took the heat-sealer from
him and plugged it in to the house
battery to warm up. She cleared a
space on the table and laid out the
patterns to study. “What's the mat-
ter?” she asked. “Something wrong
with it?"”

“No, "it’s a nice job™ Hc
brought the bolt of cloth over to
the table and spread it out, then
carefully pulled a thread loose. “But
they should have replaced the ex-
trusion nozzle. See that line therc
—there on the side—where it looks
irregular?”

Tony went over ¢o look at the
thread Nick was holding up to the
light. Hc couldn’t secc anything
wrong with it, and Mariah con-
fessed she couldn't, either.

"It's there,” Nick told them. “It
means a worn nozzle. But it’s not a
bad job. Who did the setup?”

“For heaven’s sake!” Marian ex-
ploded. “I don’t know who did it!
They handed it to me and said go
home and make tiny garments, so I
went!”

“Okay, baby,” Nick soothed her.
“I just thought you might know.”
He turned to Tony as Marian be-
gan cutting off squares from the
bolt for diapers. "I don’t sce how
they had 2 machine free for it,” he
fretted. “Every picce of equipment
in the shop was scheduled for full
time until Shipment— Well,” he
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stopped himself, "I guess it doesn’t
matter anyhow. From here on out
we can pretty much stop worrying
every time we nced to use a piece
of the Lab for Colony goods. The
days of pleaty have arrived—extra
underwear and new dinner plates
all around.”

“Sure,” the doctor agreed sourly.
“All the pajamas you want—and
no OxEn. Tell me, Marian, what
are the women saying about this
marcaine business?”

“Same as the men, I guess.” She
tested the heat-sealer on a corner of
the furst diaper, and turned the dial
for more heat. “It'll blow over.
Even if this shipment does get
held up, it'll straighten out. Kind of
a shame if we’re cordoned while the
rocket’s in, though.”

HP tried the sealer again, gave

a small. satisfied grunt, then
began running it deftly along the
cut edges, leaving a smoolh per-
fect selvedge behind.

"I was hoping we'd get a look
at Douglas Graham,” she added.
~I think he’s wonderful!”

“Hah?” demanded Nick, start-
ing, “'Oh, the This Is man. My rival.
He should be honored to be my
rival.”

- “What's going on?”* asked Tony.
“Is it a family joke?"

“"Douglas Graham’s a national
joke,” said Nick. “Now that he's
going o gunth Mars, that makes
him an interplanetary joke.”

“'Oh, the writer,” Tony remem-
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bered. The rocket doctor had told’
him last trip that Graham would
be aboard the next.

“He's wonderful,” said Marian.
“I just loved This Is Enrasia. All
those dictators, -and the Cham of
Tartary and the history, he made it
sound so exciting—just like a
story.” .

“This Is Mars,”" said Nick so-
norously, “"Chapter One, Page One,
The Story of the Sun Lake Colony,
or, A Milestonc in the History of
Mankind.”

“'Do you think he really will write

.us up?” asked Marian. "I mean if

that silly marcaine business doesn’t
keep him away?”

“No, pet. We'll be ignored or
maybe he’ll take a few digs at us.
His books run first as serials in
World Welfare, and World Wel-
fare isn't interested in co-op colo-
nists. It is interested in Pittco #3
over the hill, I'll bet you, by the
way Pittco advertises. He'll prob-
ably play up all the industrial
colonies as big smash-hits for free
enterpriscs and not mention things
like the Pittco red-light housc.”

MARIAN'S lips tightened. "I
don’t think it’s decent,” she
said.

“Right,” agreed Nick soberly.
“T'll tell Madame Rose tonight.
Haven't been over for days. I'll tell
her my wife doesn’t understand me
and docsn’t think her ginls are de-
cent. Want to comc along and make
a night of it, Tony?"
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“Ump,” said Tony. If h¢ was
any judge, Marian’s sense of humor
didn’t go that far.

“That's not what 1 meant!” she
cried indignantly. "'I meant it wasn't
decent for him to hide things like
that and—oh, you're joking ! Well,
1 don't believe he would do it! I've
read his books and they're good.”

“Have you got any of Graham’s
stuff around?” Tony asked hastily.
“I don't think I ever rcad any.”

“I shouldn't take time out,” said
Marian, a little sulkily, “but—"

HE put down the scaler and
shooed Tony off the trunk he'd
been  sitting on. A considerable
quantity of wool socks and under-
wear turned up before she hit the
right level. She handed over a con-
ventional onionskin export edition.
Tony read at random:

The Cham’s black eyes met
mine with a gaze hypnotic in
its intensity. The corners of his
mouth drew up in a smile. The
Cham spoke, and the front of
his plum-colored silk robe em-
broidered with three-toed drag-
ons in gold and silver thread
rose and fell as he gestured
for emphasis.

These are the words of the
man who rules over the twenty-
five million souls that hold the
lifeline between America’s
frontier on the Yang-Tse Kian
River and her allies in the
Middle East: “Please convey
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to the people of your country
my highest esteem and warm-
est assurances that the long
peace between our nations shall
never be broken without cause
by me.”

The significance of this—

Tony handed the book back. I
don’t think I've been missing
much,” he said.

“When you've read one, you've
read ‘em all,” Nick agreed. “All
those gunthers are the same.”

Marian was sl digging through
the trunk, fascinated at the forgot-
ten things she was turning up. It
was surprising how little used were:
most of. the items they had found
essential to include in their limited
baggage when they left Earth.

"Here's something,” she laughed.
“I used to read it back on Earth,
and I thought it would be so useful
here . . ."

She held out an omionskin
pamphlet titled in red: The Won-
ders of Mars, by Red Sand Jim
Granata, Interplanetary Pioneer,

“I remember standing for the
longest time with an extra lipstick
in one hand and this in the other,
and they both weighed exactly the
same, and I decided . . .” She
broke out in another peal of laugh-
ter. "I decided to be pracrical and
take this. What I wouldn’t give
for that lipstick now!"

Nick took the book from her and
riffled through the pages with a
reminiscent smile. “It's terrible,
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Tony,” he said. "Get these chapter
headings: ‘Mining for Emeralds,’
‘Trapped in a Sandstorm’—Red
Sand Jim should wish the air on
Earth was as clear as the heart of 2
Martian sandstorm—'Besieged by
Brownies in the Rimrock Hills.,"”

“What?"' demanded the doctor,
incredulously.

" ‘Besicged by Brownies in the
Rimrock Hills.! If you den't be-
lieve me, look. The Brownies, it
says hate, were a constant menace to
intrepid interplanetary pioncers like
Red Sand Jim becausc they killed
people and stole their babies and
things kike that. They didn’t often
sce one—"

“Naturally.”

€@ ATURALLY, Doctor, natu-
rally. But they were little
people who didn't ‘wear shoes or
clothes, it says here—which reminds
me.” He closed the book. “I was
out at the caves yesterday—took a
ride with one of the prospectors.
We've never really looked into the
caves, and I had nothing better to
do while you werc teaching me
safety precautions, so I wandered
around some, and found kids’ foot-
prints in the entrance to one of
them.”
""They lake the goats out there to
praze sometimes,” Tony said.
“That's not it. Looks like they've
been going barefoot, and T don’t
think they ought to be allowed—"
“They certainly shouldn’t!” Ma-
tian was indignant. “"Why, they

could hure themselves, And they
shouldn't be allowed in those caves
cither.”

“They're not,” Tony said grimly.
“They have strict orders to stay
away from the caves. But I never
thought they'd be screwy enough to
try going barefoot. I'll have to tell
them about it.”

“Tell them good,” Nick urged
him. "There’s a lot of rock out
there, and a lot of dangerous sur-
face salts.”

“I wish I knew some way to
make it stick,” the doctor said, wor-
riedly. “Once those kids get a no-
tion in thelr heads—if they still
hang around the caves after listen-
ing to old man Lcaroyd's horror
stories—I don’t know.”

“Don’t take it so hard.” Nick
couldn't stay serious long. “'Maybe
it wasn’t the kids. Could be it's
Brownies.”

“Ve-ry funny. I'll pass the word
to the mothers that there shouldn’t
be any barefoot boy stuff on Mars.
I've got enough trouble without
frostbitten tocs, lacerations and min-
cral poisoning.” ‘

“You better hope they're Brownic
prints, Tony. That'd be easicr to
handle than teaching our pack of
kids.”

“Look who's talking! T'll thank
you to line up that vote on an
e.e.g. test for marcaine now whilc
I dig up my medical references.
Also—" he got up briskly—"if
there's more ¢rouble coming, I bet-
ter take care of myself while I can.
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Lunch’ll be all gone if I don't get
there soon.”

Tony had small zest for the com-
munal meals shared by most of the
unmarried members of the settle-
ment. Pooling rations and taking
turns at the work did make it easier
to get decent meals; but the atmos-
phere was, inevitably, one of noisy
good-fellowship. The doctor would
have preferred a quieter and more
restful arrangement. He thought
wistfully for 2 moment of the com-
radeship that existed between Nick
and his wife. On second thought,
it would hardly be worth it, having
to get married in order to have his
meals at homne.

CHAPTER SIX

ORTY years in the life of a

planet is nothing at all, espe-
cially when' the planet is ancient
Mars. It had been that long since
the Arst Earth rocket had crashed
at the southern apex of Syriis Major
—and remained there, a shining,
rustless memorial with only the
broad fractures in its fuel tanks to
tell its story to those who came
after.

Forty years, almost, since the first
too-hopeful  colonists  followed,
three thousand doomed souls. Their
Earth-bred bodics, less durable than
the flimsiest of their constructions,
were already rotted to the skelctons
when a belated relief ship came
with the supplies without which
they had starved to death.
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Forty years, now, of slow growth
but rapid change, during which a
barren world had played host te,
successively, a handful of explorers;
a few score PIOSPeCtOIS and wan-
derers-at-large; a thousand or so
latter-day homesteaders, with their
lean, silent women; and finally—
after OxEn—the new industrial col-
onies, none of them more than five
years old.

The explorers had disappeared:
gone back to Earth to lecture and
write, or blended completely into
the Martian scene; the prospectors
and frontiersmen, most of them,
had died; but the colonists, deter-
mined to stay on, drew fresh blood
continually from the lifeline at
Marsport—the  quarterly rockets
from Earth.

Sun Lake City Colony, alone
among those who had come to
Mars, wanled nothing more than to
cut, once and for ever, that vital tie
with Earth. But it was too soon, still
too soon; the Colony was not yet
strong enough to live, if the umbili-
cal cord were severed.

And the colonists knew it. After
lunch they pathered in the Lab,
cvery last man, woman, and child.
Tony rose from the black box of the
clectroencephalograph  to  count
heads.

““We're one over,” he told Nick.
“Polly’s in the hospital, Joan's
tiome, Hank's at Mars Machine
Tool or on his way back. Tad’s on
radio shack. Who's the spare?”

“Learoyd,” said Nick. "And I've

49



got Tad messaging Machine Tool to
confirm Hank's whereabouts for the
last four days.”

“Okay. I'll get Tad later.”

A whiskery man who looked as
though he was pushing 90 stormed
up Lo the doctor.

“It ain’t your business whether I
take a sniff of marcaine now and
again and it ain’t for you to say I
stole any hundred kilos if you do
find T use it once in a way. Bunch
of greeners!”

“Calm down, Lecaroyd,” sighed
the doctor.

“Grecner ! taunted the old-timer.
“Call yourself Marsmen!”

“You can call us anything you
want, Lecaroyd,” said the doctor.
“Only we've got to straighten this
thing out. When did you last take
marcaine? It won’'t—""

“You don't even know wherc
you are!” quavered the old man.
“Lakc-us Sole-us, my eye! You're
right on the edge of Ryan's Plain
and you don't even know it. He
was here first and he had a right to
name it! Old Jim Ryan .. ."”

ATIENTLY Tony tried to ex-

plain: “Brenner says somebody
stole the hundred kilos of marcaine
two days ago. It could have been
any of us. You were around, so
we've got to be able to tell Com-
missioner Bell—"

“Another greener—a  politician
greener. The Law on Mars!™ Lea-
royd's voice was heavily satirical.
""'When there was twenty, thirty of

us, we dida't nced no law; we
didn’t go around thicving! We got
liere aicud of you all, you and the
farmers, too. What for did you
have to come crowding in?"

“Wber did you take that last belt
of marcaine?”

The old pork-and-beaner sighed
brokenly. "It was more'n two years
ago. Tain't got money for marcaine.
I ain’t a panhandler and T do a
good job hauling for you, don’t 12"

“Sure, Learoyd.”

“Then why do you have to come
bothering me? We was here first!
He collapsed into the chair by the
black box, gricving for the past of
the red planet, before this damn
OxEn, when Marsworthy  lungs .
were a man'’s passport to adventure
where no man had ever been be-
fore, where a mountain range was
your mountain range and nobody
else’s, where Jim Ryan died in the
middle of great, Hat, spreading
Ryan’s Plain, starved to death out
there when his halftrack broke
down.

Learoyd chuckled, not fecling the
clectrodes they were putting to his
head. He'd got off a good one—
five years on Mars and these ten
grecners landed. They wanted to'be
heroes, the little greeners, but he
told them. He sure told them.

“Call yourselves Marsmen? In
six months half of you'll be dead.
And the other half'll wish they
was.”

Jim Granata was in that bunch—
a sly one, pumping him, making

GALAKY SCIENCE FICTION



notes, making sketches, but he
wasa’t 2 Marsman. He went back to
Earth and made him a pot full of
money with books and—what did
they call it?—Granata’s Combined
Interplanetary Shows. Little Jim, he
called himself Red Sand Jim Gra-
nata, but he was never a Marsman.

The Marsmen came first. Sam
Welch surveyed Royal Range, the
Palisades. Amby McCoy—he got
killed by eating Mars plants; they
found him with his food run out,
curled up with the agony of poison-
ing. A thousand dollars a day they
got then, when a thousand dollars
was a thousand.

It was in "07 he told off those
greeners  iwently-eight years ago.
Only one rocket every couple years
then, and sometimes they dida't get
through. Jim Granata, he never set
foot on Mars after '18 with his
moncy and all; he wasn’t a Mars-
man. They were here first. Nobody
could take that away from them.

Sam Welch, Amby McCoy, Jim
Ryan. Why not die too? Learoyd
wondered bitterly. A thousand dol-
lars a day they paid him when a
thousand dollars was a thousand,
and look at him now. Where had
it .gone? Why was the living by
hauling dirt for the greeners when
he had been here hArst? His lip
trembled and he wiped his mouth.

OMEBODY was shaking his

shoulder and saying: “That's

all, Learoyd. You're iin the clear.
Nothing to worry about.”
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The old man slouched through
the crowd and out of the Lab, shak-
ing his head and muttering what
sounded like curses,

Tony hadn’t been very far from
hoping that Learoyd would turn out
to be the thief. The law would have
to go easy on him and it would
clean up the Colony’s problem.

Colonist after colonist scated
himself in the chair and cleared
himself by revealing marcaine-nega-
tive brainwaves to the e.e.g. Tony
didn't dare to think of what it
meant. The last of them, the boy
from the radio shack, was relieved
to take his turn. .

“That's the lot,” Tony reported
to Nick when young Tad, too, was
cleared by the machine, and had
gone back to his job.

Cantrella refused to share the
doctor’s gloom. “It's just what we
needed,” he insisted, smacking his
fist intp his palm. “Face it, man.
There isn’t any marcaine thief. Bell
thinks he can run us off Mars by
cutting off our import-export. Les
them cit us off! We'll barter for
OxEn. We'll damn well do without
the Earthside enzymes and immu-
nizers. We'll get tough with Mars,
lick it on its own ground! We'll
have to eventually; why not right
now?"”

“l don’t know, Nick. I think
you're going too fast,” Tony de-
murred. “Look at old Learoyd—-
he's us, only a little worse.”

“The pork-and-beaners imported
their food, clothes, fuel, and look



at them!" Nick insisted. “They
failed. They didn't strike roots.
They didn't adapt!”

“I don’t know, Nick,” the doctor
repeated unhappily. “I've got to go
see Polly and the baby now."”

ii

NY lugged the e.c.g. back to
his  hospital-shack and found
Anna holding the hand of a white,
trembling, terrified Polly. Polly’s
other arm was around the baby,
clutching the red-faced little thing
as if it were on the edge of a
precipice.

Without a word he took the
child, snapped on his stethoscope
and sounded its heart, which was
normal. In spite of the red-faced
creature’s squirming, the minute
oxygen mask was in place.

Baffled, he replaced the baby and
demanded of the women: '""What's
wrong "

*“I have to work,” said Anna ab-
ruptly. She patted Polly’s hand and
slipped out.

“I saw something,” Polly whis-
pered. Her eycs were crazy.

Tony sat on the side of the bed
and picked up the hand Anna had
been holding. It was cold.

“What did you sec, Polly>” he

asked kindly. “Spots on the baby?
A rash?”

She disengaged her hand and
and pointed at the window in line
with the bed and two meters from
its foot.

“I saw a brownie. It wanted to
steal my baby.” She clutched the
child again, not taking her eyes off
the window.

Normally Tony would have been
amused and not shown it. Under
the strain of the day, he fought
down a violent anger. The little
idiot! At a lime when the whole
Colony was in real and deadly peril,
she was making no effort to dis-
tinguish between a dream and recal-
ity.
“You must have drowsed off,”" he
said, not as harshly as he felt. "It
was just a nightmare. With your
history, of conrse you're afraid that
somchow you’ll lose this baby too.
You've heard all this pork-and-
beaner and homesteader nonsense
about brownies, so in your dream
your fear took that form. Thit’s all
there is to it.”

Polly shook her head. “Gladys
was staying with mq," she recited
monotonously, “and she had to go
to that test in the Lab and she said
she'd send somebody who'd been
tested as soon as she got there. Just
when 1 heard the door close, this
face came up outside the window.
It was a brownie face. It hid big
thin cars and big eyes, with thin
cycbrows, and it was bald and
leathery.

“It looked at me and then it
looked al my baby. I screamed and
screamned but it just looked at my
baby. It wanted to steal my baby.
And then it got down below the
window sill just before Anna came
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in. Even after she put my baby
here with me, 1 couldn’t stop shak-
ing.”

Anger was getting the better of
him. “Do you realize that your story
is perfectly ridiculous if you insist
on claiming it really happened, but
perfectly logical if you admit it was
a dream?”

HE began to cry and hug the
baby. “I saw it! I saw it! I'm
afraid¥’

Tony relaxed; tears were the best
medicine for her tension. To help
them along, he rose and got her a
sedative and a glass of water.

“Take this,” he said, putting the
capsule to her mouth.

“I don’t want to go to sleep!”
she smiffied. But she swallowed it
and in a minute or two felt under
her pillow for a handkerchief.

When she had wiped her eyes
and blown her nose, the doctor said
quietly: "'l can prove it was a
dream, The brownies are just the
kind of thing the pork-and-beaners
and the homestcaders would invent
to scatre themselves with. And the
myth got exploited in the Sunday
supplements and on TV, of course.
But there can’t be any brownies be-
cause there isn’t any animal life on
Mars.

"We've been cxploring  this
planet up, down and sideways for
40 years now. We found a weed
you can make dope out of; we
found you can make liquor: out of
Mars plants; we found a lot of ores
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and minerals. But not one trace of
animal life. Think of it, Polly—40
years and nobody has found any
animal life on Mars.”’

She reasoned, a little fuzzy with
the sedative: “Maybe brownies
could stay out of people’s way. If
they're smart they could.”

“That's right. But what did the
brownies evolve from in that case?
You know that if you have a higher
form of life, it evolved from a
lower form. Where are all the
lower forms of life that cvolved
into brownies? There aren’t any.
Not so much as one puny little
amoeba. So if there’s no place the
brownies could have come from,
there are no brownies.”

Her face relaxed a little, and
Tony talked on doggedly. “You got
a bad scarc and no mistake. But you,
scared yourself, like the homestead-
crs that started this nonsensc.” A
sudden notion struck him, He put
it in the urgent file, and went on.
“You were afraid your bad luck
would catch up with you and take
your baby away. This is Mars, so
you symbolized it as a brownic. The
vividness doesn’t mean anything—
you probably saw a scary picture in
the papers of a baby-stealing Mar-
tian brownie and stored it in your
memory, and out it popped at the
right time.”

Polly cracked a sleepy smile and
said, “I'm sorry,” and closed her

€s.
She'll be all right, thought Tony,
and it’s a good thing it turned up to



remind me of the bomesteaders—
Thaler? Toller?

Whoever they were, the old cou-
ple on the wretched “farm” to the
South. Toller, that was . right. He
hadn’t seen them for a year, but he
was going to see them today.

Anna was in the other, residen-
tial, half of the shack. I think I
talked her out of it,” he said.
“You'll stay here?”

"Yes. Where are you off for?” -

He was lugging the c.c.g. out again.

*“That old couple, the Tollers. 1
wouldn’t put the marcaine ¢theft past
them and they're close enough to
our general area. Before the last
dozen Sun Lakers arrived, I had
enough time on my hands to run
out and sce how they were coming
along. If I just tell them it's time
[or another chedkup, I'm pretly sure
I can persuade them to give me a
brainwave reading. That may break
the case.”

He strapped the black box to his
bicycle and set off.

iii

HE Tollers were a different type
from old Learoyd, and driven
to Mars by a different urge. Learoyd
had fancied himself an explorer and
adventurer who would make a sud-
den strike and, after a suitably ro-
mantic lifc of adventure, retire to
hi§ wealth,
The Tollers laid the longer,
slower-maturing plans of peasants:
In two years, when 1 bave saved up

seven schilling three groschen, I
will buy Baner's bull calf, 1which
will service the cows of the village;
Fritz by then will be big enough to
take care of the wosrk. Zimmerman,
the drankard, will go into debt to
me for service of bis cows and
pledge bis south sirip, so Fritz need
not marry bis Eva. Schumacher's
Gretel has a barelip but there’s no
escaping it—his west pasture ad-
joins mine . ..

It hadn't worked out for the
Tollers—the steady, upward trend
of land values, the slow improve-’
ment of the soil, the dozen sons and
daughters to work it, the growing
village, town, city—

All that happened was they had
scratched out a living, had one son
and gone a little dotty from hard-
ship. Both had Marsworthy lungs.
If she had not! Mrs. Toller would,
like hundreds of other wives, have
lived as matter-of-factly in an oxy-
gen mask as her many-times-re-
moved great-grandmother had lived
in a sunbonnet.

‘The husband, by now, was stone-
blind. Data from him and hundreds
of others had helped to work out
the protective shots against ultra-
violet damage to the eyes, a tiny
picce in the mosaic of rescarch that
had made real colonization at all

ssible.

Still, Tony dreaded visiting them,
He didn't sce their mangy goat, last
of a herd, that had been browsing
wiregrass on his last trip. They
must have slaughtered it to aug-
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ment the scanty produce of their
heavily manured kitchen garden.

He knocked on the door of the
hut and went in, carrying the black
box. Mrs. Toller was sitting in the
dark, crammed little room’s only
chair. Toller was in bed.

“Why, it's Doctor Tony, The-
ron!" the old lady explained to her
husband. Not bad, thought Tony,
since he hadn’t been able to remem-
ber their names in a flash.

“'Say hello to Doctor Tony, The-
ron. He brought us the mail!"

Mail? “No, Mrs, Toller—" he
began.

The old man started out of a .
light doze and demanded: “Did the
boy write? Read me what he’
wrote.”

"l didn't bring any mail,” said
Tony. "The rocket isn’t duc for two
wecks.”

*Junior will write in two wecks,
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Theron,” she told .her husband.
“‘These are our letters to him,” she
suid, producing three spacemailers
from her bodice.

Tony started to protest, thought
.better of it, and glanced at them.
All three were identical,

Our Dcar Son,

How are you getting
along? We are all well and
hope you are well. We miss
you here on the farm and hope
that some day you will come
back with a nice girl because
one day it will all be yours:
when we are gone and it is 2
nice property in a growing sec-
tion. Some day it will be all
built up. Please write and tell
us how you are getting along.
We hope you are well and miss
you-

Your Loving Parents

N THE other side, the envelope
side of spacemail blanks, Tony
saw canccled fifty-dollar stamps and
the address to “Theron Pogue Tol-
ler, Junior, R. F. D. Six, Texarkana,
‘Texas, U. S. A., Earth.” The return
address was: “Mr. and Mrs. T. P.
Toller, c/o Sun Lake City Colony,
Mars.” Stamped heavily on each
was a large, red notice: "DIREC-
TORY SEARCHED, ADDRESSEE
UNKNOWN, RETURNED TO
SENDER.”
The old man croaked, “Did the
boy write?”
“I've come to give you 2 physical

- 66

checkup,” said Tony loudly, op-
pressed by the squalid walls and the
senile dementia they housed.

“Isn’t that nice of Doctor Tony,
Theron?” asked Mrs. Toller, tuck-
ing the letters back into her dress.
But the old man had fallen aslecp
again.

Tony clipped the electrodes on
and joggled Toller awake for a
reading. Marcaine-negative.

“We came in such a beautifol
rocket ship,” rambled Mrs. Toller
as he put the e.e.g. on her. "It was
quite an adventure, wasn't it, The-
ron? We were so young, only 23
and 24, and we sold our place in
Missouri. It was such a lovely rocket
we came in, a little one, not like the
ones today, but this was before
Mars got built up, We had quite a
fright when one of the steering jets
went bad while Mars was ahead,
just like a big moon, and the poor
crewmen had to go outside in theic
suits. It was quite an adventure,
wasn't it, Theron? =

“I often wonder, Doctor Tony,
whether Junior has ever been back
to the old place in Missouri. We
had him our frst year here, you
know; he’s 19. He wanted to see
the Earth, didn’t he, Thcron? So
when he was 17 we went all the
way to Marsport to sce him off. It
was quitc an adventure, wasn't it,
Theron? And he sent us his address
right away—"

Marcaine-negative brainwave.

He was too sickened to stay, and
the birdlike chatter of Mrs. Toller
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never stopped as he said good-by
and wheeled off to Sun Lake.

Their horrible deterioration dur-
ing the past year ¢o senility in the
mid-forties answered Nick Can-
trella’s plan to establish the colony
immediately as self-sustaining.

It simply couldn’t be done. It was
bad enough now—the damn dull,
monotonous, primitive, regulated
existence of the colony. How long
was it now since he'd eaten an egg?
How lJong since he'd drunk a cup
of coffee, real coffee, with crcam
and sugar? How long since he had
worn underclothes or had a2 real
bath? How long since he'd had a
highball after a good day's work?
Or smoked his pipe without frantic
puffing to keep it lit in the thin,
cold, oxygen-poor air?

But life on Mars without even
the minimum of supplies, immuni-
zation and adaptation shots was out
of the question. If they asked his
medical advice, his answer would
have to be:

“If we are forbidden Earth sup-
plies we must go back to Earth.”

YIVONY groped in his pocket for
his pipe, and clenched it be-
tween his teeth. All right then, he
thought, go back to Earth—go back
and gét yourself a decent cup of
coffee in the morning. Go back—
Back to what? To a clinic in an
industrial town where he could give
slapdash time-clocked attention to
the most obvious ills of men,
wamen, and children whose fears
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and deprivations began in the womb
and ended only in the grave? Cure
a kid’s pneumonia, then send him
back to the drafty apartment again?
Fix up an alcoholic factory-worker,
and return him to the ugliness that
will put him on dope or in the
schizo ward next year? No, he'd
tried the clinics already, and they
wouldn’t do.

Back to the office, maybe? An
office like the one he'd had, briefly,
in the penthouse of a New York
apartment building. Take your pa-
tients one at a time, give them
plenty of attention, they're easy to
cure if you understand them—the
ulcers and piles and false preg-
nancies, the thousand-and-one dis-
eases of the body that grew out of
the prevailing discase of the mind
—fear,

Go back? He bit hard on his
empty pipe. It would be consoling
to stand again on Earth, and fill his
pipe and light it, puff clouds of
smoke—while he waited for the
crowded, psychotic planet to blow
itself up and put an end to man
once and for all,

CHAPTER SEVEN

ANK  RADCLIFF  shook
Tony awake a little before
dawn,

"I got the stuff, Deoc,” he
grinned. “Just came in on foot from
Pittco. The half-track broke down
twenty miles out of Mars Machine
on the way back, and I bummed a

57



ride on a Pittco plane headed this
way. The half-track’s still at Rolling
Mills and—"'

The doctor shook his head grog-
gily and thought of giving Hank
lhiell for the abrupt awakening. But
it was hard to stay mad at him, and
‘Topy would have been roused by
his alarm clock for the Lab check
in a quarter-hour anyway. Did the
Lab check matter? Did the medica-
tion for Joan matter? No. They
were all heading back for Earth be-
fore long.

“Make me¢ some coffee,” he
growled. “Oae minute by the
clock.”

E stretched, rolled out, shucked

his pajama tops and gave

limself a sponge bath with a cup of

water that would mcan one less cup

of coffee for him today. Some

mornings he just couldn’t stand the
feel or stink of methyl alcohol.

Shivering, he gulped the coffee
and pulled on pants, parka and
sand boots. “Let’s see the stuff,” he
said. "'Did Benoway give you a let-
ter or note for me?”

“Oh, surc. I almost forgot.”
Hank handed over an ampoule and
an onionskin. The note from the
Mars Machine Tool physician said:

Dear Hellman:

Here is the T7-43 Kelsey
you requested by radio mes-
sage. Re your notc by messen-
ger, sorry to tell you symptoms
completely unfamiliar to me.

Sounds like onc of the cases
any company doc¢ would ship
back to Earth as soon as pos-
sitle. The T7-43 has worked
wonders in heat burns here
and have scen no side reac-
tions. Please let me know how
it comes out.
In haste,
A. Benoway, M. D.

Tony grunted and beckoned
Hank after him as he picked up his
physician’s bag and went out into
the bitter morning cold.

“Did you say you walked from
Pittco?” he asked Hank, suddenly
waking up.

“Sure,” said the youngster genial-
ly. "It’'s good cxercise. Look, Doc,
I don’t want to get out of linc, but
I couldn’t help noticing that you're
building up kind of a bay window

-yourself. Now it's my cxperience

that thosc things are casicr n#or to
put on than to take off —~

“Shh,” said Tony as they stopped
at the Radcliff shack. They slipped
in and Tony filled a ncedle with the
new Kelscy drug. “'Stay in the back-
ground until I get this over with
and motion you in, Hank.”

He awakened the girl.

“Here's the new stuff, Joan,” he
said. "Ready?” .

She smiled weakly and nodded.
He shot the stuff into her arm and
said: “Here's your reward for not
yelling.” Hank duly stepped for-
ward, switching on a light in her
eyes that did Tony’s heart good.
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BREAKFAST was fried green
Mars beans and “‘coffee”—
bearable, perhaps, under ideal con-
ditions, but completely inedible in
the gloomy atmosphere around the
big table this morning. Tony gulped
down the hot liquid, and determin-
edly pushed away his beans, ignor-
ing the pointed looks of more
rightcous colonists, who cleaned
their plates stubbornly under any
circumstances.

The Lab radiation checked out
okay; no trouble there at least this
morning. After a meticulous clean-

up, he visited Nick Cantrella in the -

hole-in-the-wall office at the back of
the Lab.

“How's it look, now you've had
a night's sleep on it?"” Nick de-
manded. "You still want to throw
in the sponge? Or are you begin-
ning to sece that we can lick this
damn planet if we only try?”

“I can’t see it,” Tony admitted.
Soberly he told the other man about
his visit Lo the Tollers. “And look
at Old Man Learoyd,” the doctor
added. "He can’t be much past 60
and that's stretching it. I know he
came here when he was twenty-one;
at lcast, that’s what he says——~so how
old can he be? But I gave that man
a physical checkup a few months
back, and, Nick, he not only locks
like an ill-preserved octogenarian,
but if 1 didn’t know otherwise, I'd
stake my medical reputation on his
being close to ninety.”
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Nick whistled. *As bad as that?”

“What do you expect? Chronic
vitamin deficiencies, mrineral de-
ficiencies, not enough water, hever-
ending fatigue from never-ending
work—jyou pay high for trying to
live off the country. More than it’s
worth,”

Half to himself, Nick said: "Six
months. We lose our commercial
contacts, we pay forfeits that eat up
our cashi reserve—what if we just
g0 to the buyers and tell them what
happened?”

Tony started to answer, but Nick
answered himself: "It won't work.
They won't dare place another order
with us because they’d be afraid it'd
just happen all over again. And we
haven't got the funds to sweat it out
until they forget. Tony, we're
wafbed upl’

“There’s still a search.”

“Hell, you know none of our
people took the stuff.”

“'Let’s have a council meeting. 1
want a search.”

Nick, Tony, Gracey and Mimi
Jonathan held one of their irregular
conclaves iin the doctor's hut. Gracey
was fercely opposed to a shake-
down check of the homes and be-
longings of the colonists, swearing
that it was a frameup by Brenner
and Bell. The other threc outvoted
him, loathing to invade the pitifully
small area of privacy left to Sun
Lake people, but not daring to
leave a possibility uninvestigated.

“I suppose,” grunted Gracey,
“that when you find there isn’t any



maccaine in our trunks, you'll tear
the Lab apart looking for it.”"

“If we have to, we may,” said
Tony, poker-faced, but sickened at
the memory of what isolation from
the lifc-giving flow of materials
from Earth had done to the Tollers.
“I've had some nasty jobs before
this.”” He thought of how he had
lanced the swollen ego of Mrs. Bay-
les, the neurotic, and how she must
hate him for it—an ugly thought.

By. mid-morning, Mimi had the
shakedown under way. Tony settled
himself in the radio shack, firing
message after message to Commis-
sion headquattcrs at Marsport, try-
ing to get through to Lt. Nealey.
The operator at Pittco who relayed
from Maesport telefaxed the same
reply to the first four mesages:
"UNAVAILABLE WILL RELAY
MESSAGE END CORPORAL
MORRISON COMMISSION MES-
SAGE CENTER.”

On the fifth try, Nealey still had
not been reached—but Bell had.

This time the reply was: "LIEU-
TENANT NEALEY UNAVAIL-

ABLE MY ORDERS. UNDER NO *

CIRCUMSTANCES GROUND
TRACING DEVICE M.27 LENT
FOR PRIVATE USE. REMINDER
LIMITED MARS MESSAGE FA-
CILITIES TAXED YOUR FRIV-
OLOUS REQUESTS. REQUIRE
CEASE - IMMEDIATELY END
HAMILTON BELL, COMMIS-
SIONER P. A. C"

Gladys Porosky, the operator on
duty, piped indignantly: “He can’t

do that, can he, Doctor Tony? The
relay league’s a private arrangement
between the colonies, isn't it?"

Tony shrugged helplessly, know-
ing that Gladys was right and that
Bell's petulant arrogance was a long
stretch of his administeative pow-
ers—but duc process was far away
on Earth, for those who had the
time and taste for litigation and the
cash, reserves to stick it out.

Gracey joined him in the hut
long enough to say bitterly, “Come
and see the loot we accumulated.”

Tony went out to stare unhappily
at the petty contraband turned up
by the humiliating search: some
comic books smuggled in from
Marsport, heaven knew how, by a
couple of the youngsters; some dirty
pictures in the trunk of a young,
unmarried chemist; an unauthorized
.32 pistol in the mattress of a no-
tably nervous woman colonist; a
few bottles and boxes of patent
medicine on which the doctor
frowned; a minute quantity of real
Earthside coffee kept to be brewed
and drunk in selfish solitude.

By mid-afternoon this much was
certain—any marcaine hidden in the
Colony was not in a private home.

The Lab would have to be
searched next.

iii
T WAS like going into 2 new

world, to escape from the
doomed, determined optimism of

_ the search squad and council mem-
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bers, back to the cheerful radiance
that inhabited the hospital. Tony
stood in the doorway, studying the
family group across the room—
father and mrother thoroughly ab-
sorbed in each other and in the tiny
occupant  of | the. white-painted
wicker basket that served as hospital
bassinet.

It was stil hard to believe the
delivery had gone so well. Tony
wondered again, as he had so often
in the preceding months, what
could possibly have gone wrong
with all the previous attempts, be-
fore they came to Mars.

There had been frequent concep-
tions: six known miscarriages, and
an unknown number of first-moath
failures. A series of experts back on
Earth had searched for the reason,
and confessed failure. There was
nothing wrong with Polly organi-
cally, and microscopic examinations
failed to show any deficiency in her
or in Jim. With that history, Tony
had been prepared, right up to the
. last minute, for trouble that never
materialized. It was still hard to be-
lieve that their success, his and
Polly’s, could have been so easily
achieved.

“He's awake again !’ Polly hadn't
quite made up her mind whether to
be proud or worried. “He slept for
a little while after you left,” she ex-
plained, “but then he started crying
and woke himsell up. You should
have seen how mad he was—his
face was so red!”

“He's quict cnough now.” Tony
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went over and stared down thought-
fully at the small circle of face,
half-obscured by the oxygen mask.
Certainly there was no sign of ill
health, The baby was a glowing
pink color, and his still-wrinkled
limbs were flailing the air with
astonishing energy. But a newborn
baby should sleep; this one shouldn’t
be awake so much.

"It's possible he's hungry,” the
doctor decided. “Hasn't he cried at
all since he woke up ?”

“'Oh, a little, every now and then,
but if you turn him over, he stops.”

Tony went over and scrubbed his
bands in the alcohol basin, then
came back and surveyed the baby
again. *'1 think we'll try a feeding,”
he decided. “I've been waiting for

- him to yell for it, but let's see. May-

be that's what he wants.”
“But—"" Jimn flushed and stopped.

HIS wife broke into delighted
laughter. “"He means my
milk isn’t in yet,” Polly said to the
doctor; and then to Jim, “Silly! He
has to Iearn row to nurse first. He
doesn’t need any food yet. And the
other stuff i&s there—what do you
call it?”

"Colostrum,” Tony told her. He
removed the baby from the crib,
checked the mask to make sure it
was firmly in place, then lowered
the infant to his mother’s waiting
arms.

“Just be sure,” he warned her,
“that the mask doesn’t slip off his
nosc, Therc’s cnough arca around
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his mouth exposed so-he can feed
and breathe at the same time.”

THE baby nuzzled against her for
a moment, then spluttered furi-
ously, turned a rich crimson and
spewed back a mouthful of thin
fluid. Hastily Dr. Tony removed
the infant, patted and held him
until the choking fit stopped and
restored him to his basket.

Polly and Jim were both talking
at once.

"Hold on!” said the doctor. “It's
not the end of the world. Lots of
babies don’t know how to feed
properly at first. He'll' probably
learn by the time your milk comes.
Anyhow, he'll learn when he needs
it. Babies don’t stay hungry. It's
like the oxy mask—he breathes
through his nose instead of his
mouth because the air is better. We
don't have to cover up his mouth
to make him do it. When he needs
some food he’ll learn what his
mouth is for—fast.”

“But, Doc, are you sure there's
nothing wrong with him? Are you
sure?"

“Jim, in my business, I'm never
surc of anything,” Tony said mildly.
“Only I've never yet seen a baby
that didn't find some way to eat
when it wanted food. If your pride
and joy won't take the breast, we'll
get Anna to whip up some bottles
for him. It’s as simple as that.”

Or not so simple—

George and Harrict Bergen’s
cight-month-old Lotctta, conceived

on Earth but born at Sun Lake, was
still feeding from the breast. Lo-
retta would be weaned not to milk
but to the standard Colony diet plus
vitamin concentrates when the time
came. It was what the older children
ate; they had forgotten what milk
tasted like.

There were milch-goats, of
course, and some day there would
be milk for everybody in the Col-
ony to drink. But to make that pos-
sible, it was necessary now to allo-
cate all the milk produced by the
herd to the nourishment of more
goats, to build up the stock.

It was hard cnough to keep the
herd growing even with best of
care. Yaks, at first, had seemed like
a better bet for acclimatization to
the Martian atmosphere, but they
were too big to ship full-grown, and
so far no young animals had sur-
vived the trip. So the Colony had
brought over three pairs of tough
kids, and bred them as rapidly as
possible. Half the newborn kids
still died, but the surviving half
needed every bit of milk therc was.
Still, if necessary, a kid would have
to be sacrificed, and the milk di-
verted to the baby.

Tony pulled himself out of the
useless speculation with a start of
dismay. There was no sense plan-
ning too far ahead now; Bell might
solve this problem for them, too.

"Anything else you want to know
before you go home?” he asked.
“"Have any trouble with the mask?™

“Anna checked us out on that,”
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Jim told him. VIt seems to be sim-
ple enough.”

“"Where is she? In the living
room?”" Tony started toward the
door.

“She went home,” Polly put in.
“*She said she had a headache, and
when Jim came in she showed us
about the mask again, and then
went . . ."

“Hi, Tony. Can I see you a min-
ute?” Marian Cantrella stuck her
head through the outside door to
the hospital. Tony turned and went
out with her.

S SHE rcady to go?” Marian
wanted to know.

“Since this morning, really. But
the damn search—how's their
place? Did anybody get it back in
order?”

“I just came from there,” Marian
nodded. “We've got it all fixed up
and the new room's all done. The
walls are still a little damp. Does
that matter?”

“It')l dry overnight,”. Tony re-
flected. *Théy can keep the baby in
the room with them till then . . .”

“Polly must be dying to get
home,” Marian broke in.

“I guess she is. Okay,” he de-
cided, “but it'll have to be right
away. In another hour, it'll be too
cold for the haby to go out.”

“Right.”” She started away, and
Tony was about to open the door
when she turned back. “'Oh, T al-
most forgot. Is it all right for Hank
to take Joan out to watch? I was
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talking to her before, and she felt
so left out of cverythmg

"I guess so.” He thoul,ht lt over
and added, “Only if she’s carried,
though. Maybe Hank can fix up a
tote truck from the Lab for her to
ride on. T don't want her to use up
what strength she has.”

“I'll fix it,”” Marian promised.

“I think it would mcan a lot to
her.” Her golden curls shook
brightly around her head as she
ran off down the street.
. Tony went back into the hospital.
“Guess it's time to get you folks
out of here,” he told the Kandros.
“Place is too cluttered up. I might
need this space for someone who's
sick.”"

Polly smiled up at him from the
chair where she had been sitting for
the last hour. I don’t know what
1 can wear,” she worried happily.
“The things I came in would fall
right off me, and I can’t very well
Lo out this way. Jim, you bet-
ter . ..

“Jim," Tony inlerrupted, “You
better get some sense into that wife
of yours. You'll go just the way
you are,” he told Polly, “and you'll
get right into bed when you get
there, too. You've been up long
enough for one day.”

“Just the way I am?” Polly
laughed, poking her bare toes out
from under her bathrobe.

HILE Jim liciped her with

her sandboots and parka,
Tony wrapped the baby for his first
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trip outdoors. They were ready
quickly, but Marian had been even
quicker. When they opened the
front door, they were confronted by
a crowd of familiar faces. It scemed
as if all of Sun Lake City Colony’s
eleven dozen residents had crowded
into the street in front of the doc-
tor’s house. They were determined,
apparently, that whatever happened
next week, the Kandros' homecom-
ing would not be spoiled today.

"I suppose you all want to see the
baby? All right,” Tony told them,
“but remember, he's still too young
for much social life. I don’t want
you to crowd around. If you'll all
spread out down the street from
here to the Kandros' place, every-
body can get 2 look.”

Together, Tony and Jim eased
Polly into the rubber tired hand-
truck that did double duty as a hos-
pital stretcher. They placed the
baby in her arms, and adjusted the
small portable tank for the oxy
mask at her feet. Then they started
slowly down the long curved street,
stopping every few yards along the
way for someone who wanted to
shake Jim’s hand, pat Polly on the
shoulder, and peer curously at the
few square inches of the baby’s face
that were exposed to the weather.

The doctor fretted at the con-
tinual delays; he didn’t want Polly
or the baby to stay out too long.
But after the frst few times, he
found he could speed things up by
saying meaningfully, “Let's let
them get bome now.” As the small

party progressed down the street,
they collected a trailing crowd.
Everyone was determined to be in
on the big surprise.

Polly and Jim didn't let them
down cither. The moment of dazed
surprisec when they saw the still-wet
walls of the new room jutting out
from their house was all that could
be asked. Equally satisfying were
the expressions on their faces when
they opened their door and looked
in at the array of gifts.

Some of the new plastic furni-
ture was not in evidence—it was
still curing in the electronic furnace.
But the crib was finished, and
it stood in the center of the
room, its gleaming transparent sides
proudly displaying the blankets and
baby-clothes, diapers, sheets, and
towels piled up inside. On the table,
jars and dishes stood side by side
with new plastic safety pins and an
assortment—somewhat premature—
of baby toys.

Tony gave tham time to take it
all in, then insisted that the door
be closed and Polly and the baby be
allowed to settle down. While he
was unwrapping the baby, he heard
them in whispered consultation, and
a moment later the door opened
again. Jim left it very slightly ajar
behind him as he stepped out, so
they could hear what went on.

&« AIT a minute, folks,” Tony

heard him call. A slight
hesitation, and then Jim's voice
again. "'Polly and I—well, we want

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



to. thank you, and I don't know just
how to go about it. I can't really
say I'm surprised, because it's ex-
actly the kind of thing a man might
know you folks would do. Polly and
1, when we came here—well, we'd
never had much to do with politics
or anything like that. We joined
up because we wanted to get away,
mostly.

“"We—I guess you all know how
long we've been waiting for this
kid. When he didn’t come, back
there on Earth, we felt like we had
no roots anywheres, and we just
wanted to get away, that’s all. When
we signed up we figured it sounded
good. A bundh of people all oul
to help each other and work to-
gether, and the way the Statute
says, extend the frontiers of man by
mutual endeavor. It made us feel
more like we belonged, more like
a family, than just working for
somc Mars Company would have
been.

"It wasn’t until after we got
here that we began to find out
what it was all about, and T guess
you know we liked it. Building up
this place, everybody working to-
gether— it just couldn’t ever get
done that way back on Earth.

“And then this other thing hap-
pened, and the doc said it Jooked
like it was going to work out all
right this time.

“"We- started thinking then, and
this is what I've been working up
to. Maybe it’s silly, but we fgure
it’s something about Mars that made
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it work, or something about the
Colony. And now the baby’s here,
I hope nene of you will mind, but
we'd like to name him Sun Lake
City Colony Kandro . .."”

Jim stopped abruptly, and for a
too-long moment there was only the
grim silence of the crowd, the same
bitter thought in every mind.

Then he went on: "Maybe you
folks think that's not a very good
idea right now. T don't know. If you
don’t like it, we won't do it. But
the way we feel, Polly and me—
well, we know things look bad now,
but they're going to have an awful
hard time, the Planetary Affairs
Commission or anybody cl;e, pet-
ting us off Mars.”

"You're damned well right,
Jim!" shouted Nick Cantrella. He
faced the crowd with his fists hang-
ing alertly. “Anybody think the kid
shouldn’t be called Sun Lake City
Colony Kandro?”

The harsh silence broke in a roar
of confidence that lifted Tony’s
chin, even though he knew there
was no justification for it.

CHAPTER EIGHT

INSIDE, the baby was wailing
lustily again. From her position
on the couch, Polly raised a com-
manding arm.

“Turn him over, Jim. He'll prob-.
ably stop crymg if you put him on,
his tummy.”

Tony watched while the new fa-
ther slid his hand uader his son’s
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back with an exquisite caution that
belied his proud air of assurance.
Turning to hide his smile, the
doctor began piling hospital equip-
ment on the hand-truck, to take
back with him when he went.

“Look! Tony, look! Look at
Sunny!"

“Sunny, is it?”" The doctor turned
around slowly. “'So he’s lost all his
dignity already. I was wondering
how you were going to get around
that tongue-twister of a name . . .
Well, what do you know?"

E WATCHED the baby strug-

gle bricfly, then rear back and

lift his head upright. He had to ad-

mit there was cause for the pride in

Polly’s voice when a baby not yet
two days old could do that.

“Well,” the doctor teased, “he’s
Sun Lake City Colony Kandro, after
all. You ask anybody in town if that
doesn’t make a difference. 1 won't
be surprised if he walks next week,
and starts doing long division the
first of the month. Who knows, he
might learn how to eat pretty soon !

He realized abruptly he’d made a
mistake. Neither parent was ready
to joke about that.

“Doc,” Jim asked hesitantly,
“you're pretty sure there’s nothing
wrong?”

“I told you before,” Tony said
shortly, “"I'm not sure of a blessed
thing. If you can sce any single rea-
.son to belicve there’s anything
wrong with that baby, I wish
you'd tell me, because I can't, but—

&6 .

this is Mars. 1 can’'t make prom-
ises, and I'll make damned few flat
statements. You can go along with
me and trust me, o—" There was
no alternative, and his brief irrita-
tion was already worn out. “You
can not trust me and go along with
me. We have to feel our way, that's
all. Now.” he said briskly, “"you’re
all checked out on the mask? No
trouble with it?”

“No, it's all right. I'm sorry,
Doc—"

“Got enough tanks?” Tony in-
terrupted.

“You gave us enough to go from
here to Jupiter,’ Polly put in. “'Lis-
ten, Tony, please don’t think we—"

"What I think,” Tony told her,
“is that you're good parents, natu-
rally concerned about your child,
and that I had no business blowing
off. Now let’s forget it.”

“No,” Jim said firmly. “I think
you ought to know how we—I
mean there’s no question in any-
onc’s mind about trusting you. Hell,
how do 1 go about saying this?
What 1 want to tell you is—"

“He wants to say,’” said Polly
from the bed, “that we're both very
grateful for what you've done. It's a
happiness we thought we'd never
know."”

“That's it,” said Jim.

“"He's your baby,” said Dr. Tony.
“Do a good job with him.” He
pushed the hand-truck to the door,
and waited for Jim to come and
help him ease it through. “Oh, by
the way,” he added, smiling, “I'll
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fill out the birth certificate tonight,
now that I know the name, if you'll
come over and . . .7

“Doc!”

T WAS Hank Radcliff, running
down the street breathless and
distraught.

“Doc, come quick—Joan’s dy-
ing!”’

Tony grabbed his black bag and
raced down the street with Hank
plowing along beside him.

"“What happened?"”

"When I took her out in the tote
truck,” Hank panted, “before she
could walk to the street, she toppled
right over—""

"Walk? You let her walk?”

"But she told me you said it was

all right!” The youngster scemed
close to tcars.
“Joan told you that?” ‘They

slowed in front of the Radcliff hut.
Tony wiped the anger off his face
and went in.

Joan was on the bunk in a parka;
the doctor stripped it off and ap-
plied his stethoscope. He had adren-
alin into her heart in thirty seconds
and then sat, grim-faced, at the
edge of the bunk, not taking the
black disk from her chest.

“"Get that coffee,” he snnpped at
Hank without turning. “The stuff
they found in the shakedown.”

Hank raced out.

After long minutes, Tony ex-
haled hcavily and put away the
stethoscope. She'd pulled through

once more.

&8

The girl lifted her parchmentlike
eyelids and looked at him dully. "I
feel better now,” she whispered. "1
guess I fainted.”

“You don’t have to talk.” Tony
sat again on the cdge of the bed.

She was silent for a minute, lying
back with her eyes closed. He
picked up her bird's claw of a hand;
the pulse was racing now.

“Doctor Tony?"* she asked.

“I'm right here. Don’t try to
talk. Go to sleep.”

“Is Hank here?"

“Hc'll be back in a minute.

“I want to tell you something,
Doctor Tony. It wasn’t his fault. I
didn’t tell him the €ruth. I told him
you said it was all right for me to
walk.”

“You knew better than that.”

“Yes. Yes, I did. I know you'll
have to send me back to Earth—"

“Never mind about that, Joan.”

“I do, Doctor Tony. Not for me;
for Hank. That's why I did it. I'd
go back for the Colony because it
isn’t fair of me to take up all your
time, but what about Hank? If I
went back, he'd have to go back,
too. He couldn’t stay here in the
Colony if I werc on Earth—alive.”

“"What are you talking "about?”
demanded the doctor, though he
knew with terrible certainty what
she mecant—what she had tried to
do. "Of course he's going back
with you. He loves you. Don’t you
Iove him?"”

She smiled a little and said softly,
without urgency, ""Ycs, I love him.”
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And then, again hysterically: “But
this is what he's wanted all his life.
He doesn’t feel the way I do about
the Colony, the wonderful way
we're all working together for
everybody. With him it’s Mars, ever
since he was a little boy. He's in the
Colony and he works hard and
everybody likes him, but it would
be enough for him to be a prospec-
tor like old Learoyd. Ever since he
was a little boy he used to dream
about it. You know how he's always
going out into the desert—

“Tell him he doesn't have to go
back with me! Tell him I'll be all
right. Talk to the sharcholders.
Make them let him stay. It would
break his heart to send him back.”

NY dida’t dare excite her by

telling her that they might all

be sent back, that the Colony was a

failure. Even if they pulled through
by a miracle, Hank couldn’t stay.

They called it the "M or M”
rule—"married or marriageable.”
Tar from the lunacies of the jam-
packed Earth, they had meant to
build with children and allowed no
place for new immigrant women
past childbearing—or for Hank in
love with a woman returned to
Earth, It didn’t matter now, he
thought.

Wearily, he lied, “They wouldn't
make him go back if he didn’t want
to. But he’d want to go himsclf.”

She sighed and closed her eyes.
It scemed a long time before he was
sure she was asleep,
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Hank was waiting in the living
room with the coffee.

“"She’ll be all right for a while,”
Tony told him. “She’s asleep now,
I think.” He looked at the open
doorway and added, “'Come outside
a minute.”

Sitting. on the tote truck, he said,
“Give her one cup of coffee each
day as long as it lasts. After any
meal. Itll make her feel better.
God, I wish I knew what else we
could do. That stuff from Benoway
didn’t havc any cffect. I'm sorry T
sent you all the way out there.”

““That's all right, Doc. There was
a chance. And 1 like seeing the
country.”

“You certainly do. You should
have been one of the pork-and-
beaners.”

“Hell, Do, I like it fine here in
the Colony!"

Liked it, yes. It was on Mars.
Tell him or not? wondered Tony.
Young man, your wife tried to com-
niit suicide s0 you would be free 1o
stay on this planet. And what do
you think of that?

‘The hell with it. What he didn’t
know wouldn't hurt him, upsct him,
make him feel guilty—

“Daoc, do you think we i/l have
to go back?” Hank's voice was
more than strained, it was desperate.

Tony stared. "It looks that way
right now, Hank. But we have three
weeks. Something—anything—may
happen. I'm not giving up hope.”

But thc young man's facc was
tortured as Tony left him.
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OAN RADCLIFF had wanted

death and been cheated of it by
adrenalin. Sunny Kandro wanted
life, which meant his mother's
breast, but some savage irony was
cheating him, too. Newly born, five
pounds of reflexes depending on
the key suckling reflex that some-
how was scrambled.

Sunny lay awake without crying,
didn’t scem to need sleep, could
lift his head—all right, put that
down to lighter pgravity, even
though the Bergens’ little Loretta
hadn’t done it. Sunny had a won-
derful color, a powerful nursing in-
stinct—but he choked and gagged
at the breast. Without fuel the ma-
chinc of reflexes would run down
and stop . . .

It didn’t make sense to Tony. He
had guiltily half-lied to the Kandros
when he told them many babies
didn't know how to nurse at Brst.
That was the truth; the lie was that
this baby knew how, but choked all
the same. A feeding problem, they
would have blandly called it on
Earth, where there still were mil-
lions of cows, sterile hospitals, re-
lays of trained nurses for intra-
venous nourishment regimes. Here
a feeding problem was a feeding
problen.

Anyone of the wealthier indus-
trial colonies would automatically
have taken Earth-import powdered
milk from its stores, but Sun Lake
couldn't afford it, didn't have any:

And what was more, Sun Lake
wouldn’t get powdered milk if
Commissioner Bell made good on
his threat . . . R

1f Sunny died, it would be worse
than the unnamed little boy the
Connollys had lost, and he had
left a scar on the doctor’s mind
that time would never heal. Tony
could still scc the agonized blue
face and the butterfly gasping for
air—a preemie, but he never should
have cleared Mrs. Connolly, seven
months gone, until they’d had oxy-
gen cylinders and masks and a tent
for emergencics.

The Connollys had shipped back
to Earth on the next rocket after
the tragedy.

The father had cursed him in-
sanely, damned him for a killer
because he hado’t foreseen the need
of oxy pcar for their baby two
months before it was duc. OxEn
they lhad, but OxEn made no
change in the lungs of a baby. He'd
given it intravenously, orally, in
every solvent he could lay his
hands on during the desperate
hours before the improvised mask
fed the last trickle of oxygen from
their single tank into the lungs of
the infant.

Tony forced his face into a smile
as he passed a couple—TFlexner and
his girl Verna. Behind the smile he
was thinking that it would be
harder to bear a muter reproach
from the patient Kandros than
Connolly's raging curses.

Tony dragged the loaded hand-
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truck into the middle of his living
room, and left it there. He could
put the stuff away later; it was
getting late now, and he had yet
to make his afternoon radiation in-
spection at the Lab., There was a
package on the table; he took time
to pick it up and read: “For Doc-
tor Tony from Jim and Polly
Kandro—with much thanks.”

For a moment he held it, weigh-
ing it in his hand. No, he decided,
he'd open it later, when there was
time to relax and appreciate the
sentiment that lay behind it. The
gift itself would be—would bave
to bc—meaningless.

There was no way for any col-
onist to purchase or procure any-
thing at all from the outside. Ex-
cept for the very few personal
treasures  that were somehow
squeezed into the rigid weight limit
on baggage when they came out,
all plastic chairs and sinks, blan-
kets, and windows were uniformly
functional and durable. But they
were uniform, and they were also
scarce. Each household contained
the same irreducible minimum;
Lab spacc and work hours were
too precious to be used for the
production of local consumption
items.

ONY closed his door behind
L him, and set out for the lab
once more. Dwll, monotonous,
primitive, nncomfortable, he raged
inwardly. Every bome, inside and
out, just the same!
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Why had they come to Mars?
For a better, saner way of life, to
retricve some of the dignity of
men, o escape from the complexi-
ties and inequities and fear pres-
sures.of Earth. And what were they
doing? Building a new life, with
hard work and suffering, on the
precise pattern of the old. There
wasn’t a person in the Colony who
wouldn’t do better back on Earth.

He found the Lab in an uproar.
All work had stopped, so the grim
hunt for the marcaine could go on.
Nick had already begun an inven-
tory.

“"Make this an extra-good check,
Doc,” Tony was told in the office
before he started out. “We'll be
handling a lot of stuff that hasn't
been used in a long time. And get-
ting into all the corners too.”

“Are the checkout tubes racked
yet?” Tony asked.

“Right. Wc issucd ncw ones to
the men on the inspection squad.”

“I'll do them first,” the doctor
decided, and went into the cleanup
room where the wall racks were
already lined with the tubes for that
day. Usually they were checked in
the following morning’s inspection;
but today the plant had closed
down carly for all practical pur-
poses.

The tubes checked clean all down
the line.

Tony selected a fresh tube from
the opposite wall and went on out
through the shipping room to the
workrooms. He didn’t need armor
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for the afternoon inspection. The
technicians had been 4n there work-
ing, and if their tubes were all
clean there couldn’t be any deadly
hot stufl. The purpose of the late-
day check was to catch reactions
that were just starting up, and
that might make trouble overnight.
In thc morning it was different.
Anything that had been chaining
for twelve or more hours could be
vicious.

Back in the office, when he was
finished, Tony reported a clean
check through. '"What,” he asked,
“‘are you' going to do about the
shipment crates?”

“Leave them till last,” Mimi
Jonathan told him. “If anything
turns up in the workrooms or stor-
age bins, we'll have to open up
the shipment crates one at a time.
Doc, do you think . . . ?”

She stopped, looked down a mo-
ment and then back at Tony, with
a wry smile. “That's silly, isn't it?
1 don’t know why I expect you to
know more about it than I do. Oh,
listen—they want you to stick
around and monitor if they do have
to open the crates. I'll let you know
when it gets that far.”

“'Okay.” Tony smiled back at
her. "Try to give me morc than
five minutes notice, will you? I
wish we had cither a [ull-time
radiological man or another doc-
tor."”

“Ilow about Harve?”' she sug-
‘gested. ""Could he hll in for you?
We didn’t want to assign him with-
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out your okay—he hasn’t done any
monitoring on his own yet, has
he?”

“No,” Tony said thoughtfully.
“Not yet. But this won't be any-
thing more than standing by with
a counter and keeping his eyes
open. 1 don't see why not; he
knows thc routinc as well as 1 do
by now. I'd leave it up to him,”
the doctor decided. “If he feels
ready to take it on, itll be a big
help to me.”

“I'l ask him,” Mimi promised.

iti

HIS afterncon the familiar

splendors of the Martian scene
evoked no glowing certainties in
Tony's mind. He walked back from
the Lab in the early twilight, his
eyes fixed on the far hills, his
thought roaming bitterly beyond, to
the other side of the range.

Tony had been to the new town,
just once, to help out when a too
hastily built furnace exploded. The
injurics had been more - than
Pittco’s green young "doctor could
handle all at once. The doctor's
inexperience, like the faulty Ffur-
nace, was typical. The whole place
was temporary, until it showed a
profit for Pittco. Wherr it did, solid
structures would replace the jerry-
built shacks; an efficient company
administration would put an end to
the anarchic social organization.

But for now the town was just
a sprawling collection of ram-
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shackle buildings, constructed of a
dozen different inadequate mate-
rials, whatever was available in
Marsport when a new house was
needed. There was no thought of
the future on the other side of the
hill, no worry about permanence,
no eye to consequence.

If the camp went bust, the popu-
lation would move on to one of the
newer locations—and move again
when that collapsed. If, on the
other hand, the town survived, the
population would move on any-
how. A new crop of workers would
be imported from Earth, a tamer,
quieter crew, to do routine work in
an organized company town, at
considerably lower pay. And the
boom-town adventurers would go,
to find higher wages and a freer
life somewhere else.

They struck no roots there, and
they wanted none. Of all the widely
scatteted human settlements on
Mars, the Sun Lake Colony alone
believed that man could and would
some day Hourish naturally on the
alien soil.

Tony Hellman had a religion: it
was the earnest hope that that day
would come before he died, that
he would live to sec them cut the
cord with Earth. Training and in-
stinct both cried out against the
new danger of abortion to the
embryo civilization.

Tony was a good doctor; in
Springfield or Jackson City or Hart-
ford—anywhere on Earth—he could
have written his own ticket. In-
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stcad, he had chosen to throw in
his lot with a batch of wide-eyed
idealists; had, indeed, jumped at
the chance.

IT WAS largely Tony's cagerness
to emigrate that was responsible
for the Colony’s "M-or-M” ruling.
The Sun Lake Society couldn't af-
ford to turn Dr. Hellman down;
they knew just how slim was the
possibility of getting another doc-
tor as good. So, after much delibera-
tion, the by-laws were carefully
revised, and the words "or mar-
riageable” inserted after the word
“married” in the list of qualifica-
tions.

The modification had resulted
in a flood of new and highly de-
sirable members. Skilled workers
were inclined to be more footloose
and adventurous before they were
married, before they had settled in-
to responsible, well-paid jobs on
Earth. Bea Juarez, pilot of the
Colony's ship, Lazy Girl, was onc
of the new acquisitions; so was
Harvey Stillman, the chief radio-
man.

Anna Willendorf was another
member who had come in after the
revised “M-or-M” ruling, one
whose skill was almost as much
appreciated as Tony’s, for a differ-
ent reason. Plastics, produced in the
Lab, could be, and were, used for
almost every item of furniture or
furnishings in the Golony; but for
some chemical processes, glasswarce
was still a must. And now that giant
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machines existed on Earth to turn
out almost every conceivable glass
utensil, glass-blowers were far be-
tween, good ones almost non-
existent. Without Anna’s highly
specialized talent, the Colony would
have had to pay fabulous prices for
the transport of bulkily packaged
glassware from Earth,

Anna was one of the very few
unmarried members of the Colony
who refused to participate in the
communal meals, Laziness, or em-
barrassment, or both, served to
drag in the others, like Tony, who
might have preferred to remain
aloof. Anna simply ignored the
questions and remarks.

N RARE occasions, however,
she relented to the extent of
“inviting” the doctor to dine with
her—combining their rations, and
preparing a meal for him in her
own one-room hut. Then, for an
hour, she would play hostess to
him, an hour that restored, for
both of them, the longed-for feel-
ing of gracious, civilized living.
“One for all and all [or one.”
“Mutual endeavor.” “Collective
self-sufficiency.” The whole thing,
Tony thought angrily, was an
anachronism; more than that, an
impossibility. No sane man could
believe in it—unless he came from
Earth and had nothing to see to
believe in.
Far tonight, at least, he was free
of it. Anna was at the door when
he reached i, holding it open for
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him. She watched him set down his
bag as though he were unloading
the troubles of the Universe.

“You neced a drink,” she de-
cided.

“Who's kidding whom?” He
grinned sourly at her. “Some nice,
refreshing, vitamin-packed, Grade-
A, synthesized orange juice, may-
be?”

“l sece you haven't been home
yet.”
She disappearcd behind the drape
that hid her kitchen section. Not
many of them bothered to separate
the kitchen from the living room;
pethaps, Tony thought, that wus
what gave her room such a special
look. A moment later, she was out
again, with two long-stemmed
fragile glasses in her hands.

HE handed one to Tony, and
awe and wonder crossed his
face as he sipped. He looked his
question at her over the rim of
the glass.

"1 shouldn’t have spoiled your
surprise, really.” She smiled at him.
“The Kandros. They wouldn’t pre-
pare anything for the baby, bur
they must have ordered these from
Earth when Polly was just—let's
see—three months along, to have
had them here in time.”

"Real wine,” Tony marveled, and
sipped again. “Aged wine. How did
they get it? How could they af-
ford—?"

“They couldn’t, of course,” she
reminded him, “but they have rela-
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tives on Earth. You know they're
not the only ones who left some
cash behind, ‘just in case’?”

The doctor looked up sharply,
and found a faint smile flickering
on her lips. "How did you know?”
he demanded. “Where do you find
out these things?”

“What do they call it—feminine
intuition?”  She shrugged and
moved toward the kitchen again.
“Which- also lells me that supper
will be a desiccated mess if I don’t
serve it right now.”

She had set the table as wsual in
front of the big window. Tony
took his place and looked out

through the eerie ¢wilight across’

the endless expanse of Lacus Solis.
The ocean bed was like a vast black
velvet now, studded with a million
tiny, glinting jewels.

The doctor stared out until Anna
returned with a steaming dish. He
regarded her soberly and was plan-
ning a dutiful compliment when
she burst into laughter and set the
dish down. “Jim's face,” she ex-
plained hastily. "It just crossed my
mind. He's so proud of the wife
and child—"

He was itked by a note of in-
sincerity and supposed for a mo-
ment—neurotically, he knew; com-
monest thing in the world—that
she had been laughing at him.

“Nothing so funny,” he said
stiffly.

“I'm sorry. Serve the greens?”

Dinner performed its usual
magic. Tony had been really hun-
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gry. Tilting his chair against the
wall, with his empty pipe in his
mouth, he found that things were
getting back into proportion.

“Anyhow,” he said, “‘we still
have time.” They had been talking
about Bell's threat of quaraatine.
Through the daylight hours it had
seemed at least the end of the
world, Now, with a pleasantly no-
ticeable buzz from the wine in his
head and a palatable neal digest-
ing, above all, with some privacy
and clear space and time around
him, Tony couldn’t cecapture the
sharp alarm of the threat.

NNA, very seriously, de-
manded, “"Do you think Bell
can run us out?”’

He waved a little too cxpansive-
ly. “Prob’ly not. Any number of
other possibilities. Somebody at
Pittco might have taken the stuff;
they're close enough. Nope—" He
hauled up. “"Ed Nealey wouldn't
make a mistake like that. He was
working the Bloodhound and
there’s a boy who'll do any job the
right way. Don’t worry about it,
though. It’'s two weeks to rocket
landing, another week to Shipment
Day—something'll turn up, We'll -
send O'Donnell to Marsport. If
there’s a legal angle he'll find it
Maybe he can scare Bell into back-
ing down. Bell’s supposed to be a
small-timer. He wouldn't want any
real trouble.”

Anna got up abruptly and filled
his empty glass.
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“Hey, you tzke some too!” Tony
insisted.

She made a show of draining the
last few drops into her own glass;
the rims touched and they drank.

“You're a strange girl, Anna,
said Tony. “Hell, I didn’t mean ex-
actly that—I mean you're not like
the other women here. Joan. Bea.
Polly. Verna.”

“No,"” she said. ““Not very much
like Bea.”

Tony didn't know whether she
was angry or amused and decided
he didn't care. “1-don’t know why
I don't marry you.”

“Two reasons,” Anna smiled.
“One, you're not sure you want to.
Two, you're not at all sure I do.”

The sudden banging on the door
was like an explosion in the quiet
room. Harve Stillman didn’t wait
for anyone to answer; he burst in.

He was white-faced and shaken.

“Doc!”

Tony jumped up and reached for
his bag. “What is it? Joan? The
baby? An accident at the Lah?”

“Flash from Marsport. The rock-
et’s coming in.” The radio man
stopped to catch his brcath.
“They're inside radio range now.
Estimated time of arrival, 4:00
AM”

“Tomerrow?” Anna gasped.

Harve nodded and Tony put
down his bag with mechanical pre-
cision in the center of the table.

Tomorrow! Three weeks had
becn little enough time to find the
marcaine and the thief and get rid
of Bell's strangling cordon. Now,
with the rocket in ahead of sched-
ule, two of those weeks were
yanked out from under them!

—CYRIL JUDD

CoNTINUED NEXT MONTH
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MARS CHILD

BY CYRIL JUDD

More than anything else, the colony on Mars
wanted independ from d d Earth—and

abruptly was in deadly danger of succeeding!

Mlustrated by WILLER
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MARS CHILD

SyNopsIs

FORTY years in the life of a

planet is  nothing—especially
when that planet is ancient Mars.
It bas been that long since the first
Farth rocket crashed at the southern
apex of Syrtis Major; almost ihat
long since the first too-hopeful
colonists followed, three thousand
doomed souls, all dead before 1he
delayed relief ship arrived.

Forty years during which a bar-
ren world played host to, succes-
sivply, a bandful of explorers and
a few score prospectors with nate
urally “ Marsworthy’ lungs; a thou-
sand or so latter-day homesteaders
with their lean, silent women; a
dozen, then two dozen industrial
settlements; and at last, almost
forty years after the fiest failure,
another  attempt at  permanent
colonization.

Sun Lake City Colony is unique
on Mars; it is a cooperalive without
industrial  backing. Its members
vasige from luborers 10 accomplishod
scienlists, wilh one conviction in
common: that Earth is through as a
babitation for man because of its
wrecked ecology, overcrowding, and
the imminence of a cataclysmic ra-
diological war. The Colony hopes as
soon as possible 1o establish an agri-
cultural cycle that will enable it to
exist self-sufficiently on the hostile
alien planet. .

Uil that goal is attained, and
until the colonists can find an ac-
ceptable substitute for Earth-import



OxEn—thbe “oxygen enzyme” pills
that enable bumans to breathe Mars
air—Sun Lake must maintain busi-
ners relations with Earth. To 1bhis
end the Colony maintains a labora-
tory to refine and concenirate
radiosotopes from Mars’ naturally
low-radioactive soil.

Iz Sun Lake, a baby boy is born
to Jim and Polly Kandro, a couple
who emigrated parily to gei away
Jrom ihe scene of balf a dozen
tragic miscarriages on Earth. The
Colony’s doctor, Tony Hellman, ar-
tends the birth; be is assisted by
Anna Willendotf, who came io the
Colony as a glassblower, but whose
extraosdinary quality of understand-
ing and sympathy makes her an
excellent part- -time nurse.

-The baby is fitted to a .rpermll)'
designed oxygen mask. OxEn can-
not be absorbed by infants; and the
Colony lost its firsi-born baby be-
canse they . conld not produce
enongl oxygen lo keep a full-size
oxy lent operating. The child is
named Sun Lake City Colony Kan-
dro by bis proud parenis—Sunny
for short.

Tony leaves the new mother and
ehild in Aund's care, and goes lo
make bis routine morning check of
the Lab; be is radiological safety
monitor for the Colony as well as
doctor. While be is there, the Lab
is visited by a delegation of the
military.

Personally  commanding  the
seareh  party is Hamilton Bell,
Planetary Affairs Commissioner for

the Panamerican World Federation
—the top man on Mars—acting on
a complaint made by Hugo Bren-
ner. Brenner, a drug manufactnrer,
claims a priceless 100 kilograms of
marcaine have been stolen from bhis
factory. The marcaine “‘scent” was
traced 10 a point near the Colony
by means of an electronic device
Enown as the Bloodbound, operated
by a conscientions young officer, Lt.
Ed Nealey.

Bell, who bas absoluie dictatorial
powers in intercolony matiers, pro-
poses a search which wonld. ruin
the Lab and contaminate ready-to-
go shipmenis of radioactives. Tony
and 1wo other members of the Col-
ony Council, Mimi Jonathan and
Joe Gracey, bargain with the Comi-
missionesr and accept a desperate
alternative. They will be permitted
to conduct their own search in their
own way, but they must deliver both
the thief and the siolen marcaine
before Shipmemt Day—three weeks
off—or the Colony will be sealed
off by a military cordon for a period
of six mowmths while an official
search is made. This is in accord-
ance with an obsolete law formn-
lated in the days of annnal rockets.
Notw, however, Sun Lake, like all
Mars, is geared 1o ninely-day rocket
intervals; missing two shipments
wounld be a catasirophic blow to the
Colony's economy.

Bell marches off with bis soldiers,
and Tony goes to make the daily
rounds of bhis patients. He sees,
among others, [oan Radcliff, a fa-
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natically idealistic colonist, who is
slowly dying of a disease the doctor
cannot even diagnoie. At least he
feels, if Bell's ultimatum spelis the
end of the Colony, it will save
Joan’s life. Nothing short of that
would send ber back to Earth, for
if she went the Colony would not
allow ber busband, Hank, to siay.
Hank is a romantic youngster; go-
ing to Mars was bis life’s dream,
busr Sun Lake, with its dreams of
permanence, has room only for
“married or marriageable” mem-
bers.

Tony also sees Nick Cantrella,
the fourth member of the Council.
Nick is an inspired electronics man
and machinist, and an inveterate
optimist. Between them, they work
okt a plan fo test everyone in the
Colony for exposure to marcaine by
means of the electro-encephalo-
grapb. Among those tested, in
addition 10 all the colonists except
the two bed-ridden women (and
Hank Radcliff, who is away, getting
some new medicine for Joan), are
Learoyd, an old prospector who
happened to be in town that day,
and the Tollers, an early bome-
steader couple who live nearby. But
all the results are negative; they
find no evidence of exposure. The
next step in the jearch will be a
house-to-house inspection of the
Colony.

Meanwbile, Sunny is baving
tronble nursing. The new mother
becomes terribly worried, and when
lefr alone for a short time, she has
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a dream or ballucination, and
babbles bysterically 10 the doctor
about a "Brownie” that was peer-
ing in the window at the baby.

The situation takes a sudden turn
for the worse when Harve Stillman,
the chief radioman, turns wp with
unexpected news: ihe rocket is in
radio range, and will land the next
day—two weeks early!

CHAPTER NINE

ONY got four hours’ sleep
before Tad Campbell came

banging on his door at 3:15

-A. M. The boy’s enthusiasm was

more ‘than Tony could face; it
would be easier to carry his own
equipment than to answer questions
while he was dressing. He sent Tad
to wait at the plane and put some
“coffee” on to brew, then did a last
quick check of his portable health
lab, miking sure that there was
nothing overlooked in the hasty
preparations after the news about
the Earth ship.

Gulping down the hot brew, he
reviewed the instructions he had
given Anna: feedings for Sunny
Kandro; bacitracin  for Dorothy;
ointment and dressings for Joan,
another injection if she needed it;
and under no circumstances sedative
for Mrs, Beyles.

He couldn't think of anything
predictable he had failed to provide
for. He folded the lab to make a
large carrying case and lugged his
burden up the gentle slope that led
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to the landing feld where Lazy
Girl, the Colony’s transport plane,
waited.

Bea Juarez was warming the icy
motors with a blowtorch. Lazy
Girl's motors were absurdly small;
their shafts spun on zero-friction
air bearings. Air-bearings dated
from the guided missiles of 1950,
but their expensively precise ma-
chining ruled them out for Earth.
Shipping space to ‘Mars was high
cnough to override the high manu-
facturing cost. Air-bearing motors
were small and light; therefore vir-
tually everything on Mars that
turned or slid, turned and slid on
molecules of gas instead™ of oily
hilms. .

The bearings improved the ap-
pearance not only of machinery but
of mechanics. ‘Bea looked tired,
cold, and unhappy; but she lacked
the grease-smeared dinginess that
would have marked her on Earth.
The girl nodded to him, ran a hand
over the moisture condensing on the
metallic surface, and applied the
torch Lo a new spot. -

She shook her head doubtfully.
“Don’t blame me if she falls apart
in mid-air after we take off. I put
her together with spit overnight,
Tony. She was scattered all over
the field for a hundred-hour check.
You'd think they'd let  you
know . " she grumbled, then
broke off and grinned. “What the
hell, if we blow up halfway be-
tween here and there, we don't
have to worry about marcaine any

more! Climb aboard, Doc.” She
snapped off the torch. "Hey, Tad!
The doc needs a hand with his con-
traption.”

NY felt a twinge of con-
science as Tad hopped out of
the plane and rin to take the big
box. It must have been a blow to
the boy, to be deprived of carrying
the heavy equipmént from the hos-

" pital.

“How's it going?” Tony asked
genially, “You seem to be getting
along fine without your tail bone.”

“Okay,” the boy grunted.

He eased the box into the cabin,
pulled it out of the way, and
reached down a condescending
hand to help Tony. "It don’t scem
to matter,” he added, when the
doctor, was inside. "You'd never
know it wasn't there.”

Tad was the recent victim of an
unhappily humorous accident. But-
ted in the scat by an angry goat,
he'd had his coccyx severely frac-
tured, and the doctor had had to
remove the caudal vertebrac. It
probably qualified, Tony thought,
as another of those history-making
occasions—the Coleny’s first spinal,
if you want to stretch the lerm,
opcration. Historic or not, it was
a permancent bond between the hoy
and the doctor—the only one who
had been able to take it seriously.

Tony padded a couple of sparc
parkas into a comfortable couch on
the cabin foor and stretched out.
The plane had no scats. Coming
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back, they'd sit on the -barc floor,
and the parkas would have another
use. The ship was unhecated and
the newcomers weren't likely to
have warm clothes unpacked.

Lazy Girl was short on cemfort
and speed cannjbalized on Mars
from the scrapped remains of obso-
lete models discarded by wealthier

+ colonies. Tony, who didn't fly him-
self, had been told that she handled
casily and flew an immensc pay-
load without complaining.

Tad had built himself a luxurious
nest of parkas. He pulled the last
one up around his shivering shoul-
ders, leaned back, and examined
the interior of the plane with a
good imitation of a practiced ap-
praisal.

“Nice job,” he pronounced
finally. "“You don’t get them like
this back on Earth.”

“You sure don’t,” Bea agreed
ironically from the pilot's seat.
“Hold on to your hat. Here we
go!”

Say what you like about Mars,
about the Colony, about the poor
old relic of a plane, Tony thought,

when you took a look at the kids -

you began to understand what it
was all about. A year ago, Tad had
been a thoroughly obnoxious brat.
But how could he be anything else
on Earth?

HEY were all that way. You
got born into a hate-thy-neigh-
bor, envy-thy-neighbor, murder-thy-
neighbor culture. In your infancy
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your overworked and underfed
mother's breast was always with-
drawn too soon and you were filled
again and again, day after day,
with blind and squalling rage. You
were a toddler and you snatched at
another one's bit of candy; you
were hungry and you hated him;
you fought him. You learped big
boys’ games—Killakraut, Wacka-
wop,- Nigger inna Graveyard,
Chinks an’ Good Guys, Stermation
Camp, Loot the City. The odds
were you were hungry, always hun-

ry- .

Naked dictatorship and leader
worship, oligarchy and dollar-wor-
ship; sometimes one was worsc,
sometimes  the other. The forms
didn’t matter; the facts Hid. Teo
many mouths, not enough topsoil.
Middle classes with their relatively
stable, relatively sanc familics were
growing smaller and being ground
out of existence as still more black
dirt washed into the ocean and still
more hungry mouths were born and
prices. went higher and higher—
how long, in God’s name, could it
go on? How long before it blew
up, and not figuratively speaking
either?

The Panamerican World Fedcra-
tion, first with thc most, rcfused to
tolerate the production of mass-de-
struction weapons anywhere else in
the world. Long calloused to for-
eign mutterings, the Western
colossus would at irregular intec-
vals fire off 2 guided missilc on the
advice of one of its swarm of in-
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telligence  agents. In lartary or
T'rance or Zanzibar, then, an inno-
ceat-looking structure would go up
in a smoke mushroom. But they
never stopped trying, and some day
Tartary or France or Zanzibar
would launch a missile of ‘its own
and it would imcan nothing less
than the end of the world in firc
and plague as the rocket trails laced
continents together and the bomb-
ers rained botulisn, radiacobalt and
flasks of tritium with bikinis in
their cores.

HE damned, poverty-ridden,

swarming Earth! Short of
food, short of soil, short of watcr,
short of metals—short of cverything
cxcept  vicious, universal resent-
ments and aggressions bred by the
other shortages.

That's what they were running
from, the new arrivals he was go-
ing to mect today. He hoped there
wouldn't be any morc communi-
cable discase carriers to quarantine
at Marsport and firc back on the
rcturn trip without cven a  look
around. There were supposed to be
six medical cxaminations between
the first application filed at the Sun
Lake Socicty office in New York,
and . embarcatipn. Dut things must
have got appreciably worse on Earth
sincc—he started a little at the
thought—"since  his time.” Tt
scemed that now anybody could be
rcached. They used to say every-
body had his price. Maybe it was
true. He'd never had a chance to
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turn down a really big bribe, so he’
couldn’t say. But if six boards of
doctors could all be fxed, every-
body’s pricc must have taken a
drastic slump.

Tad, sound aslecp, rolled onto
his stomach and humped up his
behind, scene of the history-mak-
ing opecration, in a brief reversion
to infancy. -

“"How come the rocket’s getting
in early?” Bea called back. "I
didn't ¢ven have time to ask Harve
about it last night, with the Gir/
spread out all over the field.”

“Something about the throat
lincr. They have a new remote con-
trol secvicing apparatus on Earth,”
Tony said. "Gets the liner out and
cleancd and in faster. We save two
weeks on each trip, and get an
cxtra trip -what is it?>—every two
years 2™

“Year and a half,” Bea corrcct-
¢d. She was silent a moment, then
snorted, “"Rockets!”

"At lcast,” Tony dead-panned,
“rockets give you a smooth ride.
Fat chance of getting any sleep in
this pile . . .

“The Girl never gave you a
rough trip in your life!" she inter-
rupted angrily. She pulled on the
stick and swung the Gir/ into a
downwind.

The doctor drowsily studied her,
silhouctted against the stars through
the windshicld. She was attached to
the old crate—ought to find hersel€
a husband. It had looked like her
and Flexner for a while, but then
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the chemist had paired off with
Verna Blau. As the motor warmed
up, Bea unzipped her parka and
shrugged out of it. Definitely, Tony
decided, the best shape in Sun Lake.
Trim, fined-down, athletic, but no
doubt at all, from this angle, that
the figure was feminine—-even un-
der the bulky sweatcr she still wore.

HE LAY back on his improvised
couch and reflected on how
pleasant it would be to stand be-
hind her and run his hands down
over her shoulders—infinitcly pleas-
ant just to stand behind her while
she flew the ship. Pleasant but im-
practical. Play hell with her Esti-
mated Time of Arrival at Mars-
port, for one.thing, and, to take a
longer view, he probably would
end up by marrying her -her and
Lazy Girl: the two went together.

Tony stirred  uncomfortably.
While he was thinking idly goatish
thoughts about Bca, Anna had
turned up in his mind, with a half-
smile on her face. It was typical,
he thought, puzzlr:d; Anna ncver
intruded until the moment you
wanted her . . . jf you wanted her,
he added  unhappily, giving the
verb a new meaning, Anna’s smile
was a4 lingling mystery; her dark
cyes were wells of warmth in which
a man could lose himself; but after
all these months, he wasn’t sure of
their color. And cven when she
crept into his mind, it was only
from the neck up that he visualized
her.
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That wasn't the way he saw Bea.
Tony shook himself, stretched out
and let his eyes linger on the girl
in the pilot's scat until he fell
asleep.

HE sun was up when Bea eased

the Freighter in among more
plancs than they had ever seen be-
fore on Arrival Day. They recog-
nized the clegant staff-carrier from
Sun Lake's neighbor, Pittco Three,
but didn’t know the other twelve
that were parked.

“Swell ride, Bea,” said the doc-
tor. “Now what is sbis dress parade
all about . . .? Oh, sure. Douglas
Graham is going to gunth Mars.
These should be the bigshots from
the commercial colonies.”

“I hate these damned superhcial
gunthers,” Bea said fieccely. "'Is he
going to bother Sun Lake?”

“Nick thinks he might zip
through at the end of his tour, if
he has time.” He hopped to the
ground, Tad following with the
boxed lab. “You've got the shop-
ping list, Bca?” the doctor asked.
I have to go over to the Ad Build-
ing. Don't think I'll have time for
anything clse. Can you get all the
stuff 2

“Sure,” she said easily. "We'se
not buying much ‘this time.”

Tony ignored the bitter signifi-
cance of the remark. “We'll sec you
later, then. I hope this red-carpet
business: for Graham doesn't slow
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things up too much. 1'd like to get
back before lunch.”

Tad was fidgeting next to him,
waiting for a chance to break in.

A year ago, the boy had spent
two days in Marsport, when he
arrived with his family and the
other founding members of the
Colony. Then he had nothing more
than a pitying sneer for the village
of 600 people; now it was a place
of wonder.

“Dr. Tony,” he asked eagerly,
‘can we go to the Arcade?”

"We can go through it,” Tony
decided.

The Arcade was Aladdin’s cave
to Tad. To the Planctary Affairs
Commission, which rented out
booth space in the ramshackle
building, it was a source of reve-
nue. To Tony it was the stronghold
of the irrepressible small retailer,
who found his way even to Mars
with articles he could buy cheap
and sell dear . . . a reminder of the
extent to which Mars was already
taking over the social and economic
patterns of Earth.

Booths at the Arcade did not dis-
play radiation counters, hand tools,
welders, rope, radio, aluminum
I-bcams, airplane parts or half-
tracks. Those you bought at the
P. A. C. Stores, which were re-
liable, conservative and dull.

At the Arcade there was onc
booth which sold nothing but cof-
fee in the cup: MARTIAN $2.00;
EARTHSIDE $15.00 (WITH
SUGAR $25.00). Tony kncw the

privateer who ran this concession
might be ruined by another arrival
aboard today's racket, landing in
paper-light clothes with his gar-
ment and personal luggage allow-
ance- taken up by bricks of
Earthside coffee and sugar, burning
to undercut the highwayman who
had beaten ‘him to the happy hunt-
ing grounds of Mars.

At another booth the most beau-
tiful collie, boxer and English shep-
herd pups were for sale at the
astounding price of only twenty
dollars each. The catch was that
the proprictor of this booth was
the only merchant on Mars with
a stock of dog food.

‘A T ANOTHER booth Tad’s jaw
dropped with perplexity. 'Dr.

" Tony, what are those?”" he asked.

“Underwear, Tad. For women.”

“But don't they get co/d in those
things?"”

“Well, they would if they went
out and worked like dur women.
But—well, for instance in *Pittco,
over- the Rimrock Hills from us,
there are some ladies who only
work indoors, where it's heated.”

" All heated? Not just beam heat
on the beds and things?”

“I'm afraid I don't really know.
Say! Look at thosc boots there—
aren't they something?”

“Boy!" The boots were mirror-
shiny zipper jobs. ““What 1
wouldn’t give for a pair of those!
Put ’em on when new kids come
in, and then watch them try to walk
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around in Earth sandals, and get a
load of that sand.”

Here on Mars, the price put the
boots infinitely far out of reach for
a boy like Tad, even if Sun Lake's
policies did not prevent the pur-
chase of such an jtem. Some super-
visor in an industrial colony, Tony
thought, would eventually acquire
them as illusion of escape from the
sands of Mars.

And that reminded him. He
turned to Tad.

"By the way, what do you know
about kids going barefoot aroufd
the colony? When did that start?”

“Barefoot?” Tad looked out:
raged. "What do you think we are
—dopes?”

1 think,” Tony answcred drily,
‘that anybody who'd go strolling
around the Rimrock caves without
boots on is about as much of a
jackass as he can be.”

“In the carves?” This time Tony
thought he detected a note of more
honest horror. All the kids went
barcfoot somctimes in the cxperi-
mental ficlds; everybody knew about
it and pretended not to. The kids
were pretty careful about not step-
ping on marked planted rows, and
the ficlds had been processed to re-
move native poison-salts from the
sail.

"Listen, Dr. Tony,” Tad said
carnestly, “if any of the kids arc
doing that, I'll put a stop to it!
They ought to know better! Yo
remember that time you had to fix
my hand, before the—uh—other
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thing, when 1 just thought I'd pick

.up a piece of rock and it practically

sliced my finger off! They shouldn’t
be walking barcfoot around therc.”

“I remember.” Tony smiled.
* *Sliced your finger ofF is a slight
cxaggeration, but I wouldn't like
to have to handle a mess of feet like
that. If you know who's doing it,
you tell them 1 said to cut it out

.. or they may not be walking at
all after a while.”

“I'll let them know.” Tad walked
along silently, ignoring the bright
displays as they passed, and Tony
seized the chance to dircct their
footsteps out of the Arcade. "Dr.
Tony,” the boy said finally, “you
didn’t mean for me to tell you who
it was in case I knew, did you?”

"Lord, no!' The doctor bad
been hoping to find out. But he
realized now what an error he'd
almost made.

A year ago, Tad had been as
miserable a little snitch and talc-
bearer as Earth could produce. [
just want it stopped, that's all.”

"Okay, then.” Tad's face relaxed
into a friendly grin. "It will be.”

We've got 1o keep going, the
doctor thought. For himself, for
the other adults, it didn’t matter so
much. But for the kids . . .

dil

TONY had absolutcly no respect
for Nowton, the P.A.C. medical
officer, because Nowton was stupid.
Fortunatcly Nowton was so stupid

103



that he didn’t realize this and
greeted the Sun Lake medic joy-
fully.

“"Hear you been up to tricks,
boy! Why didn’t you come to me
instead? I pot ways to get mar-
caine!”

“Glad to hear it, and I'll bet you
do. While we were stealing that
marcaine, we also had a baby. Got
a form?”

"Corporal!”  yelled Nowton.
“Birth form!" A noncom produced
the picce of official paper and Tony
flled it in, checking weight and
other data with notes in his pocket.

“That hot pifot of yours still
around?” asked Nowton.

“Bea Juarcz? Sure. Interested?
Just tell her that her plane’s a dis-
gusting old wreck and you'll get
her a new one. She always falls for
that line.”

“"No kidding?"

“"Who'd kid you, Nowton? Say,
is Ed Nealey anywhere?”

“In the signal room. Where's
Juarez, did you say?”

“T'll see you, Nowton."” Tony
hurried off.

E FOUND the lieutenant read-

ing a medical journal which

had passed through his own hands
months carlier, on its way around
the joint subscription club of which
both men wete members. The club
made it possible for them, in com-
mon with twenty-odd fellow-mem-
bers on Mars, to keep up with
technical and scientific publications

without paying ruinous amounts in
interplanctary postage.

“Hello, Ed.”

Nealey put out his hand. "I
didn’t know whether you'd still be
talking to me, Tony.”

“Hell, you don't give the orders.
You have to play it the way Bell
calls it. Ed, off the record—you're
pretty sure it was one of our peo-
ple?”

“All I'm sure of, it wasn't a
phony. To qualify with the Blood-
hound on Earth, we had to follow
made trails—where they dragged
bags of anisced over the spoor.
You can tell the difference. This
one faded and wobbled like the
real thing. And we lost it not more
than a couple of miles out of your
pla:e, headed straight your way.
Tony, have you searched '

“Some. We're not done yet.”
The doctor lowered his voice.
“What's the matter with Commis-
sioner Bell, Ed? Does he have any-
thing special against us?"

The lieutenant jerked his chin a
little at a Pfc sitting with edrphones
on his head, reading a comic book,
and led the doctor into the corri-
dor.

“"God, what a post!” he said.
“Tony, all 1 know is that Bell's a
fost soul outside the Insurantist
Party’s inner circle. He had fifteen
years of being looked up to as the
Grand Old Man of the Moexicali-
forniarizonan Insucantists, and
now he’s been booted to Mars,
He'd do anything, 1 believe, to get
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back into the party. And don't for-
get that Brenner's been a heavy
contributor to the Insurantist cam-
paign funds during the last three
clections. You know I'm profes-
sional military and I'm not sup-
posed to and don’t want to have
anything to do with politics—"

Commissioner Bell came stump-
ing down the corridor. “Licutenant
Nealey,” he interrupted.

Nealey came to as casual an atti-
tude of attention as his years of
drilling would allow.

“Surely you have better things
to do with your time than palaver-
ing with persons suspected of hac-
boring criminals.”

“Dr. Hellman js my friend, sir!”

"Very interesting. [ suggest you
go on about your dutics and pick
your friecnds more discriminat-
ingly.”

“Whatever you say, sir.” With
slow deliberation, the lieutenant
turned and shook Tony's hand.
“I'm on duty now,” he said tightly.
“T'll sce you around. So long, kid.”
He put his hand on Tad's shoulder,
wheeled about smartly, and turned
back into the signal room.

“'Come on, Tad,"” said the doctor.
“We're all done here. We might as
well get out to the rocket field.”

" CHAPTER TEN
HEY were approaching the
rocket field and what was, for
Mars, an immense crowd—some

five hundred people behind a broad
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white dcadline marked on the
tamped dirt of the ficld. It was an
odd-looking crowd because it was
not jammed into the smallest pos-
sible space, body to body, Earth-
fashion. The people stood separate-
ly, like forest trees, with a good
square meter around each of them.
It was a Mars crowd, made up of
people with lots of room. Tony
stopped well away from the fringe
of the group.

“This looks like a good spot,” hc,
decided. “Put the box down there;
we can start setting things up.”

“Doctor Hellman—hello!” A
tall man, fully dressed in Earthside
business clothes, strolled over. Tony
had seen him only once before,
when he had appeared at the Lab
with Bell to make his monstrous ac-
cusation of theft. But Hugo Bren-
ner was not an easy man to forget.

“Hello,” Tony said shortly, and
turned back to his box.

“Thought you might be here to-
day.” Brenner ignored the doctor’s
movement away from him, and
went on smoothly. "I want to tell
you how sorry 1 am about what
happened. Frankly, if I'd kanown
the trail would lead to your place, I
might have thought twice before [
called copper—but you understand,
it's not the first time. I've It it go
beforé. This time they took so
much I couldn’t very wel overlook
it.”

"I understand perfectly,” Tony
assured him. "We disapprove of
theft at Sun Lake too.”



“Well, I'm glad to hear you
don't take it personally, Doctor. As
a matter of fact, I'm almost glad it
happened. I've heard a lot about
you and the kind of job you've
been doing over there. 1 wish we
could have met under more pleas-
ant circum—"

“It's very kind of you to say so,”
Tony interrupted, deliberately mis-
understanding. I didn’t think a
man in your position would be
much impressed by what we're
doing at Sun Lake.”

Brenner smiled. I think Sun
Lake is a very interesting experi-
ment,” he said in a2 monotone that
clearly expressed his lack of inter-
est. “What I had in mind . ..

“Of course, Mr. Brenner.” What-
ever the drug man had to say to
him personally, the doctor did not
wish to hear it. “"We realize your
only interest is in the recovery of
your stolen goods. We're doing our
best to find the thief . . . if he
really is a member of our Colony,
that is,”

“Plecase, Doctor, den’t put words
in my mouth. Naturally I'm inter-
ested in recovering my goods, but
I'm not worricd about it. I'm quite
sure your people will turn up the
guilty party.” Again his voice car-
ried a flat lack of conviction.

“"Commissioner Bell has seen to
it that we turn up a guilty party,”
Tony retorted.

"I think the Commissioner was
unnecessarily harsh.” Hugo Brenner
shrugged it off. “If it had been up

to me . . . well, that's Bell's job; I
suppose he has to handle it his own
way. Let’s quit beating around the
bush, Doctor. I came over here to
offer you a job, not to talk . . .”

“No.”

“Suppose you listen to my offer
first.”

"N

“All right, then. Name your own
terms. I'll meet your price: I need a
doctor. A good one.”

“I don’t want to work for you at
any price.”

Brenner's mouth turned up at
the corners. Obviously he enjoyed
the game, and equally obviously he
thought he was going to win,

€T ET mc mention a figure.” He
moved closer. "One million
dollars a year.”

Well, thought the doctor, now
he had a clearer idea of what his
own price was; now he knew it
wasn’t a million dollars. Ten times
what he made in a peak year on
Earth. He looked full into Bren-
ner’s smirking face, and knew
something else: he hadn’t been so
clear-through boiling mad in a long
time; and he was fed up with diplo-
macy. Deliberately, he raised his
voice: "Didn’t you hear me before,
Brenner? Or didn’t you - under-
stand ?”

- He found it was gratifying to no-
tice people turning his way, edging
in to listen.

“Let me make myself absolutely
clear,” he went on loudly. "I don’t
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want Lo work for you. I don't like
the business you're in. I know what
you nced a doctor for, and so does
everyonc clse on Mars. If your boys
over at Hop Heaven can't keep
their noscs out of your marcaine,
that's not my worry. I don’t want
to be resident physician in a nar-
cotics [actory. Stay away from me!”

The smirk had left Breaner's
face; it was ugly, contorted, and
much too closc. Tony realized, too
late, that Brenner’s fist was cven
closer. Abruptly, he stopped feeling
like a hero and began to fecl like a
fool.

Then, quite suddenly, Brenner's
fist was no longer approaching, and
Brenner was flat on the ground.
Tony tried to figure out what had
happened. It didn’t make sense. He
became aware of a ring of grinning
congratulatory faces surrounding
him, and of Tad next to bim, gig-
gling gleefully. He called to the
boy curtly, turned on his heel, and
walked back the few steps to his
portable Iab.

Nobody helped Brenner to his
fcet. He must have got up by him-
sclf, because when Tony looked
back, out of the corner of his eye,
Brenner was gone.

A short man bustled up. "1 heard
that, Dr. Heliman. I didn't see you
hit him, but I heard you tell him
off.” He pumped Tony's hand de-
lightedly.

“Hello, Chabrier.” That makes
two of us, Tony thought—I didn"t
see myself hit him either. "Look, I

know it's no use asking you not to
talk about it, but go easy, will you?
Don’t blow it up too much when
you tell it.”

“It needs no amplification. You
slap his face in challenge. He
reaches for a weapon. You knock
him unconscious with a single
blow! You tell him: ‘Hugo Bren-
ner, there is not gold enough—'"

“Knock off, will you?" begged
the doctor. "He wanted me to work
over at his place by Syrtis Major—
Brenner Pharmaceuticals Corpora-
tion, whatever he calls it. You know
all his people get a marcaine crav-
ing from the stuff that Icaks out of
his lousy machinery. He wanted mc
there to keep giving his boys curcs.
I said no and he offered me a lot of
money and 1 got sore. | shot off my
mouth. He started to sock me
and—"

And what? Tony still hadn’t fig-
ured that out. He turned back to
the box, still only half set up.

Chabrier said thoughtfully: *'So
you know that much, eh? Then you
know it's nothing new, this busi-
ness of missing marcaine?”

TONY abruptly turned back to
him, no longer uninterested.
“Brenner said something about pre-
vious thefts. What's it all about?”

“Only what you said yourself.”
Chabrier shrugged. “What did he
offer you? Three hundred thou-
sand? Four?" He paused, and when
Tony made no reply, went on:
“You can get better than that. It



would be cheaper than juriking his
plant and building a new one.”

"I know I can get better than
that,” the doctor said impassively.
"What do you know about the
missing marcaine, Chabrier?”

“NOT'HING all of Marsport
doesn’t know. Was it in the
neighborhood of half a2 million?
That would be much less than the
freight rates for new machines.
He's used to freight being only a
small part of his overhead. He ships
1 concentrated product.” Chabrier
chuckled happily. “How it must
hurt when he thinks of importing
plate and tubes and cven, God for-
bid, castings. 1 tell you, a man
doesn’t  Enow what freight can
mecan until he’s handled liquor.
Bulk is bad. Even just running the
bulk liquor into the glass-lined
tanks of the rocket ships is bad. It
mcans that Mars ships water to
Earth! Actually! But the foolish
laws say we cannot dchydrate, let
the water be added on Earth, and
still label it Mars liquor.”

"Please,” said  Tony “wryly.
“Please, Chabrier!”

The man shrugged. “'So we take
a Jinle of the water out—fifty per
cent, say. Water is water, they pour
it in on Earth, nobody knows, no-
body cares. Bulk shipment is still
bad, very bad. But bottles! Dr.
Hellman, there is no known way of
dehydrating a glass bottle. We ship
them in, we fill them, we ship them
back. They break, people steal them

here and aboard ship, and at the
Earth rocket port. All so the Jabel
can say ‘Bottled on Mars™!”

“Mufflc your sobs, Chabrier. 1
happen to know ¢hat people pay for
Mars liquor and pay a great deal
for bottled-on-Mars. At least, you're
legal, and I understand you make
good stuff.”

“I drink it myself,” said Chab-
rier rightcously.

“To save the freight on Earth-
side ryc?” Tony grinned, then
asked seriously, "'Listen, Chabrier,
if you know anything about this
marcaine business that we don't,
for God's sake, spill it! We . .. 1
don’t have to tell you how hard this
thing is hitting us out at Sun Lake.
What doces all of Marsport know 2"

“"Was it perhaps seven-fifty >
the other man asked blandly.

Fair exchange, Tony decided. "A
million,” he said.

“So? This 1 do not understand!
Why so much for a doctor, if he is
to have a new plant?” Chabrier
shook his head, shrugged, and went
on more briskly: "I have told you
already, if you understand: Brenner
needs 2 ncew plant. His machines
are no good. They leak. His men
inhale the micron dust, they get the
craving, and they start to stcal the
product. Soon they arc no good for
the work, and he sends them back
to Earth. You sec today how many
new men he brings in? Then one
day therc is more marcainc miss-
ing. He , . ."”

"One minute, Chabriec.” Tony
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turned and signaled Tad to take a
break, then moved off a few steps,
and motioned to the other man to
follow him. "You think it’s a
frameup ?”* he demanded in a low,
intense voice.

“You would have me s
against our Commissioner Bell?”
Chabrier asked with only the faint-
est trace of sarcasm showing. “Such
a thing 1 will not do, but I beg of

. you to consider, if Sun Lake Colony
should be bankrupt, their Labora-
tory must be sold at auction by the
Commissioner, and such a plant
would suit Mr. Brenner very well
indecd. They say here in Marsport
the machinery in this Laboratory Is
adaptable to -many kinds of pro-
duction. They say it is good, tight,
well-built equipment, it will not
leak. Till now it seemed quite
clear.”” The little man shook his
head doubtfully. “Now I do not
know. A plant? Yes. A doctor?
Yes. But both . . . and he offered a
million! This I do #0f understand,
unless he plans to work both plants.
There is a rumor which has some
currency today . . ."

THE deep bass booming of the
warning horn cut him off. Peo-
ple began edging away from the
center of the field, terminating con-
versations, iejaining  their own
groups.

“You will excuse me now? I
must go,” Chabrier said, when the
horn died down enough to permit
conversation again. I have my
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place reserved,.-but they will not
hold it . . ."

“"Place?”” Tony, still trying to
catch up with the implications of
the' other man’s news, didn’t follow
the quick shift. “OWhat for? Oh,
are you after Douglas Gra.ham
loo?”

“Of course. I understand he is—
let us say, a drinker, If T can reach
him before any of these other vul~
tures . . . who knows? Maybe a
whole chapter on Mars liquor!™ He
seized Tony's hand in a quick grasp
of friendship. “Good luck, Doctor
Hellman,” he said, and dashed off,
running ludicrously on his short
legs to rejoin his own party before
the landing.

Tony searched the sky; the rocket
was not yet in sight. He got back
to work, swiftly now, setting up
his equipment. Chabrier had men-
tioned a rumor. Never mind, there
was enough to think about.

The whole thing planrled before-
hand, to ruin Sun Lake. Maybe.
Chabrier was notorious as a gossip
and petty troublemaker, A frameup.
Maybe. And how could they find
out? Who was responsible? Who
was innocent? Nealey, Nowton;
Bell and Brenner; Chabrier with
his fluid chatter and his shrewd
little eyes. Nealey at least was a
decent, competent man . . . Maybe.
But how could you tell? How
could you single them out?

‘Parasites! he thoyght bltterly,
the cheerful Chabrier as much as
the arrogant Brenner: Mars liquor



brought fantastic prites because it
was distilled from mashes of Mar-
tian plants containing carbohy-
drates, instcad of being distilled
from mashes of Earth plants con-
taining carbohydrates. And the
(riendly, plump little man got
plumper on the profits culled from
Earth’s ncurotic neceds. It wasn't
really much of an improvement on
Brcaner's marcaine  business. A
minor difference in moral values,
but all of them were parasites as
long as they didn't devote their
time to the terrible problem of free-
ing Mars from the shadow of
Earth's dominance.

- And what about our Lab? Un-
questionably, it was better to con-
centrate radioactive methylene bluc
for the trcatment of cancerous kid-
neys than it was to concentrate alka-
loids for Earthside gow-hcads, but
that, too, was only a difference in
moral valuecs. Parasites, all ...

"The rocket!” yelled Tad.
CHAPTER ELEVEN

T LOOKED like a bit of the sun

at hrst; that was its braking
blasts scen from under. The mon-
ster scttled -swiftly, roaring and
faring in 2 tcasing mathematical
progression of successively shorter
blasts more closcly spaced. When
you could see its silvery bulk in
profile it was going pop-pop-pop-
pop-pop, like a” machine gun. It
settled with a dying splutter and
stood on the ficld some two hun-
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dred meters from the crowd like a
remembered skyscraper.

Trucks raced out to meet it. In-
side, the doctor knew, crewnmen
were walking around capstans that
fitted over and unscrewed ten kilo-
gram hexenuts. The trucks slowed
and crawled between the fins on
which the rocket stood, dircetly un-
der its exhaust nozzle. Drivers cut
and filled to precise positions; then
platforms jacked up from the cranc
trucks to receive the rim.of the
rocket's threat. Men climbed the
jacks to fasten them.

The captain must have radioed
(rom inside the ship; the last of the
Nrst hex-nuts was ofl. Motor away!
Slowly the platforms descended,
taking the rcaction cngine with
them. The cranc trucks crawled off,
two ants sharing an cnormous bur-
den.

The crew inside was busy again,
dismantling fuel tanks, whilg the
trucks moved to the inspection and
repair shed off (he field. A boom
lifted off the motor, and the driv-
crs scattled back to receive the fiest
installment of the fuel tanks, the
sccond, the third and the last.

“"Now do the people come out?”
asked Tad.

“If the rocket basn't pgot any
more plumbing, they do,” Tony
told him. “Yes—here we go.”
Down between the fins descended
a simple elevator, the cargo hoist
letting down a swaying railed plat-
form on 2 cable. It was jammed
with people. The waiting port offi-
cer waved them toward the Admin-
istration  Building. The crowd,
which had overflowed gently past
the broad white line on the ficld,
drified that way, too.
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“Stanchions! Get  stanchions
out!” the port officer yelled. Two
field workers broke out posts and a
rope that railed off the crowd from
the successive hoist-loads of people
herded into the Administration
Building for processing. There was
a big murmur at the third load—
Grabam! The doctor was too far
back to get a good look at the great
man.

The loudspeaker on top of the
building began to talk in a brassy
rasp:

“Brenner Pharmaceuticals. Ba-
roda, Schwartz, Hopkins, W. Smith,
Avery for Brenner Pharmaceuti-
cals,” it said. Brenner ducked under
the rope to meet five men issuing
from the building. He led them off
the field, talking earnestly and with
pestures.

“Pittco! Miss Kearns for Pittco
Three!”

A pretty gizl stepped through the
door and looked about helplessly. A
squat woman strode through the
crowd, took the girl by the arm and
led her off.

Radiominerals Corporation got
six replacements; Distillery Mars
got a chemist and twe laborers;
Metro Films got a cameraman who
would stay and a pair of actors who
would be filmed against authentic
backgrounds and leave next week
with the prints. A squad of soldiers
headed by a corporal appeared and
some of the field workers let out a
cheer; they were next for rotation.
Brenner got two more men; Kelly’s
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Coffee Bar got Mrs. Kelly, bulging
with bricks. of coffec and sugar.

"Sun Lake City Colony,” said the
loudspeaker. “W. Jenkins, A. Jen-
king, R. Jenkins, L. Jenkins, for Sun
Lake.”

“"Watch the box,” Tony called to
Tad as he strode off.

HE PICKED up the identifica-
tion and authorization slips
waiting for him at the front desk
inside, and cxamined them curi-
ously. Good, he thought, a family
with kids. The loudspeaker was
now running continuously. Two
more for Chabrier, three engineers
for Pittco Headquarters in Mars-
port.

A uniformed stewardess came up
to him.

“Dr. Hellman ? From Sun Lake?"”
Her voice was professionally melo-
dious. He nodded. "“These are Mr.
and Mrs. Jenkins.” She turned to
the family group behind her. “And
Bobby and Louise Jenkins,” she
added, smiling.

The kids were about seven and
four years old respectively. Tony
smiled down at.them, shook hands
with their parents, and presented
his authorizations to the stewardess.

*—Prentiss, Skelly and Zaretsky
for Sun Lake,” the loudspeaker
called. .

“Excuse me, I'll be right back,”
Tony said and headed back to the
desk.

They gave him more authoriza-
tion slips. He riffled through the
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papers quickly as he headed back to
find the Jenkinses and wait for the
newcomers. All  different names.
Only one family, the rest singles.
Too bad.

He hunted through his pockets
and found two packets of pcanuts,
mutated beyond recognition into
chewy objects with a flavor some-
thing like grape pop.

By the time Bobby and Lou had
overcome their shyness enough to
accept the gifts, another stewardess
was bringing up the rest of the
group destined for Sun Lake,

“Dr. Hellman?” Her voice was
as much like the first stewardess”
as her uniform, but according to
ancient custom this one was blonde
and the other brunette. ‘'Miss
Skelly, Miss Dantuono, Mr. Gra-
ham, Mr. Prentiss, Mr. Bond, Mr.
Zaretsky,” she said and vanished.

Tony nodded and shook hands
all around,

“Let's get out of here,” he said.
“It's quicter outside and I have to
give you all a physical checkup,
50—

“Again?” one of the
groancd. “We just had onc on
board.”

“I think I've had a million dif-
ferent shots since 1 started all ¢his,”
the other girl put in. What was her
name? Dantuono? Do we get
more ncedles?”

“I'm afraid so. We have to be
careful, you know.” Some day he
would meet a rocket, and nobody—
but nobody—would make that par-
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men .

ticular remark. Or perhaps that was
too much to hope for. “Let's get
out of here,” Tony said again. He
offered his hands to the children,
and they started moving.

BY THE time they reached Tad
and the box that held the
portable health lab, the crowd was
alrcady thinning out.

“We'll get right to it,” the-doc-
tor addressed his group. "I'm sorry
I can’t cxamine you indoors under
more comfortable circumstances,
but I have to make a quick check be-
fore we can cven let you on board
the ship. It won't takc long if we
start right away.”

“Doesn’t the port have facilities
for this sort of thing?” semconc
asked.

“Sure. They've got a- beautiful
setup right inside ¢the Ad Building.
Anybody can use it. Sun Lake can't
afford ¢he price.”

He called them up onc at a time,
starting with the Jenkinscs, parents
and then children, so the kids
wouldn't have too much time to get
apprchensive about the ncedles. His
trained reflexes went through the
business of blood and sputum
tests, eye-car-nose-and-throat, fluo-
roscopy, and nervous-and-mental,
while he concentrated on getting
acquainted.

Names began to attach them-
sclves to faces. He finished with the
two single girls, and started on the
men, The big, red-faced one was
Zaretsky; skinny little bookkeeper
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type was Prentiss. The talkative onc
was Graham. '

“First name?”" Tony was filling
in the reports while the samples
went Lthrough analysis.

"Douglas.”

“Drop-in or shares?”

“Drop-in, 1 guess. On Earth we
call it the working press.”

“Press?” Tony looked up sharply.
"The Douglas Graham?”

“The This Is man. Didn’t you
know I was coming out?” Tony
hesitated, and Graham asked quick-
ly, ""Your place is open to the press,
isn't it2”

“Oh, sure. We just—well, frank-
ly, we didnt think you'd bother
with us. Certainly didn’t think
you'd come to us ficst. We'd have
rolled out the red carpet.” He
grinned ‘and pointed to the array of
planes at the other end of the field;
for the first time, he became aware
of the curious and envious stares
their small group was receiving
from passersby. “Everybody else
did. I guess we were about the only
outfit on Mars that didn't at least
bope to bring you back home to-
day.” He turned his attention to
the checkup form. “Age?”

“Thirty-two.”

: FVROM appearance and general

condition, Tony would have
given the journalist ten more years;
it was a shock to find that they
were both the same age. He fin-
ished without further comment and
went on to the next and last, a

114

lanky blond youth named Bond. By
the time he was done, the znalyses
and reaction tests were complete.

The doctor checked them over
carefully. “"You're all right,” he an-
nounced to the group at large. “We
can get started now.”

It was a slow trip. Nonc of the
NCWCOMCers were ﬂCCUStOlnCd to t.hC
low gravity; they were wearing
heavy training boots acquired on
board the rocket. And all of them
were determined to sce everything
that was to be seen in Marsport be-
fore they took off. Tony led them
across the spaceport field, and down
the main strect of Marspont, a
mighty boulevard whose total
length was something under five
hundred yards, the distance from
the space-port to the landing strip.

He answered cager questions
about the ownership and manage-
ment of the hotels and office build-
ing that lined the block adjacent to
the spaceport. These were mostly
privately owned and privately built,
constructed of glass brick. The na-
tive product had a sparkling multi-
colored sheen that created a fine
illusion of wealth and high fashion
—cven when you knew that no
building -made of the stuff could
possibly stand more than ten years:
the same slightly different chemical
content of Martian potash that pro-
duced the lustrous coloration of the
bricks made them particularly sus-
ceptible to the damaging cffects of
wind and sand. Glass brick con-
struction was, by far, more costly
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than the rammed-carth buildings at
Sun Lake, or the scrap-shanties that
characterized the Pittco camp across
the Rimrock Hills from the Colony;
but it was still much less expensive
than the Earth-import steel and
alumalloy used wherever strength
and durability were important.
.

HE Administration Building of

the Planetary Affairs Commis-
sion, which occupied one entire side
of the center block, was sheathed
in a muted green alumalloy; the
P.A.C. Stores and official P.A.C.
hotel, across the street, were respec-
tively dull rosc and dove gray. The
doctor pointed out each building in
turn to his wide-eyed group. The
writer was as cager as any of the
others, and asked as many questions.
Tony was surprised; he had aatici-
pated 2 bored sophistication.

Graham responded equally un-
predictably to the series of inter-
ruptions they met with en route.
Chabrier was first, even before they
had left the spaceport. He dashed
up to pump Tony’s hand and bab-
ble that he was delighted to see him
again, and how well Tony looked
despite his drab sojourn in the so-
dull Sun Lake where nothing ever
happened.

“But this is Mr. Graham, isn't
it?” he exclaimed in delight.

"Yeah,” said the writer dryly.

“How fortunate! Distillery Mars,
my concern, small but interesting,
happens to be preparing a new run
of Mars liquor, 120 proof—we
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should be so honored if you could
make a point of sampling our little
effort, shall we say this afternoon?
I have conmifortable—" a sidclong
glance at Tonv—"transportation
here.”

“Maybe later.”

“To a connoisseur of your emi-
nence, of course, we should think it
a privilege to offer you an honor-
arium—""

“Maybe later, maybe not,”
grunted the writer.
Chabriecr  only shrugged and

smiled; the gunther could say no
wrong. "You will perhaps be
pleased to accept a small sample of
the product of Mars Distillery?”
The little man held up a gaudily
wrapped package. He pressed the
gift into Graham's indifferent grasp,
wrung Tony's hand warmly, said
heartily, “We will look forward to
see you soon,” and departed.

Halliday of Mars Machinc Tool
was next. His manner was more
that of a man inviting 2 guest to
his country club, but he did men-
tion that MMT would, of coursc,
expect to provide for a writer’s
necessary expenses. Graham cut off
Halliday's bluff assurances as curtly
as he had stopped Chabrier's out-
pourings: It was like that all the
way.

Everybody who was anybody
on Mars was in town that day, and
cach of them managed to happen
on the Sun Lake crowd somewhere
along the road from the spaceport
to the landing strip.



HOSE who mct Tony at any-

time in the past were all deter-
mined to stop him for a chat; then
they noticed Graham, and extended
a coincidental but warm invitation.
Those who were unacquainted with
Sun Lake’s doctor were forced to
be more direct, and the bribe was
sometimes cven more marked than
Chabricr’s or Halliday's offers.

Graham was cold and even nasty
to them. But once he took Tony's
arm and said: “"Wait. I sce an old
friend.”” Commissioner Bell was up
ahecad, striding toward the Admin-
istration Building.

“Him?"* asked Tony.

“Yeah. Hey, Commish!"

Bell stopped as if he had been
shot. He turned slowly toward Gra-
ham, and stood his ground as the
writer approachcd. When he sPoke,
there was cold hatred in his voice.
“Just the company I'd expect you to
keep, Graham. Stay out of trouble.
I'm the man in charge here, and
don’t think I'm afraid of you.”

“You wecren't the last time,” said
Graham. “That was your big mis-
take—Commish.”

Bell avalked away without an-
other word.

"“You shot his blood pressure up
about 20 millimeters,” said Tony.

* U"What's it all about?”

“I claim a little credit for send-
ing Bell to Mars, Doc. I caught him
with his fingers in the till up ¢o his
shoulder, at a time when his politi-
cal fences were down, if you don’t
mind a mixed metaphor. I couldn’t

1é

get him jailed, but T'll bet up here
he sometimes wishes I had.”

A wild hope flared in Tony. The
This Iy man was, sporadically,
known as a crusader. Perhaps Gra-
ham’s annoyance at the crude plays
for attention meant that an appeal
could be made on the basis of de-
cency and fair play.

i

Y THE time they reached the

plane, Tad was already on the
spot with the portable health lab
stowed away, and Bea was warming
up the motors.

"Hi!" she stuck her head out of
the cockpit to grin at Tony. “Got
everybody? Tad, hand out parkas to
these people. Tony, they tell me
you'rc a hero—had it out with big,
bad Breancr in real style!” She
didn’t quite say: "I ncver thought
you had it in you.”

“Things get around, don’t they?
Bea, this is Douglas Graham. He's
coming out to have a look at Sun
Lake for a book hc’s doing. This is
Bea Juarcz,” he told the writer.
“'She’s our pilot.”

Graham surveyed Bea. "I hope
cverything in the Colony looks as
good.”

“We'll be extra-careful to show
you only the best,” she rotorted.
"Hey, Tad, get that mink-lined
parka, will you? We've got a guest
to impress.”

Tony was dclighted. If everyone
else in the Colony could take the
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Great Man in stride so easily, he
would be pleased and very much
surprised.

Tad came running up with a
parka. “What kind did you say you
wanted? This is the only onc.left,
except Dr.-Tony’s.”

The three adults burst into laugh-
ter, and Tad retreated, red-faced.

Graham called him back. “I'm

- going to neced that thing if the

temperature in the cockpit doein’t
go up.”

“You're going to need it any-
how,” Tony assured him. “There’s
a lot to be said for Lazy Girl here,
but she’s not one hundred per cent
aigtight.”

“I get the idea,” the journalist
assured him. “You people don’t
throw heat around, do you?”

“Not heat or anything else,” re-
plied Tony. “You'll see, if you can
stick it out.”

“What the hell, 1 was a war cor-
respondent in Asia!”

*“This ‘isn’t a war. There isn't
anything exciting o make up for
the discomfort—cxcept, say, when
a baby gets born—"

“No? I take it therc was some-
thing going on just a little while
ago. What were you saying about
the doctor being a hero?” he called
forward to Bea.

She shrugged. “All 1 know is
what I hear on the grapevine.”

Tony heaved a mental sigh of
relief—too soon.

"1 was there.” Tad had stuck
right by them. “This man Mr.
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Brenner came over and asked Dr.,
Tony to come work for him, and
he wouldn’t, and he tried to get
him with a whole lot of moncy, but
he still wouldn't, and—"

é“ OLD on,” Graham inter-

rupted. “First thing you
have to learn if you're going to be
a reporter 'is to get your pronouns
straight. This Brenner was doing
the offering, and Doc was refusing;
that right?”

“Sure. That was what I was say-
ing—"

“Look, Tad, we were only kid-
ding about impressing Mr. Gra-
ham,” Tony said quickly. "You
don't have to make a hero out of
me. 1 just had a disagreement with
someone,” he said to Graham, “and
they're trying to make a good story
out of it."”

“That's what I'm after,” Graham
came back, “a good story. Tell me
everything that happened, Tad.”

The_boy looked doubtfully from
the doctor to the guest and back
again. h

“A}l right,” Tony gave in. "But
let’s not make a 13-round fight out
of it, Tad. Tell it just the way it
happencd, if you've got to tell it.”

“Just exactly?”’

“Yes,” the doctor said firmly,
“just the way it happened.”

“Okay.” Tad was far from disap-
pointed. If anything, he was glec-
ful. “So this Mr. Brenner wanted
Dr. Tony to come work at his place,
curing people from drugs, and he
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wouldn’t, and Mr. Brenner kept
pestering him till he. got mad, and
he said he didn't Like him and
wouldn't work for him no matter
what—1 mean, Dr. Tony said that
to Mr. Brenner—and Mr. Brenner
“got real mad, and started to swing
at him, and—""

“"Well, don't stop now,” Graham
said. "“Who won?”

“Well . . . then Mr. Brénner
started swinging and—I stuck my
. foot out and tripped him, and Mr.
Chabrier came over right away and
said how wonderful it was the way
Dr. Tony had socked Mr. Brenner,
and 1 guess that's what cverybody
thought.” He looked up at Tony's
astonished face, and finished dec-
fensively, “Well, you said to tell it
just the way it happened.”

CHAPTER TWELVE

ONY fastened the hood of his
parka more tightly around his
head, as the chill air of flight crept
into the cabin. Graham, beside him,
was full of flip comment and curi-
osity, to which ordinary decency, lct
alonc special diplomacy, denfanded
reply. But Tony shifted” position
and let his eyelids drop closed.
Therc was no mental cye to close
and so thrust out the revised mem-
ory of the ridiculous incident with
Brenner, nor any mental ear that
could turn off the resounding echo
of Bea Juarez' hilarity.
You kuew all alomg you never
bit Bremner, didw't you? he asked

himself angrily. Yow conld have
figured it omt for yourself—if yon
wanted to! Al right, then, don't
think abowt that.

The new colonists . . . he ought
to do something about them, some-
thing to dispel the tense, appre-
hensive silence in the cabin. A
speech of welcome, somcthing like
that.

Thank them for coming? Wel-
come them to Sun Lake? With the

_ threat that hung over them all, new

members and -old, any specch like
that would be. ridiculous. Later in
the day, they would be asked to
sign final papers, turning over, once
and for all, the funds they had
already placed in the hands of the
trustees on  Earth, and receiving
their full shares in the Colony. Be-
fore then they would learn the
worst; they would be told about the
accusation that might doom the
Colony. But how could he tell them
now, bcfore they had cver scen
Sun Lake, before they had glimpsed
the spellbinding stretches of Lacws
Solis, or had a chance to under-
stand the promise implicit in the
Lab’s shining walls, in Joc Gracey's
neatly. laid out cxperimental fields?

And in front of the gunther, too,
how much could he say, how much
did he darc to say? Graham could
wreck their hopes with a word—or
solve their problcms as casily, if he
chose. Graham had exposed the
Commissioner’'s  corruptness  once;
he wasn't always just a gunther; he
was a part-time crusader. Possibly,
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he would understand Sun Lake's
desperate necessity . . . possibly?

“Oh, by the way,” the writer was
saying. “I've been wondering what
kind of a checkup you have on
these people for security.”

“Security?’ For a minute the
word didn’t make sense; Tony real-
ized suddenly that he hadn’t even
heard the word for a year; not, at
least, with that sinister, special
meaning.

"Don’t you investigate the new-
comers’ backgrounds?”’

“The Sun Lake Society—the re-
cruiting office—checks on their
employment records and | their
schooling to see that we don't get
any romantic phonies masquerading
as engineers and agronomists. That
and plenty of health checks are all
we need. The office wouldn't have
time for more, anyway. It handles
all the Earthside paperwork on our
imports and exports, advertises, in-
terviews, writes letters to the papers
when that damn fool free-love story
pops up again—" He gave Graham
a look.

“All right,” laughed the writer.
“T'll make a mental riote: Sun Lake
doesn’t believe in sex.”

IONY was rucfully aware that a
comeback was expected of him,
but he substituted a feebly appre-
ciative smile and leaned back, tired-
ly letting his eyelids drop again, in
an effort to simulate sleep.
Through slitted eyes, he studied
the new arrivals. They were
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crouched on the cabin floor, bun-
died into their parkas, talking only
occasionally. Even Tad, at the far
end of the cabin with the Jenkins’
children, was low-voiced and re-
strained. Tony could see him pull-
ing iiraculous Martian treasurcs

! from, his pockets for display, then

pouncing on the few Earth items
the new children had to show in re-
turn, cautiously pulled forth from
supposedly empty pockets, and held
for view in a half-cupped hand. *

Near them, Bessie Jenkins, the
mother of the two youngsters, sat
half watching them, half talking to
the mousier of the two single girls
. . Dantuono? Rose Dantuona,
that was it: Anita Skelly, her vivid
red hair concealed under the hood
of her parka, was carrying on a
conversation in menosyllables with
Bob Prentiss; they seemed to be
communicating a good deal more
by hand pressure than by word of
mouth. A shipboard romance, Tony
wondered, or had they known each
other back on Earth? |

He shifted his gaze to the other
side of the cabin, where the rc-
maining three men sat: Arnold
Jenkins, the lanky Bond, and young
Zaretsky. They were lined up in a
silent row, leaning against the bulk-
head, evidencing none of the inter-
ested enthusiasm one might have
expected. His own depression, the
doctor realized, was affecting every-
one.

What could he say to them?
Here they were, newly escaped
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from Earth, from a madhousc with
1 time bomb in the basement. It
had cost each onc of them more
than he could estimate, in courage,
in money, in work, to make the
escape—and what could he promise
them now?

With luck, with the help from
Graham, with all the breaks, “the
best they could look forward to was
the cveryday life of the Colony:
working like dogs, living like ants,
because it was the only way to pull
free of the doomed world from
which they had fled. At worst, and
the worst was imminent—back on
the same rocket, or the next, or the
onc after that, .back with all the
others, destitute. Back to Earth,
with no moency, no job, no placeto
live, and no hope at all.

“Tony.”

It was Graham again,

“Yes2™

“It just occurred to me. Do you
people charge for guest privileges?
I'll be happy to shell out anything
you think is rcasonable. Sun Lake
looks like a good story to me, and |
want to stay on top of it.”

It hasn’t come up before,” Tony
told him. "That mcans we'll have
to votc on it. Personally, I'd vote
for charging you.”

“That’s the idea! If I roast you
in the book, you can say I was sore
because you soaked me. If T give
you a good report, you can prove it
wasn’t bought and paid for. Right.”

“You're too shrewd for us Mar-
tian peasants, Graham. 1 was only
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thinking that we could use the
money."”’

“Doc!" Bea yclled back into the
cabin. “Radio!”

TONY got up and leaned over
into the cockpit to accept the
carphones Bea passed him.

“I can only spark a message
back,” she told him. “"We didn't
load the voice transmitter this
trip.”

He nodded. Through the phones
a sclf-consciously important tcen- -.
age voice was saying: “Sun Lake to
Lazy Girl, Dr. Hellman. Sun Lake
to Lazy Girl, Dr. Hellman. Sun
Lake—"

“Lazy Girl to Sun Lake, I rcad
you, Hellman,” he said and Bea's
hand sputtered it out on the key.

“Sun Lake to Lazy Girl, 1 read
you—uh—seventy-two  at  Pittco,
can Lazy Girl sixteen Pittco, over.”

“Dr. Tony to Jimmy Holloway,”
he dictated, “cut out the numbers
game, Jimmy, and tell me what
you want, over.” ’

The tecn-age voice was hurt.
“'Sun Lake to Lazy Girl, medical
emergency at Pittco Camp, can Lazy
Girl change course and land at
Pittco, over.”

“Lazy Girl to Sun Lake, wilco,
Jimmy, but where's O'Reilly, over.”

“Sun Lake to Lazy Girl, 1 don't
know, Dr. Tony. They messaged us
that O'Reilly wasn’t due back from
Marsport all day, over.”

“Lazy Girl to Sun Lake, we'll
take care of it, Jimmy, out.” He
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passed the phone back to Bea.
“Somcbody's sick or hurt at Pittco.
Drop me off there and I'll get back
on one of their half-tracks.”

“Right.” Bea pulled out her map
table.

The doctor went to the rear of
the cabin where Tad had stowed
the portable lab. He came back
with a box of OxEn pills, and
stood in the doorway between the
cabin and the cockpit, facing the
assembled group.

“These are the same pills you
took on board the rocket this morn-
ing,” he told them. "I don’t think
I have to warn you always to keep a
few with you. Wherever you g,o.
whatever you do, as long as you're
on Mars, don’t forget that it's liter-
ally as much as your life is worth if
you don’t take onc of these every
twenty-four bonrs.” They all knew
that, of course; but there was no
harm in impressing them with it
again. ’

There was more he should say,
but he didn’t know what. He chose
the next best alternative and sat
down.

“What's
Graham.

“Somebody sick or something at
the Pittco outfit across the hills
from our place Their doctor's still
in Marsporl

“"Mind if 1 stick with you? I'd
like to have a look at the place any-
how—when they're not ready for
me."”

Tony considered a moment, and

cogking?” demanded
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decided he liked the idea.
Come aleng.”

“I'd kind of like to see that girl
who was for Pittco.”

“You met her -on the rocket?”

“I met her, all right, but she
gave me a faster freeze than your
girl pilot here. What is she anyhow
—a lady engineer? All brains and
no bounce?”’

“Not cxactly,” Tony said. I
guess she figured she was on vaca-
tion. She's a new recruit for the
company brothel. Thase are the
only women they've got at Pittco.”

“Well, I'll be damned!” Graham
was silent a moment, then added
thoughtfully, “No wonder she
wasn't interested !”

“Sure.

ii

AZY GIRL touched down at

Pittco necar noon., The doctor
and writer were met by Hacken-
berg, the mine boss, who drove out
in a jeep as Bea zoomed her ship
off over the hills to home.

I think you're too late, Doc,” he
said.

“We'll see. Hack Hackenberg,
‘Douglas Graham.” They climbed in
and the jeep rolled past the smoke-
stacks of the refining plant, toward

" the huts of the settlement.

“Hell of a thing,” grumbled
Hackenberg. “Nobody’s here. Mad-
ame Rose, Doc O'Reilly, Mr. Rey-
nolds, all off at Marsport. God
knows when they're coming back.
Douglas Graham, did you say? You
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the reporter Mr. Reynolds was
going to bring back? How'd you
happen to come in with the doc?”

“I'm the reporter,” Graham said,
“but it’s the first [ knew about com-
ing here with Reynolds. Did he tell
you that?"

“Maybe he just said he hoped
you would. I don't know. 1 got my
hands full as it is. I got a contract
to be mine boss, everybody takes
off and Big Ginny gets her chest
busted up, the girls go nuts, and 1
take the rap. What a life!” °

"Was there a braw]?” asked the
doctor. -

“Nobody told me—they yanked
mc out of B plant. They found Big
Ginny, over by the hills. She was all
mcssed up—you know what I mean,
Doc. They thought she was raped.
Rape Big Ginny, for God’s sake!
It ain't reasonable!”

“They mioved her?"

“They took her back to Rose's.
1 tell them and tell them to leave
‘em lay, just’ get ‘e warm, give
plasma, and wait for a doctor. It
don't do any good. First thing they
think of whenever anybody, gets
smashed up is he don’t logk2pbat
cnough, so they yank him aréuht to
lie nice and straight and they yank
him up so they can get a pillow
under his head and then they haul
him like a sack of mcal to &-bed.
1 hope to hell I never have a1 cave-
in here with these dummies Bjck
in Jo'burg it happened to me. A
timber fell and broke my leg. nice
and clean. By the time all my

friends were through taking care of
me ad getting me comfortable, it
was a compound complicated frac-
ture with bone splinters from my
ankles on up.” !

The jeep, stopped in front of a
large house, ‘solidly constructed of
the cxpensive. native glass. brick.
Unlike most of the jerry-built
shacks that housed the temporary
workers in the camp, it was one of
the few buildings put up by the
Company itsglf, and few expenses
had been spared. i

The door opened hesitantly, and
a gicl peered out, then opened it all
the way. “Hellp, Hack. Is this the
doctor?” N

She was dressed in neither the
standard tunic of most Marswomen
nor the gaudy clothes of her sister-
hood on Earth; instcad “she worc
tailored house-pajamas of Earthside
synvelvet. She might have been any
busincss woman or middle-class
housewife answering her door back
on Earth. .

“"Hello, Mary.”  Hackenberg
turned’ to 'Wany. “Doc Hellman,
this is Ma_ry!%imi:ns. She's in charge
when 'RosQ'laﬁ‘ out. Mary, this is
Douglas am, the famous gun-
ther.” He stressed the last word
only slightly. “'Youve heard of
him?” L

"“Oh, yés.!:She was distantly po-
you do, Doctor?
lin2"

“I'll have to'take off now.” Hack-
enberg shook Graham’s hand vig-
orously. “Glad to have met you.
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I'll pick you up later, Doc.” He
waved and hcaded back for the
jeep. Tony and Graham followed
Mary Simms indoors and pulled
off their parkas.

HE whole house was heated,
the doctor noticed.

The girl led them through a
large and rather formal parlor and
into a smaller sitting room. She
crossed the small room, and opened
a door on the far side.

“In here, Doctor,” she said.
Tony stepped into the small bed-
room, and heard Graham ‘right be-
hind him.

“How about me?"" demanded the.
writer.

The girl's voice was icy. "Profes-
sional courtesy, I suppose; we are
in the same business, aren’t we? By
all means, come in.”"

The doctor turned his smile in
the other direction. A huge blonde
lay on the bed between fresh sheets.
She was in coma, or . .

“Out!” Tony said frmly, and
closed the door on both of them.

He lifted thc shect and swore
under his breath. Big Ginny had
been washed and dressed in a rose-.
bud-trimmed pink niron night-
gown. Few people ‘with internal in-
juries could survive such frst-aid.
He opened his bag and began the
examination.

He stepped into the parlor. Mary
rose from her chair to question
him, but Tony forestalled her.
“She’s dead.” He added in a puz-
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zled voice, “"Her chest was beaten
in. Who found her?”

"Two of the men. Shall T get
them?”

“Please. And—was there any-
thing they found nearby?”

“Yes. TI'll bring it.” The girl
went out.

“How about the rape?” Graham
asked. .

“She wasn’t,” Tony said.

He dropped into a chair aad
tried to think it out. The woman
had been pregnant, and there were
signs of a fresh try -at abortion—the
“rape.” Was the [father known?
Had they tried to abort it? Had
there been a scene and a fatal beat-
ing out there by the hills? How did
you know who was the-father of a
child conceived in a place like ¢this?
And who else would have any rea-
son for the violence?

Mary Simms came in and said, *'I
passed the word for tre men."” She
moved coolly so that her body was
between Graham and the doctor,
and handed over something
wrapped in a handkerchief. “They
found this.”

“Did you know she was six
months pregnant?”*

“Big Ginny?" she asked, amazed.

“Why not?"

“Why, I've seen her medical
card, and she’s been here two years.
She was married a couple of times
on Earth—" The girl was flustered.

“Well 2*

“Well, it surprised me, that’s
all.”
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He went into the small bedroom
and unwrapped the object she had
given him. It was a stained scrap of
stout copper wire, about twenty-
five centimcters long. That con-
firmed his diagnosis: attempted
self-abortion, clumsy and dangerous
because of the woman's bulk and
probably hazy knowledge of anat-
omy. But the innumcrable blows on
her chest and back didn't make
sense . . .

BACK in the parlor, two men
in miners’ lcathers were wait-
ing. 1he writer was questioning
them idly about living conditions
in the camp.

“I'm Dr. Hellman from Sun
Lake,” Tony said. "I want to ask
you about finding Big Ginny."”

“Hell, Doc,” said one of the
miners, “we just walked over that
way and there she was. T said to
Sam, 'It's Big Ginny! Jeez! and he
said, 'Some cheapskate musta hit
her on the head,” and we tried to
bring her around, but she wouldn’t
come to, so we made her com-
fortable and we¢ went and told
Mary and then we went back on
shift.”

“That's all there is to it,” said
the other miner. "But it wasn't one
of our boys. You ask me, it was one
of those Communist crackpots from
over your place, all- the'time read-
ing—it drives you nuts, did you
know that? How is the old bag,
Doc? Is she yelling for her money ?”

“She’s dead,” the doctor said
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shortly. “Thanks for the informa-
tion.”

“You ask me,” the miner re-
peated stoutly, “it's onc of thosc
Communists did jt."”

“Can you beat that?” the other
one said softly. “"What kind of guy
would kill a dame like that?” They
went out soberly.

*"lhose guys werc a little too in-
nocent,” said Graham suddenly.
“Didn’t you think so?”

“I know what that's about,” said
Mary Simms. “They didn’t mention
why they happened to be out stroll-
ing on the descrt. They're gow-
heads. They were picking up some
marcaine. They have a deal worked
out with one of the pcople from
Brenner's Hop Heaven. He steals
the stuff from Brenner and leaves
it under a rock for Sam and Oscar.
They leave moncy.”

“I knew something was sour
about them,” said Graham brood-
ingly. “"What do we do now,

_Tony?”

“I'm going to wrile a note o
Dr. - O'Reilly and sce if I can get
Hackenberg to drive us to Sun
Lake.™ He sat down and took out
his notebook and pen, found a
blank page, and carcfully recordald
what he had seen, without adding
any of his conclusions.

He signed his name, folded and
handed the shect to Mary Simms.
“When you give the doctor this,”
he said, “'pleasc tell him 1 was sorry
1 couldn't stay to see him. We're
having big times over at our place.
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Ten new colonists.” He smiled.
“Nine immigrants and a new
baby."

“Boy or girl?”" she asked, with
sudden interest. “How is it—all
right? Was it hard?”

A boy. Condition fair. Normal
delivery.”

“That's nice,” she said, with a
musing smile. Then she was all
business again. “Thank you [or
coming, Doctor. I can make some
coffee for you while you're waiting
for Mr. Hackenberg. We have real
coffee, you know.”

"I dida't know,” he told her.
“I'll take two cups.”

i

R. TONY filled Hackenberg
in on the jeep ride to Sun
Lake. The mine boss profanely said
nothing like that had ever hap-
pened before and he'd get the no-
good swamper that did it and swing
him from the gantry if he had to
beat up every leatherhead in' camp.
He told some grisly stories about
how he had administered rough
justice to native coal miners in Jo-
hannesburg.
"’Course,”” he admilted, “‘vou
can’t do that to Panamericans.”
It's a good thing, thought Dr.
Tony, that there wasn't any Martian
animal life. An intelligent race
capable of being sweated would
really have got the works from
Hackenberg, who could justify
abominable cruelty to his brothers

on the grounds that thcy’'d been
born in a different hemisphere of
his own planct. God only knew
what he would think justified by an
cextra cye or a set of tentacles.

Hackenberg look the wide swing
through the gap in the hills and
highballed the dozen miles to Sun
Lake City. He came to a cowboy
stop in front of the Lab and de-
clined their hospitality.

“I have to get back before the
big shots,” he said. “Thanks, Doc.
I'll see you around.”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THE big main hall of the Lab
was jammed with people,
standing in earnest groups, strolling
around, all talking at once. As the
door slammed behind the doctor
and the writer, the hubbub quicted,
and seventy-odd pairs of eyes
turned on the newcomers.

"Quite a delegation,” Graham
commented. “"For mec?"”

“1 don’t know,” Tony confessed.
He searched the room, and saw
Harve Stillman break away from a
small group and head their way.

“Hi, Tony, did you bring a
friend 2"

He turned to find Mimi Jonathan
at his elbow.

“Oh, Mimi, this is Douglas Gra-
ham. Did Bea tell you he was com-
ing? Graham, Mimi Jonathan. Mi
—Mrs. Jonathan is the Lab Ad-
ministrator, in charge of making
the wheels go round. And this is
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Harve Stillman. Harve used to
be B

. . . a newspaperman himself,”
Graham finished.

“Nope,” Harve grinned. “A
radioteletype repairman with the
1P

“What a switch!” Graham smiled
back and shook the other man’s
hand.

Tony turned from them to ask
Mimi urgently: “How's it going?
Did you finish up with the Lab
search yet?”

“Afraid so. It's the same as the
huts. Nothing turned up,” she said
harshly. “We'll have to check the
shipping crates.”

“Lord!" breathed Tony.

“Maybe it won't be so bad,”
Stillman ventured. "I've just given
this crowd a brichng on handling
hot stuff. Mimi seems to think we
can clear it up in a day or two if
we all pitch in.”

“Provided,” Mimi added, "we
all work just a little harder than
possible. I'm sorry you had to come
to us at such a busy time, Mr. Gra-
ham. I hope you won't mind if we
don't fuss over you too much.
You're welcome to wander around
and ask all the questions you want.
Everyone will be glad to help you.”

“It will be a welcome change,”
he assurcd her.

NY waited very impatiently
through a few more minutes
of polite talk. As soon as Harve en-
gaged the writer's attention again,
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the doctor turned back to Mimi.
“"What's the plan?” he asked.

“Five crews to get out about a
kilomcter into the desert, a half-
kilometer apart. Everybody else
brings them crates one at a time,
they open and scarch, repack before
the next one comes in. No con-
tamination from crates standing
open. Through all this you and
Harve run back and forth checking
the handling crews and the tote
crews to sce that they don’t get
danger doses and remove and treat
them if they do. We figure four
days to finish the job.”

“Harve, do you think you're
good enough to monitor the un-
packing sites?”’ Tony asked. “Con-
tamination from the native radio-
actives would be as bad' as getting
our own radiophosphorus into our
radiomethyline blue.”

“I didn’t want to go out and try
it on my own. Do you think I can
swing it?”

“Sure. Go pick us five of the
coolest spots on Mars.”

The technician headed for the
racked counters.

“Doc, can you let me in on that
cryptic business?”” demanded Gra-
ham.

“In a minute,” said Tony, his
eyes wandering over the crowd.
“Excuse me.” Hec had spotted
Anna and was starting her way
when she turned, saw him and ap-
proached.

“"We tried another feeding with
the Kandro baby,” she began with-
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out a preamble, "but he didn’t take
to it—choked it up again like yes-
terday.”

Tony took out his pipe and bit
abstractedly on the scarred stem.
“No differcnce? No change at
Tall?”

"Not that [ could sce. Tony,
what's wrong with that baby?”

. The doctor shook his head un-
happily. "I den’t know,” hc ad-
mitted.

There was something damnably
wrong with the Kandro baby, some-
thing he couldn’t quite figure.
There was a cluc somewhere in the
_vividly remembered picture of the
gasping, red-fuced infant, choking
and spluttering on a mouthful of
milk. Should he have tried water
instead of normal feeding to get

thosc scrambled reflexes into or-
der?
“Doc—" said Graham.

“I'll be with you in a minute.”
Anna went on screnely: “No
trouble with Joan. 1 gave her her
regular shot and changed the band-
ages when Tad told me you'd be
late. She scemed fairly comfort-
able.”
“Good.
plaints?”’
“Kroll in ecngincering had a
headache. And there’s Mrs. Beyles.
Her busband came and asked if
there was anything 1 could do—
they had a quarrel and he thought
she went into a fit. It was a temper
tantrum; I know you said not to
give her anything, but John was

Miscellancous  com-
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so upsct I gave her scdation to
quict her.”” She turned to Graham.
“Sorry to have to drag out our hos-
pital horrors. 'm sure you under-
stand.”

"Oh,” said Tony, "I'm sorry.
Douglas Graham, Anna Willen-
dorf. Excusc me a minute, will
you?”" Mimi was tapping her foot,
waiting for an opening. He told
her: "1 better get the afternoon
safety done right now, and I'm
damned if I'm going to do it with
the whole Colony lurching around
the Lab. Get "em out of here so I
can go to work, will you? Graham.
I can answer questions while I po
theough the Lab looking for over-
fevel radiation. If you want to come
along, you're welcome.”

He led the writer out of the
office into Lhe dressing room, as
Mimi began to break up the knots
of non-Lab personnel who had
shown up to thrash out the search
plan and learn their own parts in it.

ii

ONY helped Graham into the

suit of protective armor. He
didn’t usually bother with it him-
self on the afternoon inspection,
when other people were all over
the Lab, unprotected. In the morn-
ing it was diffcrent; the claborate
precautions of the outer-door locker
were necessary when a hot spot had,
possibly, had time to chain over-
night, But while work was actually
going on, nothing very hot could
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develop without being noticed. The
late check was primarily for the
purpose of insuring the absence of
the hot spots that could develop
overnight.

The doctor started his meander-
ing course through the Lab, wnth
Graham in tow.

“I'm making the second of our
twice-a-day safety checks for excess
radioactivity. It happens that we've
got to unpack all our material
scheduled for export, examine it
and repack it in a hurry if we want

* to get it aboard the outgoing rocket

in time to get credit to pay our
bills.”

“Just routine, 1 suppose?” asked

*Graham blandly.

*“I think you gathered that it cer-
tainly isn't. The fact is, your
friend, Commissioner Bell, has ac-
cused us of harboring a thief and
his loot—a hundred kilos of mar-
caine, We've searched everybody
and everything so far except the
export crates; now we've got to
search them.”

“Why not tell the old windbag
to go blow?”

“If we don't tum up the mar-
caine, he can seal us up for six
months to conduct an inch-| by inch
scarc

- Whar s so dreadful about that?*’
Graham asked.

“We're geared to two ships in
six months now instead of onc ship
a year. If we missed two shipments,
both incoming and outgoing, we'd
be ruined.”
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RAHAM grunted thoughtfully,

and Tony waited—and waited
—the grunt was all. Hc'd been
half-hoping the writer would vol-
unteer to help—perhaps by picking
up his anti-Bell crusade or by prom-
ising to see his powerful friends,
or by exposing the sorry mess to
the public. But Graham, apparent-
ly forgetting the Bell business cn-
tirely, pitched the doctor a ferocious
series of questions that threatenced
to stretch out the inspection end-
lcssly

“What's in this box? Why isn’t
this conveyor shielded? Where's

the stock room? What do you do

here? Is it technical or trade school
stuff? Where did this soil come
from? What did you pay for it?
Tile on this floor, concrete on that
—why? Who's in charge here?
How many hours does he work?
That many? Why? How many

" hours does he work ?”

As Tony paraded solemnly back
and forth with the counter, check-
ing off items on his report, he
pressed a little on the writer.

‘“This crate here,” he said,

a typical sale. Radiophosphorus for
cancer research. It goes to the Leu-
kemia Foundation in San Francisco.
I's a traccless purc—bctter than
nine-nines. We're in business be-
cause we can supply that kind of
thing. On Earth they'd have to fust
make the traceless-pure phosphorus
and then expose it to a feactor or
a particle accelerator, and the extra
step there usually means it gets con-



taminated and has to be refined
again.” Here we just produce phos-
phorus by the standard methods
and it /s radioactive because the
whole planet’s got it. Not enough
to present a health problem any
more than cosmic rays on Earth do,

but damned convenient for Sun
Lake.”

“'Some crate,” commented the
writer.

“Lead, air gaps, built-in counter
with a loud alarm. It's the law.
Normally, we have five per cent of
our manpower working in the ship-
ping department. Now we have to
unpack and recrate all this stuff in
less than four days.” |

“Youn people should have a
lobby,” suggested Graham. “If
somcething like that was handicap-
ping Pittco, they'd get rid of it
quick. Arc we just about through 2™

“Just about,” said Tony Hatly.
So much for that, he thought; at
least he'd given the writer an cye-
ful of the safety precautions they
obscrved, and - made him sweat a
little under the heavy -suit at the
same time.

In the cleanup room they stripped
and showered, with Graham chort-
ling suddenly: “"O'Mally was a
prophet! My frst city editor—he
said when 1 got rich I'd install hot
and cold running Scotch in my
bathroom!™

“Sorry we only have cold, and
don't drink this stuff unless you
want to go blind. It's methyl.”

“Can’t be worsc than the stuff I

uscd to guzzle in Philly,” Graham
said blandly, but he stepped out
quickly cnough and followed the
doctor’s advice about a lanolin rub-
down afterward.

“Dinner time now,” said Tony,
buttoning on his tunic. “Mess
hall's here in the Lab. Only build-
ing big cnough.”

“Syathetics " asked Graham.

“No, that's not the Sun Lake
idea. We want Lo gel on an agri-
cultural cycle as fast as we can. Sun
Lake has to be able to live on vege-
tables that grow naturally, without
any fertilization except our own
waste  products. Naturally we're
strong on becans, kudzu, yams, goo-
bers—any of the nitrogen-fixing
plants that contain somc natural
protein. You'll sce.”

RAHAM saw, he tasted, he ex-
pectorated.  Into the shocked
silence of the half.dozen at the
table, he muttered an cmbarrassed
apology and manfully choked down
almost half of his vegetable plate—
Mars beans, barley, stewed greens
and another kind of stewed greens.
To Tony he muttered when con-
versation had sprung up again:
"But why do they taste like a hos-
pital smells? Do you have to dis-
infect them or something 2
Joc Gracey overheard it from the
other side of the table. “That's my
Adcpartmmt," he said. “No, it isa't
disinfectant. What you and most
other people don’t realize is that
we with our Lab are pikers com-
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pared with the lowliest cabbage in
synthesizing chemicals. We taste
the chemicals in our Earth plants
and we accept them as the way they
ought to taste. These are unfamiliar
because these are Mars plants modi-
fied so that their chemicals aren't
poison to Earth animals, or Earth
plants modified so that Mars soil
isn't poison to them. We're still
breeding on this barley, which is
generating too much iodoform for
me to be really happy. If 1 can
knock one carbon out of the ring—
but you don’t care about that. Just
be glad we didn’t try out the latest
generation of our cauliffiower on
you instead of our test mice. The
cauliffower, I'm sorry to say, gen-
erates prussic acid.”

“Stick with those mice!” said
Graham with a greenish smile.

"Only guarantced-Earth animals
on Mars, including you,” said
Madge Cassidy, beside Graham. He
watched her wopderingly as she
finished her bar{c]y with apparent
cnjoyment.

“How was that again?”

"My mice. The only animals on
Mars guaranteed non-mutated. We
have them behind tons of concrete
and lcad with remote feeding. It'd
be no joke if some of thc natural
Mars radioactivity or some of the
stuff flying around the Lab mutated
them so they'd gobble Mars food
that was still poison to people.”

“You mean I might go back to
Earth and have a two-headed
baby ?”
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“It's possible,” said Madge, get-
ting to work on variety number onc
of stewed greens. “Odds arc some-
what higher than it happening from
cosmic rays or industrial radioac-
tivity on Eacth. But mouse genera-
tions go by so fast that with them

“it's a risk we can’t take. Some of

the pork-and-beaners died very un-
pleasant deaths when they tried cat-
ing Mars plants as a last resort, It
was the last resort, all right.”

“But isn’t amything on Mars
good to eat?” '

"A couple of items,” Gracey told
him. “Stuff that would probably be
poisonous to any native animal life,
if there was any. You find the same
kind of thing on Earth—plants that
don’t scem to be good for anything
in their native cnvironment. My
theory is that the ancestors of poi-
son ivy and other such things aren’t
really Earth plants at all, but came
to Earth, maybe as spores aboard
metcorites. We nced a broader ex-
planation of the development of
life than the current theories offer.
We've grown a giant barley here,
for instance, out of transplanted
Earth stock, but it wouldn’t be via-
ble there. The genc was lethal on
Earth. Here—"

E RATTLED on, to the accom-
paniment of Graham’s nods
of agrcement, until Harve Stillman
broke in: “"Hey, there was a rumor
through the radio relay today. You
know about it, Mr. Graham?”
“Doug,” the writer corrected.
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“Okay,” Harve smiled. "About
marcaine—no, not about us,”’ he
added hastily. “About- marcaine be-
ing forbidden in Tartary. The Cham
pronounced a rescript or whatever
it is, and according to the guys in
Marsport that means the price goes
up, and Brenner's business is dou-
bled. Do you know anything about
it, Doug?”

The newsman looked surprised.
“It was all over the ship,” he told
them. “Everybody was talking
about it. How come you don’t get
it till now? The radio op on board
told me he spilled it in his first
message lo PAC”

“It's true then?"
sharply.

I wouldn’t know. I'm only a
reporter myself.” He looked across
to Tony. "Don’t tell me Marsport
wasn’t buzzing with it. Brenner,
knew, didn't he?”

Gracey asked

“No,” the doctor said slowly. 1
“didn’t hear anything about it
there . . .”" But he had heard of a

rumor; who was it? Chabrier! Of
course, that was Chabrier’s rumor:
marcaine prices going up, produc-
tion will double, Brenner needs a
new plant, needs a doctor, too . . .
. Tony stood up abruptly. “Excuse
me. Gracey, are you finished ? Want
to come along?”

The agronomist rose quickly,
and the two left together. On the
way to. collect Nick and go over to
the Jonathans’, Tony explained the
situation rapidly to Gracey.

I wanted to get the Council to-
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gether tonight anyhow,” he finished
up, “to tell you about my idiotic
brawl with Brenner. I don’t know
what kind of jam sbar’s going to
land us in. But this business tics
in with what Chabrier told me.
Rocket to Bell and Bell to Brenner,
and the rest of us can get the news
whenever the Commissioner gets
around to it!”

“It makes a nasty picture,” the
agronomist agreed sobecly. "Now
what? Where do we go from
here?”

“Damned if I know. Maybe one
of the others can figure it.” He
knocked sharply on Nick’s door.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

‘T DOESN'T matter,” Miini
said fiemly, “We still have to
go through with the search.”

“That's how I see it, too,” Tony
admitted. *“'We can’t bring any ac-
cusations until we know our own
slate is clean.”

“If we could only et hold of
the Bloodhound .

“Bell refused.”

“And that means no matter how
carefully we search, he can still
come in afterward and claim it
wasn’t done properly.”

“Could we rent one or buy it?"
Gracey wanted to know.

“Government property only,”
Mimi told him. “O'Donnell
checked on that the other day.”

“Okay, so we have to do it
without the Bloodhound.” Nick
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jumped up and paced the leagth of
the room restlessly. I bet I could

build enc if wc only had a little

time . .". Well, we have to go
ahead, that's all. Where does Gra-
ham come in?"

NY realized they were waiting

for an answer from him. "I
don’t know. He has no use for
Bell, but he doesn’t exactly rise to
the bait when I throw it at him
either, I think we better go slow
and feel him out. He didn't scem
to go for the blunt approach when
Chabrier and the others tried it.”

“Slow?" Nick stormed. ""Man,
we've got six days! Go slow?”

“As fast as we can,” Gracey put
in. “We still have to get the scarch
finished. I think we have to do that
before we ask Graham anything.
He has to have some facts to work
with.”

“Right,” Mimi agreed. “Now
let's get our plans organized. If we
start at dawn, maybe we can do the
whole unpacking operation tomor-
row . . . then we can hit Graham.,
Means wc'll have to leave crates
open and repack them later, but I
don’t sce any alternative now. How
long is Graham staying, Tony?”

“'He said maybe three days.”

“Okay, then that's how we've
got to do it. Maybe by tomerrow
night we'll know better how to get
at the guy.” -

They spent a busy ten minutes
outlining the plan of operations,
and then the three men went out,
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leaving the details for Mimi to
scttle.

Tony walked down the scttle-

ment street slowly, trying to get his
thoughts in order. It had been a
long day—three-fifteen in the morn-
ing when Tad woke him, and now
there was still work to do.
+ Stopping in at the hospital to
collcct his bag, he found Graham
kibitzing idly with Harve in his
living room,

“Just waiting for you, Doc.”
Stillinan stood up. "I have to get
over to the radio shack. Tad's on
the p.m. shift this weck, but he
fell aslecp before supper, so I've
got to take over tonight.”

Tony surveyed his guest uncom-
fortably. **Anything you'd like?”
he asked. "I have to go out and sce
a couple of patients. Won't be too
long.”

"Could I go along?’ Graham
asked. “I'd like to, if it’s all right
with you.”

“Sure. I want you to sec the
baby I was talking about anyhow.
My other patient is pretty sick; you
may have to wait while I look in
on her.”

They stopped at the Radcliff's
first, but Joan was asleep and she
usually got so little rest that Tony
decided not to disturb her. Anna
had said she’d had a fairly good
day. He'd see her tomorrow.

“Where is this infant?” Graham
asked as they walked down the
Colony strect.

“Here. This is

the Kandros
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place. Hello, Polly,” Tony said as
the door opened, even before he
knocked. I brought Mr. Graham
along to visit. I hope you don't
mind.”

“I ... no, of course not. How
do you do? Come in, won't you?"”
Her manner was absurdly formal,
and her appearance was alarming,
Tony wondercd when she had last
slept. Her eyes were over alert, her
lips too tight, her neck and shoul-
ders stiff with tension.

“How's Sunny?” He walked into
the new room where the crib stood,
and the others followed. He wished
now that he hadn't brought Gra-
ham along.

“The same,” Polly told him. “I
just tried. You see?”’

THE baby in its basket was sput-
tering feebly, its face fAushed
bright red. We're going 1o lose that
youngster, thought the doctor grim-
ly, unless 1 start intravenous feed-
ing, and soon.

“Tell me something, please, Doc-
tor,” she burst out, ignoring the
reporter’s  presence. “Could it be
my fault? I'm anxious—I know
that. Could that be why Sunny
docsn’t cat right?”

Tony considered. “Yes, to a de-
gree, but it couldn’t account for al/
the trouble. Are you really so tense?
What's it all about?"

“"You know how it was with us,”
she said evasively. “We tried so
many times on Earth. And then
here we thought at first it'd be like
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all the other times, but, Tony, do
you think—is Mars dangerous?”

He saw she’d changed her mind
in mid-confession and substituted
the inane question for whatever she
had started to ask. He intended to
get to the bottom of it.

Over the woman's shoulder, he
looked meaningfully at Graham.
The reporter grimaced, shrugged,
and obligingly drifted back to the
living room.

Tony lowered his voice and told
the woman: “Of course Mars is
dangerous. It's dangerous now; it
was dangerous before you had
Sunny. I'm a little surprised at you,
Polly. Some women think that hav-
ing a baby ought to change the
world into a pink spun-candy
heaven. It doesn't. You've had
Sunny; he’s a small animal and you
love him and he needs your care,
but Mars is still what it always was.
The terrain’s rugged and some of
the people aren’t what they ought
to be. But . . .”

“Tell me about the murder,” she
said fatly.

“Oh, is shar what you're jumpy
about? I saw worsc cvery night 1
rode the meat wag—rode the am-
bulance at Massachusetts General.
What's that got to do with Sunny?"'

“I don’t know. I'm afraid. Tell
me about it, Doctor, please.””

He wondered what vague notion
of terror she -had got stuck in her
head—and wondered whether it
would come out.

“You're the doctor,” he said,
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shrugging. “'The girl who got killed
was named Big Ginny, as you may
have hcard. If you'd been on the
wagon with me in Boston, you'd
know there’s nothing unusual about
it. Women like that often get beaten
up, sometimes beaten to death by
their customers. The customers are
usually drunk, sometimes full of
dope; they get the idea that they're
being cheated and they slug the
girl. Another call for the wagon.”

"I heard,” she said, “‘that she was
beaten to death with a lot of light
blows. No man would do that. And
I heard that Nick Cantrella saw
footprints out by the caves—naked
footprints. He thought they were
children’s.”

“Whose do you think they
were?” he asked, though he had a
sickly feeling that he knew what
she'd say.

OLLY moaned, "It was brown-

ies! I told you I saw one and
‘you didn’t believe me! Now they've
killed this woman and they’re leav-
ing footprints around and you still
don't believe me! You think I'm
crazy! You all think I'm crazy!
They want my baby and you won't
listen to me!”

Tony thought he knew what was
going on in her head ind he didn't
like it. She had seen the attention
of the Colony shift from her baby
to the marcaine scarch, and was
determined to bring it back, even
if it had to be by a ridiculous ruse.
She’d heard all the foolish stories
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about the mythical brownies; she’d
had a vivid anxiety dream—which,
he reminded himself, she had finally
admitted was only a dream—and
now she was collecting “evidence”
to build herself up as the interest-
ing victim of a imalignant persecu-
tion. -
“We've been over all this be-
fore,” he told her wearily. “You
agreed that you didn't really see
anything. And you agreed that
there couldn’t be any brownies be-
cause no animal life has ever been
found on Mars—no brownies, and
nothing brownics could evolve
from. Now ., .”

“Doctor,” she broke in, “I'vc got
to show jyou something.” She
reached into the baby’s basket and
drew out something that glinted
darkly in her hand.

“Good Lord, what are you doing
with a gun?” the doctor demanded.

There was no more conflict on
her face or hesitancy in her voice.
“You can say I'm crazy, Tony, but
I'm afraid. 1 think there could be
such things as brownies. And I'm
going to be ready for them if they
come.” She looked at the little
weapon tensely and then put it back
under the pad in the crib.

Tony promptly drew it out.
“"Now listen, Polly, if you want to
believe in brownics or ghosts or
Santa Claus, that's your business.
But you certainly should know bet-
ter than to lcave the gun ncar him.
I'm going to give you a sedative,
Polly, and maybe after a good—"



“No,” she said. “No sedative.
I'll be all right. But can I keep the
gun?”

She wiped her eyes and, with an
cffort, laid her twitching hands
quictly in her lap.

“If you know how to use it and
keep the safety on and put it some
place besides under Sunny's mat-
teess, 1 don't sce why not. But all
the brownies you'll ever shoot with
it you could stick in your eyc and
never notice.”

“Like the old lady, maybe 1
don’t believe in ghosts but I'm ter-
ribly afraid of them?” She tried to
laugh and Tony managed a smile
with her.

“Nothing wrong with blowing
your top once in a while. Nothing
at all. Women ought lo bawl
oftener.”

She grinned weakly and said:

“Maybe Sunny's going to eat
better now.”

"1 hope so. I'll 'sce you tomor-
row, Polly.”

ii

S THEY walked down 'the
street in a strained, embar-
rassed silence, Graham looked as if
"he wanted to ask something. Hec
finally did: "By the way, Tony, do
you know where I'm supposed to
sleep? Or where I'd find my bag?
It was on the planc.”
“Might as well stay with me.
And your baggage ought to be at
the Campbells. Tad Campbell was

that young sprout who deflated my
fight with Brenner.”

The baggage, a sizable B-4 bag
on which Graham must have paid a
ruinous overweight charge, was at
the Campbells. After picking it up,
the writer followed the doctor to
his hospital-hut.

Tony snapped a heat beam on
the two plastic chairs—standard
furnishings of a Sun Lake living
room—and took off his sandboots
with a2 grunt. Graham rooted
through his baggage, picked up
Chabrier’s  gaudy package and
hefted it thoughtfully, then shook
his head and dove in again. He
came up grinning, with another
bottle.

“How about it, Doc?" he asked.
“This is Earthside.”

“It's been a long time,” Tony
sighed. “I'll get a couple of
glasses.” .

The stuff went down like silken
fire. It had been a very long time.

“What's about brownies?” the
writer asked suddenly. '] couldn’t
help hearing part of that when 1
went out of the room.”

Tony shook his head. ““Brownies!
As if we didn't have enough trou-
ble here, without inventing Martian
monsters .., .

“Well, what abosut them? All
I've cver heard is that deep purple
scenc in Granata's intcrplanctary
show. It's silly stuff, but nobody’s
handled it yet at all cxcept Granata.
Maybe I could use something; it's a
beautiful story if there’s anything

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



at all to back it up. Does anybody
claim a connection between fairy
book brownies and the Martian
variety 2"

“Two ways. First of all, Mars
brownies are just as much a fairy
story as the Earthside kind. Second,
somecbody once suggested that the
ones in Lhe story books were the
space traveling ancestors of the
present-day hallucinations.”

“Could be,” the gunther re-
fected. "Could be . . "

“Could be a lot of rot,” Tony
said without heat. “'Space travel re-
quires at an absolute minimum the
presence of animal life—or at lcast
mobile, intelligent life. Show me
50 much.as one perambulating veg-
etable on Mars, let alone a native
animal life-form. Then it's likely
I'll think about brownies some
more.”

“How about a declining race?”
Graham spceculated. “Suppose they
twere space travelers, on a high level
of civilization—they ' might have
killed off all lesser life-forms. You
see it happening some on Earth,
and back there it’s just a matter of
living-space. We don’t have the
problem the Martians had to face,
of dwindling water and oxygen
supplies. Probably got them in the
end, and destroyéd their civiliza-
tion . . . except,” he added, “for
the ones who got to Earth. I under-
stand from authioritative sources
that the last expedition to Earth
was led by a guy named Oberon.”
Graham chuckled and drank, then
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asked seriously: “Has anybody ever
seen one, except Granata?”

"Hundreds of people,” Tony
said drily. “Ask any one of the old
prospectors who come into town
hauling dirt: They've all scen "em,
lived with 'em; some even claim to
have been at baby-feasts. You'll get
all the stories you want out of any
of the old geezers.”

“What are brownies supposed to
look like?” the writer insisted.

ONY sighed and surrendered,
recognizing the same intense
manner Graham had displayed in
the Lab. The man was a reporter,
after all. It was his business to ask
questions. Tony gave him what he
wanted, with additions, explana-
tions, and embellishments.
Brownies: an intelligent life-
form, ecither animal or wmobile veg-
ctable. About 2 meter and a half
in height; big ears; skinny arms.
Supposed to be the naked remnants
of a once-proud Martian civiliza-
tion. (Except that there were no
other remnants to support the
theory.) In the habit of kidnaping
human children (except that there
was no specific authenticated case
of a baby’s disappearance) and eat-
ing them (except that that seemed
too pat and inevitable an idea-asso-
ciation with the kidnaping—the
sort of additional embellishment
that no good liar could resist).
“It's an old prospectors’ yar,”
Tony wound up. "“The homestead-
crs picked it up to frighten kids
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into sticking closc lo home. There
are hundreds of pcople on Mars
today who'll tell you they've scen
brownics. But not only is- there no
native animal life of any kind on
Mars today—so far as we can tell,
there nerer has been. No ruins, no
old cities, no signs of civilization,
and not so much as onc single des-
sicated dried-out scrap of anything
resembling an animal fossil.”

“That's strictly negative evi-
dence,” Graham pointed out. He
emptied his glass, and poured an-
other drink for both of them. “'Cig-
aret "

Tony shook his head. I gave up
smoking long ago. We all quit
sooner or later. Too much trouble
to keep tobacco burning.” He
reached out to pick up his empty
pipe from the table beside him, and
he clenched the stem comfortably
between his teeth.

Graham repeated: “Strictly nega-
tive evidence. But on the other side
you have footprints, for instance,
and cycwitness stories.”

“If you're talking about the cata-
ract-covered eyes of old Marsmen,”
Tony retorted, “‘don’t call it evi-
dence.”

"It wouldn't be,” Grahamagreed,
“except that there are so many of
them. I'm beginning to think
there's a story in it after all.””

“"You mean you believe it?” the
doctor demanded.

“Da 1 look crazy? I said it was a
story.”

“So you came 150 million kilom-

eters on a rocket, and then four
more hours across Mars in a beat-
up old rattletrap of a plane,” the
doctor said bitterly. “You cat food
that tasles like hospital disinfectant,
and live-in a2 mud hut, all so you
can go back home and write a nice
picce of fiction about brownics—a
piece you could have dashed off
without ever leaving Earth!”

“Not cxactly,” the gunther said
mildly. "1 was only thinking of us-
ing the brownies for one chaptcr.
Local color, tales and legends—that
kind of thing.”

“You could get plenty of storics
back on Earth,” Tony went on bit-
terly. “Stories worlh writing. How
about Paul Rosen’s story? Therc's a
real one for you.”

“Rosen?” Graham leancd for-
ward, interested again, “Seems to
me I've heard the name before.
Who was he?”

“Not was. Is. He's still alive; a
cripple nobody knows.”

ELL mec about Rosen.”
writer filled their
again.

“I'll tell you about Mars; il's the
same story. You came to wrile a
book about Mars, didn't you? Well,
Mars—this Mars, without oxygen
masks—is Rosen's work. Rosen’s
lungs. And you ncver heard of
him . . . Rosen was the medical
doctor aboard the relief ship, the

The
glasses

_onc that found what was lcft of the

hArst colony. He had a notion about
the oxygen differential, was con-
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vinced that it wasn’t responsible for
the ‘failure. He was wrong, of
course, but he was right, too. To
prove his point he took off his
mask and found be didn’t need it.

“His assistant tried it, and nearly
died of anoxemia. That proved
some people could take Mars
straight and others couldn’t. When
the ship got back Rosen went to the
biochem boys with his lungs. They
told him a few c.c. wouldn't be
enough to work with,.so he volun-
teered for an operation. Most of his
lung tissue was removed. He #as
crippled for life, but they tracked
down the enzyme that made the
difference, and worked out a test."”

“That 1 remember,” said Gra-
ham, continuing to fill the glasses
almost rhythmically. "“Half the guys
I met in Asia claimed they enlisted
because they weren't Marsworthy
and life wasn’t worth living if they
couldn’t go to Mars.”

¢ HAT was the beginning of

it,” Tony said. “The ones
who passed the test began to come
over. Thousand dollars a day pros-
pecting, and always the chance of
finding bonanzas. At first they were
pork-and-beaners, but the Mars
vegetation they brought back took
us one step closer to fitting into the
Martian ecology. The biochem boys
came up with a one-shot hormone
treatment to stimulate sccretion of
an enzyme from the. lining of the
pylorus. It's present ig most people
without the shot, but not enough
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to break down the Martian equiva-
lent of carbohydrates into simple
sugars which the human body can
handle. You asked me before what
all the shots you got on board the
rocket ship were for. ‘That's one
of them. It means you can handle
the Mars plants which don't con-
tain compounds poisonous to Earth
animals. :

“The other shots you got were
to protect you against all the rest
of the things that killed off the
first porlg-and-bmncrs—fungi. ul-
tra-violet damage to the eyes,
dehydration, viruses. For every shot
you got, half a dozen of the first -
explorers and prospectors were
killed or crippled to find the cause
and cure.

“Five years ago came the payoff.
The biochem boys got what they'd
been looking for ever since they
first sliced up Rosen's trick lungs.
They synthesized the cnzyme, your
little pink OxEn pill, and that did
it. That's when the Sun Lake So-
cicty was founded; and the new
rocket fuel two years ago made Sun
Lake a reality. With OxEn and
four trips a ycar, we can make out
until we find a way to get along
without Earth, ’

“Sun Lake is Mars, Graham.
Sun Lake's all's gonna be left when
you crazy bastards back on Earth
blow yourselves up. The other
colonists here aren’t Mars; they’re
pact of Earth. When Earth goes,
they go. Sun Lake's all’s gonna be
left . .."”

139



“Coupla catches,” said Graham,
trying to make a glass stay put so
he could fill it. "Commish Bell and
his eviction notice. And you still
need OxEn. Can you mzke that inna
Lab?"

“Not yet,” Tony brooded. He
had forgotten the lovely optimism
that could be poured out of a bottle.
“Guess 1 had ‘nough to drink. 1
have a hell of a day ahead of me.”

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
HELL of a day it was. It start-
ed, for one thing, with a
hangover. Tony hcaved himself out
of bed, glad to find Graham still

asleep. He didn’t want any cheer-
ful conversation just yet. He pre-
scribed, dispensed, and sclf-admin-
istered some aspirin, used an cxtra
cup of water for a second cup of
“coffee,” finally decided hc was
strong cnough to face the reck of
methyl alcohol, and got washed.

Mimi Jonathan was in charge at
the Lab when he got there. Law or
no law, he raced through the A.M.
Lab check to get ahead on the aw-
ful job of menitoring the unpack-
ing operation. He rode out on 2
bike to the five spots Stillman had
selected for the inspection crews
and found them reasonably low in
radioaclivity.
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Sheets of plastic had been laid
down for flooring and tent walls
were going up, with little tunncls
through which the crates could be
passed without the handlers bring-
ing in all the dust of Mars on their
fect. Blowers were rigged to change
the air between each inspection, and
radiologically clean overalls would
be passed in at the same time.

A little after dawn, the careful
frenzy was in full swing. A crew in
the shipping room eased out crates
and passed them to wrappers who
covered them with plastic sheeting
and heat-sealed them. Aboard skids,
the crates were manhandled up the
slight slope from the *‘canal” bed to

MARS CHILD

the tents in the desert, unwrapped,
passed in, opened, searched,
checked for chemical and radio-
logical contamination, sealed and
passed out again. Back at the Lab,
they would be wrapped in lead
sheets pending recrating and stored
separately in every workroom that
could be spared.

Mimi was everywhere, ordering
a speedup on the heat-scaling, or a
slowdown on the bucket-brigade
manhandling, routing -crates to the
station that would soonest be fiec,
demanding more plastic sheeting,
drafting a woman to wash morc
coveralls when a stand of them
toppled over. The few Lab proces-



scs that couldn’t be left alone were
tended under the direction of Sam
Flexner, by people from agro and
administration, and by specialized
workers like Anna Willendorf.

Tony and Harve Stillman moved
constantly up and down the line,
Pack to the Lab and out to the
desert, checking persons, places and
materials. Before noon Tony had
the bitter job of telling Mimi:
“We've gob to abandon the Num-
ber Two tent. It's warming up.
Radioactivity’s low on the site, but
it's from something that chains
with the plastic flooring; I don’t
know what. Another ‘hour and
radiation from the flooring will
contaminate the crates.”

The woman set her jaw and
picked another crew from the line
to set up a tent on another moni-
tored site.

Somebody slipped in the Number
Three tent, and Harve Stillman
found some of the Leukemia Foun-
dation's shipment of radiophos-
phorus had got from the inside of
the crate to the outside—enough to
warrant refusal by the rocket su-
percargo in the interests of the
safety of the ship.

But never a trace of marcaine did
the scarch crews find.

UNCH was at noon, carried
about by Colony children.
Gulping cool “coffee,” Tony told
Harve Stillman: “You'll have to
take it alone for a while. I haven't
visited my patients yet. I missed

Joan Radcliff
day.”

“Hell, I don't know whether I'm
coming or going,” grunted Still-
man, then added, *'I guess I can
manage."”

“Send for me if there’s anything
you  recally can’t handle.” Tony
started back toward the street of
huts before a new emetgency could
delay him.

He stopped at his own house
to pick up his medical bag, and
found, Graham awake, at work in
front of an old-fashioned portable
typewriter. Another surprise from
the gunther; Tony had assumed the
man worked with a dictatyper. Even
in the Colony they had those.

Graham looked up pleasantly’and
nodded. “Somebody waiting for
you in the other room, Tony.” He
motioned with his head toward the
door that led to the hospltal “You
going out again?”’

The doctor nodded. “{ don’t
know when I'll get back. You can
walk around and ask questions
wherever you find anybody. You
understand the 'situation here—we
can’t let up on this marcaine busi-
ness even for the press.”

“Sure.”” The gunther
unperturbed.

“I'll get around in timé to pick
you up for supper anyhow,” Tony
promised. “Did you get any
lunch ?” ’

"I managed.” Graham grinned
and pointed to an open can still
half full of meat, and a box of

altogether  yester-

nodded,
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bard crackers. “Look,” said the
writer, “Unless you've lost your
Earthside tastes completely, why
don’t you have supper on me to--
night? There’s lots more where
lunch came from.”

“Thanks. 1 might take you up
on that.”

Tony went into lhe hospital,
where Edgar Kroll was waiting for
him.

“Sorry to bother you today,
Doc,” Kroll apologized. "I came
over on the chance you'd be around
right about now. Another one of
those damned headaches; I couldn’t
get any work done at all this morn-
ing. Guess I'm just getting old.”

“Old!"” Tony snorted. “Man,
even in Sun Lake, you're not old at
thirty-five! Not just because you
need bifocals. You've stalled around
long enough now . . ."” And heaven
only knew what boudoir tauntings
from young Jeanne Kroll lay be-
hind that, Tony thought, as he
reached into the dispensary cabinet.
“Here’s some aspirin for now. If
you come around tomorrow, I think
I'll have time to refract you; I just
can’t manage it today. Take the
afternoon  off if the headache
doesn't go away.”

E GOT his black bag, and
walked down the street with
Edgar, as far as the Kandros' place.
At the door, he bumped into Jim,
just leaving for the Lab, after
lunch. .
“Glad 1 saw you, Doe.” The
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new father stood hesitantly in the
doorway, waiting till Kroll was out
of ecarshot, then burst out: ““Listen,
Tony, I didn’t want to say anything
in front of Polly, but . . . arc you
sure it’s going to be all right?
Sunny still isn’t cating. Maybe it's
cancer or somcthing! 1 heard of
something like that with one of our
neighbor’'s kids back in Toledo—"
Just—just exactly the sort of
thing that made Tony almost blind
with rage. He liked the man; Jim
Kandro was his brother, his com-
rade in the Coleny, but—! With -
his pulse hammecring, he made it
clear to Jim in a few icy sentences
that he had studied long, sacrificed
much and worked hard to lcarn
what he could about medicine, and
that when he wanted a snap diag-
nosis from a layman he would ask

“for one. Jim and Polly could yank

him out of bed at three in the
morning, they could make him min-
ister to their natural anxicties, but
they could nor make him take such
dn insult.

He stalked into the house, ignor-
ing Jim’s protests and apologics
both, and professional habit took
over him as he greeted Polly and
examined the baby.

*About time for a feeding, isn’t
it?” he asked. “Is it going any
better? Since last night, 1 mcan?
Want to try him now while I ob-
serve?”

“It's a little better, [ guess.”
Pally smiled doubtfully and picked
up the baby. She moved the plastic
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cup of the oxygen mask up a little
over the small nose, and put Sunny
to her breast.

To Tony, it was plain that‘the
infant was frantic with hunger.
Then why didn't it nurse properly?
Iustcad of closing over the nipple,
Sunny’s mouth pushed at it one-
sidedly, first to the right, then to
the left, any way but the proper
way. For seconds at a time the baby
did suck, then would release the
nipple, choking. .

“He's doing a little better,” said
Polly. “He's doing much better!”

“That’s fine!” Tony agreed feeb-
ly. “I'll be on my way, then. Be
sure to call me if there’s anything.”

E WALKED down the Colony
street wishing a doctor could
afford the luxury of shaking his
head in bewilderment. Maybe it
was all straightening out. But
what could account for the infant’s
fantastic behavior? There’s nothing
so determined as a baby wanting
to feed—but somerbing was get-
ting in the yvay of Sunny’s instinct.
He hoped Polly realized that
Sunny would feed sooner or later,
that the choking reflex which frus-
trated, the sucking reflex would dis-
appear belore long. He hoped she
would realize it; he hoped desper-
ately that it would happen.

Joan Radcliff was next and this
time he found her awake. She was
no better and no worse; the enig-
matic course of her nameless dis-
ease had leveled off. All he could
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do was talk a while, go through
the pulse-taking and temperature-
reading mumbo-jumbo, change the
dressings on her sores, talk some
more, and then go out.

Now Dorothy, the sinus case,
and he was done with his more
serious cases for today.

Tanya Beyles had a green sick
card on her door, but he decided
to ignore It. He was already past
the house when she called his name,

. and he turned to find her beckon-

ing from the opened door.

She had dressed up to beat the
band—an absurd]y tight tunic to
show off her passable thirty-plus
figure, carcfully done hair and the
first lipstick he remembered seeing
around in months.

“I don’t have much time, today,
Mrs. Beyles,” he said carefully.
“Could it wait till tomorrow?"”

“Oh, please, Doctor,” she
begged, and launched into a typical
hypochondriac resumé of symp-
toms, complete with medical terms
inaccurately used. What it boiled
down to was that a thorough exam-
ination was in grder though there
was nothing nasty wrong with her.

“Very well,” he said. "If you'll
come over to the hospital—next
week, perhaps—when [ have more
time.” With a chaperone, he added
silently.

“Wouldn't it be just as easy here,
and more private?”’ she ventured
shyly, indicating the bedroom,
where a heat lamp was already fo-
cused on the made bed.

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



“Dear God,” he muttered, and
found the professional restraint that
had taken over while he was with
Polly Kandro had now quite aban-
doned him. “Mrs. Beyles,” he said,
plainly and nastily, “you may not
realize it, but we do have a sense
of humor here, even if we don’t
share your ideas of fun. We've been
able to laugh off your malicious
gossiping and the lousy job you do
in Agronomy; you do get some
work donc in Agro, and you don’t
cat too much to keep your shape.
Up to now,« we've been able to
laugh everything off and hope
you'd straighten out. But 1 warn
you, if you start being seductive
around Sun Lake—even if you start
with me—you’ll get shipped out so
fast you won't . . .

“Is that so?” she screamed.
“Well, maybe you'd like to know
that I can get all the love and re-
spect I want around here and where
you got the nasty ideca that I'm at
all interested in you I can’t imag-
ine. I've heard of doctors like you
before and if you think you're go-
ing to get away with it you're very
much mistaken. ‘And don't think I
don’t know all about you and that
Willendorf woman. I know things
people would love to hear . . .”

He walked off before she could
say any more. God only knew what
they’d do with her—dcport her, he
supposed, and her ‘sad sack of a
husband would have to go, too, and
it would all be very messy and bad-
tempered. Maybe Bell and Graham
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and all the others were right, re-
garding Sun Lakers as anywhere
from mildly insane to fanatically
obscssed.

Maybe anything at all, but he
still had to go to sce Dorothy and
her sinuscs. The doctor’s facial
muscles fell into their accustomed
neutrality as he walked into the
girl's bedroom and his mind auto-
matically picked up the threads of
the bacitracin story where he had
left off two days before.

i

ALF an heur later, hc was back
at the unpacking and scarch
operation where he took over alonc
while Stillman, groggy with the
strain, the responsibility and the
plain hard work, took a short break.
The two of them divided the job
then, moving steadily up and down
the lines, checking, rechecking end-
lessly until, as darkness closed
down, they were suddenly aware
that there were no more crates.
Mimi Jonathan bitterly enumcr-
ated the results of the search:
“About 1,500 man-hours shot to
hell, three crates contaminated be-
yond salvage, nine salvageable for
umpty-hundred more man-hours—
and no marcaine. Well, riobody can
say now that we didn’t try.” She
turned to Tony. “Your move,” she
said.
“Graham?” The doctor stood up.
“All T can do is try to get him on
our side. He's friendly anyhow; he
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asked me to have supper with him
out of his private stock of genuine
synthetic Earthside protein.”

“You don’t sound too hopeful,”
Gracey ventured.

“I'm not. Did I tell you what
his favorite story is so far?
Brownies!”

“You mean he's passing up a
yarn like the killing at Pittco, and
he wants to write about Browmies?”’
Nick asked incredulously.

“You think he’s going to step
on Pittco’s toes?”” Tony retorted.
“Not that smart boy! Okay, 1
might as well get back and make
my try.” He stasted across the
darkening desert, and Nick fell
into step beside him. “Why don’t
you come along?"”’ the doctor sug-
gested. “"Maybe you could talk his
language better than I do. You
might get a decent meal out of it,
too.”
“It's a thought. A good one.
Only Marian’s probably got supper
all ready by now. I better check in
at home first. I don't know—would
you say it was official Council busi-
ness?” .

“That's between you and your
hunger,” the doctor told him.
“What do you want most—meat or
Marian?"

“Damned if I know,” Nick ad-
mitted, grinning.

“Doc!” It was Jim Kaadro, run-
ning down the street toward them.
“Hey, Tony! I just camc from the
hospital—looking all over . . .”

“What's up?”
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“The baby! Hc's having convul-
sions.”

“I'll go right over. Pick up my
bag at the hospital, will you?"

IM set off in one direction, and

Tony in the other. “See you
later,” Nick called out to the doc-
tor’s rapidly retreating back.

At the Kandros, he found Polly,
near-hysterical, with a struggling in-
fant in her arms. Sunny was obvi-
ously in acute discomfort; the veins
were standing out on his fuzzy
scalp, he was struggling and strain-
ing feebly, his belly was distended
and his cheeks puffed out uncom-
fortably.

“How's he been eating?"’ the
doctor demanded, scrubbing his
hands.

“The way you saw before,” said
Polly. “Better and better, but just
the way you saw before, wiggling
and pushing so half the time he
was sucking on nothing at all. He
was crying and crying, so [ fed him
three or four times and each time
he got more—""

She fell silent a5 Tony picked up
the baby and patted and stroked it.
It burped loudly. The alarming red
color faded and the tense limbs re-
laxed. With a whimper Sunny col-
lapsed on the doctor’s shoulder and
fell asleep before he was back in
his crib.

"But you said—"" Polly gasped..

I guess Sunny didn't hear me,”
Toay said.

"Here you are, Doc.” Jim came
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in and locked from Polly's empty
arms to the quiescent baby in the
crib. "I guess you didn’t need the
bag. What was it?"”

“Colic,” Tony grinned. “Good,
old-fashioned, Earthside colic.”
“But you told me . . ."
turned accusingly on his wife.

"And I told Polly,” Tony put
in quickly. "It doesn’t usually hap-
pen. Babies don't have to be busped
on Mars—most of them, that is.
The mask feeds richer air into a
Mars baby’s nose so he just natur-
ally breathes through his nose all
the time and doesn’t swallow air
and get colic when he feeds. But
1 guess Sunny had his heart set on
a bellyache. Was he crying when
he fed, Polly?”

“Why, yes, a little bit. Not really
crying, a kind of whimper every
now and then.”

“That could explain it. All right,
now you know it isn’t serious. Just
be sure to bubble him after feed-
ing. Thank the Lord he’s nursing.
That young man of yours gave us
all a bad time, but I think we're

. out of the woods now.”

Sunny was going to be all right;
for the first time, Tony really be-
lieved it.

Somechow that changed the whole
dismal picture.

Jim

iid
NY entered his own house
and found Graham still sitting
in front of his typewriter, not writ-
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ing now, but reading through a
pile of onionskin pages.

“"Hi. I was waiting for you.” The
journalist looked plcased with him-
self. “I'll fix us some sandwiches
if you'll do something about that
coffee of yours. When you make it,
it's almost drinkable.”

There was a knock on the door.

“Come in,”’ Tony called out.

“Oh, am I busting in on some-
thing?"" Nick asked innocently.

“No, of course not. Glad to see
you. Doug, this is Nick Cantrella.
I don’t know if you met him be-
fore. He's in charge of maintenance
and equipment in the lab, and a
member of our Council, Nick, you
know who Doug Graham is.”

“Uh-huh, My rival. My wifc's
only true love.”

“And you should see his wife,”
Tony added. ,

“This gets more and more in-
teresting. You're not married to
that lady pilot by any chance?” Gra-
ham extended a greasy hand. "No?
Too bad. Join us? We're eating
meat!”

“Don't mind if I do. How's the
baby, Tony? Anything rcally
wrong ?”

“Yes and no. Colic. Good old
colic,” the doctor gloated. It
shouldn’t happen, but, by God, it's®
something I know how to cope
with; I think the kid's going to be
all right. Coffee’s ready. Where's
the food?”

They munched sandwiches, and
had “coffee” which Graham pro-
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nounced a very slight improvement
over his own cfforts. The two Sun
Lakers were more than happy with
it; it was swectened with gratings
from a brick of sugar produced by
the gunther from his wonder-
packed luggage. The same suitcase
turned out to held another bottle
of Earthside liquor, and Graham
poured drinks all around.

“It's a cclebration,” the writer
insisted, when Tony, remembcring
his hangover, would have demurred.
"1 got a weck’s work donc today.
Whole  first  chapter—complete
draft of the trip out and impres-
sions of Marsport!” He fanned out
a sheaf of pages covered with
single-spaced  typing, and corked
the bottle.

Nick took a long deep swallow,
settled back blissfully on the bunk
where he was sitting. "Marcaine,”’
he said at last. "That could explain
i’

“What?"

“I've been sitting here imagin-
ing T was cating meat and drinking
whiskey. Can you beat that?””" He
sipped more slowly this time, savor-
ing the drink, and said determined-
ly to Graham, "You're just about
up to Sun Lake in your notes
then?”

"That's right,” Graham said. In
the silence that followed, he asked
brightly: “Say, aren’t you the guy
who saw the brownic¢ tracks.”

“Brownic tracks? Who, mc?
You're sure you weren’t thinking
of unicorns?”
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"Do unicorns lcave little foot-
prints?”

*'Oh, that. Yeah, I saw some-
thing out around the caves in the
Rimrock Hills. That's where the
kids take the goats to graze.”

“Are they allowed to go bare-

foot around there?” Graham
asked. .
“Allowed!” Nick cxploded.

“You haven't been ten years old for
quite a Jong time, have you? How
much attention do you think they
pay?”

UITE a bit, Tony thought, rc-

membering his talk with Tad,
but he didn’t bring it up. Out loud
he said: “I've got a .thcory about
that. I've been thinking about it
since last night, Doug. Maybe you
can use it in your book.” It wasn’t
smart, maybe, to kecep riding the
writer about it, but he’d had cnough
of brownics for awhile. "T'll tell
you what I think. I think some kids
who weren't supposed to do it went
exploring in a cave, and onc of
them got lost. Then the rest
wouldnt admit what happened, and
all the search pirty could find was
kid-sized footprints. So we have
‘brownies’. And a couple of dozen
retited prospectors back on Earth
are. coining money telling lies about
them,” he finished, more sharply
than he mcant to.

1 guess that squelches me,” Gra-
ham laughed boisterously, picked
up his papers, and stood up. "I
better be getting along. Have to
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find out about getting this stuff
radioed out.” He started for the
door, and almost collided with
Anna coming in.

“Oh, I'm sorry. I forgot you had
company, Tony. They kept me busy
all day out at the Lab, and I thought
maybe I could get some work done
here this evening, but . . .” She
smiled apologetically at Tony and
Nick, then turned to Graham.
"Were you going out?”

“Shouldn’t 12"

"Of course not,” said Tony. '"Not
when Anna’s just come in. Stick
around, and you'll sce something.’”

“What does she do?” Graham
asked. “Song and dancc routine?
Prestidigitation 2™

Nick said from his perch on the.

wall bunk: “Graham, if you had
an ounce of Earthside chivalry in
your bloodstream, you'd uncork that
bottle and offer the lady a drink.”

“You're right. I'll even offer you
one.”” Tony got another glass, and
the writer poured. Then he turned
to Anna, and. asked again, “"Well,
what do jou do?”

“I'm a glassblower, that’s all.
Tony likes to watch it, and he
couldn’t possibly understand that
other people might not enjoy it as
much.”

“Oh. You do your work over
here?”

“Yes,” the doctor said testily.
“Anna is also my assistant, if you
recall—neither one is a full-time
job, so she keeps her equipment
here, and combines the two."”
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For a few minutes, the four of
them sat talking inconsequentially,
the three Sun Lakers answering
Graham’s endless variety of ques-
tions. Finally, Anna got up.

“1f I'm pgoing to get any work
done, I better get started.” She
opened the cupboards and began
pulling out equipment.

*Graham stood up, too.
“Well . .." He picked up his sheaf
of papers.

"Tony!”

LL three men focused their at-

tention on Anna, who stood
facing them, her arms full of as-
sorted junk.

“Tony,” she said bluntly, "Have
you told Mr. Graham about our
problem here? Don’t you think he
might be able to help?”

“Well " Graham sat down again,
and suddenly grinned. “Tell me,
what can I do for dear old Sun
Lake?”

“You can save our necks,” Nick
told him soberly. "At least I think
you can, if you want to. You're go-
ing back on the rocket,” he ex-
plained, "and that rocket won’t
have our shipment on it, because—
actually because— we didn’t steal
some marcaine wc're accused of
stealing. It's not here, so we
couldn’t find it, and that means Bell
will throw 2 cordon around us on
Shipment Day. You know Bell from
way back. You could raisc such a
stink about what he's doing to us—
if you wanted to—that there’d be
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orders recalling him to Earth on
the next rocket that comes in.
You’re big enough to do it. And
we don't know any other way.”

"You're very flattering,” the
writer said, “and also too damn
brief. 1 alrcady know that much.

. Suppose you fill me in on some of
the details.”

“Bell tramped in three days ago,”
the doctor began carefully, and
went  through the story, step by
step, not omitting the information
he had picked up in Marsport, and
teminding Graham at the same time
about the Cham’s new regulations
against marcaine,

“Brenncr wants to get his hards
on the Sun Lake Lab,” Tony wound
up. "You got Bell kicked out of a
good job once for crooked dealing.
You could do it again. Unless Bell's
got religion, and I sce no sign of
it, Brenner could easily hire him to
kick us off Mars and then see that
Brenner  Pharmaceutical got  the
assets of the busted Sun Lake Col-
ony—including the Lab—in a
rigged auction.”

The writer ponacred, and then
told them slowly: I think I can
do something about it. It's a good
story, anyhow. The least T can do
is try.”

Nick let out a wild: “Wa-hoo!"
and Tony slumped with relief.
He looked back to Anna’s work
bench, smiling—but she was gone.

“Now that that's scttled,” said
Graham, "I want a favor myself.”

“Up to but not including my
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beautiful blonde wife,” promiscd‘
Nick fervently.

“If it was womnen, I'd want that
lady airplane pilor. But jt isn’t
women. I still want to get this stuff
fled to Marsport by your radio.
I'm going lo have a crowded sched-
ule before takeoff and every minute
I clip off in advance, like getting
.this stuff typed and microfilmed,
will help.”

"Sure, pal! Sure!” Nick stood
up and shook the writer's hand
carnestly. “T'll take you to the radio
shack myself and give you the
blanchest carte you' ever saw!™

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

I¢'s 4 171 Macs baby,
Ir's a Ii'l Mars baby,
Ir's a 1"l Mars baby,
L'l Mars baby

All—onr—own!

T WAS midnight, and Polly sang
her song very softly, so as not
to awaken Jim. Her hand, on the
baby's back, caressed the tiny, clear-
ly defined muscles, rigid now with
concentration of effort. Her cyes
filled with wonder as she watched
Sunny nuzzle awkwardly, but suc-
cessfully, against her breast. -
He was eating! He was swallow-
ing the milk, and not choking on
it or spitting it back!
With a touch of awe at the
thought that she was the only

 mother on Mars who had the priv-

ilege, she laid the baby over her

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



MARS CHILD




shoulder and gently patted. Sunny
bubbled and subsided. She laid him
in the basket and sat watching him
raptly. Jim rolled over and mut-
tered, so she decided not toysing
her song again. She was hungry,
anyway. She touched her lips to
the baby’s forehead, straightened
his mathematically straight blanket
and went to the little pantry cup-
board in the living room.

A dish of left over navy beans
would settle her for two or three
more hours of sleep. She found a
spoon and befan to eat, happily.
She cleaned the dish and licked the
spoon, put them away and started
back for bed.

She was halfway to the bedroom
door when it happened,

VERYTHING went slower and
slower and came to a stop. She

was frozen lo the floor, giggling—
and she was also somewhere else,
watching herself giggle. The red-
dish walls turned the most beauti-
ful apple-green, her favorite color,
and put forth vines and branches.
They were apple tree branches, and
they began to bear apples that were

baby’s heads—severed baby's heads, -

dripping rich delicious juice. The
babies sang her song in a cheeping
chorus, and she saw and heard her-
self giggle and sing with them, and
pluck the heads from the branches,
open her mouth—

“Jim!" she shrieked, and it all
collapsed.

Her husband stood in the door-
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way, looked at her and leaped to
catch her. .

“Get Dr. Tony,” she gasped
after she had vomited and he had
carried- her to a chair. "I think I'm
going crazy. There were these—gct
Dr. Tony, please, Jim!™”

The thought of being left alone
horrified her, but she clutched the
chair arms, afraid to closc her eyes
while he was gone. She counted to
more than a hundred, lost track and
was starting again when Jim and
the doctor burst in.

“Polly, what is it? What hap-
pened ?”’

“I don’t know, Doctor, I don’t
know! It's all over now, but I don't
know if it's going to come back. 1
saw things. I think . . . Tony, I
think I'm crazy.”

“You threw pp,” he reminded
her. "Did you eat anything?”

'I was hungry after 1 nursed
Sunny. I ate some beans—cold
beans. And then it was hortible. It
was like a nightmare only I was
watd'ung myself .

““This happened nght after you

ate the beans >’ he demanded. "You
didn't. eat the beans earlier?”
" “No, it was right after. I fed

Sunny, and then I ate, and then it
happened. I was frozen to the foor
and 1 watched myself. [ was going
to do something horrible. 1 was
going to . ;. She couldn’t say it;
she remnembered it too clearly.
“That's too quick for food
poisoning,” the doctor said. “You
froze, you say. And you watched
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yourself. And there were hallucina-
tions.”

“Yes, like the worst nightmarc
in the world, yet I was awake.”

“Stay with her, Jim. I've got to
get something. Can you clean up
in here?”

Jim clenched his wife’s hand in
his big, red fist and then began to
mop.

Tony came back with a black box
they all knew—the electroencephal-
ograph.

“Look here, Tony,” growled
Kandro. "Il youre thinking that
Polly’s a drug addict, you're crazy.”

Tony ignored him and strapped
the electrodes to the woman's head.
Three times he took traccs, and
they were identical. Positive brain
waves,

“You were full of marcaine,” he
told her flatly. “Where did you get
it?"”

“Well, I mever—" and "Geod
damn it all, Doc—"" the couple be-
gan simultancously.

Tony rclaxed. "I don't need a
lic-detector,” hc said. "It must have
been put on the beans. Lord knows
how or why.”

Polly asked incredulously: "You
mean people go through that for
pleasure?”

"You had the reaction of a well-
balanced person. It's the neurotic
who cnjoys the stuff.”

Polly shook her head dazedly.

“"But what are we going to do?”
demanded Jim.

"First thing is to get some bottles
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and nipples. and goat’s milk for
you. Breast-feeding is out for at
least the next week, Polly. There'd
be marcaine in your milk. You
don’t want to wean Sunny now?"’
“Oh, no!”’
Tony :cmiled. “We'll have to gel

‘a breast pump made, too, to keep

your supply going. But that can
wait till morning.” -

“But—" protested Jim.

The doctor swung around to face
him. "All right, what do you sug-
gest we do?”

Jim thought and said hopelessly:
"I don’t know.”

“ 'EITHER do I. I'm a doctor,

not a detective. All I can do

is write a formula for the baby, and

get people moving right now turn-
ing out the stuff you nced.”

He stepped into the nursery for

a moment to pecr at Sunny, in the

crib—a  beautiful, healthy child.
Tony wondered for a moment
whether Polly’s carlier fantasy

about a menacing brownic had also
been caused by her food being
doped. There had been no nausea
that time, but it might have been
a smaller dose.

Time enough later to figure all
that out; Sunny would be hungry
again in a few hours.

“Jim,”, he directed, “you better
beat it over to Anna Willendorf's
and tell her we'll need bottles right
away. And get somc milk while
you're out. If you move fast, we'll
have time to boil it and make the



first formula before Sunny wakes
up again.”

“Milk?” Jim said, dazed.

“'Milk. From one of the goats.
Don’t you know how?”’

“I've milked cows,” Kandro said.
“Couldn’t be much different.”

“One other thing,” Tony called
to Jim, who was already at the
door. “Nipples. Get Bob Carmi-
chacl for that. I think he can figure
out some way . . . make sure he
checks with Annz on the size.”

“Right.” Jim closed the door be-
hind him,

it

HEY had the milk beiling on

the alky stove when Anna ar-
rived with the first bottle. “The
others are still cooling,” she ex-
plained. “I'll go back for them
later, but I thought you'd need one
right away.” She handed it over,
went to look down at the calmly
sleeping  baby, and asked Polly,
“What can I do?”

“I don’t know. Nothing, I guess.
The doctor's showing me how to
make formula and I suppose that's
all there is. It was awfully nice of
you to get up to make the bottles.
I (ecl teerible about making so
much trouble, but I just . ..” She
trailed off helplessly.

“It wasn't your fault,” Anna told
her, then asked the doctor: “Do
you want me to take over with the
formula?”

“There’s no nced to,” Tony told
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her. “For that matter, you can go
back to bed if you want to. There
shouldn’t be any more trouble to-
night.”

“I have to go back and get the
other bottles later anyhow,” she
protested. She took over at the
stove, showing Polly the simple
procedures of sterilization and
measuring involved in the baby's
formula.

Jim came back from z second
trip to the Lab in time to boil up
one of the new nipples, and fill a
bottle before Sunny woke. Polly,
still shaken, but determined to be-
have normally, picked the baby up
and changed him, warmed the bot-
tle herself under Anna’s watchful
eye, and settled herself on a chair
with baby and bottle.

"'You want to make sure the neck
of the bottle is full of milk,” Tony
told her. “Asidc from that, there's
nothing difficult about it. Don’t try
to force his position. Let him wrig-
gle around just as if he was at the
breast.”” He watched while she
nudged the new plastic nipple into
his mouth, “That's right. Fine. I
think he’s going to take it all
right.”

Sunny sucked hungrily, wriggled,
pushed his mouth sidewise, and
then to the other side, sucking all
the time. Milk spilled out the side
of his mouth as he sucked without
swallowing, and turned his red-
dening face from side to side,
squirming desperately.

Tony, suddenly frightened, took
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a step forward. He could sce the
trouble clearly cnough, but [rom
above, looking down at the baby's
face, Polly couldn’t possibly sce
what was happening.

Sunny was trying to make use of
the peculiar sidewise suckling he
had developed at his  mother's
breast, but he couldn’t wedge his
small mouth around the compara-
tively firm plastic of the new nip-
ple. Tony opened his mouth to
speak; in a minute the baby
would . . .

“Stop it! O-0-h-b ssop it! You're
choking—1"

Polly’s hand, holding the bottie,
shot away from the baby's mouth.
Tony whirled to see Anna crumble
to the floor, her mouth still open in
the drawn-out shriek.

“Jim!" he shouted. “Quick!
Take care of her!’ Then he turncd
back again without waiting to see
what Kandro did. He lifted the
choking, convulsive infant out of
Polly’s limp arms, turned him up-
side down, and stroked the small
stiff back vigorously. Within sec-
onds, a thick curd of milk dribbled
out of the baby's mouth, and the
terrible gasping sounds turned into
a low monotonous wailing.

TONY put the baby back in his
mother’s arms, and-turned brief-
ly to look at Anna. Jim had lifted
her on to the wall bunk. Tony
checked quickly to make sure she
hadn’t hurt herself.

“Just [ainted,” he said, puzzled,
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and gave Kandro instructions to re-
store consciousness.

Sunny’s wailing was turning into
a steady, vigorous hunger cry. The
doctor picked him up again, and
wrapped him in onc of the warm
new blankets.

“Where are you laking Sunny?”
asked ‘Polly with shrill nervousness.

"To the hospital.” He turned to
Jim, still standing over the uncon-
scious Anna. "Don’t let her leave
when she comes to, Jim. I'll be
back later.”

He went out, carrying the scream-
ing baby in one arm and his black
bag in the other.

The walk back to his own house
was haunted. The ghost of a new-
born baby went with him along the
curving street in the dark, a ghost
that gasped and choked as Sunny
did, twisting in agony unlil it died
again as it had already died a thou-
sand thousand times for Tony, only
the first time was the worst, the
first baby born and the first one
dead in Sun Lake, and he'd had to
watch it all, the ghost of a baby
that died for want of air . . .

He went in by the hospital door.
He didn’t want to see Graham.

Systematically, he turned on the
lights and assembled his instru-
ments in the  sterilizer, turned a
heat lamp on the examination table,
and stripped off the baby's clothes.
This ’couldn't go on; there had to
be an answer to Sunny’s troubles,
and he was going to find it now,
tonight.



‘Tony cxamined the child with
every instrument and technique in
his repertory. He felt it, probed
and thumped it, listened to its in-
terior plumbing. He could find
nothing that resembled  organic
trouble. And he could think of no
rational explanation for a mask
baby breathing through its mouth.

“It's got to be nasal,” he said
out loud. Three times he had used
the otoscope, and three times he
had found no obstruction. But—

AREFULLY, Tony slipped the
mask off Sunny’s nose. He
slipped it over the mouth instcad,
stifling its scrcam in mid-voicc. At
least, he thought grimly, the baby
would harve to breathe through the
mask now if it wanted to keep on
crying. The doctor began to probe
delicately into one nostril, and Sunny
promptly rcacted with the unex-
pected. Impossible or not, he tried
to draw a breath through his cx-
posed nostrils, found an impedi-
ment and began to choke again.
Tony withdrew the slender probe
and stared at the gasping, wed-
faced infant. For just a moment, a
clear and frightening picture of the
other baby blotted out what was be-

fore his cyes—the ghost baby that
bad come up the strect with them.
Then he looked at Sunny again and
everything began to full into placc.

Sunny was the wrong color.

He should have been blue and he
wasn’t. He was gasping for air, he
couldn’t breathe; he should have
been oxygen starved. And be was
fiushed a bright crimson!

It wasn’t Jack of oxygen, then. It
was impossible! But it was the only
logical answer. Tony removed the
mask from the baby's face with
trembling hands.

He waited.

It took Sun Lake City Colony
Kandro less than thirty seconds to
do what Tony knew he couldn’t do
—and most certainly would da.
Sunny gasped sharply for a mo-
ment. Then this breathing became
cven, his color turned a normal
healthy pink, and he resumed his
monotonous hunger cfy.

Sunny didn’t necd an oxygen
mask at all to survive on Mars, nor
did he need OxEn.

The fack was scicnlifically para-
lyzing . ti: child was adapted
not to the rich air of Earth, but the
deadly ¢hin atmosphere of Mars!

—CYRIL JUDD

ConcLupEp NExXT MONTH
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llfustrated by WILLER

The Martian colonists had tried hard work,
stubbornness, peolitical pull te save their
colony from death. Only a miracle was left!

SYNOPSIS

FORTY years have passed since
the first rocket crashed on Mars;
and now, for the first time, the

ancient planet shows some promise.

of becoming a real bome for men.
Sun Lake City Colony, established
fourteen months ago, is unigue on
Mars: a cooperative, without indsus-
trial backing, designed for perm-
anence rather than profit. lis mem-
bers range from unskilled laborers
to accomplished scientists, with one
conviction in common, that Earth
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is throngh as a habitation for man,
because of ils wrecked ecology,
overcrowding, and the inevitabiliry
of w cataclysmic radiological war.
In the Sun Lake Laboratory, ra-
dioisotopes are produced from
Mars' natnrally low-radioactive soil,
for export to Earth. But the Col-
ony’s goal is independence, and this
trade will cease ar soon as an agri-
eultural cycle can be established,
and when an acceptable substitute
is found for Earth-import OxEn—
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the "oxygen enzyme” pills that en-
able humans to breathe Mars air.

One of the few qualifications for
residence in Sun Lake is the "M
or M” ruling; all members must
be cither married or marriageable.
JIM and POLLY KANDRO came
to the Colony partly to get away
from the sceme of half a dozen
tragic miscarriages on Earth, 1o
there is double cause for celebra-
tion when the first baby actually
conceived in the Colony is born to
Polly.

The birth is attended by 1he Sun
Lake doctor, TONY HELLMAN,
in his one room rammed "earth”
hospital. At thirty-two, Tony is one
of the older scientists, althongh
still unmarvied. He is a member of
the Colany Conncil, and is also the
Lab's rvadiological safety monitor.
Since. OxEn cannot be abserbed by
infants, the doctor fits the new baby-»
with a specially designed oxygen
mask. The baby is named SUN
LAKE CITY COLONY KAN-
DRO-—"Sunny” for shori.

But the Colony is visited by
HAMILTON BELL, Planetary Af-
fairs Commissioner on Mars for
the -PanAmerican World Federa-
tion. Bell is acting on a complaint
made by HUGO BRENNER, no-
toriously wealthy drug manufac-
turer; 100 kilograms of wmarcaine
have been stolen; the “'scent” was
traced 10 the Colony with an elec-
tronic device kriown as the “Blood-
bound.”

Commissioner Bell now proposes
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to conduct a ruinous searth, which
would desiroy delicate equipment
and comtaminate ready-t0-go ship-
ments, The colowists bargain with
bim, and accept a desperate alterna-
tive. They may conduct their own
search, but if they fail 1o deliver up
thief and marcaine both by Ship-
ment Day, the Colony will be sealed
off by a military cordon for six
months to permit an official search.
Sun Lake's economy could not pos-
sibly survive such a blow.

Tony meets with the other ment-
bers of the Colony Council; black-
haired, shdrp-eyed MIMI. JONA-
THAN, formerly a top-flight insur-
arnice execylive, now Lab Adminis-
trator; JOE GRACEY, semior
agronomist at Sun Lake, once a col-
lege professor; and NICK CANT-
RELLA, an inspired engineer-
without-degree, who found no way
to utilize his talents on Earth.

Electro-encephalograph tests are
given the enlire community, 1o test
for the characteristic brain-waves of
marcaine usage. The results are neg-
ative. The colonists attemps to pro-
cure a "Bloodhound,” but Bell
refuses them the wuie of police
equipmeni. They lay plans for the
difficult job of searching the Col-
ony without one.

All the while, the doctor bas bis
oun work to do. Sunny bas irouble
suckling, and Polly, after her years
of waiting, is overanxious. The doc-
tor becomes seriously worried about
ber when ber hysteria produces bal-
lucinations about “Brownies” a
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legendary native life-form, sup-
posed 1o look much like ihe Earth-
side story book creatures, and re-
ported to steal human babies for
ritual feasts.

Another problem patient is Joan
Radcliff, who is dying of a mysier-
fous Martian ailment which Tony
cannot even diagnose, let alone
treat. She refuses 1o return to Earth
partly because of her intense ideal-
ism about the Colony; partly be-
canse of ber busband, HANK
RADCLIFF, a romantic youngster,
whose life-dream was to come to
Mars. If Joan leaves, he must go

100, And if Bell's ultimatum means
the end of Sun Lake, it will break
both their bearts—but save [oan's
Iife.

An added problem is ANNA
WILLENDORF, the doctor’s part-
time assistant and nurse. A quiet,
unobirusive person, she came 1o
the Colony as a glassblower, bmt
now bas her working equipment
ses up next to the bospital, where
she is always at band. Her extra-
ordinary empathy endears her lo
Tony, but he is not yet ready o tie
bimself to the Colony by marriage.
Nor can he quite disregard the in-
terest he feels in BEAU JUAREZ,
the Colony's daredevil girl pilot.

But medical and personal prob-
lems both grow insignificant when
the news is received that the Earih
rocket is already in radio range—
two - weeks early.

There is now just one more week
to Shipment Day!

MARS CHILD

Tony flies to Marspost with Bea
to meet the rocket. There be is
approached by Brenner, who offers
him a fabnlous salary 1o leave Sun
Lake.

Tony indignanily refuses to doc-
tor up drug addicts, and a brief
scaffle ensues. Another industrial-
ist, who bas observed the scene,
congratulates Tony on bis stand,
and bhints at a frameup, with col-
lusion between Bell and Brenner
to get the Sun Lake Lab for the
drug man.

Before the doctor can digest this
news, a new surprise is thrusi on
bim. Among the rocket arrivals is
DOUGLAS GRAHAM, a famous
gunther who has come 10 write a
book, “This Is Mars!”—and bhas
chosen Sun Lake as bis first siop-
ping-point. The reporter gets bis
first look at Mars when a radio
meysage requests the doctor lo stop
at Sun Lake's nearest neighbor,
Pistco 3, to examine a seriously
injured woman.

Tofiy arrives too late to help;
"Big Ginny,” an inmate of the
Piitco company - brothel, is dead,
the victim of a clumsy attempt at
self-abortion, followed by a vicious
beating about the bead, shoulders,
and chest, and finished off by inep:
first aid.

Back at Sun Lake, Tony plunges
into the job of monitoring the Lab
search. He also finds himself elect-
ed bost-in-chief to the reporter.
When it becomes clear that no
Sloden  marcaine is going 1o be
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found, Tony appeals 10 Grabam
Jor aid, for the reporter has a
long-standing quarvel with Com-
missioner Bell.

Grabam promises 1o
smashing expose.

It comes as a brutal shock, then,
when the doctor finds Polly ill
from an overdose of marcaine,
Graban's belp has ‘been won on
the assumption that no marcaine
conld be found.

As a doctor, /Jtnuelel, Tony's
first concern must be the baby;
Polly's milk now containg marcaine.
In the early bours of the morning,
Auna is routed ont of bed 1o make
bottles, and a lab technmician to
riake plastic nipples. A formula is
prepared, but the first botile feed-
ing offered 10 Sunny brings on a
crisis. The baby bas always had
trouble suckling—this time, Sunny
chokes, flushes a bright crimsom,
and seems to stop breathing alio-
gether, at ihe just same instant that
Anna, standing by, suddenly shrieks
and falls into a dead faims.

Tony leaves the unconscious
woman at the Kandros', and car-
vies the baby back 10 bis bospital
room, determined to locate i1he
trouble. After a careful examina-
tion and a swdden hunch, Tony
iries a desperate experiment—be
removes Sunny's mask. The baby
immediately begins io breathe nor-
mnlly

.Earth air is 100 rich for bim!
Sunny is Marsworthy right from
birth!

write a

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

66 UNNY!" Polly ran to
the table where Sunny
still lay crying, wrapped

in his blanket again, bungry, an-

gry, and perfectly safe. “Doctor,
what did you—how can he—?"

"He's fine,” Tony assured her.
“Just leave him alone. He's hun-
gry, that’s all.”

Polly stared, fascinated by the
naked-looking baby. “How can he
breathe without a mask?”

"1 don’t know,” Tony said
bluntly, “but I tried it and it
worked. T guess he’s got naturally
Marsworthy lungs. Seems to have
been the only trouble he had.”

“You wmean—I thought Mars-
worthy lungs just meant you ronld
breathe Mars air; people like that
can breathe Earth air, too, can't
they 2"

Tony shrugged helplessly. He
was licked and didn’t care who
knew -it d@s long as Sunny was all
right. For the time being, it was
enough to know that the baby had
been breathing through his mouth
all along just because he did pre-
fer Mars air. He got too much
oxygen through the mask, 'so he
didn’t use his nose; a snmplc re-
versal of the theory on which the
mask was based. When his source
of Mars air was blocked—frst by
his mother’s breast, and then,
when he had learned to adapt to
that, by the lcss flexible plastic
nipple—he had 4o breathe the
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richer air through his nose, and
he turned red, coughed, sputtered,
and choked.

“1 want to take him back now,”
said the doctor, “and try another
feeding. Bet he'll eat right away.”
He picked up the baby, firmly re-
fusing to surrender him to his
mother, and led the way out of
the hospital room and back to the
Kandros' house.

Just before they left, Tony heard
for the first time, consciously, the
steady clicking of Graham’s type-
writer in the other part of the
house. He realized it had been go-
ing almost continuously, and
thought briefly of going inside to
say hello, then decided against it.
il see bim later on, he thought
oo 1 can explain everything then.
Obviously, the writer understood
that an emergency was in progress,
or else he was so busy himself that
he didn't want to be bothered,
either.

i

IM was thunderstruck by his

maskless Sunny. Anna seemed
to have recovered from her faint.
She was a little pale, but otherwise
normal, moving about briskly, pick-
ing up scattered blankets and bdby
equipment.

“I tried to make her rest,” Jim
explained, “but she said she felt
fine.”

“You take it easy, Anna,”
doctor told her.

the
“And I want to
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talkk to you later—as soon as I'm
finished with the baby.”

“I'm perfectly all right,” she in- "
sisted. "I can’t imagine what made
me do anything so foolish. I'm
awfully sorry .

“Polly, 1 want ]a/l to go to bed
right away. You've had enough to-
night—this morning, rather. Jim,
you can handle the baby, can't
you? You want to change him and
get him ready for his feeding?"”

Jim stooped over his son at the
wall bunk, his big hands fumbling
a little with closures on the small
garments. Tony sat down and
leaned back, closing his eyes. The
baby screamed steadily, demanding
nourishment.

“Doc, 1 still don’t get it. How
did you figure it out?"

Patiently, without opening his
eyes, Tony repeated his explanation
for Jim.

“I'll take your word for it,” the
man said finally, “but -Tll be
darned if 1 can understand it. Okay,
Doc, I guess he's all fixed up.”

Tony stood up. Do you know
how lo fix a bottle? I'l show you.”

“"Here.” Anna was at his elbow,
"I thought you might want one,”
she said, as though apologizing,
and handed it over.

“Thanks.” Tony dashed a drop
on his wrist—temperature just
right—and passed it to Jim. "Let’s
try.”

The big man, looking absurdly
cautious, put the bottle to Sunny's
mouth. Then he looked up, a tre-
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mendous grin on his face and his
eyes a little wet. “How do you like
that?” he said softly. The little
mouth and jaw were working away
busily; Sunny was feeding as
though he'd been doing it for
months. ’

They watched while he took a
whole three and a half ounces,
and then fell asleep, breathing
quietly and regularly.

A Mars child,” said Anna gent-
ly, looking down at Sunny. “Jim,
you have a real Mars child.”

“Looks that way,” said Kandro,
beaming.

“Jim,” said the doctor, “some-
body ought to stay up and keep an
eye on Sunny tonight, but I'm beat.
And Polly’s got to get some sleep.
Will you do it?"

“Sure, Doc,” said the father, not
taking his happy eyes off the child.

“He'll probably need another
feeding during the night. You
konow how to sterilize the bottle,
and there's enough formula made
up.

P"Surc." said Jim, "“You take care
of Anna.”

“I'll do that.”

“Oh, Tony, I'm all right, I told
you that—"

“You get your parka, Anna, and
don’t argue with the doctor,” Tony
told her. "I'm going to take you
home and sec if I can find out
what made you pull that swoon.
Come on . . . If you need me for
anything, Jim, I'll be at Anna’s or
at home.”

4T ©O have a headache,” she

admitted when they' reached
her house. "Probably all I need is
a little sleep. I haven't been living
right.” She tried a smile, but it
didn’t come off.

“None of us have,” Tony rc-
minded her. He studied her and
decided against aspirin. He select-
ed a strong scdative and shot it
into her arm. Within a minute, she
relaxed in a chair and exhaled long
and gratéfully. “Better,” she said.

“Feel like talking?”

*“I—I think I ought to sleep.”

“Then just give me the bare
facts.” He ran his fingers over her
head. "No blows. Was it a hang-
over?” R

"Yes,” she said defiantly.

“Very depraved. From the one
drink you had with us?”

“From—from—Oh, hell?’ That
came from the heart, for Anna
never swore.

“I've had enough mysteries for
one night, Anna. Talk.”

“Maybe I ought to,” she said
unwillingly. “Only a fool tells a
lie to his doctor or the truth to his
lawyer, and so on.” She hesitated.
“I've got a trick mind. All those
people who think they're psychic—
they are. I am, but more. It doesn't
matter, does it?”

“Go on.”

I didn’t know about it myself
for a long time. It’s not like mind-
reading; it's not that clear. I was
always—oh, sensitive, but 1 didn’t
understand it at first, and then later
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on it scemed to get more and more
pronounced. 1—haven't told any-
one about it before. Not anyone at
all.”

She looked at him appealingly.
Tony reassured her, "You know
you can trust me.”

“All right, I began to realize
what it was when 1 was about
twenty. That’s why I became, of all
things, a glassblower. If you had
to listen to the moods and emo-
tions of people, you'd want a job
far away from everything in a one
man department, too. That’s why
I came to Mars. It was too—too
noisy on Earth.”

“And that's why you're the best
assistant 1 ever had, with or with-
qut an M.D. or RN. on your
name,” s2id the doctor softly.

“You're casy to work with.” She
smiled. “"Most of the time, it is.
Sometimes, though, you get so
angry—"

E thought back, remembering

the times she’d been therce
before he had called, or had left
quickly when she was in the way,
handed him what he needed be-
forc:he actually /honght about it.
“Please don’t get upset about it,
Tony. I'd hate to have to stop
working with you now. [ dont
know what you ibhink, just what
you—feel, 1 guess. There are 2 lot
of people like that, really; you
must have scnsed it in me a long
time back. It isn't really so very
strange,” she pleaded. “I'm just a
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little—a little more that way; that’s
all.”

"I don't sce why I should get
upset about it,” he tried to soothe
her, and realized sickeningly that
it was a useless effort. He literally
could not conceal his feclings this
time. He stopped trying. “You must
realize how hard I try not to show
I'm even angry. It is a little dis-
concerting to find out—Ill get
used to it. Just give me time.” He
was thoughtful for a moment.
"How does it work? Do you
know ¥’

"Not really. 1 ‘hear’ people’s
feelings. And—people seem to be
more awate of my moods than they
are of other people’s. I—well, the
way [ first became aware of it was
when - somebody tried to—assaul:
me, back on Earth, in Chicago. I
was very young then, not quite
twenty. It was one of those awful
deserted streets, and he ran faster
than I could and caught up with me.
Somcthing sort of turned on—I
don’t know how to say it. [ was
sending instead of receiving, but
sending my ecmotion—which, nat-
urally, was a violent mixture of
fear and  disgust—each morc
strongly than—than people usually
can. I'm afraid I'm not making
myself clear.”

“No wonder,” he said heavily.
“The language isn't built for cx-
periences like that. Go on.”

- "He fell down and flopped on
the sidewalk like a fish, and I ran
on and got to a busy street with-



out looking back. I read the papers,
but there wasn't anything about it,
so [ suppose he was all right after-
ward."”

HE stopped talking and jumped

up restlessly. For quite a while
she stood staring out of her win-
dow, toward the dark reaches of
Lacus Solis.

Finally she said in a strained
voice, “Please, Tony, it's not really
as bad as that sounded. I can’t send
all the time; 1 can’t do, it mostly.”
She turned back to face him, and
added more naturally: '‘Usually,
people aren’t as—open—as he was.
And 1 guess I have to be pretty
worked up, too. I tried to send to-
night, and T couldn’t do it. I tried
awfully hard. That's why I had
that headache.”

“Tonight?”

“I'll tell you about that in a

minute. Right now, I want—well,

I told you 1 never told” anyone
about this before. It’s important to
me, Tony, lerribly important, to
make you understand. You're the
first person 1 ever wanted to have
understand it, and if you keep on
being frightened or unhappy about
it, I just don't know—"

She paused. "Let me tell you
about it my way. I'll try to ignare
whatever you feel while I'm telling
it, and maybe when I'm done it
will all be all right.

"When that happened in Chi-
cago—what 1 told you about—I
had a job in an office. There was

a girl 1 had to work 'with who
didn’t like me. It was very unpleas-
ant. Every day for a month I tried
to turn that ‘send-receive’ switch
and transmit a calm, happy feeling
to her, but I never could make it
work. No matter how hard 1 tried,
I couldn’t get anything over to her.
1 knew what she felt, but her emo-
tions were closed to mine, ‘She
didn't want to feel anything from
me, so she didn't. Do you under-
stand that? It's important, because
it's true; you can protect - yourself
from that part of it. You belicve
me, don't you, Tony2"

He didn't answer right away.
He had to be absolutely certain in
his own mind, because she would
know.

It would be far worse to tell
her anything that wasn't true than
to say nothing.

Finally he got up and walked
over to her, but he dida't dare
speak.

“Tony,” she said, "you’re—oh,
please don’t be embarrassed and
difficult about it, but you're so
good! That's what I meant, you're
casy to work with. Most people
are petty and a lot of them are
mean. The things they feel dten’t
nice; they’re mostly -bitchy. But
you—even when you're angry, it's a
big, honest kind of anger. You
don’t want to hurt people, or get
even, or take advantage of them.
You're honest, and generous, and
good. And now [I've said too
much!”
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- He shook his head. “No, you
didn’t. It’s all right, It really is.”

There were tears shining in her
_eyes. Standing over her, he reached
mechanically for a tissue from his
bag, tilted her head up, and wiped
her eyes as if she were a child.

“Now tell me more,” he said,
“and don't worry about how I feel.
What happened tonight? Tell e
about the headache. And the faint-
ing—was that part of it too? Of
course! What an idiot I am! The
baby was choking and scared,” and
you screamed. You screamed and
said to stop it.”

"Did 1? T wasn’t sure whether I
thought it or said it. That was
strange, the whaole business.. It was
terrible, somebody who hurt aw-
fully all over and couldn’t breathe,
and was going to—to burst if he
couldn’t, and that didn’t seem to
make sense—and terribly hungry,
and terribly frustrated, and—I
didn’t know who it was, because
it was so strong. Babies don’t have
such ‘loud’ feelings. I guess it was
the reflex of fear of dying, except
Sunny is very loud, anyhow. When
he- was being born—'

1B
AHE shuddered involuntarily. *1
was awfully glad you dido’t
think to ask me to stay in there

with you. When you sent Jim out,

1 talked to him, and sort of—con-
centrated on ‘listening’ to him, and
then, with the door closed, it was
all right. Anyhow, you waat to
know about tonight. The baby
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topped it off. I don’t think that
would have made me faint, by it-°
self, but I was working in there,
in the same room with Douglas
Graham for an hour or morc,
and—"'

“Graham?" Tony broke in. “Do
you mean to say he dared to—"

“Why, Tony, I didn't know you
cared!”

For the first time that evening,
she laughed easily. Then, without
giving him time to think about how
his outburst had given him away,
she added: “He didn’t do anything.
It was—it was about what he was
writing, 1 shink. I know what he
was feeling. He was angry and
disgusted  and contemptuons. Hc
hurt inside himself, and he felt
the way pcople do when they hurt
somebody else. And it seemed to
be all tied up with the stoty he was
writing. It was a story about thc
Colony, Tony, and I got worried
and frightened. If only I could be
sure. See, that's the trouble. I
didn’t know whether to tell some-
body or not, and. I tried and tried
to ‘send’ to him, but he wasn’t
open at all, and the only thing
that happened was that I got that
headache.”

“Then when you came over to
the Kandros',” Tony finished for
her, "and the baby had all that
trouble, of course you couldn't takc
it. Tell me more about Graham. ]
understand that you're not sure;
tell me what you rhiné, and why.”

“When Jim woke me up, we

L~ ;
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went back to your place. together,
and” Graham was working there,”
she said. "He asked me what the
excitement was all about and I ¢told
him. He listened, kept asking ques-
tions, got every little detail out of
me, and all the time he was feeling
that hurt and anger. Then I started
to work and he began banging
away on his typewriter. And those
thoughts got stronger and stronger
till they made me dizzy, and then
[ started trying to fight back, to
send—and I couldn’t. That's all
there was to it.”

"“That’s all? You're sure?”

She nodded.

“And you can't be certain what
it was that he was feeling that way
about ?"*

“How could I?"

“Well, then,” he said, with a
laugh of relief, “there’s nothing
at all to worry about. You made
a natural enough mistake. Those
feelings of his weren’t directed
against the Colony at all, Anna.
Earlier tonight, after you left, Gra-
hzm promised to help us. He was
writing a story about the spot we’re
in, that's all, and I know that he
felt all the things you've described,
but not about us, about Bell.” He
sat a moment longer. "I'm sure of
it, Anna. That's the only way it
makes sense.”

“It could be.” She seemed a
little dazed. "It didn’t feel that way,
but, of course, it could.” She
sighed and leaned back in her
chair. "Oh, Tony, I'm so glad 1
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told you. I didn’t know what to
do, and I was sure it was some-
thing vicious he was writing about
the Colony.”

. "Well, you can relax now. May-
be I'll let you go to bed.” He took
her hands and pulled her to her
feet. “We'll work it out, even if I
have to take a few new experiences
in stride. Believe me, we'll work
it out.”

She looked up at him, smiling

gently. I think so, too, Tony.”

E could have let her hands go,

but he didn't. Instead, he
flushed as he recalized that even
now she was aware of all his feel-
ings. There were tears shining in
her eyes again, and this time he
couldn’t reach for a tissue. He
leaned down and kissed her damp
cyelids; then he dropped one hand
to brush away the moisture on her
check.

A thousand thoughts raced
through his mind. Earth, and Bell,
and the Colony, now or [orever or
never. That time in the plane,
thinking of Bea. Anna—Anna al-
ways there at his side, helping, un-
derstanding.

“Anna,” he said. He had never
liked the name. “Ansie.” There
had been a little girl, a very long
time ago, when he was a child,
and her name had been Ansie.

He released her other hand and
cupped her upturned face in both
of his.- His head bent to hers, slow-
ly and tenderly. There was no
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fierceness here, only the hint of
growing passion.

When he lifted his lips from
hers, he laughed and said quietly:
“It saves words, doesn't it?"

“Yes.” Her voice was small and
husky. “Yes, it does . . . dear.”

If his mind was “‘open,” he
might feel what she did. Cautious-
ly and warily, he reached out to
her, with his arms and with his
mind. He needed no questions and
no answers now.

“Ansie!” he whispered again,
and lifted her slender body.

CHAPTER EBIGHTEEN

AD'S left ear itched; he let it

“Operator on duty will not
remove headphones under any cic-
cumstances until relieved—" There
was a good hour before Gladys
Porosky would show up to take
over.

“Mars Machine Tool to Sun
Lake,” crackled the head-set sud-
denlys He glanced at the clock and
tapped out the message time on
the log sheet in the typewriter be-
fore him.

“Sun Lake to Mars Machine
Tool, 1 read you, G. A,” he said
importantly.

“Mars Machine Tool to Sun
Lake, message. Brenner Pharmaceu-
. tical to Marsport. Via Mars Ma-
chine Tool, Sun . Lake, Pittco
Three. Request reserve two cubic
meters cushioned cargo space out-
going rocket. Signed Brenner. Re-
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peat, two cubic meters. Ack please,
G. A"

Tad said: “Sun Lake.to Mars
Machine Tool,” and rcad back
painstakingly from the log: "“Mes-
sage. Brenner Pharmaceutical to
Marsport. Via Mars Machine Tool.
Sun Lake, Pittco Three. Signed
Brenner. Repeat, two cubic meters.
Received okay. T. Campbell, Oper-
ator, End.”

TAD'S fingers were flying over
the typewriter keyboard. Mimi
and Nick would want to know how
the rocket was filling up. The trick
was to delay your estimated re-
quirements to the last possible min-
ute and then reserve a little morc
than you thought you'd need. Re-
serve too early and you might bc
stuck with space you couldm't fill
but had to pay for. Reserve toc
late and there might be no room
for your stuff until the next rocket.

“Mars Machine Tool to Sun
Lake, end,” said the head-set. Tad
started to raise Pittca’s operator,
the intermediate point between
Sun Lake and Marsport, to boot
the message on the last stage of its
journey.

“Sun Lake to Pittco Three,” he
said into the mike. No answer. He
went into “the buzz,” droning:
“'Pittco Three, Pittco Three, Pittco
Three, Sun Lake—""

“Pittco Three to Sun Lake, 1
read you,” came at last, mushily,
through the earphones. Tad was
full of twelve-year-old scorn. Hall



a minute to ack, and then probably
with 2 mouthful of sandwich! "'Sun
Lake to Pittco Three,” he said.
“Message. Brenner Pharmaceutical
to Marsport via Mars Machine
Tool, Sun Lake, Pittco Three. Re-
cuest reserve  two  cubic  meters
cushioned cargo space outgoing
rocket. Signed Brenner. Repeat,
two cubic meters.  Ack, please.
Go AT

“Pittco to Sun Lake, message re-
ccived. Charlie Dyer, Operator,
out.”

Tad fumed at the Pittco man's
sloppiness and make-it-up-as-you-go
procedure. Be a fine thing if cvery-
body did that—messages would be
sacbled, short  stopped, rocket-
loading fouled up, people and car-
oes miss their planes.

He tapped out on the log sheet:
“Pittco Operator C. Dyer failed to
follow procedure, omitted confirm-
ing repeat. 'T. Campbell.” He omit-
ted Dyer's irksome use of ‘‘out”
instead of ‘“end” and the other
irregularities, citing only the legal-
ly important error. That was just
self-protection; if there were any
crrors in, the final message, the
weak spot on the relay could be
identified. But Tad was uncomfort-
ably certain that Dyer, if the report
ever got back to him, would con-
sider him an interfering brat.

He bet Mr. Graham’s last mes-
sage had got respectful handling
from Pittco, in spite of the pain-
in-the-neck Phillips Newscode it
had been couched in. They all
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wanted Graham. Tad had received
half a dozen messages for the
writer extending the hospitality of
this industrial colony or that. The
man had good sense to stick with
Sun Lake, the boy thought approv-
ingly. There was this jam with the
rocket and the commissioner, but
the Sun Lakers were unquestion-
ably the best bunch of pcoplc on
Mars.

"Pittco to Sun Lake,”
Dyer’s voice in the earphones.

“Sun Lake to Pittco, I read you,
G. A.” snapped Tad.

“Pittco Thrce to Pittco One,
message. Via Sun Lake, Mars Ma-
chine Tool, Breaner Pharmaceuti-
cal, Distillery Mars, Rolling Mills.
Your outgoing rocket cargo space
requirements estimate neceded here
thirty-six hours. Reminder down-
hold cushioned space requests
minimum account new tariff sched-
ule. Signed, Hackenburg for Rey-
nolds. Repeat, thirty-six hours, ack
please, G. A.”

said

UH! Dyer repeated numbers

on bhis stuff, all right! Tad
acked and booted the message on.
The machine shop in the “canal”
confluence would get it, then the
drug factory in the highlands dot-
ted with marcaine weed, then the
distillery among its tended fields of
wiregrass, then the open hearth fur-
naces and rolling mills in the red
taconite range, and at last Pittco
One, in the heart of the silver and
copper country.
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He hoped he wouldn’t have to
handle any of Graham’s long code
jobs. Orders were to cooperate
fully with the writer, but even
Harve Stillman, who'd taken Gra-
ham’s story on his rocket trip and
Marsport, had run into trouble
with it. Tad loafed through the
material to the coded piece by Gra-
ham and shuddered.

T was okay, the. boy supposed,

for on Earth, where you didn’t
want somebody tapping a PTM
transinission beam and getting your
news story, but why did the guy
have to show off on Mars where
the only way out was by rocket
and you couldn't get scooped?

“Marsport 18 to Pittco 'I'hreg,"
he Keard faintly in the earphones.
Automatically he ran his finger
down the posted list of planes.
Marsport 18 was a four-engine
freighter belonging to the Mars-
port Hauling Company.

“Pittco Three to Marsport 18, I.

read you, G. A.”
"Marsport 18 to Pittco, our esti-

mated time of acrival is thirteen--

Rfty. Thirteen-fifty. We're bringing
in your mail. End.”

“Pittco to Marsport 18, O.K,,
LE.T.A. is thirteen-fifty and I'll tell

" Mr. Hackenburg. End.”

Mail, thought Tad enviously. All
Sun Lake ever got was microfilmed
reports from the New York office
and business letters from custom-
crs. Aunt Minnie and Cousin Adel-
bert’s wouldn't write to you unless
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you wrote to them; and Sun Lake
couldn’t lay out cash for space-mail
stamps.

Tad’s ear itched. One thing he
missed, he admitted to himself in
a burst of candor, and he'd prob-
ably have to go on missing it. The
Sun Lake Society of New York
couldn’t spontaneously mail him
the latest Captain Crusher Comix.

He had read to tatters Volume
CCXVII, Number 27, smuggled
under his sweater from Earth. And
to this day he hadn't fAgured out
how the ‘captain had escaped from
the horrible jam he'd been in on
Page 64. There had been a Venus-
ian Crawlbush on his right, a Mar-
tian Brownie on his left, a Rigelian
Paramonster drifting down from
above and a Plutonian Bloodmole
burrowing up from below. Well,
the writers of Captain Crusher
knew their business, thought Tad,
though they certainly didn’'t know
much about Mars—the real Mass.
Their hero aever seemed to need
OxEn or clothing any warmer than
hose and cape when on a Martian
adventure. And he was always
stumbling over Brownies and dead
cities and lost civilizations.

Bunk, of course. Brownies, dead
cities and lost civilizations would
make Mars a more interesting
place for a kid, But when a person
grows up,’ other things mattered
more than exciternent. Things like
doing 2 good job and knowing it.
Things like learning. Getting
along. Probably, Tad thought un-
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comfortably, getting married some
day. :

"Mars Machine Tool to Sun
Lake. Sun Lake, Sun Lake, Sun
Lake, Mars Machine Tool, Sun
Lake—"

“Sun Lake to Mars Machine
Tool, I read you, G. A.” Tad
snapped, peeved. »

‘The operator might have waited
just a second before he went into
the buzz.

“Mars Machine Tool to Sun
Lake, message. Pittco One to Pittco
‘Three. Via Rolling Mill, Distillery
Mars, Brenner Pharmaceutical,
Mars Machinc Tool, Sun Lake, out-
going rocket cargo space require-
ments are: ballast, ¢hirty-two' cubic
meters; braced antishift, twelve
point * seventy-five cubic
glass-lined tank, fifteen cubic me-
ters; cushioned, one point five cu-
bic meters. Regret advise will re-
quire steerage space one passenger.
F.Y.I, millwright’s helper Chuck
Kelly disabled by marcaine addic-
tion.”

The repeats followed and Tad
briskly reccipted. He raised Pittco
Three and booted the message,
grinning at a muffled “God damn
it?” over the ecarphones as he
droned out the bad news about
Kelly. Stccrage passenger space
didn’t come as high as cushioned
cargo cubage; a steerage passenger
was cxpected to grab a stanchion,
hang on and take his lumps during
a rough landing; but it was high

enough.

meters;.

UN LAKE couldn't afford

cushioned cubage, ever, and
settled for braced antishift. Some-
times crates gave and split under
the smashing accclerations, but the
cash you had to lay out for cargo
protected springs, hydraulic sys-
tems and mmeticulous stowage by
the supercargo himself wasn't
there. It meant a disgruntled cus-
tomer every once in a while, but
the tariffs made you play it that
way. ’

The door behind him opened”
and closed. ‘“'Gladys?” he asked.
“You're early.”

“It'’s me, sonny,” said a man's
voice—Graham’s. *'You mind-filing
a little copy for me2”

The newsman handed him a
couple of onionskin pages. “Phil-
lips Newscode,” he sajd. “Think
you can handle jt?"

“1 guess ¥o,” said Tad unhap-
pily. “We're supposed.to cooperate
with you.” Blankly he looked at
the sheets and asked: “Why bother
to code it, though?”

“It saves space, for onc thing.
You get about five words for one.
‘GREENBAY, for instance, means
‘An excited crowd gathered at the
scene” "'THREEPLY' means ‘In
spite of his, or their, opposition.’
And, lor another thing, what’s the
point of my knowing the code if
I never use it?" He grinned to
show he was kidding.

Tad ignored the grin and re-
marked: I thought that was it.”

He entered the time in the log
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and said into the mike: ““Sun Lake
to Pittco Three.”. Pittco acked.

“Sun Lake to Pittco Three, long
Phillips Newscode message, Sun
Luke to Marsport. Via Pittco Three.
Message: Microfilm follawing text
and hold for arrival Douglas Gra-
ham Marsport and pickup at
Administration Building. GREEN-
BAY PROGRAHAM SUNLAKE
STOP POSTTWO ARGUABLE
FUZZERS MARSEST BRIGHT-
EST STOP ARGUABLEST
MARSING MYFACED GIN-
FLOOZERS DOPEBORT FEL-
KIL PARA UNME SUNLAKE
HOCKFOCUS COPLOGKED ET-
ERS EARTHED STOP SAPQUIS-
FACT HOCPLAGUER ER-
QUICK—"

RAHAM heard the last of the

sfory go out and saw the kid
note down the acknowledgment in
the log.

“Good job,” the gunther said.
““Thanks, fella.”

Outside, the chilly night air
fanned his face. It had been a dirty
little trick to play on the boy.
They'd give him hell when they
found out, but the message had to
clear and that Stillman knew a
little Phillips—enough to wonder
and ask questions.

Graham took a swig from his
pocket flask and started down the
street. He'd nceded the drink, and
he needed a long walk. It was
surgery, he told himself, but surg-
ery wasn't always pleasant for the

MARS CHILD

surgeon. That doctor might be able
to understand if he could only step
back and see the thing in perspec-
tive. As it was, Tony obviously be-
lieved Mrs. Kandro's absurd story
about somebody doping the beans.

The writef grinned sardonically.
What a cesspool Mars must be if
even these so-called idealists were
50 corrupted! Marcaine addiction
by a brand-new mother, theft of a
huge quantity of marcaine clearly
traced to thé Colony. The doctor

. would hate him and think.him two-

faced, which he was. It was part of
the job. He was going to start an
avalanche; a lot of people would
hate him for it. .

An  impeccable, professional
hatchet job on Sun Lake was the
lever that would topple the boul-
der to start the avalanche. Senators
would posture and declaim, bills
would be written and rewritten by
legislative clerks, but that would
be just the dust over the rumbling
rocks.

The public rclations boys of the
industrials used to be newspaper-
men themselves, and they could
pick their way through Phillips.
The word would be passed like
lightning. They'd learn, to their
horror, that it wasn't going to be a
cheerful travelog quickie like his
last two or three; that Graham was
out for blood. The coded dispatch
would be talked over and worried

-over in most of Mars’ administra-

tion buildings tonight. They would
debate whether he was going to
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put the blast on all the colonies.
But they’d note that he pinned all
the guilt so far on Sun Lake, not
mentioning specifically that the
abortion and the prostitution had
occurred at Pittco.

So, by tomorrow morning, hic’d
Ict onc of the industrials send a
plane for him. Hc'd been playing
hard to get for two days—long
enough. He'd put on his jovial
mask and they’d fall all over them-
selves dishing the dirt on each

other. ‘He'd make it a point to pass '

through Brenner  Pharmaceutical.
Quasi-legal operators like Brenner
always knew who was cutting cor-
ners. And Bell—what tills did he
have his hand in?

Graham knew therc wasn't an-
other newsman alive who could
swing it—the first real story to
come out of Mars besides press
handouts from the industrials. And
the planct was rotten-ripe for it.

But, mostly, he would just scare
them, be the scoffing, good-hu-
mored know-it-all, so cheerfully
sinister that they'd try to buy him
off with dirt about the other out-
fts. He'd make no open promises,
nc open threaty, -and it all would
drop inlo his lap the way it always
\had

" No, not always, he grimly cor-
sected himself. Once he’d been a
green kid reporter, lucky enough
to break the Bell scandal. He'd ac-
tually ‘becn sorry for the crook.
‘There'd been a lot of changes since.
It was’ funny what happened to

you when you got into the upper
brackets.

FIRST you grabbed and grabbed.
Women, a penthouse wilth a
two-acre living room, silk shirts
“built’” for you instead of the ny-
lon all the paycheck stiffs wore,
“beefsteaks’” broiled over bootleg
charcoal made of real wood from
one of Earth's few thousand acres
of remaining trees.

You grabbed and grabbed, and
then you got sick of grabbing. You
felt empty and blank and worked
like hell to make yourself think
you were happy. And then, if you
were lucky, you found out who
you were.

Graham had found out that he
—the youngest one, underfed, the
one the big boys ganged up on for
snitching, the one the cop called a
yellow little liar, the one aobody
liked, the one who always got his
head knucked when they played
Nigger Inna Graveyard—yes, he
had power. It was the monstrous
energy of: Earth’s swarming bil-
lions."If you:could reach them, you
could have them. You could slash
down what was rotten and cormp!}
a thieving banker, z 'bribed com-
missioner, a Mars colony.

Under .the jovial mask it hurt
when they called you a sensational-
ist, said you ‘were unanalytical, had
no philesophy, couldn’t do anything
but set down facts to titillate the
uncritical audience. But what you
could do and they couldn’t was stir
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the billions of Earth, make them
faugh, make them hopeful, make
them rage—and when they raged,
focus their rage to a while-hot spot
that cauterized a particular bit of
rottenness.

Graham stumbled and tcok a
swig [rom his flask.

Who had to have a philosophy?
What was wrong with exposing
crackpots and crooks? The first real
news story out of Mars would break
up the Sun Lake Colony. Somc
good would go with the bad; the
surgeon had no choice. That Kan-

ro woman and her baby! “The
child belonged on Earth. And it
would go there. The little thing
would fiever know if not for Gra-
ham that there was anything but
Mass. ' supposed to be bard-
boiled, he thought, a little drunk
and sentimental, but I know whas's
right for that kid.

“Hey!” he said. Where the hell
was he, anyway? Wandering in the
desert, high as a kite on.his expect-
ed triumph. His feet had led him
down the Colony street, along the
path to the airfield, past it and a
few kilometers toward the Rimrock
Hills. He blamed it on the Mars
gravity. Your Jegs didn't tire here,
for one thing. The radio shack light
was plain bekind him; dimmer and

off to the left of it shone the win- .

dows of the Lab, :nergedv in ane
beacon.

The radio shack hght went out
and then on again. A moment later,
so did the light from the Lib.

MARS CHILD

“Power interruption,” he said.
"Or 1 blinked.”

- It happened again, first the radio
shack and then the Lab. And then
it happened once more.

The writer took out his flask and
gulped. “Who’s out there?” he
yelled. “"I'm Graham!”

There wasn't any answer, but
something came whistling out of
the darkness at him, striking his
patka and falling to the ground.
He fumbled for it while still try-
ing to peet through the night for
whatever had passed between him
and the lights of Sun Lake.

“What do you want?” he yelled
into the darkness hysterically. “I'm
Graham! The writer! Who are
you?"

Something whizzed at him and
hit his shoulder.

“Cut that out!” he shrieked, and
began to run for the lights of Sun
Lake. ‘He had taken only a few
steps when something caught at his
leg and he floundered onto the
ground. The next and last thing

.he felt was a paralyzing blow on

the back of his head.
CHAPTER NINETEEN

NY woke up in time for
breakfast, an achievement in
itself. He'd had, at best, some hun-
dred and fifty minutes of slecp
after a-long and hard day, and that
interrupted by cmergency, crisis,
and triumph.
He washed without noticing the



stench of the alcohol. He noted the
time; good thing there was no Lab
inspection to do this morning. He
noticed the closed bedroom door;
good thing he'd so hospitably given
up his own bed to Graham, consid-
ering the unexpected turn of events
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the night before. He threw his
patka over his shoulders and
stepped out into the wan sunlight,
oblivious to the lingering chill;
good thing he—

Good thing he could still laugh
at himself, he decided. What was
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the old saw about all the world
loving a lover? Nothing to it—it
was the lover who loved the whole
world. Love, lover, loving, he
rolled the words around
mind, trying to tell himself that
nothing had really_changed. All the
old problems were still there, and
a new one, really, taken on.

But that wasn’t so. Graham had
spent half the night writing his
promised story. Sunny Kandro was
all right at last. And Anna—Ansie
—a problem? He cduld remember
thinking, in the distant past, as
long as two days ago, that such dn
involvment would present prob-
lems, but he couldn’t for the life
of him remember what they were
supposed to have been.

E went in to breakfast, not

trying to conceal his exuber-
ance, and sat down between Harve
Stillman and Joe Gradey.

“What’s got into you?" Harve
asked.

"Something good happen?”’ Gra-
cey demanded.

Tony nodded. “The Kandro
baby,” the explained, using the first
thing -that popped into his head.
"Jim woke me up last night. Polly
was—was having trouble with the
baby,” he hastily amended the
story.

He'd have to tell Gracey about
the marcaine. There was a problem
after all, but this wasn't the place
for it; a Council meeting after
breakfast maybe.

MARS CHILD

in his

"You know we've been having
feeding trouble all along,” he ex-
plained. I found the trouble last
night. I don’t understand it, but it
works. I took Sunny’s mask off.”

“You what?”

“Took his mask off; he doesn’t
need it. Eats fine without it, too.
Trouble was, he couldn’t breathe
through his mouth and eat at the
same time.” .

“Well, I'l be—How do you
figure jt?”

"Hey, there’s a story for the gun-
ther,” Harve suggested. ** 'Medical
Miracle on Mars,’ and all that stuff.
Where is he anyhow?"”

“Still sleeping, I guess. The bgd-
room door was closed.”

“Did you talk to him last night?”
Gracey asked.

Tony attacked his plate of fried
beans, washed them down with a
gulp of “coffee,” and told the
other man abowt Graham's prom-
ise. "He was up half the night
writing, too. I heard him while I
was examining the baby.”

"Did he show it to you?”

“Not yet. He was asleep when
I got back.”

Harve . pushed back his chair
with a grunt of satisfaclion. "I feel
better already,” he grinned. “First
decent meal I've had in days.
What's the program for today,
Doc? You pgoing to need me on
radiological work?””

"I don’t think so. I'll let you
know if we do, after Joe and I get
together with the others. Got time



for a mecting after breakfast?" he
asked the agronomist, and Gracey
nodded.

“'Okay, I'll be in the radio shack
if you want me,” Harve said. "“The
kids took over all day yesterday.
Don't like to leave them too long
on their own.”

“Right. But I don’t think we'll
need you.”

That marcaine business—how in
all that was holy, the doctor won-
dered, did anybody get marcaine
onto Polly's beans? After all the
searching, in the middle of the
hunt, who would do it? Why? And
above all, how?

Maybe one of the others would
have an angle on it.

i

CMNE thing I'm glad about,”

Gracey said soberly. "“We
did make a thorough search. What-
ever happens from here on out, at
least we've proved to our own sat-
isfaction that nobody in Sun Lake
stole the stuff.”

“That's nice to know,” Mimi
agreed with considerably less feel-
ing. “But frankly, I'd almost feel
better if 'we bad found it. I'd glad-
ly ‘turn the bum who took it over
to Bell's tender mercies, if it was
one of us. This way, we have to
depend on Graham. You're sure
he’s with us?” She looked ques-

tioningly from the doctor to the

electronics man.
“How sute can you get?” Nick
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shrugged. “He said so. Now we
wait to see his story, that's all.”

“I don’t think we have to worry
about that,” Tony said briefly. He
couldn’t tell them any more. He
was sure himself, but how could
he explain without giving away
Anna's secret? "Look,” he went on
briskly, “there's something else we
do have to think about. I told you
about Sunny Kandro, Joe. There's
more to it than what I said at
breakfast.”

Nick and Mimi both sat forward
with new interest, as Tony repeat-
ed the news about the removal of
Sunny’s mask. He cut off their
questions, "1 didn’t tell you how
it started, though. Jim came to get
me, not for the baby, but for
Polly.”

A sharp rap on the door stopped
him. Harve Stillman walked in.
His face was grim; he carried a
familiar sheaf of onionskin pages
in his hands. ’

‘“What's the matter, Harve?"
Mimi demanded. "Aren’t you sup-
posed to be on shift in the radio
shack 2" -

“That’s right. I walked out.”

"No relief?” she snapped. “Are
you sick?”’

" “I'm sick, all right. And it
doesn’t make any difference now
whether radio’s manned or not.”
He slapped the onionskin onto the
table, and threw down on top of it
two sheets of closely written radio
log paper. ““There you are, folks,
have a look. It's all down in black
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and white. That's the translation
on the log sheets. The bastard filed
it in Phillips, so Tad wouldn’t
know what he was sending. When
I think what 2 sucker 1 was, letting
him pump me about who knew
newscode around here! Go on,
read it!”

Mimi picked up the sheets and
glanced at the penciled text. Her
face went white. She reached for
the onionskin, glanced at it, and
returned her cyes to the log sheets.
In 2 minute she looked up again.

“Harve, there couldn’t be any
mistake?”

“I know the code,”
bluntly.

“Hey,” Nick protested, “'‘could
you maybe let us in on it?”

he said,

66 NERTAINLY," she smiled bit-

terfly. “This is the story
written for us by D. Graham, your
friend and mine. ‘T was greeted by
a frightened crowd on my arrival
at Sun Lake, and no wonder. After
two days in this community, 1 am
able to reply to the heads-in-the-
clouds idealists who claim that on
Mars lies the hope of the human
race. My reply is that on Mars [
immediately came face-to-face into
drunkenness, prostitution, narcot-
ics, criminal abortion, and murder.
It is not for me to say whether
this means that Sun Lake Colony,
an apparent center of these activi-
ties, should be shut down by law
and its inmates deported to Earth.
But I do know—""

MARS CHILD

“That's crazy!" Nick broke in.
“I heard him say myself—" He
stood up angrily.

Tony reached out a hand to re-
strain him. “He didn't promise a
damn thing, Nick. We' just heard
it that way. He said he'd do a
story, that's all.”

“That's enough for mec,™~ Can-
trella replied. “He promised, and
he's by God going to keep his
promise.”

“Sit down, Nick,” Mimi inter-
rupted. “Beating Graham up isn’t
going to solve anything. Harve, you
get back on duty, and buzz one of
the kids to go over to Tony's and
collect Graham. If he's asleep, tell
them to wake him up. We'll go
through the rest of this while we're
waiting.” She eyed the sheets of
paper distastefully.

Harve slammed the door behind
him, and Mimi turned to the oth-
ers, “I'm sorry. I should have
checked with you first. Every time
something goes wrong, I start giv-
ing orders as if I owned the place.
Here.” She handed the sheets to
Joe Gracey, still sitting quietly to
her left. "You look calm. You read
it.”

Joe took the papers and went on
where she had stopped before.

“He can’t do that!” Nick pro-
tested furiously, when Joe finished.
“That story is full of lies! The
murder wasn't here. Neither was
most of the other stuff. How can
he—"

“He did,” Tony pointed out.
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“How much convincing do you
need?”

“It's carefully worded,” Gracey
said. “Most of it isn’t lies at all,
just evasions and implications.”

“We've got to assume he's smart
enough to write a libel-proof
story.”” Mimi had recovered her
briskness. “There’s one place I
think he slipped, though. Can I
see those sheets of Graham's again,
Joe?”

ER eyes were shining when

she looked up again. “"We've
got him!” she said. “I'm sure of
it! Let’s call in O’Donnell and get
his opinion on it. This stuff about
Polly.” She read aloud: “'...the
young mother of a newborn baby,
unable to feed her infant because
of her hopeless addiction to mar-
caine. This reporter was present at
a midnight emergency when the
Colony's doctor was called to save
the child from the ministrations of
its hysterical mother . . .” Tony,
you can testify to that!”

"I don't know,” said the doc-
tor, painfully. “Sure, I realizc
Polly’s not an addict, but—that’s
what I was starting to tell you
when Harve came in. That's what
Jim got me up for last night. Polly
was sick, and there's no doubt that

" it was a dose of marcaine that was

responsible.”

“Whar?”

“Polly?”

“But she couldn’t be the one.
She was—"

4
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“How did Graham find out
about it?”

Tony waited till the questions
stopped, then gave them the whole
story, from the time Jim Kandro
roared into his house at one o’clock
in the morning, right through the
removal of the mask.

V'We were both asleep when
Kandro came in,” he explained,
“"and the noise woke Graham too.
I didn’t see him again myself, but
I heard him typing when 1 was in
the hospital with the baby. And
Ans—Anna told me she talked to
him while she was making the
bottles. She had no reason to hold
back any information. I told her
myself that he was writing a friend-
ly story.”

“Well, that fixes us, but good.
Where did Polly get the stuff?”
Nick demanded. “"We've hunted
every inch of this place looking for
marcaine; how come it didn't show
up?” . )

“I've been trying to figure that
myself,” Tony said. "'I don’t think
she got it. Her reactions were not
those of a marcaine user, and I'd
swear she was as shocked as she
said she was when I diagnosed it.
The stuff was put there—and don't
ask me who, or why, because I
can’t even begin to guess.”

“Well, we've got our hands
full,” Mimi said thoughtfully.
“Where do we start? It seems to
me the same answer is going to
settle two of our problems. Where
did Polly’s marcaine come from,
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and how are we ever going to get
out of this impossible situation with
Bell?”

“That's not all,”" Nick added
grimly. "We can solve both of
those, and still get booted off Mars
when this story breaks.”

"That's a separate matter. All I
can do about that is try and talk
to Graham—or prove to him that
at least part of the story is libelous.
Come in,” Mimi called, in answer
to a knock outside.

Gladys Porosky pushed the door
open and announced breathlessly:
“We can’t find him. We looked all
over and he’s not any place.”

“Graham?” Tony jumped to his
feet. "He was asleep in my bed-
room; I left him there. He has to
be around.”

LADYS shook her head. “We
opened the door when he
didn't answer, and he wasn't there.
Then we scattered; all the kids
have been looking. He’s not at the
Lab, or in the fields, and he’s not
in any of the houses. Nobody's
seen him all morning.” .
“Thanks, Gladys,” Mimi cut her
short. “Will you try to find Jack
O'Donnell for me? Ask him to
come over here.”

“Okay."” She slammed out of the
door, leaving a whitlwind of babble
and excitement behind her.

“I suppose he’s skipped,” Tony
said. “Probably messaged one of
the industrial outhts in that damn
code of his, and got picked up dur-
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ing the night. His bags are still
at my place, though—I saw them
this morning. That's funny.”

“Very funny,” Nick echoed
glumly, “"Ha, ha.”

“What's luggage to a guy who
can write like that?” Gracey asked.
"He can get all the luggage he
wants just by wiping out another
plague spot like us.” .

O'Donnell came in, and they
waited in tense silence while the
ex-lawyer read through Harve's
penciled translation. “Oaly possi-
ble libelous matter I see is about
the marcaine-addict mother. What's
all that?”

They told him, and he shook his
head. "No more chance in a court
of law than a snowball in hell,” he
said flatly.

“But I don't care how he word-
ed it. The story’s not true.”

“"How many stories are? If truth
or justice made any difference in
the (Earth courts, I wouldn’t be
here. I loved the law. The way it
looked in the books, that is. I guess
I'll have to pass my bar examina-
tions all-over again. Mars is under
the Pan State, but I suppose this
constitutes interrupted residence
anyway."”

“Big fat chance you'll have of
getting to take your bar exams after
that smear,” said Gracey. “I'm not
kidding myself about getting to
teach college again. If I can get
some money together, I'm going to
try commercial seaweeds.”

“God help Sargasso Limited,”
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said’ Nick Cantrella.
help Consolidated Electronic when
I start my shop again in Denver.
It took them three months to run
me dnto bankruptcy last trip
around, but I'll get them up to
four this time. They can’t stand
much of that kind of punishment.”
" “Let's not jump to conclusions,”
Mimi said, with the quiver back
in her determinedly businesslike
voice. ‘Let's assume Graham’s
skipped and the story’s going
through. We might still be able
tc hang on if we can square our-
selves with Bell.”

“Bell and Graham have no use
for each other,” Tony said. “"May-
be this will make Bell easier to
deal with."”

“That I doubt. Let's figure on
the worst. Suppose we can’s con-
vince Bell, We'll have two possible
courses of action. We can sell out
fast. From what I understand of
this situation, I'm sure that the
Commissioner’ would find a legal
loophole for us on the marcaine
deal if we decided to sell to, for
instance, Brenner. If we do that,
we can pay off what money we owe
on Earth, book passage for our
members, and, with luck, have a
few dollars left over to divide be-
tween us,”” She smiled humorlessly.
“You might even have a capital in-
vestment of Ave or ten dollars,
Nick, to start working on Con-
Electron.”

“Good enough,” he said. “It'll
give me courage—if I can still find

“And God

a bar with a five-buck beer, that
is.”

“That,” Mimi went on, “would
be the smart thing to do. But
there’s another’ way. We can hang
on through the cordon, hoping to
prove our point. It leaves us some
hope, but it Jeaves us penniless,
even if we manage to stick out the
six months. Whatever cash or
credit we have on hand we’ll have
to pay out for OxEn. Don’t think
Bell is going to let us have the stuff
free. Mcanwhile, our accounts pay-

. able keep coming due, and accumu-
lating

interest. There's a  good
chance that long before the six
months are up we'll be forced into
involuntary bankruptcy. That's how
Pittco got Economy Metals last
year.”

“Like the cat got the canary,”
said Nick.

“Yes. We'd then be shipped
back to Earth as distress cases, with
a prior lien on our future earnings.
If any.” :

IMI sat down and ‘Tony

studied her handsome -face
as if he were seeing it for the first
time. She’d been way up in the
auditing department of a vast in-
surance company - once. It would
be hard on her. It would be hard
on them all. But he wanted to yell
and beat down doors when he
thought of what it would mean to
Anna, phlunged back into the
screaming hall of Earth’s emotional
“'noisc’ that she couldn’t block out.
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He tried to think like a schemer,
and, knowing that it wouldn’t
work, told himself: You marry
Anna, take Brenner's offer—ir's
still open; good doctors arem’s that
easy to come by on Mars—and you
set ber up in a decent home. But
‘the whole thing crumbled under its
own weight. She wouldn't marry a
doctor whose doctoring was to.
patch up marcaine factory hands
when they sniffed too much of the
stuff. -

“"Eh?" he asked. Somebody was
talking to him.

“Sell now, or hang on?”" Mimi
patiently repeated.

I want to think about it,” he
told her.

The others felt the same way. It
wasn’t 2 thing you could make up
your mind about in a few minutes,
not after the years and years of
always thinking one way: Colony
survival. To have to decide now
which way to kill the Colony . . .

The meeting broke up incon-
clusively. There was some recrat-
ing still to be done. The Lab had
to be back to production, get this
rocket's shipments ready just in
case. And maybe by the time those
chores were done, one of them
would have some notion of how
to start all over again, looking for
the mysterious marcaine. ~

Tony headed out to the Lab,
racking his brains for an answer.
But halfway there, he found to his
chagrin that he wasn't serious at
all. He .was striding along freely
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in the clean air and light gravity,
to the rhythmic mental chant:
Ansie— Anna—Ann— Ansie—

CHAPTER TWENTY

OAN RADCLIFF lay almost

peacefully, drugging herself
against the pain in her limbs and
head by a familiar reverie of which
she never tired. She saw Sun Lake
Colony at some vague time in the
future, a2 City of God, glowing
against the transfigured Martian
desert, spiring into the Martian air,
with angelic beings vaguely recog-
nizable in some way as the original
colonists.

Her Hank, the bold explorer,
with a bare-chested, archaic, sword-
girt look; Doctor Tony, calm and
wise and very old, soothing ills
with miraculous lotions and calm-
ing troubled minds with dignified
counsel; Mimi Jonathan, revered
and able, disposing of this and that
with sharp, just terseness; Anna
Willendorf mothering  hundreds
serenely; brave Jim and Pally Kan-
dro and their wonderful child, the
hope of them all.

She wasn't there herself, but it
was all right because she had done
something wonderful for them.
They all paused and lowered their
voices when they thought of her.
She, the sick and despised, had in
the end surprised and awed them
all by doing something wonderful
for them, and they paid her mem--
ory homage.



-Nagging reality, never entirely
silent, jeered at her that she was a
useless husk draining the Colony’s
priceless food and water, giving
nothing in return. She shifted on
the bed.

Pains shot through her joints
and her heart labored. You're as
good as they are, whispered the
tempter; you're better than they are.
How many of them could stand the
pain and not murmur, never think
of anything but the good of the
Colony? But I'm not, she raged
back. P'm not. I shoxldn’t have got
sick; 1 caw't tork now; they bave
to nurse me. But you didn’t drink
any water until Tony made yor,
said the tempter. Wasn't that more
than any of them would do? Won'l
they be sorry when you're dead and
l/'cy find ont how you suffered?

She tried to fix her tormented
mind on her Hank, but he had a
sullen, accusing stare. She was ty-
ing him down; if they sent her
back to Earth, he’d have to go too.
They wouldn’t let him stay in the
Colony.

HE +wished Anna hadn’t left,
and swallowed the thought
painfully. Anna's time belonged to
the Colony and not to her. It was
nasty of her to want Anna to stay
with her so much. She straightened
one puffy leg and felt a lance of
pain shoot from toes to groin; she
bared her clenched teeth but didn’t
Iet a whimper escape her.
Thai was wvery good, said the
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tempter. None of them could do
1that.

Anna had propped her up in
bed bcfore, so she could look out
the window. Now she turned her
head slowly and looked out.

I see through the window, she
told herself. I see across 1he Colony-
sireet 10 a corner of the Kandros'
but with a listle of their sireetside
window showing. 1 see Polly Kan-
dro cleaning the inside of the
window, but she doesn’t see me.
Notw she's coming out and cleaning
-the owutside of the window. Now
she turns and sees me and waves
and I smile, Now she takes ber
cloth and goes around her but to
clean the back window and I can't
see-ber any more.

And now something glides down

the Colony street with Sunny Kan-

dro in its thin -brown arms.

And wow Polly runs around ber
but again, ber face white as chalk,
tries faintly to call me, wave to me,
and falls down out of sight.

Joan knew what she ought to
do, and she tried. The intercom
button had been put in so she had
only to move her hand a2 few
inches. She reached out for the
button, and held her finger on it,
but there was no answering click.
It was a few seconds ind maybe
minutes, and the thing that had
stolen Polly’s baby was gone down
the other end of- the street.

The sick girl sat up agonizingly
and thought: . I can do something
now. They won't be able to say I
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was -foolish, because if I wait any
longer I won't be able to catch np;
it will be too far away. There's no-
body else 10 do it exceps Polly, and
she fainted. It has to be done right
away. I can’t wait for them o an-
swer and then come from the Lab.

Joan stood up, stumped over to
the canteen on the wall and tilted
it for a long, long drink of cool
water. It tasted good. She lurched”
out of the hut and stood for a mo-
ment, looking at the crumpled body
of Polly.

Poor Polly, she thought as her
heart thudded and faltered. We
miust belp one another,

She shaded her cyes against the
late morning sun and looked up
and past the Colony street through
the clear Mars aic. There was a
moving dot passing the airfield
now, and she started after it, one
step, two steps, three steps, as the
City of God reformed in her mind
and her eyes never left the moving
dot. .

'ARTH would be gone, 2 dead
thing swimming in the deeps
of space, a grave example for
children. See? You must not hate,
you must not fear, you must al-
ways help or that will happen to
us. You must be kind and like peo-
ple; you mustn't make weapons
because you never know where
making weapons will end.

And the children would ask
curiously what it was likc, and their
clders would tell them it was
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crowded and dirty, that nobody
ever had enough to eat, that people
poured poison into the air and pre-
tended it didn't matter. That it
wasn't like Sun Lake, their spacious,
clean, sweet-smelling home, that
there wouldn’t have been any Sun
Lake if not for the great pioneers
like ‘Joan Radcliff who suﬂered and
died for them.

She wept convulsively at the pain
in her limbs as she stumped across
the desert rocks. They sliced her
bare feet but she dared not look
down ahead of her for fear of los-
ing that sw.mming, moving dot she
followed. Magic, she thought. Fix a
fairy with your eye and away it
camiot fly. Her heart—she could
feel it thudding ponderously as a
massive new pain burned through
her left shoulder and arm. -

1 bave done what I could, she
thought. Hank, you are free. She
fell forward and dragged her
sprawled right arm along the
ground so that it pointed to the
moving dot and the Rimrock Hills
beyond it.

OMEBODY grabbed him by
the arm and motioned to his
helmet. Tony stared 2 moment, un-
comprehending, then switched on
the helmet radio.
"What's up?”’
“Joan—Joan Radcliff!” It was
one of Mimi’s young assistants in
the Lab office. "She picked up the
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intercom and buzzed it. When I
answered it, it went dead.”

“T'll be right out.” The doctor
made it on the double, in spite of
the hampering suit, out of the ship-
ping room and into the shower.
He would have given a year of his
own life to be able to speed up
the decontamination process this
one time, but he’d been near the
open crates. It wouldn’t help Joan
if he exposed himself, and her, .
teo, to radiation discase.

He ran the distance’ from the
Lab tb the street of houses. He was~
still running when he approached
the Kandros' hut, and almost
missed seeing Polly’s Limp figure
in the road. Thoroughly bewild-
ered, he picked her up and looked

. around for help. There was no one

in sight.

A moment's indecision, and
then, quickly, he carried Polly to-
ward the Radcliff hut and deposit-
ed her gently on the wall bunk in
the living room. Pulsé and respira-
tion okay; she would keep. He
headed for Joan's bedroom.

The doctor wasted a scant sec-
ond staring at the empty bed; to
him it scemed an endless time that
had gone by. He pressed the inter-
com hbutton, and waited through
another eternity till the Lab an-
swered.

Whatever had happened, what-
ever mysterious force had removed
Joan from her bed and left Polly
unconscious in the street, this, he
realized, must have been the ulti-
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mite agony for Joan—to lie in this
bed, in dreadful haste, to press this
button and wait and wait until it
was too late . . .

“That you, Doc? What's up?”

“Trouble. Get Jim Kandro out
here. To the Radcliffs! And get
Anna, Send her to Kandros'.
There’s no onc with the baby. Is
Mimi there? Put her on.”

“Tony?" The Lab Administra-
tor’s crisp voice was reassuring; he
could leave part of the problem, at
least, in her competent hands.

“There's trouble here, Mim—
don't know what, but Polly’s faint-
¢d and Joan's disappeared.”

“I'll be right therc.” She hung
up. Tony retreated one step toward
the living room, had an after-
thought, and went back to the in-
tercom.

“Get Cantrella here, too,” he
told-the Lab office. “Tell him to
bring along the c.c.g. setup. Fast.”

Polly didn’t look too bad. Mar-
caifie’ again? He'd know soon.

What was going on?

Jim Kandro burst in, panting
and terrified. His wide eyes went
froth his wife to the doctor, and 2

single” miserable word came from-

“I' don’t know. She fainted.
Take her home, then look at
Sunny. Anna’s on her way over to
help' you.”

Jim deft with his burden in his
arms, and Tony returned to the
sick girl’s bedroom. There was no
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trace, no clue, nothing he could
find. He saw the wall canteen, up-
ended, and went toward it with
excitement. A puddle of water on
the floor. Incredible carelessness for
Sun Lake, but it meant something.
Joan hadn’t been carried away; she
had gone hesself. She had stopped
for water and left the canteen this
way.

A heartbroken shout from across
the street sent him running out of
the house, over to the Kandros'.

The living .room was cmpty.

In the bedroom, Polly lay alonc,
still unconscious. He found Kan-
dro in the ncw nursery, squatting
on the floor beside the baby's
empty crib, rocking in misery.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

HEY ought to get the test

finished in a few minutes,
but if you're ready, you might as
well start now. It's a hundred to
one chance against its being any-
thing but cave dirt.” Joe Gracey
crumbled between skinny, sensitive
fingers a bit of soil taken from the
nursery floor.

"As soon as wc get the trans-
ceiver,” Mimi said. “Harve's bring-
ing it over now.”

Anna appeared in the doorway.
“She's conscious now.”

Tony went back into the bed-
room. ‘Polly?”

Her cyelids fluttered open and
closed. Her pulse -was stronger, but
she wasn’t really ready to talk. He
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/ had to try. Without a stimulant, if
possible. .

“What happencd, Polly?”” he
asked.

“What's the use?” she said

. feebly. “What's the use? We tried
and tried on Earth, and I just got
sick, and we had. Sunny here, and
now they've taken him. It isn’t any
good.”

“Who's taken him, Polly?”

"I went out to clean the win-
dows. I cleaned the front window
and then I went around to clean
the back window. When I looked
in Sunny was gone. That's all. They
took him. They just took him.”

“Who took him, Polly?”

"I don’t know. Brownies. We
tried and tried on Earth—"

HE - doctor took Anna to one

side. “She’s too lucid,” he
whispered. “Do you ‘hear’ any-
thing?"”

“Hardly anything.” Anna shook
her head. “She’s numb. She’s more
conscious than she looks. Just
numb. Doesn’t care.”

*Shock,”” Tony muttered. “There
will be a reaction. She shouldn’t be
left alone.”

“T'll stay,” Anna offered.

“No, not you. We'll need you
along with us.”

“I'd rather not,” she said.

“Ansie,” he pleaded, biting
back his angry disappointment.

“I shouldn’t have told you,” she
said dully. I should never have
told anybody. All right, I'll go.”
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He smiled and gripped her arm.
"'Of course you will. You would
have anyway.”

“No,” she said. I wouldn't.”

“Then maybe it's 2 good thing
you told me.” His voice was stern,
but his hand pulled her closer to
him.

Polly twisted on the bed and
sobbed. Anna pulled away. “May-
be.” She bit her lip, looked up at
him. "Only please don’t be angry
at me. I can’t stand it if you keep
getting angry at me.” She turned
and fled.

Tony went back to the bed, eras-
ing Anna and her problems from
his mind with practiced determina-
tion. Polly was trembling uncon-
trollably. There was no more in-
formation to be had from her. He
gave her a sedative and went out
to join the others.

Harve had arrived with the
transceiver jn his hand. On Anna’s
suggestion, a rush call was sent
out for Hank Radcliff to stay with
Polly. He didn’t know about Joan;
they decided not to tell him about
it.

“We nced a man here with
her,” the doctor explained briefly.
“The baby’s disappeared, and
we're going out now and try to
track it. Polly might want to get
up and follow. You keep her in
bed.”

“Sure, Doc.”

“Nick Cantrella will be over
with some equipment, Tell him to
test Polly.”
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HEY left the house, Mimi and

Anna and the doctor, Jim Kan-
dro, Harve Stillman, and Joe Gra-
cey.

“Look at " that” Gracey was
bending over in the road, pointing
to the barely discernible mark of a
bare toe. Here in the bottom of the
old “canal” bed, where the settle-
ment was built, the land retained
a trace of moisture, enough to hold
an- impression for a while.

Only part of a toe, but it pointed
a direction.

They headed up the street, past
the huts toward the landing field.

“Hey, Joe!” Someone was
pounding up the hill after them,
shouting.

It was one of the men from the
Agro Lab.

““That test—it’s from the hills,
all right, most likely from inside a
cave, but hill dirt. That all you
wanted >

“Right. Thanks.”

*'They told me you wanted the
word fast,” the man said curiously.
“Glad T caught you.”

“Glad you did,” Gracey agreed
mildly. *Thanks again.” He turned
his back on the man. “Let's go.”

They topped the slight rise that
marked the farthest extent of the
old river bed's former inundations,
and faced a featureless expanse of
level -desert land, broken only by
Lazy Girl, chocked on the landing
field at their left, and the hills in
the distance. No other human be-
ing was in sight. It was hopeless to
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look for footprints here, in the
constantly shifting dust.

“The hills?" Mimi said.
Tony looked at Anna;
shrugged almost imperceptibly.

“Might as well,”” he agreed.

They moved forward, Kandro
striding ahead with his great hands
knotted into bony fists, his eyes set
on the hills, unaware of the ground
under his feet or of the people
with him. It was Harve who found
the print they had known was im-
possible—not really a footprint,
but a spot of moisture, fast evap-
orating, still retaining a semblance
of the shape of a human foot.

A little farther on there was an-
other; they were going the right
way. Tony stopped for a minute at
one of the damp spots, poked 2
finger curiously into the ground.
Grit and salt, as he had expected.

She couldn’t have lived through
it. He didn’t know how she got as
far as she did, but even if her heart
held out, she must have sweated her
life away to have left those damp
indicators in the thirsty soil.

Only a little farther and the
ground began to be littered with
the refuse of the Rimrock Hills—
here and there a sliver of stone, a
drift of mineral salts. Gradually,
the dust gave way to sharp rock
and hard-packed saltpans. And the
footprints of sweat gave way to
footprints of blood.

Mimi drew in her breath be-
tween her teeth at the thought of
the sick girl stumbling barefoot

she
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over the slicing, razor-edged stones.

“I see her,”” Kandro whispcred,
still striding ahead.

They raced a. kilometer over the
jagged rock and planed-off salt
crust to the girl's body. She lay
prone, with her right arm.flung up

He glanced at Anna and straight-
ened up quickly. “What is it?”

Her face was withdrawn and in-
tense, her head held back like an

animal ‘scenting  the wind. She
scanned the broken waste, and
pointed a hesitant finger. “"Out

and pointing to the Rimrock Hills.

Tony peeled back her eyelid and
reached for the pulse. He turned
to his bag, and Anna—blessed
Anna—was already getting out the
hypodermic syringe.

“Adrenalin 2"

He nodded. Swiftly and efficient-
ly, she prepared the hypo and hand-
ed it to him. He bent over the girl
Busily, then sat back to wait.
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there—it's #bat way—moving a
little.”

Kandro was on his way before
she stopped speaking.

Stillman shaded his eyes and
peered. A rock in the heat haze,”
he pronounced finally. “Nothing
alive.”

1 Tony saw .Anna shake her
head in a small involuntary dis-
agreement.
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EY stood and waited in a

tense small circle until Jim
reached the spot. He looked down
and they saw him hesitate, then
move on with the same determined
stride. Gracey lit out after him.
Mimi murmured approval. There
was no telling what Kandro might
do in his present mood.

A barely audible noise from the
ground, and Tony was on his knees
beside Joan. Her eyes went wide
apen, shining with an inner glory
that was unholy in the dirt-streaked,
bloodstained dead white of her
face. She smiled as a child might
smile, with perfect inner compos-
ure; she was pleased with herself.

"Joan,” the doctor said, “can
you talk?”

“Yes, of course.” But she
couldn’t. She only mouthed the

words.

“"Does it hurt any plice?”

She shook her head, or started
to, but whén she had turned it to
one side she lacked the strength to
bring it back. *No."” This time she
foreed u little air through to sound
the word.

She was dying and he knew it.
If it were only the heart, he might
have been “able to save her. But her
body had been punished too much;
it had given up. The water and
the air that kept it alive were spent.
Her body was 2 dead husk in
which, for 2 moment, abetted by
the little quantity of adrenalin, het
heart and brain refused to dic.

He had to decide. They needed

/
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what information she might have.
She needed every bit ofenergy she
had, to live out what minutes were
left. The minutes didn't matter, he
told himself.

He knew, even as he made up
his mind, that this, like the ghost
baby, would haunt him all his life.
If he were wrong, “if she had any
chance to live, he was committing
murder. But another life hung in
the balance too.

“Listen to me, Joan.” He put
his mouth close to her face. *Just
say yes or no. Did you see some-
body take the Kandros' baby?”

“Yes.” She smiled up at him
beatlﬁcally

“Do you know who it was 2"’

“Yes—no—I saw—"

“Don’t try to talk, You saw the
kldnaper clearly?”

“Then it was someone you don’t
know?”
“No—yes—"

“I'll ask it differently. Was it a
stranger?”

“Yes."” She looked doubtful.

“Anyone from the Colony?”

--No »”»

“A man?”

“No—maybe.”

“A woman?"

“No.”

“‘Someonc from Pittco?”

She didn't answer. Her eyes
were staring at her arm. The doc-
tr had rolled her over, and the
arm was at her side, stretched out.
She let out 2 weird cry of fury and
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frustration. Tony watched and lis-
tened, puzzled, till Anna bent over.

“It's all right, Joan,” she said
softly. “You showed us. We saw
the way it pointed. Jim is going
that way now.”

The girl's eyes relaxed, and
once again the dreadful light of
joy shone from them.

“Love me,” she said distinctly.
“I helped finally. Tony—"

He bent over. She was trailing
off again, less breath with each
word. She might have minutes left,
or seconds.

“Nobody—belicved—me
them—it was—"

She stopped, gasping, and the
quiet smile of content gave way to
a twisted grin of amusement.
“Brownie,” she said, and said no
more.

or—

ii

NY closed her eyes and
looked up to Anna's serene
face. He saw that they were alone
with the body of the dead girl.
“Where—?"" He got to his feet,
carefully dulling sensation, refus-
ing to feel anything.
“Over therc.” She pointed to
“where two figures stooped over
something on the ground. Farther
off, Kandro's tall figure, still reso-
lutely facing toward the hills, was
being restrained by a smaller man
—Joe Gracey? That meant it was
Mimi and Harve close by.
“They found something?"”
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“"Somebody,” she corrected, and
couldn’t control 2 small shudder.

Tony started forward. “You
better stay with Joan,” he said
with difficulty, hating to ac_lmit any
weakness in her. “I'll call you if—
if we need you for anything.”

“Thank you.” She was more
honest about it than he could be.

They saw him coming twenty
meters off.

“It's Graham,” Mimi called.

“The lying bastard steals babics
too!” Harve spat out in disgust.

“"He looks bad,”” Mimi said
quietly. "We didn’t touch him. We
were waiting for you.”

"Good.” The doctor bent down
and felt along the torso for broken
bones. Carefully, he rolled the
writer over.

Graham's puffed eyes opcned.
Through broken lips with dried
blood crusted on them he rasped
jeeringly: "“Come back to finish the
job? God damned: cowards. Sneak
up on a man. God damned cow-
ards!”

"None ot our people did this to
you,” Tony said steadily. His
hands ran over the writer’s battered
head and neck. The left clavicle
was fractured, his nose was broken,
his left cardrum had been ruptured
by blows.

“Let’s get him back to the hos-
pital,” he said. “'Harve, tell the
radio shack to raise Marsport. Get
Bell. Tell him we need that Blood-
hound. Tell him I will not take no
for an answer.”
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

N AWKWARD silence the little

procession walked * along the
Golony street, Kandro and Stillman
together, carrying the writer, and
Tony bearing the dead girl 'in his
arms. The news had gotten around.
Lab work seemed once again to
have stopped completely.

They escaped the heartsick stares
of the colonists only when they
entered Tony's hut-and-hospital.
He deposited Joan there, on his
own bed. It was still rumpled ‘from
Graham’s brief occupancy the night
before. They settled the writer on
the hospital table. With Anna’s
help, he removed the torn .and
bloody clothing from Graham's
body.

“If you don’t need us for any-
thing, Tony, I think we better get
. going,” Mimi said. “We ought to
stop in and see Polly.”

“Sure. Go ahead—oh, wait a
minute.” Jim Kandro turned from
his fixed spot in the doorway to
listen.

Tony beckoned to the blackhaired
Lab administrator to the other side
of the room.

“Mimi,” he said in an under-
tone, “you ought to know that
Polly has a gun. I'm not sure
whether Jim knows it or not. You
might want it if you're going out
again. Anyhow, somebody ought to
get it out of there.”

She nodded. “"Where is it?"”

“Used to be in the baby's crib,
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but I think T talked her out of that.
Don't know now.”

“Okay, I'll find it. I think we
better take it along. Oh—TI'll send
Hank back here.”

He was thoughtful. “Anna.” She
looked up. Her face was set and
miserable. “Are you going out with
the search party?” he asked, an
innocent question to the others who
listened, with a world of agonizing -
significance for Anna.

“I—isn’t Nick picking the peo-
ple to go?”

"I thought you might want to
go. If you're sticking around, you®
can handle Hank, can't you?”

.“Oh, yes,"” she said eagerly. “I'd
be much more useful that way,
wouldn’t 12

He shrugged and tried to figure
it out: she was perfectly willing to
stay here in the hospital, to exposc
herself to Graham's physical. pain
and Hank’s inevitable agony. But
she was afraid to go out after the
baby. Why?

Later, he decided, he could talk
to her. He went briskly back to the
table and began his examination
of Graham. The writer was a mass
of bruises from his chest up; he
cursed feebly when the doctor felt
for fractures. Tony set the collar
bone and shot him full of sedation.
“Your left eardrum is ruptured,”
he said coldly. “An operation can
correct that on Earth.”

"You bust ‘em, somebody elsc
fixes ‘em,” Graham muttered.

“Think what you want.”” He
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pushed the wheeled table over Lo
the high bed Polly had occupied
just a few days earlier.

Graham groaned involuntarily as
Tony shilted his shoulder. The doc-
tor eased up. What for? he
stormed at himsclf. Wiy should 1
be gemtle with the dirty sneak? He
glanced hastily at Anna and caught
the half-smile on her face as she

‘pulled the covers over the writer.

“I'm going in the other room,
Graham,” Tony said. “You can call
me if you need me.”

“Sure,” Graham told him, "T'll
‘call you soon as I feel ready for
another beating. I love it.”

TON'Y didn’t answer. In the
other room, he sat down and
faced Anna intently, “Do you
know whether any of our pcople
could have done that to him?"’

“They aren't” haters,” she said
slowly., “'If they were, they would-
n't be here, Someone might 8y into
a rage and break his jaw, but me-
thodical punishment like that—
no.

“I'll tell you what it reminds me
of. Big Ginny."”

“She was killed.”

“She was beaten up, though that
wasn't what killed her.” -

‘Does it have anything to do
with Pittco?” Anna asked. “Why
should they beat Graham? Why
should they have beaten that wo-
man?”’

“I don't know.” He managed a
fecble grin. “You know that.”

He lowered his voice. “Can you
‘hear’ him?”

“He's in a lot of pain. Shock's
worn off. And he hates us. God, he
hates vs. I'm glad he hasn’t got a
gun.”

“He's got a by-line. That’s just
as

“Evidently that just occurted to
him. Can he hear us in there? He's
gloating now. It must be a fantasy
about what he’s going to do to us.”

.“Hell, we're through . anyway.
What difference docs it make? All
I want now is to find Sunny and
get off this damned planet and
give up trying. I'm sick of it.”

“You're not even kidding your-
self,” she said gently. “How do
you think you can fool me?”

“All right,” he said. “So you
think my heart is breaking because
Sun Lake’s washed up. What good
is it going to do me? Annma, will 1
be seeing you back on Earth? I
want us.to stiy teamed up. When
I go into practice—"

The woman winced and stood
up. She closed the door to the hos-
pital. “He was listening,” she said.
“He let out a blast of derision that
rattled my skull when he heard you
talk about going into practice on
Earth.”

Tony pulled her down beside

-him, and held her quietly against

his chest. “Ansie,” he said ance,
softly, "my poor sweet Ansie.”’ He
kissed her hair, and they sat very
still until Hank knocked on the
door. ’

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION



i

HA.N,K stared at his wife’s body,
refusing to believe what he
saw,

“She didn't feel much,” Tony
tried to cxplain, “Just a bad " me-
ment, maybe, when her heart gave
out. She couldn’t have felt any-
thing, or she'd never have gotten
so far.”

"We were there at the end,”
Anna reminded the young man.
“"She was—she was very happy.
She wanted to be useful more than
anything else in the world. You
know that, don’t you? And in the
end she was. She loved you very
much, too. She didn’t want you to
be unhappy.”

“What did she say?” Hank
wouldn't tear his eyes from the
bed. He stood and stared ceaseless-
ly. as if another moment of look-
ing would show him some fallacy,
some error.

“Did she really say that, about
loving me?”

“She said—" Anna hesitated,
then went on firmly. “She said,
*Tell Hank 1 waat him to be happy
all the time.’ I heard her,” she an-
swered Tony's look of surprise. It
wasn’t much of a lie.

“Thank you. I—" He sat on the
bed beside his wife, his hand caress-
ing the face stained with blood
and dust.

Tony turned and left the room.
In the hospital, Graham was asleep
or unconscious again. Tony went
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back to his own chair in the living
room.

There were so many hiats, so
many leads, so many parts of thc
picture. Somehow it all went to-
gether. He tried to concentrate, but
his thoughts kept wandering, into
the hospital where the writer lay
beaten as Big Ginny had been
beaten; into the bedroom, wherc
Joan lay dead of—of Mars; wherc
Anna was comforting the young
man who would never realize, if he
was lucky, that he had killed Joan
himself as surely as if he had
throttled her.

The last thing she said before
she died! Tony snorted. The last
thing she said, with that glorious
light in her eyes, and a grin of dc-
light on her face was “Brownic!”

And there it was!

Within a few seconds’ timc
cverything raced through h's mind,
all the clues, the things that fitted
together—Big Ginny, and Gra-
ham’s story, Sunny and the mask
and Joan's dying words. Every-
thing!

He jumped up in furious excite-
wment. R

No, not everything, he realized.
Not the marcaine. That dida’t fit.

He paced the length of the room,
and turned to find Anna standing
in the bedroom door.
. "Did you call?”
““What happened 2

He smiled. He went over and
pushed the door closed behind her.
“Ansie,” be siid, “you just don't

she asked.



know how lucky you are to have a
big, strong, intelligent man like me.
When are we going to get mar-
ried?”

She shook her head.

"Not until you tell me what #t’s
all about.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

REFUSE ENTERTAIN RE-
QUEST THIS DATE. POLICE
POWERS THIS OFFICE EX-
TEND ONLY TO INTERCOL-
ONY MATTERS. PAC DOES
NOT REPEAT NOT AU-
THORIZE USE OF POLICE
EQUIPMENT FOR INTRA-
COLONY AFFAIRS,

HAMILTON BELL
PLANETARY AFFAIRS
COMMISSIONER

NY read through the formal
message sheet, then the note
attached to it:

“That's the master's voice up
there. The PAC radio up in Mars-
port told me, on the side, that the
old man doesn’t believe a word of
yous story. If the baby really is
missing, he figures ‘that Markie
Mama did it in.” Graham really
fixed us. I hope you're taking good
care of him. If you get him back
in shape, I won’t feel 5o bad about
taking a crack at him myself.
Harve.”

The doctor smiled briefly, then
asked Tad <Campbell, who was
waiting to take his answer back to

the radio shack: “'Did Mimi Jona-
than see this?”

“No. It just came in. Harve
wants to know what answer to
send.”

ANTRELLA and Gracey were

out with the search party too,
Tony realized. That left the deci-
sion squarely up to him.

He scribbled a note: "Harve, try
this one on the commish. RE-
QUEST USE PAC FACGILITIES
TO TRACK VICIOUS ATTACK-
ER OF OUR GUEST, DOUGLAS
GRAHAM. That ought to get us
every tin soldier on the planet, and
old man Bell himself heading the
parade. Graham as victim gives him
an out, too; he can call it intercol-
ony. Get hot. We need that Blood-
hound. Tony.”

When the boy was gone, Tony
paced nervously around the living
room, started to heat water for
“coffee,”” and, decided he didn’t
want it.

There was an almost empty
bottle of liquor on the floor near
the table—Graham’s. The doctor
reached for it and drew back. It
wasn’t the right time or the right
bottle.

He headed for the bedroom door,
and remembered that Joan's body
was still occupying the bed. He
peered into the hospital; Graham
was still slecping. Nothing to do
but sit and wait, and think it out
all over again. It checked every
time—but it couldn’t be right.
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He hadn’t told Anna yet. When
you came right down to it, the
whole thing was too far-fetched;
he wouldn't believe it himself, if
somebody else had proposed it.

But it checked all the way every
time,

He got up again and hunted
through his meager stack of onion-
skin volumes and scjentific jour-
nals. Nothing there, but Joe Gra-
cey ought to know. When the
search party came back . . ..

Maybe they'd find the baby and
the kidnaper; maybe he never
would tell—or have to tell—any-
body his crackpot theory. He de-
cided to make the “coffec” after
all, and wished he hadn't sent
Anna and Hank back to stay with
Polly, but Gladys had been frantic
and frightened when she buzzed
him. He couldn’t expect the child
to handle a hysterical woman by
herself.

The doctor poured his “coffee”
and drank it slowly, not letting
himself go to the intercom. Polly
and Hank could help each other
now; it worked that way. And
Anna was better for them than he
would be himself. Somebody had
to stay with Graham. He got up
and paced restlessly into the hos-
pital room again. The writer stirred
and moaned as the door opened,
but that was all.

It was more than an hour since
Tad had left. Why no reply from
Harve?

Tony went to the front door,
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opened it and peered up the street,
out over the housetops to the land-
ing field. Nothing in sight. He
turned to go back in, and out of
the corner of his eye saw them
rounding the curve of the street.

Gracey, Mimi, Juarez, and then
Kandro, taking each step reluctant-
ly, his heart back in the hills, while
Nick Cantrella and Sam Flexner,
onc on each side, urged him for-
ward. Tony’s heart sank; there was
no mistaking defcat,

i

$T'M sure,” Mimi said steadily,
“we heard him cry. Just for
a minute. Then it was as if some-
one had clapped a hand over-his
mouth. Tony, we can’t wait. We've
got to get him out right away.”

“What about the other caves?’

“We tried them all around,”
Gracey said. “Five or six on each
side and a couple up above. But
every one of those fissures narrows
down inside the hill the same way.
We couldn’t get through. I don’t
sec how the kidnapers did, either.”

“How about the other side?"
Tony asked. “‘Someone could go
around with a half-track and take
a look.”

“We thought of it,” Mimi said
sharply. “Nick got Pittco on the
transceiver. Mister Hackenburg was
s0 sorry. Mister Reynolds was away,
and he didn't have the authority
himself to permit us to search on
their ground. He was so sorry!”



HE stood up abruptly, and

turned to the wall, not quite
quickly enough. Tony saw her
brush at her eyes before she turned
back and said throatily: '""Well,
little men, what now? Where do
we go from here?”

“We wait,” Joe Gracey said
helplessly. “We wait for Bell to
answer us. We wait for Reynolds
to get back. What else can we do?"”

“Nothing, I guess. We left half
a dozen men out there,” Mimi told
the doctor. “They're watching, and
they have the transceiver. I guess
Joe's right. We wait.”

Silence, and Tony tried to find
a way to say what he had to say.
They couldn't just wait, not while
bhe knew something to try. The
baby might be all right, but maybe
they would get there just one min-
ute too late.

He turned to Gracey.

“Joe, what do you know about
lethal genes?”

“Huh?” The agronomist looked
up, dazed, shook his head, and re-
peated without surprise at the
irrelevent question, "Lethal genes?”’
He stopped and considered, men-
tally tabulating his information.
“Well, they're recessives that—"

“No, I know what they are,”
Tony stopped him. *I thought I
heard you say something about
them the other day. Didn't you
say you thought you'd hit on some
that were visible on Mars?”

Anna drifted in, with Hank at
her heels, and they went straight
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through, into the room beyond
where Joan still lay. )

“Oh, yes,” Gracey said. "Very
interesting stuff. Come out to the
Lab when you have the time, and
I'll show you. We—"

Mimi jumped up. "What are
you gabbling about?” she demand-
ed. “This is an emergency! We
have to find some way to rescue
that baby!”

“I'm sorry, Mimi.” Gracey was
bewildered. “"What's wrong any-
way? Tony asked a perfectly inno-
cent question, and I answered him
when we'd all agreed that we had
nothing to do but sit around and
wait. Why not use the time?”

Abruptly, Tony made up his
mind. It was up to him now. And
to Anna. He got up and called her

-from the bedroom, led her outside,

into the street in front of the
house, where they were out of ear-
shot of all the others.

“"Well?”* She smiled up at him.
“Will you stop fecling sorry for
me and tell me what you're sorry
about?” .

“In 2 minute. Anna, last night
when we took the mask off Sunny
—when you fainted—how did it
feel?”

T told you.”

“Yes, you said it was very
strong, stronger than you thought
a baby could—feel. But was it just
stronger or was there something
differens >

“That's hard to say. I was—
well, I was all worn out and upset.
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It might have been different, but I
don’t know how. I'm not even sure
it was.”

She looked up at him sharply.
"Why?"

"It checks,” he said to himself.
“Listen, Ansie, there’s a job to be
donc. A tough job. A job nobody
can do but you. It may—hurt you. 1
don’t know. I don't even know if
it will work. It's a crazy theory
T've got, so crazy I don’t cven want
to explain jt to you. But if I'm
right, you're the only person who
can do it.” He stopped. “Anna, did
you hear what Joan's last word
really was? She said, 'Brownie.””

He looked down into frightened
dark eyes.

"Tony, there aren’t any Brown-
ies, are there?"

“You mean do I believe there
are? No, I don’t. But I do think
there's sometbing.”

“You want me to go out there
and listen?”

“Yes. But that's only part of it.
I wouldn't let you go alone; if you
do go, I'll be with you—if that
helps any. But I want to go into
the cave where they heard the baby
and sec what we can find.”

“No!" The cry was torn from
her. “I dida't mean that,” she
caught herself.  “It's  just—oh,

Tony, I'm afraid.”’

"We've got to find out. Ansie,
we've gol Lo find out”

“The Bloodhound?” she asked
desperately. “'Can’t you track them
with the Bloodhound?”
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“Bell hasn’t answered us. How
long can we wait?”

She stood silent for a ynoment,
then turned her face up to his,
serenely quict now and trusting.

“All right,” she said at last.
“All right, Tony, if you say it has
to be done.”

"Il be there with you,” he
promised.

dii

MIMI and Joe didn't under-
stand, and Tony didn’t try to
explain. He simply repeated that
he had an “idea;” he wanted to go
out, with Anna, to the cave where
the baby’s cry had been heard.

He left cateful instructions about
the care of Graham if he should
awake, and about Hank, Polly, and
Jim, all threc of whom were too
upset to be left to themselves.

A ten minute ride on the half-
track and they were within the
shadow of the Rimrocks. The drift-
ing stench of Pittco’s refineries on
the other side began to reach them;
then the ground was too rocky to
go on. Tony stopped the machine
and they got out. Farther up the
face of the nearest hill, they could
make out the figures of the five
who had remained on guard.

One of them came running—
Flexner, the chemist. “They said
on the transceiver you were com-
ing,” he told Anna and Tony.
“What's your idea? We're going
auts sitting around waiting. Ted



thought he heard Sunny cry again
but nobody else did.”

“I just wanted to see if I could
turn up anything,” Tony told him
“We're going into the cave.”

TOGETHER they walked out of
the sunlight into the seven
foot opening in the hard rock. One
of the guards would have preced-
cd them, but Anna firmly refused.
A chalk mark along the wall,
drawn by the others when they left
the cave, was guide enough.

They followed the white line in
and down some ffty meters, then
fifty more along a narrowing left-
hand branch, and then a hundred
meters, left again and narrowing,
to another fork. Both the branches
were too small for an adult to
squeeze through. The chalk line
pointed into the right-hand cranny.

That was as far as they could
£o. They stood at the narrow open-
ing, listening.

There was nothing to hear, no
sound at all in the rock-walled stiil-
ness except their own breathing
and the tiny rustling of their hands
along rough alien stone.

They waited, Tony's eyes fixed
on.Anna’s face. He tried to silence
his thoughts as he could his voice,
but doubts torc at him. He turned,
finally, to the one certainty he
knew, and concentrated on Anna
and her alone: on his love for her,
her love for him.

“I hear something,” she whis-
pered at last, “Fear—mostly fear,

but eagemess, too. They are not
afraid of us. I think they like us.
They're afraid of—it's not clear—
of people?”

She fell silent again, listening.

“People.” She nodded her head
emphatically. “They want to talk
to us, Tony, but—I don't know.”
Her brow furrowed in concentra-
tion and she sat down suddenly on
the hard rock floor, as though the
physical exertion of standing were
more than she could bear.

“Tony, go and tell the guards
to go away,” she said at last.

“No,” he said firmly.

"Go ahead. Please. Hurry. They
are  trying—"  Abruptly, she
stopped concentrating on the dis-
tance. “"You spoiled it,” she said
bitterly. “You frightened them.”

“How?"

“You didn’t trust them. You
thought they’d hurt me.”

“*Ansie, how can we trust them?
How can I leave you here alone
and send the guards away? Don't
you see I can't take that risk?”

*You made me come here,” she
said tiredly. "You said [ was the
one who could do the job. I'm try-
ing to do it. Please go now and
tell the guards to leave. Tell them
to get out of range—down at the
bottom of the hill, maybe as far
away as the half-track. Please,
Tony, do as I say.”

“All right” But he was still
hesitant. “Anna, who arc they?”

“I—" The bitterness left her
face. “Brownies,” she said.
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“"But that's not—I'm sorcry. I
didn't mean to feel angry and frus-
trated. What does the word mean?”

“They're different.”

“"Like Sunny?”

“'Not exactly.” She made a small
ascless  gesture with  her hands.

“*More—distinct. No, maybe you're-

right. I think they’re like him, only
older.”

"How many are there?”

"Quite 2 few. Too many for me
to count. One of them is doing all
the—talking.”

“Talking?” Yes, that was part of
what had bothered him. “Ansie,
how can you understand so clearly?
You told me you can’t do that.
You didn’t know what Graham was
angry about. How do you know
what they're afraid of?”

“Tony, I don’t know. I car un-
derstand, that’s all, and I'm sure
it's right, and I know they’re not
tricking us. Now please, please go
and tell the guards.”

He went.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

€ EEP him away from me!”
Graham screamed.

Mimi raced through Tony's liv-
ing room into the hospital half of
the hut.

It was Hank, standing rigidly
still, glaring at the writer. “You
don’t understand about Mars,”
Hank was saying in a hard mono-
tone. “You never saw the Rimrocks
when there was just enough light
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to tell them from the sky, or walked
a hundred miles in the desert
watching the colors change every
minute.”

“Mus. Johnson, get him out of
here. He's crazy.””

Mimi took Hank by the arm.
“I'm not crazy,” he said. “Those
boomers at Pittco, this writer here,
Bell and his soldicrs, Brenner and
his factory, they're crazy. They're
trying to cheapen Mars.”

Hysteria, thought Mimi. Shec'd
coped with enough cases of it when
she’d bossed girls at desks, as far
as the eye could see, on the 76th
floor of the American Insurance
Groups Building.

“Radcliff!" she said.

There was a savaga whip-crack in
her voice. ’

He turned to her, startled. ™1
wasn’t going to hurt him,"” he said
confusedly.

Get him to cry. Break him. Un-
til then, there’s no knowing what
will happen. “Your poor wife’s ly-
ing in there,” she said with meas-
ured nastiness, “and you find ¢ime
to brawl with a sick man.”

"I didn’t mean anything like
that,” he protested.

Still unbroken. “Get into the
bedroom,” she said. “Sit therc.
That's the lcast you can do.”

He walked heavily into the room
where his wife’s body lay and she
heard him drop into a plastic chair.

“Thanks, Mrs. Johnson,” said
Graham painfully. “He was spoil-
ing for a fight.”

[} 4



“Mrs. Jonathan,” she corrected.
“And I don’t want your ‘thanks.”

She lurned and rattled through
drawers of medications, hoping
she'd find something she could give
Hank. She didn't know what to use
or how much. She slapped the
drawer shut and was angry with
Tony and Anna for not being there
when she needed them.

She stalked into the bedroom
and stared at Hank without show-
ing any pity. He was looking dully
at the wall, a spot over the bed on
which Joan’s broken body lay. No
shakes; no tears, unbroken still.
But she couldn’t bring herself to
lash -him further and  precipitate
the émotional crisis.

She went back into Tony's liv-
ing room and threw herself into a
chair. She'd hear if anything hap-
pened. Mrs. J., the lerror of audit-
ing, Old Eaglc-cye, and a few less
complimentary  things when the
girls were  talking  between  the
booths in ong of the 76th-Aoor
johns. Efficicncy bonuses year after
year, even bad years, and that mcant
you tvere an old witch, She must
be out of practice, or getting soft,
she decided harshly, if she couldn’t
handle an absurdly simple little
thing like this.

We onght to have Tory train
saomebody  besides  Anna, she
thought. There’s Harve, but bhe
only knows radio-health. And then
she remembered that it didn’t mat-
ter; Sun Lake wouldn't last that
long.

HE heard a planc coming in at

the landing field and won-
dered whose. Hank stirred in the
bedroom and she tensed, but then
she heard the creak of his big body
slumping back into the chair. He
wouldn’t break. He had too much
of the old Marsman in him, the
tough old breed. In the old days,
if she’d been assigning a pair of
girls to an audit. program, she
wouldn’t have made a match like
Hank and Joan—one starry-cyed
and on fire for an ideal; 4he other
solidly and physically in love wilh
far places for their farness and mys-
tery. But it had worked here and
they'd had their measure of happi-
ness before they had to taste their
measure of hell.

Hank should have come carlicr.
He should have been one of the
first, cating out of cans, mapping
and mining, bearded to his waist,
inarticulate, but surc about what
he wanted. Joan should have come
later. She should have been an
immigrant after the colony had
licked Mars medicine, while there
still was grinding work and sacri-
fice enough to please the most im-
passioned, but not so much that a
frail body would crumple under it.

But thecre wasn’t going to be
any “later,” of course, It was hard
to get used to that rcalization.

She got up and had a1 drink of
water from the wall cantcen, and
then, defiantly, another, because it
didn’t matter now. She felt like
taking on the world for Sun Lake.
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Joan must have felt like that. Their
water supply was scinty, but it was
water—not the polluted fluid of
Earth, chlorinated to the last pota-
ble degree.

HE intercom in the bedroom

buzzed. She walked in and
picked it up, glanced at Hank, still
aumbly staring.

“Hello, Mimi.” It was Harve.
“Answer from Bell. Quote: 'RE
ASSAULT ON DOUGLAS GRA-
HAM 1 AND DETAIL OF
GUARDS WILL TAKE ACTION
THIS MATTER. REQUEST USE
PAC FACILITIES DENIED.
HAMILTON BELL' et cetera.
What do you figure he’ll do—try
and pin the Graham slugging on
us too?"”

“I don’t know,” she said. "It
doesn’t matter. What plane was
that ?**

“Brenner’s. Snooty bastard didn’t
even check in with us. Just sat right
down on the field.!

“'He might as well. He'll own it
soon enough.”

She heard Harve clear his throat
embarrassedly. “Well, I guess
that’s all.”

“Goodby,” she agreed, hanging
up. She shouldn’t have said that;
she was supposed to pretend that
while there was life there was hope.

“Hank?" she asked gently and
inquiringly.

He looked up. “I'm all right,
thanks.”

He wasn't, but there was noth-
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ing she could do. She looked
through the door to the hospital.
Graham scemed to be dozing. She
sat down in the living room again.

Brenner came in without knock-
ing. “They told me you were here,
Mrs. Jonathan. I wonder if we
could go to your office in the Lab.
I want to talk business.”

“I'm staying here,” she said
shortly. “If you want to talk here,
I'll listen.”

Brenner shrugged and sat down.
“Do we have privacy?”

“There’s a boy in the next room
going crazy with grief over his
dead wife—and over the prospect
of leaving Mars. And there’s a bad-
ly beaten man sleeping in the hos-
pital quarters.” )

The drug manufacturer lowered
his voice. “Relative privacy,” he
said. “Mrs. Jonathan, you have the
only busincss head in the Colony.”
He opened his briefcase on the
table and edged the corner of a
sheaf of bills from one of" its
pockets. The top one was a thou-
sand dollars, He didn't dook at it,
but riffled the sheaf with his thumb,
slowly, like a gambler manipulating
a deck of cards. They were all
thousands, and there were over one
hundred of them.

“It’s going to be very hard on
some of the colonists, I'm afraid,”
he said conversationally.

“You have no idea.”

“It needn’t be that hard on all
of them.” His .thumb flipped the
big bills. “Your colony is facing



an impossible situation, Mrs, Jona-
than. Let’s not mince words; it's a
matter of bankruptcy and forced
sale. I'm in a position to offer you
a chance to retreat in good order,
with some moncey in your pockets.”

“That’s very kind of you, Mr.

Brenner. I'm not sure I under-
stand.”
“Please,” he smiled, “let’s not

be coy. I'm being pesfectly candid
with you. If it comes to a forced
sale, I intend to bid as high as
necessary; I need this property. But
I'm not & man who believes in
leaving things to chance. Why
shouldn’t you scll out to me now?
Jt would save yourselves the hu-
miliation of bankruptcy, and T be-
lieve everyone concerned would
benefit financially.”

“You realize I'm not in a posi-
tion to close.any deals, Mr. Bren-
ner?” she asked.

“Yes, of course. You have a
council in charge here, don’t you?
And you’re 2 member. You could
plead my case with them,”

“T suppose I could.”

“All right.” He smiled again,
and his thumb continued to riffle
the pile of bills. “Then I have to
plead it first with you. Why should
you stay on Mars? In the hope that
‘something’ will turn up? Believe
me, it will not. Your commercial
standing will be gone. Nobody
would dream of “extending credit
to the people who were six months
behind on their deliveries. Nothing
will turn up, Mrs. Jonathan.”

“What if
turns up?”

“Then, of coursé—"" He smiled
and shrugged.

the stolen marcaine

IMI read a2 momentary alarm

in his face. For the first time

since the crisis she entertained the

thought that it was not 2 frameup.

She pressed harder. “What if

we're just waiting to hand Bell the
hundred kilos 2nd the thief?”

Brenner turned inscrutable again.
“Then something else will happen.
And if the Colony survives that,
somcthing else again.” He quickly
denicd the implication of sabotage
by adding: “You have a Ffunda-
mentally untenable fnancial situa-
tion here. Insuflicient reserves,
foggy motives—what businessman
can trust you when he knows that
your Lab production workers might
walk out one fine day and stay out?
They aren’t bound by “salaries but
by idealism.”

"It's kept us going.”

“Until now. Come, Mrs. Jona-
than, I said I wanted an advocate
in the Council.” He thumbed out
the deck of bills all the way from
the pocket in the opened brief-
case. 'You have a business head.
You know that if you 4o produce
my marcaine and the thief, Mr.
Graham'’s little story—which I read
with great interest—will be an-
other bad hump to get over. There
will be more.

He meant two things: morc
humps, and more sheafs of thou-
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sand dollar bills for her if she took
the bribe.

Mimi smiled without moving 2
muscle of her face. It had been 2
long time since she had talked this
kind of talk, but she still knew
how. The smile stayed inside her
head; her face displayed only the
most casual interest.

“Are you offering to buy thc
Colony, Mr. Breaner? Would yéu
care to name a price?”

“"'What are you asking?" he coun-
tered.

Oh, no, she thought, you're not
getling away with ihat.

“All zight, we'll play it your
way,” she said. “Name two prices.
You want to buy my services, too,
don’t you?”

“Whatever gives you that no-
tion? I'm not trying to bribe you,
Mrs. Jonathan,” He picked up the
sheaf of bills and placed them in
front of her. “Therc’s a hundred
thousand here. I can bring another
—say another four hundred thou-
sand—{for a down payment, when-
ever you say. My price for the Col-
only,” he added distinctly, “is ex-
actly five million.”

“Plus your down payment?” she
asked, amused.

“That's right.”

“That would just about pay all
our fares back to Earth. We'll
smash the Lab to bits before we
let you get it (or any such price.”

“You'll rot in prison if you do,”
Brenner said easily. “There is an
injunction on file at Marsport
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signed by Commissioner Bell rc-
straining you from any such fool-
ishness. An act of contempt would
mean imprisonment for all of you.
I mean all.”

“No such paper has been served
on us.”

“The Commissioner assured me
it had been served. 1 don't doubt
his word. Not many people, in-
cluding appeals judges, would
doubt his word cither.”

IMI didn’t dare answer this

display of force. She set her
teeth and thought about five mil-
lion—and five hundred thousand.
Passage home, the respectability of
having sold instead of going bank-
rupt, maybe the chance of another
charter and another try—

“Itll have to be put into form
by the Council and voted on by
the entire Colony,” she said pain-
fully. “You wanted an” advance.
Take your money back; I'm not for
sile. But I will plead ydur casc if
you'll make it ten million, Ged
knows, it's a bargain. There's abso-
lutely no depreciation on the Lab
to be figured. It's better now than
it ever was. Maintenance has al-
ways been top-level. Better than
any(hmg you ‘Il ever be able to find
in industry.”

“Five million and five hundred
thousand was my offer. I'm not the
Croesus uninformed people takeme
for. 1 have my cxpenses on the
marcaine distribution end, you
know.””



ii

NY sweated out the time.

Eight minutes  creeping
along the chalk line in the dark—
he'd left the light with Anna. Five
minutes scrabbling over the boul-
ders at the cave opening on the
face of the hill. Twelve long min-
utes talking the guards into leaving,
and a painful tortured eternity
maybe another twelve minutes re-
entering the cave and tracing the
chalk line by the dim light bor-
rowed from Ted.

Tony was sweating ice by the
time the radiance from Anna's light
came in view. He rounded the last
curve in the winding passage, and
something jumped up from the
floor, straightened and stood, tense
and watchful as the doctor.

Anna, scated on the cold floor,
laughed softly, melodiously.

She was all right. Tony rclaxed
a little and instantly felt—some-
thing, a gentle stroking, a tentative
touch, not on his head but /= it
No menace, no danger. Friendship.

The doctor stared across the cav-
ern: leathery brown skin, barcrel
chest, big ears, skinny arms and
legs; the height of a small man or
a large boy; and—a telepath.

The friendly touch on his mind
persisted through his quick distaste,
his cxultation, his eagerness.

ZAnna,” vegy softly, “is it all
right to talk?”

“Not too loud.” His eirs are
sensitive.”

”

“Who is he? Are there more?
Does he have Sunny? Ask him
that, Anna—ask him!"”

“A Brownie,” she laughed again,
joyously. “You told me that. There
are four more down there, inside,
with Sunny.”

“Is he all right?”

“Yes. They took him to help
him, not to do any harm. He need-
ed something, but T can't find out
what.”

The ‘Brownie squatted again on
the floor beside Anna. Tony ap-
proached slowly and sat down next
to them.

He felt goosc-flesh and mem-
ories of old nursery book horrors,
but nothing happened He forced

himself to ask Anna: “"What kind
of thing?”
“Something to eat, I think

Something like the first sip of water
when you're thirsty, and as neces-
sary as salt, and—good. Maybe
like a vitamin, but -t tastes won-
derful.”’

Tony ran through a mental cata-

. logue of biochemicals. But that was

foolish; how could you tell what
would taste good to anything as
alien as a Brownie?

“Have you tried sign languagc *
he asked Anna.

“Where do you start?’ she
shrugged. “You'd have to build up
2 whole set of symbols before you
could get anything across . . . Tony,
I'm sure we can get the baby back
if we just understand what it is he
needs.”
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HE doctor reached over, hesi-

tated, and forced himself to
tap the Brownie lightly on the
shoulder. When he had the crea-
ture’s attention, he whispered to
Anna: “Tell him we’re trying to
find out what it is.” He pointed to
his own eyes. “Show us,” he said
to the creature, and tried to project
the thought, the image of seeing,
as hard as he could. -

They kept repeating it with every
possible combination of thought
and act. Then, suddenly, the
Brownie jumped and dashed off,
down the tunnel.

“Did he get the idea?” demand-
ed Tony. “'Is he coming back?”

“It’s all right,” emiled Anna.
“He understood.”

Silence in the eerie place was
almost unbearable.

“Don’t worry so, Tony,” Anna
said. “If you want to know, he al-
most scared the wits out of me, too.
I was;sitting, trying to look down
the little opening, and still—talk-
ing—to the ones down there, and
he came up behind me. I was con-
centrating on them so I didn’t hear
him, either way.”

Tony sat back thoughtfully. It
was all true then; his crazy theory
was right—there were actually
Brownies on Mars, a form of life
so highly developed that it was
telepathic, and with no lower life-
forms to have evolved from. He
wondered if he had hit the right
explanation, too, but there was no
other explanation.

94

The brownie was back, carrying
something, a box. Large letters in
black on the side read:

DANGER
SEALED MARCAINE
CONTAINER
Do Not Open Without
Authorization
Brenner Pharmaceutical Co.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

TONY helped Anna dismount
from the half-track, with her
valuable burden in her arms. She
jounced Sunny happily, and cooed
down at the pink face. The doctor
didn’t jounce his own burden; he
lifted it down even more carefully
than he had helped Anna. The mar-
caine box was tightly wrapped in
his shirt and hers. They were count-
ing on the several layers of cloth
to trap escaping dust and protect
them from marcaine jags, but the
doctor still wasn't taking any
chances on stirring up the contents
of the half-full box.

They cut across the bare land in
back of the row of houses, heading
toward the curved street near the
Kandros'.

“Tony,” Anna asked anxiously
again, “How are we possibly going
to explain jt?”

*I told you I don’t know.” He
was only a little irritable. They had
the baby; they had the marcaine.
“We'll have to klk to Mimi and

. Joe and Nick, and probably the
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others too. We'll see how it
goes . . ."

“No, 1 don’t mearz that,” she
stopped him. "I mean to Polly.
And Jim. Jim isn’t going to like
it unless he hears the whole story,
and I don’t know if we ought
to ...
“Like it or not,” Tony said
briskly, “Kandro'll do what T tell
him to. We'll have to tell them it's
marcaine; I don’t dare risk mis-
labeling the stuff. You'll have to
blow some ampoules for it, I guess,
and I'll figure out some way of
wetting it down and getting it into
them. But you're right,” he added,
“if you mean we shouldn’t say any
more than we have to just now.”

They stepped onto the packed
dirt of the street and cut across to
the Kandros'.

Joe Gracey was sitting alone in
the living room.

“Praise God,” he said quietly,
and called: "Polly! jim!” The
couple appeared, red-eyed, at the
nursery door, saw their baby, and
flew to him.

"You gave him to us
Doc!” said Jim. “Thanks.”

Polly was more practical: “Has
he eaten? Is he well? He looks all
right, but—"

“You can feed him in a minute.
Now listen carefully. This young
man of yours, you know, is special
in some ways. He can take the
Mars air and like it. It turns out
that there’s something clse he needs
—something that's good for him

again,
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and bad for other people, just like
the Mars air. It's marcaine.”
Polly's face went white. Jim be-
gan a guffaw of unbelicf that
turned into a frown. He asked
carefully: “How can that be, Doc?
What /sy this all about? And who

* took him? We have a right to

know.”

Anna came to Tony's rescue.
“You're not going to know right
now,” she said tartly. “If you think
that's hard on you, it’s just too
bad. You've got your baby back;
now leave the doctor zlone until
he's ready to tell you more.”

Jim opened his mouth and shut
it again. Polly asked only: “Doctor,
are you sure?”

“I'm sure. And it won’s have
anything like the effect en Sunny
that it had on you. But it's recal
marcaine, all right, and he’s got to
have it or die.”

“Like OxEn?” asked Kandro.
“It's only fair in a way . ..”

IONY ignored him. "I guess
-4 you're going to have to wean
the baby after all, Polly,” he said.
"You can't keep taking marcaine
for Sunny’s sake. But for now, I
guess you might as well nurse him.
Your milk still has marcaine in it."”

Kandro was still adjusting him-
sclf to the idca. “Sunny doesn’t
nced OxEn, so he’s got to take
something clse?”’

"Yes,” Tony said, “like Ox-
En . . ." Hc broke off, and Anna
spun toward him, her eyes wide.
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The doctor forced his face into
calm lincs. “I waqt to have a talk
with Joc now. And Nick Cantrella,
Anna, will you sce if you can get
Nick on the intercom? Ask him to
come over here right away. I've got
an idea."”

In the living room, he tofd Gra-
ccy: "You won't have to keep an
cye on them any more, Joe. But
watch me—I1 feel like Alexander,
Napolcon, Eisenhower, :nd the
Great Cham all rolled into one.”

“You're certainly grinning like
a lunatic,” the agronomist agreed
critically. “What’s on your mind?"”

“Wait a minute . . . did you get
him?” Tony asked as Anna came
in to the room.

"“He's coming,”
"Tony, what js it?”

“I'll tell you both, soon,” he
promised. “'Let’s wait for Nick, so
I won't have to répeat it.”” He paced
restlessly around the room, think-
ing it through again. It ought te
work; it ought to!

she nodded.

HEN Cantrclla arrived, he

turned on the two men.
“Listen, both of you!” He tried
not to sound too cager. “If 1

handed you a piece of living tissuc
with a percentage of oxygen en-
zyme—and I don’t mean traces, 1
mean a percemtage—where would
we stand in respect to . . . He
halted up the cautious complicated
phrascology. “Hell, what I mean is,
could we manufacture OxEn?”
“The living virus?” Gracey

9%

-from the Rosen batch,

asked.  “"Not crystalized OxEn
processed for absorption ?”

“The living virus.”

“We'd be a damn sight better
than hall-way along the processing

that the Kelsey people do in Louis-

ville. They grow the first culturce
then they
cull out all the compcting enzymocs,
then they grow what's left and cull,
for hundreds of slages, to get a
percentage of the living virus to
grow a pure culture they can crop
and start crystalizing.”

“"How about it, Nick?"” Tony dc-
manded. “"Could the Lab swing a
job of crystalizing a crop from that
and processing il for absorption?”

“Sure,” s2id Nick, "That's the
casy part. I've been reading up on
it since we talked about it before.”

“Look here,” Gracey exploded,
“where do you think you're going
to get your living virus from? You
have to keep getting it, you know.
It always mutates under normal
radiation sooncr or later, and you
have to start over again.”

“That's my end of the deal. I
have a hunch T can get it. Thanks,
both of you.” ‘He went into thc
nucscry and told Polly calmly: “"I'm
taking your youngster away again
—ijust for a few minutes, though.
I want to check his lungs in the
hospital. Anna?” She was already
taking the baby from Polly's arms.
Tony picked up the wrapped mar-
caine-box and started out.

“"Hey, Doc, what gocs on?” Gm-
cey demanded.
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He brushed past Nick and the
puzzlcd agronomist. “‘Tell you
later,” he called back.

On the street, Anna turned a
worried face up to his. “Tony,
what arc you doing? You ¢an't

operate on a five-day-old baby . . . |

can you?” she finished, less certain-
ly. “You seem so—so happy and
sure of yourself.”

“I am,” he said shortly, and
then relented enough to add: “The
‘operation,”. if you want to call it
that, won’t hurt him.” But hc
wouldn’t say any more.

IMI and Brenner were in
Tony’s living room. The
woman said hopelessly: “Hello,
Tony. Mr. Brenner's made an offer

—Oh! It's Sunny!”

“Hello, Mimi,” said Tony.
“The youngster, eh?”’ Brenner
said genially. "I've heard about

him.” i

‘With a brusque "Excuse me” to
the drug manufacturer, Tony said
to Anna in an undcrtone: "Rig the
op table, sterilites on. Get out the
portablc  biopsy constant-tempera-
ture bath and set the thermostat to
Sunny’s blood tempcrature. And
call me.”

She nodded and went into the
hospital with the baby. Tony
dropped his bundle into his trunk
and began to scrub up.

“What's been going on, Mimi?"’
he asked.

“Mr. Brenner's offered five mil-
lion, five hundred thousand dolars
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for Sun Lake's assets. I said the
Council would put it in formal
shape and call a vote.”

The descent from his peak of
inspiration was sickening. Nothing -
had changed, then, Tony thought.

“Ready,” Anna said at his side.
He followed her silently into the
hospital, slipped into his gloves
and said: “Sterilize the Byers cur-
ette, third extension, and lubricate.
Sterilize a small oral speculum.”
He spoke quietly. Graham was
asleep in the bed across the room.

Anna didn't move, “Anesthe-
sia?” she asked.

“None. We don't know their
body-chemistry well enough.” -

“No, Tony. Please, no!”

He felt only a chill determina-
tion that he was going to salvage
somc of the wreckage of Sun Lake,
determination and more confidence
than he knew he should feel. Anna
turned, selected the instruments
and slipped them into the sterilizer.
The doctor stepped on the pedal
that turned on the op lights.

Anna put the speculum into his
hand and he clamped open Sunny's
mouth. The prompt wail of protest
turned to a strangled cry as the
sinuous shaft of the Byers curette
slid down thc trachca into the left
bronchus. One steady hand guided
the instrument, while the other
manipulated the controls from a
bulb at its basc.

"Hold him,” Tony growled as
Anna's hands weakened and the
woman swayed. Bronchus, bronchia,
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bronchile, probing and withdraw-
ing at resistanccs—and there it
was. A pressure on the central con-
trol that uncovered the razor-sharp
little spoon at the tip of the flexible
shaft and covercd it again, and then
all flexure controls off and out. It
had taken less than five scconds,
and one more to deposit the shred
of lung tissue in the biopsy con-
stant-temperature nutrient bath.

Hank was at the door. Anna,
Icaning fecbly against the table,
straightened to tell him: "Go and
lie down, Hank. It's all right.”

“Keep him away from wme,”
warned Graham from the bed. “He
was going to jump me before.”

“I just wanted to see the baby,”
Hank said apologetically.

Tony tumed to the intercom,
buzzing the Kandros’. “Come on
over,” he told them. “You can have
your baby back for kceps now. Is
Gracey still there? Joe? 1 think
I've got that tissue specimen for
you. How fast can you get a test?”

“For God's sake, Tony, where
did you get it?" Gracey was de-
manding on the other end.

“From a Brownie.” He couldn’t
resist it. “That's what I said. Lung
tissue of a Brownie.”

* He hung up.

“A Brownic? It /s true! There
arc Brownics, aren’t there?””

Tony turned to find the Kan-
dros standing by the examination
table. Polly already had her baby
in her arms.

Jim patted her shoulder. “"He

18

doesn’t really mean it, Polly. Do
you, Doc?”

Graham was grinning openly.

Tony turned from one to the
other, not answering.

There was a commotion in the
living room and Brenner burst in,
carrying a familiar box. “He just
dived for it, Tony,” Mimi said.
"He said it was . . .’

“Careful!””  said the doctor.
“Youwll spray marcaine all’ over the
place. Put it down, man!” .

BRENNER did, and unwrapped
it with practiced precision.
“My stuff, Doctor,” he said.
“Think I don’t know my own
crates? Mrs. Jonathan, my price for
your assets has just dropped to two
and one-half million. And I am
now in a position to prosecute. I
hope none of you will make diffi-
culbics.”

Jim Kandro said, "I don’t know
what this is all about, but we need
that stuff for Sunny.”

“You don't believe that, do
you?” the drug maker asked scorn-
Fully.

“I don't know what to believe,”
said Kandro. “But he's—different.
And it makes sense. He doesn’t
have to take OxEn, so he has to
take something else. You better
leave it for us, Mr. Breaner.”

The drug 'maker looked at Jim
wisely. "It’s okay, Mac,” he de-
cided. “If you've got the habit and
you can't kick it, why don’t you
come to work for me? I can use
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you. And you don’t have to take
so much. The micron dust in the
air takes your edge off—"

“That's not it,” said Kandro.
“Why don’t you listen, to me? We
need that stuff for Sunny. The doc-
tor says so and he ought to know.
It's medicine, like vitamins. You
wouldn’t keep vitamins from a little
baby, would you?”

Grazham snickered.

ANDRO turned and lectured -

angrily: “You stay out of
this. There hasn’t been anything
but trouble since you got here. Now
you could at least keep from bray-
ing while a: man’s trying to reason
with somebody. You may be smart
and a big writer, but you don’t
have any manners at all if you can’t
keep quiet at a time like this.”
He turned to Brenner. “You
know we don’t have any money
here, or I'd offer you what we had.
1 guess the box is yours, and no-
body has a claim to it except you.
But Polly and me can get permis-

sion from the Council to go and

work out whatever the box would
cost. Couldn’t we, Tony? Mimi?
The rest would let us, wouldn't
they ?”

“I'm sorry, Mac¢,” the drug
maker said. "I wish I could make
you understand, but if I can’t, that
doesn’t matter. This box is going
with me. It's evidence in a crime.”

“Mr. Brerner,” Jim Kandro said
thickly, I can’t let you out of here
with that box. We need it for
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Sunny. 1 told you and told you.
Now give it here.” He put out
one huge hand.

“'How about it, Mrs. Jonathan?”
Brenner seemed to be ignoring the
big man’s menacing advance. “Two
and a half million? It's a very
reasonable price, all things consid-
ered. Your new father here would
be glad to take it.” .

“T'll take it, all right,” growled
Jim. “Hand it over. Right now.”
He was a scant four feet from the
drug maker; Brenner’s cyes were
still fixed mockingly on Mimi
Jonathan.

Kandro took one more step for-
ward and Anna cried faintly:
“No!”

Brenner stepped back and there
was a large pistol in his hand.
"“This,” he told them, “is fully
autamatic. It keeps firing -as long
as I hold the trigger down. Now
for the last time listen, all of you.
I'm going, and I'm taking my box
with me. If you try to stop me, I
have a perfect right to use this
gun. You know better than I do
what fingerprints the authorities
will find on the box. You're caught
red-handed and I won’t have any
trouble proving it to my man Bell.
If you people decide to be reason-
able instead, you better lct me know
—soon."”’

Mimi Jonathan said clearly: “So
you're going to throw us off Mars,
M. Brenner?”

“If necessary,” he said, not fol-
lowing.
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“You mean you're going to kick
us out and wc'll never sce Mars
again? And all the sacrifices we've
made here will be a joke?”

He didn’t get what she was driv-
ing at. “Yes,” he said irritably.
“You're quite right—"'

He was cut off by Hank, broken
at last under the goading. The
youngster sprang, raving, at Bren-
ner, bowling him over as the pistol
roared in a gush of bullets that
ripped Hank's body.

And then there was a silence into
which Sunny Kandro shrieked his
fear and dismay. Mimi leaned
against the wall and shut her cyes.
She wanted to vomit. She heard
Tony’s awed whisper: . . .
smashed his trachea . . . broke his
neck . . . belly shot clean out . . .
She shuddered, and hoped and
feared that she’d carry this guilt
alone to the grave.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

€NOME on, Polly. You come

out here.” Kandro led his
wife, still carrying Sunny, out to
the living room.

Faces were peering through the
hospital window and they heard
Nick Cantrella shouting: “Let me
through, damnit! Clear away from
that door!" And he was in, latch-
ing the door from the street. He
snapped the curtains shut with an
angry yank, “What in God's name
happened? 1 was coming for that
tissue culturc and now this—"
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“Don’t worry about it,” said
Graham drily and with effort from
the bed. “Just a little useful mur-
der. Hank Radcliff, hero of the
Colony, gives his life to save the
world from Big Bad Brenner—
sweet Jesus!” he swore in awed
delight. "What a story! 'The Kill-
ing of Hugo Brenner—an eye-wit-
ness account by Douglas Graham!
Swee-cet Jesus! Didn’t Brenner
know who I was?”’

Mimi started. "1 guess not,” she
realized. "I never told him."”

“You're plenty beat up,” Tony
pointed out. “He wouldn’t have
recognized you. Hey, Nick, let's
get those bodies out of here.”

“Beat up is right,” Graham
chortled, “and it was worth it!
Thank yon, my friends, whichever
onc of you—or how many was it?
—did that job on me. I thank you
from the bottom of my poor old
gunther’s heart. Just to be able to
lie here and listen to all that!”

"I don't know who did it last
time.” Nick took one menacing
step toward the bed. “But, by God,
if you're starting on another of your
yarns, I know who’s going to . . .”

“Nick, wait a minute. You don't
know ‘what he heard.”

“Hey, Cantrella, I need a hand
here.”

“I know who did it.” Anna had
to shout to make herself heard
above Mimi and Tony, both talk-
ing at once. In the sudden silence,
she said: “Didn’t I tell you, Tony?
1 guess it was while you were away
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that I found out. They did it. I
think he was planning Lo hurt the
baby. Or they thought he was.”

“T'hey?” the writer asked con-
temptuously.  “Brownies  again?
You're a good second-guesser, Miss
Willendorf, but you missed out this
time. The only designs T ever had
on the Kandro kid were to get him
back to Earth wherc he could be
properly cared for—instead of get-
ting marcaine dosed out to him to
cover up for Mama.”

T 1STEN, you lying crimp.”

Nick continued his arrested
advance on Graham. "If you think
you're safe to turn out rmore of that
kind of stuff just because you're
laid up in bed, you better start
thinking all over again. I've got no
compunctions about kicking a rat
when he’s down.”

“"Nick! Stop it!" Swift and sure
and dcadly sharp, Mimi's voice
came across the room like a har-
poon. “Give him a chance! You
didn't hear what be heard—what
Brenner said. I don’t sec how any-
body could get a story agamst Sun
Lake out of it."”

““Thank you kindly, ma’'m.”" Gra-
ham grinned painfully. “Good to
know somebody around here is still
sanc. Don't tell me you go for this
Brownic nonscnse too!”

“l—don’t know,” shc said. “If
T'd heard it from anybody but Tony
and Anpna, I wouldn't believe a
word of it. But they did get the
baby back.”
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“Back from where?”

Tony realized for the first time
that Graham didn't even know
about Sunny’s kidnaping. And the
others, for that matter, still didn't
know what had happened in the
cave. :

“Listen,” he said. “If you'll all
take it casy for a few ninutes, Anna
and T have a lot to tell you. But
Arst . . . Nick, help me move thein
to the living room floor. Anna, get
blankets to cover them.”

“Wait a minute.”” She went into
the living room. “All right,” she
called back a2 moment later, and
Tony and Nick together carried
what was left of Hank through the
door. "I wanted to get the Kan-
dros out first,” Anna explained,
locking the front door again.

They laid out Brenner's body
next to Hank's, and covered them
both with blankets. The two men
started back to the hospital, but
Anna Jaid her hand on Tony's arm
to stop him.

**Could I see you a minute?"”

“Of course.” He let Nick go
ahead, then asked, worried, “An-
sie, darling, what’s the matter?”

She closed the door firmly be-
tween them and the others in the
hospital.

“Tony, we can't tell them,” she
said. “Not now.”

“Why not? They've

“"Don't you see? We shouldn’t
have talked as much as we did. We
shouldn't have said or done any-

got to
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thing in front of Graham, but he
doesn’t believe it yet. If we con-
vince him—Tony, the Browries are
terrified of people. They've kept
awhy from people all along. For a
reason. Don’t you see?” she asked
urgently. “Think what would hap-
pen to them. Think! I got just a
flash from Graham’s mind when I
said they did jt, before he decided
to be skeptical. It was brutal.
They'd be exterminated . . "

He did see it. She was right. He
thought of Hackenburg over at
Pittco, and Brownies being worked
in the mines—"native labor.”” He
thought of what an Earth power
would give to have telepaths in its
military intelligence. He thought
of the horror and hatred people
would feel for the “mind-reading
monsters.” He thought of Brown-
ies in zoos, on dissecting tables . ..

E thought of Sun Lake, still
facing a charge of theft;
of the difference it would make in
Graham’s story if he knew it

wasn’t Sun Lakers who attacked -

him. He thought of what the ex-
istence of the Brownies would mean
to medical and biochemical re-
search. And he made up his mind.

Anna looked away with' anger in
her eyes, hopelessness in the set of
her shoulders.

“Why?" she begged. ""They' re—
oh, Tony, they're decent! Not like
most people.”

“Because we know about them,
that’s why. Because you can’t—you

just can't keep a secret like that.
Because it means too much to men,
to all men, to mankind, or what-
ever part of it survives the end of
Earth, Afina, Sun Lake may not be
the answer to our future—the
Brownies may be. Have you
thought of that? They need us,
they need to learn some of the
things our civilization has to offer
—and we need them. That piece of
tissue I took from Sunny’s lungs
may wmean the end of dependence
on Earth for OxEn, and that’s just
one first thing. Therc's no knowing
how much we can learn, how they
can help us to adapt, what new
knowledge will come out of the
contact. We can’t keep it to our-
selves. That's all there is to it.”

“There’s no use arguing, is
there?”

“I'm afraid net,” he said as
gently as he could. He opened the
door. “Are you coming back?"

She hesitated, then followed.

ii

¢ TS it,”” Tony wound up

the narrative of their visit
to the cave, and then repeated, this
time to Graham: “That’s it. But 1
think you ought to know that Anna
was trying to persuade me not to
tell this story in front of you, to
let you go on not believing in
Brownies. She was afraid of what
people would do to them once it
became known. I'm afraid too.
What you write will hive a lot to
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do with it.” He paused. "‘What
are you going to write?”

“I'm damned if [ know!" Gra-

ham tried to lift his head, and de-
cided against it. “'It’s cither the
most ingenious yarn I've ever heard
-—it covers every single accusation
against you people, from marcaine
theft to mayhem on my person—
or it's the biggest story in the
world. And I'm damned if I know
which!”
. He relapsed into a thoughtful
silence, broken suddenly by the
roar of az large plane. An instant
later there was the noise of a sec-
ond, and then a third. One at a
time they came closer, and died
out.

“That would be Bell.” Mimi
stood up wearily.. “I dont mind
saying I'm confused, What do we
do now?” .

“"He's coming,” Tony reminded
her, “to help Mr. Graham. Per-
haps we should leave it up to our
guest to tell the Commissioner
whatever he sees fit.”

‘The writer was silent,
faced.

“There’s a slight matter of a
couple of stiffs in the living room,”
Nick reminded them. “The Com-
mish ‘might want to know about
them, Strictly inter-colony stuff.”

“You know,” Graham broke in
suddenly, “if I was dumb cnough
to belicve your story about Brown-
ies—and if your little cxperiment
with the kid's lungs works—Sun
Lake could get to be quite a place.”

stony-
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“How do you mean?” Gracey
asked.

“The way Mr. Brenner had it
figured, your Lab is practically
made to order for marcaine manu-
facture, And I gather you think
you can turn out OxEn too, if that
lung tissuc is good. If there’s any-
thing behind all this Brownic talk
—well, you've got a deal that looks
worth a trillion. You can supply
OxEn to all of Mars at what price?
It wouldn’t cost you anything com-
pared to Earth-import , . .

He looked around the circle of
astonished faces.

“Don’t tell me none of you even
thonght of that? Not even you?"
he appealed to Mimi.

She shook her head. “That’s not
the Sun Lake idea,” she said stiffly.
“We wouldn't be interested.” .

Anna smiled, very slightly, and
there was a violent banging at the
front door.

i

TONY went slowly through the
living room. The door was be-
ginning to shake under the blows.

“'Cut that out and I'l open it!”
he yelled. There was silence as he
swung the door open. A sergeant
of the guards, three others, and
Bell, who was well in the rear. He
must have known there'd been
shooting.

“What’s bcen going on?" the
Commissioner  began. He sniffed
the air and his eyes traveled to the



covered bodies. “"Graham? If it is,
we might bave 2 murder arrest. His
dispatch gave you people plenty of
motive.”

“No. Brenner,” Tony said short-
ly. “And a young man named Hank
Radcliff.”

Bell, starting for the figures, re-
coiled. “Sergeant,” he said, and
gestured. The non-com gingerly
drew back the blankets, exposing
the drug maker’s face. The Com-
missioner stared for 2 long moment
and said hoarsely: “Cover it, Ser-
geant.” He tutned to Tony. “What
happened ?”

"We have a disinterested wit-
ness,” said the doctor. “Douglas
Garham. He saw the whole thing.”

NY ded the way into the hos-

pital. The sergeant followed,
then the Commissioner. Graham
said from his bed: “Visiting a dead
friend 2"

Bell snapped: “It's an inter-col-
ony crime. Murder. Obviously I
can’t take the word of anybody
who's a2 member of this community.
Did you witness the killing?”

“I was a witness, all right,” said
Graham. "'Best damn witness you
ever saw. Billions of readers hang
on my every word.” He made an
effort and raised himself on one
elbow. "“Remember the chummy
sessions we used to have in Wash-
ington, Bell?”

On the Commissioner’s forchcad,
sweat formed. .

“Here’s the story of the killing,”
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said Graham. "Brenner pulled his

_ gun on a man named Kandro dur-

ing a little dispute. He threatened
to kill Kandro, went into some de-
taijl about how fully automatic that
gun was and—let me think—his
exact words were 'spray the room.’
With a babe in arms present.
Think of it, Bell! Not even you
would have done a thing like that;
not even in the old days. The Rad-
cliff kid jumped Brenner and took
all the slugs in his belly. I guess
they were dumdums, because the
gun looked to me like 2 .38 and
none of them went through, Only
the Radcliff boy squashed Bren-
ner’s neck before he knew he was
dead. Reminded me of a time once
in Asia—" |

Bell cut him off. “Did Brenner
dic right away? Did hc—say any-
thing before he died?”

“Deathbed confession? Delirious
rambling? No.”

The Commissioner rélaxed per-
ceptibly.

“But,” said the newsman, “He
talked quite a bit before he pulled
the gun. He didn't recognize me
with my battered face and 1 didn’t
introduce myself. He thought it
was just a bunch of Sun Lakers in
here and that nobody would believe
a word they said about him. Bren-
ner talked quite a bit.”

“Sergeant!” Bell broke in. *I
won't be needing you for a while.
Wait for mc in the other room.
And see to it nobody touches those
bodies!”
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HE door closed bchind the

non-com, and Graham laughed.
“Maybe you do know, eh, Com-
mish? Maybe you know Brenncr
liked to refer to you as 'my man
Bell' 2

The Commissioner’s eyes ran un-
happily around the room. “You
people,” he said. “Get out. All of
you. Leave us alone—so I can take
a statement.”

“No,” said Graham, “they stay
here. I'm not a strong man these
days, but Brenner talked quite a
bit. 1 wouldn’t want anything to
stop me from getting the story to
an eagerly waiting world.”

Bell looked around hopelessly.
Tony saw Nick’s face twist into a
knowing, malevolent grin; like the
others, he made an effort to imi-
tate it.

“'What do you want, Graham?"
asked the Commissioner. “*What
are you trying to get at?”

“Not a thing,” the writer said
blandly. “By the way, in my state-
ment on the killing, should I in-
clude what Breaner had to say
about you? Hc mentioned some
financial matters, too. Would they
be relevant?”’

Tony tried to remember what
financial matters Brenner had dis-
cussed, aside from the pricc he
offered for the Colony. Nonc—but
Graham was a shrewd bluffer.

The Commissioncr made a last
cffort to pull himself togcther.
“You can't intimidate me, Gra-
ham,” he rasped. “And don’t think
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I can’t be tough if you force my
hand. I'm in the clear. T don’t care
what Brenner said; I haven't done
a thing.”

“Yet,” said the writer succinct-
ly. "Your part wis to come later,
wasn't it?"

Bell’s face scemcd to collapse.

“Still think you can get lough?”
Graham jeered. “Try it, and I
guarantee that you'll be hauled back
to Earth on the ncxt rocket, to be
tried for malfeasance, cxceeding
your authority, accepting bribes and
violating the narcotics code. I can
also guarantce that you will be
convicted and imprisoned for the
rest of your life. Don't try to bluff
me, you tin-horn sport. I've been
bluffed by experts.”

THE Commissioner began shrilly,
“I won't stand for—" and
cracked. "For God’s sake, Graham,
be -reasonable! What have I ever
done to you? What do you want?
Tell me what you want!”

The writer fell back on the bed.
“Nothing right now, thanks. If I
'l let

think of anything, you
know."”
The Commissioner started to

speak, and couldn’t. Tony saw the
veins of tension stand out. He saw,
too, how Anna’s lip was curling in
disgust.

Graham scemed amused. “There
is onc thing, Commish. An inter-
colony matter under your jurisdic-
tion, I believe. Will you remove
those carcasses on your way out?



You'd be surprised how sensitive I
am about such things.”

He closed his cyes and waited
till the door was shut behind the
departing guest. When he opened
them again, all the sclf-assurance
was gone out of them.

“"Doc¢,” he moancd, ‘'give me a
shot. When I got up on my eclbow
somcthing tore. God, it hurts!”

While Tony took care of him,
Joe Gracey said: "It was a grand
performance, Mr. Graham. Thank
you for what you did.”

“l can undo it,”" the reporter

said flatly, “or I can use it any way-

I want to. If you pcople have been
. lying to me . . .” He sighed with
relief. "Thanks, Doc. That's a help.
Now if you want anything out of
my man Bell—show me one of
your Brownies!”

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

RAHAM'S challenge fell into

a silent room. Everyone wait-
ed for Tony to spcak; Tony waited
for Anna.

“I don't seec why not,” she said
at last. “I guess they'd do it.” She
looked despairingly at Tony. “'Is
this .the only way?"” she pleaded.

“It's the only way you're going
to beat that marcaine-theft rap,”
Graham answered for him.

“All right. Tll go out there in
the morning. 1 think I can 1alk
them into it.”

“If you don’t mind, Miss Willen-
dorf, I'd rather it was right now.
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In twelve hours, your hot-shot en-
gincer here could probably build
a Brownie.”

“I can try,” she said. “But I
can’t promise. Not even for tomor-
row. I only think I can talk one of
them into coming here.” I don’t
know how they'll fcel about jt.”

Graham grinned. “That's about
how I figured it,” he said. “Thanks,
folks. It was a good show while it
lasted.”

“"We're going,” Tony said grim-
iy. “And we'll bring you back a
Brownie.”

“Still not good enough,” the
writer said. "If you go, I go with
you. You mind if I'm just a little
suspicious 2"’

“It's ten kilometers to the Rim-
rocks,” Tony told him. "Most of
it by half track, the rest by
stretcher for you.”

“The hell with your humanitar-
ian sentiments! It's your medical
opinion, if any, that I want!”

“You'll live. No danger of that.”

“All right,”” the writer said.
“"When do we start?”

Tony looked questioningly at
Anna, who nodded. “Right now,”
the doctor said, “‘or any time you're
ready.”” He opened a cabinet and
fished out a patent-syringe am-
poale. “This should make it easicr.”
He started to open the packagc

“No, thanks,” Graham said. I
want to scc what I sec—if any-
thing.” His cyes went swiftly from
one face to another, studying them
for rcactions.
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“If you can take it, I can,” the
doctor told him. But he dropped
the package in his pocket before
they left.

IN THE rattling half track, with
Aqna driving and Tony in the
truck body beside Graham, the
writer said through clenched teeth:
“God help you if you tell me the
Brownics aren’t biting tonight. It's
a damn-fool notion” anyway. You've
been telling me Brownies are born
of Earth people. Why aren’t there
any born on Earth?"

“It’s because of what the geneti-
cists call a lethal gene. Polly and
Jim, for instance. Each one of them
had a certain lcthal gene in their
heredity. Either of them could have
married somebody without the
lethal gene and had ordinary
babies, on Earth or on Mars, be-
cause the gene is a recessive. On
Earth, when Polly’s lethal gene and
Jim's lethal gene matched, it was
fatal to their offspring. They never
came to term; the gene produced
a foetus which couldn’t survive the
womb on Earth. I don’t know what
factors are involved in that failure
—cosmic rays, the gravity or what.
But on Mars the foctus comes to
term and is—a Brownic.

“A Brownie is a Martian. They
don’t just accept Mars air like an
Earthman with Marsworthy lungs.
They can’t stand Earth air. And
they need 2 daily-ration of marcaine
to grow and live. That’s who stole
Brenner's marcaine.  That's why
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they slipped marcaine into Poll,
Kandro's food. They wanted her
to pass it to Sunny in her milk.
When we put Sunny on the bottle,
they stole him so they could give
him  marcaine. They surrendered
him on our promise to sce that he
got it.”

“And that's a perfect cover-story
for a dope-addict mama,” scoffcd
the writer. “How many Brownics
are there supposed to be?”

“A couple of hundred. I sup-
pose about half of them are frst-
gencration. There must have been
a very few in the beginning, chil-
dren of homesteaders abandoned
on a desert ranch when their par-
ents died, who crawled out and
lived off the country, chewing mar-
caine out of the weed. And they
must have ‘stolen’ other Brownic
babics from other homesteaders
when they grew.”

Graham swore against the pain.
“The Kandro kid looks as normal
as any other baby. How are the
Brownies supposed to know he
isn’t? Does he give them a pass-
word ?”

Tony explained wearily: “They
are telepathic. It explains a lot of
things—why they're only seen by
people they want to see them, why
they could steal Brenner's marcaine
and not get caught. They can hear
people coming—their  thoughts,
that is. That's why they beat up
Big Ginny; she was aborting a
Brownie baby. Why they beat the
hell out of you, Why they sensibly
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keep away from most Earth peo-
ple.”

“Except Red. Sand Jim Granata,
ch?”

“Granata was a liar. He prob-
ably never saw a Brownie in his
life. He heard all the Brownie=
yarns and used them to put on
good commercial shows.”

Anna maneuvered the half track
around a spur of rock picked out
by the headlights and ground the
vehicle to a stop. "It's too rugged
from herc on,” she said. "We'll
have to carry him the rest of the
way.”

"You warm enough? Another
blanket?” asked Tony.
“You're really going through

with this, aren’t you?” said the
writer, "I'm crazy to play along,
but if—if this is a story and I get
beaten on it—Oh," hell, yes, I'm
warm enough. Stretcher ought to
be casier going than this tin can.”

ANNA led, with Graham sway-
ing between them on a shoul-
der-suspended  litter that left the
bearers’ hands free. The writer's
weight was not much of a burden
in this gravity. Both she and Tony
used torches to pick their way
among the scree that had dribbled
for millenia, one stonc at a time,
down the wecathering Rimrocks.
They smelled the acrid fumes of
Pittco across’ the hills, fouling the
night air, and Graham began to
cough,
“Anpa?”’ asked the doctor.

She knew what he meant, and
said shortly: “Not yet.”

Anothcr hundred meters, and
Tony felt her begin to pull off to
the right. Her “homing” led them
to the foot of the mesalike hills a
few meters from a cave mouth.
They headed in.

“Quite soon,” said Anna, and
then: “We can put him down.”

“Be very quiet,” Tony told the
writer. He himself felt the faint,
ceric “touch” of a Brownic in his
mind.  “"They're very sensitive
to ...

"Gargh!” shricked Graham as a
Brownie stepped into the beam
from Anna’s light. It clapped its
hands over its cars and fled.

“"Now see what you did!” raged
Anna in an angry whisper. “Their
cars—you almost deafened him.”’

“Get him back!” The writer's
voice was tremulous.

“I don't know if I can,” Anna
said coldly. "He doesn't have to
take orders from you or me. All 1
can do js try.”

“You'd better, It scared the hell
out of me, I admit, but so did the
Brownies in Granata's Interplanet-
ary Show, and they were fakes.”

"Man, didn't you feef it?"" asked
Tony incredulously. :

“What?"' asked Graham.

“Please be quict, both of you!”

They waited a long time in the
cold corridor beforc the thing re-
appeared, steppink warily into the
circle of light. .

Suddenly Anna laughed. “He
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wants to know why you want to
pull his ears off. He sees you think-
ing of pulling his ears and the ears
coming off and he’s as puzzled as
he can be.”

“Shrewd guess,” said Graham.
“Do I get to pull them?”

“No. If you have any questions,
tell me, and I'll try to ask him.”

“I think it's a2 fake. Come out

MARS CHILD

from behind those whiskers, who-
ever you are. Stillman? Gracey?
No, you're too short. T'l1 bet you're
that little punk Tad Campbell
from the radio shack. I'd like to
get my hands on those flapping
cars just for one second.”

“This isn’t getting us anywhere,”
said Tony. “Grabham, you think of
a person or a scene or somcthing,



the Brownie will get it telepathi-
. cally, give it to Anna and she’ll
say what it is.”

“Fair enough,” %said the writer,
“I don’t know what it’s supposed
to prove, but it’s some kind of
test. I'm thinking.”

A moment later Anna said even-
Iy: "If you weren’t beaten up al-
rcady, I'd slap your face off.”

“I'm sorry,” said Graham hast-
ily. "I was only kidding. I didn’t
really think it would—but it did,
didn’t it?”* With mounting excite-
ment he said: “Ask him who he
is, who his people were, whether
he’s married, how old he is—"

Anna held up her hand. “That's
cnough to start. 1 can't think of
any way to ask his name. His par-
cnts—not Brownies, homesteaders
—a shack and a goat—a kitchen
garden—tall, tall people, the man
wears thidk glasses—Tony! It's the
Tollers "

“That’s impossible,” he said.
“Their son’s on Earth. He never
answers their letters,” the doctor

remembered. “They keep writing, -

and—How old was he when he
left?”

“1 don’t know,” she answered a
moment later. “He doesn’t under-
stanid the question.”

“I felt it,” said the writer, sud-
denly, in a frightened voice. “Like
a thing touching you inside your
head. Is that him?”

“That’s him, Just don't fight it.”

After a Jong silence Gra-
ham said quietly: “Hell, he's all

right.  They're
aren’t they?”

“Do you want to ask him any
more questions?” asked Anna.

“A million of them. But not
right now. Can I come back again?”
asked the writer slowly and heavi-
ly. "When I'm in better shape?”
He waited for Anna’s nod, then
said: "Wifl you say thanks to him
and get mc to the “track?”’

“Pain worse?” asked Tony.

“Neo, I don't think so. Hell, I
don't know. As a matter of fact,
I'm just worn out.”

The Brownie pglided from the
circle of light. * By, fella,” said
Graham, and then grinned weak-
ly. "He said good-by back at me!”’

Swaying between them on the
litter on the way back to the "track,
the writer said at last; “Two Sys-
tern beats. Eyewilness account of
Drug King Brender's death, and
the first factual eyewitness account
of extraterrestrial intelligent life.
One newsman per century gets one
story like this. And I've got swol!”’

They loaded him into the half-
track, He broke silence only once
on the bumpy trip back to Sun
Lake, saying with a chuckle: “I
think he /iked me.” And then he
fell quietly asleep.

all-right  people,

ii

RACEY and Nick and half a
dozen of the biochem lab boys
were waiting for them at the hos-
pital. Joe must have been watching
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out the window, because he ran
out to meet them.

It was late, and the lnghts were
alceady out in most of the double
row of rust-brown huts. But Joe
Gracey, the quiet one, the gentle
ex-professor, possessor of ecternal
calm and detachment, came flying
down the dim street, shouting:
“Doc! Tony! We've gor it!”

“Sh-h . . . Tony nodded to-
ward the dozing man on the shoul-
der litter, but Graham was already
opening his eyes.

“What's up?” he asked mush-
ily. "What's all excitement?”

“Nothing at all,” the doctor tried
to tell him. "We're back in the
Colony. And you're going to bed.
Hold on just a minute, will you,
Joe?” He knew how Gracey felt;
it was hard enough to restrain his
own jubilance and keep his voice
in ncutral register. But Graham had
had enough for one night, and
Tony had to get his patient back
to the hospital bed before he could
take time to listen even to such
news as Gracey bore.

Joe helped them get the writer
comfortably scttled, and waited im-
patiently while the doctor made a
quick check for any possible dam-
age done by the trip. Finally, Anna
Pulled up the covers, and the three
of them started out.

“Obh, Doctor . . .” Tony turned
to find Graham up again on one
elbow, wide:eyed and not a bit
sleepy. "I was just wondering if I
could have my typewriter.”” Before
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‘Tony could answer, the elbow col-
lapsed and Graham smiled rue-
fully. "I guess not. I couldn’t work
it. You don’t have anything as
luxurious as an Earthside dictatyper
in the place, do you?”

“Sure,” Tony told him. “"We've
got one in the Lab office. You get
somé rest now, and we’ll set it up
for you here in the morning.”

“I'm okay,” Graham insisted.
“There’s something I'd like to get
on paper right away. I won't be
able to slecp anyhow if T don’t get
it done.”

"You'll sleep,” the doctor said.
"I can give you a shot.”

“No." Graham was determined.
“If you can't get the dictatyper out
here now, how about some pencil
and paper? I think 1 still know
how to use them.”

“T'll sece what we can do. Anna,
will you come with me?”

NY led her, not to the living
room where the others were
waiting, but into the bedroom.
“How about #?” he asked in a
whisper. “"How’s he feeling?”
“It's a funny mixture, Tony,”
she said, “but I think it’s all right.
He’s not ncarly as excited as he
was before. He's eager, but calm
and—well, it's hard to express, but
bonest, t00.”

“Right.”" He tlghtened his hand
swiftly on her shoulder, and smiled
down at her small earnest face. "A
man could get too used to this,”
he said. "How do you' suppose I
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got along before 1 knew about
you?"”

He strode into the living room
and consulted briefly with Nick,
after ,which two of the men from
the biochem section tramped out
to the Lab, and brought back the
machine for Graham to use.

Through the living room door,
Tony heard the writer's voice
droning on, dictating, and the soft
tapping of the machine. But what
was going on in the hospital didn’t
seem important.

HE thing that mattered was the

ting pinch of pink pdéwder
Nick and Joe had been waiting to
show him.

“Tony,” said Nick, exultantly,
“look at this stuff! It's damn near
oral-administration OxEn. Took it
through twelve stages of concen-
tration and we'll take it through
exactly three more to completion
when Anna blows some hyvac cells
for us. I tried and all I got was
blistered fingers.”

“It works?” asked Tony.

“It's beautiful,” said Gracey.
""The Kelsey people wmust have fifty
contaminants they don’t even sus-
pect are there, Now I want to know
where that sample tissue came from
and where you're going to get
more. And what did you mean
about Brownies?”

“Didn’t Nick tell you?” Tony
looked from the puzzled face to
the startled one, and chortled ap-
preciatively. “You mean you've

1m2

been working together on this thing
all evening and you never . . .?"

“He didno’t ask,” Cantrella said
defensively. “Anyhow, we weren't
working together. We weren't even
in the same Lab.”

"Okay,” Tony grinned, ‘*here
goes again. You gave me the idea
originally, Joe. As much as any
one person or thing did. You were
talking the other day about lethal
genes. Remember, I tried to ask
you about it this afternoon?” _

“When Mimi blew up? Sure.”

“That's when it hit me. I got
that lung tissue from Sunny Kan-
dro, Joe. After we brought him
home. He’s a Brownie . . . the re-
sult of a Mars-viable gene that’s
lethal on Earth.”

“And there are more of them?”
Gracey leaned forward excitedly.
“Are they cooperative? Will they
answer questions? And submit to
examination? When can I see
one?”

“"They'te cooperative,”
said, smiling. “The reason you
haven’t seen one yet is that they
can’t stand humans—too uncoop-
erative to suit them. Examinations?
I don’t see why not, if your inten-
tions are honorable. They're tele-
paths, so they’'d know you didn’t
mean to harm them.”

“Telepaths!” Gracey breathed
the word as Nick exclaimed it.
"What other changes,” the agrono-
mist started to ask, then said in-
stead: "No sense you-telling me. I
will see one? Soon?”

Anna
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NNA nodded. “Why not?

They were willing to talk to
him.” She motioned to the closed
hospital door.

“How about new tissue then?”
Joe asked her. "“Can we get it when
we need it? You know how this
stuff works? The old culture keeps
mutating, and-you have Lo start it
over again, We can't keep taking
slices out of Sunny all the time.”

“T don't know,” she had to ad-
mit. “I don’t know if they could
understand what -you want it for,
or why you’re doing it.”

"I don’t think we'll have any
trouble,” Tony put in. "Nick, our
Lab is cquipped lo turn out mar-
caine, isn't it?”

“Well, hell—yes, of course, but
what for?”

“"Marcainc and OxEn both? Do
we have the facilities for it?”

“Surc. Processing  the OxEn
won't take up much.”

“Then I'm surc wc can get our
lung-scrapings,” the doctor said.
“What do you say, Ansie?” The
name slipped out, and he never
even noticed the sudden startled
exchange of looks between the
other men, He did notice the
woman’s slight hesitation and half-
hidden smile. “Will they do it?
After all, you're the expert on
Drownics.” .

“They like us,” she said thought-
fully. “"They trust us, too. They
nced marcaine. Yes, I think they'd
do it.”

“Doc!” It was Graham, calling
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from inside. Tony opencd the door.
“There anything left in that bottle
of mine?”

“Hasn’t been touched.”

“Pour me a shot, will you? A
good, long one. I'm not in such
hot shape. And -pass the bottle
around.”

Tony filled a glass generously.
“Take it and go to slecp,” he or-
dered. "You're going to feel worse
tomorrow.”

“Thanks. That's what I call a
bedside manner.”

Graham grinned and tossed off
the drink with a happy shudder.
“I've got some copy here,” he said.
“Can Stillman get it out tonight?”’

ONY took the typed paper
from the dictating machine
and paused a moment, irresofutcly.
Graham laughed sleepily. “It's
in the clcar,” he said. “No code.
And you can read it if you like.
Two messages and Take One of
the biggest running story of the
century.”

“Thanks,” said Tony. “Good
night.” He closed the door firmly
behind  him.

“Story from Graham,” he-said
to the group. He buzzed Harve.

“Read it!” said Nick. “And if
that lying fat pulls another—"

Tony gathered courage at last to
run his eyes over the copy, and
gasped with relief.

" 'Message to Marsport com-
munications,”” he read. " 'Kill all
copy previously sent for upcoming
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substitutes, Douglas Graham.” And
‘Message to Commissioner Ilamil-
ton Bell, Marsport, Administration.
As interested lay observer strongly
urge you withdraw intended appli-
cation of Title Fifteen search cor-
don to Sun Lake Colony. Personal
investigation convinces me theft
allegations unfounded, Title Fif-
teen application grave injustice
which my duty expose fullest be-
fore public and official circles on
return Earth, Appreciate you mes-
sage me acknowledgment. Doug-
las Graham." **

TCK'S yell of triumph hit the
roof. “"What are we waiting
for?” he demanded, ““Where's
Mimi? We have packing to do!”
“What's the matter with him?™”
asked Harve Stillman, coming in.

Tony was reading the last of -

the messages to himself.

Anna told him: “You like that
one best of all. What's in it?”

He looked up with a grin across
his face. “I'm sorry,” he said.
“"This is how it starts: 'Marsport
communications, sub following for
previous copy, which kill. By
Douglas Graham. With Brownies,
lead to come.' Harve, what does
that mean?”

The ex-wire-serviceman — snap-
ped: “It's additional copy-on 2
story about Brownies—the first part
isn’t ready to go yet. What's he
say, Tony?”

The doctor read happily: ** *The
administrative problems raised by
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this staggering discovery are not
great. It is fortunate that Dr. Hell-
man and Miss Willendorf, co-dis-
coverers of the Martians, are per-
sons of unquestioned integrity,
profoundly interested in protecting
the new race from cxploitation. 1
intend to urge the appointment of
one of them as special Commis-
sioner for the P.A.C. to take charge
of Brownie welfare and safety.
Theee must be no repetition of
the tragedies that marked Earthly
colonial expansion when greedy
and shortsighted—'

“Damn, that's great,” muttered
the radio man. “Let me fle it.”

The doctor, with the grin still
on his face, handed over the copy
and Harve raced out.

"I told you,” said Anna.

Joe Gracey said: “Well, T cer-
tainly hope whichever one of you
turns out to be Commissioner is
going to give us Lab men a decent
chance at research on the Brownics.
I was thinking—I could probably
work out a test for the lethal gene,
or Brownie gene, better call it.
Spermatozoa for a male, a polar
body of an ovum from a female
and we'd be able to tell—"

“No!" said Anna hysterically.
“No, no!”

The others were shocked into
silence.

"I'll take you home, Ansie,” said
Tony

He took her they
walked out into the icy might down
the Colony street.

arm  and
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“Ansie, I've been sort of taking
things for granted. T should ask
you once, for the record.” Hc
stopped walking and faced her.
“Will you marry me?""

"Oh, Tony!” The name explod-
cd from her in fear and desire
both. “Tony, how can we? 1
thought—for just a little while
after I told you about me, I thought
perhaps we could, that life” could
be the way it is for other people.
But now this. How can we2”

"What are you afraid of 2™

"Afraid? I'm afraid of our chil-
dren, afraid of this planet! I was
never afraid before, I was hurt and
bewildered when I knew too much
about people, but—Tony, don't you
see? To have a baby like Polly’s,
to have it grow up a stranger, an
alien creature, lo have it leave me
and go to its—its otn people...”

E TOOK her hand and began
walking again, searching for
the words he needed.

“Ansie,”" he began, "I think we
will be married. If you want it as
much as I do, we surcly will be.
And we'll have children. And more
than that, the hope of all the race
will lie in our children, Anna. Ours
and the children of the other peo-
ple here. And the children of the
Brownies. Don't forget that.

“They look different. They cven
think differently, and nobody
knows morc about that than you.
But they're as human as we are.
Maybe more so.
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“We've made a beginning here
at Sun Lake tonight. We've cut
the big knot, the knot that kept us
tied to Earth. Brownies helped us
do that; and maybe they can help
us lick this planct in all the ways
that still remain. Maybe they can
help us cure the next Joan Rad-
cliff. Maybe they can keep us from
going blind whea the protective
shots from Earth stop coming
through.

“But maybe they can’t.”

“Ansie, if our children should
be Brownies, we'd not only have
to face it, accept it without fear—
we'd have to be glad. Brownics are
the children of Mars, natural hu-
man children of Mars. We don’t
know yct whether we can live here;
but we know they can.

“They're gentle. They're honest
and decent and rational. They trust
cach other, not because of blind
loves and precedents, as we do, but
because they know cach other as
Earth humans never can. If blind
hates and precedents end life on
Earth, Ansie, we can go on at Sun
Lake. And we can go on that much
better for knowing that even our
failure, if we fail, won't be the
end.”

He stopped at her door and
Togked down at her, searching for
the understanding that had ta be
there. If Anna failed, what other
woman would comprehend?

“TI'll ask you this time,” she said
soberly. “Tony, will you marry
me?” —CYRIL JUDD



