They opened the ruinsto tourists at a dollar a head but they reckoned without . . .

TheOLD MARTIANS
By Rog Phillips

THE MAN with the pith helmet had his back toward me. Hunched forward, he was screaming &t the
girl inthelens of hiscamera. "Don't just stand there, Dotty! Move! Do something! Back up toward that
columnwithinscriptionsonit. . ."

The girl wastall and long-legged with ideal body proportions, her features and skin coloring a perfect
norm-blend with no throwback dements. Right now she seemed confused and haf-frightened as she
tried to comply with the directions of the man with the movie camera. She smiled artificidly, turned her
head to look at the fragment of awall behind her, reached out with afinger and started tracing the lines of
an amogt obliterated inscription in its stone surface.

The camerastopped whirring. Its owner straightened and grumbled, "That'sal.”

Now the girl was dlowed to go back to her worrying. Swiftly she surveyed the crowd, but didn't find
the person she was looking for. She started moving toward one of the arches that led deeper into the
ruins.

| followed her dowly.

She passed through the arch, stopped, and turned her head toward the right, her eyes on something
out of sight. She'd found him, but she saw me at the same time and her worry deepened.

When she moved back into the crowd, | strolled casualy through the archway.

There was avaguely defined passageway, the roof over it gonefor half amillion years, of course.
And twenty feet away, oblivious of his surroundings except for what was directly in front of him, was my
man.

His height and build were somewhat less than the norm. But it was his profile that drew my attention.
A remarkable throwback; athrowback of adistinct type.

Infact, he might well have served asthe modd in the types textbooks labeled British. The
resemblance was subtle. Only onetrained to differentiate would ever have noticed it.

| et my attention takein hiswhole figure. His elbows had a habit of making fluttery movements when
his exploring hands paused so that a strange birdlike impression was given. Also an air of ungainlinessin
the lines of the lean body, rather than the feline smoothness and grace of the norm-blend. It was o in
keeping with hisfeaturesthat it served to strengthen the psycho diagnoss.

A throwback to an era, ten thousand yearsin the past, and therefore, as the textbooks say, proneto
menta ingtability. It was no wonder that the girl called Dotty had had the air of being perpetudly
worried!

She appeared now, from the far side of the ruin and approached the man.

He sensed rather than saw her and straightened up, every line of him etched with excitement.

"Dotty!" he said. "I've found it. I've found the proof. I've been here before, thousands of years ago
when thiswasn't aruins. | remember.”

The girl's manner reflected weariness. "Please, Herb. Y ou've got to forget al about it. You'l talk too
much!”

His shoulders stiffened. "Don't worry. | won't talk until | have proof to convince even them.
Somewhere around here something lies buried. Something | will be ableto remember. They will dig
where the rocks haven't been touched for five thousand centuries and find what | say isthere.”

Dotty was shaking her head. "No, Herb. If it were on Earth | might half believe you. But not here on
Mars. These—these people weren't even humanoid!”

"Neither was|," Herb whispered hoarsdly.

| sghed regretfully. 1'd seen too many caseslike this one. I'd grown to dread them. But it was ajob
and aman had to edt.



THE GUIDE began herding the tourists back to the bus. | mingled with the crowd, and when Dotty
and Herb climbed aboard | managed to stick close to them.

"Whered you two go to?' the man in the pith helmet called from where he was sitting. " Stick closeto
me. | put anew rolein the camera. At the next place | want to get some shots of both of you together."

"All right, George," Dotty said obediently.

She and Herb were forced to find separate seats. They would do no talking, so | faced around and
sudied the three dternately. The man in the pith helmet, George, was anorma blend; totally
unconcerned about his reactions on others so long as he could pursue his hobby.

The bus detoured aroped-off areain the center of the ancient city, the part considered too
dangerous because of cave-in possibilities, and made itsway out to the northern edge of ruinsto the part
that resembled the ancient cemeteries on Earth. The only mgjor difference was that there were no
remains under the evenly spaced stones. There was some doulbt that it had been acemetery. But the
guide announced it as one. And that announcement as the bus came to a stop had a pronounced effect on
Herb. He began hisfluttery elbow movements again and looked around at Dotty with atriumphant smile.
| moved up quickly to keep him in earshot.

He protested when George insisted on taking camera shots, then gave in and cooperated in order to
get it over with.

Finally George snapped his camera shut. Herb mumbled something to Dotty that | didn't catch, and
started down one of the lanes between rows of stones as though headed for a definite god.

| couldn't very well follow after they left the main group. 1t would have been obvious. Instead, |
veered off to one Side, gambling that when they reached their destination | would be able to read their
lips.

| got well away from stragglers and took out my mirroscope, pointing it off in the distance and
swinging the objective lensaround until it centered on them. | was lucky. They werefacingin my
direction.

"Itisn't acemetery,” Herb was saying with emphatic motions of hishands. "It was aparking area, and
this stone was where | parked my airded. | can remember it asthough it were yesterday."

| had to admire the man's subconscious. It was aremarkably shrewd guess. The experts wouldn't
play dong with it, but they would probably never be able to prove him wrong on that count. But Dotty
was arguing with him. "How can you prove it was a parking area?' Her eyesroamed over thelargefield
withitsregularly spaced stones. "It certainly looksimpractica for aparking lot."

"Just the same, that'swhat it was. | wish | had ashove here. | seem to remember burying something
near my stone. If | could find that it would prove| redlly remember.”

"Why don't you forget it?" Dotty pleaded. "After dl, evenif it were true, what does it matter now?"

"It mattersto me. Ever snce we arrived here I've seen familiar things. Too familiar to be coincidence.
| never felt thisway before. | dways consdered reincarnation as ancient superstitious belief, just like
everyone else. But not any more. | know. | lived here when al thiswas new."

"But can't you just be satisfied to fed that you did and let it go at that?' Dotty asked. "I'm afraid of
what they would do to you if they found out what you're thinking."

"Hah!" Herb snorted. "1 have afeding that before we leave Mars|'ll be able to prove it to them.
Somewherein thiscity is something that only | know exists. It's hidden under stonesthat haven't been
disturbed since man first set foot on the planet. It isn't entirely clear yet, but it will come—it will come.
Then I'll makethem listen. They'll dig, and they'll find what | say isthere. You wait and see”

"They'll lock you up, darling,” Dotty said. "They won't believe you."

The guide was cdling everyone back to the bus. | watched Herb scowl fiercely at the stone marker
that he believed to have been his, open, his mouth to say something, then turn away so that hislipswere
out of sght. Regretfully | put the rirroscope away and went back to the bus.



| KNEW WHERE we were going next, and | was uneasy about it. Herb and Dotty managed to Sit
together and | got a place right behind them where | could eavesdrop. But they sat in silence.

The bus had |eft the ancient city behind, to head out over the desert toward one of the few structures
on Marswhich had withstood the ravages of time without crumbling. An immense dome of solid concrete
reinforced with pure copper rods harder than sted. The Martians had know what Earth civilization didn't
learn until around the year three thousand: that copper can't be tempered, but pure copper becomes
tempered of itself in athousand years.

That immense dome was a honeycomb of passageways and rooms, some of which were not open to
tourigts. It would be anaturd for Herb.

The bus stopped. The people were piling out and staring curioudy at the smooth surface of the dome.
Especidly at places where the reinforcement rods were protruding and glittering like tarnished gold.

Two of the permanent guards had come out to take charge of thetour. | caught the eye of one of
them and nodded toward Herb. The guard caught my meaning, edged over to his partner, and soon both
men were warned that Herb was to be closely watched.

| felt better, knowing that a couple of others knew about him. Maybe it would have been smarter to
have taken him in custody right then. But it would have meant ascene.

The procedure of the tour wasfor the guide to do dl the talking, leading the procession through the
roped off parts of the dome, while the two guards followed a ong behind to make sure no stragglers got
|eft.

| let three or four people move in front of me so Herb wouldn't get suspicious. Dotty was sticking
closeto him, plainly worried. And he was more excited than he had been at any of the other spots. He
farly quivered, his eyes caressng the wals with afevered look.

Dotty didn't miss hisincrease agitation. Especialy after he whispered in her ear acouple of times,

The guide took the usua path. Straight into the dome, pausing at haf adozen small roomswith
carved walls, to arrive a abank of elevatorsingalled in the exact center; then straight up to the roof and
the observation platform from which miles and miles of desert and ruins could be seen. Then back down
to the second level, azig-zag course through other rooms, and finaly down aflight of sepsto wherethe
tour started.

| kept my eyes on the back of Herb'shead. Y ou can tell alot by doing that. At first his head turned
thisway and that, indicating he wasfull of curiogity. | waswaiting for that telltale sudden tensing, with the
head directed at some spot, that would tell of asudden "memory"” stirring in the man's mind.

| amost missed it when it came, because it was between two passages—a blank wall. The briefest
pause, then Herb was going on again as though nothing had happened.

But now his head had stopped its curiosity-motivated pivotings. It was the head of aman who was
no longer curious—who has made up his mind about something. | didn't likeit.

And when the group emerged into open air once more without Herb having tried anything | knew as
certainly as| had ever known anything that he intended coming back here, and soon.

In the comfort station before boarding the bus | scrawled a hasty note to the guardsto investigate the
spot halfway between passageways 14 and 15 on the first level, and dipped it to one of them as | passed
him to get on the bus.

We visited four other spots on the tour. When Herb showed no red interest in them it only clinched
what | was dready sure of, that he planned on returning.

AT THE Ancient City Hotel once again, | gave the high sign, and shortly Herb and Dotty were being
watched by capable men, leaving me free to go to my room.

Oncethere, | called the dome. They were just getting the X-ray setup in place to explore that wall
and promised to call me as soon asthey were finished. Next | called C.1. and made my report. | was till
making it when the operator brokein.

"Steve Merrit wantsto talk to you," she said crisply.

"Makethecircuit threeway," | said.



Steve'svoice camein. "l had to get to you, Joe. Thisguy Herb and hiswife just left the hotel.”

"C.l'sligening too," | said. "Did they say anything that would point to where they're going?"

"To the cemetery first. He swiped a couple of knives and forks when they finished 'eating their dinner.
Maybe for weapons.”

"| doubt that," | said. "Buit | think it'stimeto pick him up. HE's got to be committed.”

"Wait aminute,” C.1. said. "Joe, you catch up with them. Join them and play along. Tell thisguy Herb
you overheard him and guessed what was going on. Gain his confidence if you can.”

"That's pretty dangeroud” | replied. "That guy's—"

"It'sorders,” C.l. said. "Steve, you lay the net so that whatever happens we can contain it.”

That wasthat. Orders. But | till didn't likeit.

| went to the desk and took out my compact paraysistube. Then, reluctantly, | put it back. | would
have to play the part. The paralysis tube would give me away as an agent. It would have to be up to
Steve and the others to contain the threst.

Downin the lobby | saw Steve waiting impatiently. He was uneasy, too. "What's come over C.1.7"
They're toying with dynamite on this"

"l think | know what they want, they want to let him go far enough so we can see more of the nature
of the danger. And | hope nobody getskilled. They should have spotted this Herb guy and not let him
comehereat dl. | suspect they did spot him, and let him come to conduct another of their damned
experiments. They don't want to leave well enough aone.”

We were outside now. No one was around. The sun was just beginning to set, and the ingtant it
disappeared the night would be pitch-black. Even if one of the moonswas out.’

"Well be watching on the standard C.I. band,” Steve assured me. "They're at the temple right now,
waiting for it to get dark.” He grinned. "Good luck.” There was amixture of genuineness, half mockery,
and worry in hisvoice.

At thetempleruins| found them easily enough and took the smplest course. | walked right up to
them.

"Hello," | said. "'l thought 1'd find you here. | want to go dong with you. I'm interested.”

"What do you mean?' Herb was hostile and suspicious.

"Y ou remember me. | was on the tour this afternoon. | accidentaly. overheard you. It would be
something if reincarnation could be proven.”

"Do you bdievein reincarnation?"

| frowned asthough being cautious. "I don't know.” Then | put adisarming grinonmy lips. "Since
believinginitislegdly classfied asinsanity, for the records, no.” It was anice satement. It could imply
that | did, and Herb took that implication. He accepted me. Dotty was different.

"How do you know heisn't an agent?' she asked Herb uneasily.

"If | am, thefat'sinthefire," | told her. "But wouldn't | be locking him up?' Thisquieted, but didn't
satisfy her. "Anyway," | sad, "if you can dig up something that you remember burying, an extrawitness
won't do any harm. That'swhat you're after, isn't it? Proof that will end the last bit of doubt?’

"That'sright,” Herb said. "And you can hdp medig.”

"Okay then," | said. And it was settled. We introduced oursalves, then |gpsed into silence whilewe
waited for the sun to st. It wasn't long.

THE PLACE looked more like a cemetery than ever in the eerie glow of black light pencilsaswe
made our way along arow of stone markers. Herb strode purposefully. Dotty stuck closeto him, gtill a
little suspicious of me. | trailed haf a step behind.

Finally Herb stopped beside one of the markers. "Thisisit," he said softly. | blinked at the marker,
then at Herb. 1t wasn't the one he had singled out in the afternoon. Was he mixed up?

If he was he was agood actor. He took out one of the dinner knives and squatted down and started
to probe the soil, loosening it so that it could be scraped out by hand.

| watched him dig. Part of thetime | helped him. We found nothing. After areasonable amount of this
Herb stood up with aresigned sigh. "Guess | waswrong,” he said.



"Poor Herby," Dotty said.

"Y eah, poor Herby," Herb said with every appearance of tiredness and defeat. "But—that's that.
Sorry to have gotten you all excited about nothing, Joe. Guess it was too much to expect anything.” He
turned to Dotty. "Aslong aswe're out here, let'stake awak by ourselves. Huh?"

That was as obvious acue as | had ever been handed. Neat. | was confronted with the alternatives
of scramming or cdlinghim aliar.

"Guess | might aswedl go back to the hotdl,” | said cheerfully. " See you in the morning.”

| headed back the way we had come until | was sure they couldn't hear me or see me with their
black light pencils. Then, ducking down next to amarker | waited. After acouple of minutes| heard
cautious foosteps.

"It'sme, Joe—Steve."

"Good,” | grunted. "What are they doing now? They gave me the brush-off."

"I got theplay,” Steve said. "Sick. Should we close in now, or wait?"

"I think I'll play my part alittlefurther. Don't want C.1. to think weretimid.”

"Okay," Steve said. "The next funera we atend may be our own."

"Yeeh," | sad. "It might."

| moved into the darkness, not using my black light pencil, but keeping my sensitized glasseson so |
could see Herb'sif | got close enough.

| reached the spot where we had done the digging. | hesitated, then kept on, toward the spot where
Herb and Dotty had been so engrossed that afternoon. In my mind's eye | knew exactly where it was.

My hands explored ahead of me, searching out each stone marker dong my path, clingingtoiit asl
passed it, and dipping off as| went on to the next. They were my only contact with redlity in thistotal
blackness.

| wasthinking, too. | wasthinking of what Herb had said about this being aparking areafor air-deds
back before the earliest known records of man on Earth when this city was alive. He was probably right
about it a that. Analysis had shown the presence of copper and auminum in the top surface of some of
the markersthat could only be accounted for by some metdlic object setting atop each one long ago, and
remaining so that molecular and atomic creep could set in, carrying such atoms deep into the surface
crysasof the stone.

And | was wondering what it was he hoped to dig up. If it were some sort of wegpon it probably
wouldn't work after al thistime. It couldn't! Or could it? A few things had been pieced together about
the ancient Martian civilization. Not much, but enough to be sure that they knew a, few thingswe had
never discovered. They had been masters at creating machines with no moving parts. The eectronic
devices we had found had proven they knew far more about V.H.F. than we did.

| could seewhat C.I. wasaming at now. We might not even recognize what Herb was searching for.
It would be better to let him find it, and get it from him before he could useit. If it was aweagpon.

And it probably was awegpon. | was pretty sure his main objective was hidden inthewall in the
dome, and that this thing in the cemetery was something that would help him get to that objective.

My thoughts came back to my surroundings. | was lessthan a dozen feet from where Herb and
Dotty should be. | stopped. There was no trace of black light. | held 1-4 breath and listened. And |
heard the faint scraping of the knife againgt stone.

| WISHED fervently that | had a standard C.I. infrascope so that | could see. Steve probably knew
more of what was going on than | did. | had counted on watching Herb by his own black light pencil, and
he was working in darkness.

Carefully | stoleforward, inch by dow inch, my earstuned for the faintest sgnificant sound such asa
grunt of satisfaction that would tell of finding what he was digging for. And amillion thoughts taunted me,
thoughts about the latest discoveriesin disintegration frequencies, thoughts about how little we knew of
that ancient Martian civilization.

But aso | wasfiguring what Herb would do. He would find the object he was digging for. Unwittingly
he would grunt histriumph. Dotty might forget his strict warningsto be quiet, and say something.



Regardiess of that, he would stand up dowly, fondling what he had found, remembering what it was and
how it worked. There would be afew seconds before it would become aweapon in his hands, seconds
that | had to make the most use of, and be ready for.

"Uh!" 1t was the triumphant grunt | had known would come. Sudden panic made me cast aside
whatever vague plan of action | had had.

| turned on my pencil, bathing thetwo initsblack light. At the sametime| said, "I thought it wasa
schemeto get rid of me.”

It was the element of surprisethat saved me. A ill picture of the scene the black light disclosed
etched itsdf into my mind. There was an object in Herb'shand. A strange, meaningless object, dirty, yet
with definite form. 1t was cradled in hishand like aweapon. It was pointed amost a me.

| dropped my pencil and went in low, diving for hislegs. | felt theair crackle where| had just stood.
Asmy amsencircled hislegs| heard thunder exploding nearby.

Training hasits advantages. The moment | felt contact with Herb that training took over. | jerked and
rolled in amovement ca culated to throw him to the ground face down, the motion ending in a
backbreaker hold.

But only apart of my mind was concerned with that. The other part was frozen with horror.
Approximately ahaf acre of the cemetery was glowing. | saw Stevein the center of it with Herb's
wegpon pointing hisway. The very inertia of matter held Steve together for that brief ingtant, then hewas
falling gpart, melting and evaporating at the sametime, just like the stone markers and the ground around
him.

| had the thing away from him suddenly, and | wondered what to do next. Running footsteps gave me
the answer. It was other C.1. agentsclosingin.

Seconds later they had Herb under control. Dotty waswringing her hands and crying.

Me, | was holding the thing, afraid to let go of it and afraid to keep on holding it. But as the seconds
passed without it exploding into destructive action again | began to let mysdf think | might liveawhile
longer.

The area of destruction was molten now. Its heat was like that of an open blast furnace.

We skirted it and headed toward the road, lights in the distance telling us that cars were on the way
to get us.

| saw Dotty ssumble. | took her arm. She looked up at me, recognized mein thelight from the
glowing pool of bubbling lava, and tried to pull away.

"Takeit easy,” | sad gruffly. "I'myour friend. Maybe the only friend you've got here. ™

Her look told me she didn't believe me, but she didn't pull away any more.

Wewaked dong, and after amoment she seemed to struggle up out of her menta parayss.

"Herb wasright!" she said in alow, wondering tone. "He redlly did remember.”

"It was plain coincidence,” | said sharply, "and don't ever let yoursdf think differently. HE'sinsane.
It'sarecognized form of insanity. HEl be sent to agood mental hospital, and in ayear or two hell come
out good as new."

"Coincidence?' she echoed. Then she laughed. It was mirth that drifted quickly into hysterica
hopelessness. | dug my fingersinto her flesh until the pain brought her to her senses.

"Coincidence," | said. "Nothing more. |'ve seen seventeen casesjust like his. How else did | spot
him? 1 recognized the type. None of the others found what they rationdized themseavesinto thinking they
remembered from the time they were Martians. Eventualy one of them would stumble onto something.
That's coincidence. Not incarnated memory.”

Sheturned her head and blinked at me. | nodded grimly. "I'm an agent,” | said. "l go out on the tours
for one purpose only—to spot psychos and make sure they don't get out of control. Y ou'd be surprised
how many there are. Some of them, like your husband, probably show no sign of ingtability until they get
here. They look around &t the evidence of acivilization that existed before homo sapiens had evolved on
the Earth, and it throws them. If you want to understand more about it read the medical books. They get
irrationa pre-memories. They look at something and the idea of familiarity associates with the new
impression. They look around a corner and see something, and build up the conviction that they had



consciously known what was there before they looked around the corner.”

| felt that | was making headway with her. | wanted to. | had to.

"Y ou—you say there were others; and they didn't find anything?' she said. She was groping for
something logical to grasp. | had to give her that something.

"That'sright,” | said. "And the law of averages said that someday someone would uncover something
that's been missed.”

She was nodding dowly now, accepting what | was saying. It was authoritative. She would find
confirmation in authoritative books. If she wanted to pursue the subject she would find plenty of
evidence, real evidence, to support it. It isacommon form of insanity. It wasimportant that she believe
that.

We reached the road. C.I. had been prepared. There was a car to take her back to the hotel, a
stationwagon for Herb who was now very submissive and somewhat dazed, and athird car for me and
My Precious cargo.

TEN MINUTES later | wasin the Science Building basement, laying the thing on awooden table,
very gently. It seemed solid, each integral part of itsform being of adifferent meta.

None of the men watching melay it down discounted the danger it contained. They knew too much
about how shape and dimengion can affect the electronic properties of metd. They knew the thing
probably didn't contain an erg of power of its own, but probably triggered and directed the release of
cosmic energies asyet unknown to them.

They stared at it. One of them reached out to touch it, then dowly drew hisfinger back.

| could seethe decison crystdlizing in their minds behind their serious eyes. Thisthing would go with
the other strange and incomprehensible machines locked in vaultsin a concrete building far out oil the
Martian desert away from the tourist trails of this dead planet. It would remain there until the day when
human science advanced far enough to understand it.

"What about thewall in the dome?' | asked.

"They roped it off. They're afraid of it."

"Did you convince hiswife hesinsane?' one of the science staff asked.

| nodded. "I used the same old line. Told her there were dozenslike him, and the law of averages
made it certain at least one of them would find something.”

He nodded, grinned without humor. "How we lovetolie"

| turned away. Therewas a bitter taste in my mouth from al theliesI'd told—all the bilge.

But | knew the truth, too. | was as sure of that as | was of anything. It wasn't insanity, of course. And
it wasn't reincarnation. It seemed to be, because the mind has a habit of possessing for itsvery own
anything thet entersit.

The truth of the matter was that somehow, in someincomprehensible way, the Martians were il
with us. They hated us and they knew how to use our weak ones.

The old Martians—and their science.

| took alast ook at the weagpon lying on the table, then left the room and climbed the sairsto the
firgt floor. | walked down the silent, empty hall to the exit and out into the night.

| let my eyesroam the blackness of the lifeless Martian desert. With an effort | pulled them away and
fixed them on the warmth, the human warmth, beckoning from the hotdl.

| started walking toward that bit of comfort, and as| walked the eterna question that haunted &l of
usin C.l. hovered in the background of my thoughts.

Would we be able to contain the Martians until we understood the terrible machinesthey had left asa
deadly heritage?

Tonight we dmost hadnt. | thought of Steve.

THEEND



