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“It'sjust afootprint,” Liz Borrasaid, crossing her arms over her ample bosom. “1 don’t understand dl of
thefuss”

Nyaou Templeton suppressed asigh.

She sat on the opposite side of the wide conference table from Liz, but ill felt asif she were being
crushed by LiZ s presence—and LiZ' s voice, which seemed somehow amplified in the acoustics of the
old Government Meeting Hall.

Liz intimidated everyone. No one contradicted her, or if they did, they did so carefully. Liz had
campaigned to join the council; everyone else had been drafted as part of their community service.

Because Liz had actualy gone through an dection, the other council members seemed to think Liz's
position was more legitimate than theirs. Even though she hadn’t had an opponent, she had been eected.
Shewasa“legitimate’” member of the council, instead of someone forced to chose between jury duty or
atwo-year council term.

Even Council Presdent Miguel Juarez seemed to think LiZ' s position had more vaidity than his because
of her eection. Herarely argued with Liz any more.

After Liz made her pronouncement about the footprint, Nyalou wanted Miguel to shut her down—or a
least contradict her.

Instead, he stood and shoved his hands in the back pockets of his pants. He had to hunch because his
6'5” framewastoo tal for the ancient room with its colonia-style ceilings. He paced closeto thewalls
(asfar from the table as he could get), pausing each time he passed the single plastic window.

Nyalou knew the view outside the window by heart: the hardpacked street, smoothed by decades of use,
and the prefab buildings brought from Earth mingling with the new construction made of a mixture of
Moon rocks and recycled nanomaterials. Tranquility Base was getting crowded, and the air was getting
thinner. Sooner or later, the colony would have to expand the dome, whether the council liked it or not.

Nyaou hated theidea of expanson. And most of dl, she hated Liz Borra, whose perfume made each
meeting a burden, and whose opinions were hard to take whether delivered in person or in private.

Now Liz was dominating the discusson about the Arrival Monument. The Arriva Monument had been a
part of Moon lore since thefirst colonists. The actua footprint itself was on a square patch of Moon dust
that was protected by a case. Succeeding generations had built astone floor around the case, and a
building on top of it, with holographic recreations of the landing, ancient photographslining thewalls, and
souvenirsfrom the early Earth missions. Nyaou didn’t think she’ d been to the Monument since shewas
in grade school, and even then she hadn’t liked it. In fact, her comment during her first visit had been the
sameasLiz snot afew moments before.

It'sjust afootprint.

She could ill fed the disappointment. Somehow she had thought the footprint was going to be much
more. And much bigger. Earth astronauts had tiny fet.

But now that Liz was making the argument to get rid of the footprint, Nyaou wanted someone to
contradict her—or at least shut her up.



Nyalou turned to Caleb Washburn, hoping he would speak, but he looked down at his dender, callused
hands. He was a laborer in the greenhouses outside the dome. He didn’t like to talk even on the best
days, but sometimes he blurted exactly what Nyalou had been thinking.

Only so far tonight, he hadn’t blurted anything.

Nyalou folded her hands. She was the newest council member. She'd tried to speak up at her first
meeting and Liz had told her that people her age weren't alowed to have opinions.

Migud had shushed L.z, but the damage had been done. Liz had hit Nyalou’ sinsecurities and hit them
hard.

Nya ou had vowed not to say anything unless she could back her opinion with fact. And she knew very
little about the Arriva Monument.

She knew very little about most things.

Findly old Anastazia Denver-Kyoto shook her elegantly coifed head at Liz. Anastazia had been on the
council off and on since before Nyalou was born.

Anagtaziacould stland up to Liz, but usudly fdt it wasn't worth the effort.

Thistime, Anastazia grimaced and said, “ It'smore than afootprint, Liz, and you know it.”
“Yes” Lizsad. “It'sadamned eyesore, and | think it’sgot to go.”

“It abuts your property,” Caleb said in hisdow deep voice.

“It dbutsalot of property,” Liz sad, “not just mine.”

Migud returned to his chair. It squesked under hisweight. Hisknees hit the table, shaking it. Most
resdents of Tranquility Base were small—their ancestors had to meet aheight requirement to fit well into
the ships designed for the long journey from Earth—so Migue was an anomay. And the way he
congtantly banged against things, he was always reminding people how hedidn't fit.

Nyalou found Miguedl’ s Sze fascinating. She found most things about Miguel fascinating, from hisdark
eyesto hiscod-black hair.

And shedid her best to hide her fascination. It wouldn’t do for the newest council member to have a
crush on the council presdent.

“Miguel,” Liz said, as swestly as she could manage. “Would you share with uswhy you are acting so
tortured?’

“Thefootprint ispart of our history, Liz,” Migud said, his deep voice sending shiversthrough Nyalou.
“Such history aswe have here,” Liz said. “1 say if people want red history, let them stay on Earth.”
“We should safeguard our roots,” Caleb said.

“Roots?’ Liz somehow managed to sniff the word. “We can put a plaque on the site, saying * One small
step for man, one giant leap for mankind,” which is better than afootprint, and takes up lessroom than
that damned Monument. We' ve dready removed theflag. | don’t understand why we can't dispose of
the print.”



Nyaou couldn’'t keep quiet any longer. “ The first settlers made a resolution—"

“Thefirg settlers!” Liz stood and Nyaou winced. She should have known better. She had heard this
speech before.

They al had.

“Thefirg settlers picked afootprint. They had severd to choose from, and they didn’t know which was
which. Then they cover it in permaplagtic and we al haveto bow to it, because of their decison. They
could have stopped those kids from stedling the flag—"

“Liz,” Cdebsad.

“—but no. Theflag isgone, and we' re stuck with afootprint that could have belonged to the second
[unar mission, for that meatter.”

“The second mission landed at the Ocean of Storms,” Caleb said.

“Yes,” Migud said in hisdry voice. “It could be worse. Someone could have found the sacred golf ball.”
“You' remaking funof me” Lizsad.

“Wewouldn't dare,” Anastaziasaid.

Liz shot her alook. Anastaziaraised her silver eyebrows—an affectation that on her looked good—and
smiled with such warmth that Liz turned away. As she did, Anastaziarolled her eyes. Nyalou suppressed

agigge

“I don't think aplague will doit,” Caeb said, ignoring the interchange. *“Imagine if someone had placed a
plague on the spot where Columbus landed—"

“Then we d know whereit was,” Miguel murmured.
“—aor where the Romansfirst set foot in Britain.”

“Or,” Liz said, “where Homo Sapiensfirst emerged from the muck. That iswhat we' re talking abott,
isn'tit? Cdebrating humankind’ sfirst gppearance on the Moon.”

“Homo Sapiens didn’t emerge from the muck,” Miguel muttered.

“Oh, they did too,” Liz said.

“If you boil down evolution into asingleingant,” Anastazia said.

Lizwhirled so fast that Nya ou thought she was going to fdl over. “Y ou are making fun.”
“Whyever would we do that?” Anastazia asked, those lovely eyebrows raised again.

Becauseit’'s easy, Nydou thought, but she said, “ Thefirst settlers thought we should keep track of our
history. Earth started way too late.”

“And because Earth keeps track of its history, no one can buy land any more. Do you know how much
space istaken up on Earth by historically protected sites?” Liz waved an arm. Bracdl etsrattled together,
making her sound likeasmal drum. “At leest—"

“It doesn't matter,” Migue said softly, but with that firmness that aways managed to shut the group up.



“WEe re not talking about Earth. We re talking about Tranquility Base.”

“We have the same problems,” Liz said, apparently not as responsive to the subtleties of Migud’ stones
astherest of the group. “We have limited space—"

“Three quarters of the Moon isundeveloped,” Cdeb said. “ That' s not exactly limited.”

“Deveoping domesisexpensve,” Liz sad. “Not to mention the cost of maintaining them. Within the
exigting domes, spaceisat a premium, and we shouldn’t waste it on things that no onereally cares
about.”

The group was silent. Liz had a point. Who cared about the Monument? Nyalou hadn’t gonein years,
and she would venture the others hadn’t either. But it was the principle of the thing. She, for one,
understood the first settlers' determination to carve out a history on their new land. And sheliked to
uphold traditions. Despite what Liz said, too many old Earth historical siteswere plowed under, or
demolished, or built over.

Nyaou didn’t want that to happen on the Moon.

“How do we know no one cares?’ Nyalou asked, softly, a bit astonished that the words were coming
out of her own mouth. “1 mean, has anyone done astudy?’

“Of coursenot,” Lizsaid. “And if they did, it would take forever. We don't have forever.”

Migud had turned. He was staring at Nyalou. Her cheeks grew warm. In her term on the council, she
had argued points, but she doubted she had ever made a useful suggestion before.

“Why don’t we have forever, Liz?" Miguel asked. “What' sthe great hurry?’
“Space,” shesad, asif hewerefeeble. “It' sat apremium.”
“And it will be at a premium next week and the week after,” he said.

Liz' seyes narrowed. She aimed the gaze at Nyalou. Nyaou did not flinch. She had practiced
not-flinching in front of amirror since she joined the council. Some day she might get enough character in
her face to frown back.

Migud was till staring at Nyalou. His expression was soft, asif she had saved him somehow. Had he
ever really looked a her before? She wasn't sure. When he had welcomed her to the council six months
before, he had shaken her hand, but he hadn’t redlly looked at her since.

“I think astudy isagood idea,” Miguel said to everyone. “But we do have alimited budget. Let’ sfind
out if astudy will answer our questions before we authorize one.”

“Herewe go again,” Caleb whispered. “ A study to authorize astudy.”
“It' sawaste of taxpayer funds,” Liz said. “No one goes to the Monument any more.”

“We don’'t know that, but we do know that developers have been after the land for years.” Miguel
inclined his head toward Liz. While shewasn't aforma devel oper, she had made most of her money in
real estate, alot of it by renting overpriced condos to Earth tourists who planned to stay longer than a
week.

“Nyaou,” Migud said, and she jumped. He had never used her name before. He pronounced it wrong,
with the accent on “lou” instead of “ny,” but she didn’t care. She found the mispronunciation endearing.



“Would you get the records for the Monument? We need to know who visits and why.”
“Y ou expect aMonument to keep those kinds of detailed records?’ Liz asked.

“They’ re agovernment organization,” Anastaziasaid in her |-can'’ t-believe-you-didn’ t-know-that voice.
“They haveto have those kind of records or they lose their funding.”

“Y ou mean we could smply cut off their funding and berid of them?’ Liz sounded excited.

“If it werethat easy,” Caleb sad, “ people would cut off our funding just to berid of us.”

He had hisfists clenched ashe said it, asif he wanted to somehow cut off al fundingto Liz Borra
“| can dothat,” Nyaou said softly, looking at Miguel.

“Cut off funding?’ he asked.

She shook her head. “ Get areport on the Arriva Monument. I'll haveit by next meeting.”

He smiled at her, adeep rich smile that made her heart pound. Another flush warmed her cheeks, and
she hoped he didn’t notice—or, if he did, he would attribute it to the assgnment and not the attention.

“Excdlent,” he said, and turned away from her. “ Other business?’

Hedidn't look at her again throughout the entire meeting.

*k*k%x

Nyaou didn’'t get angry with hersdf until she waked home. Her gpartment was small—one room on the
third story of asecond generation stone house with plexi-windows. She kept them shuttered most of the
time. When the gpartment was built, the view had been of the beautifully barren lunar landscape. Now all
she could see out her windows was anew building made of recycled nanomaterids. The black walls
absorbed everything and reflected nothing. It was like looking into space without seeing stars.

At least she had aview at her job. She was executive director of Souter Mines, which sounded more
glamorousthan it was. She was actually a second executive director, and her focus was mostly public
relations. She didn’t mind—uwithout the mines, there would be no colonies—but she did wish the job
paid better. Occasionally she had to complete a press statement or make adenia, but she spent most of
her time done reading, and she knew that her taents were being wasted.

Still, shewouldn’t have given up the view for anything. She had windows that overlooked the surface,
with the Earth, the homeland she never claimed, looming blue and white in the background.

She liked looking at it, liked knowing that her ancestors had come from that cool and beautiful place,
liked knowing she could vigit it if she could ever save up enough credits. She doubted she would, of
course. The dream of Earth would probably be so much better than the redlity. But if anyone
downloaded her reading history—audio, text only, or visua/full entertainment—they would know that she
read mostly romances set on old Earth. And she would be hard-pressed to explain why.

When she entered her apartment, she punched up her table-side reader, and entered her password. The
text she had been reading appeared, her place marked by the earlier shut-down. Sheignored it, though,
feding butterfliesin her somach—the same butterflies she felt when she had opted for two-year long
council serviceingtead of the standard month-long jury sequestration.

Then she had wanted to do something important, and, if shetold hersdlf the truth, she aso wanted to



have someplace to go during the evenings, someplace she didn’t haveto pay for, likeaclassor a
performance.

Thistime, shewas afraid shewasn't up for the task. Shewas afraid Miguel would see how inept she was
and ask her to leave the council.

She used the water recycler to make hersdf a cup of imported herba tea—chamomile dways tasted
better when grown on Earth—and sat down beside her reader. The bed had flopped from the wall to the
floor at its gppointed time, but she wasn't tired. For the first time since she had become a council
member, she would have to use her position to open doors. And she wasn't exactly sure how.

*k*k%x

How turned out to be startlingly easy. She sent arequest for the Monument’ s visitor records from her
council account. The records came to her in asecured file within three-point-five seconds, and they
seemed complete.

But shefdt asif the records weren't dl the information she needed. She hadn’t looked them over, but
she knew she wouldn't be satisfied until she visited the Monument hersdlf.

She had to know what, if anything, she wasfighting for.

So she took the following afternoon off and went to the Monument. The trip from the mine to the other
end of the colony took longer than she expected. She had planned to walk, but she had finally hired a
small rover. Still, when she arrived, she was dust-covered and exhausted, certainly not in the best
condition to view the Monument.

The Monument was smaller and shabbier than she remembered. The permaplastic doors|ooked yellow
and sunken into their bed of Moon rocks. The rocks themselves looked worn, asif they’ d been scraped
by athousand hands. The building was short and squat, and not dl that large, at least not compared to
the development rising around it.

The development brushed the edges of the dome. The domeside of the devel opment was made of
recycled plexi-glass, so that the condo owners could have an unobstructed view of the surface. The
remaining three sideswere of recycled nanomateridsin their requisite black. They shone, something
Nyaou doubted they would do after al the units had been purchased.

Still, the net affect was to make the Monument look shabby, old, and uncared for. No wonder Liz
wanted it out of the neighborhood. It no longer fit.

Nyalou got out of her rover and crossed the hard-packed dirt to the front door. There shelet the cycler
clean the dirt off her shoes, and then she pushed the door open.

Thelight insdewas artificid, like everything else here, but it had athin quality toit, asif someone had
determined that too much light would cost too much money. The air smelled of dust and wasjust abit hot
for her comfort.

Sheran her council i.d. through the entrance scanner—another first, using thei.d. to get into abuilding for
free—and then walked around the corner.

The main room was smdler than she remembered, and it wasfull. Children peered at the exhibits, and
sood in linefor the holo displays. Flats ran congtantly, showing Neil Armstrong’ sjerky movements on
the lunar surface, the resolution grainy and indistinct. His reedy voice repegated hisfamous line softly, asif
the designers of the museum wanted everyoneto strain to hear it. In aroom to the lft, the flats played all



the time, showing thefull tape of the event, from the moment the Apollo capsule went up to the moment it
landed.

A holographic display of the Moon itself—recreated of course—showed Neil Armstrong climbing off the
lunar modulein hisbulky suit, and putting the first footprint in the dust.

A chubby boy who was no more than ten stood besi de the hologram, copying its movements, then
laughing with hisfriends a the quaintness of it dl.

No one wore bulky suits anymore. To go outside the dome, all a person needed was a skin-tight
nano-suit and asmall oxygen mask over the nose and mouth. When she had been here before, she
remembered wondering how it felt to walk in that bulky equipment, and she had been too small to try on
the suit’sreplica

Shetook agtep farther in. The ceilings were lower than she remembered, the doorsto the displays closer
together. The Monument itself wasamodd of efficiency, cramming as much information into asmall
Space as possible.

She dmost headed to the suit, when she remembered her mission: the footprint.

With asmall sgh, she went around the holographic display, and stopped at that smal hole in the floor.
The footprint was there, the rounded boot mark, the lines acrossit, al preserved in the lunar dirt. It till
looked smdll. Infact, it looked smaller than it had when shewas achild.

No one elsewaslooking at it, even though it was the reason the Monument was here. The children were
al playing in the displays, and the adult chaperones were watching the flats with practiced disnterest, asif
they’ d seen them athousand times before.

And maybe they had. Maybe they brought a different group of children here every year.
The boy who' d been playing by the hologram stopped beside her. He crouched too.

“Sothat’sit?’ hesaid, running hisfingers over the plexi-glass case even though the nearby sgns asked
him not to. “It’ snot very big.”

“Itisn’t, isit,” shesaid, marveling that he had the same reaction that she did.

He pushed away from it, then ran, whooping, toward the holo rooms, until one of the chaperones caught
him by the arm, and dowed him down.

A little girl skipped over to the footprint, frowned at it, and then went on. Most of the other children
paraded past without seeing it.

“Ms. Templeton?’ an officid sounding female voice said from above her.

Nyaou sighed. Somehow she didn’t want to stop her contemplation of that bit of disturbed dirt. She put
her hands on her thighs and pushed herself up.

The woman standing before her was about LiZ' s age, only she wasthin to the point of gauntness. Her
pinched face had the look of too many years of worry, and her dark skin had agrayish cast.

“I'm Danu Wdter. | amin charge of thisfacility.” She held out her hand. Nyaou took it gently, afraid
she' d bresk bones. “To what do we owe the pleasure of thisvist?’

The question was courteous enough, but it had an edge, abite, that seemed purposeful.



“There has been some interest in the Arrival Monument lately,” Nyalou said. “1 was sent to seehow it's
faing.”

“Interest.” Danu smirked as she said the word. “ Interest in replacing us with one of those ugly shiny
condos, you mean.”

Nyalou didn’'t answer. Instead she looked around. “I haven't been herefor years. It'ssmdler than |
remember.”

“Youwereachild, then?’ Danu said.
Nyalou nodded, a bit embarrassed that she hadn’t come back.
“It'sarequired vist for the ten-year-olds, you know. Only ahandful ever return.”

“Until | walked through the door afew minutes ago,” Nyaou said, “I had forgotten how disappointed |
wasthat | wastoo smdl to try on the suit.”

And, for thefirst time sincethey’ d met, Danu smiled. “Comethen,” she said. “Y ou’ re big enough now.”

* kK%

The equipment room wasn't much larger than the locker room a work. Most of the children stopped
outside it, stood against the computer barrier, heard the automated voi ce denying them entry, and turned
away. Nyaou remembered how that felt; the suits were the only thing she hadn’t been able to touch.

Danu hit the button that did one of the suits out. Robotic arms held the suit in place when Nyaou climbed
in. It was bulky and awkward. As Danu put the helmet on Nyalou' s head, her shouldersfelt the weight.
Thetinted visor made the entire room dark.

“Do you want to fed the full effect of the sLit?” Danu asked.

It sounded like atrick question, but Nyalou nodded anyway. The robot arms receded, and asthey did,
Nya ou staggered forward.

The thing was s0 heavy she could barely support it.

Danu caught her, laughing, and pushed another button. The robotic arms returned, taking al the weight.
Nyaou' s breath was coming rapidly. How had the astronauts managed in these bulky things?

It was hard to see through the tinted visor. She frowned at shapes moving near the door. The children.
The children were watching her in the suit. Even without being able to see their faces, she knew that they
were longing to join her. She remembered the feding so well.

The sense of adventure had been bred into dl of them. Their ancestorswere dl adventurers, daring folk
willing to take a chance to create acommunity on dead ground. All of the Moon had been explored.
Much of it was populated now. In many ways, it was no different from Earth.

The chancesfor adventure were receding, but still they dl longed for it. Even she did, dthough she didn’t
have the courage or the funds.

The bulky suit was just one reminder of that. Onethey al wanted to touch. Onethey dl wanted to hold.
The bulky suit, with itsthick boots.



Boots.

She felt ashiver run down her back despite the warmth of the suit. She braced hersdlf with one hand, and
brought up afoot. Her leg didn’'t bend the way it normally did. She stared at the boot, at the ridges dong
the bottom.

They matched the ones on the dirt.

“You don’t believe that’ s the footprint, do you?’” Danu asked.

Nyaou put her foot down. “The sign saysit might not be.”

“But it isafootprint from one of the Apollo missions. And most likdly, it’ sthefirst one.”
“Thefirst misson didn’t land on the Moon,” Nyaou said.

Danu rolled her eyes asif that were the sort of comment she would expect from agovernment officid.
“Thefirst misson that landed on the Moon.”

The helmet was suffocating. What these people had put up with in the name of exploration. Nyalou used
her gloved handsto pull it off. She tossed her head, freeing her hair. Something was bothering her,
something she couldn’t quite pinpoint.

“There’ sno way to authenticate afootprint?’ she asked.

Danu shook her head ever so dightly. “Not onethat old.”

“But how do we know how old it is? There' sno air, there’ sno real decay—"

“There aretechniques,” Danu said, “but they don’t matter. Thefirst colonists preserved the print.”

That wasit. Nydou felt ashiver run down her back. “Y ou people have never authenticated it, have you?’
“It would be quite easy to destroy—"

“You'vejust taken the first colonists word, asif people who came here more than ahundred years ago
had away of determining which footprint of the many was the one that they werelooking for. Y ou just
established this Site, and don’t even know if you' re perpetrating a hoax.”

“Pease” Danu said. “Thisisan important place. Evenif thefootprintisn’t thereal one, thisisthelanding
gte. Weknow that. We ve authenticated that.”

“And put abuilding onit, changing it.” Nyaou's heart hurt. She hated the fact that Liz wasright.

“The museum isimportant,” Danu said. “ Every child born on the Moon comes here eventudly. We are
one of the main attractionsfor Earth tourigts. It’ slike apilgrimage, ashrine—"

“Because of thefootprint?’
“Wewouldn't be here without it,” Danu said.

“That’ swhy this place was established,” Nyaou said. “But no one actualy comesto see the footprint, do
they?”

Danu continued to stare a her.



“Dothey?’
Danu swallowed. “They’re dl disgppointed by it,” she whispered.

Nyaou let out abreath of air. She used the robotic arms’ assistance to get out of the suit. It felt asif she
had shrunk to less than one-haf her body weight. She was covered in swest.

“Areyou going to shut usdown?’ Danu asked.

“Why?" Nyaou said. “The exhibits are important. It' s good for the children to get in touch with their
higory.”

Danu frowned. “But something changed. Something' s different.”

“Iwon't lieto you,” Nyalou said. “I came here searching for away to keep the museum dive. I've found
that. But what | haven’t found isany compelling reason for it to Stay at thislocation.”

“Wherewould we go?’ Danu asked. “Thisisour logica place. Human beingsfirst touched the Moon
right here.”

“And in our norma way, we built right over the spot.”

“But not thefootprint.”

“If itisthe footprint,” Nyaou said.

“Itisafootprint.”

“Yes,” Nyalou said. “And footprints aren’t so hard to fake, are they?’

Danu’ sface went completely gray. “How can you say that? It' sin the right place. Thefirst colonists saw
it there”

Nyaou shrugged. “ Thefirst colonists wore boots, didn’t they? They could have drawn theridges. They
could have mimicked it. Weren't they dragging equipment from their landing?’

“Mare Tranquilitatis was not thefirst colony site,” Danu said. “ The colonists had to hike here. It was a
mission they went on long after they’ d settled on the Moon. They wanted to seeit. They treated thislike
aholy place”

“And somehow preserved afootprint.” Nyalou wasn't sure where this skeptical self was coming from, or
why it was appearing now. Wasit because she wanted to do the best she could in the role Miguel had
assigned her? Or was it because she felt she had to fulfill her part in the bureaucracy?

“Yes” Danu said. “They preserved afootprint, whether you believeit or not.”

And that wasthe problem. Nyalou didn't believeit. That smal print, perfectly formed, didn't seem redl.
The disgppointment she had felt as a child had returned, only thistime, it wasfuller, and came with an
anger, afeding of betraya, of being duped.

But by whom?
Shedidn’t know.

She glanced at the door. The children were gone. She was nothing to them once she was out of the suiit.



Her sllence seemed to make Danu uncomfortable.
“What are you going to do now?’ Danu asked.

Nyaou frowned at her. “I’m not going to do anything. | was just supposed to seeif there should bea
study.”

“Of what? The footprint?”
“Of thevadue of thisplace”
“It' svaduable”

“I think there€’ sno arguing that,” Nyalou said. “ The question iswhether it is as valuable here asit would
be somewheredse”

Danu shook her head. “Y ou people are dl dike. Y ou have no sense of history.”

“I haveasense of higtory,” Nyalou said. “I’'m just not sureif it appliesto this particular location.”
“Thisbuilding has been herealong time,” Danu said.

“I know,” Nyaou sad. “But are you telling me the building isimportant or the footprint?’

“I'm telling you the memory isimportant, and it would be lessened by moving this museum.”

“How do you know that?’ Nyalou didn’'t fed Danu’ s certainty. Shewasn't at al sure Danu wasright.
“I just know,” Danu said.

“Not good enough,” Nyaou answered.

*kk*

Her new-found toughnessfell away as she waked out the door of the Monument, and looked at the ugly
black buildings risng around it. Someday, someone might want to preserve those as examples of Moon
architecture in the expansion period, and some poor hapless bureaucrat, like hersdlf, would have to
determine whether or not the buildings were worth saving.

She had signed up for thisjob. She had volunteered for it to impressMiguel. All she had discovered was
enough of an argument to give Liz exactly what she wanted.

And that made Nyalou fedl even more depressed than when she had started.

She went home to examine the statistics she had asked for, and to think about what she would
recommend to the council.

*k k%

The gatigtics confirmed everything Danu had told her. Adultsdid visit the Monument in large
numbers—adults from other colonies, which, Nya ou figured, Danu might have counted among the
tourists. The Monument was the number one destination of Earth tourists aswell.

But it was the children that made Nyalou frown dightly. Danu wasright: Every child on the colony had
visited the Monument, many more than once. They were mostly interested in the holo displays, dthough
severd did come back when they weretall enough to try on the suits.



Thefirst Moon landing had held the public imagination Sncethefirst settlers arrived. And why shouldn’t
it? She remembered being raised on the heroic stories: the burned capsules, the many tries, theflights
across space in equipment so primitive it was the equivalent of walking outside the dome with your hand
over your mouth. Armstrong Day was more important than Founders Day in many schools. Teachers
used it to create ahistory lesson that most children participated in.

No wonder everyone thought the footprint smdl. It was human-sized. And thosefirst travelers, those
people from apoaliticaly divided planet who crossed spacein glorified metal cans, were larger-than-life.

So that’sit? thelittle boy had asked, hisvoice incredulous. It s not very big.
It'sso samdl, she remembered thinking when she was his age.
It ssosmdl.

Of courseit was smadl. They were dl expecting giants, gods nearly, people who had done the impossible
were—higtorically spesking—more myth than redlity.

The footprint made them redl.
She caught her lower lip between her teeth.
Shefindly had something to say at the meeting.
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“Nonsense!” Liz Borrasaid when Nyaou had finished her presentation. “Unadulterated, premeditated
nonsense.”

Liz svoice echoed around the conference table more than usua. Miguel was pacing again. Caleb was
studying hishands.

Only Anastazia seemed to be paying attention, and she rai sed those expressive eyebrows.
“Premeditated?’

“Premeditated,” Liz snapped. “Y ou know the girl has afondnessfor the place. Y ou heard her in the last
mesting.”

Nyaou flushed. The presentation had been hard enough. She hadn’t looked Miguel in the eye once. Her
voice had shaken and she had kept her hands tightly clasped so that they wouldn’t shake too. But she
hadn’t expected this direct attack, even though she should have.

Caleb Washburn did his chair back and rocked it on the back two legs. “1 think Nyalou hasa point.”
Nyaou gave him agrateful look.
“Of courseyou do,” Liz said. “Y ou can afford to be sentimentd..”

Nyalou's cheeks flamed. Liz seemed to know how to intimidate her. Worse, Liz seemed to know how to
make Nyalou doubt her own opinions.

“ Afford to be sentimental?” Migued asked softly. He returned to his seet at the head of the table. Nyalou
didn’t know how he could Sit so closeto Liz. The stench of her perfume across the table was severe; up
closeit had to be overwhe ming.



“Affordto.” Liz waved ahand dismissvely. “It' sawaysthe poor who fail to redize that progress will
benefit them aswell.”

Cdeb brought hischair forward. “Now wait aminute. | didn’t get filthy rich off people who didn’t know
better—”

“Redly,” Anastazia said softly, “this petty bickering doesusal no good. | think Nyalou' spointsare
intriguing. | remember being disgppointed in that footprint aswell.”

“Me, too.” Migud was watching Nyaou. She met his gaze, then looked away. She couldn't tdll if hewas
looking at her so intently because he felt sorry for her or because she had made an interesting point.

“I think we al have been disgppointed,” Liz said. “I smply don’t seethevaueinit.”

“Of courseyou don't,” Caeb said. “Unlessit puts money in your pocket, you don’t see the value of
anything.

Liz dapped abgeweded hand on the permaplastic table.
“Areyou going to let him talk to me that way?" she asked Migud.
“That’ show you talk to therest of us,” hesaid.

Liz blew out asmdl breath of air, then narrowed her eyes. “Y ou're dl doing this because you didike
rTe”

“No.” Nyaou found her voice. “Thisis about the Monument, not you.”
Liz glared a Nyaou. Nyalou attempted to glare back.
“So you think the footprint isimportant to the Monument,” Migud asked Nyalou gently.

She had to meet his gaze again. As she did, shefet aflush warm her from her cheeks, down her neck,
and into her chest and arms.

“I think it’' sthe heart of the Monument,” Nyalou said. “1 didn’t redizeit until | went home. It' sthelittle
beacon of hope.”

“Nonsense!” Liz said again.
Migue held up hishand. “Let her finish. Why, Nyaou?’

Nya ou swallowed hard. Her throat was closing up from nerves. But she made herself take a deep breath
and continue.

“Because,” shesad, “it shows usthat no grand being conquered this place. That Armstrong and Aldrin
and the other astronauts were people, just like us.”

“Peoplewith small feet,” Caeb said.
“Normal-sized feet,” Nyalou said. “1 put on those boots.”
“They'rereplicas” Liz sad, asif that invaidated Nyaou' s perspective.

“It doesn’'t matter,” Nyalou said. “Thefact isthat the footprint isred. It sold, and it’ s been on thisMoon
longer than the rest of us. It deservesto stay.”



“Thebuilding isan eyesore.”

“It spopular,” Migud sad. “Evenif noneof usvigtit.”

“Thegirl till hasn't given agood enough argument asto why we can’'t move the building el sewhere.”
They dl looked at her. Nyalou fet the flush deepen. “Because,” she said, “it might ruin the footprint.”
“S0?’ Liz asked. “WE ll just make anew one.”

“That’snot the same,” Nyaou said. “ The footprint would be a reconstruction, and it would no longer
matter. It sthe fact that the footprint’ sredl that makesit so specid.”

“So disappointing,” Cadeb said.

“So necessary.” Anagtaziawas grinning. “I do like theway you think,” she said to Nyalou.
“Sodol,” Migue sad.

Nyaou' s breath caught in her throat a the compliment.

Miguel went on. “Nyaou’ s presentation makes me redlize that we' ve underpromoted this treasure of
ours. | think it’ stime the council did some work making the Arrival Monument the center of our
community.”

“Now wait aminute,” Liz sad. “Thisis prime land we retaking about.”
“That'sright,” Miguel said. “We may aswell useit properly.”

Liz waved her hand to sllence everyone. “| suggest we votefirst. All thosein favor of moving the
Monument and sdlling theland a a considerable profit say ‘Aye.”

Nya ou looked at the other council members. Caleb was cleaning the dirt from hisfingernails. Anastazia
was smiling and saying nothing. Migud waswatching Liz.

Findly Liz squinted and said loudly, “Aye.”

Miguel grinned. His gaze met Nyaou' s as he asked, “ Any nays?’

Therest of the group chorused “Nay” together.

“Sentimentd fools,” Liz snapped.

“Impoverished sentimenta fools,” Caeb said.

Liz glared & him. He didn’t flinch. No oneflinched at her any more. Not even Nyaou.

“Well,” Lizsad asshe stood. “I certainly can’'t serve with thelot of you. | resign, effectiveimmediately. |
will send you aletter of confirmation when | get home.”

“All right,” Migud said.

“All right?” Liz' svoicerose. She leaned toward Migud until her face was nearly touching his. “All right?
I’'mresgning.”

“I know.” Amazingly, Migue didn’t pull away from her. “I know the strength of your convictions. I'm



surel can't talk you out of your resignation, so I’ m not even going to try.”

Nya ou suppressed a smile. Anastaziawas watching Liz blandly. Caeb didn’t even bother repressing his
orin.

Liz frowned a Migud. “Y ou’ re manipulating me, young man.”
Hisfacewasdl innocence. “I’'m letting you do what you want.”

Her lipstightened, and shelooked asif she'd swallowed something sour. Then she harrumphed and
swept out of the room.

The remaining council members sat in stunned silence for amoment—at least, Nya ou thought it was
stunned silence. It might Smply have been areaction to the wave of perfumethat hit them asLiz |ft.

Cdeb'sgrin faded. “ Shewas only hereto get rid of the Monument.”
“Wall, that worked, didn’t it,” Anastaziasaid.
“Shemight try again,” Nyalou whispered.

“Let her,” Migud said. “With dl the promotion and work we' re going to do on that Monument, she
won't stand a chance.”

“And she knowsit, too,” Caleb said.

“That'sit,” Anastaziasaid. “No more campaignersfor the Council. Only folks who are forced to come
liketherest of us”

“A good rule, | think,” Migud said solemnly. “ Otherwise you never know what a person’smotives are.”
“WEll need tofill her seat,” Cdeb said.

“Fguratively speaking,” Anastaziasaid. “We can now go back to e-conferences. Liz was the one who
ingsted on in-person meetings.”

Nya ou hadn’t known that. Her stomach tightened. She' d joined so that she would have some place to
go, not so that she could St in her gpartment and talk to a screen.

“No e-conferences,” Miguel said. Hisgaze met Nyaou's. “1 like the physical meetings. Y ou can see
things about your other council membersthat you wouldn’t seein e-conference.”

“Oh, | don’t know,” Anastaziasaid. “We would have caught onto Liz' s greed and we wouldn't have
had to suffer her perfume.”

“I wastaking about Nyaou' senthusasm,” Migud said.

Nya ou sraightened. Her heart was pounding. “Enthusasm?’

Migud nodded. “Y ou' ve reminded me why we' re herein thefirst place.”
“I have?’ she asked.

He smiled at her. The smile waswarm. “WEe re here because someone € se worked to achieve adream.
Theleast we can do is uphold that dream.”



“Lizwould cdl that nonsense,” Anastezia said.
Miguel looked at her. “Do you?’

“| think it samiteideditic.”

“And what’ swrong with that?’ Caleb asked.

Anagtazialooked at the three of them. Then she smiled. “Why, nothing’ swrong with idedlism,” she said.
“Itisafter dl thefirst step of any journey.”

“Y ou mean that' sone small step,” Miguel said.

“One disappointingly smdl step,” Nyaou said, and they al grinned widedly at each other, before getting
back to work.
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