THE TEACHER FROM MARS
By EANDO BINDER
Author of " Five Stepsto Tomorrow," " The Secret of Anton York," etc.

TheOld Professor From the Crimson Planet Feared Earth's Savager y—Until Humanity
Taught Him a Profound Secr et!

THE afternoon Rocket Express train from Chicago came into the station, and | stepped off. It wasa
warm spring day. Thelittle town of Elkhart, Indiana, sprawled lazily under the golden sunshine. | trudged
along quiet, tree-shaded streets toward Cadlon Preparatory School for Boys.

Before | had gonefar, | was discovered by the children playing here and there. With the dogs, they
formed a shrill, raucous procession behind me. Some of the dogs growled, asthey might at awild animal.
Housewives|ooked from their windows and gasped.

So the rumorsthey had heard were true. The new teacher at Cadon wasaMartian!

| suppose | am grotesquely aien to human eyes, extremdly tal and incredibly thin. Infact, | am seven
feet tal, with what have often been described as broomstick arms and spindly legs. On an otherwise
scrawny body, only the Martian chest isfilled out, in comparison with Earth people. | wasdressedina
cotton kimonathat dangled from my narrow shouldersto my bony ankles. Chinese style, | understand.

Thusfar | am pseudo-human. For therest, aMartian isaien, from the Earth viewpoint. Two long
tentacles from the back of my shoulders hang to my knees, gppendages that have not vanished in Martian
evolution like the human tail. The top of my skull isbulging and hairless, except for afringe of slver-white
fur above large conch-shaped ears. Two wide-set owlish eyes, a generous nose and atiny mouth
complete my features. All my skinisleathery and tanned a degp mahogany by the Sun of our cloudless
Martian skies.

Timidly | stopped before the gates of Cadon Prep and |ooked within the grounds. The spectacleson
my large nose were cup-shaped and of tinted glassthat cut down the unnatural glare of the brighter,
hotter Sun. | felt my shoulders drooping wearily from the tug of more than twice the gravity towhich |
was conditioned.

Luckily, however, | had brought leg-braces. Conceded by my long robe, they were ingenious
devices of light metd, bracing the legs againgt Strain. They had been expensive—no less than forty
dhupecs—hut they were worth even that much.

Gripping my cane and duffle-bag, | prepared to step into the sanctuary of the school grounds. It
looked so green and inviting in there, like acanalside park. It would be arelief to escape from those
Earth children. They had taken to tossing pebbles at me, and some of the canines had snapped at my
hedls. Of course| didn't blame them, nor must | resent the unwelcome stares | had felt all around me,
from adult Earthlings. After al, | wasan dien.

| STEPPED forward, between the gates. At least here, in the school that had hired meto teach, |
would be accepted in amore friendly fashion. . . . Sssd

The hiss of athousand snakesfilled theair. | reacted violently, dropping my bag and clamping my
two hands around my upraised cane. For amoment | was back on Mars, surrounded by a nest of
killer-snakes from the vast deserts. | must beat them off with my cane!

But wait. Thiswas Earth, where snakes were aminor class of creature, and mainly harmless. |
relaxed, then, panting. The horrible, icy fear drained away. Perhaps you human beings can never quite
know the paralyzing dread we have of snakes.

Then | heard anew sound, one that cheered me somewhat.

A group of about fifty laughing boys trooped into view, from where they had been hidden behind the
gonewall circling Cadon's campus. They had made the hissing sound, as a boyish prank. How foolish of



meto let go of my nerves, | thought wryly.

| smiled at the group in greeting, for these were the boys | would teach.

"l am Professor Mun Zeerohs, your new teacher,” | introduced mysdlf in what, compared with the
human tone, isareedy voice. "The Sunshine upon you. Or, in your Earthly greeting, | am happy to meet
you."

Grins answered me. And then murmurs arose.

"It taks, fellows"

"Up from the canddl”

"Isthat thing dive?'

One of the boys stepped forward. He was about sixteen, with blue eyes that were mocking.

"I'm Tom Blaine, senior classman. Tdl me, gr, isit truethat Marsisinhabited?

It wasrather acruel reception, though merely another prank. | waved my two tentaclesin distressfor
amoment, hardly knowing what to do or say next.

"Boyd Gentlemen!”

A grown man with gray hair came hurrying up from one of the buildings. The boys parted to let him
through. He extended a hand to me, introducing himsdlf.

"Robert Graham, Dean of Cadon. Y ou're Professor Mun Zeerohs, of course.” He turned, facing the
group reprovingly. "Thisisyour new ingtructor, gentlemen. He will teach interplanetary history and the
Martian language.”

A groan went up. | knew why, of course. The Martian tongue has two case endingsto every onein
Latin.

"Now, gentlemen, thisisfor your own good,” Dean Graham continued sternly. "Remember your
manners. I'm sureyou'll like our new professor—"

"I'm surewewont!" It was Tom Blaine again. Behind him, an air of hogtility replaced theless
worrisome mockery. "Weve never had aMartian teacher before, and we don't want one!™

"Don't want one?' The dean was more aghast than |.

"My father says Martians are cowards,”" Tom Blaine continued loudly. "He ought to know. He'sin the
Space Patrol. He saysthat in the War, the Martians captured Earthmen and cut them to pieces dowly.
First their hands, then—"

"Nonsense!" Dean Graham snapped. "Besides, the War isover. Martians are in the Space Patrol,
too. Now no more argument. Go to your dormitory. Professor Zeerohswill begin conducting class
tomorrow morning. Oscar, take the professor's bag to his quarters.”

OSCAR, the school's menia robot, obediently stalked forward and picked up the bag. Somehow, |
felt dmost awarm tide of friendship for therobot. In his mechanica, rudimentary reflex mind, it wasdl
the same to him—M artian or Earthman. He made no discrimination against me, as these human boys
did.

As Oscar turned, Tom Blaine stood as though to block the way. Having his orders, the robot
brushed past him. A meta elbow accidentdly jabbed the boy in the ribs. Deciding against grabbing the
bag away from sted fingers, Tom Blaine picked up a stone and flung it clanging againgt the robot's meta
body. Another dent was added to the many | could see over Oscar's shiny form.

The rebdlion was over—for the time being.

| redlized that the boys were still hostile as | followed the dean to hisrooms. My shoulders seemed to
droop alittle more.

"Don't mind them," the dean was saying apologeticaly. "They're usudly outspoken at that age.
They've never had aMartian teacher before, you see.”

"Why have you engaged onefor thefirst time?"' | asked.

Graham answered haf patronizingly, half respectfully.

"Many other schools have tried Martian teachers, and found them highly satisfactory.” He didn't think

it necessary to add, "And chegper.”
| sighed. Times had been hard on Marslately, with so many dust ssormsraging up and down the



cand regions, withering the crops. This post on Earth, though at ameager sdary, was better than utter
poverty. | was old and could live chegply. Quite afew Martians had been drifting to Earth, sncethe
War. By nature, we are docile, industrious, intelligent, and make dependable teachers, engineers,
chemigdsartigs.

"They dways haze the new teachers," Dean Graham said, amiling uneadily. "Y our first classisat nine
o'clock tomorrow morning. Interplanetary History.”

Freshened after anight's deep, | entered the class room with enthusiasm for my new job. A hundred
cold, unfriendly eyesweatched mewith terrifying intengty.

"Good morning,” | greeted aswarmly as| could.

"Good morning, Professor Zero!" a chorus bellowed back, startling me.

So the hazing campaign was gill on. No, | wouldn't correct them. After dl, even the Martian children
| had taught had invariably tagged me with that name.

| glanced around the room, gpproving its high windows and controlled sunlight. My eyes cameto rest
on the blackboard behind me. A chalk drawing occupied its space. It depicted, with some kill, a
Martian crouching behind an Earthman. Both were members of the Space Patrol and apparently were
battling some space desperado. It was young Tom Blaing'swork, no doubt. Hisfather claimed all
Martians to be cowards and weaklings.

MY lesthery face showed little of my fedingsas| erased the humiliating sketch. Ignoring the snickers
behind me, | grasped two pieces of chalk in both tentacles, writing with one and listing dates with the
other.

1945—Discovery of anti-gray force, on Earth
1955—Firgt spaceflight

1978—Earthmen clam dl planets
1992—Pioneer-wave to Mars
2011—Rebellion and war

2019—Marswins freedom
2040—Earth-Marsrdations friendly today

"Interplanetary History," | began my lecture, " centers about these dates and events. Not till Nineteen
fifty-five were Earth people assured that intelligent beings had built the mysterious canals of Mars. Nor
were we Martians positivertill then that the so-called Winking Lights of your cities a night denoted the
handiwork of thinking creatures.

The exploring Earthmen of the last century found only the Martians equd to theminintelligence. Earth
hasits great cities, and Mars hasits great cand-system, built ten thousand Martian years ago. Civilization
began on Marsfifty centuries previousto that, before the first glimmering of it on Earth—"

"See, fellows?' Tom Blaineinterrupted loudly. "1 told you al they liketo doisrub that in." He
became mockingly polite. "Please, Sir, may | ask why you brilliant Martians had to wait for Earthmen to
open up space travel ?*

| was shocked, but managed to answer patiently.

"Weran out of metal depositsfor building, keeping our candsin repair. Our history hasbeen a
constant struggle againgt the danger of extinction. In fact, when Earth pioneers migrated in Nineteen
ninety-two, it wasjust in timeto patch up the canas and stave off atremendous faminefor Mars."

"And that was the gppreciation Earth got," the boy charged bitterly. "Rebdlion!™

"Y ou forget that the Earth pioneers on Mars started the rebellion againgt taxation, and fought side by
sdewith us—"

"They weretrators,” he stated bluntly.

| hurdled the point, and continued the lecture.

"Marswon itsindependence after anine-year struggle—"

Again | wasinterrupted.



"Not won. Earth granted independence, though it could have won eesily.”

"Atany rate" | resumed quietly, "Earth and Marstoday, in Twenty-forty, are amicable, and have
forgotten that episode.”

"We haven't forgotten!” Tom Blaine cried angrily. "Every true Earthman despises Martians.”

He sat down amidst amurmur of defiant gpproval from the others. | knew my tentacles hung limply.
How aggressive and intolerant Earth people were! It accounted for their domination of the Solar System.
A vigorous, pushing race, they sneered at the Martian idedls of peaceful culture. Their pirates, lega and
otherwise, till roamed the spaceways for loot.

Y OUNG Tom Blaine was representative of the race. He was determined to make things so
miserable here for methat | would quit. He was the leader of the upper-class boys. Strange, that
Earthpeople dwaysfollow onewho is not wise, but merely compelling. There would have to be atest of
authority, | told mysdlf with asinking heart.

"l amtheteacher,” | reminded him. ™Y ou are the pupil, Mr. Blaine."

"Oh, yes, gr," heretorted in false humility. "But you'd better teach history right, Professor Nothing, or
not a al!"

| hastily switched to the Martian language.

"The Martian language asiswell known, istoday the officia language of science and trade,” | went
on guardedly. "Through long usage, the tongue has become perfected. Officia Earth Englishis
comparatively cumbersome. For instance, the series of words meaning exaggerated sze— big, large,
great, huge, enormous, mighty, cyclopean, gargantuan. Is'big' more than 'large, or 1ess?Y ou cannot tell.
In Martian, there is one root, with a definite progression of size suffixes.”

| wrote on the blackboard.

bol, bola, bob, bolo, bolu—bolas, bobs, bolos, bolus—bolasa, bolis, boloso, bolusu

"Martian isascientific language, you see.”

"Bragging again,” sneered avoice. An eraser salled toward mejust as| turned from the board. It
struck full inmy facein acloud of chalk-dust. Asif at asignd, abarrage of erasersflew a me. They had
been sneaked previoudy from the boards around the classroom. | stood helplesdy, desperately warding
off the missile with my tentacles. The boys were yelling and hooting, excited by the sport.

The pandemonium abruptly stopped as Oscar sumped into the room. His mechanical eyestook in
the scene without emotion. One belated eraser flew toward him. His stedl arm reflexively raised, caught
it, then hurled it back with stunning force. To arobot, anything that came toward it must be returned,
unless otherwise commanded. Tom Blaine yel ped as the eraser bounced off hisforehead

"Dean Graham," said Oscar like aphonograph, "wantsto know if everything isgoing adong
smoothly.”

| could see the boys hold their breaths. Oscar went the rounds daily, asking that routine question in
all the classes. If this disturbance were reported, the boys would lose an afternoon of freedom.

"Everythingiswel," | murmured, though for amoment | was sadly tempted to take revenge. "Y ou
may go, Oscar.”

With aclick of interna relays, the robot left impassvely. He had seen or heard nothing, without being
otherwise commanded.

"Afradto report it, en?' Tom Blainejeered. "l told you Martians are yellow!™

It was more than gravity now that made my shoulders sag. | dreaded the days that must follow.

EVEN outsde the classroom, | was hounded. | can use only that word. Tom Blaine thought of the
diabolicd trick of deliberately spilling aglass of water before my eyes.

"Don't — don't!" | ingtinctively groaned, clutching at the glass. "What's the matter, Professor?' he
asked blandly. "Thisis nothing but water."

"It's sacrilege—"

| stopped there. They wouldn't understand. How horrible to see water spill to the ground in utter
waste! For ten thousand years, on Mars, that precious fluid has been the object of our grestest ingenuity.



It hurt to seeit wantonly flung away, asthey might flinch if blood were shed uselesdy before them.

As| sumbled away from their laughter, | heard Tom Blaine confide to his cohorts:

"| got theidealast night, looking in hisroom. Hewas playing with abowl of water. Running it through
hisfingers, likeamiser. I've got another idea, fellows. Follow meto the kitchen.”

| wasn't awaretill haf through the solitary evening meal in my roomsthat the food tasted odd. It was
sdty! The boys had stolen into the kitchen and salted my specia sdtlessfoods. My stomach revolted
againg the dien condiment. Mars seas, from which our life originated long ago, held no sodium chloride,
only magnesium chloride, with which adl Martian food is"sdted.”

| went to bed, groaning with a severe headache and upset somach from an outraged metabolism.
Worsg, it rained that night. | tried to shut my earsto that pattering sound. Millions of gdlons of water
were going to waste, while millions of Martians on my homeworld, were painfully hoarding water for their
thirsty crops.

The pains eased before morning. What torment would Tom Blaine and hisrelentless pack think of
next? The answer came when | found my spectacles missing. My eyes were dmost blinded that day,
more from glare than senilefailing of vision. They watered and blinked in light that wasfifty per cent
stronger than on more remote Mars.

"Lower the blinds, Oscar,” | ordered the robot when he appeared as usudl.

"But, Professor,” Tom Blaine protested, jumping up as though waiting for the moment, “think of our
eyes. We can't read our lessonsin the dark.”

"Never mind, Oscar,” | said wearily. The robot stood for amoment, relays clashing at the reversed
orders. When he findly left, he seemed to shrug at the strange doings of his masters, Earthmen and
Martiansdike.

"Have you any ideawhere my glasses are, Mr. Blaine?' | asked in direct apped. | tried not to sound
timid.

"No, of coursenot,” he retorted virtuoudly.

| nodded to myself and reached for the lower left-hand drawer of my desk, then changed my mind.

"Will you dl help melook for them?' | pleaded.

THEY ransacked the desk with deliberate brutality.

"Why, herethey are, Professor!” Tom held them up from the lower |eft-hand drawer in mock
triumph. | put them on with trembling hands. "How careless of meto leave them here yesterday.” |
smiled. "One must have a sense of humor about these things. Now we will declinethe verb krun, to
move."

| went on as though nothing had happened, but my whole head ached from hours of straining my eyes
againg the crud glare.

That night, utterly exhausted, | went to bed only to find my anti-gravity unit jammed, obvioudy by
human hands. One of my few pleasures was the ability to Snk into restful dumber in the low-gravity field,
after suffering thetug of Earth gravity a my vitasal day. Earthmen on Jupiter know how agonizing it
becomes.

| passed a deepless night, panting and aching under what grew to be the pressure of a mountain.
How could | go on againgt such heartlessness? Tom Blaine and hisfriends were ruthlessy determined to
drive out their depised Martian teacher. If | complained to Dean Graham, it would be an admission of
cowardice. | didn't want to betray my race. But | was miserably aware that | had not asinglefriend in the
academy.

Oscar gppeared in the morning, with amessage from Dean Graham. The mechanical servant waited
patiently to be told to go. When | swayed alittle, he caught me. Hisreflexes had been patterned not to let
thingsfdl.

"Thank you, Oscar." | found my hand on the robot's shiny hard shoulder. It was comfortingly firm.
"You'remy only friend, Oscar. At least, you're not my enemy. But what am | saying? You'reonly a
machine. Y ou may go, Oscar.”

The message reed:



Today and tomorrow are examination days. Use the enclosed forms. At three o'clock today, al
classeswill be excused to the Televison Auditorium.

The examinations were routine. Despite my unrested body and mind, | felt an uplift of spirit. My class
would do well. | had managed, even againg hodtility, to impart a sound understanding of Interplanetary
Higtory and the Martian language.

| looked almost proudly over the bowed, laboring heads. Suddenly | stiffened.

"Mr. Henderson," | said gently, "I wouldn't try that if | wereyou.”

The boy flushed, hastily crammed into his pockets the notes he had been copying from. Then he
gaped up in amazement. Tom Blaine, a the desk beside him, aso looked up startled. The question was
plainin hiseyes. How could | know that Henderson was chesting, when even Tom, Sitting next to him
hadn't suspected?

"Youforget," | explained hestantly, "that Martians use telepathy a will."

Tom Blaine stared, his mouth hanging open. Then he jumped up.

"Arewe going to stand for that? Spying on us, even in our minds—" He gasped a a sudden thought.
"Y ou knew al the time about the glasses. Y ou didn't expose me." He flushed, but in anger rather than
embarrassment. "Y ou made afool of mel”

"One must have asense of humor about thosethings” | said lamely.

Therest of the examination period passed in bristling silence. More than ever, now, they were hogtile
to me. More than ever would they show their antagonism. How could | ever hope to win them, if
patience was taken for cowardice, understanding for malice, and telepathy for ddliberate spying?

Why had | ever left Mars, to cometo this alien, heart-breaking world?

AT three o'dock, examinations were over for that day. The classfiled to the Televison Auditorium.

A giant screen in the darkened room displayed adramaon Venus, then news-flashes from around
the system. An asteriod, scene of the latest radium rush. Ganymede, with itstalking plant show. Titan's
periodic meteor shower from the rings of Saturn. A cold, dark scene on Pluto, where a greet telescope
was being built for interstellar observations. Findly Mars, and afile of Earthmen and Martians climbing
into adeek Space Patrol ship.

"The Patrol ship Greyhound," informed the announcer, "is being dispatched after pirates. Captain
Henry Blaineis determined to blast them, or not come back.”

"My father,” Tom Blaine said proudly to his classmates.

"My son,” | murmured, leaning forward to watch the last of the Martians vanish within.

When the armed ship leaped into space, the television broadcast was over.

There were no more classes that day. | dragged across the campus toward the haven of my rooms,
for | needed rest and quiet.

A shriek tore from my throat theingtant | saw it. A horrible, wriggling snakelay in my path! It was
only asmdl, harmless garden snake, my reason told me. But amillion years of ingtinct yelled danger,
deeth! | sumbled and fell, trying to run against gravity that froze my muscles. | shrank from the squirming
horror asit stopped and defiantly darted out its forked tongue.

The outsde world burst into my conscienceness with athunderclap of laughter. Tom Blainewas
holding up the wriggling snake. Once the first shock was over, | managed to keep my nervesin check.

"It'sonly agarter snake," he mocked. "Sorry it frightened you."

But what would they say if ahungry, clawing tiger suddenly appeared before them? How would they
fed?1 left without aword, painfully compelling my trembling limbsto move,

| was beaten. That thought hammered within my skull.

They had broken my spirit. | cameto that conclusion after staring up a ared star that winked soberly
and seemed to nod in pity. There was my true home. | longed to go back to its canals and deserts. Harsh
they might be, but not so harsh asthe unfeding inhabitants of thisincredibly rich planet.

| went to my rooms and started to pack.

Angry voices swiftly gpproached my door. The boysburstin, led by Tom Blaine.

"Murderer! Tomyeled. "A man was strangled in town two hours ago, by arope—or atentacle!



Y ou looked murder a usthis afternoon. Why did you kill him? Just genera hate for the human race?’

How fantastic it sounded, yet they weren't mere boys, now. They were a blood-lusting mob. All their
hate and misunderstanding for me had cometo ahead. | knew it was no use even to remonsirate.

"L ook, fellows! Hewas packing up to sneak away. Hesthekiller, dl right. Are you going to confess,
Professor Zeerohs, or do we have to make you confess!”

It was usdlessto resst their burly savagery and strong Earth muscles. They held me and ripped away
the light meta braces supporting my legs. Then | was forced outside and prodded aong. They made me
walk up and down, back of the dormitory, in the light of subatomic torches,

I'T became sheer torture within an hour. Without the braces, my weak muscles sagged under my
weight. Earth's gravity more than doubled the norma strain.

"Confess" Tom snapped fiercely. "Then well take you to the police.”

| shook my head, as| had each time Tom demanded my confession. My one hopeless comfort was
the prayer of an earthly prophet, who begged the First Cause to forgive his children, for they knew not
what they did.

For another hour, the terrible march kept up. | became a single mass of aching flesh. My bones
seemed to be cracking and crumbling under the weight of the Universe. My mentd anguish was il
sharper, for thetide of hate beat againgt me likeasurf.

Where was Dean Graham? Then | remembered that he had gone to visit hisrelatives that evening.
There was no one to help me, no one to stop these half-grown men who saw their chanceto get rid of
me. Only the winking red eye of Mars|ooked down in compassion for the suffering of ahumble son.

"Oscar'scoming!” warned avoice.

Ponderoudy the robot approached, the night-light in hisforehead shining. He made the rounds every
night, like a mechanica watchman. As he eyed the halted procession, his patterned reflexes were
obvioudy griving to figure out what its meaning could be,

"Boyswill go to the dormitory," his microphonic voice boomed. "Againgt regulationsto be out after
ten o'clock.”

"Oscar, you may go," barked Tom Blaine,

Therobot didn't budge. His selectors were set to obey only the voices of teachers and officias.

"Oscar—" | began with awild cry.

A boy clamped his hand over my mouth. The last of my strength oozed from me, and | dumped to
the ground. Though | was not unconscious, | knew my will would soon be insufficient to meke meress.
The boys|ooked frightened.

"Maybe we've gonetoo far," one said nervoudy.

"He desarvesit,” shrilled Tom uneasily. "He'sacowardly murderer!”

"Tom!" Pete Miller came running up, from the direction of the town. "Just heard the news—the police
caught the kille—amaniac with arope." Herecoiled in darm when he saw my sprawled form. "What
did you do, fellows? He's innocent, and he redlly isn't such abad old guy.”

The boys glanced a one another with guilty eyes. Fervently | blessed young Miller for that
Satement.

"Don't be sentimentd,” Tom Blaine said much too loudly. "Martians are cowards. My father says so.
I'm glad we did this, anyway. It'll drive him away for sure. We'd better beet it now."

The group melted away, leaving me on the ground. Oscar stalked forward and picked me up. Any
falen person must be helped up, according to his patterned mind. But his sted armsfelt softer than Tom
Blaine's heartless accusation.

THE class gasped dmost in chorus the next morning, when their Martian professor entered quietly,
asthough nothing had happened the night before.

"Examinationswill continue" 1 announced.

It was small wonder that they looked surprised. Firgt, that | had appeared at al, weak and spent by
the night's cruel ordeal. Second, that | had not given up and left. Third, that | hadn't reported the episode



to Dean Graham. The punishment would have been severe.

Only I knew | was back because it would be cowardly to leave. Mentdly and physicaly | was sick,
but not beaten. Besides, | had heard young Miller insist that | was not such abad old guy, after dl. It was
likeawdl of cool water in ahot desert.

Examinations began. Oscar entered, handed me a spacegram and clanked out again. Nervoudy |
opened and read the message. My tentacles twitched uncontrollably at the ends, then curled around the
chair arms and clung desperately. Everything vanished before my eyes except the hideous, shocking
words of the spacegram.

My world was ended. Mars or Earth—it made no difference. | could not go on. But existence must
continue. | could not let this break me. Grimly | folded the paper and laid it aside.

| looked with misted eyes at their lowered heads. | needed afriend as never before, but hostility and
hatred were the only emotionsthey felt for me as| tuned to them one by one. They hated their teacher,
though they knew him to be wise, humble, patient, as Martians are by nature.

And | was beginning to hate them. They wereforcing meto. Savagdly | hoped they would dl fail in
their examinations.

| switched back to young Miller, who was biting his pencil. Forehead beaded with swest, he was
having adifficult time. Thoughts were racing through hisbrain.

Wanted so much to pass. . . enter Space Point . . . join the Space Patrol someday . . . Not enough
timeto study . . . job in spare time after school hours. . . help parents. . . In what year did thefirst
explorer step on Neptune's moon? Why, Nineteen-seventy-six! Funny how that came al of asudden. ..
Now what wasthe root for "planet” in Martian? Why, jad, of course! It isn't so hard after dl . . .

Wish that old Martian wouldn't stare at me asif he'sreading my mind . . . How many moons has
Jupiter? Always get it mixed up with Saturn.

Eighteen, six found by space ships! Funny, I'm so sureof mysdlf ... I'll lick thisexam yet . . . Dad's
going to be proud of me when I'm wearing that uniform. . . .

| turned my eyes away from Miller's happy face. A deserving boy, he would be a credit to the Space
Patrol. Others had their troubles, not just I.

Abruptly there was an interruption. Oscar came clanking in huriedly. "Dean Graham wishes dl
classesto file out on the campus, for aspecia event,” he boomed.

The boyswhispered in curiosity and left the classroom a my unsteady order. The campus wasfilled
with the entire school faculty and enrollment. My group of senior classmen was alowed to stand directly
infront of the bandstand. | felt weak and in need of support, but there was no oneto giveit to me.

DEAN GRAHAM raised ahand. "A member of the Space Patrol ishere," he spoke, "having come
from Space Point by rocket-strato for an important announcement. Mgor Dawson.”

A tal, uniformed man, wearing the blue of the Space Patrol, stepped forward, acknowledging the
assembly's unrestrained cheer with asolemn nod. The Patrol is honored throughout the System for its
gdlant serviceto civilization.

"Many of you boys," he said, "hope to enter Space Point some day, and join the Service. This
bulletin, received an hour ago, will do honor to someone here.”

He held up the paper and read doud. " Captain Henry Blaine, in command of Petrol ship
Greyhound, yesterday was wounded in the daring rout of pirates off the Earth-Marsrun.”

All eyesturned to Tom Blaine, who was proud of the ceremony in honor of hisfather. The officia
held up aradium-coated meda—the Craoss of Space, for extraordinary service to the forces of law and
order in the Solar System. Dean Graham whispered in his ear. He nodded, stepping down from the
rostrum and advancing.

My gasp of surprise was deeper than those of the others as he brushed past Tom Blaine. Stopping
before me, he pinned the glowing meda on my chest. Then he grasped my hand.

"I think you'll be proud to weer that dl your lifel" Heturned, reading further from hisbulletin.
"Captain Blain€slife was saved by ayouthful Martian recruit, who legped in front of him and took the full
blast that wounded the Earthman. His name was—"



| found mysdlf watching Tom Blaine. He didn't have to hear the name. He was Saring at the
spacegram he had stolen from my desk, but hadn't had a chance to read till now. He had sensed my
momentary agitation over it, and had hoped perhapsto useit against me. It read:

WE DEEPLY REGRET TO INFORM Y OU OF THE DEATH OF YOUR SON, KOL
ZEEROHS, IN HEROIC SERVICE FOR THE SPACE PATROL.

—THE HIGH COMMAND, SPACE PATROL.

BUT now my weakness overwhelmed me. | was aware only of someone a my side, supporting me,
asmy kneesthrestened to buckle. It must have been Oscar.

No—it was ahuman being!

"Every one of ushere" Tom Blaine said, tightening his grip around me, "is your son now—if that will
help alittle. Y ou're staying of course, Professor. Y ou couldn't leave now if you tried.”

We amiled at each other, and my thin hand was nearly crushed in hisyoung, strong grasp. Yes, the
teacher from Marswould stay.
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