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Madness from Mars

Cifford D. Simak

The Hello Mars IV_ was com ng home, back fromthe outward reaches of space, the first ship
ever to reach the Red Planet and return. Tel escopes |located in the Crater of Copernicus
bservatory on the Moon had picked it up and flashed the word to Earth, giving its position. Hours
later, Earth telescopes had found the tiny note that flashed in the outer void.

Two years before, those sane tel escopes had watched the ship's outward voyage, far out unti
its silvery hull had dw ndl ed i nto nothingness. Fromthat day onward there had been no word or
sign of Hello Mars IV_ - nothing until the lunar tel escopes, picking up again that m nute speck
in space, advised Earth of its homecom ng.

Conmuni cation with the ship by Earth had been inpossible. On the Mon, powerful radio stations
were capable of hurling ultra-short wave nmessages across the quarter mllion mles to Earth. But
man as yet had found no neans of conmmunicating over fifty mllion niles of space. So Hello Mars
IV_ had arrowed out into the silence, |eaving the Moon and the Earth to specul ate and wonder over
its fate.

Now, with Mars once again sw nging into conjunction, the ship was coning back - a tiny gnat of
steel pushing itself along with tw nkling blasts of flami ng rocket-fuel. Headi ng Earthward out of
that region of silent nystery, spurning space-miles beneath its steel-shod heels. Triunphant, with
the red dust of Mars still clinging to its plates - a note of light in the tel escopic |enses.

Aboard it were five brave nen - Thonas Del vaney, the expedition's |eader; Jerry Cooper, the
red-thatched navigator; Andy Smith, the world s ace caneraman, and two space-hands, Ji my WAt son
and El mer Paine, grimold veterans of the Earth-Mon run

There had been three other Hello Mars_ ships - three other ships that had never cone back -
three other flights that had collided with a neteor a nmillion mles out fromthe Mon. The second
had flared briefly, deep in space, a red splash of flane in the tel escopes through which the
flight was watched - the fuel tanks had expl oded. The third had sinply di sappeared. On and on it
had gone, boring outward until lost fromsight. That had been six years ago, but nmen stil
wonder ed what had happened.

Four years later - two years ago - the Hello Mars IV_ had taken off. Today it was returning,
a gleaming thing far out in space, a shining synbol of man's conquest of the planets. It had
reached Mars - and it was coning back. There would be others, now - and still others. Sone woul d
flare against the black and be |ost forever. But others would win through, and man, blindly
gropi ng, always outward, to break his earthly bonds, at |ast would be on the pathway to the stars.

Jack Wbods, Express_ reporter, lit a cigarette and asked:

"What do you figure they found out there, Doc?
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Dr. Stephen Glnmer, director of the Interplanetary Conmunications Research Conmi ssion, puffed
cl ouds of snoke fromhis black cigar and answered irritably:

"How in blue hell would I know what they found? | hope they found sonmething. This trip cost us
a mllion bucks.'

"But can't you give nme sone idea of what they night have found?' persisted Wods. 'Sone idea
of what Mars is |ike. Any new ideas.

Dr. Glmer wangled the cigar viciously.

"And have you spread it all over the front page,' he said. 'Spin something out of ny own head
j ust because you chaps are too inpatient to wait for the actual data. Not by a dam sight. You
reporters get ny goat sonetines.'

" Ah, Doc, give us sonething,' pleaded Gary Henderson, staff man for the Star

'Sure,' said Don Buckley, of the Spaceways . 'Wat do you care? You can al ways say we
m squoted you. It wouldn't be the first tine.'

G I ner gestured toward the official welconmng committee that stood a short di stance away.

"Way don't you get the mayor to say sonething, boys?" he suggested. 'The mayor is always ready
to say sonething."'

"Sure,' said Gary, 'but it never adds up to anything. W've had the nayor's face on the front
page so nmuch lately that he thinks he owns the paper.'

'Have you any idea why they haven't radi oed us?' asked
Wods. ' They've been in sending distance for several hours now.'
Glnmer rolled the cigar fromeast to west. ' Maybe they broke the radio,' he said.

Neverthel ess there were little Iines of worry on his face. The fact that there had been no
messages fromthe Hello Mars IV_ troubled him [f the radi o had been broken it coul d have been
repaired.

Six hours ago the Hello Mars IV_ had entered atnosphere. Even now it was circling the Earth
in a strenuous effort to | ose speed. Wrd that the ship was nearing Earth had brought spectators
to the field in ever-increasing throngs. Hi ghways and streets were jamred for niles around.

Perspiring police cordons struggled endlessly to keep the field clear for a | anding. The day
was hot, and soft drink stands were doing a rushing business. Whnen fainted in the crowd and sone
men were knocked down and tranpl ed. Ambul ance sirens sounded.

"Hunph,' Wbods grunted. 'W can send space-ships to Mars, but we don't know how to handl e
crowds. "'

He stared expectantly into the bright blue bow of the sky.
'Qught to be getting in pretty soon,' he said.

H s words were blotted out by a nounting roar of sound. The ear-splitting expl osions of
roaring rocket tubes. The thunderous drumr ng of the ship shooting over the horizon

The bellow fromthe crowd conpeted with the roaring of the tubes as the _Hello Mars IV_
shinmrered |like a streak of silver light over the field. Then fading in the distance, it gl owed
redly as its forward tubes shot flane.

' Cooper sure is giving her everything he has,' Wods said in awe. "He'll nelt her down, using
the tubes like that.'
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He stared into the west, where the ship had vanished. His cigarette forgotten, burned down and
scorched his fingers.

Qut of the tail of his eye he saw Jimy Andrews, the _Express_ photographer
"Did you get a picture? Wods roared at him
"Picture, hell,' Andrews shouted back. 'I can't shoot greased |ightning.'

The ship was comi ng back again, its speed slowed, but still traveling at a terrific pace. For
a nmonent it hung over the horizon and then nosed down toward the field.

"He can't land at that speed,' Wods yelled. "It'Il crack w de open!’

"Look out,' roared a dozen voices and then the ship was down, its nose plowing into the
ground, leaving in its wake a snoking furrow of raw earth, its tail tilting high in the air,
threatening to nose over on its back

The crowd at the far end of the field broke and stanpeded, tranpling, claw ng, pushing,
shovi ng, suddenly engulfed in a hysteria of fear at the sight of the ship plow ng toward t hem

But the Hello Mars IV_ stopped just short of the police cordon, still right side up. A
pitted, battered ship - finally home fromspace - the first ship to reach Mars and return

The newspaper nen and phot ographers were rushing forward. The crowd was shrieki ng. Autonobile
horns and sirens blasted the air. Fromthe distant rimof the city rose the shrilling of whistles
and the far-away roll of clanoring bells.

As Wods ran a thought hamered in his head. A thought that had an edge of apprehension. There
was sonething wong. if Jerry Cooper had been at the controls, he never would have | anded the ship
at such speed. It had been a nadman's stunt to land a ship that way. Jerry was a skilled
navi gator, averse to taking chances. Jack had watched himin the Mbon Derby five years before and
the way Jerry could handl e a ship was beautiful to see.

The val ve port in the ship's control cabin swung slowy open, clanged back against the neta
side. A man stepped out - a man who staggered jerkily forward and then stunbled and fell in a
heap.

Dr. Glner rushed to him lifted himin his arns.

Whods caught a glinpse of the man's face as his head lolled in Glner's arns. It was Jerry
Cooper's face - but a face that was twi sted and changed al nost beyond recognition, a face that
burned itself into Jack Wod's brain, indelibly etched there, sonething to be renmenbered with a
shudder through the years. A haggard face with deeply sunken eyes, with hollow cheeks, wth
drooling lips that slobbered sounds that were not words.

A hand pushed at Wods.
"Get out of ny way,' shrilled Andrews~ 'How do you expect nme to take a picture?
The newsman heard the canmera whirr softly, heard the click of changing plates.

"Where are the others?' Gl ner was shouting at Cooper. The man | ooked up at himvacantly, his
face twisting itself into a grimce of pain and fear.

"Where are the others?' Gl ner shouted again, his voice ringing over the suddenly hushed
stillness of the crowd.

Cooper jerked his head toward the ship.
"I'n there,' he whispered and the whisper cut |like a sharp-edged knife.

He nmunbl ed drooling words, words that meant nothing. Then with an effort he answered.
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'Dead,' he said.
And in the silence that foll owed, he said again:

"All dead!

They found the others in the living quarters back of the | ocked control room Al four of them
were dead - had been dead for days. Andy Snmith's skull had been crushed by a mghty bl ow

Ji ny WAt son had been strangled, with the blue raised welts of blunt fingers still upon his
throat. El ner Paine's body was huddled in a corner, but upon himthere were no narks of violence,
al t hough his face was contorted into a visage of revulsion, a nask of pain and fear and suffering.
Thomas Del vaney's body spraw ed beside a table. His throat had been opened with an ol d fashioned
strai ght -edge razor. The razor, stained with blackened bl ood, was tightly clutched in the death
grip of his right hand.

In one corner of the roomstood a | arge wooden packi ng box. Across the snooth white boards of
the box soneone had witten shakily, with black crayon, the single word "Aninal'. Plainly there
had been an attenpt to wite sonething el se - strange wandering crayon nmarks bel ow the single
word. Marks that scraw ed and stopped and nade no sense.

That night Jerry Cooper died, a raving mani ac.

A banquet, planned by the city to wel cone honme the conquering heroes, was cancelled. There
were no heroes left to wel cone back.

What was in the packing box?

"It's an animal ,' Dr. G lner declared, 'and that's about as far as | would care to go. It
seens to be alive, but that is hard to tell. Even when noving fast - fast, that is, for it - it
probably would make a sloth | ook |ike chain lightning in conparison.'

Jack Wods stared down through the heavy glass walls that caged the thing Dr. Gl nmer had found
in the packing box narked ' Aninal'.

It looked |ike a round ball of fur.
"It's all curled up, sleeping,' he said.

"Curled up, hell," said Glner. 'That's the shape of the beast. It's spherical and it's
covered with fur. Fur-Ball would be a good nane for it, if you were |ooking for sonething
descriptive. A fur coat of that stuff would keep you confortable in the worst kind of weather the
North Pole could offer. It's thick and it's warm Mars, you nust renmenber, is dammed cold.'

' Maybe we'll have fur-trappers and fur-trading posts up on Mars,' Wods suggested. 'Big fur
shipnents to Earth and Martian waps selling at fabul ous prices.'

"They'd kill themoff in a hurry if it ever came to that,' declared Glner. 'A foot a day
woul d be top speed for that baby, if it can nmove at all. Oxygen would be scarce on Mars. Energy
woul d be sonething mghty hard to cone by and this boy couldn't afford to waste it by running
around. He'd just have to sit tight and not |let anything distract himfromthe mere business of
just living.

"It doesn't seemto have eyes or ears or anything you' d expect an aninmal to have,' Wods said,
straining his eyes the better to see the furry ball through the gl ass.

'He probably has sense-perceptions we woul d never recognize,' declared Gl nmer. 'You nust
renenber, Jack, that he is a product of an entirely different environment - perhaps he rose from
an entirely different order of life than we know here on Earth. There's no reason why we nust
bel i eve that parallel evolution would occur on any two worlds so renotely separated as Earth and
Mar s.
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"Fromwhat |ittle we know of Mars,' he went on, rolling the black cigar between his lips,
"it's just about the kind of aninmal we'd expect to find there. Mars has little water - by Earth
standards, practically none at all. A dehydrated world. There's oxygen there, but the air is so
thin we'd call it a vacuumon Earth. A Martian aninmal would have to get on very little water, very
little oxygen.

"And, when he got it, he'd want to keep it. The spherical shape gives hima m ni nrum surface-
per-vol ume ratio.

"This makes it easier for himto conserve water and oxygen. He probably is nmostly |ungs. The
fur protects himfromthe cold. Mars nust be devilish cold at tines. Cold enough at night to free
carbon di oxide. That's what they had hi m packed in on the ship.

'"No kidding,' said Wods.

"Sure,' said Glnmer. 'lInside the wooden box was a steel receptacle and that fell ow was inside
of that. They had punped out quite a bit of the air, made it a partial vacuum and packed frozen
carbon di oxi de around the receptacle. Qutside of that, between the box and the ice, was paper and
felt to slow up nelting. They nmust have been forced to repack himand change air several tinmes
during the trip back.

" Apparently he hadn't had rmuch attention the |ast few days before they got here, for the
oxygen was getting pretty thin, even for him and the ice was al nost gone. | don't inmmagine he felt
any too good. Probably was just a bit sick. Too nmuch carbon di oxide and the tenperature
unconfortably warm'

Wbods gestured at the gl ass cage.
"l suppose you got himall fixed up now,' he said. 'Air conditioned and everything.
G | mer chuckl ed.

"Must seemjust like hone to him' he replied. 'In there the atnobsphere is thinned down to
about one-thousandth Earth standard, with considerable ozone. Don't know whether he needs that,
but a good deal of the oxygen on Mars nust be in the formof ozone. Surface conditions there are
suitable for its production. The tenperature is 20 degrees bel ow zero Centigrade. | had to guess
at that, because | have no way of knowi ng fromwhat part of Mars this animal of ours was taken
That woul d make a difference.'

He wrangl ed the cigar fromone corner of his mouth to the other
"Alittle private Mars all his own,' he stated.

"You found no records at all on the ship? asked Wods. 'Nothing telling anything at all about
hi n®?'

G | mer shook his head and cl anped a vicious jaw on the cigar

"W found the | og book,' he said, 'but it had been deliberately destroyed. Someone soaked it
in acid. No chance of getting anything out of it.

The reporter perched on a desk top and drumred his fingers idly on the wood.
"Now just why in hell would they want to do that?' he asked.

"Way in hell did they do a ot of things they did?" Gl nmer snarled. 'Wy did sonebody,
probably Del vaney, kill Paine and Watson? Wy did Del vaney, after he did that, kill hinself? What
happened to Snith? Wiy did Cooper die insane, screaning and shrieking as if sonething had hi m by
the throat? Who scrawl ed that single word on the box and tried to wite nore, but couldn't? \Wat
stopped himwiting nore?

file:/lIG|/rah/Clifford%20Simak%20-%20Madness%20from%20Mars.txt (5 of 11) [2/14/2004 12:07:11 AM]



file://IG)/rah/Clifford%20Simak%620-%20M adness%20from%20M ars.txt

Wods nodded his head toward the gl ass cage
"I wonder how much our little friend had to do with it,' he specul ated.

"You're crazier than a space-bug,' G| nmer snapped. 'Wat m blue hell could he have had to do
wWith it? He's just an aninmal and probably of a pretty |low order of intelligence. The way things
are on Mars he'd be kept too dam busy just keeping alive to build much brain. O course,
haven't had nuch chance to study it yet. Dr. Wnters, of Washington, and Dr. Lathrop, of London
will be here next week. W'Ill try to find out something then.

Wbods wal ked to the window in the | aboratory and | ooked out.

The building stood on top of a hill, with a green | awmn sweeping down to a park-like area with
fenced of f paddock, npat-protected cliff-cages and nonkey-islands - the Metropolitan Zoo.

Gl ner took a fresh and fearsome grip on his cigar

"It proves there's life on Mars,' he contradicted. 'It doesn't prove a damm thing else.'
"You should use a little imgination,' chided Wods.

"If I did," snarled Glner, 'I'd be a newspapernman. | wouldn't be fit for any other job.'

Al ong toward noon, down in the zoo, Pop Anderson, head-keeper of the |lionhouse, shook his head
dol eful Iy and scratched his chin.

' Them cats have been actin' mghty uneasy,' he declared. 'Like there was sonmething on their
m nds. They don't hardly sleep at all. Just prowl around.'

Eddi e Riggs, reporter for the _Express_, clucked synpathetically.
'Maybe they aren't getting the right vitam ns, Pop,' he suggested.
Pop di sagreed.

"It ain't that,' he said. 'They're gettin' the sane feed we always give 'em Plenty raw neat.
But they're restless as all git-out. Acat is a lazy critter. Sl eeps hours at a stretch and al ways
takin' naps. But they don't do that no nore. Cranky. Fightin' anmong thenselves. | had to give Nero
a good whoppin' the other day when he tried to beat up Percy. And when | did he made a pass at ne -
me, who's took care of himsince he was a cub.'

From across the water-noat Nero snarl ed menacingly at Pop

"He's still got it in for me," Pop said. 'If he don't quiet down, |I'lIl give hima raw hidin'
he'll renenber. There ain't no lion can get gay with ne.'

He gl anced apprehensively at the lion-run

"I sure hope they calmdown,' he said. 'This is Saturday and there'll be a big crowd this
af ternoon. Al ways makes them nervous, a crowd does, and the way they are now there' |l be no
holdin' '"em'

"Anything el se you heard of going on?" R ggs asked. Pop scratched his chin.
' Susan died this morning,' he declared.

Susan was a giraffe.

"Didn't know Susan was sick,' said Riggs.

'She wasn't,' Pop told him 'Just keel ed over.
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Ri ggs turned his eyes back to the Iion caves. Nero, a big bl ack-naned brute, was bal anci ng
hinsel f on the edge of the water ditch, alnost as if he were about to leap into the water. Percy
and anot her |ion were tusseling, not too good-naturedly.

"Looks |ike Nero might be thinking of comng over here after you,' the reporter suggested.

' Shucks,' snorted Pop. 'he wouldn't do that. Not Nero. Nor no other lion. Wiy, themcats hate
wat er worse' n poison.’

From t he el ephant paddock, a nmile or nore away, cane the sudden angry trunpeting of the
pachyderns. Then a shrill squeal of el ephantine rage.

"Sounds |ike them el ephants was actin' up, too,' Pop declared calmy

Poundi ng feet thundered around the corner of the walk that circled the cat-cages. A man who
had | ost his hat, whose eyes were wild with terror, pounded past them As he ran on he cried:

"An el ephant has gone mad! It's coning this way!'
Nero roared. A nountain |ion screaned.

A great gray shape, noving swiftly despite its lunbering gait, rounded a clunp of bushes and
nmoved out on the snooth green sward of the park. It was the el ephant. Wth trunk reared high
emtting screans of rage, with huge ears flapping, the beast headed for the cat-cages.

Ri ggs turned and pounded nadly toward the adm nistration building. Behind him Pop puffed and
pant ed.

Shrill screams rent the air as early visitors at the zoo scanpered for safety.
Ani mal voi ces added to the uproar

The el ephant, turning fromhis original direction, charged through the two acre paddock in
which three pairs of wolves were kept, taking fence, trees and brush in his stride.

On the steps of the administration building. Ri ggs | ooked back

Nero, the lion, was dripping water! The water that theoretically should have kept hi m penned
in his cage as securely as steel bars!

A keeper, arned with a rifle, rushed up to R ggs.
"All hell's broken | ocose,' he shouted.

The pol ar bears had staged a bl oody battle, with two of them dead, two dying and the rest so
badly maul ed that there was little hope they would live. Two buck deer, with | ocked horns, were
fighting to the death. Mnkey Island was in an uproar, with half of the little creatures
mysteriously dead - dead, the keepers said, of too nmuch excitenment. A nervous condition

"It ain't natural,' protested Pop, when they were inside. '"Animals don't fight like that.'
Ri ggs was yelling into a tel ephone.

Qutside a rifle roared.

Pop fli nched.

"Maybe that's Nero.' he groaned. 'Nero, that | raised froma cub. Bottle-fed him | did.’
There were traces of tears in the old man's eyes.

It was Nero. But Nero, before he died, had reached out for the man who held the rifle and had
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killed himwi th a single vicious blow that crushed his skull

Later that day, in his office, Doctor GIlner snote the newspaper that |ay open on his desk.

"You see that?' he asked Jack Whods.

The reporter nodded grimy. 'I seeit. | wote it. | worked on it all afternoon. WIld aninals
turned |l oose in the city. Ravening animals. Mad with the lust to kill. Hospitals full of dying
peopl e. Morgues with ripped humanity. | saw an el ephant tranple a man into the earth before the

police shot the beast. The whole zoo gone nmad. Like a jungle nightmare."'
He wi ped his forehead with his coat sleeve and lit a cigarette with shaking fingers.

"I can stand nost anything,' he said, 'but this was the acne of sonmething or other. It was
pretty horrible, Doc. | felt sorry for the aninals, too," he said. 'Poor devils. They weren't
thenselves. It was a pity to have to kill so many of them'

Doc | eaned across the table. 'Wy did you cone here?" he asked.

Wods nodded toward the gl ass cage that held the Martian animal. 'l got to thinking,' he said.
' The shanbl es down there today rem nded nme of something el se -

He paused and | ooked squarely at G | ner.
"It rem nded ne of what we found in the Hello Mars IV _.'
"Why?' snapped G | ner.

' The men on board the ship were insane,' declared Wods. 'Only insane nmen would do the things
they did. And Cooper died a nmaniac. How he held onto his reason | ong enough to bring the ship to a
landing is nmore than | know.'

G | ner took the mangled cigar out of his nouth and concentrated on picking off the worst of
the frayed edge. He tucked it carefully back into the corner of his jaw

"You figured those aninals were insane today?
Whods nodded.
"And for no reason,' he added.

'So you up and suspicioned the Martian animal,' said Glner. 'Just howin blue hell do you
think that defenseless little Fur-Ball over there could nake nen and aninmals go insane?

"Listen,' said Wods, 'don't act that way, Doc. You're on the trail of sonething. You broke a
poker date tonight to stay here at the | aboratory. You had two tanks of carbon nonoxi de sent up
You were shut in here all afternoon. You borrowed sone stuff from Appleman down in the sound
| aboratory. It all adds up to sonething. Better tell ne.'

"Damm you,' said Glnmer, 'you' d find out anyway even if | kept num

He sat down and put his feet on the desk. He threw the wecked and battered cigar into the
wast e- paper basket, took a fresh one out of a box, gave it a few prelinmnary chews and it it.

"Tonight,' said Glmer, 'l amgoing to stage an execution. | feel badly about it, but probably
it is an act of nercy.

"You nmean,' gasped Jack, 'that you are going to kill Fur-Ball over there?

G I mer nodded. 'That's what the carbon nonoxide is for. Introduce it into the cage. He'l
never know what happened. Get drowsy, go to sleep, never wake up. Humane way to kill the thing.'
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" But why?'
"Listen to nme,' said Glner. 'You' ve heard of ultrasonics, haven't you?

' Sounds pitched too high for the human ear to hear,' said Wods. 'W use themfor |ots of
things. For underwater signaling and surveying. To keep check on hi gh-speed machi nes, warn of
i nci pi ent breakdowns, "

'Man has gone a long way with ultrasonics,' said Glnmer. 'Makes sound do all sorts of tricks
Creates ultrasonics up to as high as 20 million vibrations per second. One mllion cycle stuff
kills germs. Some insects talk to one another with 32,000 cycle vibration. Twenty thousand is
about as high as the human ear can detect. But man hasn't started yet. Because little Fur-Bal
over there talks with ultrasonics that approximate thirty mllion cycles.

The cigar traveled east to west.

"Hi gh frequency sound can be directed in narrow beans, reflected |ike light, controlled. Most
of our control has been in liquids. W know that a dense nmediumis necessary for the best contro
of ultrasonics. Get high frequency sound in a nediumlike air and it breaks down fast, dissipates.
That is, up to twenty mllion cycles, as far as we have gone.

"But thirty million cycles, apparently, can be controlled in air, in a mediumless dense than
our atnmosphere. Just what the difference is | can't imagine, although there nust be an
expl anation. Sonething |like that would be needed for audi bl e conmunication on a place |ike Mrs,
where the at nosphere nust be close to a vacuum'

"Fur-Ball used thirty million cycle stuff to talk with,' said Jack, 'That much is clear
What's the connection?

"This.' said Glnmer. 'Athough sound reaching that frequency can't be heard in the sense that
your auditory nerves will pick it up and relay it to your brain, it apparently can make direct
i mpact on the brain. Wwen it does that it nust do sonething to the brain. It must disarrange the
brain, give it a murderous conplex, drive the entity of the brain insane.

Jack | eaned forward breathl essly.

" Then that was what happened on the Hello Mars IV_. That is what happened down in the park
t oday. "'

G | mer nodded, slowy, sadly.

"It wasn't nalicious,' he said. '| amsure of that. Fur-Ball didn't want to hurt anything. He
was just lonesone and a little frightened. He was trying to contact sonme intelligence. Trying to
talk with sonething. He was asleep or at |east physiologically dormant when | took himfromthe
ship. Probably he fell into his sleep just in time to save Cooper fromthe full effects of the
ul trasonics. Maybe he would sleep a lot. Good way to conserve energy.

'He woke up sonetine yesterday, but it seemed to take some tinme for himto get fully awake. |
detected slight vibrations fromhimall day yesterday. This norning the vibrations becane

stronger. | had put several different assortnments of food in the cage, hoping he would choose one
or nore to eat, give ne sone clue to his diet. But he didn't do any eating, although he noved
around a little bit. Pretty slow, although | inmagine it was fast for him The vibrations kept

getting stronger. That was when the real hell broke out in the zoo. He seenms to be dozing off
agai n now and things have quieted down.'

Gl nmer picked up a box-like instrument to which was attached a set of headphones.

'Borrowed these from Appl eman down in the sound | aboratory,' he said. 'The vibrations had ne
stunped at first. Couldn't determne their nature. Then |I hit on sound. These things are a toy of
Appl eman's. Only hal f-devel oped yet. They let you 'hear' ultrasonics. Not actual hearing, of
course, but an inpression of tonal quality, a sort of psychol ogical study of ultrasonics,

file:/lIG|/rah/Clifford%20Simak%20-%20Madness%20from%20Mars.txt (9 of 11) [2/14/2004 12:07:11 AM]



file:/l/G|/rah/Clifford%20Si mak%20-%20M adness%20from%20M ars.txt
translation of ultrasonics into what they would be Iike if you could hear them'

He handed the head-set to Wods and carried the box to the glass cage. He set it on the cage
and noved it slowy back and forth, trying to intercept the ultrasonics enmanating fromthe little
Martian ani mal .

Wods slipped on the phones, sat waiting breathlessly.

He had expected to hear a high, thin sound, but no sound came. Instead a dreadful sense of
| oneliness crept over him a sense of bafflement, |lack of understanding, frustration. Steadily the
feeling mounted in his brain, a voiceless wail of terrible |oneliness and misery - a heart-
wrenching cry of hone-sickness.

He knew he was listening to the wailing of the little Martian animal, was 'hearing' its cries,
i ke the whinperings of a |lost puppy on a stormswept street.

H s hands went up and swept the phones from his head.

He stared at G lnmer, half in horror

"It's lonesone,' he said. '"Crying for Mars. Like a |ost baby.'
G | mer nodded.

"It's not trying to talk to anyone now,' he said. 'Just lying there, crying its heart out. Not
dangerous now. Never intentionally dangerous, but dangerous just the sane.'

"But,' cried Whods, 'you were here all afternoon. It didn't bother you. You didn't go insane.

G | ner shook his head.

"No,' he said, 'l didn't go insane. Just the aninmals. And they woul d becone i mmune after a
while with this one certain aninal. Because Fur-Ball is intelligent. His frantic attenpts to
conmmuni cate with some living things touched my brain time and time again... but it didn't stay. It

swept on. It ignored ne.

'You see, back in the ship it found that the human brain couldn't conmunicate with it. It
recogni zed it as an alien being. So it didn't waste any nore tinme with the human brain. But it
tried the brains of nonkeys and el ephants and lions, hoping madly that it would find some
intelligence to which it could talk, sone intelligence that could explain what had happened, tell
it where it was, reassure it that it wasn't marooned from Mars forever

"I am convinced it has no visual sense, very little else except this ultrasonic voice to
acquaint itself with its surroundings and its conditions. Maybe back on Mars it could talk to its
own kind and to other things as well. It didn't nove around nuch. It probably didn't have nany
enemes. It didn't need so nany senses.'

"It's intelligent,' said Wods. 'Intelligent to a point where you can hardly think of it as an
ani mal .

G | mer nodded.

"You're right,' he said. 'Maybe it is just as human as we are. Maybe it represents the
degeneration of a great race that once ruled Mars...'

He jerked the cigar out of his nmouth and flung it savagely on the floor

"Hell,' he said, "what's the use of specul ation? Probably you and | will never know. Probably
the human race will never know. '

He reached out and grasped the tank of carbon nonoxi de, started to wheel it toward the gl ass
cage.
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"Do you have to kill it, Doc?" Wods whispered. 'Do you really have to kill it?
G | mer wheel ed on hi msavagel y.

'"Of course | have to kill it," he roared. 'Wat if the story ever got out that Fur-Ball killed
the boys in the ship and all those aninals today? What if he drove others insane? There'd be no
more trips to Mars for years to come. Public opinion would make that inmpossible. And when anot her
one does go out they' Il have instructions not to bring back any Fur-Balls - and they'll have to be
prepared for the effects of ultrasonics.'

He turned back to the tank and then wheel ed back again

'Wods,' he said, 'you and | have been friends for a long tine. W' ve had nany a beer
together. You aren't going to publish this, are you, Jack?

He spread his feet.
“I"d kill you if you did,' he roared

"No,' said Jack, 'just a sinmple little story. Fur-Ball is dead. Couldn't take it, here on
Earth.'

"There's another thing,' said Glnctr. 'You know and | know that ultrasonics of the thirty
mllion order can turn nmen into insane beasts. We know it can be controlled in atnosphere,
probably over |ong distances. Think of what the war-nakers of the world could do with that weapon!
Probably they'Il find out in time - but not fromus!'

"Hurry up,' Wods said bitterly. "Hurry up, will you. Don't let Fur-Ball suffer any |onger
You heard him Man got himinto this - there's only one way man can get himout of it. He'd thank
you for death if he only knew '

Glnmer laid hands on the tank again.

Wods reached for a tel ephone. He dialed the _Express_ nunber

In his nmind he could hear that puppyish whinper, that terrible, soundless cry of |oneliness,
that home-sick wail of nisery. A poor huddled little aninmal snatched fifty million mles from
hone, anong strangers, a hurt little animal crying for attention that no one could offer.

' Daily Express_,' said the voice of Bill Carson, night editor. 'This is Jack,' the reporter
sai d. ' Thought naybe you'd want sonething for the norning edition. Fur-Ball just died - yeah, Fur-
Ball, the animal the _Hello Mars IV_ brought in - Sure, the little rascal couldn't take it."'

Behi nd him he heard the hiss of gas as G| nmer opened the val ve.

"Bill," he said, 'l just thought of an angle. You might say the little cuss died of
| oneliness... yeah, that's the idea, grieving for Mars... Sure, it ought to give the boys a rea
sob story to wite...'
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