For my wife MARGUERITE
with all my love

“It is good to renew one’s wonder,”
said the philosopher.

“Space travel has again made children
of us all.”

January 1999:
ROCKET SUMMER

ne minute it was Ohio winter, with doors closed,

windows locked, the panes blind with frost, icicles
fringing every roof, children skiing on slopes, house-
wives lumbering like great black bears in their furs
along the icy streets.

And then a long wave of warmth crossed the small
town. A flooding sea of hot air; it seemed as if someone
had left a bakery door open. The heat pulsed among the
cottages and bushes and children. The icicles dropped,
shattering, to melt. The doors flew open. The windows
flew up. The children worked off their wool clothes. The
housewives shed their bear disguises. The snow dis-
solved and showed last summer’s ancient green lawns.

Rocket summer. The words passed among the people
in the open, airing houses. Rocket summer. The warm
desert air changing the frost patterns on the windows,
erasing the art work. The skis and sleds suddenly use-
less. The snow, falling from the cold sky upon the town,
turned to a hot rain before it touched the ground.



Moeii sncene Mapzapem
¢ uckpenHeil 110606b10

«Besukoe 1es10 — CIocOOHOCTH
YAUBIATBCA, — cKasay puaocod. —
Kocvuueckue 1moJieTsl CHOBA CAeJaln
BCeX HaC JeTbMU».

fluBapb 1999
PAKETHOE JIETO

T ONBKO 4YTO OBbLiIa oraiickas 3uMMa: ABEPU 3aIepTHI,
OKHA 3aKPBITHI, CTEKJIA HE3PSAUYNe OT M3MOPO3U, BCE
KPBIIIN OTOPOYEHBI COCYJIbKAMU, TeTU MUYATCA C TOPOK Ha
JIBIKAX, JKeHIUHBI B IITy0ax YepHBIMU MeIBequIaMu ope-
IYT IO TOJOJIEAHBLIM YJIUIIaM.

U Bapyr Mmoryuas BOJIHA TeIlJIa IPOKATUJIACh IO TOPOX-
Ky, BajJl TOPSYEero BO3AyXa 3aXJIECTHYJ ero, OyaTo Heua-
STHHO OCTaBWJIM OTKPBLITOM [BEPHh HEeKapHU. SHONU OMBIBAJI
IoMa, KycThl, aereii. COCyJIbKHU CPHIBAJINCH C KPBIII, pas-
OuBasuch U Tadaau. [[Bepu pacnaxHyauchb. OKHa pacKpbI-
aucsk. [letu ckuHyIu cBUTepa. Mamauiu cOpocuin MeaBe-
JKbe obsmube. CHer ncnapuicAa, 1 Ha ra3oHaxX IIoKasajlach
IIPOIILJIOTOAHAA JKyXJiasd TpaBa.

Paxemnoe nemo. U3 ycT B ycTta ¢ BeTpOM U3 JIoMa
B OTKDBITBINA AO0M — ABa ciaoBa: Paxemnoe nemo. ap-
KU, KaK AbIXaHWe NYCThIHU, BO3AYX IE€PerHAUUBAJ MO-
pO3HBIE Y30pHI Ha OKHAaX, CJAU3BIBAJ XPYIKHe KpYsKeBa.
JIBIKM ¥ CAaHKM BAPYT cTanu He Hy:KHBbI. CHer, magaBIInit
Ha TOPOJOK C XOJIOJHOTO Heba, IIpeBpaliajacad B TopAdmi
IO OB, HE JTOJIETEB IO 3EMJIU.



Rocket summer. People leaned from their dripping
porches and watched the reddening sky.

The rocket lay on the launching field, blowing out
pink clouds of fire and oven heat. The rocket stood in the
cold winter morning, making summer with every breath
of its mighty exhausts. The rocket made climates, and
summer lay for a brief moment upon the land...

February 1999:
YLLA

They had a house of crystal pillars on the planet
Mars by the edge of an empty sea, and every morning
you could see Mrs. K eating the golden fruits that grew
from the crystal walls, or cleaning the house with hand-
fuls of magnetic dust which, taking all dirt with it, blew
away on the hot wind. Afternoons, when the fossil sea
was warm and motionless, and the wine trees stood stiff
in the yard, and the little distant Martian bone town
was all enclosed, and no one drifted out their doors, you
could see Mr. K himself in his room, reading from a met-
al book with raised hieroglyphs over which he brushed
his hand, as one might play a harp. And from the book,
as his fingers stroked, a voice sang, a soft ancient voice,
which told tales of when the sea was red steam on the
shore and ancient men had carried clouds of metal in-
sects and electric spiders into battle.

Mr. and Mrs. K had lived by the dead sea for twenty
years, and their ancestors had lived in the same house,
which turned and followed the sun, flower-like, for ten
centuries.

Mr. and Mrs. K were not old. They had the fair,
brownish skin of the true Martian, the yellow coin eyes,
the soft musical voices. Once they had liked painting
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Paxemnoe nemo. BBICYHYBIIUCH ¢ BepaH[ IOJ AP0OG6-
HYIO Kallejb, JIIOAU CMOTPEJI BBEPX Ha ajeloliee He0O.

Pakera cTodsia Ha KOCMOAPOMeE, WCIYyCKas DPO30OBHIE
KJIyObI OTHSA ¥ TEYHOro ’Kapa. B cTy:ke 3mMHero yrpa
paKeTa TBODWJIA JIETO KA’KJBIM BBIJOXOM CBOHMX MOIIHBIX
nio3. Pakera mesnana moroxy, m Ha KOPOTKWIT MUT BO BCel
OKpyTe BOIIAPMJIOCH JIETO...

®espanb 1999
WA

OHu xuau Ha muaHere Mapc, B oMe C XPyCTaJIbHbI-
MU KOJOHHAMU, Ha 6epery BBICOXIIEr0 MOPsA, U 10 yTpaM
MOKHO OBLJIO BUIETH, KaKk Muccuc K ect 30710ThIe IO,
pacTyiiue U3 XPyCTAJIbHBIX CTEH, WJIN HABOAUT YUCTOTY,
pacchIiasi MPUTOPIITHAMA MATHUTHYIO MbLIb, KOTOPYIO I'0-
pAYuii BeTep yHOCHJ BMecTe ¢ copoM. Ilonm Beuep, Korma
IpeBHee MOpe OBLIO HeJABUKHO 1 3HONHO, U BUHHBIE fepe-
BbA BO [IBOPE CTOAJU B OLIEIIEHEHUYW, ¥ CTAPUHHBIN Map-
CUMAHCKWI TOPOJOK BAAJIU BECh yXOAWJ B ce0A, ¥ HUKTO
He BBIXOAWJ Ha yauiy, mucrepa K MoxHO OBLIO BHUIETH
B €70 KOMHATe, Te OH YUTAJ METAJLJINYECKYI0O KHUTY, Iie-
pebupasi maJabIllaMU BHIIYKJbIe MEPOTIUMEI, TOUHO CTPY-
HBI ap@bl. I KHUTra meja moj ero PyKOH, IMeBYUYUHA T'OJIOC
IPEeBHOCTHU MOBECTBOBAJ O TOM IOpe, KOTJa MOpEe aJIbIM
TYMaHOM 3acTuJjajJio Oepera W JpeBHUE LLIU Ha OUTBY,
BOOPY’KE€HHBIE POSIMU METAJIMUECKUX IePITHei U dJieK-
TPUUECKUX MAaYKOB.

Muctep u muccuc K gBaguars jieT IpoKUIN HA Gepery
MEePTBOTO MOPSI, ¥ UX OTIBI U JeAbI TOKE JKUJIU B 9TOM J[0-
Me, KOTOPBIII IOBOPAYMUBAJICA, IIOJOOHO IIBETKY, BCJIE] 3a
COJTHIIEM, BOT YJK€ JeCATHb BEKOB.

Mucrep u muccuc K Onliu eimfe coBceM He cTaphle.
¥V Hux ObLIa YKUCTasA, CMyIVIasd KOXKa HACTOAIUX MapCu-
aH, IJIa3a JKeJIThle, KaK 30JI0Thble MOHETHI, TUXUE, MeJio-
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Pan Bpanbepu

pictures with chemical fire, swimming in the canals in
the seasons when the wine trees filled them with green
liquors, and talking into the dawn together by the blue
phosphorous portraits in the speaking room.

They were not happy now.

This morning Mrs. K stood between the pillars, lis-
tening to the desert sands heat, melt into yellow wax,
and seemingly run on the horizon.

Something was going to happen. She waited.

She watched the blue sky of Mars as if it might at any
moment grip in on itself, contract, and expel a shining
miracle down upon the sand.

Nothing happened.

Tired of waiting, she walked through the misting pil-
lars. A gentle rain sprang from the fluted pillar tops,
cooling the scorched air, falling gently on her. On hot
days it was like walking in a creek. The floors of the
house glittered with cool streams. In the distance she
heard her husband playing his book steadily, his fingers
never tired of the old songs.

Quietly she wished he might one day again spend as
much time holding and touching her like a little harp as
he did his incredible books.

But no. She shook her head, an imperceptible, for-
giving shrug. Her eyelids closed softly down upon her
golden eyes. Marriage made people old and familiar,
while still young.

She lay back in a chair that moved to take her shape
even as she moved. She closed her eyes tightly and nerv-
ously.
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MapcuaHckue XpoHuKun

nuYHEBIe rojioca. IIpexae oMM JIIOOMIN HUCATH KAPTUHEI
XUMHUUYECKUM ILJIaMeHeM, JIOOMJIMW IJIaBaTh B KaHajdax
B TO BpeMs roja, KOorga BUHHBIE JePeBbs HAIOJHAIN UX
3eJIeHO# BJIaroil, a IOTOM [0 PaccBeTa pPasTOBapUBATh
Mo roJayOBIMH CBETAIIMMHUCS IIOPTPETAMH B KOMHATE
nisa Oecen,.

Terepb OHM y:Ke He OBLIN CUACT/INBHI.

B 10 yrpo Mmuccuc K, cI0BHO BBLICILIEHHAS U3 JKeJI-
TOTO BOCKA, CTOSAJA MEXKAY KOJOHHAMH, MNPUCJIYIINBA-
SICh K 3HOIO 0ECILIOAHBIX IIECKOB, YCTPEMJIEHHAS KyIa-TO
BIAJD.

Yro-To moyKHO ObLIO0 mpousoiiTu. OHa Kuaa.

Ona cmorpesia Ha roiayboe MapcumaHCKoe Heb6O Tak,
CJIOBHO OHO MOIVIO BOT-BOT IIOZHATYKHUTHCS, CIKATHCS
¥ UCTOPTHYTH HA IIECOK CBEPKAIoIee uyo.

Ho Bce ocTaBayioch Mo-IpesXHEMY.

HcToMUBIINCEH OXKUIAHKEM, OHA CTajia OPOAUTH MEXK-
Iy TYMaHHBIMH KoJOHHamMu. V3 KeJ0OKOB B KamuTe-
JIAX 3aCTPYUJICA TUXUH JTOMIb, OXJIAXKIAA PaCKaeHHBIN
BO3AYyX, IMIafd ee KOXY. B Kapkue OHH 3TO OBLIO BCe
paBHO uTO BoiiTu B pyueii. IIpoxsangHbie cTpyu mocepe-
6puiu mosbl. CHBIIIHO OBLIO, KAaK My:K 6e3 ycTajlu urpa-
eT Ha CBOeil KHUTe; ApPeBHUEe HaIeBhl He IPUeIauCh ero
maJIbIam.

Ona mogymaJjia 6e3 BOJIHEHMS: OH ObI MOT' KOI'ZLa-HU-
OyIob IOJapuUTh U eii, KaK ObIBaJIO IpeKIe, CTOJIBKO JKe
BpeMeHHN, O0HUMAasA ee, IPUKACasCh K Hell, CJIOBHO K Ma-
JIeHbKOH apde, KaKk OH IMPUKacaeTcsa K CBOUM HEBO3MOK-
HBIM KHHUTaM.

VBel. OHa mOKayajsia TOJIOBOI, OTPEIIeHHO IIoKaJia
IIeYaMu, YyTh-4yTh. BeKM MATKO MPUKPBLIA 30JIOTH-
cThIe TJIa3a. Bpak make MOJIOABIX JIOJEN MeJIaeT CTaphI-
MU, TaBHO 3HAKOMBIMU...

OHa omycTHach B KPecjio, KOTOPOe TOTYAC CaMo IIPHU-
HsaJI0 hopmy ee durypsl. OHa KpPemKo, HEPBHO 3aKMYyPHU-
JIack.



Pan Bpanbepu

The dream occurred.
Her brown fingers trembled, came up, grasped at the
air. A moment later she sat up, startled, gasping.

She glanced about swiftly, as if expecting someone
there before her. She seemed disappointed; the space be-
tween the pillars was empty.

Her husband appeared in a triangular door.

“Did you call?” he asked irritably.

“No!” she cried.

“I thought I heard you cry out.”

“Did I? I was almost asleep and had a dream!”

“In the daytime? You don’t often do that.”

She sat as if struck in the face by the dream.

»

“How strange, how very strange,” she murmured.
“The dream.”

“Oh?” He evidently wished to return to his book.

“I dreamed about a man.”

“A man?”

“A tall man, six feet one inch tall.”

“How absurd; a giant, a misshapen giant.”

“Somehow”—she tried the words—”he looked all
right. In spite of being tall. And he had — oh, I know

you’ll think it silly — he had blue eyes!”

“Blue eyes! Gods!” cried Mr. K. “What’ll you dream
next? I suppose he had black hair?”

“How did you guess?” She was excited.
“I picked the most unlikely color,” he replied coldly.

“Well, black it was!” she cried. “And he had a very
white skin; oh, he was most unusual! He was dressed in
a strange uniform and he came down out of the sky and
spoke pleasantly to me.”
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MapcuaHckue XpoHuKun

W con aBuics.

CMyruble TabIlbl B3APOTHYJIN, METHYJINUCH BBEPX, JIO-
BsI Bo3AyX. MruoBeHMe CIIYCTs OHA MCIYTaHHO BBIIPSIMU-
Jach B KpecJje, IIPePLIBUCTO JbIIIA.

Ona 6wIcTPO OOBesla KOMHATY B3IVISIIOM, TOYHO Hale-
siCh KOTO-TO yBHUIAETb. PazouapoBaHme: MeKAYy KOJIOHHA-
MU OBLJIO IIYCTO.

B TpeyrosbHOIl 1BepU IMOKAa3aJICA €e CYIIPyT.

— Te1 3Basia MeHsa? — pasgpaskeHHO CIPOCHI OH.

— Her! — mouTu KpuKHYyJIa OHA.

— Mue mouyauiiocs, Tel Kpuyaa.

— B camowm gmene? I sagpemasia u Bumesia coH!

— Huem? 310 ¢ TO6OI He YacTO OBIBAET.

T'maza ee roBopuJz O TOM, YTO OHA OIIEJIOMJIEHA CHO-
BUIEHUEM.

— CTpaHHO, OUeHb-OUEHb CTPAHHO, — IPOoGOpMOTAaJIa
OHa. — ATOT COH...

— Hy? — Emy He Tepuesoch BePHYTHCA K KHUTE.

— Maue cHHMIICA MYy:KUMHA.

— Myxuuna?

— BrICOKMIT My:KunHa, 111ecTh GyTOB OAUH JIOHM.

— YT0 3a HEJIETIOCTh: 9TO JKe BeJUKaH, YPOI.

— ITouemy-TOo, — OHa Me[JEHHO NOAOMpATa CJO-
Ba, — OH He Kaszayuca ypomoMm. HecmoTps Ha BBICOKUIt
poct. I y HEro — ax, s 3HaI0, Te6e 9TO IOKAIKETCS B30~
poM, — y Hero ObLIU 20y0Oble Tyia3al

— Tony6Osie rmasa! — Bockaumkuya wmucrep K. —

O 6oru! Yto Tebe mpucHUTCS B caenyiouiuii pas? Trl ele
CKaKelllb — YePHble BOJOCHI?

— Kaxk 181 y2adan?/ — BOCKJIUKHYJIA OHA.

— IIpocto HasBajg HamMeHee IIPABIOIOJO0HBII
IIBET, — CYXO OTBETIJI OH.

— JIa, uepHbIe BoJioCchl! — KpUKHYyJIa oHA. — U OueHb
Oemas koxka. CogepuleHHo HeoObIUalHBIN MyskunHa! Ha
HeM ObLiIa CTPaHHAsA OfelKaa, U OH CIYCTHUJICA ¢ Heba u Ja-
CKOBO TOBOPHJI CO MHOIA.
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Pan Bpanbepu

She smiled.

“Out of the sky; what nonsense!”

“He came in a metal thing that glittered in the sun,”
she remembered. She closed her eyes to shape it again.
“I dreamed there was the sky and something sparkled
like a coin thrown into the air, and suddenly it grew
large and fell down softly to land, a long silver craft,
round and alien. And a door opened in the side of the
silver object and this tall man stepped out.”

“If you worked harder you wouldn’t have these silly
dreams.”

“I rather enjoyed it,” she replied, lying back. “I nev-
er suspected myself of such an imagination. Black hair,
blue eyes, and white skin! What a strange man, and
yet—quite handsome.”

“Wishful thinking.”

“You’re unkind. I didn’t think him up on purpose; he
just came in my mind while I drowsed. It wasn’t like a
dream. It was so unexpected and different. He looked at
me and he said, ‘I’ve come from the third planet in my
ship. My name is Nathaniel York—’

“A stupid name; it’s no name at all,” objected the
husband.

“Of course it’s stupid, because it’s a dream,” she ex-
plained softly. “And he said, ‘This is the first trip across
space. There are only two of us in our ship, myself and
my friend Bert.””

“Another stupid name.”

“And he said, ‘We’re from a city on Earth; that’s the
name of our planet,’” continued Mrs. K. “That’s what
he said. ‘Earth’ was the name he spoke. And he used
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MapcuaHckue XpoHuKun

Ona yJbIibajiacs.

— C Heba — KaKas YyIb!

— OH npuJieTes B METAJJIMUECKOI MaIInHe, KOTOpas
cBepKajia Ha COJHIle, — BcmomuHanga muccuc K. Oma
3aKpblIa Iviada, 4yToOBI BOcco3xaTh BuaeHue. — Mue
CHUJIOCh HEe0O, W UTO-TO OJeCHYJo, OYATO HOAOGpOIIeH-
Had B BO3AYyX MOHETa, IIOTOM CTajo 0oJjbIle, GOJbIIe
¥ IJIaBHO ONYCTUJIOCH HA 3€MJII0O — 3TO OBbLI IJIUHHBIN
cepeOpUCTHIiT KOpabsib, KPYIJIBIi, Uy:Koii Kopabib. Ilo-
TOM COOKY OTBOPMJIACH OBEPb M BBIIIEJ STOT BBICOKUIA
MYsKUMHA.

— Pa6orajyia 0661 mobosbIilie, Tebe He CHUJINCHL OBI Ta-
Kue AypallKue CHbI.

— A MHe OH IOHPABUJICS, — OTBETUJIA OHA, OTKUIbI-
Basch B Kpecse. — HuKorma He mogospeBaja, 4TO y Me-
Hs TaKoe BooOpaskeHue. YepHbIe BOJIOCHI, TOJNy0ObIe Tiasa,
Oesaa koxka! Kakoil cTpamHbIf My:KUMHA — U, OJHAKO,
OUeHb KPACUBBIN.

— CamoBHYIIIeHHE.

— Tbr memoOperii. I BoBce He mpuaymaja ero Ha-
MepeHHO, OH caM SABUJICSA MHe, KoTja d 3axpemana. lla-
JKe He IOXO0Ke Ha COoH. Tak HEOXWUAAHHO, HEOOBIYHO...
OH mocMoOTpeJs Ha MeHdA U cKasdas: «§l mpuseres Ha sTOM
Kopabie ¢ Tperbeii maaHeTbl. MeHs 30ByT Haranwumen

Wopxk...»

— Heunemnoe umsa, — Bosdpasuy cynpyr. — Takux Bo-
o0111e He ObIBaeT.

— Koneuno, Hesemnoe, BeIb 9TO ObLI COH, — IIOKOPHO
coracmiack oHa. — Eie oH ckasai: «JTO HepPBBIN II0-
JeT uepesd KocMmoc. Hac Bcero gBoe B Kopabjie — A 1 MOt
apyr Bepr».

— Ewe 00Ho HeNenoe uMm4.

— OmH ckasaiu: «MsbI u3 ropoga Ha 3eMjle, TaK Ha3bIBA-
eTcs Hallla IJIaHeTa», — IIpomonkaiaa muccuc K. — 3ro
ero caoBa. Tak u ckasan — 3emJusi. Y roBopu oH He Ha
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Pan Bpanbepu

another language. Somehow I understood him. With my
mind. Telepathy, I suppose.”
Mr. K turned away. She stopped him with a word.
“Y11?” she called quietly. “Do you ever wonder if—
well, if there are people living on the third planet?”
“The third planet is incapable of supporting life,”
stated the husband patiently. “Our scientists have said
there’s far too much oxygen in their atmosphere.”

“But wouldn’t it be fascinating if there were people?
And they traveled through space in some sort of ship?”

“Really, Ylla, you know how I hate this emotional
wailing. Let’s get on with our work.”

It was late in the day when she began singing the
song as she moved among the whispering pillars of rain.
She sang it over and over again.

“What’s that song?” snapped her husband at last,
walking in to sit at the fire table.

“I don’t know.”

She looked up, surprised at herself. She put her
hand to her mouth, unbelieving. The sun was setting.
The house was closing itself in, like a giant flower, with
the passing of light. A wind blew among the pillars; the
fire table bubbled its fierce pool of silver lava. The wind
stirred her russet hair, crooning softly in her ears. She
stood silently looking out into the great sallow distances
of sea bottom, as if recalling something, her yellow eyes
soft and moist,

“Drink to me only with thine eyes,
and I will pledge with mine,”

she sang, softly, quietly, slowly.
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MapcuaHckue XpoHuKun

HameM s3bIKe. Ho A KakuM-TO 06pa3oM MOHMMAJa €ro.
B yme. Tenemarusi, oueBUIHO.

Muctep K orBepHycsa. Ee romoc ocTaHOBUI ero.

— MHWan! — tuxo mosBajsia oHa. — TbI HUKOTIA HE 3a-
IYMBIBAJICA... HY... €CMb JU JIOAU Ha TPEThel naaHeTe?

— Ha TpeTbeiil naHeTe XKM3HL HEBO3MOKHA, — Tep-
IIeJINBO PasbsACHUWI cynpyr. — Hamu yuyeHbIe yCTaHOBU-
JIW, UTO B TAMOIIHEHN aTMocdepe CIUITKOM MHOTO KHCJIO-
poza.

— A kax 0bLI0 GBI YyJ€CHO, €CJU OBl TAM HCUJU JIIO-
nu! U ymenu myTellecTBOBATh Uepe3 KOCMOC HA KaKUX-
HUOYAb 0COOEHHBIX KOPaOIax.

— Bor urto, Unma, Thl OTIMYHO 3HAEIIb, 1 HEHABU-
JKy 9Ty CEHTHMMEHTAJbHYIO OOJITOBHIO. 3aliMeMcs JIydllie
JIeJIOM.

Bausumncsa Beuep, Korga oHa, CTynad MeXAy KOJOHHA-
MU, UCTOYAIONIMMHU NOKAb, 3amesia. OOUH U TOT Ke MO-
THUB, CHOBa U CHOBA.

— Yro 370 3a IecHA? — PABKHYJI B KOHIE KOHI[OB CY-
pyT, MPOXO/s K OTHEHHOMY CTOJIY.

— He 3naro.

Ona mojgHsAJa Ha HEro Iyasa, yAUBJIASACH cama cebe.
OsagauenHO monmHecsia KO pTy pykKy. CoJiHIle caguiiocs,
¥ II0 Mepe TOTo KaK JHEeBHOII CBeT yracaj, oM 3aKpPbIBaJI-
cd, OyOTO OTPOMHBIN IBETOK. Merkay KOJOHHAMU IIOYJI
BETEPOK, HAa OTHEHHOM CTOJIe KapKO OYypJIMIO 03ePKO ce-
pebpucToit JaBbl. BeTep mepebupas KMPOUYHBIE BOJIOCHI
muccuc K, TuxoHbKo 1renya eif Ha yxo. OHa MoJiua CTO-
s7a, YCTPEMUB 3aTyMaHUBIIUICS B30P 30JOTHUCTBIX IJIas
BAAJIb, Ha OJIE€THO-3KEJITYIO0 IVIaJb MOPCKOTO JHA, CJIOBHO
BCIIOMUHAS YTO-TO.

Tmazamu TocT mpousHecH,
U a orBeuy B3TIAAOM, —

3alriejia OHa TUuxo, MeJJI€EHHO, HEXHO.
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