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Editorial Reviews

Amazon.com

White Mars 1s, as its title implies, Brian Aldiss's considered reply to the novels Red Mars,
Green Mars, and Blue Mars, in which Kim Stanley Robinson portrayed the terraforming
of our neighbor planet and the creation of a utopian society there. Aldiss disapproves of
the whole idea of meddling with another world in the first place, and, more genially, of
the melodrama surrounding the creation of Robinson's utopia. Where Robinson's
Martians get their chance after near-genocidal warfare on Mars and environmental
disaster on Earth, Aldiss's get theirs as the result of a corruption- and scandal-fuelled
recession in which supplies for the Martian colony are cut. This is, unusually for the
shrewd and sometimes cynical Aldiss, a novel with a hero--Tom Jeffreys, the Thomas
Jefferson of this Martian revolution:

His manner was less severe than well controlled. He showed great determination for
the cause in which he believed, yet softened it with humour, which sprang from an innate
modesty. He was not above self-mockery. In his speech he adopted the manner of a plain
man, yet what he said was often unexpected.

This is a very English, very urbane book, in which there is an awful lot of talk--about
utopia, about consciousness, about subatomic particles; Aldiss collaborated on parts of
the book with mathematician and physicist Roger Penrose. It is a wise book and a
knowledgeable one. --Roz Kaveney, Amazon.co.uk

From Publishers Weekly
Aldiss (Hothouse; the Helliconia Trilogy) is one of the most important SF writers of the
20th century and a noted mainstream novelist and literary critic as well, but this largely
unsuccessful excursion into utopian narrative is unlikely to win him many new admirers.
Written in collaboration with the distinguished physicist Sir Roger Penrose, with the
noted authority on international law Laurence Lustgarten bylined as "legal advisor," the
book is less a novel than a series of long-winded debates... bread more
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VO charcters, November 25, 2001
Reviewer

1 need some information about the main charcters for a project please send me some
information please.

Fog Not the best Aldiss novel for me, November 2, 2001
Reviewer

For this novel, in fact, I think 3 stars is a bit generous, although 2 would be too harsh.
There are some interesting flashes, but too much of it is philosophising in a preachy sort
of way, and when science fiction takes its stand with Chimborazo it seems almost out of
place. Most of this novel seems to be set in a desert anywhere on the Earth - I had none of
the real alien feel that Mars should give, as so well done by Philip K Dick and C S Lewis


http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0553560735/102-4319579-9641759
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/tg/stores/detail/-/books/0312254733/reviews/102-4319579-9641759#03122547337299
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0553573357/102-4319579-9641759
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0553572393/102-4319579-9641759
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/tg/stores/detail/-/books/0312254733/reviews/102-4319579-9641759#03122547337299

in radically different ways, even Ray Bradbury - and who can forget Samuel Delany's
'"Triton' - these were real places to visit, really alien and challenging.

And then the people in 'White Mars' seem to be placed there in the ethnically
acceptable mix just as they were in 'Star Trek' - a pretty old scenario in present times. I
also wonder why so many utopian or alternative societies have to be built on deprived or
degraded environments. Even imagined societies I admired immensely, such as Ursula
LeGuin's anarchic society in "The Dispossessed'. About the only way of avoiding the
difficulties of evolving a society from where we are today, seems to be by setting it vastly
in the future as in H G Wells's "Time Machine' and W H Hudson's 'A Crystal Age.' To
me, [ would be much more impressed to have a new social order develop under my nose
as I read about it, from the base of our current world and mix of societies.

I am also displeased in that an 'alien' influence seems to be required to 'help' people
develop their social skills. Humankind may not be the ideal society we would dream of,
but we have achieved enormously and I have confidence that we can keep pushing
forward, even through the dark times, into a new and better world and by our own
initiative.

In all, I was disappointed in this novel, partly because I have admired so much of Mr
Aldiss's earlier work.

7ot s White Mars, or How Flawed Beings Build Utopia, May 22, 2001

Reviewer

The discussion of how to build a better society is central to this book, and it is good.
Cut off from Earth by an economic disaster, several thousand Mars colonists are thrown
back on their own resources to sustain themselves. The focus is almost exclusively on the
Mars of the mind-what kind of society can be formed/should be formed in the isolation of
the Martian frontier? The characters endlessly discuss what it means to be human under
these conditions. What institutions are necessary, and which ones can be avoided? How
are we to raise children? How are we to conduct ourselves in a larger society? How are
we to cope with our variegated behaviors when freedom brings us into conflict with one
another? These questions and more are raised and raised again.

I don't agree with many of the answers White Mars seems to provide, and so I was
tempted to give the book three stars. For example, I don't agree that Mars should be set
aside as a scientific preserve. However, I believe the most important thing is that the
questions were asked and various opinions aired. White Mars is a valuable addition to the
debate on Mars and on how human beings interact with our society.

The science is really beside the point, which also tempted me to give White Mars three
stars. The discussion on physics and the quest for meaning at the sub-particle level is
half-developed and never really tied into the main story. There's also the discovery of
native life on Mars, which is more science fantasy than science fiction. The more
mundane science of maintaining a community of several thousand in total isolation on
Mars is completely ignored, which is also a disappointment. As an answer to Kim Stanley
Robinson's Mars trilogy, White Mars falls so short in this department that I can't even say
there was an effort at competition.

At its heart, however, White Mars is a discussion on values and humanity. All other

factors aside, this discussion makes the book worth reading and pondering.
o white mars, April 15, 2000
Reviewer



In White Mars, the authors have written a nifty utopian tale for the technological age.
Although the series of events on earth that leads to the eventual isolation of the martian
colony struck me as highly improbable, I gave it little consideration as I was swept up in
the real drama: The creation of a new and better society--a "mature culture" leaving
behind the myths, preconceptions, and bigotries that plagues mid-twenty-first century
earth. I liked to see them attack problems such as a lack of water, crime, a threatening
over-population (curiously, artificial birth control is barely mentioned)with a kind of
cooperative rationality. And,of course, the appearance of a singularly unique alien. Even

though I'm particular when it comes to hard science fiction, I highly recommend this
book.
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This people is 500 miles from Utopia eastward Sir Thomas More, Utopia

We are getting to the end of visioning The impossible within this universe, Such as that
better whiles may follow worse, And that our race may mend by reasoning Thomas Hardy,
We Are Getting To The End
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Memoir by Moreton Dennett, Secretary to Leo Anstruther, Concerning the Events of 23 June ap
2041

On this day, Leo Anstruther decided he would walk to the jetport because he believed
in being unpredictable. I went with him, carrying his notecase. Two bodyguards walked
behind us, following at a short distance.

We wound our way down narrow back streets. Anstruther walked with his hands
clasped behind his back, seemingly deep in thought. This was a part of his island he
rarely visited; it held few charms for him. It was poverty alley. The narrow houses had
been sub-divided in many cases, so that their occupants had overflowed into the streets to
pursue their livelihoods. Vulcanisers, toy-makers, shoemakers, kite-sellers, junk-dealers,
chandlers, fishermen and sellers of foodstuffs -all obstructed the freeway with their
various businesses.

I knew Anstruther had a concealed contempt for these unfortunates. These people, no
matter how hard they worked, would never improve their lot. They had no vision. He
often said it. Anstruther was the man of vision.

He paused abruptly in a crowded square, looking about him at the shabby tenements
on all sides.

Tt's not just the poor who help the poor, as the absurd saying has it, he said,
addressing me although he looked elsewhere, 'but the poor who exploit the poor. They
rent out their sordid rooms at extortionate rates to other families, inflicting misery on
their own families for the sake of a few extra shekels.'

I agreed. 'It's not a perfect world.' It was my job to agree.

Among the dreary muddle of commerce, a bright stall stood out. An elderly man
dressed in jeans and a khaki shirt stood behind a small table on which were stacked jars
of preserved fruit, together with mangoes, blackcurrants, pineapples and cherries, as well
as a handful of fresh vegetables.

'All home-grown and pure, senor. Buy and try!' cried the old man as Anstruther
paused.

Observing Anstruther's scepticism, he quoted a special low price per jar for his jams.

'We eat only factory food,' I told him. He ignored me and continued to address
Anstruther.

'See my garden, master, how pure and sweet it is." The old man gestured to the
wrought-iron gate at his back. 'Here's where my produce comes from. From the earth
itself, not from a factory.'

Anstruther glanced at the phone-watch on his wrist.

'Garden!' he said with contempt. Then he laughed. 'Why not? Come on, Moreton.' He
liked to be unpredictable. He gestured to the bodyguards to stay alert by the stall. On a



sudden decision, he pushed through the gate and entered the old fellow's garden. He
slammed the gate behind us. It would give the security men something to think about.

An elderly woman was sitting on an upturned tub, sorting peppers into a pot. A sweet-
smelling jasmine on an overhead trellis shaded her from direct sunlight. She looked up in
startlement, then gave Anstruther and me a pleasant smile.

'Buenos dias, masters. You've come to look about our little paradise, of that I'm
certain. Don't be shy, now.'

As she spoke, she rose, straightened her back and approached us. Beneath the wrinkles
she had a pleasant round face, and though fragile with age stood alertly upright. She
wiped her hands on an old beige apron tied about her waist and gave us something like a
bow.

'Paradise, you say! It's a narrow paradise you have here, woman.' Anstruther was
looking down its length, which was circumscribed by tile-topped walls.

"Narrow but long, and enough for the likes of Andy and me, master. We have what we
require, and do not covet more.'

Anstruther gave his short bark of laughter. "Why not covet more, woman? You'd live
better with more.'

"'We should not live better by coveting more, merely more discontentedly, sir.'

She proceeded to show her visitors the garden. The enclosing walls became concealed
behind climbers and vines.

Their way led with seeming randomness among flowering bushes and little shady
arbours under blossom trees. The paths were narrow, so that they brushed by red and
green peppers, a manioc patch and clumps of lavender and rosemary, which gave off
pleasant scents as they were touched. Vegetables grew higgledy-piggledy with other
plants. The hubbub of the streets was subdued by a murmur that came from bees
blundering among flowers and the twitter of birds overhead.

The woman's commentary was sporadic. ' can't abide seeing bare earth. This bit of
ground here I planted with comfrey as a child, and you see how it's flourished ever since.
It's good for the purity of the blood.'

Anstruther flicked away a bee that flew too near his face. 'All this must cost you
something in fertiliser, woman.'

She smiled up at him. 'No, no, senor. We're too poor for that kind of unwise outlay.
Human water and human waste products are all the fertilising we require in our little
property.'

"You're not on proper drainage? Are you on the Ambient?'

'What's that, the Ambient?'

'Universal electronic communication system. You've never heard of it? The American
bio-electronic net?'

'"'We are too hard-up for such a thing, sir, you must understand. Nor do we require it for
our kind of modest living. Would it add to our contentment? Not a jot. What the rest of
the world does is no business of ours.' She searched his face for some kind of approval.
He in his turn studied her old worn countenance, brown and wrinkled, from which brown
eyes stared.

"You say you're content?' He spoke incredulously, as though the idea was new to him.

She gave no answer, continuing to gaze at him with an expression between contempt
and curiosity, as if Anstruther had arrived from another planet.



Resenting her probing regard, he turned and commenced to walk back the way we had
come.

"You aren't accustomed to gardens, I perceive, senor.' There was pride in her voice.
'Do you shut yourself in rooms, then? We don't ask for much. For us, ours is a little
paradise, don't you see? The soil's so rich in worms, that's the secret. We're almost self-
sufficient here, Andy and me. We don't ask for much.'

He said, half joking, 'But you enjoy moralising. As we all do.'

'T only tell you the truth, sir, since you invited yourself in here.'

'l was curious to see how you people lived,' he told her. "Today, I'm off to discuss the
future of the planet Mars -which you've probably never heard of.'

She had heard of Mars. She considered it uninteresting, since there was no life there.

"No worms, eh, my good woman? Couldn't you do something better with your life than
growing vegetables in your own excreta?'

She followed us up the winding path, brushing away a tendril of honeysuckle from her
face, amused and explaining, 'It's healthy, my good sir, you see. They call it recycling.
I've lived in this garden nigh on seventy years and I want nothing else. This little plot was
my mother's idea. She said, "Cultivate your garden. Don't disturb the work of the worms.
Be content with your lot." And that's what Andy and I have done. We don't wish for
Mars. The vegetables and fruits we sell keep us going well enough. We're vegetarian, you
see. You two gentlemen aren't from the council, are you?'

Something in the tone of her voice stung Anstruther.

"No. Certainly not. So you've simply done what your mother told you all the years of
your life! Did you never have any ideas of your own? What does your husband make of
you being stuck here for seventy years, just grubbing in the soil?'

'Andy is my brother, master, if you refer to him. And we've been perfectly happy and
harmed no one. Nor been impolite to anyone...'

We had regained the tiny paved area by the gate. We could smell the fragrance of the
thyme, growing in the cracks between the paving stones, crushed underfoot. The two
looked at each other in mutual distrust. Anstruther was a tall, solidly built man, who
dominated the fragile little woman before him.

He saw she was angry. I feared he might destroy all her contentment with an
expression of his irritation at her narrow-mindedness. He held the words back.

'Well, it's a pretty garden you have,' he said. 'Very pretty. I'm glad to have seen it.'

She was pleased by the compliment. 'Perhaps there might be gardens like this on Mars
one day,' she suggested, with a certain slyness.

"Not very likely.'

'Perhaps you would like some beans to take away with you?'

'l carry no money.'

'No, no, I mean as a gift. They might improve your temperament after all that factory
food you eat.'

'Don't be disgusting. Eat your beans yourself.'

He turned and gestured to me to open the gate. His two security men were waiting for
him outside.

Anstruther's jet took us to the UN building. Members of the United Nationalities rarely
met in person. They conferred over the Ambient, and only on special occasions were they



bodily present; this was such an occasion, when the future of the planet Mars was to be
decided. For this reason, the United Nationalities building was small, and not particularly
imposing, although in fact it was larger than it needed to be, to satisfy the egos of its
members.

On my Ambient I called Legalassist on the third level and gained entry to their
department while Anstruther fraternised with other delegates below.

A Euripides screened me various files on EUPACUS, the international consortium
whose component nations - the European Union, the Pacific Rim nations, and the United
States - all had a claim on Mars.

Flicking to a file on the legal history of Antarctica, I saw that a similar situation had
once existed there. Twelve nations had all laid claim to a slice of the White Continent. In
December 1959 representatives of these nations had drawn up an Antarctic Treaty, which
came into effect in June 1961. The treaty represented a remarkable step forward for
reason and international cooperation. Territorial disputes were suspended, all military
activities banned, and the Antarctic became a Continent for Science.

I took print-outs of relevant details. They might prove useful in the forthcoming
debate. What the twentieth century had managed, we could certainly better, and on a
grander scale, in our century.

In the ground-floor reception rooms, I found my boss consorting with Korean,
Japanese, Chinese and Malay diplomats, all members of interested Pacrim countries.
Anstruther was improving his shining image. A great amount of smiling by activating the
zygomatic muscle went on, as is customary during such encounters.

When the session gong sounded, I accompanied Anstruther into the Great Hall, where
we took our assigned places. Once I was seated at a desk in the row behind him, I passed
him the Legalassist prints. Unpredictable as ever, he barely glanced at them.

Today's the time for oratory, not facts,’ he said. His voice was remote. He was
psyching himself up for the debate.

When all delegates were assembled and quiet prevailed in the hall, the General
Secretary made his announcement: 'This is the General Assembly of the United
Nationalities, meeting on 23 June 2041, to determine the future status of Planet Mars.'

The first speaker was called.

Svetlana Yulichieva of Russia was eloquent. She said that the manned landing on
Mars marked a new page, if not a new volume, in the history of mankind. All
nationalities rejoiced in the success of the Mars mission, despite the tragic loss of their
captain. The way of the future was now clear. More landings must be financed, and
preparations be made to terraform Mars, so that it could be properly colonised and used
as a base for further exploration of the outer solar system. She suggested that Mars come
under UN jurisdiction.

The Latvian delegate was eloquent. He agreed with Yulichieva's sentiments and said
that the space-going nations must be congratulated on the enterprise they had shown. The
loss of Captain Tracy was regretted, but must not be allowed to impede further progress.
Was not, he asked rhetorically, the opening-up of a new world part of a human dream, the
dream of going forth to conquer space, as envisioned in many fictions, book and film, in
which mankind went forward boldly, overcoming everything hostile which stood in its
way, occupying planet after planet? The beginning of the eventual encompassing of the
galaxy had begun. The terraforming of Mars must assume top priority.



The Argentinian delegate, Maria Porua, begged to disagree. She spoke at length of the
hideous costs of an enterprise such as terraforming, the success of which was not
guaranteed. Recent disappointments, such as the failure of the hypercollider on the Moon
- the brainchild of a Nobel Prize winner - must act as a caution. There were terrestrial
problems enough, on which the enormous investments required for any extraterrestrial
adventure could more profitably be spent.

Tobias Bengtson, the delegate for Sweden, scorned the last speaker's response to a
magnificent leap into an expanding future. He reminded the assembly of the words of
Konstantin Tsiolkovsky, the great Russian aeronautical engineer, who had said that Earth
was the cradle of mankind, but that mankind could not remain for ever in the cradle. 'This
great nineteenth-century visionary woke up the human race to its destiny in space. The
dream has grown more real, more accurate, more pressing, as the years have progressed.
A glorious prospect must not be allowed to slip away. A few deaths, a little expense,
along the way must not deflect the nationalities from achieving our destiny, the conquest
of all solar space, from the planet Mercury right out to the heliopause. Only then will the
dreams of our forefathers - and our mothers - be fulfilled.'

Other speakers rose, many arguing that terraforming was a necessity. Why go to Mars
if not to create more living space? Some warned that Mars would become a United States
dependency, others that a ruling was required, otherwise competing nations would use
Mars not as living space, but as a battlefield.

'T am going to talk practicalities,' said a delegate from the Netherlands. 'l have listened
to a lot of airy-fairy talk here today. The reality is that we have now acquired this entire
little planet of waste land. What are we to do with it? It's no good for anything.' He
thumped the desk for emphasis. 'Who'd want to live there? You can't grow anything on it.
But we can dump our dangerous nuclear waste on Mars. It would be safe there. You can
build a mountain of waste by one of the poles - it might even make the place look a bit
more interesting.'

It was Leo Anstruther's turn to speak. The antagonism generated against the previous
delegate's speech gave him the opportunity to put his argument forward. He walked
deliberately to the rostrum, where he scrutinised the assembly before speaking.

'Do you have to act out the dreams of your mothers and fathers?' he asked. 'If we had
always done so, would we not still be sitting in a jungle in the middle of Africa, going in
fear of the tribe in the next tree? EUPACUS - and not simply NASA - has achieved a
great feat of organisation and engineering, for which we sincerely congratulate them. But
this arrival of a crew of men and women on the Red Planet must have nothing to do with
conquest. Nor should we turn the place into a rubbish dump. Have we lost our reverence
for the universe about us?'

My boss went on to say that he had nothing but contempt for people who merely sat at
home. But going forward did not mean merely proliferation; proliferation was already
bringing ruin to Earth. Everyone had to be clear that to repeat our errors on other planets
was not progress. It more closely resembled rabbits overrunning a valuable field of
wheat. Now was our chance to prove that we had progressed in Realms of Reason, as
well as in Terms of Technology.

What, after all, he asked, were these dreams of conquest that mankind was supposed to
approve? Were they not violent and xenophobic? We had not to permit ourselves to live a



fiction about other fictions. To attempt to fulfil them was to take a downward path at the
very moment an upward path opened before us, to crown our century.

The old ethos of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries had been crude and bloody,
and had brought about untold misery. It had to be abandoned, and here was a God-given
chance to abandon it. He disapproved of that too readily used metaphor that said 'a new
page in history had been turned'. Now was the time to throw away that old history book,
and to begin anew as a putative interplanetary race. Delegates had to consider
dispassionately whether to embark on a new mode of existence, or to repeat the often
bloody mistakes of yesterday. 'All environments are sacrosanct,’ Anstruther declared.
'"The planet Mars is a sacrosanct environment and must be treated as such. It has not
existed untouched for millions of years only to be reduced to one of Earth's tawdry
suburbs today. My strong recommendation is that Mars be preserved, as the Antarctic has
been preserved for many years, as a place of wonder and meditation, a symbol of our
future guardianship of the entire solar system - a planet for science, a White Mars.' The
General Secretary declared a break for lunch.

The German delegate, Thomas Gunther, came up to Anstruther, glass in hand. He
nodded cordially to us both.

"You have a fine style of rhetoric, Leo,' he said. ' am on your side against the mad
terraformers, although I don't quite manage to think of Mars as in any way sacred, as you
imply. After all, it is just a dead world - not a single old temple there. Not even an old
grave, or a few bones.'

'No worms either, Thomas, I'm led to believe.'

'According to latest reports, there's no life on it of any kind, and maybe never has
been. "Martians" are just one of those myths we have lumbered ourselves with. We need
no more silly nonsense of that kind.'

He smiled teasingly at Anstruther, as if challenging him to disagree. When Anstruther
made no answer, Gunther developed his line of argument. The safe arrival of men on the
Red Planet could be traced back to the German astronomer, Johannes Kepler, who - in
the midst of the madness of the Thirty Years War - formulated the laws of planetary
motion. Kepler was one of those men who, rather like Anstruther, defied the assumptions
of others.

To declare for the first time that the orbit of a planet was an ellipse, with the sun
situated at one focus, was a brave statement with far-reaching consequences. Similarly,
what was decided on this day, in the hall of the UN, would have far-reaching
consequences, for good or ill. Brave statements were required once more.

Gunther said his strong prompting was not to vex the delegates with talk of the
sanctity of Mars. Since much - everything, indeed - was owed to science, then the planet
must be kept for science. Sow in the minds of delegates the doubt whether the long
elaborate processes of terraforming could succeed. Terraforming so far existed only in
laboratory experiments. It was originally an idea cooked up by a science fiction writer. It
would be foolhardy to try it out on a whole planet - particularly the one planet easily
accessible to mankind.

"You could quote,’ Gunther said, 'the words of a Frenchman, Henri de Chatelier, who
in 1888 spoke of the principle of opposition in any natural system to further change. Mars
itself would resist terraforming if any organisation was rash enough to try it.'



He advised Anstruther to stick with the slogan "White Mars'. The simple common
mind, which he deplored as much as Anstruther, would wish something to be done with
Mars. Very well. Then what should be done was to dedicate the planet to science and
allow only scientists on its surface - its admittedly unprepossessing surface. People
should not be allowed to do their worst there, building their hideous office blocks and car
parks and fast-food stalls. They must be stopped, as they had been prevented from
invading the Antarctic. He and Anstruther must fight together to preserve Mars for
science. He believed there was a delegate from California who thought as they did.

After all, he concluded, there were experiments that could be conducted only on that
world.

"'What experiments do you mean?' Anstruther enquired.

At this, Gunther hesitated. "You will think me self-interested when I speak. That is not
the case. | seize on my example because it comes readily to mind. Perhaps we might go
out on a balcony, since there are those near us anxious to overhear what we say. Take a
samosa with you. I assure you they are delicious.'

"My secretary always accompanies me, Thomas.'

'As you like." He threw me a suspicious glance.

The two men went out on the nearest balcony, and I followed them. The balcony
overlooked beautiful Lake Louise, the pellucid waters of which seemed to lend colour to
the sky.

'No doubt you know what I mean by "the Omega Smudge"?' Gunther said. 'It's the
elusive final ghost of a particle. When it's known - all's known! As I presume you are
aware, | am the president of a bank that, together with the Korean Investment
Corporation, financed a search for the Gamma Smudge on Luna, following the postulate
of the Chin Lim Chung-Dreiser Hawkwood formulation." He bit into his samosa and
talked round a mouthful.

Tt was thought that the lunar vacuum would provide ideal conditions for research.
Unfortunately, the fools were already busy up there, erecting their hotels and
supermarkets and buggy parks and drilling for this and that. As you know, they have now
almost finished construction on a subway designed to carry busybodies back and forth to
their nasty little offices and eateries.

'At great expense, we built our ring - our superconducting search ring. Useless!'

"You did not find your smudge, I hear.'

't is not to be found on the Moon. The drilling and the subway vibration have driven it
off. Certainly experts argue about whether that was so - but experts will argue about
anything. It has still to be discovered.' Gunther went on to explain that the high-energy
detection of the Beta Smudge nearly two decades ago had merely disclosed a further
something, a mess of resonances - another smudge. Gunther's bank was prepared to fund
a different sort of research, to pin down a hidden symmetry monopole.

'And if you find it?' Anstruther asked, not concealing his scepticism.

"Then the world is changed ... And I'll have changed it!" Gunther puffed out his chest
and clenched his hands. 'Leo, the Americans and the Russians have tried to find this
particle, and others, without success. It has an almost mystical importance. This elusive
little gizmo so far remains little more than an hypothesis, but it is believed to be
responsible for assigning mass to all other kinds of particle in the universe. Can you
imagine its importance?'



'We're talking about a destroyer of worlds?'

Gunther gestured dismissively. 'In the wrong hands, yes, I suppose so. But in the right
hands this elusive smudge will provide ultimate power, power to travel right across the
galaxy at speeds exceeding the speed of light.'

Anstruther snorted to show he regarded such talk as ridiculous.

"Well, that's all hypothetical and I'm no expert,' said Gunther, defensively, and went
on, laying emphasis on his words. 'l am not yet ruined and I wish for this quest to be
continued. It can be continued only on Mars. I know I can raise the money. We can find
the Omega Smudge there, and transcend Einstein's equations - if we fight today to keep
Mars free of the terraformers.'

Anstruther gave me a glance, as if to show that he was aware of Gunther's bluster. All
he asked, coolly, was, 'What in practical terms do you have against terraforming?'

'Our search needs silence - absence of vibration. Mars is the only silent place left in
the habitable universe, my friend!'

When the bell rang for the afternoon session, the delegates trooped back to their places
in a more sober mood than previously. The delegate for Nicaragua gave voice to a
general uncertainty.

"'We are required to pronounce judgement on the future of Mars. But can "judgement"
possibly be a proper description for what will conclude our discussions? Are we not just
seeking to relieve ourselves of a situation of moral complexity? How can we judge wisely
on what is almost entirely an unknown? Let us therefore decide that Mars is sacrosanct, if
only for a while. I suggest that it comes under UN jurisdiction, and that the UN forbids
any reckless developments on that planet - at least until we have made doubly sure that
no life exists there.'

Thomas Gunther rose to support this plea.

'Mars must come under UN jurisdiction, as the delegate from Nicaragua says. Any
other decision would be a disgrace. The story of colonisation must not be repeated, with
its dismal chapters of land devastation and exploitation of workers. Anyone who ventures
to Mars must be assured that his rights are guaranteed right here. By maintaining the Red
Planet for science, we shall give the world notice that the days of land-grabbing are
finally over.

"'We want a White Mars.

"This is not an economic decision but a moral one. Some delegates will remember the
bitter arguments that raged when we were deciding to move the international dateline
from the Pacific to the middle of the Atlantic. That was a development dictated purely by
financial interests, for mere convenience of trade between the Republic of California and
their partners of the Pacrim. We must now make a more serious decision, in which
financial interest plays no part.

'If we are to explore the entire solar system and beyond, then this first step along the
way must be marked by favourable omens and wise decisions. We must proceed with due
humility and caution, forgetting the damaging fantasies of yesterday.

'T beg you to set aside a whole folklore of interplanetary conquest and to vote for the
preservation of Mars - White Mars, as Mr. Leo Anstruther has called it. By so doing, we
shall speak for knowledge, for wisdom, as opposed to avarice." Gunther nodded in a
friendly way to Anstruther as he strode from the podium.



Other speakers went to the podium to have their say, but now, increasingly, the
emphasis was on how and why the Red Planet should be governed.

The sun was setting over the great milky lake beyond the conference hall when the
final vote was taken. The General Secretary announced that the UN Department for the
Preservation of Mars would be set up, and the White Mars Treaty executed.

Taking Thomas Gunther aside, the Secretary asked casually if Anstruther should be
appointed head of the department.

'T would strongly advise against it,' Gunther said. "The man is too unpredictable.’
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The Testimony of Acting Captain Buzz McGregor, 23 May ap 2041

My eyes had not been trained to see such a panorama. I was disoriented, like my entire
physical body depended on my sight. Closing my eyes, | became aware of another source
of strangeness. I was standing on solid ground, but I had lost pounds in weight.

Bracing myself, I tried to take account of our surroundings. Beyond the suited figures
of my friends lay a world of solitude, infinite and tumbled, with nothing on which the
gaze could rest. My mind, checking for something familiar, ran through a number of
fantasy landscapes, from Dis to Barsoom, without relief. Grim? Oh yes, it was grim - but
marvellously complex, built like a diabolical artist's construct. I was looking at something
wonderfully unknown, indigestible, hitherto inaccessible. And I was among the first to
take it all in!

And suddenly I found myself flushing. Like a blow to the heart came the thought: But
I am of a species more extraordinary than anything else there ever was.

One day all this desolation would be turned into a fertile world much like Earth.

We broke from our trance. Our first task was to unload the body of Captain Tracy
from our vehicle and place it in its body bag on the Martian surface. Although he was in
his late thirties, Guy Tracy had seemed to be the fittest among us, but the acceleration and
later deceleration had brought on the heart attack that killed him before we landed.

This death in Mars's orbit had seemed like a bad omen for the mission, but, as we laid
his body down among the rocks of the regolith, a glassy effect flared into the sky as if in
welcome. Low, almost beyond the visible, it was, we figured later, an aurora. Charged
particles from the sun were interacting with molecules of the thin atmosphere trapped in
Mars's slight magnetic field. The ghostly phenomenon seemed to flutter almost at
shoulder level. It faded and was gone as we stepped back from the body bag. For a planet
receiving sunlight equivalent to only some 40 per cent of Earth's generous ration, the
little illumination show was encouraging.

Calls from base broke into our solemn thoughts. We were reluctant to talk back to
Earth. They challenged us to say what had gone wrong.

"You have to be here to understand. You have to have made the journey. You have to
experience Mars in its majesty to know that to try to alter - to terraform - this ancient
place would be wrong. A terrible mistake. Not just for Mars. For us. For all mankind.'

There was a long pained argument. It takes forty minutes for a signal to traverse the
distance between Earth and Mars and back - and between experiences. Night came on,
sweeping over the plain. The stars glittered overhead.

We waited. We tried to explain.

Base ordered us to continue with our duties.



We said - everything was recorded - 'It is our duty to tell you that humanity's arrival
on another planet marks a turning point in our history. We should not alter this planet.
We must try to alter ourselves.'

Forty minutes passed. We waited uneasily.

'What do you mean by this talk? Why are you going moral on us?'

After some discussion, we replied, 'There has to be a better way forward.'

After forty minutes, a different voice from base. 'What in hell are you going on about
up there? Have you all gone crazy?'

'We said you wouldn't understand.' And we closed the link and went to our bunks. Not
a sound disturbed our sleep.

Our salaries, like our training, came from the EUPACUS combine. I knew and trusted
their engineering skills. Of their intentions I was less sure. To win the Mars tender, the
consortium had agreed merely to run all travel arrangements for ten years and to organise
expeditions. I was well aware that they intended to begin the long process of terraforming
by the back door, so to speak. Their hidden intentions were to turn Mars into saleable real
estate; profitability depended on it. So I was told.

EUPACUS was contracted to run all ground operations on Mars, and could prevent
unwanted curiosity there. Their investors would be eager to get their money back with
interest, without being too concerned with how it was done. I woke with a firm
determination to defy the stockholders.

Like everyone else, our crew had seen and been seduced by computer-generated
pictures of EUPACUS-format Mars. Domes and greenhouses were laid out in neat array.
Factories were set up for the task of extracting oxygen from the Martian rock. Nuclear
suns blazed in the blue sky. In no time, bronzed men in T-shirts stepped forth among
green fields, or climbed into bubble cars and drove furiously among Martian mountains
already turning green.

Standing amid that magnificent desolation, the salesman's dream fizzled out like a
punctured balloon.

We had landed almost on the equator, in the south-western corner of Amazonis
Planitia, to the west of the high Tharsis Shield. Our parent ship acted as communication
relay satellite, so that we could travel and keep in touch with one another. Highly
necessary on a world where the horizon - supposing the terrain to be flat, which it mostly
was not - was only 25 miles away. In its areosynchronous orbit, travelling 17,065
kilometres above ground, the ship appeared stationary to us, a reassuring sight when so
much was strange.

But before we began our surveying we had to erect our geodesic dome to support a
one-millimetre-thick dome fabric. We had been weakened by the months of flight,
despite on board exercise. This weakness turned the building of the dome into a major
task, impeded as we were by our spacesuits. Night was upon us before we were half
finished. We had to retreat back into the module, to wait for morning.

When morning came, out we went again, determined not to let the structure beat us.
We needed the dome. It would afford protection against the deepest cold and dust storms.
We could exercise here and offload into it some of the machinery that made life in the
module maddeningly cramped. Of course, as yet we had no means of filling it with
breathable air at a tolerable pressure, even after we made it airtight. Since the dome had



to go up, up it eventually went. When the last girders were bolted together and the last tie
of the plastic lining secured -why, we needed no more exercise ...

Our brief was to explore a few kilometres of the planet. Its enormous land area was as
great in extent as Earth's, if not quite as various. It had plains, escarpments, riverbeds,
vast canyons greater than anything terrestrial and extinct volcanoes - none of them
traversed by human beings. We activated the TV cameras, and climbed aboard the two
methane-powered buggies, to head eastward.

The intensity of that experience will always remain with me. While folks back home
might see nothing on their screens but a kind of broken desert, that journey for us carried
a strong emotional charge. It was as if we had travelled back in time, to a period before
life had begun in the universe. Everything lay waiting, still, latent, piercing. None of us
spoke. We were experiencing a different version of reality - a reality somehow menacing
but calming. It was like being under the thunderous eye of God.

As we climbed, the regolith became less rocky. We might have been traversing the
palm of an old man's withered hand. On either side were dried gulleys, forming intricate
veins, and small impact craters, evidence of the bombardment of this world from space.
We stopped periodically, taking up samples of rock and soil and storing them in an outer
compartment for examination later, always marking the micro-environment from which
they came. Since the ground temperature was sixty degrees below, we had little
expectation of finding even a micro-organism.

Our progress became slower as the slope became steeper. We were now within sight
of the flanks of the massive Tharsis Shield. August, lugubrious, it dominated the way
ahead. It would be the subject of a later and better equipped exploration. Once we had
caught sight of the graceful dome of Olympus Mons - a volcano long extinct - we turned
the vehicles about and went back to base.

For the first kilometre of the return journey, the dust we had disturbed still hung in the
thin atmosphere.

The laboratory was in my charge. By sundown, I had begun to test the first rock
samples. The gas chromatograph mass spectrometer gave no indication of life. Part
disappointed, part relieved, I went to join the others in the canteen for supper.

We were a strangely silent group. We knew something memorable had happened in
the history of mankind and wanted to digest the meaning of the occasion. Drilling
equipment had been set up in the dome before our excursion. A computer beeping
summoned us to judge results. Water had been discovered 1.2 kilometres below ground
level. Upon analysis, it was found to be relatively pure and inert. No traces of micro-
organisms.

We rejoiced. With a water supply, living on Mars was now practicable. But the way
lay open for terraforming.



Cang Hai's Account

-3 1

The EUPACUS Deal: The Rotten Door

Should the citizens of the United States, for example, be answerable solely to Martian
law when on Mars? Eventual answer: Yes. Mars is not a colony, but an independent
world.

This was the sensible legal decision that became the foundation stone for the Deed of
Independence that governs our lives on Mars and will stand as exemplar for all the other
worlds we inhabit in times to come.

One of the greatest achievements of the last century was the establishing of
preliminary planetary surveys. Less acknowledged was a system of workable
international law.

From the start, weapons were prohibited here. Smoking is necessarily prohibited, not
only as a pollutant but as a needless consumer of oxygen. Only low-grade alcohols are
allowed. Habit-forming drugs are unknown. An independent judicial system was soon
established. Certain categories of science are encouraged. We owe everything to science.

Under these laws and the laws of nature, we have built our community.

When [ think back to this early time just now, I find consolation there. My daughter,
Alpha Jefferies - now Alpha Jefferies Greenway - left Mars last year to live on a planet
she had never known. I fear for her on that alien globe, although she now has a contract-
husband to protect her.

She told me once, when we were still in communication, that Earth is the world of life.
My image of it is as a world of death - of starvation, genocides, murders, and many
horrors from which our world here does not suffer.

My arguments with my dear lost daughter have caused me to look again at those first
years on Mars, when there was an excitement about being on a strange world and we
were not entirely free of Earth-generated myths regarding ancient life on Mars, of finding
old land-locked canals leading nowhere, or great lost palaces in the deserts, or the tombs
of the last Lords of Syrtis! Well, that's all juvenile romanticism, part of the fecundity of
human imagination, which sought to populate an empty world. And that is what still
thrills me - this great empty world in which we live!

I will introduce myself. I am the adopted daughter of the great Tom Jefferies. I first
knew life in the crowded city of Chengdu in China, where I was trained as a teacher of
handicapped children. After five years of teaching in the Number Three Disability
School, I felt a longing to try another planet. I applied for work on a UN work scheme
and was accepted.



For my community service, I served for a year as kennel-maid at a dog-breeding
station in Manchuria, where life was extremely hard. I passed the behavioural tests to
become a fully fledged YEA. After all the preliminaries, including the two-week MIC -
or Martian Inculcation Course - I was permitted to board the EUPACUS ship to Mars,
together with two friends, on an ORT, an Opposition Return Trip.

What excitement! What dread!

Although I had anticipated that Mars itself would be bleak, I had not imagined life in
the domes, which, by the time I arrived, was unexpectedly colourful. As a reminder of the
semi-Oriental composition of Marvelos, the travel bureau subsidiary of EUPACUS which
freighted everyone to Mars and back, brilliant lanterns were hung among the simple
apartment blocks. Tank-walls of living fish stood everywhere. Flowering trees
(originating from Prunus autumnalis subhirtella) were planted along avenues. And what I
liked best were the genetically adapted macaws and parrots that cast a scatter of colour as
they flew free, and sang with sweet voices instead of croaking.

Apart from this pleasant sound, the domes were reasonably quiet, since the small jojo
(‘jump-on-jump-off") electric buses taking people about made little noise.

As I grew to know the settlement better, I found this colourful sector was just the
'tourist spot'. Beyond it lay the rather grimmer Permanents Sector, austere and
undecorated, lying behind P. Lowell Street.

All this was enclosed, of course, under domes and spicules. Outside lay an airless
planet of rumpled rock. My spine tingled just to look out at it.

Not that this view was featureless. To the west lay the rumpled extent of Amazonis
Planitia, on the eastern edge of which we were situated. The domes had been built
squarely on the 155th latitude, 18 degrees north of the equator. The site was sheltered
from ferocious winds, which had built the yardangs to westward.

Our shelter loomed to the east of us, to the immense bulk of Olympus Mons, the cliff-
like edges of whose skirts were only some 295 kilometres away. Its seamed slopes were
lit every evening by the dull sun.

The Pavonis Observatory began immediately to give brilliant results. Studies of the
gas giants became transformed almost into a new branch of astrophysics. Research into
earlier temporalities and proto-temporalities was enlarging an understanding of the birth
of the universe. Probes launched from the Martian surface had brought back iron-hard
samples of ammonia-methane mix from Pluto containing impurities suggesting that the
distant planet had its origins beyond the solar system. A meteorite watch station became
operative.

Thomas Gunther's Omega Smudge detector was being established when I made my
first trip outside. The tube was under construction. I heard it said that clever lawyers were
bending the proscriptions on doing science under Martian law in order to permit a larger
ring to be built if needed.

However that was, the research unit, established half a kilometre from the domes
(Areopolis as it now is), came under the control of the authoritarian particle physicist,
Dreiser Hawkwood.

Because of its later significance, I must report a conversation that took place some
time in those early days. It was recorded, as were most discussions in the first years, and



now resides in the Martian Archive. Maybe similar conversations took place elsewhere.
They assumed importance in the light of later discoveries.

Four scientists in the Pavonis Observatory, perched high on the Tharsis Shield, were
talking. The deepest voice was identifiable as that of Dreiser Hawkwood himself. He was
a bulky man with an unfashionable moustache and a gloomy expression.

"'When we were driving up here,’ a woman said, 'T kept thinking I saw white objects
like tongues slicking away underground, fast as an oyster goes down a gullet. Tell me I
was dreaming.'

'We've established there is no life on Mars. So you were dreaming,' said a colleague.

'"Then I was dreaming too,' said another. 'l also saw those white things sticking up,
disappearing as we approached. It seemed so unlikely I didn't care to say anything.'

'Could they be worms?'

'What, without topsoil?' Dreiser Hawkwood asked. His deep voice is easily
identifiable. He laughed, and his colleagues laughed obediently with him. 'We shall find a
natural geological explanation for them in time. They may be a form of stalagmite.'

The fourth member of the group did not contribute to this conversation. He was sitting
somewhat distant from his friends, staring out of the canteen window at Olympus Mons,
only a few kilometres away.

'Must get together an expedition to look at that weird volcano,' he said. 'The largest
feature on the planet and we make little of it.’

Olympus Mons was about 550 kilometres across. It rose to 25 kilometres above the
Mars datum, in consequence of which it could be seen from Earth even in the days of
terrestrial telescopes. It rated as one of the most remarkable objects in the solar system.

Despite the interest of the scientists, increased demand for oxygen and water severely
limited exploration work. Fuel for vehicular exploration consumed more oxygen. It was
to be some while before Olympus Mons was investigated - or really entered our
consciousness to any extent.

I'm not accustomed to being an historian. Why have I set myself this task? Because I
was there on that occasion when Tom Jefferies stood up and declared, 'T'm going to kick
down a rotten door. I'm going to let light in on human society. I'm going to make us live
what we dream of being - great and wise people, cicumspect, daring, inventive, loving,
just. People we deserve to be. All we have to dare to do is throw away the old and
difficult and embrace what's new and difficult and wonderful!'

I'm getting ahead of myself, so I'd better describe how it was in the early days on the
Red Planet.

I want to set down all the difficulties and limitations we, the first people on an alien
planet, experienced - and all our hopes.

EUPACUS got us there, EUPACUS set up all the dimensions of travel. Whatever
went wrong later, you have to admit they never lost a ship, or a life, in transit on the YEA
and DOP shippings.

You certainly stayed close to nature on Mars, or the Eternal Verities, as a friend of
mine called them. Oxygen and water supplies were fairly constant preoccupations.

Water was rationed to 3.5 kilograms per person per day. Communal laundering drank
up another 3 kilograms per head per day. Everyone enjoyed a fair share of the supply; in
consequence there were few serious complaints. Spartan though this rationing may



sound, it compared quite favourably with the water situation on Earth. There, with its
slowly rising population, industrial demands on fresh water had increased to the point
where all water everywhere was metered and as expensive as engine fuels of medium
grade. This effectively limited the economically stressed half of the terrestrial population
to something less than the Martian allocation.

The need to conserve everything led to our system of communal meals. We all sat
down together at table in two shifts, and were leisurely about our frugal meals, eking out
food with conversation. Sometimes one of the company would read to us during the
evening meal - but that came later.

At first [ was shy about sitting among all those strange faces, amid the hubbub. Some
of the people there I would later get to be friends with (not Mary Fangold, though), such
as Hal Kissorian, Youssef Choihosla, Belle Rivers, funny Crispin Barcunda - oh, and
many others.

But by luck I chanced to sit next to a pretty bright-faced YEA person. Her shock of
curly dark brown locks was quite unlike my own straight black hair. She overcame my
shyness, and obviously treated the whole business of being on a strange planet as a
wonderful adventure. Her name was Kathi Skadmorr.

'T've been so lucky,' she told me. 'I just came from a poor family in Hobart, the capital
city of Tasmania. I was one of five children.’

This shocked me. It was not permitted to have five children where I came from.

She said, 'l served my year at Darwin, working for IWR, International Water
Resources. I learned much about the strange properties of water, how the solid state is
lighter than the liquid state, how with capillary action it seems to defy gravity, how it
conducts light..." She broke off and laughed. 'It's boring for you to hear all this.'

"No, not at all. I'm just amazed you wanted to talk to me.'

She looked at me long and carefully. 'We all have important roles to play here. The
world has narrowed down. I'm sure your role will be important. You must make it so. I
intend to make mine so.'

'But you're so pretty.'

'I'm not going to let that stop me.' And she gave a captivating chuckle.

As almost everyone of that first Martian population agreed, to survive on Mars close
cooperation was a necessity. The individual ego had to submit to the needs of the whole
body of people.

Continual television reports from Mars brought to the attention of the Downstairs
world (as we came to call Earth) the fairness of Martian governance and our egalitarian
society. It contrasted markedly with terrestrial injustice and inequality.

I don't want to talk about my own troubles, but I had been rather upset by the voyage
from Earth, so much so that I had been referred to a psychurgist, a woman called Helen
Panorios.

Helen had a dim little cabin on one of the outer spicules where she saw patients. She
was a heavily built lady with dyed purple hair. I never saw her wearing anything other
than an enfolding black overall-suit. A mild woman she was, who did seem genuinely
interested in my problems.



As I explained to her, the six-month journey in cryosleep had terrified me. I had been
detached from my life and seemed unable to reconnect with my ego. It was something to
do with my personality.

'Some people hate the experience; some enjoy it as a kind of spiritual adventure. It can
be seen as a sort of death, but it is a death from which you reawaken - sometimes with a
new insight into yourself.' That's what she kept telling me. Basically she was saying that
most people accepted cryosleep as a new experience. Just coming to Mars, being on
Mars, was a new experience.

I had come to hate the very name EUPACUS. The thought of undergoing that same
annihilation getting home again to Earth scared me rigid. There had to be a better way of
making that journey across millions of miles of space - or matrix as the new more correct
term had it. Interstellar matrix teemed with radiations and particles, so that to naked
experience 'space' had come to have a Victorian ring about it.

Travel between Earth and Mars was on the increase, or at least it had been before the
disaster. Marvelos was hard pressed to meet the demand. Space vehicles were
manufactured in terrestrial orbit under licence. Practically every industrialised nation of
Earth was involved in their manufacture, if only in making pillows for the coffin-cots.
The space vehicles, each with elaborate back-up facilities, were billion-dollar items.
Shareholders were reluctant to invest in more rapid development. Takeovers and mergers
of companies were happening all the time under the EUPACUS roof.

Helen talked me through the entire process of a voyage.

The consortium's ferry ships carried us passengers up from Earth to the
interplanetaries, which parked in orbit about Earth and Luna. I was queasy from the start,
even with a g-snort in me. I'm really not a good traveller. Then we passed into the
interplanetary passenger ships, popularly known as 'fridge wagons'. You never forget the
curious smell in a fridge wagon. I believe they start right away with some sort of airborne
anaesthetic circulating.

'T didn't care for the way the compartments were so like refrigerated coffins,' I told
Helen. Even before the wagon released from orbit, you were going rapidly into that dark
nowhere of cryosleep as bodily functions slowed. That was terror for me ...

"You were primed beforehand, Cang Hai, dear,' said Helen. "You know well the
economics of that journey back at that stage of development. Taking passengers in
cryosleep obviates the need for the ships to carry food and water. Little air is needed.
Fuel and expense are saved. Otherwise, well, no trip...'

I relived the rush upwards from Earth. For most people, the spirit of adventure
overcame any feelings of sickness, though not for me. Two hundred and fifty-six
kilometres up, the barrel shape of the fridge wagon loomed, riding in its orbit. It had
looked small, then it was enormous. Its registration number was painted large on its hull.

You have to admit it was a neat manoeuvre, considering the speed at which both
bodies were travelling. With hardly a jar, they locked. I did then dare, before entering the
wagon, to take a last look out at the Earth we were leaving. Fridge waggons have no
ports.

I had to cry a little. Helen tenderly placed a hand on my shoulder, like the mother I
never had, saying nothing. I was leaving behind my Other, back in Chengdu. Nobody
would understand that.



Once in that strange-smelling interior, dense with low murmurs of various machines,
we were guided to a small apartment, a locker room really. There one undressed with a
neuter android in attendance, stowed away one's few belongings, and took a radiation
shower. It was like preparing for a gas chamber. Advised by the android, you now had to
lock your bare feet into wall-grooves and clasp the rungs in the curving wall above head
level. The compartment now swung and travelled to a vacant coffin-cell. Music played.
The aria 'Above my feet the roses speak...' from Delaport's opera Supertoys.

Then you were somehow motionless and monitors uncoiled like snakes. Tiny feeds
attached themselves to your body. Before the wagon left orbit, your body temperature
was approaching that of frozen meat. You might as well have been dead. You were dead.

I did a bit of screaming in front of Helen Panorios. Gradually I seemed to get better.

We worked through the disorientation of rousing back to life in Mars orbit, speeding
above all that varied tumble of rock and desert and old broken land.

"You certainly have to welcome new experience to get that far!' I said at one point.

When disaster struck, those who welcomed new experience were certainly well
prepared for anything. Which was an important factor in influencing what happened to us
all.

Helen rather liked to lecture me. She called it 'establishing a context'. Marvelos
organised two types of visit to Mars, one when Earth and Mars were in conjunction,
(called the CRT, the Conjunction Return Trip), one when they were in opposition (called
the ORT, the Opposition Return trip).

Outward bound both trips took half a year. It was inevitable that those trips had to be
passed in cryosleep.

Perhaps it's worth reminding people that by 'year' I always mean Earth year. Earth
imposed its year on Mars thinking much as the Christian calendar had been imposed over
most of Earth's nations, whether Christian or not. We will come to the rest of the Martian
calendar and our clocks later.

The difficulty lay in the provision of return journeys. Helen grew quite excited about
this. She showed me slides. While the return leg of an ORT took an uncomfortable year,
the CRT took only half a year, no longer than the trip outwards. The snag was that the
ORT required a stay of only thirty days on Mars, which was generally regarded as a
pretty ideal time period, whereas the CRT entailed a stay of over a year and a half.

I was booked for an ORT, and found I couldn't face the mere thought of it. Helen had
booked on a CRT. Her time away from Earth was going to be eighteen times longer than
mine. Although I remained in touch with my Other in Chengdu, I could not have faced
such a long stretch away. Now I found I could not face the long year in cryosleep.

Of course everyone who came to Mars had made these decisions. Despite such
obstacles, the number of applications for flights increased month by month, as those
returning reported on what for most was the great emotional experience of their lifetime.

The UN and EUPACUS between them agreed on the legal limits of those permitted to
visit Mars. Their probity had to be proved. So it had fallen out that those who came to
Mars arrived either as YEAs or as DOPs.

The arrangements for a Mars visit were long and complex. As EUPACUS grew, it
became more and more bureaucratic, even obfuscatory. But the rule was quickly
established that only these two categories of persons ever came to Mars, and then only
under certain conditions. (This excluded the cadre needed for Martian services.)



The main category of person was a Young Enlightened Adult (YEA). This was my
category, and Kathi Skadmorr's. Provision was also made for - the Taiwanese established
this term - Distinguished Older Persons (DOPs). Tom Jefferies was a DOP.

Once these visitors reached Mars - I'm talking now about how it was back in the 2060s
- she or he had to undergo a week's revival and acclimatisation (the unpopular R A
routine). Maybe they also saw a psychurgist. R A took place in the Reception House, as it
was then called, a combined hospital and nursing home run by Mary Fangold, with whom
I did not get along. This was in Amazonis. Later other RHs were set up elsewhere.

'In the hospital,’ Helen reminded me, 'you were given physiotherapy in order to
counteract any possible bone and tissue loss and to assist in the recovery of full health.
Why did you not accept the offer of psychurgy there and then?'

This was when I had to admit to her that I was different.

'How different?'

'Just - different.' I did not wish to be explicit, which was perhaps a mistake.

If you were unversed in history, you might wonder that anyone endured all these
demanding travel conditions. The fact is that, given the chance to travel, people will
endure almost any amount of discomfort and danger to get to a new place. Such has been
the case throughout the history of mankind.

Also you must remember that an epoch was drawing to a close on Earth. There was no
longer the promise of material abundance that once had prevailed. Not through
exploration, conquest, or technological development. The human race had proved itself a
cloud of locusts, refusing to curb their procreative and acquisitive habits. They had
sucked most of the goodness from the globe and its waters. The easier days of the
twentieth century, with individual surface travel readily available, were finished.

So for the young, us YEAs, harsh Martian conditions were seen as a challenge and an
invitation. The experience of being on Mars, of identifying with it, was seen as worth all
the time spent in community work and matrix travel.

But somehow, with me ... well, it was different. I guess I just took longer to adjust. It
was something to do with my personality.

We have the testimony of an early Mars visitor, Maria Gaia Augusta (age twenty-
three) on video. Her report says: 'Oh, the experience must not be missed. I have
ambitions to be a travel writer. I spent my YEA community service in the outback of
Australia, seeding and tending new forest areas, and was glad to have a change.

'At the back of my mind was a decision to gather material on Mars for knocking copy.
I mean, Mars was to me like just a shadowy stone in the sky. I couldn't see the attraction -
apart from curiosity. But when I got there - well, it was another world, quite another
world. Another life, if you like.

"You know what the surface of Mars is? Loneliness made solid, rock solid.

'Course, there were restrictions, but they were part of the deal. I loved all the fancy-
shaped domes they're setting up in Amazonis Planitia. In the desert, in fact. They put you
in the mood of some Arabian Nights fantasy. You get to thinking, "Well, look at the
frugal life the Arabs used to lead. I can do that." And you do.

'T did the compulsory aerobic classes during my R A period after we had landed, and
got to enjoy them. I had been a bit overweight. Aerobics is weird in lighter gravity. Fun. [
met a very sweet guy in the classes, Renato, a San Franciscan. We got along fine.



'We enjoyed sex in that light gravity and maybe invented a few positions not in the
Kama Sutra. Mars is going to be left behind in a few years' time, when we settle the
moons of Jupiter. Sex will really be something out there, in real low gravity! Meantime,
Mars is the best thing we got in that respect.

'Me and Renato got on the list for a four-body expedition beyond the domes. Four-
bodies were then the standard package. I know it's different now. Two-bodies were
considered too dangerous, in case one body got ill or something. Not that there are all that
many illnesses on Mars, but you never know.

'We didn't go madly far, just to the Margarite Sinus, towards the equator, because of
fuel restrictions, but that was enough. Of course, every little four-body had to have a
scientific component - the buggy was like a small lab, complete with cameras and
electrolysis equipment and I don't know what-all. Radio, of course, to keep us oriented,
and listen out for dust storms. We were exploring the canyons in Margarite and we came
on a great wall of rock, rubbed smooth by the wind. Me and Renato were seized with a
mad idea. We slipped into suits - you have to wear suits - atmosphere there was about 10
millibars, compared to 1,000 millibars back on Earth. Any case, you couldn't breathe it.
We got these paints from the buggy store, climbed outside and began to decorate the rock
surface. The other couple joined in. There we were, actually alone on the open surface.
Wild!

'And we painted a lovely luminous Mars dragon, flying up to the stars. We worked till
nightfall, just using red, green and gold colours. To finish off, we had to turn on the
buggy headlights. There was a sort of - well, I almost said religious feeling about what
we were doing. It was like we were aborigines, making a sacred kind of hieroglyph.

"When we got back to base, we showed photos of the dragon around and nearly started
a panic. Some people thought it was the work of autochthonous Martians! Quite
impossible, of course, but some folk are incurably superstitious.

'No, I lapped up my time on Mars. It was a life apart. A formative experience. I longed
to be out there alone, or alone with Renato, but that wasn't considered safe until my last
month there. Just to be out in the desert at night, in a breather-tent, it's beyond
description. You're alone in the cosmos. The stars come down and practically touch you.
You just feel they should come right in and penetrate your flesh...

"Tt's contradictory. You're entirely isolated - you could be the only person who ever
lived, ever - and yet you are an intense part of everything. You know you're - what's the
word? - well, somehow you're an integral part of the universe. You are its consciousness.

'Like being the seeing eye of this incalculably vast thingme out there...

'T say it's contradictory. What I mean is the perception feels contradictory, because
you've never experienced it before. You'll never forget it, either. It's a tattoo on your soul,
sort of...

'Oh, sure, there were things I missed out there. Things I did without but didn't miss,
and things I missed. What things? Oh, I missed trees. | missed trees quite badly at first.

'But my life has changed since I was there. I can never go again but I'll never ever
forget it. I try to live a better life because of it.

That's no joke in the muddle we're in here, downstairs on Earth.'

END TAPE.



The 'fancy-shaped domes' to which Maria Gaia Augusta refers are the linked spicules,
constructed from a small number of repetitive sections, which formed the basis of what
was eventually to become Mars City or Areopolis. The monotony of this structure was
relieved by conjoined tetrahedral structures, rather similar to those erected in the north of
Siberia a few years previously.

From orbit, this sprawling structure, white-painted against the tawny Martian regolith,
made a striking pattern.



- & 1

Broken Deals, Broken Legs

Looking back, I see how silly I was in my early days - silly and shy. I worked in the
biogas chamber unit, and practically took refuge there. Everyone else seemed so clever.
Kathi was clever. Why did she seek out my company?

Her interest at this time was in politics, about which she talked endlessly. Placements
within the YEA and DOP brackets were systematically arranged through the Mars
Department, under Secretary Thomas Gunther. Kathi had a particular dislike of Gunther,
saying he was radically corrupt.

Whether that was true or not - many people praised Gunther - there was always bad
feeling over the placements. Who was accepted or not as a YEA was open to local
manipulation. I thought the system worked pretty well, enabling as many people as
possible to visit the Red Planet. The United States insisted that matrix travel (the term
'space travel' had become old-fashioned) was a democratic right.

Kathi's main complaint concerned the whole business of selection as a YEA. To
qualify within the 16-28 years age bracket we had to undergo a rigorous Genetic and
Superficial Health Test as well as a GIQ Exam. The General Intelligence was supposedly
free from cultural and sexual bias and intended to establish the emotional stability of the
examinee. Kathi was one-eighth Aborigine, and swore this was held against her at the
Sydney board.

'l came up against a filthy little man who gave me the final interview. Do you know
what he said? Only my granting him sexual favours would get me through! Can you
imagine?'

I hardly dared ask what she had done.

She tossed her hair back. 'What the hell do you think? I wasn't going to let him stop
me. | let him screw me. Next day my boyfriend broke both his stinking legs in his back
yard...'

By far the greatest percentage of YEAs had no means by which to cover the exorbitant
costs of interplanetary travel. Nor was financial payment allowed - although Kathi said
this too could be arranged if you were one of the Megarich. Funding poured through the
UN Matrix Tax to EUPACUS. Gunther was pocketing a 