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teachingall-things-Mars.

He left a legacy of exploration and discovery.

He also left the world another Marsphile to take his place.

Foreword

Human beings are not easily satisfied. There are always new adventures to be dreamed, unexplored
regions to explore, and new frontiers to be settled. Just as humankind left low earth orbit for the moon,
so they will leave earthly and lunar orbits for Mars.

In this work, Dennis Chamberland weaves a tale of adventure, exploration and settlement, all rolled into
a single sci-fi story of interplanetary destiny. It has been said that life is what happens after you make
plans. So it is that missions are what happen after you train. After all, training for space missions is little
more than training for the unexpected. In4byss of Elysium , Dennis has written a story that goes well
with that maxim — complete with mystery, intrigue, adventure and emotional impact consistent with the full
expression of historic human destiny. Between these pages, exactly as in reality, few aspects of any



mission go according to best laid plans; but in the end, this reality is what makes true discovery and
exploration authentic adventure.

Dennis is a space systems engineer who brings more to these pages than just an ability to tell a good
story. He imparts to the genre wide, professional experience which lends credence to a captivating tale
and weaves uncommon reality into a story of likely proportions. Here he describes an alien world of
deep cold; one whose atmosphere is but a small fraction of the earth’s, but paradoxically is capable of
spinning winds and storms of hundreds of kilometers per hour and twisters capable of intense destruction.

One true nugget found inside this book is Dennis’ insight into advanced space life support systems and
the engineered structures that work quietly to keep everyone alive in space. Every astronaut would like
nothing more on any given space mission than to concentrate entirely on the assigned tasks and let the
silent and invisible systems work their automated magic in the background. But as I found out on my own
mission, the most important human talent not duplicated by the robot is the ability to react properly to
unforeseen circumstances and to pull things together, even out of imminent disaster. My colleagues on
Apollo 13 discovered just how important those invisible systems are when the nominal mission plan goes
south. Intense and effective planning and training usually leads to relatively uneventful and successful
missions. But sometimes it leads to just making it back home alive after a bad day. Either way, the object
is to make the number of successful landings equal to the number of successful launches, and the
bean-counting of mission success is always secondary to the glorious reality of homecoming,

Dennis has created a whole new world on Mars. The tale is fiction, of course, but it is a good one,
woven together with fact and sound engineering, and it is a memorable account that will keep you turning
the pages until the end. It is the kind of story that will lead to real life imitating fiction one day; a kind of
irony of facts that lead to fiction later turning into a new reality. It is a book seeded with accurate science
and laced together with all the human characters and their unscientific emotions that ultimately lead to the
founding of a new society on a distant planet spinning millions of miles away in space.

Dennis has his own real-life experiences with such adventures in the space analog - undersea habitat he
designed, built and commanded on seven missions over two years. He found out for himself just how
things go as real life interposes itself on the carefully crafted plans of bureaucracies and men. But I’ll leave
it to Dennis to unfold that particular story in his time. Until then, it is off to Mars now and down into the
Abyss of Elysium .

Scott Carpenter

Vail,Colorado



“There can be no discovery without first engaging the mind. But discovery alone is empty and impotent
without likewise engaging the heart. It is inside these fleshy chambers of heart and mind that a critical
mass is formed by the breathtaking fusion of sheer, brittle intellect and tender human emotion. It is from
this astonishing unity that the energy of every great discovery and every magnificent achievement is
created then released to the world as the pure light of creative genius.”

Dennis Chamberland
In Remarks to the Harvard Club ofNew York

October,1991

TheElysiumDesertMars

ithoutwarning, out of season and just out of view, an enormous dome of high pressure air,
millions of square kilometers in area, collapsed. As the super-cooled gas fell from the high atmosphere, it
poured down the slopes toward the deserts and began to turn, deliberately following the rotation of the
planet. Quickly its circulation became self sustaining and in the thin, cold environment of the red planet it
reached speeds of over three hundred kilometers per hour. Scourging the Martian landscape, it picked
up dust particles from the sandy slopes and tortuously wrinkled gorges. Gaining momentum as it fell



across the landscape, the huge gyre tightened, accelerating and drawing up even more dust in its powerful
maw as it expanded into a fully developed redwind.

Some distance away, just over the horizon, unaware of and unprepared for the approaching wall of
wind, Colonist Peter Traynor rested on his knees in the fine orange sand and surveyed his land of
paradise. He was protected from the near vacuum and bitter, deep cold by his pressurized suit and
bulbous helmet. As he knelt on the red desert, his bright, white suit contrasted with the ruddy sands, his
face nearly invisible through the gold, rounded visor of his helmet.

His eyes scanned the vast Martian plain, sprawling across the planet's equatorial deserts to form this
place called Elysium. Unlike its mythological namesake, it bore no resemblance to a paradise at all and
offered no perfect eternal repose for the dead. Its expansive regions were no more than desiccated
wastelands; immense boulder fields whose only travelers over the epochs of geologic time were, until
now, endless parades of dunes hurried along by the thin Martian winds.

Yet, it was this bizarre world, this Elysium paradise, for which Peter Traynor had sacrificed everything.
He vowed that this was his new home, his new life which he would never leave again, not even for the
planet of his birth.

The knees of his white suit cut into the powdery sand that had already soiled and discolored it. He
sighed contentedly at his complex and dangerous world, this planet he was claiming with his sweat and
muscle for himself and his children to be.

Peter glanced some ten meters to his right where Ashley Alcyone worked steadily, also kneeling in the
sand. They were coworkers who shared a common dream to live out their lives on Mars. They also
shared their lives. Meeting during training, they had fallen in love and had been secretly married just
before leaving for Mars rather than wait for a future mission when the planet was deemed suitable enough
to support families. Soulmates that shared the same awe and fascination for this bizarre paradise, they
planned to spend their lives together here.

Peter finally returned to his task, driving the seismic probe into the stubborn soil with a rubber capped
spike driver. This probe was especially stubborn. It felt almost like he was driving it through steel.

Tunishiawa See, known as Toon to all his friends, was the chief computer engineer at the American
base. He worked outside the Mars All Terrain Vehicle, known as a MAT, located some 50 or 60 meters
away, wiring probes for Peter and Ashley.

Peter stopped to rest his arm again. Setting this particular seismic probe was more difficult than any of
the others. He looked at the marred head of the instrument, now misshapen with frequent hammer blows.
It perplexed him that a device designed to pass through the upper sediment with relative ease would be

so stubborn.

But this moment of inattention to the task at hand may have saved their lives. Peter looked up at the
slight motion on the horizon to recognize the approaching redwind, swift and unrelenting, bearing down

on them at 300 kilometers per hour.

For eons, such redwinds were the single most profound agents of change on this planet. Now, this wind,
in the blink of a human eye, was about to change her newly-arrived inhabitants lives as well.

"Redwind!"Peter shouted, immediately looking toward Ashley.



He could see her helmet rotate up just as he dropped his hammer and rushed toward her.

"Ashley, get... MAT hurry!" he warned through a broken transmission. But she needed no
encouragement. Dropping everything, she sprinted as fast as possible toward the MAT. Peter watched
from a distance as Toon arrived at the MAT first and switched on the high intensity navigation beams.
Still hanging half out of the door, Toon kicked its electric drive into gear. Operating the drive with his
hands, he swung the MAT around to face Peter and Ashley just as he was engulfed by the cloud front.

Peter and Ashley collided blindly and fell to the sand in the gathering, blood-red diffusion of light. Their
hands grasped for each other on the ground. Peter felt for her shoulders, able to see only parts of her
Environmental Protection Suit, or EPS, through the whipping, swirling dust and gathering blackness. He
felt her struggling to sit up and forced her shoulders to the ground.

"Ashley, stop; stop for a second!" Peter shouted into his lip mike.

Her body partially relaxed as he gripped her shoulders. Straddling her he pressed his face plate to hers.

He could just barely see her face, dimly illuminated by the green lighted indicators in her helmet. The dust
quickly curled across their mated face plates, blurring further his muted vision of Ashley. He could make
out her eyes, wide with panic, flashing about through nearly total darkness. He forced her helmet down
as she tried to push him away.

"Ashley, look up at me! Ashley, look up!"

Finally Peter could see her eyes focus. Her body relaxed immediately as if the clear sight of him had
ended her claustrophobic vertigo. She gasped several times then closed her eyes.

"Okay, now what," she asked calmly and more characteristically.
"Are you okay now?" he yelled into his lip mike.
"Yes... I'm fine,” she replied haltingly.

“Keep talking, guys, I should be heading straight toward you," Toon said excited but reassuringly over
the common communications circuit.

"Toon, stop the MAT! You'll run us over!" Peter yelled again.

"Okay, I'm stopped."

"Now let's all just relax for one second while we get our bearings," Peter instructed. "Toon, we’re lying
on the ground together about 50 meters from where the MAT was parked. “You were able to point it in
our direction before you lost us, right?"

"Yes'ﬂ

"How far do you estimate you are from us now?"

"About 15 meters."

"Can you guess what your error radius might be?"



"No more than 5 meters."

Peter focused on the facts, still astride Ashley, holding her tightly to the ground. Already the dust clung
to and coated their visors. He still held her hands, tightly folded across her breasts. He sat upright in the
swirling murk and breathed hard, straining to see, feeling lost but still in control.

"We're going to come to you,” Peter stated with finality. "Toon, I want you to turn the hi-beams on."
"They're already on, Peter."

"Ashley, I'm going to stand up. You keep a hand on me. Don't lose me. When I'm all the way up, feel
along my leg until you reach my tool belt in the back. Lock your hands around that and don't let go. If
you do lose me, stop immediately where you are and kneel on the ground."

Peter slowly stood up against the Martian wind. Although it whipped by him at hundreds of kilometers
per hour, he had no trouble standing against it. The Martian air was so thin, nearly a vacuum by earth
standards, that even such a velocity offered little resistance. This wind in a near vacuum served only to
magnify the deep cold of the Martian air, mixing and robbing the lower layers of the energy of captured
sunlight near the ground.

The wind exerted a steady, even pressure against him. Unlike even a mild earth wind, here there were
no violent gusts to upset him. The Martin redwind lent a nearly even, horizontal pressure.

"Okay, Ashley, I'm standing now. Come on up."

He could feel her hands work up his legs from behind. He reached a glove behind him, groping to assist
her but she couldn't see it. Running her hands along the seat of his pressure suit she found his belt and
pulled herself up.

"Okay I'm up. Nice buns."
"Get a room!" Toon snickered over the circuit.

"Both hands, Ashley," Peter added firmly with no trace of humor. He could feel her grip his belt tightly.
He raised one arm and wiped the dust away from his visor with his glove. The minute, microscopic
powder fell away in streaming, fine lines and drifted around his visor with the wind. Immediately it began
to accumulate again.

Quickly he summarized the situation. He had chosen to walk to the MAT as the less hazardous of the
available alternatives. His reasoning was obvious: they were slower and more deliberate than the MAT
and had less mass so that any chance encounter would not be as dangerous.

Visibility was as near to zero as possible and what sunlight existed was quickly diminishing in the
building cloud. Even the MAT's high intensity navigation beams would have no more than a meter's range
in this dust, if that. Peter knew their chances of walking, unassisted, squarely into the MAT were less than
50-50. In this soupy darkness they could walk within an arms length of the vehicle and miss it all
together. They would have to rely on an assist from the MAT's weak external sound system called the
ESS.

"Toon, is the ESS operational?"



"Yes, but I seriously doubt if it's going to carry very far here," Toon replied skeptically.

The ESS was used only in the pressurized environment of the domes for calibrating and setting the
navigation instruments. The atmospheric pressure of Mars was so low that sound, for all practical
purposes, did not transmit in its near vacuum. Outside communications were carried on exclusively by the
suits’ radio transmitters. But Peter had a theory.

"Let's see how well the wind and dust particles in the air carry the sound. Toon, can you whistle
through your teeth?"

"Sure, man. Like this?" Then he cut loose with a shrill, high-pitched, painful whistle that penetrated their
ears like a shot.

"Oh, man!" Ashley complained. "Turn off the transmitter next time, Toon!"

"That's right," Peter agreed calmly and slowly in a measured voice. "Turn off your transmitter and
whistle into the ESS mike. I'll see if I can hear you."

In windless conditions at near vacuum, this would have been an exercise in futility. But in the artificial
pressure created by the rushing flux of wind, some limited sound could carry — or at least this is what
Peter hoped.

With that Peter touched a switch on the sleeve of his suit which activated the outside microphones
located on both sides of his helmet. Immediately he could hear the faint Martian wind rustling across
them. Like the ESS, this system was normally used only for verbal instructions in the pressure of the
domes before entering the airlocks. Even at several hundred kilometers per hour, the wind hardly created
an audible sound on the mikes. In the background he could barely hear the nearly inaudible clicks and
pops of tiny soil grains. Closing his eyes to focus, and straining to hear through the steady din, Peter
picked up the feeble hint of a whistle.

"[ think I heard you, Toon. Wait five seconds,then whistle again, three times, two seconds apart."

Peter placed his hand over his left mike and turned the right mike in the direction he thought he had
heard the whistle. By moving his head a few degrees every time he heard the whistle, he finally focused
on the loudest sound.

"Toon, try to make your whistles the same each time. I’ll aim toward the direction of the loudest. If
your lips get tangled up, let me know. Be sure the ESS is cranked all the way up. Now, one more time
so I can focus on your direction."

This one Peter definitely heard. It was faint, near the threshold of his hearing, but audible, nonetheless.

"Okay, Toon, we're walking in your direction."

Peter paced off 10 meters, slowly, feeling Ashley's tug on his belt. Then he stopped and said, "Three
more times, please, Toon."

This sequence was still faint, but louder and more distinct than the last set.

The sky around them had darkened almost completely and Peter also noticed the strip heaters in his
suit were on almost continually now. He quickly calculated that at this rate, the power packs wouldn't last



another half hour. The swift wind had captured the profound cold of the high atmosphere and it now
rushed around and encapsulated them. It was absorbing any heat energy in its dark, onrushing path.

He paced off another six steps and ran broadside into the forward part of the MAT.
"We're here, Toon."
"I heard the bump. Starboard side hatch is unlatched."

"Thank God," Ashley sighed, obviously relieved. They worked their way around to the starboard hatch
by feel.

"Go ahead, Ashley. You first," Peter offered.

A few seconds later they were both securely inside the vehicle with the hatch dogged closed.
"Pressurize this pig," Peter ordered. Moments later the blue 'PRESS OK' light glowed on the panel as the
trio unlatched and removed their dusty helmets.

"Well now, guys, how about this for an end-of-the-day surprise?" Toon asked with a wide smile.
"Thanks, Peter," Ashley said from behind. Peter could feel her place a hand on his shoulder.

He turned to watch her brush a few misplaced hairs out of her youthful, gray eyes. They reflected
clearly back to him. Somehow, he mused, she was able to preserve her consummate appearance even in
emergency situations. Her face bore the strength of French Scandinavian ancestry, her light brown hair
tucked neatly under a cotton cap. There was a spray of light freckles across her slight nose and he knew
well there was a set to match across her bare shoulders.

Peter surveyed the interior of the craft now completely covered with a filmy, thin layer of the fine
Martin sand and soil. "I'm afraid we've messed up your MAT, Toon," he commented. "But I'd much
rather be in a dirty MAT than outside in a redwind looking for one."

Toon had become close friends with Peter and Ashley before they had departed Earth. They frequently
shared work assignments, even though the tasks themselves may have been outside their fields of
expertise.

Toon’s face was rounded; his Japanese eyes seemed to always be laughing, infecting everyone he
encountered with an instant friendship and confidence. Down low on his chin was a fine patch of black
fuzz that swept up beside his laughing smile and seemed to accent the perpetual grin that initiated so much
natural, intimate familiarity.

"What do you say we get out of here, likeright now 7" Ashley suggested, giving way to a touch of
anger she betrayed with her voice that she obviously felt toward herself for loosing her cool in the storm.
Only Peter noticed, and even though they were intimate companions, even such slight embarrassment, he
knew, would hurt her fiercely independent ego.

"Agreed," Peter replied. "Plug in the NAV CART and let's go home," he said, referring to the
Navigation computer.

A moment later Peter saw Toon's face disfigure in distress.



"Toon, you did plug in the nav-cart didn't you?"
"Of course. But something's not right."
"What?" Ashley asked with a heavy accent on the "t,”” pullingherself up between the front seats.

"It won't respond to the interro-gate," Toon said in a low voice, referring to the console mounted
computer key-board, as he hammered out the code again and again.

Peter turned back to look at the cargo bay wall where the logic circuits were plugged into the master
computer.

"Oh boy," he mumbled.

"I don't like the sound of that," Toon commented with a deep sigh, looking straight ahead out the dust
coated windshield.

"Toon, it's crushed. Looks like you crunched it when you tossed your tools into the afterbay."
"That’s great... just great!" Toon said with acerbic disgust.

Peter anxiously looked back to assess the full damage, and attempted to piece things back together if
possible, but it was too far gone. The little plastic plug-in module lay in several large and not-so-large
pieces in his hands.

Now they were essentially stuck. The nav-cart's memory could have instructed the auto-pilot to
precisely back-track their previous movements, hands off. The route to the site, which had been carefully
stored in its memory was now irretrievably gone.

Toon was the head "PT" or "professional twidget,” of the colony’s computer engineers. He cultivated
his reputation as a certified world-class genius of his craft as well as a die-hard perfectionist, demanding
and giving "the standard,” as he was so fond of drilling into those who worked for him.

Peter could see Toon was sick and had an instinctive feeling that this was a mistake Toon thought he
would never live down, provided he lived at all.

"So we sit this one out," Ashley commented, unhappily falling back into her seat. She was a biologist,
not a geologist and most especially not an engineer, and frequently reminded everyone around her of that
fact. She had come along to get away from the claustrophobic domes and to help Peter out in his
unending search for water deposits. It was obvious now to Peter’s considerable discomfort and
embarrassment that this ride was far more than she had bargained for.

"Unfortunately, it not that simple," Peter said, staring at the dust, flowing and sweeping across the
MAT's windshield and windows.

These monstrous storms swept across the barren plains and highlands as enormous, ugly clouds of
reddish-orange sand and dust. The onrushing, deadly clouds, capable of bearing a hundred thousand tons
of red dust were called redwinds by the colonists. This unpredictable redwind engulfed everything before
it, including sunlight, at hundreds of kilometers per hour and devoured the sky in seconds. A redwind
could last for minutes over a few square kilometers or an occasional monster redwind would engulf the
entire planet for months.



The art of forecasting them in these early days of colonization was virtually nonexistent. After only three
months on Mars, the colonists had lost two of their number and a MAT to a redwind. It had tumbled
blindly off a cliff in one of the unpredictable storms.

Peter watched Ashley pinch the bridge of her nose, squinting her eyes closed, as though she
wasdeveloping a headache. Then she opened her eyes and returned his gaze, looking into his eyes,
sudden and steel gray; not perfect but absolute. Framed in a strong face, those steely eyes were his
greatest asset and seemed to compel trust and sincerity. From under his white cotton cap, a lock of
blond hair fell across his forehead, damp and dirty red.

Peter looked away from Ashley and ordered, "Toon, contact Base Camp and report our situation. In
the meantime, maybe we can figure something out."

“You sure that's a good idea, boss-man?" Toon asked suspiciously, in typical form merging his weird
sense of humor with a serious question and the perfect accent of a Civil War slave. “Them folks dey ai’ta
gonna be happy wid us-ins.” No one in the inner solar system could mimic the incredible multitude of
voices and a virtual encyclopedia of accents like Toon.

"Just do it," Peter replied with mounting exasperation, obviously not amused.

Toon hesitated, then with a slight glance to Ashley, flipped some switches to start his transmission,
announcing, "MAT12 to base, over."

"Go ahead, guys. We've got you plotted in the middle of some red trouble, over," the BC1, or Base
Camp,CommandCenterwatch officer replied. “Is everyone okay there, over?”

"We're fine, base," Toon replied. "However, our NAV CART is, ah, disabled, and we're trying to
figure this one out right now."

"Roger, gang,” the BC1 Command Center replied, followed by a long pause. “New procedures
require you stay put till further orders from Lipton's office."

Toon looked to Peter with disgust. "That's all we need, you know that? I knew we shouldn't even have
turned the transmitter on. Now we have no other choice but to follow Lipton's procedure."

"Alright, Toon, knock it off," Peter stopped him. "The man's in charge, okay? If he's an idiot, we'll just
have to work around that. We're going by the book here, and that's it."

"Toon’s right, Peter," Ashley added. "Lipton's likely to tell us to sit right here till our life support runs
out just to save this MAT and his own butt. He almost got fired over the last redwind incident and he's
going to call this one safe even if it means sacrificing us to save the machine."

"We can't stay here forever, Peter," Toon continued. "This isn't storm season, but you never know how
long these things will last. We've got life support here for no more than four hours and it’s at least 20
klicks back to base. If he orders us to stay till it slacks off, we may make it and we may not."

Peter sat back in his seat. They were probably right. Lassiter Lipton, the Director of the Mars colony
project, was running scared with a politician's personality. Enhancing his political futurewas his leadership
style. He had not had to make a life or death decision in the project yet, but a sickening feeling swept
over Peter that this may just be his moment.



"We have to wait and see what the man says." Peter said with finality. He was true to his own worst
fault; an inexplicable devotion to doing things by the book. Peter activated two jets and blew a layer of
dust away from the forward view shield as if it would somehow blow the storm away. But the sky had
darkened, if anything. Visibility was now no more than three or four centimeters. He reached to the panel
and shut the navigation beams off and switched the interior to red running lights.

An unbearable 10 minutes of waiting was broken by the welcome crackle of BC1.

"MAT 12, BC1, over."

"Go ahead."

"Peter, this is Francis," the voice continued. Peter sighed with some belief. Francis Linde, meteorology
department head, was also his best friend. But his greeting was followed by an uncomfortable pause.

"I'm sorry to have to tell you this buddy, but Lipton says to stay put ‘till the redwind abates."
Toon gave Peter a killing look. Ashley covered her face with her hands.

"Your last message was garbled," Peter replied calmly, raising his voice artificially. "Do you have data
from Orbiter One on the extent of this storm and reasonable projections of when it may abate?"

There was another extended pause.

"Er, roger, MAT12. This data is, ah, specific to your analysis unit 42 alpha slash MAT12 bravo. Can
you switch to frequency 16 for a download, over?"

"What?" Toon asked, aggravated.

"Lipton doesn't have frequency 16 in his office. Switch over," Peter said quickly.

Toon had already acted.

"MAT]I2, you there?"

"Run it," Toonresponded.

"Peter, Francis," the deep voice began quickly. "The orbiter shows the storm building over you.
According to the only analysis program we have, the probability of it breaking up is 70 per cent. But the
reliability of that program is so low that it isn't even statistically significant. Lipton knows that, but it
doesn't make any difference to him.

“I'm coming after you," Francis stated with finality.

"No!" Peter responded instantly. "Stay where you are. Lipton's already going to have all our butts for
this. I repeat, don't come after us; we're coming in on our own."

"Be careful, Peter. Be careful," Franciswarned, his voice clearly angry.

"Roger," Peterreplied, switching back to the primary channel. "Our transmitter is failing. We have just



suffered a total loss of receiving capability. We believe we interpreted your last orders as not to, repeat,
not to stay put until storm abates. We are coming in, as instructed. MAT12, out."

"Think Lipton will buy that?" Ashley asked.

"No. We all just bought ourselves one way tickets back to earth on the next shuttle flight outbound,
which if I'm not mistaken, is scheduled to depart tomarrow."

Toon sighed. "Better that than dead, I suppose."
"Oh, we're not back yet," Ashley replied drolly.
"Or dead..." Peter reminded them with a fake half grin.

"We'll fight it, Peter," Ashley added, lacing her fingers over the metal neck ring of his suit. Her warm
flesh against his skin caused him to shiver. Taking a deep breath, he grasped her hand over his shoulder,
his analytical mind racing.

"Okay," Peter began, offering both of them their hand held notepad computers, "the object of this game
is figuring out how to get back without smashing the MAT or falling off a cliff. Both of you draw the route
we took to get here as best you can remember. Be as specific as possible. You have four minutes. After
that we’ll average our maps and start back." Almost reflexively, his eyes scanned the pressure and power
read-outs.

"Go..."

As he drew his map, Peter considered their situation. It was not good from any viewpoint. If they made
even a slight error along their route they could easily die. The impact of the MAT falling off of a cliff or
even a rupture of the MAT's fragile pressure hull could kill them. Impacts on boulders or sliding into deep
craters or depressions could also strand them. But even these risks were better than waiting around.
Peter mused grotesquely that a spectacular death tumbling off the face of a Martian cliff would be better
than a slow one, asphyxiating while freezing to death in the MAT.

Yet, Peter felt strongly that it was Lassiter Lipton who really controlled this life and death decision. As
the Director of the colony, he had been blamed by the U.S. Administration for the deaths of the two
colonists earlier. Lipton did not take this criticism well and instead of defending his position, he turned on
the colonists. In a six page statement to them he declared that any other "endangerment of life or property
would be worked with vigorous administrative action." To the colonists, this was so much bureaucratic
whining. In more practical terms, the survivor's punishment would be a one way ticket back to earth.

But now that the MAT was stranded, ready to repeat a disaster that had greatly embarrassed him,
Lipton’s hand seemed invariablyforced into this clumsy trade. It was clear to Peter what Lipton's strategy
was. If they did die awaiting clear skies or rescue, Lipton could easily escape criticism on the basis that
ordering the MAT to return to BC1 was too dangerous. His evidence would be the last fatal accident.
He could also justify his decision because of the meteorological program’s determined probability of
dissipation, regardless of its reliability. Furthermore, it was not storm season or a year of a severe storm
cycle. Unfortunately, even the science team would have a hard time arguing with any of these judgments.

The decision to defy Lipton was difficult for Peter. He described himself as a strict, by-the-book
professional. Yet he had no desire for himself, his wife or his colleague to become Lipton's first fatalities.



It was a clear and straightforward decision. The instinct to fight for his life and for his companions’ far
overrode any trust or respect he may have had for Lipton or the system.

Peter knew his theory did have one great flaw. If the storm did abate before they returned, Lipton
would have them on clear charges of insubordination. The next flight back to earth was scheduled to
leave in just one sol and they would be on it without defense. So the choice was the unacceptable
possibility of death by asphyxiation, a not-much-better chance of blindly smashing up the MAT in the
storm, or a one way ticket back to earth. All of these options were equally repulsive to Peter, but as
Toon had correctly surmised, better they risk a return than inaction and slow death.

"Alright, gang, let's have your sketches," Peter quipped, breaking the silence. He collected the two
other computers and lined them in a row across the dirty legs of his suit. Then he displayed a U.S.
Geological survey quadrangle map with their last position marked. He looked at the three sets of
convoluted lines and attempted to summarize them in his mind and relate them to the map.

"I think we may almost know where we're going," Peter said, satisfied with all the available information.

His voice was confident and direct. "Toon, you're the driver. Take it easy. The object of this exercise
is to make a liar out of Lipton. Ashley, you can operate the gear up here and I'll supervise. Come on up
here and sit on the console between us," Peter said, offering his hand to assist her to the now crowded
front of the MAT. He strapped her between the two seats with a spare harness.

"Toon, what's the range on the docking probe?" Peter asked in reference to the MAT's significantly
powerful sonic range finder. Although it transmitted an energetic sonic beam, in the rare Martian
atmosphere, it had a very short, almost insignificant range. It was designed for use only under controlled
conditions as a docking aid inside the pressurized domes. The present conditions were well out of its
intended working parameters but Peter had an idea he could make it work nonetheless. He reminded
himself that, again, he was relying on the pressure of the wind to carry the sound.

Toon responded with his estimate of the range. "Thirty meters or so, under the best of conceivable
conditions. Under these circumstances, I'd say half that, although what affect the dust particles may have
on transmission of the sound, I can't say."

"What’s its spread at 10 meters?"

"A meter and a half, if I remember correctly."

"Good! That's all we'll need. Ashley, direct the forward echo finder at zero degrees ahead. Toon,
what's the transmitter height above the ground?"

"About 2.5 meters."
"Go ahead and enter it just like that. Have it look forward and signal distances greater than 12.25 and
averaging 7.75. That should cover obstacles and depressions greater than half a meter in height or depth.

Cycle the alarm subroutines through three times before reporting status. Got it?"

"Cake..." Toon said, fingers already tapping out the details. As a master programmer, Peter knew it
would be easy for him.

"Wake me up when you're finished," Peter jabbed him lightly.



"What's my job up here?" Ashley asked, putting her arm around Peter's shoulder.

He smiled at her and looked lovingly into her gray eyes. With his finger he wiped a smudge of red soil
from the tip of her nose.

"You’re going to lock our echo finder in at 12.5 degrees, but spin it 45 degrees either side of zero
degrees relative as I instruct," he replied slowly, his eyes sweeping hers again and again. "Meanwhile I'll
plot our position on the map."

Her eyes silently returned his message, "I love you."

Peter was the chief staff geologist for the American base and Ashley the director of space biology. She
was a handsome woman, nearly the same age as Peter, in her early thirties. After the years of education
leading to their doctorates and all their training, their careers, and their partnership, had begun later in life.

But their mutual, long-repressed passions more than made up for lost time.

He forced himself to look away from Ashley then back again at her with a worried, thin smile. Their
eyes briefly locked again tightly.

"[ can handle it," she whispered.
"I know that," his lips silently returned.

"In fact, screw it up and I'm in charge," she warned in a loud voice,then lightly rapped Toon on his head
with her knuckles. "Same goes for you."

Toon simply nodded, concentrating too intently for idle banter. His brain and fingers were working
furiously to reprogram the MAT's tiny mind, too busy to take in the dribble around him. Minutes later he
spoke, simply, "Done. We’re ready to go."

"Super," Peter sighed, his worried eyes on the instruments before him.

Toon looked around to Peter's face. For a half-second they exchanged expressionless, male glances
before Toon returned a thumb's up. His straight black hair fell in a neat row across the top of his
expressive Japanese eyes.

"Life's tough when your finest hour may be your last," he quipped in his best British accent.

"Helmets on," Peter ordered with a half-smile and wary eye on Toon. He felt good about his team, but
not so good about their chances either way. ‘“Pressurize suits when ready.”

“Let's move it," he continued. "Toon, turn this pig in a tight left circle and let's back-track as best we
can.

“Ashley, rotate echo 15 degrees port."

Silence befell them as the MAT turned slowly to the left. Their eyes followed the echo finder numbers
and gyro compass. "Stop," Peter ordered when they were pointed toward BC1. The safety of Base
Camp One was only 20 kilometers away, but between them and securitylay a deadly, jumbled
landscape.



As Peter looked his instruments over, the voice of Lassiter Lipton broke the silence.

"BC1 to MAT12, Lipton here. In the event you can hear this transmission, I am ordering you to stay
where you are. When the redwind clears sufficiently, we will be sending a team after you, if that becomes
necessary." He repeated his transmission, asking, "MAT12, can you read me? This is the Director, over."

"Who pulled his string?" Peter asked of no one in particular, clearly agitated at the interruption.

"Now that's realCaucasian of him, granting us permission to stay here and suffer a touch of anoxia,
don't you think?" Toon inquired.

"Respectfully request permission to crank on the squelch till the clown disappears," Ashley asked of
Peter.

With just a second's hesitation, he replied, "Granted. Straighten us out, Toon, and slow ahead, 25
meters."

Ashley reached up to the overhead console and eliminated all communications from BC1. Peter
rationalized that they would need the silence to navigate and grope through the deadly darkness. The fact
that Lipton's voice made him nauseated probably had something to do with the decision, as well.

"I'm at 25 meters and stopped."

"Turn to 40 true for 135 meters. Ashley, rotate echo dead ahead."

Two minutes later, their warning beeper sounded.

"Stopping," Toon cautioned, "Obstacle."

"Estimated distance?" Peter queried.

"Five meters."

"Backtrack three, turn to pass on your port,then ahead slow. Ashley, track it with your beam."

This relentless pattern continued for nearly two hours as they successfully maneuvered through the
desert. As the MAT reached the outskirts of the most perilous part of their trek they were finally poised

to run a more straightforward 12 kilometers back to BC1. The storm showed no signs of letting up.

"T was hoping we could get some slack from the weather for this phase," Peter noted, straining to see
out of the opaque forward view shield.

"Y ou mean we've come through the worst part and you'd give the contest to Lipton?" Toon asked.

"Yeah, you're right," Peter admitted. But he could not bring himself to actually hope that the redwind
continued.

"So what's next?" Ashley asked. "How about a land speed record, or, how about..."

”..rollingoff the next cliff," Peter finished drolly as he looked at the map. He felt he had an excellent idea



where they were within 10 meters or so. The chief worry on this leg of the journey would be dodging
boulders or rolling down a dune or other embankment. "250 meters at 45 degrees, and let's pick up the
speed a little."

At the higher speed, the ride became noticeably rougher, even with the MAT's independently
suspended wheels and balloon tires. Their echo finder could only warn them of rocks larger than half a
meter indiameter, so, their movements were violent and lurching,

"Let's slow it down," Peter finally said, holding himself away from the forward panel with both hands
and feeling his seat harness cut into his shoulders.

"Not too much slower, Peter," Toon offered. "We've only got two hours of life support remaining and
at least two hours of distance left."

Peter nodded and resisted the urge to change the speed control lever. The darkness was devouring the
MAT's batteries, the heaters struggling to keep up with the bitterly cold wind outside. But Peter also
worried about the incredible beating the vehicle was taking and its constant lurching. They would not
survive a breakdown.

An hour later, the lurchings became less severe as they moved away from the chaotic Fossae. These
features were long and narrow depressions that lay across the desert preventing them from making a
straight line path across them, even though they were now on the somewhat less bolder-strewn sands and
dunes of the vast Elysium desert. The storm itself had not abated. Peter thought, optimistically, winning
this one now appeared to only be a matter of surviving the trip home.

Peter eyed the radio and moved his hand to the squelch control. Ashley and Toon both gave him
homicidal stares. He spread his palms apart and nodded his helmet in understanding. Then he increased
their speed. They maneuvered silently for about ten more minutes. The now infrequent alarms, stopping,
and turning tactic were affected wordlessly.

"Toon, bring up the life support summary on monitor three," Peter ordered.

Toon momentarily took his eyes off the echo finder to bring up the life support system data and the rest
happened too fast to manage.

The warning beeper sounded as the MAT's left front tire struck a large boulder. The MAT lurched to a
half stop as its gears caught the rock and rolled over it, which caused the whole vehicle to jerk,
unbalanced, to the right. The right wheels caught on the edge of a crater wall, then slid down a steep
embankment. There was nothing to stop the vehicle's backward slide down the sandy slope. Seconds
later the rear wheels struck another bolder and the vehicle began to roll end over end until it reached the
bottom of the crater where it came to rest on its top. As it finally crunched to a stop, its pressure hull
breached with a slam, a groan and a penetrating hiss.

Their air rushed nearly instantaneously out of the fractured vehicle and as it did so, the moisture inside
immediately condensed into a frozen fog, coating their faceplates witha sheen of red dust and ice. The
three of them had slammed about their seats and into each other as the MAT rolled and now they hung
upside down, blinded by the ice on their helmets.

"Ashley, Toon...okay?"Peter asked in a series of grunts, his breath knocked out of him.

No reply.



With the ensuing silence and darkness, Peter succumbed to a momentary onslaught of vertigo as he
hung upside down, swinging from his seat restraints. He clawed and jabbed at his quick release
mechanism, then dropped the 15 or so centimeters onto his head against the inverted ceiling of the MAT.

He fought to regain his balance, frantically seeking his orientation and vision. In near panic, he scratched
the ice off his faceplate with his gloved hands. Then he rose up on his knees to find the inverted figure of
Ashley in front of him. She hung motionless, her hands across her chest, gripping her harness tightly.

Peter scratched the ice off her faceplate and peered inside. With the dim lights of her helmet

instruments, Peter could see her staring back at him, unmoving. He feared she must be dead. He grasped
her helmet and forcefully shook it.

"Ashley! Ashley!"

She looked back at him, upside down, and smiled an inverted grin. Then she moved her lips. He shook

his head. There was no power. The MAT was dead. There were no communications. They could not
talk...

She moved her hands along the breast of his suit and toggled a switch.  "If I'm not mistaken, we're
basically outside now, ace," she said, her voice now ringing clearly through his helmet.

His head clearing from the near panic of the moment, Peter realized that he was disconnected from the
MAT's power and he had to rely on his suit's power pack now. As Ashley had informed him, with the
MAT's pressure gone, they were, in effect, outside.

"Toon!" both cried together as one, Ashley simultaneously releasing herself from her harness.

Toon, still hanging inverted, had already scraped the ice from his visor and was struggling to turn on his
suit communicator. Ashley reached through his harness and toggled the switch.

"Toon, you okay?" Peter asked.

"This is great, just great," Toon complained with wide eyes and a crazed smile on his face. "....upside
down on a Martian desert in a full blown, freakin’hurricane, ... unemployed, no less, and we’ll probably
freeze to death before Lipton actually gets to pull the plug himself!"

Peter slapped Toon's harness quick release causing him to fall with a thump down onto the MAT's
inverted roof. "Now you can scratch 'upside down' off your list,” Peter said with the most arid
amusement he could muster.

The three of them sat in silence for a full five seconds looking blankly at one another.

"In case anyone was wondering, this vehicle is totally screwed up," Toon observed first, and then Peter
saw it too, eyeing the sand and dust drifting through the fractured canopy's three centimeter crack.

"How badly?Can we turn it over, patch the hole and repressurize?" Peter asked in an artificially brisk
voice, desperately trying to assess their situation.

"No way," Toon began, waving his hands, embellishing the obvious in a toothy grin. ""She's too heavy to
invert, the breech is too wide to patch, and then what? What if we did actually manage to flip her over;
then what? I know! We could rig the odometer and claim it was ready to turn in for a new one!"



"In case you haven't been paying attention," Peter shot back angrily, sick of Toon's out of place humor,
"we've got 30 minutes of air left, at best, on the suit packs and 25 minutes heat. If we could turn the pig
back over, at least we could have another 20 minutes on MAT air and power."

"Oh, boys," Ashley whined mockingly, "let’sbe friends here. There may not be time for apologies later.'

"You're right... Toon," Peter replied, as calmly as he could manage, placing his hands to either side of
his helmet as if to force himself into logical thought, "what do we have to work with?"

Peter looked directly at Toon just as his face abruptly flashed into absolute astonishment; his features
arrested, open mouthed. Peter continuedto look at him, straining to comprehend his problem. Then he
turned to look behind him at Ashley only to see her legs disappear backward through the open hatch of
the MAT.

Toon lunged toward the hatch. "Somebody pulled her out," he said following.

"Toon, wait; Toon!"Peter shouted after him. All they needed was the three of them lost together or one
at a time on the Elysium plain in a redwind. But after only a second and a half of looking around the
MAT and finding himself all alone, he too quickly crawled out after them.

As soon as his body cleared the hatch, he felt the welcome grasp of hands on his shoulders and heard
the voice of Francis Linde through his helmet, even though he could not see him.

"Peter!"
"Francis!" he bellowed. "I can't believe it..."

Francis grasped Peter’s helmet and pulled him face to face. "Good God Almighty, son, I thought we
lost you over the edge. We watched you go right over and tumble down the side. Scared the living hell
right out of me.”

Peter could barely make out Francis’ profile through the diffuse dust. "You got Ashley and Toon?"
"Yeah; they’re sitting safe in MAT1 as we speak."
"We're okay," Ashley's voice replied over the suit speakers.

"Let's get on back to BC1," Francis continued. "Lipton's already torqued to the max. You wrecked
MAT12, I ripped his vehicle off to come get you, and if that's not enough, this redwind is going away
even as we speak."

Peter felt a sinking feeling like he had never felt before. It would appear that Lipton had made the right
decision. Had they followed his orders and sat it out, they could have made it safely back to BC1. Now
firing them was just a matter of processing the documents. Their careers were over. The flight back to
earth was only a matter of waiting for the next sunrise.

"Move it, pal," Francis prodded, pulling Peter's arm. If nothing else, Peter felt a surge of hope at the
thought of escaping the redwind and at hearing the cool, intelligent voice of Francis Linde. Seconds later,
he had stumbled up the steep incline of the crater wall clinging to a nylon line attached to MAT1.



"MATTI!" Peter cried, realizing it was Lipton's personal vehicle. And Francis had stolen it to come and
get them. But how did Francis manage to maneuver about in the storm and find them wrecked over the
side of a crater? How could Francis actually watch them drive over the edge?

Just as he saw the insulated wall of the MAT, a hand reached out for him. "Steady, Peter; you okay?"
It was the voice of Geoftf Hammond.

"Geoff, what...?" Peter began.

"Somebody had to come and get you guys," Geoff began. "We've been trying to reach you by radio for
over an hour, telling you to stay put." Geoff's hands directed Peter toward the hatch of the MAT. "Now,
open it and get in quickly. I'll close it after you. I have to stay and recover the line."

Peter felt an instant twinge of indignation at being treated like a refugee, but it quickly passed as he
bolted into the already crowded MAT. He, Toon and Ashley were jammed into the two back seats.

Peter watched Francis turn around as far as he could and speak to them from the driver's console. "By
the time we get back, this storm will be a bad memory. Unfortunately, Lipton will probably be leading the
welcoming committee. For the first time in his idiotic life, he's called one right. And it's not like we don’t
have egg on our faces...."

"More like the whole chicken," Ashley added.

"We've been on the radio calling you for nearly an hour," Francis continued as they waited for Geoff to
return. "When we couldn't raise you, we figured you'd either turned it off to keep from listening to King
Tutt or... worse."

Peter felt stupid as he nodded and looked away from Francis. He was beginning to feel as though he
had not done much of anything right. Turning off the radio for any reason, particularly in an emergency,
was strictly against procedure and in hind-sight, mostly shy of common sense.

"Who can blame you?" Francis continued. "After the first ten minutes of his speech I finally got annoyed
enough to come and get you. It was obvious to everyone and his cat that Lipton was going to trade you
for the vehicle so hisWashingtonbuddies would have a little less to joke about at cocktail parties."

"So how did you manage to... appropriate his personal MAT?" Toon asked fighting back a smile.

"How do you think? I nearly had to drive over his silly deputy Hernandez to get it into the airlock. Now
why steal Lipton's MAT, you may ask? Good question for which I have a good answer. Not having any
suicidal tendencies to draw on, I rigged this up for our little joyride because it has high resolution terrain
radar, better known as HRT!"

"What?" Peter howled, the rest of the party shaking their heads from the ear piercing volume in their
helmets. Overwhelmed, he stammered, "Then he was going to let us die when he had the means to come
and get us?"

"That's right, my friend."

"Why?" Ashley asked, looking to Peter as though she were just as angry as he felt.

"Because he thought no one knew he had it. He had the HRT sent in on a shuttle after the last redwind



accident and one of his Marines installed it for him. Hewasn't going to get caught in a redwind. He could
have come and rescued you personally except for two good reasons."

"I don't think I want to know," Peter responded truthfully.

"Number one," Francis continued anyway, "he didn't want the colony to know he was the only one with
HRT. He ordered his Marine to keep quiet about it. But when one of the techs was doing maintenance
on the MAT, she found the forward sensor and traced it back with software. It's hidden in the navigation
routine."

"So what's the second reason?" Toon asked.

"Lipton's a certified, card carrying coward. He wouldn't have come out for you in that storm if he were
escorted by a thousand dancing girls tossing rose petals under the wheels. Face it,guys, our leader is a
lousy transient wimp."

The hatch sprang open momentarily as Geoff bounced into his seat with a bundle of line coiled in his
hands.

"Let's head back, team," Francis said. "Keep your pressure suits buttoned up, just in case. Peter,
Ashley, see if you can strap yourselves together for the ride back. We only have a single harness for the
both of you.”

As he powered up the MAT, the forward console sprang into a brilliant, false color representation of
the desert outside. The HRT showed the surrounding terrain as clearly as if there were no storm in
progress at all.

"Selfish ass..." Peter began, admiring the display that would have escorted them back with complete
safety.

"You're much too kind," Ashley replied.
"Listen, Francis, Geoft," Peter began, "we really don't know how to thank you...."
"Cut it out. You'd have done the same for any of us," Geoff replied sincerely.

Peter sighed and rested back against the seat as Ashley pulled the lap belt snugly around them. With a
hiss she plugged their life support systems into the MAT. They only had eight minutes remaining on their
personal packs.

Geoff was right; Peter knew he, too, would have come out after his friends. That concept alone painted
the clearest distinction between Lipton and the colonists.

Francis and Geoff concentrated on the task of navigating home as the dust cleared from the sky. The
atmosphere of Mars was so thin that as the wind velocity dropped lower than aerodynamic support
velocity, the dust simply fell out of the sky. Even the smallest particles were lost quickly as there was little
in the way of support from the thin atmosphere.

In minutes, the sky rapidly began to lighten, from black to a deep red, finally revealing the full, light-pink
Martian atmosphere. Everything here was a part of the learning curve. This storm was a good example. It
had been one of the shortest lived redwind on record. Peter was sure Lipton would be prepared to take



full advantage of that.

Peter felt Ashley's body press firmly against him. He rested his gloved hands on her leg. She responded
by laying her hand gently atop his. He knew the next hour was going to be the most difficult of his life.
The colonists all defined survival itself in terms of whether they could make a go of it on Mars. At this
moment he did not think the chances of the Colonists in this tiny MAT were very good. And he despised
the man who was about to make that choice for them.

-

heMAT carrying the five colonists made its way back to BC1 at its top speed of 60
kilometers per hour. The sun was just beginning to set as the Martian “sol” transitioned into night, but the
dust had already completely settled and there was sufficient light to see the well traveled southern trail
named "Interstate 3,” more commonly referred to as I3.

Days and nights on Mars were nearly the same as Earth days — but just slightly longer. Each Martian
“day” was called a “sol”. It was understood that the word “day” meant an earthy cycle of 24 hours, but
the term “sol” referred to the Martian equivalent of 24 hours, 39 minutes and 35.247 seconds. The
colony preserved the same time standard of hours, minutes and seconds as on earth, but their clocks just
ran a little longer than on earth for each Martian sol.

"MATI, BC1 control. We've got you in sight now at six kilometers south on I3," radioed the control
monitor.

"Roger. We should be dockside, main terminal shortly," Francis replied.

The Director wants to see you in his quarters, right away," the control monitor informed them, his voice
heavy with premonition.

A neutral "Copy," was all that Francis would return.



Peter’s mood was black. In his view, a chance to be assigned as a colonist on Mars was one of the
highest honors that could be bestowed on any human. Tens of thousands had applied for every one who
actually got the nod to go. Even worse yet, no one had ever been fired or removed before. A handful had
been unable to adjust and had given up and gone back to earth on their own volition, but no one had ever
been fired and shipped back home in disgrace.

Base Camp 1 sprawled out before them across the Martian desert like a reticulated web: planned with
careful forethought, uniformly engineered and purposefully executed. The original design consisted of a
set of substructures that were to radiate out from the central dome in neatly ordered spokes. As it was
constructed, the colony actually survived the demands to constantly change, and the plan retained its
proposed regularity over the years of its construction. From the expensive lessons learned in the
construction of the first International Space Station, BC1 was designed by an ingenious systems
engineering plan that severely penalized politically inspired construction changes while encouraging and
richly rewarding coherent system and design improvements.

BC1 had been established on the Elysium plains by the second American expedition to Mars. They left
behind the base of their lander and a fair amount of un-recycled waste. Later colonists quickly made
good use of the latter and fenced in the lander as a kind of shrine for future generations. It took nearly 50
years to establish a permanent presence on Mars, and BC1 was close enough to the relatively warm
equator to have become the prime site for the full time American base of Martian operations.

The ability to survive on this planet long term was only now possible, although it still required periodic
re-supplies from earth. The humans that had arrived on Mars determined to stay labeled themselves
“colonists” because they had no plans to ever return to their home planet.

There were forty three permanent colonists at BC1, not including the fourteen part-time administrators,
miscellaneous visitors and visiting scientists. The numbers varied, give or take a few, dependent on the
assigned tasks and status of the supply ships. The population had steadily grown after each earth
re-supply mission along with the authorization of more colonists. The restrictions seemed to be slowly
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relaxing all along, dependent entirely on re-supply costs, government fiscal commitments and the drive
toward the long sought after goal of self sufficiency - the much longed for sol when they would require no
more life giving supplies from earth.

The MAT receiving doors of the main terminal gaped open for the vehicle as they neared and centered
on the strobing medium queue, now brilliantly flashing in the gathering darkness. Francis dutifully, and
according to procedure, turned the simple docking procedure over to the onboard computers. As
elementary as such a maneuver was,the cost of repairing even the most simple of damages to a MAT
was so overwhelming that no chances were taken at all.

This realization occurred to Peter like a physical blow. He had not even returned with his MAT at all,
leaving it ruined in the Martian desert after clearly and unarguably refusing to follow orders and who
knew how many procedures. It had been drilled into all of them again and again: procedures and orders
are the stuff of life. Unquestioning obedience was equivalent to survival. Peter had failed the test, and
now he would face the consequences.

The MAT receiving doors slammed shut behind them and the air rushed into the airlock. As the
standard blue PRESS OK lights glowed on the outer panel, Francis cracked the door valve and a final
hiss signaled the pressure had been equalized.



The window outside the airlock was crowded with faces. Peter could see Fabian Gorteau, the Nobel
Prize winning physicist standing at the front of the group which seemed to be made up exclusively of
colonists. One lone face, however, was not that of a colonist, but one of Lipton's Marine guards.

Francis turned around to face them. No one outside or in had made a move to open the doors.
"Listen," he began, "we're all in this together, got it Peter? We’re in this as a team. Let me handle Sir
Thomas,” he said, using the irreverent nick-name they had hung on Lipton.

"No, wait, Francis, no," Peter said. "I made all the decisions, and you only came out to fix what I
started. There’s no way you’re going to take the rap for this, period - you, Geoff, Ashley or Toon. I take
full responsibility."

"Sorry, but Francis is right. We’re a team," Geoff insisted.
"That's right," Toon added.

Peter felt Ashley squeeze his hand tightly as he reflected on how quickly things had spiraled out of
control.

BC1 Leader Lassiter Lipton had been appointed to his job as a political favor by the previousU.S.
president. When "the other" party came to power just prior to launch of the colony from earth, it was
much too late to replace Lipton. He had already sunk too many fingers into the political and scientific pies
of the mission. Yet, with no specific scientific credentials, he was clearly unqualified for the job. Lipton
made an attempt to cover this by personally hiring a group of "scientific advisors.” These so-called
advisors turned out to be a lawyer who specialized in space treaties, a nutritionist friend-of-a-friend who
brilliantly erected a diet program empire, and a real estate whiz who had contributed royally to the
President's ill-fated reelection attempt but was a veritable prodigy at cultivating his own connections.
Although powerful, Lipton was becoming the controversial meat of the invisible but formidable
Washingtonsocial circle gossip.

Lipton's selection of his odd gang was not quite so popular in the scientific community. Fortunately,
Lipton offset his initial error by acquiescing to the National Academy of Sciences whom he allowed to
select the colony department heads; a decision he quickly regretted.

Yet when it came to manipulating the bureaucracy, Lipton had no equal on either planet. He could
name his price or call any shot by adroit manipulation of the system or simply by stalling it. He had no
peer when it came to maneuvering with under the table politics, or funding. Only the threat of exposing his
own lack of technical knowledge successfully steered Lipton clear of the science of the colony. Sorely
tempted as he was to make his own inroads into the mission's scientific objectives, he was intelligent
enough to keep a watchful distance. Recognizing this, the true scientific contingent of the mission was able
to somehow secure their end of things and keep him out whenever possible. It was an uneasy, unspoken
truce, and a very unstable one at that.

When the pair of colonists panicked in a redwind and tumbled to their deaths off a Martin cliff, a newly
inaugurated Administration inWashingtonquickly took action to fire a full volley at Lipton in an
undisguised attempt to force his resignation. Lipton, in true character, chose to draw on political favors
and pull various strings until the pressure stopped. This left his personal culpability essentially
unchallenged. He saw the scientific cadre as responsible not only for the accident but guilty for not
coming to his defense. Isolating the administrative arm from the scientific branch had created gross rifts in
the colony, and both sides were guilty. Unfortunately, the colony was thus rendered unstable both



politically and administratively.

Lipton’s decisions became conservative and self protective in the extreme. Up to now they had
affected only the bureaucratic end. Lives had not been endangered by his ongoing, personal quest for
more control and political security. But the stakes had been raised and everyone’s hand called in.
Unfortunately, now it was Lipton who held the trump.

Peter watched from his seat in the crowded MAT as Fabian Gorteau finally made the first move and
opened the airlock door. As it swung away, he stepped into the airlock and popped the canopy on the
MAT. The Marine guard moved in closely behind him, following right on his heels.

Gorteau stopped in his tracks, then swung around and faced the young, fresh-faced Marine. "Son, you
are interfering with this procedure," he said sternly, aiming his entire polished, professorial demeanor
toward the Marine over his bushy eyebrows. "Please, step out of the airlock."

The Marine looked momentarily intimidated. Then he collected himself and replied in an artificially
deepened voice, "I have orders to escort this party to the Director’s office without delay."

"Yes, son, and so you shall," Gorteau assured him. "But not before the scientific community of this
colony assures ourselves that this party is in good health. Now if you'll kindly step out of this area, I give
you my word you shall have the pleasure of their escort in a few moments hence."

The Marine started to respond, looked over his shoulder at the others,then backed away. "I'll be
waiting at the main passageway," he replied, trying not to look intimidated.

"Thank you, corporal," Gorteau said patiently as the Marine walked away, then offered his hand to
those in the MAT and assisted them out.

Peter was the last out, and Gorteau seemed to be waiting for him. For a moment, Peter feared it would
be Gorteau to fire the first volley. Gorteau was the president of the International Union of Planetary
Scientists and a member of nearly every other major scientific body on earth. He was also elected to be
the spokesman for the colony scientific cadre, a position he held without rival or competition.

"My boy, we are happy to see you alive," he said to Peter, embracing him. "You did the only thing you
could do under the circumstances, and all of us give proper thanks to God for your safe return." He
stepped back and looked reflectively at the five of them coated with Martian dust. With their helmets off,
their faces were streaked with sweat and red dust, and they were all obviously fatigued. Gorteau felt a
wave of sympathy for them.

"I am afraid that you are about to walk into the most convoluted, illogical, politically motivated thrashing
you have ever had to endure. And I am fearful that something professionally tragic will probably come
about as a result of all this in the short term. Lipton has been waiting for some happenstance to reduce
the prestige of the colony's scientific team, and I am afraid this is going to be his golden opportunity. I can
do nothing to stop whatever reproof he may levy on you, but I can promise you that we shall fight it for
all we are worth. And I can also tell you that if he returns any of you to earth, that you have my word that
you shall be reinstated here at a subsequent date, and I will stake my personal reputation on that
promise!" he said resolutely, slapping his fist into his palm.

Then Gorteau looked into Peter's eyes and grasped the neck ring on his suit, tugging it toward him.
"Now go on and listen to the oddest collection of pathetic logic you will ever hear strung together in a
single discourse. But also remember that his wretched wisdom has little meaning in the long term, and



that, after all, the truth has always, and shall always, endure. We are with you all in spirit."

Peter sighed and forced a thin smile as he answered, "Thank you, sir,” truly moved by this level of
support. Although he was in his mid sixties and Peter half that age, somehow the age and wisdom of
Gorteau seemed substantially greater.

The crowd of colonists that had managed to squeeze into the airlock applauded at Gorteau's speech.
But Peter realized it was Lipton who stood directly in the way of independence for all of them.

True self sufficiency from this tyranny was the only way the colonists secretly believed they could relax
the strangle-hold of government bureaucracy on their lives. The permanent colonists viewed the
overwhelming number of regulations as unnecessary and intrusive. Yet their lives were entirely dependent
on re-supply from Earth every two years. A study initiated by the colonists themselves had projected
when the colony would become self sufficient: some ten Martian years ahead. The two central issues
cited in the non-political Bronson - Chaikin

Report were energy and water, without which the colony periodically literally ran down. With enough
water and energy, the colony could produce all the oxygen, crops and raw materials they required to cut
their links with the re-supply ships. Of course, as all colonists of history had discovered, the doors of
trade would be necessary and welcome as a factor in the quality of their lives. But the Mars colonists
were feeling the uncomfortable encroachment of a massive, earthly bureaucracy breathing constantly
down their necks. The focal point of that complaint was Lassiter Lipton.

No single colonist really thought much about independence in the political sense, but they longed for the
ability to govern themselves as an independent organization. They looked forward to the sol when they at
last waved a long good-bye to the likes of Lipton and his entourage and got on about the business of



developing their own rules to live by. Lipton was not so much a tyrant as he was a symbol for their lack
of autonomy, as individuals and as a colony. Lipton represented the chain that shackled them to earth. He
represented the central threat to their ultimate permanence.

Few colonists cared whether or not they were calledU.S.citizens. They all had loving memories of their
country, but it was hundreds of millions of kilometers away in a long, sweeping interplanetary orbit and
they had long since left the earth for good. Now they were first generation Martians and they were
fiercely proud of that.

It was that very thought process that forced the rift in BC1. TheU.S.government had set aside separate
housing for the colonists, so that they were each assigned their own living units. These were constructed
apart from the temporary administrators and visitors quarters. Inadvertently or not, this caused the two
groups to develop socially isolated viewpoints. Though there were notable exceptions to this, principally
among visiting scientists and the colonists, the two groups usually went to great lengths to remain apart.
The only common meeting places were generally the offices and laboratories. Even here there was
back-biting and resentment between groups. The personnel officer, Lisa McConnel, herself a "transient"
(this was the kindest term the colonists used for the temporary personnel) was constantly engaged in
mediating disputes between the groups.

Not many of the transients thought much of life on Mars. The colonists had frequently expressed
between themselves that one either loved Mars or hated it and it took no longer than four weeks to sort it
all out. Yet a stint on Mars was a career boosting guarantee for a transient. Whether one made the four
to six year career round trip with one of the multi-national space agencies, or under the auspices of
industry or a university, time on Mars rated the highest financial and professional rewards upon return to
earth. Most of the transients were after this reward; few of them could understand the colonists’ way of
thinking. The transients had their own view of the colonists, referring to them irreverently as “squatters”.
They generally viewed them as oddballs, idiosyncratic and whining.

To most transients, time on Mars was a sentence to be served. In their thinking, Mars was the
bleakest of bitterly cold, lifeless deserts, and in their point of view, only the most deranged could imagine
remaining there for life. As the weeks passed, to those who longed to be earth-side again - those who
crossed each sol off of their calendars - the thinking of the colonists became more bizarre after each
passing sol.



But Mars was not inhabited by the American base alone. The Reunified Soviet Empire — or RSE
nations — had also set up a base on Mars some half a decade after the permanent American presence
was established. Their base was named Shturmovoi, after the famous Russian gold fields, and was
located some 2065 kilometers southeast of BC1 across the southeastern fringe of theAmazonis Planitia
, skirting just south of the Tharsis mountain range and located near the center of a feature calledSol/is
Planum . The residents of BC1 called it “SunLake” because of its historic legacy, not necessarily
because of its direct Latin derivation.

The various Latin names for the Martian features were not all friendly to the English tongue, so the
Martian geologic features began to take on more palatable names such asSunlake. The huge, cavernous
Valles Marineris was simply christened “MarinerCanyon”. Amazonis Planitiabecame the Amazon
Plain and so on.

The Soviets intentionally arrested what they laughingly referred to as "the colonization nonsense" from
the outset by rotating everyone off Mars without any exceptions. There were only a few radio exchanges
between the RSE base, which the colonists referred to as the “Little Kremlin,” and BC1 due to the
political tensions on earth, and the distance between the bases was greater than any Soviet or American
vehicle was nominally designed to safely cover.

At BCl1, a re-supply ship had just arrived in orbit three sols earlier. The colonists were always excited
at the arrival of each new ship. To the colonists, the transients would finally leave and take their poisoned
perspectives with them. The fresh transients were usually easy to live with for awhile, and for the first few
weeks, they were almost always wide eyed and pleasant.

Peter raised his hand at the crowd. "Excuse me folks, but I believe we've got a date with destiny.
There's a Marine guard somewhere out there who doesn't think we colonists can find our way over to the
executive suites. So if you'll excuse us..."



"Tell Sir Thomas he can go take a walk outside in his BVD’s, Peter!" said a roughened voice in the
crowd.

"T just may do that, Louie-Louie," Peter replied to the roguish looking facilities engineer whose real
name was Louis Louis. Any other messages from the motley, disorderly masses?" Peter continued,
obviously enjoying it all. Several responses were delivered all at once; a mingled, irreverent assortment of
suggestions, some of which were anatomically improbable.

Francis, Ashley, Toon and Geoff were soon laughing despite themselves, enjoying the spectacle of
Peter directing the crowd so expertly.

"Well then," Peter finally sighed, "that settles it! It's off to the dungeon." Offering his arm to Ashley, he
inquired, "Shall we?" Accepting Peter’s arm, Ashley looked at Gorteau.

"It seems you are in good hands, my dear," he said with a smile that was not as light-hearted as the
mood of the crowd.

Five minutes later, the Marine escorted them into Lipton's office, executed an about face and stood,
hands folded behind him, at the door.

Peter looked about him at the immaculate room. Hung on the walls were the evidences of Lipton's
career: his Harvard Ph.D.; his commissioning certificate in the U.S. Naval Reserves; photos of a white
water rafting trip with the former President; and a hand written note from the Chief Executive, asking him
to accept the appointment as Director of the Mars Base. All were framed in clear, polished glass. There
was nothing out of place here. Everything was ordered and correctly positioned; no dust, no lint, no
disorder of any kind except the five of them, a stark contrast to the image of the office.

Francis was not going to be intimidated. "Well, I don't know about the rest of you, but I'm going to
have a seat," he said as he sat down squarely in a white cloth-covered chair, a cloud of micro-fine red
dust rising around him.

Ashley smiled at him, sighing, "Oh, why not?" then also sat down on a pristine cloth couch. Her eyes
closed briefly, savoring the comfort of the deep cushions.

“Can you imagine hauling that useless thing over 220 million kilometers of space?”” Toon asked, eyeing
the couch.

“Well... as a matter of fact...” Ashley sighed sincerely, her eyes still closed. Peter and Toon joined her
on the couch at once.

Peter looked at the walls then back to the rigid Marine who did not even shift his eyes. Here stood a
living tribute to Lipton. The Marines stationed at BC1 had always been a sore point with Peter and the
colonists. Lipton's position was equivalent to an ambassadorship, hence he rated Marine guards. But the
usefulness of Marines on Mars was a joke, at best, as they served only as ceremonial stewards. Yet the
cost of each human in the colony was quite extravagant in every respect, especially in the life support
equation. Ceremonial humans were a cost far greater than Peter felt they could afford.

As Peter reflected on this, Lipton entered the room, and the Marine guard snapped to attention. "At
ease, corporal,”" Lipton said smoothly. He briskly approached his desk from behind them, holding a
folder in front of him. PERSONNEL: CONFIDENTIAL was stamped on the front in red ink. Without
sitting down, he laid the folder on the desk and walked around to its’ front, facing them. He wore white



pants and a navy blue, double breasted jacket, his eyes framed in silver rimmed glasses. His black hair,
just rimmed with the right amount of silver, was slicked back and flawlessly in place. This vestment was
known throughout the colony as "Liptonesque.”

Lipton was groomed for power, both figuratively and literally. Born the son of the United States
Ambassador toChina, he had been schooled and tutored for greatness. The way he carried himself in
public, the way he spoke and moved his near-perfect features, the mode of his impeccable, starched
attire, implied power and position. It was difficult not to feel intimidated in his presence. He had a precise
vocabulary, and he used it circumstantially. He could perform individual surgery with his words and used
them to terrify or solicit as he saw fit. He was the consummate confidence man.

Peter truly believed that had it not been for his greatest personality flaw, Lipton could easily have been
President of theUnited Statesor Secretary General of the United Nations. But he was as trustworthy as a
shark and a master manipulator. These flaws, despite his best efforts, he could not hide. His own political
party felt the best place for him was on Mars. With Lipton safely millions of kilometers away, they all
slept much better.

"First let me say how personally gratified I am that all of you are alive and unhurt," he began in his best
pretentiousness, his voice lilting and calm; a voice that was all too familiar to all of them, and one which
particularly grated on Peter. "I don't think the program could stand another tragedy, especially identical to
the one before, when we lost two of your brothers."

Peter seethed with anger. Each word was uniquely Lipton, singularly arrogant and pompous. His clear
reference to "your brothers" was meant to set the colonists apart, and yet it was Lipton who otherwise
verbalized the solidarity of the community. It was one of Lipton's greatest assets, the ability to politicize
one precept while actively driving the colony toward another. It was the intellect of a careful politician at
work. Words were the essence of his vocation, while the manipulation of human behavior was exclusive
of the evident truth.

"We have a grave situation here, and one that we need to clarify forthrightly,” Lipton continued. "But,
I'll skip the superfluous and get right to the point. There is a serious matter of either overt disregard for
orders on all of your accounts or, at the very least, a blatant disregard for procedure. It has cost us an
irreplaceable asset today and, frankly, all of you are lucky to be alive."

"Here comes the thrashing," Peter whispered quietly to himself.

Lipton moved behind his desk and sat down, looking up at them over his glasses. "I have listened to the
recordings of all communications channels and it is useless for you to deny conspiracy to disobey a direct
order, Dr. Traynor. The same applies to you, Dr. Linde. I won't bother to ask you for your defense,

because that will come out in the ensuing investigations."

"Woah... wait a minute," Francis interrupted. "Y ou may not ask for our side of the story, but I'm going
to give it to you anyway."

"Francis, let me handle this," Peter began, holding out his hand to Francis.

"That is absolutely unnecessary, gentlemen," Lipton said, instantly taking advantage of the disparity
between Peter and Francis. "To abbreviate these proceedings, let it rest; I already know the full story."

"You prejudged a meteorological condition which directly endangered these people's lives," Francis
said angrily. "The Science department made the decision to go out and get them using the only device that



could have saved their lives; your vehicle on which you hid the only HRT on the planet.”

If Francis thought he had landed a significant blow on Lipton, he was mistaken. Lipton forced himself
to suppress a flashing smile. These scientists were obviously amateurs when it came to judicious
forethought, a term Lipton liked to use frequently.

"Y ou have constructed your defense based on a number of faulty arguments," Lipton began, sitting far
back in his chair, raising his hands to his chin, palms together.

"Point one: the high resolution terrain radar was installed by my technician to test the device in this
environment. It had not been tested; in fact, it had not even been taken out of the hangar before today. |
did not hide it, as you accuse; rather I was following flight hardware procedure which requires a whole
battery of tests be successfully accomplished before equipment can be certified for use under normal
conditions, much less an emergency where peoples’ lives are at stake. Once certified and passed through
normal process, more units would have been requested.

“These are procedures of which you must be intimately familiar. To use the term 'hiding' is somewhat
fearful, and I am curious at what stresses may be responsible for that kind of erratic thought process in
my senior meteorologist. The paperwork for the acquisition and installation is validated and available for
your inspection, if you so chose."

Lipton sat silent for a moment to let the full impact of his statement set in. He had carefully crafted this
defense long before HRT had even arrived in Mars orbit.

The only spontaneity in his personality was in linking his carefully crafted arguments; it was his greatest
personal asset. Reality, even life, was a series of well constructed, carefully linked controlled events. Like
an unfolding game of chess, Lipton's image of a successful man was of an individual who played the game
as many steps ahead as it was possible to manipulate; it was, after all, judicious forethought personified.

"Point two, the meteorological event you say I had prejudged was an event whose probabilities of
dispersion were predicted to be very high, and you, Dr. Linde, wrote the program. I'm not quite sure
what that says for your professional confidence or your abilities as a meteorologist or both."

Francis' face turned scarlet as he sat forward in his seat. He looked forall the world like he was about
to stuff Lipton in the nearest filing cabinet. But before he could respond, Lipton continued.

"Point three, the scientific community does not make life and death decisions here, I do. That, as you
must know, is well documented in the compendium of procedures you took an oath to follow."

"That redwind program was written using earth based algorithms," Francis exploded angrily. "We were
evaluating them here on the local conditions, and they had no statistical significance. That is something
you should know and understand! And why didn't you volunteer your MAT and personal radar to help
these people?"

Peter thought Francis was losing it. He had obviously fallen back on simple emotion to carry his
argument, and it wasn't working.

"Are you relying on faulty meteorological instruments, Dr. Linde?" Lipton persisted. "Are you passing
advice to the administrative chain of command based on these readings? And, again, for reasons that you
well understand and are documented, you and I are strictly prohibited from using uncertified hardware in
the environment."



"Those instruments were all we had," Peter spoke up, coldly.

"And Dr. Linde's prediction was incredibly accurate, was it not, given the presumed statistical
unreliability of the product?" Lipton pressed, tossing his final ace on the table.

Francis sat back and sighed. Peter knew it was over. The only defense left was to cross the desk and
choke the life out of Lipton. The advisability of that was not quite clear at this moment.

"I have carefully considered all the administrative options here, and have consulted my deputies on this
issue," Lipton persisted, looking down at his desk and opening the personnel file with a slow, dramatic
sweep of his hand.

Peter could almost feel his blood pressure rise, and felt Ashley stiffen beside him.

"Dr. Traynor, you seem to be the central antagonist in this unfortunate drama," Lipton began. "My staff
and I feel that we have no choice but to deport you back to earth on the next flight, which, if I’'m not
mistaken, departs BC1 tomorrow morning. As for you, Doctors Alcyone and Linde, I cannot do without
your services here, so you will be required to remain, but will be subject to a disciplinary hearing."

"No way, Lipton!"Francis said standing and pointing his finger at the man.

The Marine quickly interposed himself between Francis and Lipton.

"Your behavior is unprofessional, Dr. Linde. The matter has been decided."

"You haven't heard the end of this, Lipton. We will not allow you to ruin these people's lives."

"You and whomever else you are referring to have nothing to say in this matter. It’s over and the
decision has already been rendered," Lipton said calmly, still seated, looking up at the embittered
Francis.

"Francis, let me...," Peter said, rising and placing a hand on his shoulder. "Say whatever you like now,
Lipton. But I intend to see that a full blown investigation is launched into your behavior here at BC1 the
minute I set foot back on earth. I have as many contacts on the Hill as you do. And if you think a
redwind can stir up some trouble, wait till you see the cloud I send over your horizon!"

"Considering our lives were in imminent danger," Ashley said angrily, rising to her feet along with Peter
and Francis, "and you didn't even have the guts to offer your vehicle and its radar to help us, even on a
volunteer basis, well, I think your punishment is hardly fair..."

"Not fair, Dr. Alcyone?" Lipton interrupted. "Nothing in your actions of today speaks of fairness or
equality or of thought for others or the equipment on which all our lives depend. Mr. Hammond was
driving the vehicle which nearly struck my deputy..."

"I was driving, Lipton! And I regret I missed," Francis screamed.
"Don't bother with more deception; I have the videos," Lipton said, rising slowly, his voice painted with

feigned fatigue. Then he looked at the Marine. "Corporal Tyler, ensure that Dr. Traynor and his
belongings are on the lander in time for departure tomorrow morning."



"Just a minute, Lipton," Francis continued. "Send me back. If you're going to send someone, send me.
No? Coward! If you send me back you know I'll be waiting for you when you get back to earth."

"And I'm leaving, too," Ashley added, "After all, he is my husband."

“Oh, I see; secretly married, are you? In violation of your contract? Not merely shacking up?” Lipton
replied viscerally, a brief smile flickering across his face. Then he regained his control and backed away,
having inflicted exactly the right injury at the point he intended.

"As you are aware, Dr. Alcyone, | alone determine seating assignments in the shuttle, and you will have
to wait untill the next flight out to join your husband, some 24 or perhaps 48 months hence," Lipton said
with a fully developed sneer, eyes flashing and boring into hers as he reveled in his display of power.

“You have one extra seat, and I intend to be in it,” Ashley swore, her voice choking back emotion.

“If you make that threat once more, I’ll have you incarcerated from now until the after the ship
departs,” Lipton said with some pleasure. “And that would mean no final, tearful goodbyes, now
wouldn’t it? Any additional comments from you, Dr. Alcyone?”

Peter took a step toward Lipton, fists clenched. The Marine moved again to check the threat.

"Let me promise you this, jerk," Francis screamed at Lipton as the Director folded his file and began to
walk toward the door, "you will pay for this one way or another."

Lipton opened the door and walked out as Francis shouted, "Get out of my sight, Lipton!" Then he
grabbed a glass sculpture off the table in front of him and sent it crashing against a wall.

The Marine, a full six inches shorter than Francis stepped up to them and warned, "I think all of you
had better be leaving — now!"

Peter dumped his shock in a remarkable second of exquisite recovery and looked the Marine dead in
the eye. ""You know Corporal," he said evenly, "there's something I've been wondering about for years

that has suddenly become very clear to me."

The Marine didn't respond, so Peter allowed the question to lie and ferment in the air until the Marine
blinked.

"Now I know why a pantywaist such as your boss needs seagoing bellhops like you; no offense."




eterrefused to engage in any discussions and walked quickly to his quarters. There he
began packing his gear, tossing a few items toward his flight bag and smashing the rest against the wall.
Minutes later, his communications console, tagged C2 by the colonists, lit up. He let it ping a dozen times
before finally answering sharply, "Yes."

"Peter, I'm on my way," said Ashley, who severed the transmission before he could respond. When she
arrived, Francis was standing outside Peter's door, his back against the wall, arms folded, wincing with
every frequent thump, bang and crash from within. He had still not even changed out of his pressure suit.

"Francis," Ashley said, "gohome and get some rest."

"No, I need to talk to him. I just wanted to give him some time to get it out of his system before I went

b ||

mn.

"Francis, go home. You can talk to him in the morning. Please," she said,then gently kissed him on the
cheek. "I don't think we will ever forget what you did for us today. In case no one else noticed... you
saved three lives, and you should know just how much we appreciate that."

Francis, choking with emotion, touched her cheek with the back of his hand, leaving a red smudge on
her face. He nodded stiffly, forcing a weak smile.

"Dad?"came a voice from far down the passageway. It was Francis' son, Jack. He had qualified as a
Mars colonist after receiving an advanced degree in astronomy.

"Dad, is that you?" Jack said, walking closer in the dim light. Francis' face looked worn and somehow
older. The former Navy special forces member had taken beatings before, literal and verbal. But,
somehow, this one hurt worse than usual. The reason was clear enough; he had lost his best friend,
probably irrevocably. And the whole affair had come about because of someone he hated passionately.

"Jack, escort this man home, please," Ashley asked him.
"You okay, Dad?" Jack questioned. "Where have you been? I've looked all over for you." The lanky
man in his late twenties looked genuinely concerned for his father. He had only once before seen his

father in such distress and that was after the death of Francis’ wife - Jack’s mother.

Francis nodded. "Yeah, I've been right here. Let's go on home." Jack and his father walked slowly
away, the son’s arm draped lovingly over the shoulder of his father’s filthy space suit.

When Ashley turned around to face Peter's door, it was already open.



omeon in. You can watch me pack," Peter said, tossing a bag of climbing equipment over
his shoulder and against the wall.

Ashley walked into Peter's room, closing the door behind her and began to cautiously step over the
piles. The room was completely trashed. She looked at him but he would not return her gaze. Peter
sensed that she did not know what to say or how to say it, so he sat down on the side of his bed, rubbing
his hands together, and said nothing.

For three years they had been friends, lovers and secretly married partners. She had spent more nights
in this small room than in her own. Now that he was leaving, she would be losing a major part of her life.
But Peter knew that she could not follow him, even if she wanted to; Lipton controlled their lives right
now. Peter had gained his one-way ticket out by trying to save all their lives. Ashley obviously agonized
over the conflicts welling within her.

Peter had crawled out of his pressure suit, but still wore his cotton, insulated underwear. Ashley picked
up a night shirt from the jumbled pile against the far wall, and removing her clothes, slipped it over her
naked form. She touched the room's light controller and turned to faced Peter in the near darkness of the
space. Her lithe form was embedded there as a fractal image; a muted, diffused shadow imposed gently
against the darkness.

Peter looked up at her dimly illuminated shape. He stood and took three steps toward her. The pain
assailed him at once, forcing him to stop abruptly. He wanted to speak the words that could somehow
cause Ashley to leave with him. This pain was far worse than he could have imagined. Love consumed
his soul and forced his mind into an irrational, emotional anguish he fought to control.

Yes, he must leave, but a part of him; a part of hisvitality, would be ripped away from him and left
behind. In a most literal sense, his soul was being left behind, hostage to a mindless, loveless bureaucracy
and the political ravings of an indifferent system.

An ache arose in his throat and solidly arrested his speech. He could not speak at all, for if he dared to
form the words now, they would come forth as sobs. He did not want that to happen at any cost. These
emotions he would abide alone.

Ashley came slowly to him, and as she did, he could discern her fragrance, the sweet essence of her
flesh and perfume, coalesced into an erotic, impassioned sense of intense and powerful enchantment. His
sadness was not driven away by this new sentiment, it was made more profound. He wanted somehow,
desperately, to comprehend how he could leave her, leave here, forever. The loneliness on the crowded
planet of his birth would suffocate him.

His bitter thoughts were voided as she lifted her handgently, fingers extended and closed, and stopped
it inches from his face. Slowly, with a lingering motion, he extended his hand toward hers, matching her
fingers with his, but not quite touching. With an almost imperceptible motion, he brought his hand so close
tohers, he could feel the warmth of her fingers. Still, they did not touch.

Peter took a half step toward her and passed his lips across hers, also without touching, feeling again
her warmth, her sweet breath, against his face. Ashley laced her fingers through his with a single, exacting
motion. Then she kissed him, deeply, urgently, knowing the dawn would enjoin no more promises.



Peter interchanged part of his sorrow instantly for passion. He knew well that the night would not last
forever, and with its climax, the pain would return more powerfully and more inescapable than before. As
their lips touched, he could taste her tears blended with his own.

Just for a fleeting instant, before he was consumed by the fires of this oddly powerful fusion of sexual
rapture and sorrow, the fear returned. In that final sentient second, he desperately prayed that he could
chase it away; make the love last forever.

Yet, no matter how reality raged outside their bond, for now he was lost; lost to the passion and
sadness that ravaged his reasoning. He commanded the fear away, from here where there was no reason,
only purpose. Here in the brilliant darkness there would be no baleful red sky, no cold and distant sun,
and no pain. In the darkness, fingers and naked flesh were his eyes, much more perfect, more
consummate instruments of explicit detail. And with this vision of infinite definition, in this merciful world
devoid of logic or hurt, he alone irrevocably commanded his destiny and bent time itself.

Without hesitation Peter altered his embrace, lowering Ashley gently to the floor and swiftly, forcefully
slipped the night shirt away.

eterslept restlessly, and when he awoke early in the morning, Ashley had gone. He busied
himself completing the task of packing his things, mindful of the strict weight limitations, taking only
mementos in a small bag, agonizing over what he would have to leave behind. He then went to work on
his pressure suit; scrubbing the cloth, polishing the metal bands and cleaning the transparent visor.

If he was going to fly out, he was going to fly out looking his best. If he was going to feel miserable and
defeated, he was not going to let anyone know. Besides, hemused, Gorteau had promised he would find
a way for Peter to return. If there was any scientist on the two inhabited planets who could pull it off; it
would be Gorteau.

Although it pained him greatly, Peter had no time to dwell on Ashley's absence while rushing to finalize
the selection of his meager treasures. He tugged the last zipper on his single bag closed when the
inevitable knock came at his door.

"Dr. Traynor, you have five minutes before we have to leave." It was the voice of the Marine.

"Let's go now," Peter offered, feeling a surge of oddly placed exhilaration as he slapped the door open



with the palm of his hand and faced the surprised Marine.
"... Ah, er, you have five more minutes, Dr. Traynor..."
"Don't need it. Let's get a move on..," Peter said, noticing Gorteau standing with his back to the wall.

"Ah, Peter. Good to see you in such robust spirits!" the physicist said, slapping Peter's pressure suit.
"My God, for a man on his way to exile, you look wonderful," he said, sizing Peter up. “And we won't
waste precious time," Gorteau continued, solemnly turning his back on the Marine. Peter nearly had to
suppress a smile. Gorteau was famous for his grand, embellished speech and body language when he
was wound up.

"The power brokers have contrived to rob us all of talent and time, so we shall make the best of what
we have. While you were resting, I took the liberty of contacting John Bakker Hamilton of the Princeton
Space Studies Institute. I have arranged a visiting faculty position for you until we can return you here.
Hamiltonassured me you may pursue any path you like while there. The pay is commensurate with any
similar faculty position. Is that to your liking?"

"Of course, but..." Peter stammered, truly surprised.

"I have also discussed your situation with several officers of the National Science Foundation and the
AmericanAcademyfor the Advancement of Science. They assure me, as I already knew, that they were
all fully aware of the intolerable scientific situation here. I believe the word used most often in connection
to this administration was "appalling", which I properly assured them was a gross understatement.

“Nonetheless, I have assurances from several members that the President is aware of the colony's
situation and that your predicament will be brought to his attention in the coming weeks, as opportunity
allows. No one I talked to seemed to think there would be any problems returning you here forthrightly.
As you know, President Clarke would like nothing better than to see Lipton out posthaste."

"Dr. Gorteau, [ really..." Peter began truly flattered.

"Don't be resistant, Peter. You deserve much better that what you've received. If the mob of
incompetents who portend to call themselves bureaucrats can not reward you for your worth, then, by
God, your own community will! Now, let us be off to the transport. I think your brief ambassadorship
back to the home planet will do all of us good. While you are there taking care of some important
diplomatic calls for the rest of us, we'll be here rooting out the kakistocracy."
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- One Martian year equals 668 Martian sols.

- One Martian sol equals 24 hours 39 minutes and 35.247 seconds.

- Martian Seasons at Base Camp One - On theElysiumDesertof Mars

Duration

Spring

194.54 sols

Summer 177.10 sols



Fall 140.92 sols

Winter 156.04 sols

The Martian Calendar was developed by Dr. 1. M. Levitt, former director of the Fels Planetarium in
Philadelphia. The author acknowledges Dr. Levitt's kind permission to use the calendar in this book.

Gorteau talked as they walked toward the public passageways. Turning to the Marine he said, "Come
on son, you're holding us up. Where is this planet's military presence when you need it?" Then he turned
and flashed a wink at Peter.

The Marine sighed with exasperation. "...eggheads ," he murmured quietly to himself, but loudly enough
that Peter heard him.

Gorteau walked faster, obviously in a hurry. Peter matched his pace, but switched on his suit's portable
air conditioner as he felt his body heat rise. Gorteau was spinning an elaborate plan to "short circuit the
administration's objectives,” laced with frequent winks. As he spun his wild tale, the Marine's eyes darted
back and forth, as though he were struggling to remember the details of Gorteau's fairy tale to pass on to
his superiors.

Peter could not help but reflect on this moment as a wild dream. He was marching to exile off planet on
a moment's notice, being escorted personally by one of the century's greatest scientists whowas spinning
an outrageous yarn designed to provoke the government staff. Regardless of Gorteau's intentions, Peter
could not help but burst out laughing loudly when the physicist got around to his plans to "...perform a
grand prefrontal lobotomy by excavation of the treasures contained in the temporal lobes of the face on
Mars."

"Laugh now," Gorteau mused, his back to the Marine, and fighting to suppress his own outburst, "but
wait until Lipton sends an expedition to check it out!" He looked over to the Marine who was quietly
mouthing "...face on Mars... temporary lobes..."

Peter was cer