
December 2001: THE GREEN MORNING 

A 

When the sun set he crouched by the path and cooked a small supper and listened to the fire crack while he put the food in his mouth and chewed 

thoughtfully. It had been a day not unlike thirty others, with many neat holes dug in the dawn hours, seeds dropped in, and water brought from the bright 

canals. Now, with an iron weariness in his slight body, he lay and watched the sky color from one darkness to another. 

His name was Benjamin Driscoll, and he was thirty-one years old. And the thing that be wanted was Mars grown green and tall with trees and foliage, 

producing air, more air, growing larger with each season; trees to cool the towns in the boiling summer, trees to hold back the winter winds. There were so 

many things a tree could do: add color, provide shade, drop fruit, or become a children’s playground, a whole sky universe to climb and hang from; an 

architecture of food and pleasure, that was a tree. But most of all the trees would distill an icy air for the lungs, and a gentle rustling for the ear when you lay 

nights in your snowy bed and were gentled to sleep by the sound. 

He lay listening to the dark earth gather itself, waiting for the sun, for the rains that hadn’t come yet. His ear to the ground, he could hear the feet of the 

years ahead moving at a distance, and he imagined the seeds he had placed today sprouting up with green and taking hold on the sky, pushing out branch after 

branch, until Mars was an afternoon forest, Mars was a shining orchard. 

In the early morning, with the small sun lifting faintly among the folded hills, he would be up and finished with a smoky breakfast in a few minutes and, 

trodding out the fire ashes, be on his way with knapsacks, testing, digging, placing seed or sprout, tamping lightly, watering, going on, whistling, looking at the 

clear sky brightening toward a warm noon. 

“You need the air,” he told his night fire. The fire was a ruddy, lively companion that snapped back at you, that slept close by with drowsy pink eyes warm 

through the chilly night. “We all need the air. It’s a thin air here on Mars. You get tired so soon. It’s like living in the Andes, in South America, high. You 

inhale and don’t get anything. It doesn’t satisfy.” 

B 

He felt his rib case. In thirty days, how it had grown. To take in more air, they would all have to build their lungs. Or plant more trees. 

“That’s what I’m here for,” he said. The fire popped. “In school they told a story about Johnny Appleseed walking across America planting apple trees. 

Well, I’m doing more. I’m planting oaks, elms, and maples, every kind of tree, aspens and deodars and chestnuts. Instead of making just fruit for the stomach, 

I’m making air for the lungs. When those trees grow up some year, think of the oxygen they’ll make!” 

He remembered his arrival on Mars. Like a thousand others, he had gazed out upon a still morning and thought, How do I fit here? What will I do? Is there 

a job for me? 

Then he had fainted. 

Someone pushed a vial of ammonia to his nose and, coughing, he came around. 

“You’ll be all right,” said the doctor. 

“What happened?” 

“The air’s pretty thin. Some can’t take it. I think you’ll have to go back to Earth.” 

“No!” He sat up and almost immediately felt his eyes darken and Mars revolve twice around under him. His nostrils dilated and he forced his lungs to drink 

in deep nothingness. “I’ll be all right. I’ve got to stay here!” 

They let him lie gasping in horrid fishlike motions. And he thought, Air, air, air. They’re sending me back because of air. And he turned his head to look 

across the Martian fields and hills. He brought them to focus, and the first thing he noticed was that there were no trees, no trees at all, as far as you could look 

in any direction. The land was down upon itself, a land of black loam, but nothing on it, not even grass. Air, he thought, the thin stuff whistling in his nostrils. 

Air, air. And on top of hills, or in their shadows, or even by little creeks, not a tree and not a single green blade of grass. Of course! He felt the answer came not 

from his mind, but his lungs and his throat. And the thought was like a sudden gust of pure oxygen, raising him up. Trees and grass. He looked down at his 

hands and turned them over. He would plant trees and grass. That would be his job, to fight against the very thing that might prevent his staying here. He would 

have a private horticultural war with Mars. There lay the old soil, and the plants of it so ancient they had worn themselves out. But what if new forms were 

introduced? Earth trees, great mimosas and weeping willows and magnolias and magnificent eucalyptus. What then? There was no guessing what mineral 

wealth hid in the soil, untapped because the old ferns, flowers, bushes, and trees had tired themselves to death. 

C 

“Let me up!” he shouted. “I’ve got to see the Co-ordinator!” 

He and the Co-ordinator had talked an entire morning about things that grew and were green. It would be months, if not years, before organized planting 

began. So far, frosted food was brought from Earth in flying icicles; a few community gardens were greening up in hydroponic plants. 

“Meanwhile,” said the Co-ordinator, “it’s your job. We’ll get what seed we can for you, a little equipment. Space on the rockets is mighty precious now. 

I’m afraid, since these first towns are mining communities, there won’t be much sympathy for your tree planting—” 

“But you’ll let me do it?” 

They let him do it. Provided with a single motorcycle, its bin full of rich seeds and sprouts, he had parked his vehicle in the valley wilderness and struck out 

on foot over the land. 

That had been thirty days ago, and he had never glanced back. For looking back would have been sickening to the heart. The weather was excessively dry; 

it was doubtful if any seeds had sprouted yet. Perhaps his entire campaign, his four weeks of bending and scooping were lost. He kept his eyes only ahead of 

him, going on down this wide shallow valley under the sun, away from First Town, waiting for the rains to come. 

Clouds were gathering over the dry mountains now as he drew his blanket over his shoulders. Mars was a place as unpredictable as time. He felt the baked 

hills simmering down into frosty night, and he thought of the rich, inky soil, a soil so black and shiny it almost crawled and stirred in your fist, a rank soil from 

which might sprout gigantic beanstalks from which, with bone-shaking concussion, might drop screaming giants. 

The fire fluttered into sleepy ash. The air tremored to the distant roll of a cartwheel. Thunder. A sudden odor of water. Tonight, he thought, and put his 

hand out to feel for rain. Tonight. 
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He awoke to a tap on his brow. 

Water ran down his nose into his lips. Another drop hit his eye, blurring it, Another splashed his chin. 

The rain. 

Raw, gentle, and easy, it mizzled out of the high air, a special elixir, tasting of spells and stars and air, carrying a peppery dust in it, and moving like a rare 

light sherry on his tongue. 

Rain. 

He sat up. He let the blanket fall and his blue denim shirt spot, while the rain took on more solid drops. The fire looked as though an invisible animal were 

dancing on it, crushing it, until it was angry smoke. The rain fell. The great black lid of sky cracked in six powdery blue chips, like a marvelous crackled glaze, 

and rushed down. He saw ten billion rain crystals, hesitating long enough to be photographed by the electrical display. Then darkness and water. 

He was drenched to the skin, but he held his face up and let the water hit his eyelids, laughing. He clapped his hands together and stepped up and walked 

around his little camp, and it was one o’clock in the morning. 

It rained steadily for two hours and then stopped. The stars came out, freshly washed and clearer than ever. 

Changing into dry clothes from his cellophane pack, Mr. Benjamin Driscoll lay down and went happily to sleep. 

E 

The sun rose slowly among the hills. It broke out upon the land quietly and wakened Mr. Driscoll where he lay. 



He waited a moment before arising. He had worked and waited a long hot month, and now, standing up, he turned at last and faced the direction from 

which he had come. 

It was a green morning. 

As far as he could see the trees were standing up against the sky. Not one tree, not two, not a dozen, but the thousands he had planted in seed and sprout. 

And not little trees, no, not saplings, not little tender shoots, but great trees, huge trees, trees as tall as ten men, green and green and huge and round and full, 

trees shimmering their metallic leaves, trees whispering, trees in a line over hills, lemon trees, lime trees, redwoods and mimosas and oaks and elms and 

aspens, cherry, maple, ash, apple, orange, eucalyptus, stung by a tumultuous rain, nourished by alien and magical soil and, even as he watched, throwing out 

new branches, popping open new buds. 

“Impossible!” cried Mr. Benjamin Driscoll. 

But the valley and the morning were green. 

And the air! 

All about, like a moving current, a mountain river, came the new air, the oxygen blowing from the green trees. You could see it shimmer high in crystal 

billows. Oxygen, fresh, pure, green, cold oxygen turning the valley into a river delta. In a moment the town doors would flip wide, people would run out 

through the new miracle of oxygen, sniffing, gusting in lungfuls of it, cheeks pinking with it, noses frozen with it, lungs revivified, hearts leaping, and worn 

bodies lifted into a dance. 

Mr. Benjamin Driscoll took one long deep drink of green water air and fainted. 

Before he woke again five thousand new trees had climbed up into the yellow sun. 
 

October 2026: THE MILLION-YEAR PICNIC 

F 

Somehow the idea was brought up by Mom that perhaps the whole family would enjoy a fishing trip. But they weren’t Mom’s words; Timothy knew that. 

They were Dad’s words, and Mom used them for him somehow. 

Dad shuffled his feet in a clutter of Martian pebbles and agreed. So immediately there was a tumult and a shouting, and very quickly the camp was tucked into 

capsules and containers, Mom slipped into traveling jumpers and blouse, Dad stuffed his pipe full with trembling hands, his eyes on the Martian sky, and the three boys 

piled yelling into the motorboat, none of them really keeping an eye on Mom and Dad, except Timothy. 

Dad pushed a stud. The water boat sent a humming sound up into the sky. The water shook back and the boat nosed ahead, and the family cried, “Hurrah!” 

Timothy sat in the back of the boat with Dad, his small fingers atop Dad’s hairy ones, watching the canal twist, leaving the crumbled place behind where 

they had landed in their small family rocket all the way from Earth. He remembered the night before they left Earth, the hustling and hurrying the rocket that 

Dad had found somewhere, somehow, and the talk of a vacation on Mars. A long way to go for a vacation, but Timothy said nothing because of his younger 

brothers. They came to Mars and now, first thing, or so they said, they were going fishing. 

Dad had a funny look in his eyes as the boat went up-canal. A look that Timothy couldn’t figure. It was made of strong light and maybe a sort of relief. It 

made the deep wrinkles laugh instead of worry or cry. 

So there went the cooling rocket, around a bend, gone. 

“How far are we going?” Robert splashed his hand. It looked like a small crab jumping in the violet water. 

Dad exhaled. “A million years.” 

“Gee,” said Robert. 

“Look, kids.” Mother pointed one soft long arm. “There’s a dead city.” 

They looked with fervent anticipation, and the dead city lay dead for them alone, drowsing in a hot silence of summer made on Mars by a Martian 

weatherman. 

And Dad looked as if he was pleased that it was dead. 

G 

It was a futile spread of pink rocks sleeping on a rise of sand, a few tumbled pillars, one lonely shrine, and then the sweep of sand again. Nothing else for 

miles. A white desert around the canal and a blue desert over it. 

Just then a bird flew up. Like a stone thrown across a blue pond, hitting, falling deep, and vanishing. 

Dad got a frightened look when he saw it. “I thought it was a rocket.” 

Timothy looked at the deep ocean sky, trying to see Earth and the war and the ruined cities and the men killing each other since the day he was born. But 

he saw nothing. The war was as removed and far off as two flies battling to the death in the arch of a great high and silent cathedral. And just as senseless. 

William Thomas wiped his forehead and felt the touch of his son’s hand on his arm, like a young tarantula, thrilled. He beamed at his son. “How goes it, Timmy?” 

“Fine, Dad.” 

Timothy hadn’t quite figured out what was ticking inside the vast adult mechanism beside him. The man with the immense hawk nose, sunburnt, peeling—

and the hot blue eyes like agate marbles you play with after school in summer back on Earth, and the long thick columnar legs in the loose riding breeches. 

“What are you looking at so hard, Dad?” 

“I was looking for Earthian logic, common sense, good government, peace, and responsibility.” 

“All that up there?” 

“No. I didn’t find it. It’s not there any more. Maybe it’ll never be there again. Maybe we fooled ourselves that it was ever there.” 

“Huh?” 

“See the fish,” said Dad, pointing. 

H 

There rose a soprano clamor from all three boys as they rocked the boat in arching their tender necks to see. They oohed and ahed. A silver ring fish floated 

by them, undulating, and closing like an iris, instantly, around food partides, to assimilate them. 

Dad looked at it. His voice was deep and quiet. 

“Just like war. War swims along, sees food, contracts. A moment later—Earth is gone.” 

“William,” said Mom. 

“Sorry,” said Dad. 

They sat still and felt the canal water rush cool, swift, and glassy. The only sound was the motor hum, the glide of water, the sun expanding the air. 

“When do we see the Martians?” cried Michael. 

“Quite soon, perhaps,” said Father. “Maybe tonight.” 

“Oh, but the Martians are a dead race now,” said Mom. 

“No, they’re not. I’ll show you some Martians, all right,” Dad said presently. 

Timothy scowled at that but said nothing. Everything was odd now. Vacations and fishing and looks between people. 

The other boys were already engaged making shelves of their small hands and peering under them toward the seven-foot stone banks of the canal, 

watching for Martians. 

“What do they look like?” demanded Michael. 

“You’ll know them when you see them.” Dad sort of laughed, and Timothy saw a pulse beating time in his cheek. 

I 

Mother was slender and soft, with a woven plait of spungold hair over her head in a tiara, and eyes the color of the deep cool canal water where it ran in 

shadow, almost purple, with flecks of amber caught in it. You could see her thoughts swimming around in her eyes, like fish—some bright, some dark, some 



fast, quick, some slow and easy, and sometimes, like when she looked up where Earth was, being nothing but color and nothing else. She sat in the boat’s 

prow, one hand resting on the side lip, the other on the lap of her dark blue breeches, and a line of sunburnt soft neck showing where her blouse opened like a 

white flower. 

She kept looking ahead to see what was there, and, not being able to see it clearly enough, she looked backward toward her husband, and through his eyes, 

reflected then, she saw what was ahead; and since he added part of himself to this reflection, a determined firmness, her face relaxed and she accepted it and 

she turned back, knowing suddenly what to look for. 

Timothy looked too. But all he saw was a straight pencil line of canal going violet through a wide shallow valley penned by low, eroded hills, and on until 

it fell over the sky’s edge. And this canal went on and on, through cities that would have rattled like beetles in a dry skull if you shook them. A hundred or two 

hundred cities dreaming hot summer-day dreams and cool summer-night dreams . . . 

They had come millions of miles for this outing—to fish. But there had been a gun on the rocket. This was a vacation. But why all the food, more than 

enough to last them years and years, left hidden back there near the rocket? Vacation. Just behind the veil of the vacation was not a soft face of laughter, but 

something hard and bony and perhaps terrifying. Timothy could not lift the veil, and the two other boys were busy being ten and eight years old, respectively. 

“No Martians yet. Nuts.” Robert put his V-shaped chin on his hands and glared at the canal. 

Dad had brought an atomic radio along, strapped to his wrist. It functioned on an old-fashioned principle: you held it against the bones near your ear and it 

vibrated singing or talking to you. Dad listened to it now. His face looked like one of those fallen Martian cities, caved in, sucked. dry, almost dead. 

Then he gave it to Mom to listen. Her lips dropped open. 

“What—” Timothy started to question, but never finished what he wished to say. 

For at that moment there were two titanic, marrow-jolting explosions that grew upon themselves, followed by a half dozen minor concussions. 

Jerking his head up, Dad notched the boat speed higher immediately. The boat leaped and jounced and spanked. This shook Robert out of his funk and elicited yelps 

of frightened but esctatic joy from Michael, who clung to Mom’s legs and watched the water pour by his nose in a wet torrent. 

J 

Dad swerved the boat, cut speed, and ducked the craft into a little branch canal and under an ancient, crumbling stone wharf that smelled of crab flesh. The 

boat rammed the wharf hard enough to throw them all forward, but no one was hurt, and Dad was already twisted to see if the ripples on the canal were enough 

to map their route into hiding. Water lines went across, lapped the stones, and rippled back to meet each other, settling, to be dappled by the sun. It all went away. 

Dad listened. So did everybody. 

Dad’s breathing echoed like fists beating against the cold wet wharf stones. In the shadow, Mom’s cat eyes just watched Father for some clue to what next. 

Dad relaxed and blew out a breath, laughing at himself. 

“The rocket, of course. I’m getting jumpy. The rocket.” 

Michael said, “What happened, Dad, what happened?” 

“Oh, we just blew up our rocket, is all,” said Timothy, trying to sound matter-of-fact. “I’ve heard rockets blown up before. Ours just blew.” 

“Why did we blow up our rocket?” asked Michael. “Huh, Dad?” 

“It’s part of the game, silly!” said Timothy. 

“A game!” Michael and Robert loved the word. 

“Dad fixed it so it would blow up and no one’d know where we landed or went! In case they ever came looking, see?” 

“Oh boy, a secret!” 

“Scared by my own rocket,” admitted Dad to Mom. “I am nervous. It’s silly to think there’ll ever be any more rockets. Except one, perhaps, if Edwards 

and his wife get through with their ship.” 

He put his tiny radio to his ear again. After two mintes he dropped his hand as you would drop a rag. 

“It’s over at last,” he said to Mom. “The radio just went off the atomic beam. Every other world station’s gone. They dwindled down to a couple in the last 

few years. Now the air’s completely silent. It’ll probably remain silent.” 

“For how long?” asked Robert. 

“Maybe—your great-grandchildren will hear it again,” said Dad. He just sat there, and the children were caught in the center of his awe and defeat and 

resignation and acceptance. 

Finally he put the boat out into the canal again, and they continued in the direction in which they had originally started. 

K 

It was getting late. Already the sun was down the sky, and a series of dead cities lay ahead of them. 

Dad talked very quietly and gently to his sons. Many times in the past he had been brisk, distant, removed from them, but now he patted them on the head 

with just a word and they felt it. 

“Mike, pick a city.” 

“What, Dad?” 

“Pick a city, Son. Any one of these cities we pass.” 

“All right,” said Michael. “How do I pick?” 

“Pick the one you like the most. You, too, Robert and Tim. Pick the city you like best.” 

“I want a city with Martians in it,” said Michael. 

“You’ll have that,” said Dad. “I promise.” His lips were for the children, but his eyes were for Mom. 

They passed six cities in twenty minutes. Dad didn’t say anything more about the explosions; he seemed much more interested in having fun with his sons, 

keeping them happy, than anything else. 

Michael liked the first city they passed, but this was vetoed because everyone doubted quick first judgments. The second city nobody liked. It was an Earth 

Man’s settlement, built of wood and already rotting into sawdust. Timothy liked the third city because it was large. The fourth and fifth were too small and the 

sixth brought acclaim from everyone, induding Mother, who joined in the Gees, Goshes, and Look-at-thats! 

There were fifty or sixty huge structures still standing, streets were dusty but paved, and you could see one or two old centrifugal fountains still pulsing 

wetly in the plazas. That was the only life—water leaping in the late sunlight. 

“This is the city,” said everybody. 

Steering the boat to a wharf, Dad jumped out. 

“Here we are. This is ours. This is where we live from now on!” 

“From now on?” Michael was incredulous. He stood up, looking, and then turned to blink back at where the rocket used to be. “What about the rocket? 

What about Minnesota?” 

“Here,” said Dad. 

He touched the small radio to Michael’s blond head. “Listen.” 

Michael listened. 

“Nothing,” he said. 

“That’s right. Nothing. Nothing at all any more. No more Minneapolis, no more rockets, no more Earth.” 

Michael considered the lethal revelation and began to sob little dry sobs. 

“Wait a moment,” said Dad the next instant. “I’m giving you a lot more in exchange, Mike!” 

“What?” Michael held off the tears, curious, but quite ready to continue in case Dad’s further revelation was as disconcerting as the original. 

“I’m giving you this city, Mike. It’s yours.” 



“Mine?” 

“For you and Robert and Timothy, all three of you, to own for yourselves.” 

L 

Timothy bounded from the boat “Look, guys, all for us! All of that!” He was playing the game with Dad, playing it large and playing it well. Later, after it 

was all over and things had settled, he could go off by himself and cry for ten minutes. But now it was still a game, still a family outing, and the other kids must 

be kept playing. 

Mike jumped out with Robert. They helped Mom. 

“Be careful of your sister,” said Dad, and nobody knew what he meant until later. 

They hurried into the great pink-stoned city, whispering among themselves, because dead cities have a way of making you want to whisper, to watch the 

sun go down. 

“In about five days,” said Dad quietly, “I’ll go back down to where our rocket was and collect the food hidden in the ruins there and bring it here; and I’ll 

hunt for Bert Edwards and his wife and daughters there.” 

“Daughters?” asked Timothy. “How many?” 

“Four.” 

“I can see that’ll cause trouble later.” Mom nodded slowly. 

“Girls.” Michael made a face like an ancient Martian stone image. “Girls.” 

“Are they coming in a rocket too?” 

“Yes. If they make it. Family rockets are made for travel to the Moon, not Mars. We were lucky we got through.” 

“Where did you get the rocket?” whispered Timothy, for the other boys were running ahead. 

“I saved it. I saved it for twenty years, Tim. I had it hidden away, hoping I’d never have to use it. I suppose I should have given it to the government for the 

war, but I kept thinking about Mars . . .” 

“And a picnic!” 

“Right. This is between you and me. When I saw everything was finishing on Earth, after I’d waited until the last moment, I packed us up. Bert Edwards 

had a ship hidden, too, but we decided it would be safer to take off separately, in case anyone tried to shoot us down.” 

“Why’d you blow up the rocket, Dad?” 

“So we can’t go back, ever. And so if any of those evil men ever come to Mars they won’t know we’re here.” 

“Is that why you look up all the time?” 

“Yes, it’s silly. They won’t follow us, ever. They haven’t anything to follow with. I’m being too careful, is all.” 

Michael came running back. “Is this really our city, Dad?” 

“The whole darn planet belongs to us, kids. The whole darn planet.” 
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They stood there, King of the Hill, Top of the Heap, Ruler of All They Surveyed, Unimpeachable Monarchs and Presidents, trying to understand what it 

meant to own a world and how big a world really was. 

Night came quickly in the thin atmosphere, and Dad left them in the square by the pulsing fountain, went down to the boat, and came walking back 

carrying a stack of paper in his big hands. 

He laid the papers in a clutter in an old courtyard and set them afire. To keep warm, they crouched around the blaze and laughed, and Timothy saw the little 

letters leap like frightened animals when the flames touched and engulfed them. The papers crinkled like an old man’s skin, and the cremation surrounded 

innumerable words: 

“GOVERNMENT BONDS; Business Graph, 1999; Religious Prejudice: An Essay; The Science of Logistics; Problems of the Pan-American Unity; Stock 

Report for July 3, 1998; The War Digest . . .” 

Dad had insisted on bringing these papers for this purpose. He sat there and fed them into the fire, one by one, with satisfaction, and told his children what 

it all meant. 

“It’s time I told you a few things. I don’t suppose it was fair, keeping so much from you. I don’t know if you’ll understand, but I have to talk, even if only 

part of it gets over to you.” 

He dropped a leaf in the fire. 

“I’m burning a way of life, just like that way of life is being burned clean of Earth right now. Forgive me if I talk like a politician. I am, after all, a former 

state governor, and I was honest and they hated me for it. Life on Earth never settled down to doing anything very good. Science ran too far ahead of us too 

quickly, and the people got lost in a mechanical wilderness, like children making over pretty things, gadgets, helicopters, rockets; emphasizing the wrong items, 

emphasizing machines instead of how to run the machines. Wars got bigger and bigger and finally killed Earth. That’s what the silent radio means. That’s what 

we ran away from. 

“We were lucky. There aren’t any more rockets left. It’s time you knew this isn’t a fishing trip at all. I put off telling you. Earth is gone. Interplanetary 

travel won’t be back for centuries, maybe never. But that way of life proved itself wrong and strangled itself with its own hands. You’re young. I’ll tell you this 

again every day until it sinks in.” 
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He paused to feed more papers to the fire. 

“Now we’re alone. We and a handful of others who’ll land in a few days. Enough to start over. Enough to turn away from all that back on Earth and strike 

out on a new line—” 

The fire leaped up to emphasize his talking. And then all the papers were gone except one. All the laws and beliefs of Earth were burnt into small hot ashes 

which soon would be carried off inawind. 

Timothy looked at the last thing that Dad tossed in the fire. It was a map of the World, and it wrinkled and distorted itself hotly and went—flimpf—and 

was gone like a warm, black butterfly. Timothy turned away. 

“Now I’m going to show you the Martians,” said Dad. “Come on, all of you. Here, Alice.” He took her hand. 

Michael was crying loudly, and Dad picked him up and carried him, and they walked down through the ruins toward the canal. 

The canal. Where tomorrow or the next day their future wives would come up in a boat, small laughing girls now, with their father and mother. 

The night came down around them, and there were stars. But Timothy couldn’t find Earth. It had already set. That was something to think about. 

A night bird called among the ruins as they walked. Dad said, “Your mother and I will try to teach you. Perhaps we’ll fail. I hope not. We’ve had a good lot 

to see and learn from. We planned this trip years ago, before you were born. Even if there hadn’t been a war we would have come to Mars, I think, to live and 

form our own standard of living. It would have been another century before Mars would have been really poisoned by the Earth civilization. Now, of course—

” 

They reached the canal. It was long and straight and cool and wet and reflective in the night. 

“I’ve always wanted to see a Martian,” said Michael. “Where are they, Dad? You promised.” 

“There they are,” said Dad, and he shifted Michael on his shoulder and pointed straight down. 

The Martians were there. Timothy began to shiver. 

The Martians were there—in the canal—reflected in the water. Timothy and Michael and Robert and Mom and Dad. 

The Martians stared back up at them for a long, long silent time from the rippling water. 

 


