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There was no time to waste. There
were barely six months of this
lifeless, sinless, unsuffering wilder-
ness ahead of him. Three years
were short ...but when the
shout came he rose out of his chair
with the practised alertness of a
sailor.

The Botanist in the next cabin
responded to the same shout with
a curse. His eye had been at the
microscope when it came. It was
maddening. Constant interruption.
A man might as well try to work
in the middle of Piccadilly as in
this infernal camp. And his work
was already a race against time.
Six months more . . . and he had
hardly begun. The flora of Mars,
these tiny, miraculously hardy
organisms, the ingenuity of their
contrivances to live under all but
impossible conditions—it was a
feast for a lifetime. He would
ignore the shout. But then came
the bell. All hands to the main
room. "

The only person who was doing,
so to speak, nothing when the
shout came was the Captain. To
be more exact, he was (as usual)
trying to stop thinking about Clare,
and get on with his official journal.
Clare kept on interrupting from
forty million miles away. It was
preposterous, “Would have needed
all hands,” he wrote . . . hands
. .. his own hands ... his own
hands, hands, he felt, with eyes in
them, travelling over all the warm-
cool, soft-firm, smooth, yielding,
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resisting, aliveness of her. “Shut
up, there’s a dear,” he said to the
photo on his desk. And so back to
the journal, until the fatal words
“had been causing me some anxi-
ety.” Anxiety—oh God, what might
be happening to Clare now? How
did he know there was a Clare
by this time? Anything could
happen. He’d been a fool ever to
accept this job. What other newly
married man in the world would
have done it? But it had seemed
so sensible. Three years of horrid
separation but then ... oh, they
were made for life. He had been
promised the post that, only a few
months before, he would not have
dared to dream of. He'd never
need to go to Space again. And
all the bye-products; the lectures,
the book, probably a title. Plenty
of children. He knew she wanted
that, and so in a queer way (as he
began to find) did he. But damn
it, the journal. Begin a new para-
graph . .. And then the shout
came.

It was one of the two young-
sters, technicians both, who had
given it. They had been together
since dinner. At least Paterson had
been standing at the open door of
Dickson’s cabin, shifting from foot
to foot and swinging the door, and
Dickson had been sitting on his
berth and waiting for Paterson to
go away.

“What are you talking about,
Paterson?” he said. “Who ever
said anything about a quarrel?”
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The repercussions of Dr. R. S. Richardson’s controversial article, The
Day After We Land on Mars (F&SF, December, 1955), have not yet
died away. In that article, you will recall, Dr. Richardson predicted
that “we may be forced into first tolerating and finally openly accepting
an attitude toward sex that is taboo in our present social framework.
.« . To put it bluntly, may 1t not be necessary for the success of the
project to send some mice girls to Mars at regular intervals to relieve
tensions and promote morale?” No other article here has provoked so
many pointed (and often heated) replies; and Poul Anderson and
Miriam Allen de Ford indicated (May, 1956) some of the bugs in
Richardson’s "spaceborne bagnio.” Now C. S. Lewis takes up the theme
in (I belseve) his first short story of space travel—a tale of the First
Martian Expedition which is at once perceptive, human and unex-

pectedly comic.

Ministering Angels

by c. 8. LEWIS

THE MONK, AS THEY CALLED HIM,
settled himself on the camp chair
beside his bunk and stared through
the window at the harsh sand and
black-blue sky of Mars. He did
not mean to begin his “work” for
ten minutes yet. Not, of course,
the work he had been brought
there to do. He was the meteorolo-
gist of the party, and his work in
that capacity was largely done; he
had found out whatever could be
found out. There was nothing
more, within the limited radius he
could investigate, to be observed

for at least twenty-five days. And
meteorology had not been his real
motive. He had chosen three years
on Mars as the nearest modern
equivalent to a hermitage in the
desert. He had come there to medi-
tate: to continue the slow, perpetu-
al rebuilding of that inner struc-
ture which, in his view, it was the
main purpose of life to rebuild.
And now his ten minutes’ rest was
over. He began with his well-used
formula. “Gentle and patient Mas-
ter, teach me to need men less and
to love thee more.” Then to it.
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