Down Fl owers
Terry Dow i ng

One step through the front door of the New Mars Hotel does it to ne every
time. One nmonent there's the red sand of the Australian desert under your
feet, the tired, dusty, ferric blood of the old, old |l and that has bl own and
stung and blinded you for as long as you can renmenber. The next —across that

| ow rai sed E-scal ed threshold —there's the other kind: an ultimte
exuberance, the three hundred tonnes of sand brought down from Cydonia 61-12,
|ofted, carried between the worlds. Expense, distances, far-cycling orbits
notw t hst andi ng, the sand had been snatched down the gravity well and laid out
red into red here at the New Mars Hotel, each handful reckoned a fortune. It
never fails to work its magic.

One step takes you fromdesert to desert, Sinpson to Cydonia. One step sets
you on your way into the cool, diminterior, between pillars sleek with
orichal k facings fromArsia, between the pressure cases and the totemc
vac-suits of' the famous dead. To reach the bar, you pass beneath gently
turni ng fans whose bl ades are made from scorched and pitted | ander panels, go
anong the Sanplings, what nany regard as the finest products of tribal life
engi neering, the Planetary Regul ati on Devices grown, groomed, scul pted at
enornous cost to help the Pan-global Centuries Project bend Mars into the
strange qui et dream |l odged at their hearts. There are ten such devi ces,
lifeforms, structures at the New Mars | lotel, and —as the name suggests —
they represent the full range of what many still dism ssively cal

"pl anet -t hunper s"

Sonetimes there are even spacenen at the bar anong the PRDs: nen, infrequently
worren, as sleek and coppery as the orichal k, as groomed, scul pted and fabul ous
as the Sanplings, sonetinmes as scorched and pitted as the blades of the slowy
turning fans.

Jofas Eld was such a man, a tribal veteran, forty-three years old and | ooking
fifty-three fromthe hardsi de gragen treatnments spacenmen often elected to
have. From his place at the bar he saw nme approach, took me for a customer and
gave his professional snmile. | saw his dark tribal face shift by stages into
recognition.

"Tom | was hoping you'd arrive this nmorning! Thank you. Thank you for

com ng. "

"What, Jofas? What's happened?"

Il e | ooked about him Two other patrons were being served at their table by
the waitress, Celia. There was no-one else at the bar. "This way."

He emerged from behind the counter with a bottle and sonme gl asses, led ne
beyond the glossy turret of the Tharsis X-90 to a secluded corner booth at the
back of a roped-off area.

Anot her spaceman waited there, a younger man, on active status. He was bald,
as nost tribal spacenen are, powerful-1ooking in his bodyforns, his

scrap-j acket opened to reveal the birkin scars on his bare :hest glistening

t hrough the skin treatnents. The Ab' O spacenen, unlike the other Centuries

Mar sl anders, are like nen of glass, oiled and lean as if nade to slip between
the worl ds. But where Jofas' once-snmooth nahogany had crazed and pitted into
"down flowers", a sign to all that he had failed at his chosen profession

this one | ooked new and ready. His eyes shone |like black gl ass.

Jofas indicated the younger man. "This is Runner Pye. Third officer of the

Ji ndawan. "

"A Mars ship," | said, inmpressed. Runner Pye | ooked so young. "Yes,'
continued. "And Kurdaitcha."

The young man saw nmy frown. "Please, Captain. Sit with us. W reed your help."
| did so, then waited while Jofas poured drinks for us and gestured for Celia
to ook after the bar.

"Earlier this year," Runner Pye said, "there was a change of Towadji at

Jof as



Arsia. Reckoning the orbits, comng sunwards from Mars, takes tine, but two

days ago, Bellin Say Jana, ny kinsman and returning Towadji, came down here
at Tinbilla. He left the aeromanker that rought himfrom Ji ndanan at 1146,
then came over to the Hotel. | was his honour guard. CQur tribal pick-up was

del ayed by bad wi nd outside Maldy. At 1420, he got up and headed for the door
presunably tired of waiting or these fal se Mars surroundi ngs —who knows? Four
nmetres fromit he collapsed and died."

"Trauma?"

"None. Nothing evident. No signs at all, except possibly the slightest
suggestion of' a smile. Corners of the mouth turning up." "But not a rictus?"
"Not hing as definite. The barest hint. As | said, Captain, no Fatinma."

" Aut opsy?"

"Done upstairs by field nmedics.” Which told nme a lot. "Heartstop. But even
that is dubi ous because of Jana's planetside treatnments. The i mune system
itself is adjusted. W groom Martians even as we build Mars.™

"So forensics give nothing?"

"Not hi ng concl usi ve. "

"It couldn't be the treatnents, could it?"

"It never has been. W |ose very few —sonme accidents in the field, tech

mal functions, dirigibles going down in the Martian wind. That sort of' thing."
"So why me? What can | possibly do your own people can't?" "What | told him
Tom " Jof as added, "nmuch as | want this solved. Runner Pye wanted you here."

| regarded the young man sitting opposite. "Runner?"

H s dark eyes looked into mine. "Captain, | could say that this Hotel was
originally meant as a National concession, a tourist venue in this part of
Australia. It becanme shared tenure because of tribal patronage and the

i nternational agreement to try for Mars again, but it does technically require
a representative from State of Nation."

" But ?"

"It has to do with security, of course."

| saw the reason at once. "The tribes don't know You have Jana's body
upstairs. No-one el se knows yet!"

Runner Pye hesitated before speaking. "Not until we have answers. The body
remai ns here. The nedics will tell no-one. The mank crews won't. The captain
of the vessel sent to collect himhas been told, has laid over at Maldy
deliberately, pretending technical difficulties. They know the inmportance of
this. The official story is that Jindawan is del ayed."

"Surely schedul ed approaches are nonitored."

"Only when schedul ed. Jindawan wasn't. Captain, this is the Towadji of Arsia
who has died here, a great C ever Man of the Fair Chasda, who, so far fromhis
people, learnt that his tribe was beaten in an engagenent against the Sol |l ave
on Lake Air, and was to face themagain. He left his chosen home of thirteen
years, his work-of-the-heart, the very Project getting us all Mars again, and
out of duty came back to replenish his tribe. He is not here three hours and
he di es under such nysterious circunstances."

"You suspect Sollave intervention. An assassin sent to kill Jana here at the
field before he could reach his kin."

"Possibility. You of all people, Captain, know. ..

"Yes," | said, interrupting, thinking of mnd-war: a dream knife sent plunging
into Jana's mind, or a fierce dark wind blowing out his tiny flane of life —
t hough that would not explain the smle. "And that would be a major offence. A
Pan-tribal one given Jana's services off-world."

"I't would nmean terrible penalties against the Sollave, yes. Mssive payback."
"Certainly worth a third party's interference; sonmeone working to set feeling
agai nst the Sollave."

"You see how it is. W nust have the truth.” "So let ne ask again. Wiy ne?"
"First, you're a National. That protocol has been observed. second, you're a
sensitive who has some access to tribal mindfields.

"You' ve faced a dream knife, read the wind. You may read things we miss. It's
conti ngency..."



"But hardly a discreet choice at present. Third?" "Not yet."

The real reason was sonething el se

"It could be natural, of course,” | said.

"It could. O course it could. Despite the coincidence."

"Or suicide. Explaining the hint of a smle. It doesn't have to be murder."
The Kurdaitcha sipped his drink, carefully set the glass down. No, it doesn't.
But why would he cone all this way just to take his own |ife?"

"I agree. So what will happen on the Air? The Fair Chasda wer ebeaten
you said."

"In the first engagenent of two. A year apart. It's the technicalities of the
Air conflict which required his presence here now The Prince was killed in
the first contest. As blood kin, Jana could have led the fleet as Prince pro
tem fbr the second engagenent. Continued the battle. ™"

"Then the Soll ave have won."

"They have. But next year they will lose. Another tribe will even the score.
How it al ways goes."

"He canme hone in vain."

"Left home in vain. Mars was his home. Centuries Towadji die in their
postings, Captain. It's alife position. He left his work-of-the-heart to
attend his people, to be Prince for a day and give themthat: one nore day on
the Air. A great sacrifice. Gene sanples are taken of all off-world personnel
Jana's personal contribution will not be lost."

"What of the replacenent Towradji?"

"Not an issue. Jana appointed his own replacenent; he chose to return.”
"You're sure of this, Runner?"

The young tribesman nodded.

"Qt her people in the bar?"

"Jofas was here. Celia. Two other staff. Al cleared. No other patrons at that
hour. No-one saw it happen.”

"Who knew Jana was returning?"

"The Fair Chasda Kutungurlu and C ever Men. The Arsia personnel. The crew of
Ji ndawan. And they will be questioned. But that will be after Jana's death is
announced and the forfeiture declared."

"I'f we rule out the coincidence of natural death, Sollave treachery or sone
other party's actions, what are we left wth?"

H s dark eyes never left mne. "Wat indeed?"

"The other reason |I'mhere. It's the Sanplings, isn't it?" "You were at Trale.
Go on, Captain."”

| gazed out across the large main roomat the orichalk pillars and slowy
turning thus, at the tables and softly-lit booths, the potted plants and
speci al displays, peered through the restful gloomat the | oom ng chess-piece
towers of the planetary regul ati on engi nes, what the Ab' O had brought to the
tam ng of worlds and the Centuries Accord.

I could see five of the ten fromwhere | sat: the Tharsis X-90 cl ose by, I|ike
oil turned on a lathe, further out, five netres beyond, the fl aking,
burnt - copper chalice of the Chryse Dowager, then the hooded verdigris spire of
the C ever Dustman. Standing beyond the bar, fluted, tapered, as cold as blue
steel, was the sinister-looking spindle of a Nilosyrtis Ranger from Argyre,
then a Stone OM fromthe Hellas region, |ike sonic whorled and deepl y-scoured
nmegal ith. Beyond the pillars stood the others: the heat-wounded, peel ed-open
honey- gl ass Sandpot, the inmmense glittering revetnment of the Mock Biel, the
shadowy fornms of' the Cydonia Rex, the Druid Drum and the Quintain Deci nante
One of each, dreaming there, vaguely, distantly alive, nmained and neutralised
and wonderful ly strange —though, from practical need, expedi ence, quickly,
easily reduced to nere scul ptures, exotic flourishes. You needed tech to read
the Iife signals, the nentation indices; you had to be in the Hotel between
0100 and 0600 when the tinmers brought up the UV floods and speci al benediction
| anps, poured out lifelight to feed the things.

Jana had been there at the very opposite of that: when the sluggish, diverted
nmet abol i snms barely lived, and the only nmover of the bunch, the Quintain



Deci mante, hung frozen, its scissoring upper parts caught in md-closure. Only
once, during a routine |ayover, had Jofas brought ne down at 0300, the dead
heart of the night, and et nme see the taproom changed, lit with an eerie
glare, the Quintain thunping away energetically in its corner, mnistering to
itself; making Mars in some dimpart of what passed for its mind

They did remind me of Trale, these PRDs, of course they did, the lonely
sand-shores where the tribal biotects, in a | ess generous, |ess
internationally minded tinme, had dunmped their thiled |ife-experinents, where
had seen that vigorous discarded life fighting to survive, and nore —to
conmuni cate with the only ones who could save it.

"What has this to do with Trale?" | asked.

"Possi bly nothing,"” Runner Pye said. "But you solved a nurder there and you
cane fromit having made some kind of inportant conmmunication.”

O course he woul d know t hat, being Kurdaitcha.

"These are far less cognate than the Trale relicts,” | said. "They're

har d- posti ng engi nes."

"Yes, but they nust be intended to work near hunmans in sonme way."

"Then ask the designers at the |ife-houses."

"W will. But now we make do with what we have. W nust make do. Jana's body
is upstairs. The Ji ndawan-del ayed story gives us till this afternoon. W nust
have this sol ved before the Sollave learn of it."

VWhat to say? What to tell this deternmined, troubled third officer frying to
save |l oss of face, to explain the I oss of such a life?

| turned to Jofas, found himwatching ne, his eyes bright within he

i ce-crystal mask of' the down flowers. "How | ong have the Sanplings beBen

her e?"

"Close on a century," he said. "Wen the sand from 64-12 was aut horised, and
the other menorabilia, these regional selections were made part of the decor
as well."

"A very costly part. Bringing back actual originals."

"It was appropriate. A lot of biotects nade the crossing then, site-tuning the
PRDs. Far nore than you'll find on Centuries expeditions now It was an easy
ext ravagance and a necessary control sanpling. Also a part of sone ritua
reciprocity with the new world."

"Have there been other deaths?"

Sonet hing shifted in Jofas's eyes. "lI've been here eight years. This is the
first."”

| didn't believe him so turned to Runner Pye. "Wel|?"

When the young Kurdaitcha hesitated, | granted there could be further fears

and conflicts of interest, and so phrased it differently. "Any other
unexpl ai ned deaths in this place?"

"Fourteen,"” he admitted, which changed everything, had to be part of the
ultimate reason for this present investigation. The death of a Towadji, yes,
the inplications of that in terms of continuing Fair Chasda actions agai nst
the Soll ave, crucially so, but far nore significant: fourteen unexplai ned
deaths in this taproom in the vicinity of these bioforns, however curtailed
their functions.

"Al tribal deaths?"

Runner Pye nodded. "All tribal."

"We' |l need full identity and forensic profiles on those deaths, and
specifications for each of the Sanplings. Wat each was designed to do.
Then..."

Runner Pye held up three sheets of flag foil, not paper, not disk or note, but
sel f-destroyi ng hard copy.

I took them regarded the fourteen names, the inconclusive postnortem
findings, other itens of associated data. Attached was the Sanmpling |ist.
Runner Pye let me start on that but clearly needed to speak. This Towradji had
obvi ously commanded a personal loyalty fromhim Kinsman, he'd called him
earlier. Runner was Kurdaitcha, but perhaps kinship was still involved.

"You know t he shapi ng process, Captain?"



"I'n general tennis, Runner. |'ve never seen the Centuries data."

"W accepted the gift of beginning it. Qur part in the great work. The first
phase i nvol ved again contriving a greenhouse effect to warmthe planet. The
ori ginal atnosphere was mainly carbon dioxide with traces of carbon nonoxi de
wat er vapour, sonic inert gases. W introduced fluorine, chlorine, bronine

ot her gases to absorb the sun's heat, raised the tenperature to where water
vapour and nore carbon di oxide were rel eased fromthe pol ar caps and surface
deposits. Earlier versions of the first three engines listed there assisted in
that. Wether Martian gravity can hold such a thickened atnmosphere stil
remains to be seen. Those sane pl anet-thunper PRDs are now engaged in stage
two. As well as tailored Iichens and al gae converting the CO2 Sanplings 1 to 5
are scattered in their thousands over the Martian surface, feeding on that

COD, giving out Oxygen, matching that to the production of greenhouse gases.
There are other functions, you understand, but they're still the main ones.
These units here continue to survive this way, but with a nore pronounced
phot ot ropi sm They' ve been nodified and are, in effect, self-nodifying."

"But essentially sol ar-powered there too."

"Li ght - powered. Like plants, yes. On Mars, sunlight on the oxygen-enriched
mant| e has increased the ozone layer vital for absorbing the harnful]

radi ati on. Sanplings 6 and 7 have additional ozone-forming capabilities in
that regard.”

"So now | imagine a lightning stormin the Towadji's heart, his nervous
system shorting out."

Rumanner" Pye took ne seriously. "There would be clear signs for that.
Trauma. ""

"Certainly not a smle. So what remains?"

"Units 8 and 9 are principally nitrogen-produci ng engi nes, working with

ni trogen-fixing properties in the other classifications to help build the

bi osphere, wi th back-up functions involving 02, and ozone production

"Nunber 10 is blank."

"The Druid Drum yes."

"Why, Runner?"

"l do not know. "

"You' ve asked?"

"Many of us have. The biotects guard their secrets of those early days, even
fromthe Accord Authority, |'msure. Their briefs are on record; their
solutions are confidential, ritually protected. Part of the Accord."
"Your actions are ritually protected. Kurdaitcha do not have to ask
It was the first tine 1'd seen Runner Pye smile, and, nystery within nystery,
| read the Kurdaitcha by it.

"Let me guess. The third officer of Jindawan has only recently been appoi nted
Kurdaitcha. He has not yet told his superiors about this. Operating alone, he
has sinply accessed existing records. He nmeans to solve this crine--all the
deaths here at the New Mars Hotel —though | suspect not just to advance

hi nsel f He has taken a great risk to do it. Runner Pye is now Pan-triba
Kurdai tcha. You nentioned kinship. May | ask if he remains a fully sworn Fair
Chasda?"

Again the snmile, the hesitation, and this tinme a nod.

"I have exceeded ny authority, yes. | was Fair Chasda. | rmust find out if this
is murder: all these deaths, but Jana's in particular. If it's Sollave action
I will expose that and therefore nyself —and be sung for it. But Jana will be
avenged. "

The few patrons had departed, | noticed, and Celia was nowhere to be seen

"Can | exam ne the body?"

"I"'msorry. The medics have sealed it away. You think |I've lied about the Iack
of trauma? About the snile?"

"No, Runner. | don't. Tell me, what is the distribution ratio for these

uni ts?"

"You mean placenent? |I'mnot sure."

"Nurerical will do."



"The distribution you see here. Goupings of ten. Parts of an interconnected
net."

"One Druid Drumto one each of the other nine?"

"l believe so."

| gazed out at the shapes, imagined their interlocking nets spread across the
pl anet —dotting the planitiae, littering the floors of the great fossae, set
up on the sl opes of Pavonis Mns, Ascraeus and the rest, strange totens
working to end the terrible cold, seal out the radiation, bring different

ski es and fairer days.

| stood, wal ked out into the |arge cool space, noved anobng the Sanpli ngs,
considering first the Tharsis X-90, an oxygen-maker Runner had said, so the
brief confirmed, with nitrogen-fixing and ozone-naki ng secondary functi ons,
then the rusty-1ooking Chryse Dowager, flaring |ike sone worn and i npoverished
Grail —the sanme profile as the Tharsis, according to Runner's list.

The hooded spire of the Cever Dustman stood beyond that, another 02, maker
with —as its nane suggested —ancillary functions specifically tailored to

soi | inprovenent and noisture collection. Reading the brief; it seenmed to be
nore versatile if |less robust than the X-90 and t he Dowager PRDs, and now
stood like a funerary totemin the dimlight, exotic and unfathomable, Iike

somet hing wested fromthe bottom of the sea.

| crossed to the other side of the bar, stood before the fluted, tapered

Ni | osyrtis Ranger, another atnmosphere-changer. Sonewhere in its tall,

bl ue-steel workings sat a spark of sentience, a singular purpose, the yearning
to snatch at CO2 draw it in, give forth oxygen and ozone, small breaths of'
nitrogen. This cold-1ooking spindle fromthe Argyre Basin | ooked murderous and
unf eel i ng enough, but surely humans did not —could not —register on
perceptions geared to gas tables and atonmic weights, calibrated to the |ong
sl ow work of eons.

VWhi ch probably gave ne the first inklings of a useful purpose for the Druid
Drum though right then it was all still elusive, no nore than bits of

i ntuition pushing through.

Behind nme, off through the gl oom Runner Pye and Jofas Eld were probably

di scussing ny progress, possibly sitting quietly, watching as | noved away
fromthe Ranger to the pitted grey nmegalith of the Stone OM, its whorled
frontal palettes and long | ateral grooves set with glittering sensors.
According to the foil transcript it seemed to duplicate the Ranger, the
Dustman and the others |1'd visited so tar. Of to its |left stood the swollen,
peel ed- open, falling-anber colum of' the Sandpot and its dramatic-| ooking
conpani on, the horned palisade of the Myck Biel, which |ooned |like an inverted
portcullis of black glass. Both were prinmarily ozone-nmakers but again had
ancillary functions that hel ped form back-ups in the net.

Fromthe Mock Biel's |loom ng mass, | started back towards the front of the
Hotel, to where the E-seal ed doorway made a framework of harsh desert |ight.
Through it, a small section of' the Tinbilla field was visible.

It neant turning past the notionless Quintain Decimante, starved of light in
its corner, its nmighty arms |ocked and still, and crossing before the Cydonia
Rex, the other vested nitrogen-maker, its Intricate conbs, dorsal fans and
sensor spines reaching alnost to the ceiling. At last | reached the
over | appi ng red-gl ass gourd-and-shell tower of the Druid Drum | laid a hand
on its smooth vitreous surface, imgined Hfelt sonething of its life deep
within, then returned to the Tharsis, began the circuit all over again.

Only once did Jofas come up to ne, catch me | ooking out the open

doorway into the blazing afternoon, watching the field where the aeronmankers
shi mered agai nst their |aunch towers.

"Tom what? What is it?"

"My cafard, Jofas. My nel ancholy. Sane as at Trale. Mre than ever, |'m an
out sider again now. | have to see these PRDs as nore than interesting
artefacts, nore than parts of' a thene decor. 1 have to renenber they're not
only living, but that they've never had a chance to be all that they were
meant to be. It's like not letting a bird fly.



Everything nade for flight, but thwarted."

"These? You said it yourself, Toni. They're hardly cognate. You can't..."

"No, Runner's right. These woul d have been designed to work with humans. | can
sense it. Sonehow | just can. That's the level we have to cone in at. It's
like the life experiments at Trale. These are unfulfilled too. In their own
strange terms, they have failed. Are failing."

"Haven't been allowed to fly."

"Exactly."

"Tom there's nore. This Towadji was Runner's father."

"I"d wondered. Only cl ose, inmmedi ate kinship woul d make hi m break such oaths."
Jofas stayed a while longer, gazing with ne out at the day, at what Jana saw
as he crossed that floor of Martian sand. Then he touched ny arm went without
speaki ng back to where Runner Pye waited in the gloom and | began ny next
circuit, this time touching all the bioforns, making nyself reach out and
touch each one, forcing themto be real. They spoke in voices too coarse, too
strange, for easy know ng, had been designed by humans to be el sewhere, yet at
the sane tine to be with humans. Humans changed and changi ng by the very

t hi ngs that gave the

PRDs their purpose. Kinship, tenuous and renote. But changi ng. G ow ng.

And slowy it cane, in bits and inklings, the understanding of what it m ght
have been, what it had to be, a suspicion that grew and grew as | stood once
nore before the delicate, many-shelled formof the Druid Drum

"Deliberately not listed,” | murmured, studying the bl ank space an the page,
and was startled when Runner Pye said: "Yes" there at ny shoulder. | had been
concentrating, had not heard Jofas and Runner approach. They noved in next to
ne.

| turned to the Kurdaitcha. "Terraform ng and settling Mars was fever the rea
task, you understand,"” | told him told Jofas and nost of all nyself, needing
to speak it out. "Mars was a place where life could be adopted to specific
tasks. A new chance. Restitution for past abuses and neglect. Since Mars
lacked life, life became the challenge. But justify the effort, the expense,
the | argesse by having it serve the tribal ethos. Make a devotion. Sonething
to mark the tinme."

It was as if Runner Pye was only now letting hinmself understand. W will get
it soneday. We can nmake it work."

"But the original designers had to build with the sane phil osophical integrity
as the mankin tects and belltree factors. Biotects are rarely cynical."

"A century ago, yes," Runner said. "Assune that."

"The ot her deaths? Wen?"

"Al'l during the first twenty-five years. \When personnel rotation as nore
frequent. Not like now It's only Jana dying which makes all is significant
now. The prospect of Sollave treachery..."

"These other victins —these subjects frombefore. They were biotects
conmitted to the Centuries Project, yes? Al of then?" Runner took the notes
fromme, scanned them though he had to know the answer already. "Probably.
The PRDs were their creations. they all had to be involved in the program™
"What does 'invol ved' nean?"

"It doesn't say. But assunme they were chosen for the task becauseDown Powers
41

they had a vision for Mars. As you say, they were not as cynical then.

bel i eve they conpeted for the privilege. The cutbacks and True Lifer reactions
had not yet started.”

"Were these ot her deaths going or com ng?"

"What's that?"

"Leaving for Mars or returning? O both?"

Agai n Runner consulted his sheets, his lips noving on the details. "All
eturning. Like Jana, they were here awaiting rehabilitation.” That word. And
wor se. Forced rehabilitation

"Runner, you are third officer on Jindawan. Describe Jana's state of mnd on
the return voyage. He was | eaving hone, you said before."



"He was —resigned. Accepting, but sad, nelancholy. He hated | eaving. But he
was deterni ned and accepting.”

"I"'msure he was. You canme with himto the hotel, you said. H s honour guard."
"I left himhere. He asked me to go."

"Yes, but how was he when you left hin? Still desolate?" "I wouldn't say
desol ate, Captain."

"OfF course not. He was an experienced and disciplined man. See | beyond his
di scipline. How was he really when you |eft hin®"

Runner kept his secret, did not nention the kinship bond. "Resigned.
Accepting. Determned."

"I nwardl y? Secretly?"

"Sad. Homesick. Al right, desolate. Despairing.”

"Jofas? How did Jana seemto you?"

The barman, the failed spaceman, shrugged. "Despairing, yes. But under
control ."

"I''"'msure. Runner, the Sollave did not do this." | reached out and touched the
snooth vitreous surface of the Druid Drum "I think you'll find this killed
Jana and the others."

Runner Pye actually stepped back fromthe bioform "Captain, how?"

"The Sanplings are exactly that —they represent the range of what would ever
be needed to build Mars and groomthe Project humans who woul d soneday be
Martians." | indicated the foil pages in Runner's hand. "That is a list of
lifeforms produced by biotects covering thenselves in the event of failure or
proj ect abandonnent. It gives only primary and secondary functions, largely
for the initial planet-thunping, start-up phase. Wo would adnmit to nore? Wo
woul d dare? It would be premature. But what would the functions of these PRDs
be when the biosphere was self-regul ati ng, assum ng that could be achi eved?"
"The lists give nothing."

"They woul dn't. The Centuries personnel in stage two certainly would not know.
But the designers would have built for an all-contingency future. An Ab' O
future. A settled, terraforned Mars on the one hand, an abandoned Mars with
some kind of life continuing on the other. That mi ndset. They m ght never get
t he chance again."

"What then?" Jofas asked.

"I woul d assume a psychoactive role, a custodian and nurturing role for hunmans
cut off fromtheir first home. And while all the fury of the planet-thunping
was underway, one strain of PRD would have been given that job up front —
designed, as you said before, to work near humans, to ease the pining spirit,
to serve in tine of distress and cafard.”

"And poor Jana triggered its function."

"Yes, poor Jana. And poor biofbrmas well, left anmong all these hunans who
give it no point of connection, no task, no purpose. Left in this light, this
constant betrayal. Suddenly there's a biotect here, a Towadji aching for

vi stas other than these, pining, yearning, desolate, his work-of-the-heart
abandoned. This Sanpling knows nothing of Fair Chasda actions against the
Sollave. It has little practice, little finely tuned skill, insufficient
power, yet it must ease the pain. It too has been torn away fromthe place it
was meant for. It reaches out blindly, coarsely, and turns off the heart,
elimnates the distress the only way it can. Jana was killed by an act of
utter kindness."

"An el ectrical charge?"

"A mental command, |'d say, with an acconpanying innage. A very inportant

i mage. One that would make himsnle. He was a Martian, after all. At the
nmonent when he died he was a Marslander, a Centuries Martian. And goi ng out

t hat door, he was goi ng hone."



