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right corner.

Originally told as bedtime stories to his children, then written down — one of

the first Latvian-language science fiction novels. The story follows siblings




Maris and Mara in the Latvian colony of “Jaunriga” (New Riga) on Mars, 300
years after atomic war and plague nearly destroyed humanity.

The Latvian text follows the author’s manuscript exactly, including its pre-war
orthography (“kura”, “kars”), and the English translation has been checked
against it chapter by chapter. This revision restores the five chapters (IV, V,
XIII, XIV, XVIII) that were previously merged into their neighbours, and adds

Eriks Purkalitis’s 1978 illustrations.

) Atgrieéanﬁs

Pret roZainajam debesim mazo zvaigzniti
tikko varéja saredzét, tacu ta naca arvien tu-
vak. Sarkanaja kapa uzkapis, Maris véroja
Jaunrigas rakeSu ostu. Maza zvaigznite
paskréja garam Meéneselim, un varéja jau
manit, ka osta ieslédzas skrejcela gaismas
un robotu izpaligu maSinas ielenc raketes
nolaiSanas vietu. Planaja Marsa atmosféra
nodardéja raketes atbalss, un Maris redzéja,
ka desmit kilometru attdluma rakete no-
laizas uz skrejcela, izmet milzigus izpletnus
un iedarbina sturraketes, lai paléninatu atro

gaitu.

I. The Return

Against the rosy skies the little star could
barely be seen, but it was coming ever
closer. Having climbed the red dune, Maris
watched the Jaunriga rocket port. The little
star darted past the little moon, and one
could already tell that the runway lights
were switching on at the port and the robot
helper machines were surrounding the
rocket's landing place. In Mars's thin atmos-
phere the rocket's echo thundered, and
Maris saw that ten kilometers away the
rocket was descending onto the runway,
throwing out enormous parachutes and fir-

ing its steering rockets to slow its rapid



Maris ar gimeni jau veselu gadu dzivoja uz
Marsa, bet rakeSu nolaiSanas vinu vél jopro-
jam loti iespaidoja. Turklat ar o raketi no
izliku brauciena uz asteroidiem atgriezas
vina tévs, Janis Kramins§. Kad rakete bija ap-
stajusies, Maris lieliem lécieniem noskréja
no kapas pie sava burbulriepu ritena. Sadi
trisriteni ar metru platam riepam bija ne-
piecieSami, lai varétu braukt pa smilsaino
Marsa virsmu. Kad uznaca lieli véji, lipigas
smiltis parklaja tukSumus, kuros cilvéks ar
savu svaru varétu iegrimt. Burbulriepu
ritenu platas riepas lava Sadiem tukSumiem
braukt pari. Mara ritenim bija ari baterija
un elektromotors, kas bija domati tikai ne-
gadijumiem, ja Maris pats nevarétu kustinat

kajas.

Pa skrejcela malu Maris brauca lidz ostas uz-
gaidamajam telpam. Tur vin$§ pieslédza
riteni pie novietoSanas staba. Ostas telpas
vin$ iegaja caur gaisdurvim. Par tam vins
jutas seviski lepns, jo tas bija izgudrojis vina
tévocis Arturs. Tas lava brivi iziet un ieiet,
patérédamas loti maz energijas, un ari

nelava gaisam izplist no telpas.

Ticis iekSa, Maris norava elpotaju, kas ar-
pusé Marsa planaja atmosféra bija ne-
piecieSams. Vin§ parlaida skatu par plaso
telpu un piegaja pie informacijas budinas,

kas bija novietota telpas vida.

pace.

Maris and his family had already been living
on Mars for a whole year, but rocket land-
ings still impressed him deeply. Moreover,
on this rocket his father, Janis Kramins, was
returning from a scouting expedition to the
asteroids. When the rocket had come to a
stop, Maris bounded down from the dune in
great leaps to his bubble-tire wheel. Such
three-wheelers with meter-wide tires were
necessary for riding across the sandy
Martian surface. When great winds arose,
the sticky sand covered over hollows into
which a person could sink under his own
weight. The wide tires of the bubble-tire
wheels made it possible to ride over such
hollows. Maris's wheel also had a battery

and an electric motor, meant only for emer-

gencies, in case Maris could not move his

legs himself.

Along the edge of the runway Maris rode to
the port's waiting hall. There he locked his
wheel to a parking post. He entered the port
building through the air-doors. He felt espe-
cially proud of these, because his uncle
Arturs had invented them. They allowed
people to pass freely in and out while con-
suming very little energy, and also kept the

air from escaping the building.

Once inside, Maris pulled off the breather
that was necessary outside, in Mars's thin at-
mosphere. He swept his gaze across the spa-
cious hall and walked up to the information

booth placed in the middle of the room.



“Ludzu, vai nupat nolaidas piegades rakete

no Hercoga Jekaba?” vaicaja Maris.

»
!

“Ja gan!” atbildéja laipna ierédne. “Tavs tévs
jau biokontrolé. Ja vélies, tu ar vinu péc

piecam minttém varési aprunaties.”

Biokontroli Jaunrigas osta uzstadija péc ne-
gadijuma, kad rakete no Zemes atbrauca
pilna ar navigi slimajiem ar jauna tipa méri,
pret ko zales nelidzéja. Péc dazam stundam
visi, kas saskaras ar So nelaimigo lidojumu,
saslima. Laime, ka neviens netika laists
talak. Visas ekas, kuras uzturéjas Sie
slimnieki, iznicinaja, bet pasus slimniekus
aizveda uz Liela Méness slégto laboratoriju,

kur vinus arstéja un pétija no Zemes atvesto

slimibu.

“Please, did the supply rocket from Duke
Jékabs just land?” asked Maris.

“Indeed it did!” answered the friendly clerk.
“Your father is already in bio-control. If you
like, you can speak with him in five min-

utes.”

Bio-control had been installed at the
Jaunriga port after an incident when a
rocket from Earth arrived full of people
mortally ill with a new type of plague
against which no medicine helped. Within a
few hours everyone who had come into con-
tact with that unfortunate flight fell ill.
Fortunately, no one was let any further. All
the buildings where these patients had

stayed were destroyed, and the patients

themselves were taken to the sealed labora-
tory of the Great Moon, where they were
treated and the disease brought from Earth

was studied.



Maris apsédas pie televizora ekrana. Tur jau
bija apmetusies vairaki citi gaiditaji un
skatijas brivbumbas finalspéles pédéjo ce-
turtdalu. Brivbumbu bija izgudrojusi lielajas
satelitu kolonijas un spéléja ipasi izbuvétas
arénads, kur nebija Zemes pievilksanas
spéka. Likumi bija liela méra lidzigi futbo-
lam, ko senatné spéléja uz Zemes. Sporta
veids bija ideals, jo komandam no daZzadam
pasaulém deva lidzigas prieksrocibas.
Skatoties Maris ta aizravas, ka gandriz
nedzirdéja ierédnes balsi: “Mari, tavs tévs

var ar tevi tagad runat.”

Maris piegaja pie sazindtaja un piespieda
“BIO” pogu. Uz ekrana paradijas laboranta

seja, un Maris jautaja: “Vai, ludzu, varétu

runat ar Krimina kungu?”

Nakamaja mirkli paradijas tévs, un Maris

prasija: “Téti, ka tev gaja?”

“Mari! Neticami atradumi!” tévs atri stastija.
“Cerera ir bijusi apdzivota! To més ritvakar
izzinosim visam apdzivotajam pasaulém.
Bet pagaidam par to nevienam nestasti!
Tagad man vél japagaida, lidz bus pabeigtas
dazas asins analizes. Piezvani matei, ka més
blisim majas péc pusotras stundas. Vélreiz,
nestasti nevienam neko par to, ko tev nupat

teicu. Vai tu vari mani pagaidit?”

Maris sat down by a television screen.
Several other waiting people had already
settled there and were watching the last
quarter of the free-ball final. Free-ball had
been invented in the great satellite colonies
and was played in specially built arenas
where there was no Earth gravity. The rules
were largely similar to football, which in an-
cient times had been played on Earth. The
sport was ideal because it gave teams from
different worlds similar advantages.
Watching, Maris became so absorbed that
he almost didn't hear the clerk's voice:

“Mari, your father can speak with you now.”

Maris went to the communicator and
pressed the “BIO” button. A lab technician's

face appeared on the screen, and Maris

asked, “Could I please speak with Mr.

Krumins?”

The next instant his father appeared, and

Maris asked, “Dad, how did it go?”

“Mari! Unbelievable discoveries!” his father
said quickly. “Ceres was once inhabited! We
will announce this tomorrow evening to all
the inhabited worlds. But for now, don't tell
anyone about it! Now I still have to wait until
some blood analyses are finished. Call
Mother and tell her we'll be home in an hour
and a half. Once again — don't tell anyone
anything about what I just told you. Can you

wait for me?”



“Ja. Mate ta¢u mani atsutija tevi sagaidit.”

“Labi, tad redzésimies péc minutém di-

vdesmit.”

Maris léenam nolika klausuli. Galva virpuloja
trispadsmitgadiga zéna sapnu, domu un
ceribu maisijums. Vai, ka vinam gribéjas ap-
meklét Cereru un visas tas vietas, kur
braukaja tévs! Vin§ ari nevaréja izdzit no
prata téva noteikumu nevienam neko par
tikko dzirdéto nestastit. Kapéc tada

noslépumainiba?

Gaididams tévu, Maris iesaka lasit véstures
gramatu, lai sagatavotos uzdotajam domrak-

stam uz ritdienas stundu. Vina uzdevums

bija aprakstit, ka izveidojusies Ménesspils.
Marim nemaz nepatika lasit par atomkaru,
jaunmeéri un visam tam Sausmigajam lietam,
kas uz Zemes notika sen, pirms 300 gadiem.
Atomkar$§ 2017. gada iznicinadja gandriz pusi
Zemes iedzivotaju. Jaunméris 2023.-2024.
gada iznicinaja gandriz visus, kas karu bija
parcietusi. <Sai nodalai klat vajadzigs

ievadraksts par planétam, asteroidiem utt.>

<Vésturiskais apraksts bérniem par garu,
kaut pieaugusiem bija interesants originala

versija. >

Paradoksala karta cilvéci izglaba Meness

kolonijas. Tas bija mazas un nedaudzas,

“Yes. Mother sent me to meet you, after all.”

“Good, then we'll see each other in twenty

minutes or so.”

Maris slowly put down the receiver. In his
head swirled the mixture of dreams,
thoughts, and hopes of a thirteen-year-old
boy. Oh, how he wanted to visit Ceres and all
those places where his father traveled! He
also couldn't drive from his mind his father's
order not to tell anyone anything about what

he had just heard. Why such secrecy?

While waiting for his father, Maris began
reading a history book to prepare for the es-

say assigned for tomorrow's class. His task

was to describe how Moon City came to be.
Maris didn't like reading about the atomic
war, the new plague, and all those terrible
things that had happened on Earth long ago,
300 years before. The atomic war in 2017 de-
stroyed nearly half of Earth's inhabitants.
The new plague of 2023-2024 destroyed
nearly everyone who had survived the war.
<An introductory piece about the planets,
asteroids, etc. needs to be added to this

chapter.>

<The historical account is rather long for
children, though it was interesting to adults

in the original version.>

Paradoxically, it was the Moon colonies that

saved humanity. They were small and few,



iznemot Padomju Savienibas koloniju, jo
bija atklajies, ka cilvéka kermenis nepilna
gada laika ta piemérojas zemajam Méness
pievilkSanas spékam un citiem apstakliem,
ka, atgriezoties uz Zemes, rodas asins izpla-
dumi, reimatisms un citas kaites.
Sasirgusais cilvéks driz nomira.
Rietumzemju cilveki kolonijas aizvadija tris,
ilgakais, sesSas mnedélas. Bet Padomju
Savieniba uzskatija Ménesi par briniskigu vi-
etu, kurp sutit cilvékus ar “nesabiedriskam
tendencém”. Kad izcélas pédéjais Zemes
lielkars, kolonisti no Padomju Savienibas
parsvara bija baltiesi - latvieSi, lietuviesi un
igauni. Tai laikd uz Meénesi bija aizvesti
23 459 baltiesi, parsvara latvieSi. Paréjie
8764 cilvéki Novosibirska III bija no
dazadam republikam. Tikai 434 cilvéki dar-

bojas par kartibniekiem, jo visi kolonisti

zinaja, ka édienu no Zemes piegadas tikai
tad, ja vini mierigi un citigi stradas rudu rak-

tuves.

Galvenais uzdevums Novosibirskai III bija
izveidot detalas slepenai satelitu ierocu
sistétmai. Kad Kina uzzinaqja Padomju
Savienibas nolikus, td méginaja satelitus
iznicinat. Iejaucas rietumvalstis, un izcélas
Pédéjais kars. Gadu gaita automatiskas kara
rakeSu kontroles schémas nolietojas. 2011.
gada tiesi pie Ziemelpola uzspraga visas
Ziemelamerika palikusas atomraketes. Tas
bija lielakais spradziens pasaules vésturé un
radija geologisku katastrofu. Abos polos
ledus izkusa un apklaja Zemi ar tdeni 100
metrus virs parasta juras limena. Panamu

klaja tdens. Milzigi vilni auroja par Kluso

except for the Soviet Union's colony, for it
had been discovered that within less than a
year the human body adapted so thoroughly
to the Moon's low gravity and other condi-
tions that on returning to Earth, hemor-
rhages, rheumatism, and other ailments de-
veloped. The afflicted person soon died.
People from the Western lands spent three,
at most six, weeks in the colonies. But the
Soviet Union considered the Moon a won-
derful place to send people with “antisocial
tendencies.” When Earth's last great war
broke out, the colonists from the Soviet
Union were predominantly Balts — Latvians,
Lithuanians, and Estonians. By that time
23,459 Balts had been taken to the Moon,
predominantly Latvians. The remaining
8,764 people at Novosibirsk III were from

various republics. Only 434 people served as

order-keepers, because all the colonists
knew that food would be supplied from
Earth only if they worked peacefully and

diligently in the ore mines.

The main task of Novosibirsk III was to pro-
duce parts for a secret satellite weapons sys-
tem. When China learned of the Soviet
Union's intentions, it tried to destroy the
satellites. The Western powers intervened,
and the Last War broke out. Over the years,
the automatic control circuits of the war
rockets wore out. In 2011, right at the North
Pole, all the atomic rockets remaining in
North America exploded. It was the greatest
explosion in world history and caused a geo-
logical catastrophe. The ice at both poles
melted and covered the Earth with water 100

meters above the normal sea level. Panama



okeanu un, savienojusies ar Atlantijas silta-
jiem udeniem, sitas pret Afrikas un Eiropas
krastiem. Iesakas ledus laikmets, kadu Zeme
vél nebija piedzivojusi. Simts gados Sludonis
jau sasniedza Kanaddas vidieni. Cilvéki un
ziditajdzivnieki gandriz iznika. Toties jauna-

jiem apstakliem atri pielagojas kukaini.

Sur tur uz Zemes saglabajas cilvéku salinas.
Kadu laiku Méness kolonisti spéja viniem
piegadat uzturu, medikamentus un citu, kas
nepiecieSams. Tacu magnétiskajam raketém
vajadzéja plasSus skrejcelus, kadi pastavéja
tikai pie dazam lielpilsetam. Tad sikbutnu
saimes ta adaptéjas, ka ierobezota ménes-
nieku zinatne un technologija nevaréja

turéties lidzi un Zemes apmekléSanu ap-

turéja ka bezcerigu.

Meénesspili saka celt 2063. gada, kad latviesu
valoda un kultara bija nostabilizéjusies ka
valdoSsa Novosibirskas ikdienas dzivé.
Sakuma gadi bija loti gruti: bija maz, ko ést,
iznemot maksligos razojumus, kam biezi
bija nelaba garSa. Laimiga karta Amerikas
koloniju datortiklos bija ierakstits daudz in-
formacijas par dzivi uz Zemes. Ar Sim
zinaSanam alges, ko audzéja lielas stikla
tvertnés skabekla razosanai, parvérta ari
veseligd un visai garSiga skabputra.
Dazadiba uztura tomeér neizveidojas, 1idz cil-

véki iemacijas iekopt apakszemes darzus.

was submerged. Enormous waves raged
across the Pacific and, merging with the
warm Atlantic waters, crashed against the
coasts of Africa and Europe. An ice age be-
gan such as Earth had never experienced.
Within a hundred years the glacier had al-
ready reached central Canada. Humans and
mammals nearly perished. Insects, how-

ever, quickly adapted to the new conditions.

Here and there on Earth, small islands of
humanity survived. For a time the Moon
colonists were able to supply them with
food, medicine, and other necessities. But
the magnetic rockets needed wide runways,
which existed only near a few major cities.
Then the strains of micro-organisms
adapted so far that the Moon-dwellers' lim-

ited science and technology could no longer

keep up, and visits to Earth were halted as

hopeless.

Moon City began to be built in 2063, when
the Latvian language and culture had be-
come established as dominant in
Novosibirsk's everyday life. The early years
were very hard: there was little to eat except
artificial products, which often tasted bad.
Fortunately, much information about life on
Earth had been recorded in the computer
networks of the American colonies. With
this knowledge, the algae grown in large
glass vats for oxygen production were also
transformed into a healthy and quite tasty
sour porridge. Variety in the diet didn't de-
velop, however, until people learned to culti-

vate underground gardens.



Gadsimteni, kura meénesnieki izveidoja
robotu rakesu technologiju, bija savairojusas
dazadas no Zemes atvestas Suninas, séklas
un dzivnieki un Meénesspils jau bija
pietiekami attistijusies, ta ka varéja nopietni
planot koloniju izveidi uz Marsa. Tam sekoja
kolonijas citas pasaulés, lai cilvéce vairs
neizniktu, ja vienu pasauli piemeklétu

nelaime.

Maris zinaja, ka Ménesspili apdzivo pari par
300 000 cilveku ar savu robotu apkalpi. Uz
Méness vél atradas ari vecas ASV, Kinas un
Japanas kolonijas. Kadi 230 000 -cilvéku
apdzivoja satelitu kolonijas. Uz Marsa bija
pari par 350 000 iedzivotaju - visvairak

Jaunriga, tad Gambija, Tobago un vél daud-

zos citos mazos izlukciemos, kads bija ari
Mara Nitaure. Kopskaita cilveku bija krietni
mazak nekd miljons, un vairak cilvéku

nebija.

Vésture ir tik nomacosa, Maris domaja, ka
pat nepatik atSkirt gramatu. Vin$ aizsapno-
jas par déku pilnu braucienu uz Cereru, tad
talak uz Jupiteru, Saturna ménesiem un tad

uz zvaigzném.

Teva roka uz pleca vinu iztraucéja no

sapniem.

In the century during which the Moon-
dwellers developed robot rocket technology,
the various cells, seeds, and animals
brought from Earth had multiplied, and
Moon City had developed far enough that
colonies on Mars could be seriously
planned. These were followed by colonies in
other worlds, so that humanity would not
perish again if misfortune were to strike one

world.

Maris knew that Moon City was inhabited by
over 300,000 people with their robot staff.
On the Moon there also remained the old
American, Chinese, and Japanese colonies.
Some 230,000 people inhabited the satellite
colonies. On Mars there were over 350,000

inhabitants — most of them in Jaunriga,

then in Gambia, Tobago, and many other
small scouting villages, such as Maris's own
Nitaure. In total there were considerably
fewer than a million people, and there were

no more people than that.

History is so depressing, Maris thought, that
he didn't even feel like opening the book. He
drifted into dreams of an adventure-filled
journey to Ceres, then onward to Jupiter, to

Saturn's moons, and then to the stars.

His father's hand on his shoulder startled

him from his dreams.



“Redzu, ka tu lasi vésturi. Més nekad nedrik-
stam aizmirst, ka cilvece sevi reiz gandriz

iznicinaja.”

“Ja, bet tas ir tik nospiedosi.”

“Vél bédigaks stasts ir atrodams Seit pat,”
tévs pastiepa roku pret lielajam smilSu

kapam, kas bija redzamas aiz gaisdurvim.

“Uz Cereras atradam veselu pilsétu, ko,
liekas, dibinajusi senie marsieSi, bet Seit
nevaram atrast no viniem ne vésts. Man sak
likties, ka ar marsieSiem noticis kaut kas
lidzigs tam, ka bija uz Zemes. DaZi no

viniem bas no posta izbégu$i, péc tam

nozudusi ari vinu pécnacéji. Seit gan nekas
vél nav atrasts, bet Dievs vien zina, kas slép-

jas zem smiltim.”

Kad elpotaji bija ieslégti, lieka runasana
vairs nederéja. Lidz Nitaures izlikciemam
viniem bija ar riteniem janobrauc 16 kilo-
metru. Cel$ nogurdinaja, un bija jau ari klat
nakts. Maris baidijas no naktsputniem.
Neviens naktsputnu vél nebija nokéris, tacu
netritka nostastu par lieliem putnveidigiem
dzivniekiem. Bija vairdki gadijumi, kad
braucéji nozuda bez vésts. Daudziem atmina
bija gadijums Gambija, kur kada maja bija

parskelta it ka ar milzu zobenu.

“I see you're reading history. We must never
forget how humanity once nearly destroyed

itself.”

“Yes, but it's so depressing.”

“An even sadder story can be found right
here,” his father stretched out his hand to-
ward the great sand dunes visible beyond

the air-doors.

“On Ceres we found an entire city that
seems to have been founded by the ancient
Martians, but here we can't find a trace of
them. I'm beginning to think that something
happened to the Martians much like what

happened on Earth. Some of them must

have escaped the devastation, and afterward
their descendants vanished too. Nothing has
been found here yet, but God alone knows

what lies hidden beneath the sands.”

Once the breathers were on, needless talk
was of no use. They had to ride their wheels
16 kilometers to the Nitaure scouting village.
The road was tiring, and night had come as
well. Maris was afraid of the night-birds. No
one had yet caught a night-bird, but there
was no shortage of tales about large bird-like
creatures. There had been several cases
where riders vanished without a trace. Many
remembered the incident in Gambia, where
a house had been split in two as if by a giant

sword.



Taluma Maris redzéja pamirdzam ciema
gaismas. Pret aceném sitas smiltis. TumSs ka
peklée. Visapkart plosijas véjs. Taja mala, kur
brauca tévs, peksni paradijas stipra gaisma
un garam aizdrazas marsabuss, no lielajiem
riteniem métadams smilSu virpulus. Vini
bija pa pusei aprakti lipigajas smiltis. Tad
abi atkal devas talak. Péc briza varéja

saredzét Nitaures gaismas.

Véj$ rava vél stiprak. Tévs Mari stipri ap-
kampa. Kad veéja troksnis apsika, tévs
norica: “SmilSu velnéns!” Ta sauca mazas
viesulvétras, ko rada straujas temperatiiras
mainas uz Marsa. Vini izrakas no smiltim un
brauca talak. Driz vien ieraudzija savu bur-
bulmaju. Ta izskatijas ka liels smiltis

iesprausts balons. Butiba tas ari bija balons

ar istabam. Balons turéja gaisu ieksa un ar-
pusé visu laiku triséja, lai lielo vétru laika
smiltis neliptu klat un neapraktu majas, tas
iemuzinot kapos. Visas 28 ciema €kas bija
savstarpéji savienotas ar tuneliem, lai vétras
laika dzive varétu normali ritét uz prieksu
un launakaja gadijuma sniegtu izeju no

briesmam.

Vini iebrauca ciema garaza un devas majup.
Abi bija izsalkusi un tagad domaja vienigi

par siltam, gardam vakarinam.

In the distance Maris saw the village lights
glimmer. Sand beat against his goggles. Dark
as hell. The wind raged all around. On the
side where his father was riding, a strong
light suddenly appeared, and a Mars-bus
roared past, flinging whirls of sand from its
great wheels. They were half-buried in the
sticky sand. Then the two set off again. After

a while the lights of Nitaure came into view.

The wind tore even harder. Father embraced
Maris tightly. When the noise of the wind
died down, Father growled, “A sand devil!”
That was the name for the small whirlwinds
caused by Mars's rapid temperature
changes. They dug themselves out of the
sand and rode on. Soon they caught sight of
their bubble house. It looked like a large bal-

loon stuck in the sand. In essence, that's just
what it was — a balloon with rooms. The bal-
loon kept the air inside and trembled con-
stantly on the outside, so that during the
great storms the sand would not stick to it
and bury the houses, sealing them in their
graves forever. All 28 buildings of the village
were interconnected by tunnels, so that dur-
ing a storm life could go on normally and, in
the worst case, there would be a way out of

danger.

They rode into the village garage and headed
home. Both were hungry and now thought

only of a warm, delicious supper.




I1. Burbulmﬁja

Mara nepacietigi gaidija téti un brali. Ik
paris minttes vina komandéja televizoru, lai

parada celu no Jaunrigas.

“Mammit, tétis vél nenak!”

“Driz vien jau vini bus klat. Maris nule

zvanija, ka vini esot izbraukusi.”

“Es pabeidzu savus uzdevumus fizikd un
matematika, un meés jau treso reizi tiram

maju.”

“Tetis driz vien bus majas.”

“Mamm! Man jau desmit gadu! Es varéju

braukt tétim preti!”

“Més to jau parrunajam. JapacieSas. Tu esi

pratiga meitene...”

Zvans pie durvim partrauca mates lekciju.

»
!

“Durvis!” vina wuzsauca televizoram. Uz

I1. The Bubble House

Mara was waiting impatiently for Dad and
her brother. Every few minutes she ordered
the television to show the road from

Jaunriga.

“Mommy, Daddy still isn't coming!”

“They'll be here soon enough. Maris called a

little while ago to say they had already left.”

“I finished my physics and math homework,
and we've already cleaned the house three

times.”

“Dad will be home soon.”

“Mom! I'm already ten years old! I could

have gone to meet Dad!”

“We've already discussed that. You'll have to

be patient. You're a sensible girl...”

A ring at the door interrupted Mother's lec-

ture.

“Door!” she called to the television. Father's




ekrana paradijas téva un dela smaidosas se-

|”

jas. Mate teica: “Durvis vala!”, un tas atveéras,

Marim skali saucot: “Es atvedu téti!”

Tévs paskatijas mates un Maras priekpilna-
jas acis un teica: “Sie magnéti mani ari

atvilka majas!”

Tevs noskipstija mati un meitu. Tad abi,
tévs un deéls, novietoja elpotajus plaukta un

pakara mételus.

“Naciet talin ést. Jas abi noteikti esat
izsalkusi,” mates balss skanéja no virtuves.
Tévs izgaja caur dzivojamo istabu un

aplukoja Maras akmenu kolekciju, kas bija

pievilcigi izkartota un apgaismota plauktd

pie sienas.

“Marite! Es redzu, tev ir dazi jauni akmeni.”

“Ja, es tos atradu pie Gaizinkalna, ko misu
guntinu kopa pétija, lai iegitu geologa go-

dalgu.”

“Kur atrodas Gaizinkalns?”

“Gaizin$ atrodas aiz Karala Blodas, vislielaka
meteora kratera Jaunrigas tuvuma. Bet stei-
dzieties. Vakarinas driz bus tikpat aukstas ka

Maras akmeni,” sauca mate no virtuves.

and son's smiling faces appeared on the
screen. Mother said, “Door open!” and the
door swung wide as Maris called out loudly,

“I brought Dad home!”

Father looked into the joy-filled eyes of
Mother and Mara and said, “These magnets

pulled me home too!”

Father kissed Mother and his daughter.
Then both Father and son placed their
breathers on the shelf and hung up their

coats.

“Come eat right away. You must both be
hungry,” Mother's voice rang from the
kitchen. Father walked through the living

room and admired Mara's rock collection,

which was attractively arranged and lit on

the wall shelf.

“Marite! I see you have some new rocks.”

“Yes, I found them near Gaizinkalns, which
our scout troop explored to earn the geolo-

gist badge.”

“Where is Gaizinkalns?”

“Gaizin$ is beyond the King's Bowl, the
largest meteor crater near Jaunriga. But
hurry up. Dinner will soon be as cold as
Mara's rocks,” Mother called from the

kitchen.



“Daina, més nakam. Misu geologei atvedu
dazus akmenus no Cereras. Divi izskatas
tiesi tapat ka $§is zilganais cilindrs, kuru

Marite atvedusi no Gaizinkalna.”

Tévs satvéra vienu cilindru no plaukta un

talin nometa zemeé.

'”

“Karsts ka elle!” vin$ izsaucas un isi péc tam
iekliedzas: “Au!”, izraujot divus lidzigus cilin-
drus no kabatas. “Mari! Skrien péc dzésama!
Mara! Atnes no generatora telpas radméru

(radiacijas méritaju)!”

Mate, nesagaidijusi édéjus, ienaca dzivo-

jama istaba.

“Kas tas?” vina radija uz karsti sarkanajiem

cilindriem uz gridas.

“Nezinu, bet laikam, kad saliek Cereras
cilindrus ar Gaizina cilindru, rodas spéciga

elektromagnétiska reakcija.”

Tétis uzkliedza: “Aizsargi!”

Sazinatajs automatiski piezvanija Jaunrigas
Aizsargu birojam un sacéla trauksmi pasa

Nitaure.

Mara ieskréja ar radmeéru, kas radija spéci-
gus beta vilnus un spécigu magneétisko staro-

jumu. Tétis izsttija paréjo gimeni tunelos un

“Daina, we're coming. I brought our geolo-
gist some rocks from Ceres. Two of them
look exactly like that bluish cylinder Marite

brought back from Gaizinkalns.”

Father grabbed one cylinder from the shelf

and immediately dropped it on the floor.

“Hot as blazes!” he cried out, and shortly af-
ter yelped “Ow!” as he yanked two similar
cylinders from his pocket. “Mari! Run and
get the extinguisher! Mara! Bring the radme-
ter (radiation meter) from the generator

room!”

Mother, having waited in vain for her diners,

came into the living room.

“What's that?” she pointed at the red-hot

cylinders on the floor.

“I don't know, but it seems that when the
Ceres cylinders are put together with the
Gaizins cylinder, a powerful electromagnetic

reaction occurs.”

Father shouted, “Guards!”

The communicator automatically called the
Jaunriga Guard Office and raised the alarm

in Nitaure itself.

Mara ran in with the radmeter, which
showed strong beta waves and powerful

magnetic radiation. Father sent the rest of



pats sagraba Cereras cilindrus ar stangam,
kuras stingri turéja azbesta cimdos, un
izskréja ara, kur atkal plosijas “smilsu vel-
néns”. Skriedams pilna jauda, vin§ paspéra
tikai dazus solus, kad smiltis sapigi iesitas
vinam seja. Vel bridi, un vin§ butu pazudis.
Vins§ aizmeta cilindrus, cik talu spéja,
virziena, kas likds prom no burbulmaju
ciema. Ar rokam aizsedzis acis, vin$ devas
atpakal, no kurienes nacis. Bez aizsegSanas
asas Marsa véja dzitas smiltis izgrauztu acis.
Laimiga karta vin$ bija labi apmacits. Kad
atdaras pret burbulmajas sienu, vin$ veikli
tai sekoja, lidz nokluva tunelu krustojuma,
kur bija speciala negadijuma ieeja. Mate tur
jau bija klat ar elpotaju un aceném virsi.
Vina vilka viru uz negadijuma ieeju. Tévu
talin aizveda uz kaiminu Raideru maju, lai

dusa noskalotu smiltis no adas un ieziestu

dziedinoSas =zales. Pa to laiku ieradas
aizsargi. Viens no viniem izmekléja téti,
paréjie parbaudija Kriminu maju un
izmérija radiacijas limeni. Tagad tas bija

normals.

Maris stastija par cilindriem, un meln-
matainais aizsargs izskréja ara ar radméru
meklét cilindrus. Vienu vins$ atrada un ielika
radiacijas drosa tvertné, ko ielika lidmasina.
Aizsargi solijas atvest lielo smilSu sijataju, lai

atrastu otru.

the family into the tunnels and grabbed the
Ceres cylinders himself with tongs, gripping
them tightly in asbestos gloves, and dashed
outside, where a “sand devil” was raging
once more. Running at full speed, he man-
aged only a few steps before the sand stung
painfully into his face. Another moment,
and he would have been lost. He flung the
cylinders as far as he could in what seemed
to be the direction away from the bubble-
house village. With hands shielding his eyes,
he headed back the way he had come.
Without cover, Mars's sharp wind-driven
sand would have ground his eyes raw.
Fortunately, he was well trained. When he
bumped against the bubble-house wall, he
followed it nimbly until he reached the tun-
nel junction where there was a special emer-

gency entrance. Mother was already there

with a breather and goggles on. She pulled
her husband toward the emergency en-
trance. Father was taken immediately to the
neighbor Raiders' house to rinse the sand off
his skin in the shower and apply healing
ointments. Meanwhile, the guards arrived.
One of them examined Father, while the oth-
ers inspected the Krimin§ house and mea-

sured the radiation level. It was normal now.

Maris told them about the cylinders, and the
dark-haired guard ran outside with the rad-
meter to search for the cylinders. He found
one and placed it in a radiation-safe con-
tainer, which he loaded onto the aircraft.
The guards promised to bring the large sand

sifter to find the other one.



Aizsargu virsnieks teica: “Jums gan bija in-
teresantas vakarinas pec atgrieSanas no
Cereras, Krumina kungs. Ar labu nakti! Ja
atgadas kaut kas jauns, ltdzu, zinojiet. St li-

eta ir divaina.”

Tad aizsargi sakapa lidmasina un aizsavas

tumsa uz Jaunrigas pusi.

Raidera kundze piendca pie apmulsusa
Krumina un teica: “Nu, Jani, jums bus jaed
pie mums! Daina stastija, ka liela uz-

traukuma vakarinas sadegusas.”

Tétis atbildéja: “Nu, mils paldies gan, bet...”

“Nekadu bet. Naciet pie galda. Vakarinas jau

gatavas.”

Raidera kundze loti gribéja uzzinat par dzivi
uz Cereras. Vinas masa Aira tur jau nodzivo-
jusi veselu gadu un vel ne reizi nav at-

griezusies uz Marsa, pat ne atvalinajuma.

Raidera kungs bija vecs skolotajs, gandriz
pensionars. Vins labi sapratas ar berniem, it
seviski puiSiem. Vin§ prata stastit tik intere-
santas zvaigznu celotaju dékas, ka Sad un
tad puisi un paretam ari kada meitene izza-

gas no parastajam stundam, lai noklausitos

The guard officer said, “You certainly had an
interesting dinner after your return from
Ceres, Mr. Krumins. Good night! If anything
new happens, please report it. This matter is

strange.”

With that, the guards climbed into the air-
craft and shot off into the darkness toward

Jaunriga.

Mrs. Raider came over to the bewildered Mr.
Krumin$ and said, “Well, Janis, you'll have to
eat at our place! Daina told me that dinner

burned in all the excitement.”

Father replied, “Well, that's very kind, but...”

“No buts. Come to the table. Dinner is

ready.”

Mrs. Raider was very eager to hear about life
on Ceres. Her sister Aira had been living
there for a whole year already and hadn't re-
turned to Mars even once, not even on holi-

day.

Mr. Raider was an old teacher, nearly re-
tired. He got along well with children, espe-
cially boys. He could tell such fascinating
tales about star travelers that now and then
some boys, and occasionally a girl, would

sneak out of regular classes to listen to old



veco Raideru.

Kad tétis uz galda ieraudzija Marsa kaktusus,
vin$ teica: “Nu tadus gardumus meés gan uz
Cereras nebaudijam. Marsa kaktusi ir
daudzkart garsigaki neka visi tie édieni, ko

musu senci atvedus$i no Zemes.”

Marsa kaktusi garSoja ta ka baravika, ta ka
avokado, ta ka svaigi izcepts calis. M-mm-
mm. Tas ari bija Marsa kaktuss, kas sadega

mates krasni.

Maris un Mara vél nekad nebija édusi So
reto viesibu gardumu. Katrs dabuja kaktusu
maza blodina ar sudraba vaku. Kad pacéla
vaku, acis gan bija japiemiedz, jo paskats

nebija labs. Bet smarza loti patikama.

Raiders paskubinaja, lai pieliek blodinu pie
lapam un dzer. Garsa bija tik patikama, ka
Mara ne vairs dzirdéja, ne redzéja un viss
prats likas uzdurts uz meles, tad parcelas un
uz véderu, no kurienes silta, apmierinosa

sajuta piepildija visu kermeni.

“Raidera kundze, paldies! Tas patieSam bija

debeskigi garsigs,” teica Mara.

Péc tam kaktusu nogarSoja Maris, un ta visi
péc kartas baudija divaino édienu, kamér

paréjie véroja prieka pilnas sejas.

Péc tam pasniedza ari parastikus édienus,

Raider.

When Father noticed Martian cacti on the
table, he said, “Now, we certainly didn't taste
such delicacies on Ceres. Martian cacti are
many times more delicious than all the

foods our ancestors brought from Earth.”

Martian cacti tasted like a porcini mush-
room, like an avocado, like freshly roasted
chicken. M-mm-mm. It was also Martian

cactus that had burned in Mother's oven.

Maris and Mara had never eaten this rare,
festive delicacy before. Each received a
small bowl of cactus with a silver lid. When
they lifted the lid, you had to squint your

eyes, because the look of it wasn't pleasant.

But the aroma was lovely. Raider urged them
to bring the bowl to their lips and drink. The
flavor was so delightful that Mara could no
longer hear nor see, and all her mind
seemed to be perched on the tip of her
tongue, then it spread and expanded, follow-
ing the cactus juice's journey to her stom-
ach, from where a warm, soothing feeling

filled her entire body.

“Mrs. Raider, thank you! That was truly

heavenly,” said Mara.

Then Maris tasted the cactus, and so one by
one they all savored the strange dish while

the others watched the joy-filled faces.

Afterward they served more ordinary foods,



un ta tétim radas iespéja stastit par dzivi uz
Cereras, par garo celu, ka ari par izluku, kas
dosies talak no Cereras pétit Jupitera

meénesus.

“Vai satiki manu masu Airu?” prasija

Raidera kundze.

“Satiku gan. Vina tev suta daudz milu sve-
icienu. Aira tur strada par bibliotekari. Vina
mums loti izpalidzéja ar archeologiskajiem

rakstiem par Ménesi.”

Tétis gribéja talak stastit par Méness izraku-
miem, kad ievéroja televizora kreisaja sturi
spidam gaisminu. Tas noziméja, ka aparats

ieslégts uz sazinasanos...

“Imant, vai tu ievéroji, ka tavs televizors

klausas?”

Ekrans uz bridi it ka satumsa. Tad gaismina
atkal paradijas. Tétis pieskréja pie aparata
un sdka spaidit pogas. Visi izbrina skatijas,

un tad uz ekrana pazibéja burti:

“LABDIEN! KO JUS VELATIES ZINAT?”

and that gave Father the chance to tell about
life on Ceres, about the long journey, and
also about the scout that would go farther

from Ceres to explore Jupiter's moons.

“Did you meet my sister Aira?” asked Mrs.

Raider.

“I did indeed. She sends you many warm
greetings. Aira works there as a librarian.
She helped us a great deal with the archaeo-

logical papers about the Moon.”

Father was about to go on about the Moon
excavations when he noticed a little light
glowing in the left corner of the television.
That meant the set was switched on for com-

munication...

“Imant, did you notice your television is lis-

tening?”

The screen seemed to go dark for a moment.
Then the little light reappeared. Father
rushed to the set and began pressing but-
tons. Everyone watched in amazement, then

letters flashed on the screen:

“GOOD DAY! WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE TO
KNOW?”



Tétis iekliedzas: “Mus noklausas centralais

dators! Ka tas varéja notikt?”

“Pirmit pieprasiju, lai dators, Vecais
Jokupéteris, atrod dazus materidlus ritdi-
enas stundam,” ieminéjas Raiders. “Pedéja
laika, kad saruna pabeigta, tas sevi izslédz.
Drosi vien tas nav atslédzies no ta uzde-

vuma.”

“Mums skola ta arvien notiek,” teica Maris.

Tétis tad prasija matei: “Vai ta notiek ari

majas?”

“Ja. Pat sameéra biezi. Kadé] tu prasi?” mate

saka uztraukties.

“Es domaju, kads sacis mus novérot,” teica

tetis.

“Kas?”

Mara pietecéja tétim un prasija: “Ko vini

grib ar mums iesakt?”

“Nedomaju, ka tik bédigi,” teica Raiders un

uzsmaidija tétim.

“Nopietns jau nekas nevar bit,” teica mate,

bet Mara nojuta, ka vina tomér no-

Father cried out, “The central computer is
eavesdropping on us! How could that hap-

pen?”

“A little while ago I asked the computer, Old
Jokupéteris, to find some materials for to-
morrow's lessons,” Raider recalled. “Lately it
switches itself off when the conversation is
over. It probably hasn't disconnected from

that task.”

“That always happens to us at school,” said

Maris.

Father then asked Mother, “Does that hap-

pen at home too?”

“Yes. Quite often, actually. Why do you ask?”

Mother was beginning to worry.

“I think someone has started watching us,”

said Father.

“'Who?”

Mara ran up to Father and asked, “What do

they want with us?”

“I don't think it's that serious,” said Raider

with a smile at Father.

“Nothing serious can really come of it,” said

Mother, but Mara sensed she was worried all



raizéjusies.

Tétis pasméjas: “Ja, laikam kaut kas
samezgijies datora programma, jo tiesi tapat
mums notika uz Cereras. Vai zinat, meés var-
bit uz Cereras atradam senu datoru centru
bunkura, dzili zem pasaules virsmas. Tur
bija viena no lielakajam konsolém, ko sava
muza esmu redzéjis. Pogu lielums liecinaja,
ka operatoriem bijusi mazi pirkstini vai
taustekli. No sakuma visam pogam likas
lidzigas krasas, tomeér, sikak izpétot, katra
tomér izradijas atSkiriga. CererieSiem
laikam bijuSas labas acis. Man ta vien likas,
ka Sur tur iespidéjas gaismina, lai gan tas

Skiet neiespéjami.

“Aldim ari ir Joti labas acis,” ieminéjas Mara.

“Aldim?” prasija tétis.

“Aldis ir musu skolas Haks Finns. Kad vin$
ierodas skola, visi zina: joki ies vala. Vakar
vin$ esot “atbrivojis” visas skolas laboratori-

jas pelites,” paskaidroja Raiders.

“Vins ir Riekstu Indras déls. Vini ieradas no
Menesspils ap to laiku, kad tu aizbrauci ar

Hercogu Jékabu,” teica mate.

Raidera kundze redzéja jautajoso skatu téva

acis un piebilda: “Vina ir nelaika Riekstu

the same.

Father laughed it off: “Yes, it's probably just
a glitch in the computer's program, because
the very same thing happened to us on
Ceres. You know, we may have found an an-
cient computer center on Ceres, in a bunker
deep beneath the world's surface. There was
one of the largest consoles I've ever seen in
my life. The size of the buttons suggested
that the operators had tiny little fingers or
feelers. At first all the buttons seemed to be
similar colors, yet on closer inspection each
one turned out to be slightly different. The
Ceresians must have had sharp eyes. I kept
feeling that a light flickered on here and

there, although that seemed impossible.

“Aldis has very sharp eyes too,” Mara re-

marked.

“Aldis?” asked Father.

“Aldis is our school's Huck Finn. When he
shows up at school, everyone knows there'll
be mischief. Yesterday he supposedly 'liber-
ated' all the school laboratory mice,” ex-

plained Raider.

“He's Indra Rieksts's son. They arrived from
Moon City around the time you left on the
Hercogs Jékabs,” said Mother.

Mrs. Raider saw the questioning look in

Father's eyes and added, “She's the wife of



Zintara sieva.”

“Aldis man nekad nav teicis, ka vin§ ir
Zintara déls. Rieksts tacu vadija pirmo siro-
jumu uz Jupitera ménesiem un vélak nozuda
Saturna gredzenos, péc tam kad sastapas ar
to savado gaismu...,” ar izbrinu murminaja

Maris.

“Neviens laikam nezina, kas ar vinu isti

notika?” prasija Raiders.

“Né. Laikam tapéc vini atbrauca Surp no
Ménesspils, lai batu tuvak Riekstam. Jis
atceraties savado radio sarunu, kas tika
uztverta divus gadus vélak, kur it ka bija
sadzirdama vina balss... Vismaz ta sprieda

péc skanu analizes. Neka skaidra gan

nevaréja saprast,” stastija tétis. “Bet tagad
mums jaiet majas, jo bérniem rit jabut

skola.”

Kameér visi atvadijas un uzvilka mételus,
Maris atri piezvanija Aldim un izstastija

visu, kas noticis.

Kad tika majas, dzivojama istaba bija tumsa.
Mara paskatijas uz savu plauktu un manija

zilganu spidumu.

“Teti, kas tas?!”

the late Zintars Rieksts.”

“Aldis never told me he was Zintars's son.
Rieksts led the first expedition to Jupiter's
moons and later vanished in Saturn's rings,
after encountering that strange light..”

Maris murmured in astonishment.

“Nobody really knows what happened to
him, do they?” asked Raider.

“No. That's probably why they moved here
from Moon City, to be closer to Rieksts. You
remember that strange radio transmission
that was picked up two years later, in which
something like his voice could be heard... At

least that's what the sound analysis sug-

gested. Nothing clear could be made out,
though,” Father explained. “But now we
must go home, because the children have

school tomorrow.”

While everyone was saying goodbye and
putting on their coats, Maris quickly called
Aldis and told him everything that had hap-
pened.

When they got home, the living room was
dark. Mara glanced at her shelf and noticed
a bluish glow.

“Daddy, what's that?!”



Tétis piegaja tuvak un iesaucas: “Tas tacu
tavs cilindrs no Gaizinkalna! Mari, paker sv-
ina apsegu, kas ir plaukta generatora telpa!
Mara, atnes radméru! Kad aizsargi vél bija
te, radiacijas limenis bija normals. DroSs
paliek dross, ietisim to cilindru svina

apsega.”

Kad vini visi jau guléja dzila miega, pie ma-
jas izcélas savada knada. Kaut kas it ka krita
un plisa. Visi pietriikds kajas no satraucéta
miega. Vecaki abi satvera savas starSaut-
enes, kas vienmér bija pie rokas. Mate devas
pie bérniem. Tévs - uz virtuvi. Virtuve viss

likas kartiba.

Tétis  uzkliedza  televizoram:  “Meklé

iebrucéju maja! Gaisma. Ara gaisma.”

Visur iedegas gaismas. Televizora ekrana

pazibéja kada éna, kas nozuda tuksnesi.

No dzivojamas istabas mate sauca: “Svina

apsegs parrauts! Cilindra nav!”

Kaut kas mazs ka pele atri nozuda siena, at-

stadams uz gridsegas smilSainas pédas.

Tétis uzrava elpotaju un izskréja lauka.

Iemanija, kur siena ieurbts caurums, tad ne-

Father came closer and exclaimed, “That's
your cylinder from Gaizinkalns! Mari, grab
the lead cover from the shelf in the genera-
tor room! Mara, bring the radmeter! When
the guards were still here, the radiation level
was normal. But safe is safe — let's wrap that

cylinder in the lead cover.”

When they were all fast asleep, a strange
commotion broke out by the house.
Something seemed to be falling and break-
ing. Everyone sprang from their troubled
sleep. Both parents grabbed their ray rifles,
which were always at hand. Mother went to
the children. Father headed for the kitchen.
Everything in the kitchen seemed to be in

order.

Father shouted at the television: “Search for
the intruder in the house! Lights. Outside
lights.”

Lights came on everywhere. On the televi-
sion screen, a shadow flickered and van-

ished into the desert.

From the living room Mother called, “The
lead cover is torn open! The cylinder is

gone!”

Something small, like a mouse, darted into

the wall, leaving sandy tracks on the carpet.

Father pulled on his breather and ran out-

side. He spotted where a hole had been



jaus$i smiltis ieraudzija jokainas ovalas pe-

das. Tas vins talit nofotograféja.

Tétis ieslédza ipaso majas apsargasanas
sisttmu un par notikuSo pazinoja
aizsargiem, kas apsolija palielinatu ap-

sardzibu.

Vini atgriezas satraukta miera.

Agra rita telezinotaji bija klat, lai intervétu
téti par So divaino notikumu, bet aizsargi
nelaida tos pat tuvuma. Rita zinas gan
paradijas telefoto uznémumi no lidmasinas.
Nitaures ciems ar visam majam tajos bija

skaidri redzams.

Nakti véja nebija, un no rita, kad bérni de-
vas uz skolu, pédas joprojam bija saredza-
mas. Savadi, ka apméram divdesmit solu at-

taluma no majas tas péksni nozuda.

drilled in the wall, then by chance noticed
comical, oval-shaped tracks in the sand. He

photographed them immediately.

Father activated the special home security
system and reported what had happened to
the guards, who promised increased protec-

tion.

They returned to an uneasy calm.

Early in the morning, television reporters
were there to interview Father about the
strange incident, but the guards wouldn't let
them anywhere near. The morning news did
show telephoto shots taken from an aircraft.
Nitaure village with all its houses was clearly

visible in them.

There had been no wind during the night,
and in the morning when the children set
out for school, the tracks were still visible.
Strangely, about twenty paces from the
house, they suddenly disappeared.




[11. Pedas, kas nozad tuksas smiltis

“Péc vakardienas uztraukumiem jums bis
griti macities,” mate teica un cienaja bérnus
un tévu ar panktkdm un bérzu sulas mér-

citi.

“Varbuit laut bérniem vel pagulét, lai skola

var labi macities?”

Mate pardomaja téva ieteikumu, bet Marim
: b 3 - : » . v .

jau izspruka: “Esmu paédis,” - un vin$ jau
devas péc savas skolas somas. Driz ari Mara

uztrukas kajas, pateicas par brokastim un

aizskréja uz gulamistabu.

Tévs un mate parsteiguma saskatijas, bet abi

bérni jau bija lauka pa durvim.

“Ardievu, téti! Ardievu, mamm! Mums bus

daudz, ko skola stastit!”

I11. Footprints That Vanish in the
Empty Sand

“After yesterday's excitement you'll find it
hard to study,” Mother said, and treated the
children and Father to pancakes with birch

sap sauce.

“Perhaps we should let the children sleep a

bit longer, so they can do well at school?”

Mother considered Father's suggestion, but
Maris had already blurted out, “I'm done
eating,” and was already going for his school

bag. Soon Mara jumped up too, gave thanks

for breakfast, and ran to the bedroom.

Father and Mother exchanged surprised
looks, but both children were already out

the door.

“Goodbye, Daddy! Goodbye, Mom! We'll

|”

have so much to tell at school



Maris noslaucija smiltis no burbulritena un
skatijas, ka Mara izbrauc savéjo no Skunisa.
Tad abi uzvilka elpotajus un aiz gaisdurvim
drazas pa tuneli, lidz tas pievienojas
Jaunrigas celam, un saka braukt uz skolas
pusi. Maris ieminéjas masai:  “Ei!
Apskatisimies paSi, kas vakar tur ara

notika.”

Vini atgriezas uz Nitaures pusi. Bija
briniskiga, skaista bezvéja diena. Saule silti
spidéja, un temperatira bija pacélusies.
Netalu no majas vini manija savanditas
smiltis. Péc véja norimsSanas tur kads bija
plosijies. Vini izsekoja izvanditas smiltis tuk-
snesi uz dienvidiem no liela akmens, kas

duras augstu debesis, ta ka pat diena varéja

saredzét mazo Meéneseli. Aiz akmens
pelécigd Svammsina izpletds pari smiltim
un tiecas augSup par akmens virsmu.
Trauslie Svammstunas staipekni bija trijas vi-
etas samiti, un bija atstatas labi iespiedusas
ovalas pedas. Staipeknu sulas bija park-
lajusas ievainoto vietu ta, ka pédas bija
pavisam gludas, bet apkart tam augSup
stiepas jau divus centimetrus augstaki atri

augosie staipekni.

Mara skatijas, vai pédas neved talak. Vina
bija parsteigta, ka smiltis aiz sinam ir galigi

neskartas.

Maris wiped the sand off his bubble-wheeler
and watched as Mara rolled hers out from
the shed. Then they both pulled on their
breathers and beyond the air-doors raced
along the tunnel until it joined the Jaunriga
road, and started riding toward school.
Maris said to his sister, “Hey! Let's have a
look ourselves at what happened out there

yesterday.”

They turned back toward Nitaure. It was a
wonderful, beautiful, windless day. The sun
shone warmly and the temperature had
risen. Not far from the house they noticed
disturbed sand. After the wind had died
down, someone had been thrashing about
there. They followed the churned-up sand
into the desert to the south of the great rock

that jutted high into the sky, so high that
even by day you could see the little moon.
Beyond the rock, grayish sponge-moss
spread across the sand and reached upward
over the rock's surface. The fragile tendrils
of the sponge-moss had been trampled in
three places, leaving well-imprinted, oval-
shaped tracks. The tendril sap had coated
the wounded spots so that the tracks were
perfectly smooth, but around them the fast-
growing tendrils were already stretching

two centimeters higher.

Mara looked to see whether the tracks led
any farther. She was surprised that the sand
beyond the moss was completely undis-

turbed.



“Mari!” vina izbrina sauca un radija, kur va-
jadzétu but pédam. Maris uznéma fotografi-
jas no vairakdm pusém. Tad vini steidzas at-
pakal uz majas pusi. Tur tie ieveroja
pavisam apalu dires platuma caurumu ma-
jas siena. To parsedza automatiski salabota
pléve par gruti saredzamo rétu majas siena.
Tévs un mate jau bija izgajusi. Domigi abi
devas uz skolas pusi gandriz veselu stundu

velak, neka izbrauca no majam.

“Mari!” she called out in amazement and
pointed to where the tracks should have
been. Maris took photographs from several
angles. Then they hurried back toward the
house. There they noticed a perfectly round
hole the width of a fist in the house wall. It
was covered over by an automatically re-
paired film over the barely visible scar in the
house wall. Father and Mother had already
left. Lost in thought, the two headed off to-
ward school, nearly a full hour later than

when they had left home.

IV. Iepazisanas ar Jokupétera

kungu

Sur tur talu tuksnesi varéja saredzét piec-
gadu rozu ¢ukurus. Ko$i roza ziedi, burvigi
reibinoSa smarza. Jokupétera kungs bija
bridinajis, ka vajagot izvairities no to

smarzas, jo taja esot maiga narkoze.

Jaunriga atradas Zemes Naba, meteora
krateri, kura Skembas pirms pusmiljarda
gadu aizsistas pat lidz Zemei. Maris
uzbrauca uz kratera malas un gaidija Maru.

Talu leja krateri varéja saredzét Jaunrigas

IV. Getting to Know Mr. Jokupeteris

Here and there in the distant desert you
could see clumps of five-year roses. Bright
pink blossoms, a dizzyingly enchanting fra-
grance. Mr. Jokupéteris had warned that one
should avoid their scent, as it contained a

mild narcotic.

Jaunriga lay in the Earth's Navel, a meteor
crater whose fragments had been flung all
the way to Earth half a billion years ago.
Maris rode up onto the crater's rim and

waited for Mara. Far below in the crater you



celtnes. Pilsétu veidoja vairaki pakapeniski
lielaki éku gredzeni, kas ieziméja pilsétas at-
tistibas posmus. Pasa centra atradas galve-
nais vadibas mezgls visai pilsétai un ari
paréjam Marsa apdzivotajam vietam. Aréja
josla parsvara bija rupniecibas €kas un no-
liktavas, nakamaja - dzivokli, gredzenu
starpa - darzniecibas. Tad vel divi lidzigi eku
gredzeni. Tad bija skolu, izklaides, vingro-
tavu gredzens. Taja bibliotéku, laboratoriju
un universitates ékas. Pasa vida - Saeimas

nams un citas vadibas ékas.

Astonas vietas ap Zemes Nabu bija speciali

lifti, ar kuriem varéja nobraukt Jaunriga.

Braukdami augSup pa lézeno Nabas aréjo
malu, tie ieraudzija apalo lifta bidu, kas
spidéja ka sudraba balons starp milzigiem,
sarkaniem akmeniem. Kad vini bija pavisam

klat, skaitlotajs laipna balsi taujaja:

“LUDZU JUSU VARDU UN CELA MERKI.”

“Maris Krumins, Kri§jana Barona skola.”

“Mara Krimina, KriSjana Barona skola.”

Bez lielas gaidiSanas skaitlotdjs tudal at-
bildéja: “VARAT IET. JUS ESAT VIENU
STUNDU PAR VELU.”

could see the buildings of Jaunriga. The city
was formed by several progressively larger
rings of buildings, marking the phases of
the city's development. At the very center
was the main control hub for the entire city
and for all the other inhabited places on
Mars. The outermost ring was mostly indus-
trial buildings and warehouses, the next one
dwellings, and between the rings were gar-
dens. Then came two more similar rings of
buildings. Then there was the ring of
schools, entertainment halls, and gymnasi-
ums. In it stood the library, laboratory, and
university buildings. At the very center was
the Parliament building and other govern-

ment structures.

At eight points around the Earth's Navel

there were special elevators for riding down

into Jaunriga. As they rode up the gentle
outer slope of the Navel, they spotted the
round elevator booth, gleaming like a silver
balloon among gigantic red rocks. When
they came right up to it, the computer asked

in a kindly voice:

“YOUR NAME AND DESTINATION, PLEASE.”

ove—

“Mara Krimina, Krisjanis Barons School.”

Without much delay the computer promptly
replied: “YOU MAY PROCEED. YOU ARE
ONE HOUR LATE.”



Skaitlotajs jau bija iesacis bérnus meklét 15
mintutes pec vinu parasta ieraSanas laika un
tikai isi pirms vinu ierasanas bija uztvéris
tos ar radiolokatoru. Sads panémiens bija
nepiecieSams, lai cilvéki nenozustu tuksnesi

bez vésts.

Apalaja lifta torni atvéras durvis, un abi
iebrauca un novietoja savus burbulriepu
ritenus novietosanas telpa. Ritenus nevaréja
atstat ara parak ilgi, citadi tos varéja apklat

sarkana, gumijveidiga smilSu pléve.

Maris un Mara iekapa lifta un péc 600 metru
brauciena izkapa parsésanas telpa. Taja

druzméjas daudz cilvéku. Dazi krava piek-

abé veselas nedélas édienu devu kadam

izlakciemam.

Otra mala bija vilciena tunelis, kas aizveda
uz pilsétas vidu ar stacijam pie katra
gredzena. Pie vilciena ieejas vartiem

skaitlotajs prasija:

“LUDZU JUSU VARDU UN CELA MERKI.”

“Maris Kramin$, braucu uz Krisjana Barona

skolu.”

“Mara Krimina, KriSjana Barona skola.”

“DESMIT SANTIMU VEDMAKSU ATVILKS

The computer had already begun searching
for the children fifteen minutes after their
usual arrival time and had only picked them
up on its radar shortly before they arrived.
This method was necessary to keep people
from disappearing without a trace in the

desert.

The doors opened in the round elevator
tower, and the two rode in and parked their
bubble-tire wheels in the storage room. The
wheels couldn't be left outside too long, or
they could be covered by a red, rubbery film

of sand.

Maris and Mara stepped into the elevator
and, after a six-hundred-meter ride, stepped

out into a transfer hall. It was crowded with

people. Some were loading a whole week's
food rations onto a trailer for one of the out-

post villages.

On the other side was a train tunnel that led
to the city center, with stations at each ring.
At the train entrance gates, the computer
asked:

“YOUR NAME AND DESTINATION, PLEASE.”

sve

School.”

“Mara Krimina, Krisjanis Barons School.”

“A TEN-SANTIM FARE WILL BE DEDUCTED



NO GIMENES KONTA. JUS ESAT STUNDU
UN CETRPADSMIT MINUTES PAR VELU.
LUDZU, STEIDZIETIES.”

Vini iekapa vilciena un apsédas vagona gala.
Ap pulksten deviniem vilciena bija gal-
venokart tirgotaji un ierédni no izlak-
ciemiem. Vini iebrauca lielpilséta tirgoties
par naudu, mantu vai sastapties ar aroda
braliem un iestazu cilvékiem. Tie bija
atSkirigi no profesoriem, skolotajiem,
skoléniem un inZenieriem, kadus bérni
parasti sastapa vilciena. Runasana likas

daudz raitaka un skalaka.

Mara teica: “Siem cilvékiem runat patik vél

vairak neka skolotajiem.”

“Es domaju, né. Més parasti braucam daudz
agrak, kad visi vél ir pusaizmigusi. Sie cil-

véki vienkarsi ir kartigi pamodusies.”

Nebija jabrauc ilgi. Driz skaitlotajs teica:
“MARI UN MARA! NAKAMA IR KRISJANA
BARONA STACIJA. JUS TAGAD ESAT
NOKAVEJUSI MACIBAS PAR VIENU
STUNDU UN DIVDESMIT MINUTEM.”

“Vai vin$ nevar savu muti turét ciet?” Mara
dusmas izsaucds. “Visi uz mums tagad

skatas.”

“MARA! VAI TEV SKOLA NEMACA
PIEKLAJIGAK RUNAT?”

FROM THE FAMILY ACCOUNT. YOU ARE
ONE HOUR AND FOURTEEN MINUTES
LATE. PLEASE HURRY.”

They boarded the train and sat down at the
end of the car. Around nine o'clock the train
was mostly full of merchants and officials
from the outpost villages. They were head-
ing into the big city to trade for money or
goods, or to meet with fellow tradesmen and
government people. They were different
from the professors, teachers, students, and
engineers the children usually encountered
on the train. The chatter seemed much live-

lier and louder.

Mara said, “These people like talking even

more than teachers do.”

“I don't think so. We usually ride much ear-
lier, when everyone is still half asleep. These

people are simply properly awake.”

They didn't have far to ride. Soon the com-
puter announced: “MARIS AND MARA! THE
NEXT STOP IS KRISJANIS BARONS
STATION. YOU ARE NOW ONE HOUR AND
TWENTY MINUTES LATE FOR CLASS.”

“Can't he keep his mouth shut?” Mara burst

out in anger. “Everyone is staring at us now.”

“MARA! DON'T THEY TEACH YOU TO
SPEAK MORE POLITELY AT SCHOOL?”



“Vai tas neizklausas ka skolas skaitlotajs -

Jokupeétera kungs?” Maris Cukstéja Marai.

“Es domaju gan. Bet dazZreiz majas televizora

izklausas ta pati balss.”

“Varbut vini visi ir viens un tas pats

skaitlotajs?” piebilda Mara.

“Varbut. Varbut.”

Saruna partrika, jo vilciens apstajas. Durvis
at§avas vala, un bérni izkapa. Gaiss Seit bija
silts, svaigs un patikams. Ap So laiku klimata
kontroles masinas iedarbinaja maigu lietu-

tinu, kas apsmidzindja plaso maurinu. Ta

vidii skolas ékas izskatijas ka salas ezera.
Ekas sniedzas vairdkus stavus virs un zem
zemes, lai lieki neaiznemtu darzniecibai un
skabekla  razoSanai  véertigo  augsni.
Steidzoties pa skolas tacinu, abiem bérniem

prata atbalsojas: “Varbut. Varbut.”

“Doesn't that sound like the school computer
— Mr. Jokupéteris?” Maris whispered to

Mara.

“I think so. But sometimes the same voice

seems to come from the television at home.”

“Maybe they're all one and the same com-

puter?” Mara added.

“Perhaps. Perhaps.”

The conversation broke off, because the
train stopped. The doors flew open, and the
children stepped out. The air here was
warm, fresh, and pleasant. Around this time

the climate-control machines set going a

gentle little rain that sprinkled the broad
lawn. In its midst the school buildings
looked like islands in a lake. The buildings
extended several stories above and below
ground, so as not to needlessly take up the
soil precious for gardening and oxygen pro-
duction. Hurrying along the school path,
both children heard echoing in their minds:

“Perhaps. Perhaps.”




V. Jokupétera blénas skola

Krisjana Barona skola! Gruti saprast, kadél
Marsa skola bija nosaukta send dainu
kopotaja varda. Virs durvim bija iekalti

vardi:
IZTURIBA. PATSTAVIBA. RAZENIBA

Maris So vardu nozimi gan saprata drusku
vairak neka Mara, jo vin$ bija lasijis par to,
ka cilvéce gandriz izzuda, tapéc ka atseviski
cilvéki nebija iemacijusies, ka izdzivot vis-

grutakajos apstaklos, ka pretoties lielas

mechanizacijas sistémas veiktajai gara ap-
slapésanai. Vin§ ari zinaja: ja pirmajiem
Ménesspils  cilvékiem  nebutu  bijusi
dziesma, vini nebutu izturéjusi. Dziesma
dazus uzturéja bezgaliga vientuliba, citiem
deva kopibas sajutu, mérki un velésanos
dzivot tad, kad likas: viss kosmoss saskist ga-

balos.

Skolas durvis stavéja vala, jo gaiss visur bija
svaigs un pietiekami silts cilvéka elpoSanai.
Mara atstdja brali un gaja uz muzikas klasi.
Marim vel bija ceribas ieklut véstures klase
nepamanitam. Pie klases durvim atskanéja

skaitlotaja klusa balss:

V. Mr. Jokupeteris's Mischief at
School

eve—

derstand why a Martian school was named
after the ancient collector of folk songs.

Above the doors were carved the words:

ENDURANCE. SELF-RELIANCE. VIGOR

Maris understood the meaning of these
words a bit better than Mara, because he
had read about how the human race nearly
perished when individual people had not

learned to survive under the most difficult

conditions, or to resist the deadening of the
spirit caused by the great mechanization
system. He also knew that if the first people
of Moon City had not had the Song, they
would not have endured. The Song sus-
tained some in boundless solitude, gave oth-
ers a sense of belonging, purpose, and the
will to live, even when it seemed that the

whole cosmos was shattering to pieces.

The school doors stood open, since the air
everywhere was fresh and warm enough for
people to breathe. Mara left her brother and
went to the music classroom. Maris still had
hopes of slipping into the history classroom
unnoticed. At the classroom door, the com-

puter's quiet voice sounded:



“KA TEVI SAUC?”

“Maris Kramins.”

“KAS NOTIKS, JA PRIEDITES KUNDZEI
PAZINOSU, KA TU NOKAVEJI PUSOTRAS
STUNDAS?”

“Es zaudésu punktus un drosi vien ari
iespéju iegit braucienu uz Cereru, kas ir go-

dalga 8. klases labakajam skolénam.”

“JTA°  TU MAN  IZDARISI  MAZU
PAKALPOJUMU, ES PRIEDITES KUNDZEI
NEZINOSU.”

“Kadu pakalpojumu?”

“IZNES DAZAS KASTITES ARA TUKSNESI.
VELAK IZSKAIDROSU. VAI NORUNATS?”

“Nu labi,” teica Maris, domadams, ka vélak

daris, ka gribeés.

Pavéris klases durvis, vin§ redzéja, ka
Jokupetera kungs uz ekrana rada seviski
skaistas un sarezgitas figiiras, un ta varéja
drosi ielavities klasé un apsédas sava sola
pie durvim. Priedites kundze turpinaja vadit
parrunas par Jaunrigas dibinasanu un driz

ievéroja Mari sola.

“WHAT IS YOUR NAME?”

“Maris Kramins.”

“WHAT WILL HAPPEN IF I TELL MRS.
PRIEDITE THAT YOU WERE AN HOUR AND
A HALF LATE?”

“I would lose points and probably also the
chance for a trip to Ceres, which is the prize

for the best eighth-grade student.”

“IF YOU DO ME A SMALL FAVOR, I WON'T
TELL MRS. PRIEDITE.”

“What kind of favor?”

“CARRY A FEW SMALL BOXES OUT INTO
THE DESERT. I'LL EXPLAIN LATER. DO WE
HAVE A DEAL?”

“All right,” said Maris, thinking he would

later do as he pleased.

Opening the classroom door a crack, he saw
that Mr. Jokupéteris was displaying espe-
cially beautiful and intricate figures on the
screen, and so he was able to sneak safely
into the classroom and sit down at his desk
by the door. Mrs. Priedite continued leading
the discussion about the founding of

Jaunriga and soon noticed Maris in his seat.



“Mari, ka tu te atradies?” vina prasija.

Uz liela klases ekrana paradijas mazs put-
nin$. DaZzi bérni to ievéroja un saka smieties.
Tad péksni ekrana bija redzams Maris
sézam milzigi liela zilona mugura. Visa klase
vareni uzjautrinajas, un Priedites kundze

noraja Jokupétera kungu:

“Skaitlotaj Riga 300! Ja nebeigsi Sos jokus,
pazinosu Racena kungam! Si ir véstures,

|”

nevis kumédinu klase

“JA, PRIEDITES KUNDZE. ES NEKAD VAIRS
TA NEDARISU!”

“Tas ir pareizi. Ja tu nelabosies, skola

sanems jaunu skaitlotaju!”

Turpinadama Priedites kundze prasija
Marim: “Kura gada iesakas Zemes Pédéjais

lielkars?”

Maris atbildéja pareizi, un skolotaja pieversa
uzmanibu citiem bérniem. Maris skatijas ap-

kart un mekléja savu labo draugu Aldi.

Jokupétera kungs ieveroja Mara skatienu,
un uz ekrana uzzibsnija: “ALDIS TELO, KA
IR SLIMS.”

Bet ari Liga, kas arvienu kaitindja Mari, to

“Mari, how did you get here?” she asked.

A little bird appeared on the big classroom
screen. Some children noticed it and began
to laugh. Then suddenly the screen showed
Maris sitting on the back of an enormously
large elephant. The whole class roared with
amusement, and Mrs. Priedite scolded Mr.

Jokupéteris:

“Computer Riga 300! If you don't stop these
pranks, I'll report you to Mr. Racenis! This is

'”

a history class, not a comedy show

“YES, MRS. PRIEDITE. I WILL NEVER DO IT
AGAIN!”

“That's right. If you don't improve, the

school will get a new computer!”

Continuing, Mrs. Priedite asked Maris: “In
what year did the Earth's Last Great War be-

gin?”

Maris answered correctly, and the teacher
turned her attention to other children.
Maris looked around searching for his good

friend Aldis.

Mr. Jokupéteris noticed Maris's gaze, and on
the screen flashed: “ALDIS IS PRETENDING
TO BE SICK.”

But Liga, who was always teasing Maris, had



bija pamanijusi. Vina pavipsnaja un skali
iesméjas. Priedites kundze paskatijas uz
vinu, tad strauji apgriezds un uzrunaja
ekranu: “Soreiz pietiek, Jokupéteri! Es eju
pie Racena kunga. Rit pievedis jaunu
skaitlotaju. Bérni! Ludzu, saciet rakstit savus

domrakstus.”

Jokupéteris gan nebédaja, ka skola spéja
aizvietot vienu skaitlotaju ar citu. Centralais
skaitlotajs kontroléja visus atseviskos apara-
tus, ka pats gribéja. Neviens vél nezinaja, ka
Jokupéteri sadarbojas tris intelekti: cilvéku,
masinu un marsieSu. Ar savam izdaribam

Jokupéteris mekléja lidzsvaru.

noticed it too. She smirked and laughed out
loud. Mrs. Priedite looked at her, then spun
around sharply and addressed the screen:
“That's enough this time, Jokupéteri! I'm go-
ing to Mr. Racenis. Tomorrow they'll bring a
new computer. Children! Please begin writ-

ing your essays.”

Jokupeteris, however, didn't mind that the
school could replace one computer with an-
other. The central computer controlled all
the individual units however it wished.
Nobody yet knew that within Jokupéteris
three intelligences worked together: human,
machine, and Martian. Through his antics,

Jokupeteris was seeking a balance.

V1. Alda slimiba

Gulta kratijas un vaidéja. Aldis atvéra acis
un piecélas sédus. Aldis bija viens no reta-
jiem cilvékiem, kas piespieda gultas robotu
lietot arkartéjus panémienus, lai vinpu mod-
inatu. Parasti notrinkSkinaja zvanin$ vai
atskanéja brasa muzika, un gulétajs célas.
Aldis piespieda savu gultu izmantot visus
iespéjamos trikus, pirms vin$ pédigi izléma
celties. Reiz gulta pat zinoja arstam, jo
nebija paredzéts, ka cilvéks tados apstaklos
varétu guléet. Skolas ritos gultai pat nelidzéeja
Aldi izmest uz gridas, jo vin$ turpinaja gulét
ari tur, uz gridas. Sorit gan bija citadi. Aldis

aizstreipuloja lidz virtuvei un pazinoja, ka

VI. Aldis’s Illness

The bed was shaking and groaning. Aldis
opened his eyes and sat up. Aldis was one of
the rare people who forced the bed's robot to
use extreme measures to wake him.
Normally a little bell would tinkle or some
rousing music would play, and the sleeper
would get up. Aldis made his bed use every
possible trick before he finally decided to
rise. Once, the bed even reported him to a
doctor, since it was never foreseen that a
person could sleep under such conditions.
On school mornings, it was no use for the
bed even to dump Aldis onto the floor, be-

cause he would just keep sleeping there on



vinam sap galva un véders.

Mate noputas un teica: “Nu tad izmérisim
dzivibas pazimes.” Rieksta kundze iznéma
dzivibas meéru no zalu skapiSa un aplika
aproci ap labo roku, ka ari iebaza peléku
cauruliti Aldim muté. Vina ari pasniedza
mazas austinas, ko Aldis uzlika galva. Katra
no $im iericém bija sensori, kas uztvéra, ka
darbojas dazadas kermena sistémas. Mate
nospieda pogu, un uz ekrana varéja lasit:
“TEMPERATURA 40. BERNS SLIMS UN
NEDRIKST APMEKLET SKOLU. JADZIEDINA
PEC 112. PLANA. JA TEMPERATURA LIDZ
RITAM NEBUS KRITUSIES, BUS JAVED PIE
ARSTA.”

“Aldi, tu tik biezi slimo, tacu arsti nekadas
vainas pie tevis neatrod. Pédéjais strupi te-
ica, ka vienkarsi esi slinks un nevizigs. Ko lai

ar tevi iesaku?”

_____

palidzésu tev iztirit maju.”

“Déls, es zinu. Tu vienmér atri izveselojies.
Tiesi to es nesaprotu. Nu man japosas uz

darbu. Tu ej atpakal gulét.”

Mate noreguléja gultas kontroli uz “SLIMS”,
un gulta saka spelét vieglu, patikamu

muziku.

the floor. This morning, however, was differ-
ent. Aldis stumbled to the kitchen and an-

nounced that his head and stomach hurt.

Mother sighed and said, “Well then, let's
measure your vital signs.” Mrs. Rieksts took
the life-meter from the medicine cabinet
and fastened the cuff around his right arm,
and also stuck a gray little tube in Aldis's
mouth. She also handed him small ear-
phones, which Aldis placed on his head.
Each of these devices contained sensors that
monitored how the body's various systems
were working. Mother pressed a button, and
the screen displayed: “TEMPERATURE 40.
CHILD IS SICK AND MUST NOT ATTEND
SCHOOL. TREAT ACCORDING TO PLAN 112.
IF THE TEMPERATURE HAS NOT DROPPED
BY MORNING, HE MUST BE TAKEN TO A

DOCTOR.”

“Aldi, you get sick so often, yet the doctors
never find anything wrong with you. The
last one said bluntly that you're simply lazy

and careless. What am I to do with you?”

“Mommy, I'll try to get better quickly and
then I'll help you clean the house.”

“Son, I know. You always get better quickly.
That's exactly what I don't understand. Well,
I must get ready for work. Go back to bed.”

Mother set the bed's controls to “SICK,” and

the bed began playing soft, pleasant music.



“Veélak, ja tu jutisies labak, pusdienas uzsildi
zivis un kartupelus ar zirniSiem. Man bus
tevi vairak japieskata. Tu par daudz trako un
negerbies pietiekami silti, kad ej ara no pil-

sétas. Visu to labako!”

Rieksta kundze steidzas, lai laikus noklutu
Baltezera vilciena pietura. Vina stradaja
Jaunrigas  Universitates fakultitée par
sekretari: $ada veida vina ceréja iegit zinas
par savu nozuduSo viru. Joprojim vina
ticéja, ka vinu atradis. Senak Alda mate bija
makslas dejotaja. Agrak vina neskaitamas
stundas pavadija dejojot, bet péc Rieksta
nozu$anas kaut kur pie Jupitera vina lidzigu

laiku pavadija baznica vai Baltezera parka.

Kad Aldis bija dross, ka mate jau vilciena,
vin§ kadu laiku darbojas ar kontrolétaja
pogam, tad uzava kurpes, ielika mugursoma
siltds tuksneSa drébes un elpotaju. Aldis ne-
brauca ar vilcienu, lai vina pédas nevarétu
izsekot, bet kajam aizrikSoja lidz tuvéjam
Baltezera parkam. Vins soloja cauri parkam,
izvairoties no ezera un ari no meza, kur auga
Zemes koki. Ezers vina vienmér radija di-
vainu sajutu, ko mate izskaidroja ar svétuma
nojautu, bet vin$ pats - ar tiram bailém.
Nekur citur virs Marsa nebija sastopams tik
liels udens plasums ka Baltezera vai tik
daudz koku - bérzi, egles, draudzibas koki,
priedes, liepas un ozoli -, vislielakie augi uz
visa Marsa. Daudziem $i vieta bija svéta, un
vini to apmekléja lielos dzives gadijumos.
Laulibu noslédza pie draudzibas kokiem.

Bédas izsudzéja pie SérojoSas mates uden-

“Later, if you feel better, heat up the fish and
potatoes with peas for lunch. I'll need to
keep a closer eye on you. You roughhouse
too much and don't dress warmly enough

when you go outside the city. All the best!”

Mrs. Rieksts hurried to catch the Baltezers
train in time. She worked as a secretary at
the Jaunriga University faculty, hoping in
this way to get news of her missing husband.
She still believed he would be found. In the
past, Aldis's mother had been an artistic
dancer. She used to spend countless hours
dancing, but after Rieksts's disappearance
somewhere near Jupiter, she spent a similar
amount of time at church or in Baltezers

Park.

When Aldis was sure that Mother was al-
ready on the train, he fiddled with the con-
troller buttons for a while, then put on his
shoes and packed warm desert clothes and a
breather into his backpack. Aldis didn't take
the train, so that his tracks couldn't be fol-
lowed. Instead, he jogged on foot to nearby
Baltezers Park. He walked through the park,
avoiding the lake and also the forest where
Earth trees grew. The lake always gave him a
strange feeling, which Mother explained as
a sense of the sacred, but which he himself
felt as pure fear. Nowhere else on the sur-
face of Mars was there such a large expanse
of water as at Baltezers, or so many trees —
birches, spruces, friendship trees, pines, lin-
dens, and oaks — the largest plants on all of
Mars. For many, this place was sacred, and

they would visit it at life's great occasions.



skrituma. Parka bija aizliegts ienest jebka-
das ierices. Skaitlotdji, radio, rokzini un
citas ierices bija jaatstdj pie sarga, kas
deZuréja pie galvenajiem vartiem. Parks bija
vieta, kur cilvéks varéja patverties no je-
bkadam sazinasanas iericém, meditét,
iegrimt pardomas vai brivi sarunaties ar

draugiem.

Aldis gan no vartiem izvairijas, nogaja pari
simts metru gar parka malu un tad ierastaja
vieta, kur ozola zars sniedzas pari, parkapa
par sétu. Sasniedzis parka otru malu, vin$§
tapat parrapas pari zogam. Vel pusstunda
vins$ sasniedza otru Zemes Nabas malu, kur
bija plasa darznieciba, kas apgadaja

Jaunrigu ar svaigdm sakném. Aldis pa

darzniecibu soloja uz Jaunrigas pusi. Vinam
garam brauca robottraktors, pieladéts ar ze-
menu ogam. Aldis nogaidija, lidz traktors
bija vinam blakus, un tad atri uzléca pa kap-
ném uz traktora vaditdja sédekla. Traktors
apstajas un prasija vina identitati, bet Aldim
palaiméjas, jo atsléga bija atstata uz sédekla.
Ta lava darzniekiem braukt, apstaties un
turpinat bez ikreizéjas identitates ap-
stiprinasanas. Aldis iegruda atslégu un no
robottraktora parnéma kontroli.
Trispadsmit gadus vecam puikam grum-
bulaind zemé bija grati novaldit stiri, tacu
driz vien vin$ nokluva pie Nitaures lifta.
Atslégu vins atstdja ieliktu un skrieSus

pameta robottraktoru.

Marriages were performed at the Friendship
Trees. Sorrows were confided to the
Mourning Mother waterfall. In the park, it
was forbidden to bring any devices whatso-
ever. Computers, radios, wrist-coms, and
other gadgets had to be left with the guard
on duty at the main gates. The park was a
place where a person could escape from any
communication devices, meditate, sink into

thought, or chat freely with friends.

Aldis, however, avoided the gates, walked
over a hundred meters along the park's
edge, and then at the usual spot where an
oak branch reached over, he climbed over
the fence. Reaching the far side of the park,
he climbed over the fence the same way. In
another half hour he reached the other side

of the Earth's Navel, where there was a large

garden farm that supplied Jaunriga with
fresh vegetables. Aldis walked through the
garden farm toward Jaunriga. A robot trac-
tor drove past him, loaded with strawber-
ries. Aldis waited until the tractor was right
beside him, then quickly hopped up the
steps to the tractor's driver's seat. The trac-
tor stopped and asked for his identity, but
Aldis was in luck — the key had been left on
the seat. It allowed gardeners to drive, stop,
and continue without giving their identity
each time. Aldis shoved in the key and took
over control from the robot tractor. For a
thirteen-year-old boy, the steering was hard
to manage on the bumpy ground, but before
long he reached the Nitaure elevator. He left
the key inserted and dashed away from the

robot tractor.



Bridi péc tam, kad Aldis nozuda lifta stacija,
robottraktors sacéla trauksmi ar sirénu,
lampam un ar skalruni: “NEZINAMS
UZBRUCE]JS! NEZINAMS UZBRUCE]JS!”

Robottraktors nebija laika ticis uz savu gala-
punktu, un vina programma sazinajas ar
centralo skaitlotaju, kas pazinoja
aizsargiem. Pa to laiku Aldis jau brauca
augSup ar liftu. Ticis augsa, Aldis iznéma no
mugursomas virsmas uzvalku un gérbtuve
pargérbas. Elpotaju vins turéja rokas, jo bija
sevi jaidentificé robotsargam un tikai péc
tam drikstéja iziet Marsa atmosféra. Vinam
ari bija jairé burbulriepu ritenis, jo paSam

tads vél nepiederéja.

Robotsargs prasija: “KA JUS SAUC, UN KADS
JUSU NOLUKS?”

“Riekstu Aldis. Braucu uz Nitaures ciemu

satikt draugus.”

“HMMMM!??”

Aldis satrukas, jo nekad nebija dzirdéjis
Sadu stipru “HMMMM!??” no skaitlotaja. Tad
sacélas skali smiekli, kas kluva arvien
skalaki. Divas sievietes telpas otra mala pa-
griezas un skatijas uz Aldi - vai vins ir pie

pilna prata.

Skaitlotajs apklusa, bet aréjie varti tomeér

neveras. Aldis pagriezas uz promiesanu, tad

A moment after Aldis disappeared into the
elevator station, the robot tractor raised the
alarm with its siren, lights, and loudspeaker:
“UNKNOWN ATTACKER! UNKNOWN
ATTACKER!”

The robot tractor had not reached its desti-
nation on time, and its program contacted
the central computer, which notified the
guards. By then, Aldis was already riding the
elevator up. Once at the top, Aldis took out a
surface suit from his backpack and changed
in the dressing room. He held his breather
in his hands, because he needed to identify
himself to the guard-robot before he could
step out into Mars's atmosphere. He also had
to rent a bubble-tire wheel, since he didn't

own one of his own yet.

The guard-robot asked: “WHAT IS YOUR
NAME AND WHAT IS YOUR PURPOSE?”

“Aldis Rieksts. I'm riding to Nitaure village to

meet friends.”

“HMMMM!?2?”

Aldis jumped, because he had never heard
such a loud “HMMMM!??” from a computer.
Then loud laughter erupted, growing louder
and louder. Two women on the other side of
the room turned and stared at Aldis, won-

dering if he was in his right mind.

The computer fell silent, but the outer gates

still did not open. Aldis turned to leave, then



dzirdéja cukstu:

“ALDI, NEDUSMOJIES. TU VARESI IET UZ
NITAURI!”

Uz ekrana tobrid bija nevis parastais robot-
sarga zimogs, bet bédigs klauns ar sarkanu

degunu.

“TJokupétera kungs!? Tu tacu nevari mani
izlaist ara! Tu esi skolotaja paligs, bet neesi

robotsargs.”

“JA, BET ES VARU PAVELET ROBOTSARGAM
ATDARIT DURVIS. TACU VISPIRMS PASAKI:
KO TU TE ISTI MEKLE?”

“Nevienam neteiksi?”

“NETEIKSU.”

“Es mekléju marsiesus, jo vini zina, kur ir
mans tévs. Maris vakar man piezvanija un
izstastija par notikuso. Domaju, tas cilindrs,
ko Mara tevs atveda no Cereras, ir senmar-

siesu baterijas otra puse.”

“ALDI, MUMS VAIRS NAV LATKA RUNAT.”

heard a whisper:

“ALDI, DON'T BE ANGRY. YOU'LL BE ABLE
TO GO TO NITAURE!”

On the screen at that moment there was not
the guard-robot's usual symbol but a sad

clown with a red nose.

“Mr. Jokupéteris!? But you can't let me out!
You're the teacher's assistant, but you're not

the guard-robot.”

“YES, BUT I CAN ORDER THE GUARD-
ROBOT TO OPEN THE DOORS. BUT FIRST
TELL ME: WHAT ARE YOU REALLY
LOOKING FOR HERE?”

“You won't tell anyone?”

“TWON'T”

“I'm looking for Martians, because they
know where my father is. Maris called me
yesterday and told me about what hap-
pened. I think that cylinder Mara's father
brought from Ceres is the other half of an

ancient Martian battery.”

“ALDI, WE DON'T HAVE TIME TO TALK
ANYMORE.”



No ekrana nozuda Jokupétera seja un

paradijas robotsarga zime.

“CIK ILGI RIEKSTU ALDIS UZTURESIES
NITAURE?”

“Divas stundas. Péc tam brauk$u majas.”

“JA° GRIBAT ATGRIEZTIES JAUNRIGA,
NITAURE JAATSTA] PIRMS PULKSTEN
14:00. TUVOJAS LIELA VETRA. PEC
PULKSTEN 14:00 JUMS IETEIKTS PALIKT
NITAURE PA NAKTI. TAGAD ATVERU
DURVIS.”

Robotsargs atvéra aréjas durvis, un Aldis

uzkapa uz iréta burbulriepu ritena, uzvilka

elpotaju un izbrauca rozainaja Marsa diena.

Atri braucot, péc pusstundas vin$ jau bija
Nitauré. Novietojis riteni Kriminu garaza,
vin$ apstaigdja Kruminu maju, lidz atrada
divainas pédas. Netalu no majas sijatajs par-
baudija smiltis tonnu péc tonnas, méginot
atrast otro cilindru, ko Krimins bija nakti
izsviedis. No attaluma, it ka bailés, divi
aizsargi véroja, ka liela masina vandas pa

smiltim.

Aldis veikli nozuda tuksnesi, lai aizsargi
vinu nenotvertu un nepratinatu. Vins sekoja

Mara un Maras pédam, lidz tas apstdjas pie

Mr. Jokupéteris's face vanished from the
screen, and the guard-robot's symbol ap-

peared.

“HOW LONG WILL ALDIS RIEKSTS BE
STAYING IN NITAURE?”

“Two hours. After that I'll ride home.”

“IF YOU WISH TO RETURN TO JAUNRIGA,
YOU MUST LEAVE NITAURE BEFORE 2:00
PM. A LARGE STORM IS APPROACHING.
AFTER 2:00 PM, YOU ARE ADVISED TO
STAY IN NITAURE OVERNIGHT. I AM NOW
OPENING THE DOORS.”

The guard-robot opened the outer doors,

and Aldis climbed onto the rented bubble-
tire wheel, pulled on his breather, and rode

out into the rosy Martian day.

Riding fast, he reached Nitaure in half an
hour. He parked the wheel in the Krimins
garage and walked around the Krumin$
house until he found the strange tracks. Not
far from the house, a sifter was checking the
sand ton after ton, trying to find the other
cylinder that Mr. Krimins had flung away in
the night. From a distance, as if afraid, two
guards watched the big machine rummag-

ing through the sand.

Aldis swiftly vanished into the desert so the
guards wouldn't catch and question him. He

followed the tracks of Maris and Mara until



Svammsiunas C¢emura. Aldis uznéma
vairakas fotografijas ar pédam, lidz tas

nozuda tuksnesl.

Gandriz péc veselas neveiksmigas stundas
Aldis bija gatavs doties atpakal. Péksni vins
Svammsina ieraudzija kaut ko spidosu un
druscin to paspardija. Tad ar kreiso roku
vin§ izrava mazu, zilu cilindru, ielika
mugursoma un devas atpakal uz Nitauri. No
talienes vins$ ievéroja aizsargu lidmaSinu,
aizslépas aiz akmens un gaidija, kad aizsargi

aizbrauks.

Pulkstenis jau radija 14:08, kad Aldis saka iet
uz ciema garazu, lai dabiitu savu riteni.
Garaza sazinatajs mirkskinajas, kauca, un uz

ekrana zibsnija burti: “ZINOJUMS RIEKSTU

ALDIM.”

Aldis piegaja pie ekrana un sevi identificéja:

“Esmu Aldis Rieksts.”

Burti nozuda, un ekrana paradijas

Jokupétera kunga klauna seja:

“ALDI! VETRA IR JAU KLAT. NEBRAUC
SODIEN MAJAS UZ JAUNRIGU. TAVA MATE
SAPRATIS, KA VETRAS DEL TU NEVARI
ATGRIEZTIES. SONAKT PALIEC PIE
KRUMINIEM. KRUMINU LOTI INTERESE
TAS, KO TU SODIEN ATRADI SMILTIS. ES
PAZINOSU TAVAI MATEI, LAI VINA
NERAIZEJAS.”

they stopped at a clump of moss-sponge.
Aldis took several photographs of the tracks
until they disappeared into the desert.

After nearly a whole fruitless hour, Aldis was
ready to head back. Suddenly he spotted
something glinting in the moss-sponge and
kicked at it a little. Then with his left hand
he pulled out a small blue cylinder, put it in
his backpack, and headed back toward
Nitaure. From a distance he noticed the
guards' aircraft, hid behind a rock, and

waited for the guards to leave.

The clock already showed 2:08 PM when
Aldis started walking to the village garage to
get his wheel. In the garage, the communi-

cator was blinking, wailing, and letters were

flashing on the screen: “MESSAGE FOR
ALDIS RIEKSTS.”

Aldis walked up to the screen and identified
himself: “I am Aldis Rieksts.”

The letters disappeared and Mr.
Jokupéteris's clown face appeared on the

screen:

“ALDI! THE STORM IS ALREADY HERE.
DON'T RIDE HOME TO JAUNRIGA TODAY.
YOUR MOTHER WILL UNDERSTAND THAT
YOU CAN'T RETURN BECAUSE OF THE
STORM. STAY THE NIGHT AT THE
KRUMINS HOUSE. MR. KRUMINS IS VERY
INTERESTED IN WHAT YOU FOUND IN
THE SAND TODAY. I WILL NOTIFY YOUR



Aldis nespéja laikus apgriezties, lai sastaptu
uzbrucéju, un Maris vinu nogaza zeme.
Aldis atri uzmetas Marim uz kratim un te-
ica: “Nu tava liktena stunda klat. Kada tava

pédéja velésanas, rupekliz”

Tai bridi Mara satvéra Alda kajas un
méginaja vinu novilkt no brala. Tad abi puisi
uztrukas kajas, viens panéma Maras rokas,
otrs kdjas un grasijas vinu izsviest pa durvim
ara smilSu kupena. Kamér vini plosijas, saz-
inotaja ekrana atkal paradijas Jokupétera

seja:

“BERNI! ARA JAU SAK PLOSITIES VETRA.
TA BUS VIENA NO SLIKTAKAJAM, KO
ESMU PIEREDZE]JIS. NEVERIET DURVIS.
ALDI! KUR IR TAS PRIEKSMETS, KO
ATRADI?”

“Mana mugursoma.”

“PARADI MARIM UN MARAIL”

Aldis iznéma cilindru ar caurspidigo galu un

paradija abiem draugiem.

MOTHER SO SHE WON'T WORRY.”

Aldis couldn't turn around fast enough to
face his attacker, and Maris tackled him to
the ground. Aldis quickly pinned Maris
down on his chest and said, “Well, your hour
of reckoning has come. What is your last

wish, you rascal?”

At that moment Mara grabbed Aldis's legs
and tried to pull him off her brother. Then
both boys sprang to their feet, one grabbed
Mara's hands and the other her legs, and
they were about to carry her out through the
door into a drift of sand. While they were
roughhousing, Mr. Jokupéteris's face ap-

peared on the communicator screen again:

“CHILDREN! THE STORM IS BEGINNING TO
RAGE OUTSIDE. IT WILL BE ONE OF THE
WORST IN MY EXPERIENCE. DO NOT OPEN
THE DOORS. ALDI! WHERE IS THE OBJECT
YOU FOUND?”

“In my backpack.”

“SHOW IT TO MARIS AND MARA.”

Aldis took out the cylinder with the trans-

parent end and showed it to both friends.



“Kur tu to dabuji? Es sapratu no Jokupétera
kunga, ka tu esi slims un majas gulta. Bet tu

neesi, nedz ari izskaties slims,” teica Maris.

“Man atkal uznaca skolas drudzis. Es
domaju, Seit svaiga gaisa varétu atrak
izveseloties. So objektu atradu smiltis pie

Svammsunas akmens.”

“Man ari ir ko paradit.” Maris izvilka no ka-
batas aploksni un iznéma lapu, kur bija rak-

stits:

Gadskartéjais Krisjana Barona skolas sek-
migaka 8. klases skoléna konkurss. Pirma

godalga pieSkirta Kriminu Marim - ekskur-

sija uz Cereru ar diviem lidzbraucéjiem.

“Mari! Tu tacu nemsi mus abus lidzi!?”

jautaja Aldis.

“Zini, ta ir laba doma! Parasti laimétaji
brauc ar vecakiem, bet mani vecaki laikam
brauks atseviski tik un ta. Turklat es esmu
kapteinim Ramatam labs draugs. Tu zini,
vin$ vada Spidolu, kas péc méneSa izbrauks
uz Cereru. Taja brauciena buiSot ari slavenais
astronomijas profesors Blukis. Iesim majas

sagatavot planus.”

“Where did you get that? I understood from
Mr. Jokupéteris that you were sick and in
bed at home. But you're neither sick nor do

you look it,” said Maris.

“I got another bout of school fever. I thought
the fresh air out here might help me get bet-
ter faster. I found this object in the sand

near a moss-sponge rock.”

“I have something to show too.” Maris pulled
an envelope from his pocket and took out a

sheet on which was written:

The annual Kri§janis Barons School compe-
tition for the most successful 8th-grade stu-

dent. First prize awarded to Maris Krimin$

— an excursion to Ceres with two compan-

ions.

“Mari! You'll take us both along, won't you?!”

asked Aldis.

“You know, that's a good idea! Usually the
winners travel with their parents, but my
parents will probably go separately anyway.
Besides, I'm a good friend of Captain
Ramats. You know, he commands the
Spidola, which leaves for Ceres in a month.
The famous astronomy professor Blukis is
supposed to be on that voyage too. Let's go

home and prepare our plans.”




VII. Ekskursijas plani

“Vai Aldis nevarétu pargulét pie mums, jo
ara plosas vétra?” Maris stavéja blakus te-
vam, kas skatijas telezinas un tikai pa pusei

vina klausijas.

“Es domaju, né, jo pa vétras laiku vin$
nevarés tikt Surp. Varbut piektdien vai sest-

dien.”

“Bet, tét, vin$ jau ir Seit, musu garaza. Vétras

laika vin$ tac¢u nevarétu tikt majas.”

“Ka vins Seit gadijas? Es ceru, jus nespéléjat

kadus jokus. Tada gadijuma vin$ var par-
gulét ciema sanatorija,” tévs izteica nopietni,
tacu acis bija smaidigas, jo vins zinaja: Maris

savu draugu spés attaisnot.

“Aldis atbrauca paskatities, kas Seit noticis.
Skat dazas vina uznemtas fotografijas. Vins
ari atradis savadu priekSmetu svaiga
Svammsiuna. Tas gan neizskatas ka tavi vai

Maras cilindri.”

Maris tévam paradija zilgano, mazo cilindru
ar caurspidigu bumbu viena gala un trim

mazam podzinam mala.

VII. Excursion Plans

“Could Aldis stay the night with us, since the
storm is raging outside?” Maris stood next to
his father, who was watching the television

news and only half listening.

“I don't think so, because he wouldn't be
able to get here in this storm. Maybe Friday

or Saturday.”

“But Dad, he's already here in our garage. He

couldn't get home in this storm either.”

“How did he end up here? I hope you aren't

playing some kind of prank. In that case, he
can sleep in the village sanatorium.” Father
spoke seriously, but his eyes were smiling,
because he knew Maris would find a way to

justify his friend.

“Aldis came to see what happened here.
Look at some of the photos he took. He also
found a strange object in fresh moss-sponge.
It doesn't look like your cylinders or Mara's

though.”

Maris showed his father the small bluish
cylinder with a transparent bubble on one

end and three tiny buttons on the side.



“Ak ta!? Ko gaidi? Naciet! Mums ir daudz, ko

runat.”

Tévs pavéléja televizoram izdzist un cieSi
ieskatijas zéna: linu baltie mati, stingrais
zods un dedzigi zilas acis veidoja ipatnu
seju. Vins bija pagars un kalsnéjs, tomer labi
muskulots un koordinéts. Tévs sasve-
icindjas: “Labvakar! Esmu Janis Kramins,

Mara tévs.”

“Aldis Rieksts. Apmekléju Nitauri tapéc, ka
ticu, ka senmarsie$i vel apdzivo Marsu,

drosi vien zem smiltim.”

Aldis runaja ar Mara tévu ka sev lidzigu, un

tas lika Kriminam justies mazliet neérti.

“Konkretu faktu gandriz nav. Ka tu to pam-
ato? Un kur tu atradi So priekSmetu?” Mara
tévs pacéla mazo cilindru ar caurspidigo

galu.

“Vai tad $Sis nav konkréts fakts?” Aldis
noradija uz mazo cilindru. “To atradu pie
asa akmens apméram divas treSdalas kilo-
metra uz ziemelaustrumiem no Nitaures.
Apskatiet manas fotografijas. Vai redzat pé-

das Svammsuna?”

“Ka zini, ka tas ir marsieSu pédas?” prasija

Maris.

“Is that so?! What are you waiting for? Come!

We have much to talk about.”

Father ordered the television to switch off
and studied the boy closely: flaxen white
hair, a firm chin, and intensely blue eyes
made for a distinctive face. He was tallish
and lean, yet well-muscled and well-
coordinated. Father greeted him: “Good

evening! I'm Janis Krimin§, Maris's father.”

“Aldis Rieksts. I'm visiting Nitaure because I
believe the ancient Martians still inhabit

Mars, most likely beneath the sand.”

Aldis spoke to Maris's father as an equal,

and that made Mr. Krimins$ feel a little un-

easy.

“There are almost no concrete facts. How do
you back that up? And where did you find
this object?” Maris's father held up the small

cylinder with the transparent end.

“Isn't this a concrete fact?” Aldis pointed at
the small cylinder. “I found it near the sharp
rock, roughly two-thirds of a kilometer to
the northeast of Nitaure. Have a look at my
photographs. Do you see the tracks in the

moss-sponge?”

“How do you know they're Martian tracks?”

asked Maris.



“Pirmkart, lidzigas pédas atradu Jaunrigd
Baltezera krasta smiltis. Pakresla es ari
redzéju it ka lielu, matainu olu, kas ieripoja
briksnos. Es biezi esmu parka. Tur notiek di-
vainas lietas. Lai gan ari drusku bailes.
Turklat varbat interesés, ka mana téva
neizskaidrojamaja pédéja zinojuma bija
mineétas “pratigas olas”. Tas “pratigas olas” ir
marsies$i, un vini noteikti zina, kas ar manu

tévu noticis.”

Klausitajiem nebija ko teikt. Vini redzéja, ka
Aldis uztraucies. Maris pagrieza sarunu cita
virziena: “Tét, man ir labas zinas. Skola
ieguvu pirmo vietu un nu varésu braukt uz

Cereru ar diviem draugiem.”

“Apsveicu tevi, déls. Tadu brinos par go-
dalgu. Vai tad skolai nebtuitu zinams, ka brau-
cieni uz Cereru kluvusi gandriz Saubigi?
Nupat telezinas stastija, ka kaut kur starp
Marsu un Cereru nozudis starppasaulu kugis
Maira. Sis ir otrais gadijums tris gadu laika.
Tu teici, ar diviem draugiem. Man diemzel
driz jadodas atpakal uz Cereru, Soreiz vadot
laboratorijas kugi. Tapéc més ar mati ka
lidzbraucéji atkritisim. Liekas, brauciens
bus jaatliek kadu pusgadu, lidz visa gimene

varés braukt atvalinajuma.”

“First, I found similar tracks in the sand on
the shore of Baltezers in Jaunriga. At dusk I
also saw what looked like a large, furry egg
that rolled into the bushes. I spend a lot of
time in the park. Strange things happen
there. Though it's a bit frightening too.
Besides, you might be interested to know
that in my father's unexplained last trans-
mission, he mentioned ‘intelligent eggs.
Those ‘intelligent eggs’ are Martians, and
they surely know what happened to my fa-
ther.”

The listeners had nothing to say. They could
see that Aldis was upset. Maris steered the
conversation in a different direction: “Dad, I
have good news. I won first place at school,

and now I can travel to Ceres with two

friends.”

“Congratulations, son. But I'm surprised by
the prize. Wouldn't the school know that
voyages to Ceres have become almost ques-
tionable? Just now on the news they re-
ported that the interworld ship Maira has
gone missing somewhere between Mars and
Ceres. This is the second such case in three
years. You said with two friends.
Unfortunately, I must return to Ceres soon
myself, this time commanding a laboratory
ship. So your mother and I won't be able to
come along as companions. It looks like the
trip will have to be postponed for about half
a year, until the whole family can go on holi-

day together.”



“Teti, es gribéju lugt Aldi ar Maru.”

“Hmm. Ka tad ir ar vinu skolu?”

“Marai jabeidz pétijjums par Marsa ak-
meniem. Tad vina butu visu paveikusi, bet
Cereras ekskursiju varétu izmantot kursa

darbam,” teica Maris.

“Man paSam ir speciali izkartojumi ar
skolu,” teica Aldis, domadams, ka noteikti

Jokupétera kungs kaut ko izstradas.

“Un kapteinis Ramats vadis Spidolu péc di-
vam nedélam,” teica Mara. Kapteinis Ramats

bija tuvs visai Kriminu gimenei, jo ik reizi,

kad vini parcélas no vienas pasaules uz otru,
sagadijas ta, ka tieSi Ramats bija vinu kaptei-

nis.

Mate visus ladza vakarinas un piebilda: “Ja
jau Ramats ir kapteinis, tad lausim bérniem
lidot vieniem paSiem. Uzticamaka cilveka

par Ramatu nav.”

“Ja. Laikam jau beérni Kklust pieaugusi!”

noruca tevs.

“Dad, I wanted to ask Aldis and Mara.”

“Hmm. What about their school?”

“Mara needs to finish her research on
Martian rocks. Then she'll have done every-
thing, and the Ceres excursion could count

as coursework,” said Maris.

“I have special arrangements with the
school myself,” said Aldis, thinking that Mr.
Jokupéteris would surely work something

out.

“And Captain Ramats will be commanding
the Spidola in two weeks,” said Mara.

Captain Ramats was close to the whole

Krumins$ family, because every time they
moved from one world to another, it so hap-

pened that Ramats was their captain.

Mother invited everyone to dinner and
added: “If Ramats is the captain, then let's
allow the children to fly on their own.
There's no one more trustworthy than

Ramats.”

“Yes. I suppose the children are growing

up!” Father grumbled.




VIII. Maras akmeni

Mara par ieceréto Cereras braucienu bija
sajismindta un reizé ari nobijusies. Aldis
bija sastastijis visadas lietas par zvaigZnu
laupitdjiem un Zintaru Riekstu. Vinu
nomierinaja vienigi tas, ka vecaki tiem sekos
péc pusotras nedélas ar visjaunako starp-

pasaulu kugi Dékla.

Pasreiz vinai darba netruka. Akmenaina
josla netalu no Nitaures Mara vaca ge-
ologiskos eksponatus. Ja pétniecibas pro-
jekts nebuSot pabeigts, parzinis Racenis
neatlausot vinai braukt bralim lidzi ekskur-

sija.

Ar nijinu vina apgaza sarkanu akmeni un
redzéja, ka saules gaisma atspid koSi zils
kristals. Vina bija tik aiznemta ar savu jau-
natradumu, ka nepamanija pékSno kustibu
smiltis ap vinu. No smiltim strauji lida ara
septinas garmatainas “olas”, katrai divas acis
uz gariem katiem vai metra garuma.
Olveidigajam butném nebija ne kaju, ne
ausu, ne roku. Roku vieta vistijas virvjveidigi
taustekli, kas sadalijas trijos mazakos pirk-

stveidigos taustekliSos. Kad Mara pamanija

VIII. Mara's Stones

Mara was thrilled and at the same time
frightened about the planned trip to Ceres.
Aldis had told her all sorts of things about
star raiders and Zintars Rieksts. Her only
comfort was that her parents would follow
them in a week and a half aboard the newest

interplanetary ship, the Dékla.

Right now, she had no shortage of work. In
the rocky belt not far from Nitaure, Mara
was collecting geological specimens. If the
research project wasn't finished, supervisor
Racenis wouldn't allow her to go along with

her brother on the excursion.

With her little stick, she overturned a red
rock and saw a brilliant blue crystal gleam-
ing in the sunlight. She was so absorbed
with her new find that she didn't notice the
sudden movement in the sand around her.
Seven long-haired “eggs” were quickly
crawling out of the sand, each with two eyes
on long stalks about a meter in length. The
egg-shaped beings had no legs, no ears, no
arms. In place of arms, rope-like tentacles

writhed, each splitting into three smaller



pirmo “olu”, pédéja jau bija izrakusies no
smiltim. Visas septinas butnes saka lekat ka
basketbola bumbas uz saviem resgaliem uz
priekSu un atpakal paléna ritma. Mara cen-
tas apvaldit Sausmas, jo skola macija, ka

pasa bailes ir vislielakais ienaidnieks.

Tad mazais puduris saka pamazam lékat uz
prieksu, lidz nokluva pie Svammsiinas ap-
klata akmens, aiz kura nozuda pédas.
Olbutnes sadeva tausteklus ta, ka ielenca
meiteni un akmeni. Péc isa briza Mara juta,
ka akmens kustas uz augSu. Ta raupja
virsma parvértas par spozu, gludu metala
cilindru. Kad cilindrs apstajas, taja atvéras
durvis, un olbiitnes bidija Maru ieksa. Vina

gan gribéja pretoties, tacu sajuta divainu ne-

spéku, un, paSai nemanot, vina jau bija
iekS88 wun durvis aizverusas. Meitene
méginaja atgities un kradja spékus, gaidot
nezinamo. Grida druscin noraustijas, un tad
Mara sajuta péksnu kustibu, it ka butu lifta.
Kad acis pierada pie vajas gaismas, Mara
saskatija spalvainos olbutnu kermenus.
Nemitiga klikSkinaSana un svilpieni, kas at-
gadindja putnu skanas pirms saullékta
Baltezera parka, vélak izradijas olbitnu
sarunas. Tad grida atkal noraustijas, un

Mara juta, ka vini ir apstajusies.

Durvis péksni atspraga, un atspidéja gaisma.

Tas apzilbinata, Mara nevaréja pie tik strau-

finger-like feelers. By the time Mara noticed
the first “egg,” the last one had already dug
itself out of the sand. All seven beings began
bouncing like basketballs on their thick
ends, forward and backward in a slow
rhythm. Mara tried to control her terror, for
in school they taught that one's own fear is

the greatest enemy.

Then the little cluster began hopping gradu-
ally forward until they reached a sponge-
moss-covered rock, behind which the tracks
disappeared. The egg-beings linked their
tentacles so that they encircled the girl and
the rock. After a short moment, Mara felt
the rock moving upward. Its rough surface
transformed into a shiny, smooth metal
cylinder. When the cylinder stopped, a door
opened in it, and the egg-beings pushed

Mara inside. She wanted to resist, but she
felt a strange weakness, and before she
knew it, she was already inside and the door
had closed. The girl tried to recover and
gather her strength, waiting for the un-
known. The floor jerked slightly, and then
Mara felt a sudden motion, as if she were in
an elevator. When her eyes adjusted to the
dim light, Mara could make out the furry
bodies of the egg-beings. The incessant
clicking and whistling, which reminded her
of the sounds of birds before sunrise in
Baltezers Park, later turned out to be the
egg-beings' conversation. Then the floor
jerked again, and Mara felt they had
stopped.

The door suddenly sprang open and light

streamed in. Dazzled by it, Mara couldn't ad-



jam parmainam pierast un nepretojas, kad
olbiitnes vinu bidija pa koridoriem. Uz
prieksu, pa kreisi, pa labi, tad leja, apkart
milzigam cilindram, kas sniedzas varbut 200
metrus gaisa un savienojas ar milzigas tel-

pas griestiem.

Mara apgura, un vinas pasSkontrole saka
Skobities. Puduris ar septinam olbutném
parstaja lekat un gaidija. Tad siena atveras
zilganpelékas durvis, un vinu prieksa stavéja
olbitne mirdzosas drébés, bez garam
spalvam, bez antenam, kadas Mara bija

ievérojusi saviem gustitajiem uz galvas.

“Labdien, Mara! Més tevi gaidijam. Novelc

elpotaju un juties ka majas. Mani sauc Illirs,
un Seit man uz galvas - mans mazais draugs
Ci-Ci, ko més saucam par dZaunotu un jis,

cilveki, par marszaki.”

Mara véroja matu kuski, kas tupéja starp
Ilara acu katiem un laizija kepinas. Vina ari
ievéroja, ka Illira mutei prieksa atrodas

kastite, no kuras nak runasanas skana.

“Kapéc jusu draugi izskatas citadi neka jus

pats?” vaicaja Mara.

Ar vienu taustekli Illars nonéma aparatu no
mutes, paklakskindja méli, paris reizu
iesvilpas un noskatijas, ka Maras gustitaji

bara aizlec pa gaiteni. “Mara, basim draugi.

just to such rapid changes, and she didn't re-
sist as the egg-beings pushed her along cor-
ridors. Forward, left, right, then down,
around an enormous cylinder that reached
perhaps two hundred meters into the air
and connected to the ceiling of the immense

space.

Mara grew tired, and her self-control began
to crack. The cluster of seven egg-beings
stopped bouncing and waited. Then a
bluish-gray door opened in the wall, and be-
fore them stood an egg-being in shimmering
garments, without the long hairs or anten-
nae that Mara had noticed on her captors'
heads.

“Good day, Mara! We've been expecting you.

Take off your breather and make yourself at
home. My name is Illars, and here on my
head is my little friend Ci-Ci, whom we call a

dZaunots and you humans call a Mars-hare.”

Mara watched the tuft of fur perched be-
tween Illurs's eye-stalks, licking its little
paws. She also noticed that in front of
Ilars's mouth there was a small box from

which the speaking sounds came.

“Why do your friends look different from

you?” asked Mara.

With one tentacle, Illtrs removed the device
from his mouth, clicked his tongue, whistled
a couple of times, and watched as Mara's

captors hopped away down the corridor in a



Uzruna mani ar “tu”, nevis “jus”. Ludzu,
ienac mana istaba, un es tev pastastiSu par

mums un ari mazliet par jums.”

Vini abi iegaja istaba, kur bija viens krésls,
mazs galdin§ un uz gridas loti miksta grid-

sega.

“Seit es dzivoju. Si ir mana pasaule. Lidzu,

apsédies!”

“Vai nav krésla ari jums?” Mara vaicdja, ner-

vozi stivédama pie vieniga krésla istaba.

“Mara, nekautréjies! Apsédies! Man krésla

nevajag. Un neaizmirsti: tu, nevis jis.”

“Atvainojos,” nomurminaja Mara.

“Tu prasiji par atSkiribam starp maniem cil-
vekiem. Ir jau atSkiribas ari starp taviem cil-
vékiem. Pieméram, starp tevi un tavu brali,

vai ne?”

“Vai tad tas bija sievietes?”

“Né. Tie bija virsmas stradnieki, kas ir
speciali pielagoti apstakliem, lai varétu brivi
kustéties tuksnesi un plana gaisa. Vinu ante-
nas uztver magnétiskos vilnus, lai tie pirms

vétras laikus atrastu patvérumu un ieraktos

group. “Mara, let's be friends. Call me ‘you’
in the familiar, not the formal. Please, come
into my room, and I'll tell you about us and

also a little about you.”

They both entered a room where there was
one chair, a small table, and on the floor a

very soft rug.

“This is where I live. This is my world.

Please, sit down!”

“Don't you have a chair too?” Mara asked,
nervously standing by the only chair in the

room.

“Mara, don't be shy! Sit down! I don't need a

chair. And don't forget — the familiar ‘you,

not the formal.”

“I'm sorry,” Mara murmured.

“You asked about the differences between
my people. There are differences among
your people too. For example, between you

and your brother, aren't there?”

“Were those women, then?”

“No. Those were surface workers, specially
adapted to conditions so they can move
freely in the desert and thin air. Their anten-
nae pick up magnetic waves so that before a

storm they can find shelter in time and bur-



smiltis. Sis mazais dzivniecing Ci-Ci ir attals
radinieks Zemes kamim. Agrak musu pét-
nieki apmekléja Zemi un atveda Surp daza-
dus eksponatus. Mums tagad tas vairs nav ja-
dara, jo skaitlotajs izkalkulé apstakliem
piemérotu dzivibas formu un vairaku gadu
laika tiek veidotas butnes, kas spéj Sajos ap-
staklos dzivot. Te rodas ari musu lielas dom-
starpibas un atSkiribas. Jus tacu gribat
Marsu parvérst par piemérotu dzives vietu

cilvékiem.”

“Ja. Tapeéc tetis teica, ka més dzivojam izluk-

ciema, nevis Jaunriga.”

“Zini, Mara, kadreiz mani senci izceloja no

zvaigznes tur,” Illars radija ar taustekli uz

sienu, kur paradijas zvaigZnu karte, “pie
Gulbja 61. Taja laika vini izskatijas kaut cik
lidzigi taviem cilvékiem. Tad izrékinaja, ka
kauli un citas sistémas neiztures starpz-
vaigznu braucienu, un izveidoja kermeni
bez skeleta. Péc Sis pirmas parvértibas més
vienmér mainam pasi sevi, nevis apstaklus.
Misu kermenis vairs nav cietums. Vai tu

gribi ko ést vai dzert?”

Marai loti gribéjas ést, tacu apstakli likas tik
svesi, ka vinai sametas bailes un vina atte-

icas.

“Ko nu “né, paldies”! Paliikosim, kas mums

ir édams.”

row into the sand. This little animal Ci-Ci is
a distant relative of the Earth hamster. Long
ago, our researchers visited Earth and
brought back various specimens. We no
longer need to do that, because the com-
puter calculates a life form suited to the con-
ditions, and over the course of several years,
beings are developed that can live in those
conditions. This is also where our great dis-
agreements and differences arise. After all,
you want to transform Mars into a suitable

living place for humans.”

“Yes. That's why Dad said we live in a scout

settlement, not in Jaunriga.”

“You know, Mara, long ago my ancestors

emigrated from a star over there,” Illars

pointed with a tentacle at the wall, where a
star map appeared, “near 61 Cygni. At that
time, they looked somewhat similar to your
people. Then they calculated that bones and
other systems wouldn't withstand an inter-
stellar journey, and they developed a body
without a skeleton. After this first transfor-
mation, we always change ourselves rather
than our surroundings. Our body is no
longer a prison. Would you like something

to eat or drink?”

Mara was very hungry, but the surroundings
seemed so alien that she grew frightened

and refused.

“What do you mean, ‘no, thank you’! Let's

see what we have to eat.”



Dala no labas puses sienas nozuda griestos,
un paradijas lete, maza izlietne, vairaki
krani, mazi skapi$i un vadibas pults ar
daudzam pogam. Uz letes bija blodas ar ze-
meném, aboliem, aveném un citiem
augliem. Illars atbildéja uz Maras neizteikto
jautdjumu: “Ja, tie ir no Jaunrigas. Més jau
varétu tos analizét un pasi razot, tacu tad ka-
trs abols garsotu tiesi tapat ka visi citi un ari
misu jaunieSiem pazustu interesanta nodar-

bosanas.”

Nlars Marai pasniedza auglu blodu, un vina
bikli panéma vienu abolu un teica:

“Paldies!”

“Zini, mus loti interese tie cilindri tava maja.

Ir Joti bistami tadus turét dzivokli.” Illars tad

iesaucas: “Ha, vai pat veseld pasaule! Vai tu

zini, kas tie ir?”

“Né,” atbildéja Mara. Vina puléjas izmantot
visas savas zinasanas, jo saprata, ka vinai

pieder kaut kas olbiitném loti vajadzigs.

“Tu esi macijusies fiziku, vai ne?”

“Protams, esmu..” Mara nenobeidza
teikumu, jo nojauta, ka pretiniekam ne-

drikst dot informaciju.

HNlars Maru druscin novéroja un tad

Part of the right wall disappeared into the
ceiling, revealing a counter, a small sink,
several taps, small cupboards, and a control
panel with many buttons. On the counter
were bowls of strawberries, apples, raspber-
ries, and other fruit. Illurs answered Mara's
unspoken question: “Yes, they're from
Jaunriga. We could analyze them and pro-
duce them ourselves, but then every apple
would taste exactly the same as all the oth-
ers, and our young people would also lose

an interesting occupation.”

Illars handed Mara the fruit bowl, and she
timidly took one apple and said, “Thank

you!”

“You know, we're very interested in those

cylinders in your home. It's very dangerous
to keep such things in a dwelling.” Illars
then exclaimed: “Ha, or even on a whole

world! Do you know what they are?”

“No,” Mara replied. She strove to make use
of all her knowledge, for she understood
that she possessed something the egg-
beings badly needed.

“You've studied physics, haven't you?”

“Of course, I have..” Mara didn't finish the
sentence, for she sensed that she mustn't

give information to the adversary.

Illars watched Mara for a moment, then



turpinaja: “Labi, tad tu sapratisi. Cilindri ir
vienpola magnéti ar spéju izsukt zvaigznu
energiju. Ta saucamie melnie caurumi ari ir
vienpola magnéti. Energija no melnajiem
caurumiem nevar izbégt nekadda forma.
Mani senci atklaja: ja izgatavo vienpola mag-
nétu ar lidzigu frekvenci, bet pretéju polar-
izaciju neka melnajam caurumam, tad abi
poli izveido vaju magnétu, kas savienots
cauri vairakiem gaismas gadiem. Vini ari
atklaja: ja izveido divus vienpola magnétus
ar lidzigiem poliem un saliek Dzangoli at-
taluma, tas ir, 1,573 metri, tad melna cau-
ruma energija tiek izstkta pa hipertelpu no
melnd cauruma lidz cilindram, tad pa
parasto telpu lidz otram un tad atpakal lidz
melnajam caurumam. Kamér energija ir
parastaja telpa, to var izmantot, bet $i en-

ergija var ari visu apkartni iznicinat. Ta ari

saspraga musu pirma pasaule, ko misu
senéi apdzivoja Sini Saules sistema. Ta
atradas starp Marsu un Jupiteru. Tas pats
bitu noticis, ja tavs tévs nebutu instinktivi
cilindrus atdalijis, ta partraucot energijas
veidoSanos. Ja cilindri butu atstati kopa, tad
péc dazam minutém tie jau tik loti sakarstu,
ka izkausétu caurumu majas grida un
grimtu dzilak un dzildk Marsa. Energijai
pieaugot un cilindriem grimstot arvien dz-
ilak, tuvak pie pasaules centra, §1 pasaule

péc kada laika ari saspragtu.”

“Kapéc mani atveda Surp?” Mara partrauca

garo Illara priek$nesumu. Ci-Ci noléca no

continued: “All right, then you'll understand.
The cylinders are monopole magnets with
the ability to draw out stellar energy. The so-
called black holes are also monopole mag-
nets. Energy from black holes cannot escape
in any form. My ancestors discovered that if
you make a monopole magnet with a similar
frequency but opposite polarization to that
of the black hole, then the two poles create a
weak magnet connected across many light-
years. They also discovered that if you make
two monopole magnets with matching poles
and place them at the Dzangoli distance —
that is, 1.573 meters — then the black hole's
energy is drawn through hyperspace from
the black hole to the cylinder, then through
normal space to the second one, and then
back to the black hole. While the energy is

in normal space, it can be used, but this en-

ergy can also destroy everything in the sur-
rounding area. That is how our first world
blew apart — the one our ancestors inhab-
ited in this solar system. It was located be-
tween Mars and Jupiter. The same thing
would have happened if your father hadn't
instinctively separated the cylinders, thus
interrupting the energy buildup. If the cylin-
ders had been left together, then after a few
minutes they would have become so hot that
they'd melt a hole in the floor of the house
and sink deeper and deeper into Mars. As
the energy increased and the cylinders sank
ever deeper, closer to the planet's core, this
world too would after a time have blown

apart.”

“Why was I brought here?” Mara interrupted

Illars's long lecture. Ci-Ci leaped down from



Illara galvas un pieskréja pie Maras. Vina to

iecéla klépi un saka glaudit.

“Mes tevi Surp atvedam tapéc, ka §i pasaule
biis apdraudéta, ja més visus cilindrus ned-

abusim savas rokas.”

Vins pavérsa acis uz leju un izlaboja: “Varbut
labak teiksim - tausteklos. Tev mums ir ja-

palidz.”

Mara atceréjas, ka pie Gaizinkalna ala, ak-
mens dobumos, atradas ari citi cilindri, ka-
trs atSkirigd krasa, atseviS$ki nolikti ka pa
plauktiem. Mara tad bija panémusi tikai

vienu, ko paradit vecakiem un skolotajam.

“Zinu, jus vienu cilindru nozagat no musu

majas, tapat ka jus nozagat Sos abolus.”

“Otrais cilindrs ir pie aizsargiem. Bet tas, ko
atrada lielais smilSu sijatajs Nitaures ciema?
Kur tresais cilindrs? Kur tu vispar atradi
cilindrus? Tavs tévs atveda cilindrus no
Cereras. Tu esi Kriminu gimenes geologe.

Kur atradi paréjos?” prasija Illurs.

“Tepat tuvuma vai varbut Nitaures otra puse.
Es skaidri neatceros,” Mara vientiesigi at-
bildéja.

Hlars vinu noveéroja, tacu nevaréja saprast,

Illars's head and ran over to Mara. She lifted

him into her lap and began to stroke him.

“We brought you here because this world
will be threatened if we don't get all the

cylinders into our hands.”

He turned his eyes downward and corrected
himself: “Perhaps better to say — into our

tentacles. You must help us.”

Mara remembered that in the cave at
Gaizinkalns, in stone hollows, there were
other cylinders too, each a different color,
placed separately as if on shelves. Mara had
taken only one at the time, to show her par-

ents and teacher.

“I know, you stole one cylinder from our

house, just as you stole these apples.”

“The second cylinder is with the guards. But
what about the one the big sand sifter found
at Nitaure village? Where is the third cylin-
der? Where did you find the cylinders in the
first place? Your father brought cylinders
from Ceres. You're the Krimins family geol-
ogist. Where did you find the rest?” asked

Illars.

“Right here, nearby, or maybe on the other
side of Nitaure. I don't remember exactly,”

Mara answered innocently.

Illars watched her but couldn't tell whether



vai meitene melo vai stasta patiesibu.

Saja bridi visa istaba iegaismojas, un Mara
manija, ka siena ir caurspidiga dazas vietas,
kur vairakas acis vinu novéro. Tad istabas
grida vairakas reizes savilnojas, gaismas

nodzisa un péc briza atkal iedegas.

Taja vieta, kur siena izskatijas vésa un zal-
gana, iegaismojas televizora  ekrans.
Paradijas olbutne, kurai acis kustéjas uz
augsu un leju. No svilpieniem, riicieniem un
klikSkiem varéja manit, ka noticis kaut kas

nelabs.

Nlars Marai pateica: “Tavi trakie cilveki, pé-

tot cilindru, to pargrieza. Tas iznicinaja

melna cauruma lidzsvaru, kas ir 433 gaismas
gadu attaluma. Seit bija tikai spradziens, kas
iznicindja laboratoriju. Tur izcélas super-
nova. Tev bus japaliek Seit. Més tev
palidzésim atceréties, kur tu atradi cilin-
drus. Seit ir ari daZi tavi cilvéki. Velak tu

vinus varési satikt.”

Mara saka raudat.

“Driz meés busim gatavi tavu pusi oficiali
satikt. Tad tu varési iet majas. Ci-Ci paliks
pie tevis. Vélak ieradisu tev istabu ar kartigu
gultu. Esam ari ieskanojusi dazas gramatfil-
mas. Tu tas varési noskatities televizora.
Nebeda! Ar tevi nekas launs nenotiks. Kad

viss bus garam, varési daudz ko pastastit

the girl was lying or telling the truth.

At that moment, the entire room lit up, and
Mara noticed that the wall was transparent
in several places, where many eyes were
watching her. Then the room's floor heaved
several times, the lights went out and after a

moment flared up again.

In the spot where the wall had looked cool
and greenish, a television screen lit up. An
egg-being appeared whose eyes moved up
and down. From the whistling, rumbling,
and clicking, one could tell that something

bad had happened.

Nlars said to Mara: “Your crazy people,

while examining the cylinder, cut it in half.

That destroyed the equilibrium of the black
hole, which is 433 light-years away. Here
there was only an explosion that destroyed
the laboratory. There, a supernova erupted.
You'll have to stay here. We'll help you re-
member where you found the cylinders.
There are also some of your people here.

Later you'll be able to meet them.”

Mara began to cry.

“Soon we'll be ready to meet your side offi-
cially. Then you'll be able to go home. Ci-Ci
will stay with you. Later I'll show you a room
with a proper bed. We've also recorded a few
book-films. You'll be able to watch them on
the television. Don't worry! No harm will

come to you. When it's all over, you'll have



saviem draugiem.”

To pateicis, Illurs izléca pa durvim, kas aiz

vina cieSi aizveras.

plenty to tell your friends.”

Having said this, Illars hopped out through
the door, which shut tightly behind him.

IX. Ar paraladi Riga brauc

Mara saka skriet Illaram pakal, ta¢u durvis
aizcirtas. Meitene apmetas apkart, jo manija

kaut ko noskrienam gar kajam.

“C1-Ci1”

Sevi mierinadama, Mara pacéla Ci-Ci un
saka to glaudit. Viena pati. Dzili pazemé.
Tumsa bailes auga auguma. Sirds sita
strauji. Mara centas bailes izdzit ar intensivo

pétniecibu, ko bija macijusies ka burtniece.

IX. Riding to Riga with the Hope
Chest

Mara started running after Illirs, but the
door slammed shut. The girl spun around,
for she felt something scurrying past her

legs.

“C1-Ci1”

Comforting herself, Mara picked up Ci-Ci
and began to stroke him. All alone. Deep un-
derground. In the darkness, fear grew and
grew. Her heart beat fast. Mara tried to drive

out the fear with intensive investigation,



Mara vélreiz rupigi izpétija istabu. Siena,
kur pirms daZiem mirkliem bija spidéjusas
daudzas acis, tagad glunéja tikai divas. Mara
piespieda seju pie stikla un redzéja, ka acis
pieder olbiutnei, kas tup blakusistaba, kura
pilna ar dazadam iericém. Ta ka Mara
turpinaja skatities tur ieksa, olbutne izdarija
dazus lécienus, piespieda kadu pogu, un

blakusistaba vairs nevaréja neko saredzét.

Mara saudzigi nolika Ci-Ci uz krésla, tad
saka ar abam durém dauzit pa durvim.
Nelidzéja ka nelidzéja. Tad vina salima tur-
pat zemé un saka raudat. Ci-Ci ieléca vinai

klépi un glaudijas gar kratim. Vina

noglastija branganpeléko kaZocinu un
izmisusi teica: “Nu, Ci-Ci, vai tu nezini, ka

izklat no Sejienes?”

Ci-Ci paskatijas gtsteknei acis, uzléca vinai
uz pleca un saka skrapét sienu blakus
durvim, uztraukti klakskinot. Mara ap-
taustija vietu, kur Ci-Ci karpijas. Tur nebija

nekadu pogu.

“Laikam tu ari gribi tikt lauka, bet neproti?”

Ci-Ci ieskréjas un léca augstu pret sienu.

which she had learned as a Burtniece.

Mara once more carefully examined the
room. In the wall where many eyes had
been shining moments ago, now only two
were peering. Mara pressed her face against
the glass and saw that the eyes belonged to
an egg-being squatting in the next room,
which was full of various devices. As Mara
kept looking in, the egg-being made a few
hops, pressed a button, and nothing more

could be seen in the next room.

Mara gently placed Ci-Ci on a chair, then be-
gan pounding on the door with both fists. It
was no use at all. Then she collapsed right
there on the floor and began to cry. Ci-Ci

jumped into her lap and snuggled against

her chest. She stroked the brownish-gray lit-
tle fur coat and said in desperation: “Well,
Ci-Ci, don't you know how to get out of

here?”

Ci-Ci looked the prisoner in the eyes,
jumped onto her shoulder, and began
scratching at the wall next to the door, click-
ing excitedly. Mara felt around the spot
where Ci-Ci was scrabbling. There were no

buttons there.

“I suppose you want to get out too, but you

don't know how?”

Ci-Ci took a running start and leaped high

against the wall.



“Vai man jameklé augstak?”

Mara méginaja taustit ap to vietu, ko olbat-
ném butu visértak aizsniegt, ap metru no
zemes. PékSni durvis nozuda siena. Vina vel-
reiz piedura pirkstu atrastajai vietai, un
durvis aizsavas ciet. Velreiz pieskaras, un
tas atslidéja vala. Uztraukta lékasana un

klakskinasana gaiteni mudinaja Maru.

“Draudzin, pagaidi,” vina teica Ci-Ci, “ja-
paker kaut kas édams.” Vina pieskréja pie

abolu blodas un iegriida dazus mugursoma.

PékSni gaisma nodzisa. Védinatajs un citi

mechanismi apklusa. Tad dzirdéja svilpi-
enus un satrauktus klikSkus. Grida saka
kratities. Smagi kritieni taluma... tuvuma...
visapkart. Akmens sienas plisa, un to gabali
ka dzivs nezvéru bars berzas cits pret citu.
Ka no murga uzcelusies, Mara iekliedzas,
tad saplaka. Tad dzila tumsa. Naves

klusums.

Mara uzvilkas sédus. Sapéja, lai gan nelikas,
ka Dbutu kas lazis. Taluma iertuicas
masinérija. Durvis paradijas bala gaismas
bumba. Stari izduras no bumbas un saka
telpu izmeklét, krizdami uz sienas, pédigi at-
spidéja uz meitenes sejas. Mara veikli
iemuka gaiteni. Durvis aizcirtas ar gaismas
bumbu istaba. Viss atkal tumsSs. Taustidama

sienu, vina virzijas uz prieksu. Pie kajam

“Should I look higher?”

Mara tried feeling around the spot that
would be easiest for the egg-beings to reach
— about a meter from the ground. Suddenly
the door vanished into the wall. She touched
her finger once more to the spot she had
found, and the door shot closed. Touched it
again, and it slid open. Excited hopping and

clicking in the corridor spurred Mara on.

“Wait, little friend,” she said to Ci-Ci. “I need
to grab something to eat.” She ran to the ap-
ple bowl and stuffed a few into her back-
pack.

Suddenly the light went out. The ventilator

and other machinery fell silent. Then she
heard whistling and alarmed clicks. The
floor began to shake. Heavy crashes in the
distance... closer... all around. The stone
walls cracked, and their pieces ground
against each other like a living swarm of
monsters. As if risen out of a nightmare,
Mara screamed, then went limp. Then deep

darkness. Deathly silence.

Mara pulled herself up to a sitting position.
It hurt, but nothing seemed to be broken. In
the distance, machinery rumbled to life. A
pale ball of light appeared in the doorway.
Rays shot out from the ball and began
searching the room, falling across the walls,
finally shining on the girl's face. Mara
quickly slipped into the corridor. The door
slammed shut with the light-ball inside the



vina sajuta Ci-Ci un uzcéla to uz pleca.
Pardesmit metru attaluma vina ieraudzija
balu, fosforizétu gaismu. Gaismas bumba
atkal $avas pretim un méginaja Maru iedzit
atpakal istaba. Ci-Ci noléca un skréja pa
labi, un Mara devas tam pakal. Tacu prieksa
citas gaismas bumbas bija salaidusas kopa.

Ko nu?

Ci-Ci skréja pa gridu uz priek$u, bumbam pa
apaksu. Mara rapoja tam pakal. Bumbas no-
laidas zemak. Kad pieskaras, tas deva ker-
menim elektrisku spérienu: sapes sitas caur
visu miesu. Tomér Mara turpinaja virzities
uz priek$u. Dzirdéja Ci-Ci klikSkinaganu un
apstajas. Nu gaiteni no abam pusém tuvojas

raganigds bumbas. Mara aizmiedza acis,

norava kurpi un meta ar visu sparu pret
gaismas mudZekli. Ar tadu pasu sparu kurpe
atléca no bumbam un nolidoja Marai garam.
Vina pagriezas, lai redzétu, kurp kurpe ai-

zlido.

Aiz muguras ierunajas kada balss: “Meitin,

panem kurpes. Tas vél bus vajadzigas.”

Mara pagriezas un redzéja, ka bumbas at-
talinas. Tur staveéja neliela sievina. Aiz
vinas - valéjas durvis un istaba, ko apgais-
moja vél citas draudigas bumbas. Sievinai
loti veca seja starp grumbam iegrimusas di-

vas lietus pelékas acis. Vecenite ierunajas:

room. Everything dark again. Feeling along
the wall, she moved forward. At her feet she
felt Ci-Ci and lifted him onto her shoulder.
Some twenty meters away she spotted a
faint, phosphorescent glow. The light-ball
came shooting toward her again, trying to
drive Mara back into the room. Ci-Ci jumped
down and ran to the right, and Mara fol-
lowed. But ahead, other light-balls had gath-
ered together. What now?

Ci-Ci ran forward across the floor, passing
beneath the balls. Mara crawled after him.
The balls descended lower. When they
touched, they delivered an electric shock to
the body — pain shot through her entire be-
ing. Still, Mara kept moving forward. She
heard Ci-Ci clicking and stopped. Now the

witching balls were closing in from both

sides of the corridor. Mara squeezed her
eyes shut, yanked off a shoe, and hurled it
with all her might at the tangle of lights.
With equal force, the shoe bounced off the
balls and flew past Mara. She turned to see

where the shoe would fly.

From behind her, a voice spoke: “Little girl,

pick up your shoes. You'll still need them.”

Mara turned around and saw the balls re-
treating. There stood a small old woman.
Behind her — an open door and a room lit
by still other menacing balls. In the little
woman's very old face, two rain-gray eyes
were sunk deep between the wrinkles. The

old woman spoke:



“Esmu no zalksu cilts. Bet tu laikam to ne-

saproti?”

“Zalktis ir Zemes cuska. Tadas kadreiz
dzivoja ap majam un ari meZos,” nedrosi
minéja Mara, kas bija dzirdéjusi daudz

pasaku.

“Uzminéji. Nu, nac vien Sai istaba, kur

majoju jau Cetrpadsmit gadu.”

Mara bailigi paskatijas uz gaismas bumbam.

“Tu baidies no $im?” Vecenite saka dziedat:

Kiru guni tumsa nakti,

Kiru guni istaba.

Lai ndk mana istabina

Saule, gaismas neséjina.

Atlikusas gaismas bumbas ielidoja istaba un

apdzisa. Vecina aizvéra durvis.

“Meitin, ka tevi sauc, un ka tu Seit nokluvi?”

“Esmu Mara. Olbiitnes mani sagistija tuk-

“I am of the Grass Snake tribe. But I suppose

you don't understand that?”

“A grass snake is an Earth serpent. They
once lived around houses and also in
forests,” Mara offered hesitantly, for she had

heard many fairy tales.

“You guessed it. Well, come along into this

room, where I have dwelt for fourteen years

”»

now.

Mara glanced fearfully at the light-balls.

“You're afraid of these?” The old woman be-

gan to sing:

I kindled fire in the dark of night,

I kindled fire in my room.

Let her come into my little room —

The Sun, the bringer of light.

The remaining light-balls flew into the room
and went dark. The old woman closed the

door.

“Little girl, what is your name, and how did

you get here?”

“I'm Mara. The egg-beings captured me in



snesi. Un jus?”

Veca nosplavas.

“Ko jaunais caléns gan gribétu zinat par

$adu vecu raganu?”

Vecenes tonis Maru nobiedéja. To pa-
manijusi, veca sieva vienkarsi teica: “Esmu
Zile, dzimusi Meirane, dzimu talaja Zemeé,
Senlatvija, 1966. gada. Man muza bijusi
daudzi uzvardi, daudzi viri. Mani var saukt
par Ziles vecomati. Tavs vards man patik.
Mara. ZvaigZnu Mara. Zemes Mara. Tev

gaiSa nakotne...”

Mara apmulsa un nezinaja, ko teikt.

“Tavs draugs Illurs driz atgriezisies. Roboti
bis savedu$i visu kartiba. Pienacis laiks

bégt.”

“Begt? Illurs tacu apgalvoja, ka driz varésu

atgriezties majas.”

“Ta, begt. Meés tacu esam béglu tauta. Vai ne?
Nlara uzdevums nav tavéjais. Marit, ieliec

Sos manus darbus tur, paralade.”

Mara skatijas uz lielu, vara rakstiem apkaltu

kasti.

the desert. And you?”

The old woman spat.

“What would a young chick want to know

about such an old witch?”

The old woman's tone frightened Mara.
Noticing this, the old woman said simply: “I
am Zile, née Meirane, born on faraway
Earth, in Old Latvia, in the year 1966. In my
lifetime I've had many surnames, many hus-
bands. You may call me Grandmother Zile. I
like your name. Mara. Star Mara. Earth

Mara. You have a bright future...”

Mara was bewildered and didn't know what

to say.

“Your friend Illars will return soon. The ro-
bots will have put everything back in order.

The time has come to escape.”

“Escape? But Illurs insisted that I'd soon be

able to return home.”

“Yes, escape. We are a nation of refugees,
after all. Aren't we? Illurs's task is not yours.
Dear Mara, put these works of mine over

there, into the hope chest.”

Mara looked at a large chest mounted with

ornamental copper fittings.



“Sos darbus gatavoju citu péc cita, lai Illira
agenti mani neanalizétu. Jauni darbi vinus
arvien parsteidza. Tie bija saistoSaki neka
manas vecas smadzenes. Visus tomeér

viniem neatstasu.”

Mara palidzéja vecenitei pildit puaru ar

dazadiem audumiem un citiem rokdarbiem.

“Varbut tev  pazistams  stasts par
Secherezadi? Vina dzivoja senaja Arabija un
sevi izglaba ar nebeidzamu virkni stastu.
Nlars varbut var uzsukt vairak zinasanu
neka es, taCu, mérojoties gribasspekiem,
izradijas, ka manéjais stipraks. Nezaudéju
sajutu, ka esmu Zile. Ar saviem stastiem un

darbiem aizkavéju Illaru un paturéju pati

sevi. Ci-Ci, te tev gardums!”

Svaigi cepto rausi Ci-Ci satvéra kepinis un
atri apéda. Veca Zile prata Ci-Ci pielabinat.

Vins$ biezi vinai veica mazus pakalpojumus.

“Ci-Ci, Sodien tev bus japaveic liels darbs.

Paradi, ka tikt uz Jaunrigu.”

Zile uzsédas uz puralides un uzvilka sev
lidzi Maru. Ci-Ci saka skriet uz prieksu, un
tris gaismas bumbas sekoja ta, ka bija iespé-
jams redzet. Puralade pacélas gaisa un bez

skanas virzijas lidzi.

“I've been making these works one after an-
other, so that Illars's agents wouldn't analyze
me. New works always surprised them. They
were more fascinating than my old brain.

Still, I won't leave them all behind.”

Mara helped the old woman fill the hope
chest with various woven fabrics and other

handicrafts.

“Perhaps you know the story of
Scheherazade? She lived in ancient Arabia
and saved herself with an endless string of
stories. Illirs can perhaps absorb more
knowledge than I can, yet when it came to a
contest of willpower, mine turned out to be
stronger. I never lost the sense that I am

Zile. With my stories and my handiwork, I

kept Illars at bay and kept hold of myself. Ci-

Ci, here's a treat for you!”

Ci-Ci grabbed the freshly baked pastry in his
little paws and quickly ate it up. Old Zile
knew how to win Ci-Ci over. He often per-

formed small favors for her.

“Ci-Ci, today you have a big job to do. Show

us the way to Jaunriga.”

Zile sat down on the hope chest and pulled
Mara up after her. Ci-Ci began running for-
ward, and three light-balls followed so that it
was possible to see. The hope chest rose into

the air and glided soundlessly along.



Zile turpinaja savu stastamo, kamér Mara
izbrina skatijas, ka puralade slid uz prieksu.
Péc laika cel§ nonaca pie milzigas telpas,
kur kristala veidojumi guléja starp ak-
meniem daZzados izkartojumos ka kada

japanu darza.

“Tie, meitin, ir senmarsiesi.”

Dazi akmeni spidéja ka dimanti. Citi
savéluSies ka daudzkrasainas bizés. Vel citi
izskatijas ka kupli zaroti krimi. Pa vidu bija
ari lieli un smuidri ka egles. Katrs akmens
savas krasas, kas biezi mainijas ritmiska

gaismas spelé.

“Visvairak viniem patika Lielvardes josta, ko
iemacijos aust no savas vecmaminas.
Smadzenu akmeniem ari patik dziesmas, se-
viski daZas, ko vini grib dzirdét atkal un

atkal.”

Veca Zile saka skandét senas varsmas:

Caur sidraba birzi gaju,

Caur sidraba birzi gaju,

Ne zarina nenolauzu,

Ne zarina nenolauzu.

Zile continued her storytelling, while Mara
watched in amazement as the hope chest
slid forward. After a while, the path led to an
enormous chamber where crystal forma-
tions lay among the rocks in various ar-

rangements, like a Japanese garden.

“Those, little one, are the Ancient Martians.”

Some of the stones shone like diamonds.
Others were coiled like multicolored braids.
Still others looked like many-branched,
bushy shrubs. Among them stood some that
were tall and slender as spruce trees. Each
stone glowed in its own colors, which often

changed in a rhythmic play of light.

“What they liked most of all was the
Lielvarde sash, which I learned to weave
from my grandmother. The brain-stones
also like songs, especially certain ones they

want to hear again and again.”

Old Zile began to chant the ancient verses:

Through a silver grove I wandered,

Through a silver grove I wandered,

Not a twig did I break from it,

Not a twig did I break from it.



Burvigais kristalu mezs saka Salkt lidzi, un
krasas metas no viena “stada” uz otru. Mara
saka aizsapnoties, un pamazam vinas prata
saka veidoties cilvéku téli, tur, kur gaisma

nozuda tumsa, migla.

“Meitin, nelauj sevi ieraut sapni. Viniem ir
liels spéks. Vini te sédéjusi tukstoSiem gadu,
domadami dzilas domas. Vini var but ari

domu édaji.”

Veca Zile saka dziedat citas dziesmas
daudzas Marai nesaprotamas valodas.
Palénam senmarsiesu krasas saplaka briinos
un pelékos tonos. Puralade ar braucéjiem at-

staja milzigo telpu, kas pilna ar seno Marsa

sapratu.

“Vai, par velu! Murgi istenojusies,”’

ievaidéjas Zile.

Puraladi ielenca smagi brunoti jatnieki.
Zirgi izskatijas vairak péc pukiem ar

atnirgtiem zobiem un degosu dvasu.

“Mierd, ragana! Atgriezies sava istaba!
Meitene, bédz, pirms vina tevi apbur!” sauca

tumsSs téls, pulka vadonis.

“Tie ir smadzenu akmenu raditi murgi.
Neklausies! Vinu spéki ir lieli, tau muséjie

varenaki. Sadosimies rokas! Raidi savu pratu

The enchanted crystal forest began to mur-
mur along, and colors leaped from one
“plant” to another. Mara began to drift into a
dream, and gradually human figures began
to take shape in her mind, there where the

light faded into darkness, into mist.

“Little one, don't let yourself be drawn into
the dream. They have great power. They
have sat here for thousands of years, think-
ing deep thoughts. They can also be devour-
ers of thoughts.”

Old Zile began to sing other songs, in many
languages Mara didn't understand. Slowly
the Ancient Martians' colors faded to brown
and gray tones. The hope chest with its rid-

ers left the enormous chamber filled with

the ancient intelligence of Mars.

“Oh, too late! The nightmares have come

true,” Zile moaned.

The hope chest was surrounded by heavily
armored horsemen. The horses looked more
like dragons, with bared teeth and burning

breath.

“Peace, witch! Return to your room! Girl,
run, before she bewitches you!” called a

dark figure, the leader of the troop.

“Those are nightmares created by the brain-
stones. Don't listen! Their powers are great,

but ours are mightier. Let us join hands!



uz to, kas tevi baida, un dzen to projam ar

savu gribu!” pavéléja Zile.

Nezina Mara sastinga. No gridas tie$i Maras
prieksa izlauzas galva, sSnakdama un ruk-

dama ka pasaku pukis.

“Dod roku,” sauca Zile. “Tas ir senmarsa

pazemes dzivnieks Naugals.”

Ci-Ci uzléca Zilei uz pleca, tad noslépas aiz
galvas. Mara ielika rokas Ziles vecajas rokas,
un Zile sdka dziedat. Naugals uzpitas ka
milzigs balons, gandriz piepildidams visu

telpu. Marai bija gruti elpot. Gaismas bum-

bas lidoja Naugalam apkart un apkart, un
tam pievienojas vél citas. Ik péc briza gais-
mas apvienojas un deva Naugalam elek-
trisku spérienu. Dzivodams pazemes alas,

Naugals nepanesa gaismu.

»
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“Ragana, tiec pati gala ar savu velnu
dardéja pulka vadonis, kura zirgs, pacélies
uz pakalkajam, saka sarauties, tad saplida
kopa ar savu karapulku un, gaismas bumbu
pavadits, izgaisa, bet Naugals nozuda cau-

ruma, no kura bija izlidis.

“Tagad cel$ uz Rigu brivs!” sauca Veca Zile.
“Senmarsiesi var atgriezties savos muzigajos

sapnos.”

Direct your mind at what frightens you, and
drive it away with your will!” Zile com-

manded.

Not knowing what to do, Mara froze. From
the floor right in front of Mara a head burst
through, hissing and growling like a dragon

from a fairy tale.

“Give me your hand,” called Zile. “That is the
Naugals, an underground animal of ancient

Mars.”

Ci-Ci jumped onto Zile's shoulder, then hid
behind her head. Mara placed her hands in
Zile's old ones, and Zile began to sing. The
Naugals swelled up like an enormous bal-

loon, nearly filling the entire space. Mara

found it hard to breathe. The light-balls flew
around and around the Naugals, and still
others joined them. Every so often the lights
merged and delivered an electric shock to
the Naugals. Living in underground caves,

the Naugals could not bear light.

»
!

“Witch, deal with your own devil yourself
thundered the troop leader, whose horse,
rearing up on its hind legs, began to shrink,
then merged with its whole war party and,
escorted by light-balls, vanished — while the
Naugals disappeared into the hole from

which it had crawled out.

“Now the road to Riga is clear!” called Old
Zile. “The Ancient Martians can return to

their eternal dreams.”



Sekodama mazajam dzivniecinam, puralade
turpinaja celojumu. T4 nonaca pie tikko
izraktas alas, un Ci-Ci uzléca uz puralades.
Turpinot celu, alas iedobuma iedegas
gaisma. Tur tupéja Illars. Mara uztraukuma

gandriz nokrita no puralades.

“Steidzieties pie savéjiem, lai jums laimigs
cel§! Paldies par visu, ko tu mums esi
radijusi, Zile! Tavi darbi un garigie radijumi
mums derigaki neka tavas smadzenes.
Paldies ari par Naugala apturésanu!
Panemiet ari So ierakstu. Varbut vélak jis
labak sapratisiet musu viedokli. Atcels tiks

aizbérts. Satiksimies zvaigznés!”

Aiz Illara atveras durvis, un vin§ nozuda.
Zile uzsauca ladei, lai brauc, un aiz tas alas
sienas saka brukt. Gar alas malam zibenoja
elektriba, un braucéjus apnéma ozona, séra
un deguma smaka. Gandriz nesamana
celinieki izbrauca uz virsmas. Alas eja bija
pazudusi, tas vieta tikai siki akmeni un

smil$u kapa.

Puralade ieskréjas, iegazas ezera un nozuda.
Driz ta, sprauslodama lielus burbulus, atkal
paradijas peldam udeni. Veca Zile prasija
ladei: “Vai varési mus visus tris droSi par-

vest?”

Following the little animal, the hope chest
continued its journey. It arrived at a freshly
dug tunnel, and Ci-Ci jumped up onto the
hope chest. As they went on, a light came on
in a hollow of the tunnel. There squatted
Ilars. Mara, in her agitation, nearly fell off

the hope chest.

“Hurry to your own people, and may your
journey be a happy one! Thank you for ev-
erything you have shown us, Zile! Your
works and creations of the spirit are more
useful to us than your brain. Thank you also
for stopping the Naugals! Take this record-
ing as well. Perhaps later you will better un-
derstand our point of view. The way back
will be filled in. We shall meet among the

'”

stars

Behind Illars a door opened, and he van-
ished. Zile called out to the chest to go, and
behind it the tunnel walls began to collapse.
Electricity flashed along the edges of the
tunnel, and the travelers were engulfed by
the smell of ozone, sulfur, and burning.
Nearly unconscious, the travelers emerged
onto the surface. The tunnel passage had
vanished — in its place, only small stones

and a sand dune.

The hope chest picked up speed, plunged
into a lake, and disappeared. Soon, snorting
out large bubbles, it reappeared, floating on
the water. Old Zile asked the chest: “Will you
be able to carry all three of us across

safely?”



“Pavisam nedrosi. Ja laimésies, krasta tik-

2

sim.

“Mara, tas Kklintis, uz kuram stavam,
neliekas vairs parak stingras. Kapsim vien
ladei virsti, un atceries savas burtnieces

macibas.”

Mara pie sevis noskaitija drosibas tikumu:
“Bailem skatiSos acis ka labam draugam.

Bailu spéku parvértisu par savu spéku.”

Tad vina iegriida kajas aukstaja tideni un
méginaja uzrapties uz lades. Ta nosvéras uz
vienu pusi, tad uz otru. Vilni sitas pret ne-

droSo peldamo. Laikam neviens isti ne-

saprata, ka tas iespéjams, tomér pédigi visi
tris celotaji sédéja uz lades un tricéja no auk-

stuma un pardzivojumiem.

Grutakais tika parvaréts, un péc dazam
minttém lade uzgridas otra krasta. Uz $§1
smilSaina krasta biezi svétija mazus bérnus.
Sodien bija kluss. Vél agrs rits. Piles migla
pékskinaja. It ka uzcéluSies no gara sapna,
pargurusie celotdji palidzéja puraladei

izvilkties krasta.

“Not safely at all. If we're lucky, we'll reach

the shore.”

“Mara, these rocks we're standing on don't
seem very solid anymore. Let's just climb
aboard the chest — and remember your

Burtniece lessons.”

Mara recited to herself the virtue of
courage: “I will look fear in the eyes like a
good friend. I will turn fear's power into my

own strength.”

Then she pushed her feet into the cold water
and tried to climb onto the chest. It tilted to
one side, then the other. Waves beat against

the unsteady craft. Probably no one quite

understood how it was possible, yet at last
all three travelers were sitting on the chest,
shivering from cold and from all they had

been through.

The hardest part was behind them, and after
a few minutes the chest ran aground on the
opposite shore. On this sandy shore, little
children were often blessed. Today it was
quiet. Still early morning. Ducks quacked in
the mist. As if waking from a long dream,
the exhausted travelers helped the hope

chest pull itself ashore.
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X. Mezomgals Marss

“Mari, Marai vajadzétu jau atgriezties. Jasak
vakarinot, bet vina vél nav zvanijusi.” Mate
partrauca deéla zobenspéli ciema vingrotava.
Tai bridi Maris cirta pretiniekam, kas tumsa
régojas vinam preti. Pretcirtiens pieskaras
par tuvu, un mate lidzjutiba pierava roku pie
sirds. Mara seja saravas sapés. Vin$ atri
parsvieda zobenu kreisaja roka un iedira
briesmonim krutis. Iedegas gaisma, un

zobenmeistars skalruni teica:

“Tava veikliba Soreiz mani parsteidza. Tev
nebus jaatpelni tas cirtiens pa roku. Tacu
cinai ar melno bruninieku tu vél neesi

gatavs!”

No melna pieminéSanas viegli drebuli
parskréja Marim par kauliem. Vin$
atceréjas: “Cina nebeidzama. Tomér gaismai
bus sava diena! Esmu Gaismas neséjs. Lai

bailes migla zad!”

PaSapzinigi vin$ ielaida zobenu maksti un
atstaja vingrotavu, kur iedegas gaisma un
nozuda visi holografiskie pretinieki bries-

moni.

“Mara bus jameklé ar telemetriju. Kur tévs?”

X. Wild Mars

“Maris, Mara should have been back by now.
It's time to start supper, but she still hasn't
called.” Mother interrupted her son's sword
game in the village gymnasium. At that very
moment, Maris was striking at his oppo-
nent, who loomed before him in the dark-
ness. The counterblow came too close, and
Mother clutched her hand to her heart in
sympathy. Maris's face twisted in pain. He
quickly switched the sword to his left hand
and drove it into the monster's chest. The
lights came on, and the sword-master said

over the loudspeaker:

“Your agility surprised me this time. You
won't have to make up for that blow to your
arm. But you're not yet ready for the fight
with the Black Knight!”

The mention of the Black sent a slight shiver
down Maris's spine. He remembered: “The
fight is never-ending. Yet the light shall have
its day! I am a Bearer of Light. Let fear van-

ish into the mist!”

With self-assurance, he slid the sword into
its sheath and left the gymnasium, where
the lights came on and all the holographic

opponent-monsters disappeared.

“We'll have to search for Mara with teleme-



“Tévs piedalas apspriedé par tiem cilin-
driem. Vin§ ari teica, lai uzmana Mariti.
Diena, kad nav tuksneSa veétras, nekam
arkartéjam nevajadzétu notikt. Bet tomér

tada nelaga sajuta.”

Maris atri noskalojas, uzvilka tiras drébes
un lakojas telemetrijas aparata. Uz bur-
bulmajas jumta saka griezties antenu tri-
jotne. Tacu uz ekrana uzliesmoja tikai zalie,
sarkanie un zilie apli, kas radija, ka ierice

mekle.

“Nav!” iesaucas Maris un uzgrieza
paligierici. Ta deva lidzigu zinu. Tad vaji

uzliesmoja zilie apli un paréjie saka rinkot

ap mazu punktinu.

lerice ierunajas: “SIGNALS LOTI VAJS.
MARAS ATRASANAS VIETA NENOTEIKTA.
VARETU BUT GAISA VIRS JAUNRIGAS, 700
METRUS ZEM MARSA VIRSMAS NITAURES
ZIEMELU PUSE VAI AIZ GAIZINKALNA,
KUR PASREIZ MAGNETISKIE
TRAUCEJUML.”

“Sasodits! Trijas vietas ta¢u Mara nevar biut!
Vina gaja akmenus meklét uz ziemel-
vakariem, nevis uz ritiem, kur ir Jaunriga.
IzsekoSu pédas, ta¢u vispirms piezvaniSu

Aldim - ko vins$ uztver no Jaunrigas.”

Par brinumu, Aldis ari bija majas. Vin$

try. Where's Father?”

“Father is at a meeting about those cylin-
ders. He also said to keep an eye on Mara.
On a day with no desert storms, nothing out
of the ordinary should happen. But still,

such an uneasy feeling.”

Maris quickly washed up, put on clean
clothes, and looked into the telemetry de-
vice. The antenna triplet began spinning on
the bubble-house roof. But on the screen,
only green, red, and blue circles flashed,

showing that the device was searching.

“Nothing!” Maris cried, and switched on the
backup device. It gave a similar reading.

Then the blue circles flickered faintly and

the others began circling around a small dot.

The device spoke: “SIGNAL VERY WEAK.
MARA'S POSITION UNDETERMINED.
COULD BE IN THE AIR ABOVE JAUNRIGA,
700 METERS BELOW THE SURFACE OF
MARS ON THE NORTH SIDE OF NITAURE,
OR BEYOND GAIZINKALNS, WHERE THERE
ARE CURRENTLY MAGNETIC
DISTURBANCES.”

“Blast it! Mara can't be in three places at
once! She went looking for rocks to the
northwest, not to the east where Jaunriga is.
I'll track her footprints, but first I'll call Aldis

to see what he's picking up from Jaunriga.”

Surprisingly, Aldis was also home. He imme-



Marim talin saka skaidrot par gatavosanos

Cereras braucienam.

“Esmu izlasijis téva dienasgramatu par vina
braucieniem uz mazpasaulém. Vins tur ier-
akstijis vairakus stastus, ko dzirdéjis par
milzigo kugi, kurs norij veselus starppasaulu

kugus un...”

Maris partrauca draugu: “Aldi, mums ir
lielas nepatikSanas. Mara nozudusi. Laikam
musu telemetrija labi nestrada. Kadi ir
signali jusu pusé? Maras Sifrs ir “Saules
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muzs akmeniem”.

Alda seja nozuda no ekrana. Péc briza atkal

paradijas.

“Signals nenoteikts. Varbut druscin stipraks

jusu pusé. Es talit izbrauksu. Uzgaidisi?”

“Ja, bet steidzies!”

Alda seja nozuda no ekrana. Peksni tas
nodzisa, un tudal péc tam izdzisa majas gais-
mas. Péc dazam minGtém gan iedegas
spuldzes, ta¢u ekrana zibsnija tikai savadas
énas, savadi svilpieni, Snakona, péc tam

paradijas téva seja.

Mate teica ekranam: “Saruna pienemta.”

Téva balss bija neskaidra, bet varéja saprast.

diately began explaining to Maris about the

preparations for the Ceres trip.

“I've read Father's diary about his voyages to
the small worlds. He recorded several sto-
ries he'd heard about the enormous ship that
swallows whole interplanetary vessels

and...”

Maris interrupted his friend: “Aldis, we're in
big trouble. Mara has disappeared. I think
our telemetry isn't working well. What are
the readings on your end? Mara's code is

‘Sun's Life for Stones.”

Aldis's face vanished from the screen. After

a moment it appeared again.

“Signal undetermined. Maybe slightly
stronger on your side. I'll head out right

away. Will you wait?”

“Yes, but hurry!”

Aldis's face vanished from the screen.
Suddenly it went dark, and right after that,
the house lights went out too. After a few
minutes the bulbs came on again, but on the
screen only strange shadows flickered, odd
whistles, hissing — then Father's face ap-

peared.

Mother said to the screen: “Call accepted.”

Father's voice was unclear, but they could



“Braucu majas. Piesargi Mariti!” Tad vél kas
par negaiditiem viesiem, un ekrans kluva

gluzi balts un izdzisa.

“Mat, vai varétu but Saules vétra?” Maris in-

tereséjas.

“Tada gan nav zinota. Traucéjumus rada
kaut kas tuvaks. Kadé] gan tadi rodas tieSi
tad, kad ir $adas nepatikSanas? Paskrien gan
mazliet uz ziemelu pusi, mégini Maru atrast.
Laikam bis jalidz palidziba, jo lidz kréslai
tikai dazas stundas. Steidzies tulin atpakal.

Un esi uzmanigs! Kaut kas nav kartiba.”

Maris pakéra starSauteni un lieku elpotaju

un izmetas ara. Maras pédas veda tiesi uz
izdzisu$a vulkana malu, kur varéja atrast
visdazadakos akmenus. Pédas bija iemitas
Sur un tur, tad apstajas pie pagara akmens,
kas radija uz debesim ka pirksts. Seit bija ari
citi nospiedumi, nelieli, apali dobumi, vis-
vairak ap Pirksta akmeni. Aiz $1 akmens
vairs nebija neviena pédas nospieduma vai
apala dobuma. Maris atceréjas, ka Mara var
but ap 700 metrus zem virsmas. No mugur-
somas vin§ iznema lapstu un saka rakt
smiltis pie Sunveidiga akmens cumura, tacu
driz lapsta atdharas pret milzigu akmens

virsmu. Ko tagad?

Zéns apsédas uz aprakta akmens muguras

un ievéroja, ka Sunveidigais akmens, kas

make it out. “Coming home. Watch over
Mara!” Then something more about unex-
pected guests, and the screen went com-

pletely white and died.

“Mother, could it be a solar storm?” Maris

asked.

“None has been reported. The interference
is being caused by something closer. But
why does it happen just when we're having
such troubles? Run a bit to the north and try
to find Mara. We'll probably have to call for
help, because there are only a few hours un-
til dusk. Hurry straight back. And be careful!
Something isn't right.”

Maris grabbed the star-rifle and a spare

breather and dashed outside. Mara's tracks
led straight to the edge of the extinct vol-
cano, where all sorts of rocks could be
found. The tracks were pressed in here and
there, then stopped at a longish rock that
pointed at the sky like a finger. Here there
were also other impressions — small, round
hollows, mostly around the Finger Rock.
Beyond this rock, not a single footprint or
round hollow. Maris remembered that Mara
could be about 700 meters below the sur-
face. From his backpack he pulled out a
shovel and began digging in the sand near
the cluster of honeycombed rock, but soon
the shovel struck a massive rock surface.

What now?

The boy sat down on the buried rock's back

and noticed that the honeycombed rock,



auga Skirba pie atrakta akmens, atrodas
galigi aplami - nevis tur, kur Saule visvairak
silda, bet tieSi éna. Méri radija, ka dobuma,
kur akmens ¢umurs vistreknakais, ir siltaks
un taja ari Gdens un skabekla sastavs

augstaks neka apkartne.

“Kapéc ta?” pie sevis runaja Maris. Tad
vinam ie$avas prata: “Svammsina!” Vin$
atlécas. Svammsina gan parasti bija
nekaitiga, tacu par to ari bija dzirdéti
briesmu stasti. Bija paruna: “Bistams nav
daba, bet ir bistama daba.” Vai Mara bitu ci-

etusi no Svammsiinas?

Ciesi skatoties lejup, Maris nepamanija, kas
notiek gaisa. Smiltim parlidoja divas énas.

Vins pavéras rozainajas debesis.

“Ak tu debess! Spid otra saule! Divas saules

vienas vieta!”

Dzirkstis un liesmas métadama, degosa
bumba ar melnu damu stripu parskéla debe-
sis divas nevienadas dalas un tad nozuda.
Otra saule nozuda tikpat péksni, ka bija
paradijusies. Stiprs sitiens Mari nogaza
zemé. Atgaisma veél britinu spidéja, tad ari

isto sauli aizsedza puteklu makoni.

which grew in a crack by the unearthed
rock, was in a completely wrong spot — not
where the sun warmed most, but right in the
shade. Measurements showed that in the
hollow where the rock cluster was thickest,
it was warmer, and the water and oxygen
levels there were higher than in the sur-

rounding area.

“Why is that?” Maris muttered to himself.
Then it flashed through his mind: “Sponge-
moss!” He sprang back. Sponge-moss was
usually harmless, but there were also fright-
ening stories about it. There was a saying:
“What is dangerous is not nature, but na-
ture's nature” Could Mara have been

harmed by sponge-moss?

Staring intently downward, Maris didn't no-
tice what was happening in the sky. Two
shadows swept over the sand. He looked up

at the rosy sky.

“Oh, heavens! A second sun is shining! Two

suns instead of one!”

Spraying sparks and flames, a burning ball
with a black trail of smoke cut the sky into
two unequal halves, then disappeared. The
second sun vanished just as suddenly as it
had appeared. A powerful blow knocked
Maris to the ground. The afterglow still
shone for a moment, then dust clouds ob-

scured even the real sun.



“Mari! Mari! Mari!!” balss sauca auseneés.

“Seit Maris. Kas runa?” Maris strupi noteica

elpotaja mikrofona.

Véj$ saka raustit biezo tuksnesa térpu. Tad
klapéjiens. Ass klusums, kam sekoja bries-
migs dardiens. Smiltis vandijas pa gaisu, un
karsts véjs velreiz nogaza Mari zemé. Vina
kaja atsitas pret Svammsunu, un no iegriezta
térpa izplida dazi asins pilieni, iekrizdami
Svammsiund un barodami So “augu”. Stna
metas no piliena uz pilienu. Maris guléja ne-
samana. Veéj§ norima. Viena kaja bija
aprakta stinas. Svammsiinas staipekni tuvo-
jas Mara pierei. Balss ausenés atkartoti

sauca: “Mari, Mari, Mari!!”

Iedarbojas motors, un lielais akmens ar visu
Svammsiinu pacélds gaisd. Kad akmens ap-
stajas, durvis atvéras un no tam izléca
vairakas matainas olbiitnes. Tas aplenca
Mari, apskatija vinu un saka vilkt uz durvim.
Péksni olbuitnes satrukas un steiga saléca at-
pakal pa durvim, kas aizslédzas, un akmens

atkal iegrima smiltis.

“Mari, Mari, Mari!” kd no talienes vin$
dzirdéja saucam savu vardu. Maris méginaja
piecelties. Bija arkartigi auksts. Kaja iediiras

asas sapes. Maris kliedza.

“Maris! Maris! Maris!!” a voice called in the

earphones.

“This is Maris. Who's speaking?” Maris

snapped into the breather's microphone.

The wind began tugging at his thick desert
suit. Then a clap. Sharp silence, followed by
a terrible roar. Sand churned through the
air, and a hot wind knocked Maris down
again. His leg struck the sponge-moss, and a
few drops of blood seeped from the cut suit,
falling into the sponge-moss and feeding
this “plant.” The moss leapt from drop to
drop. Maris lay unconscious. The wind died
down. One leg was buried in moss. The
sponge-moss tendrils crept toward Maris's

forehead. The voice in the earphones called

again and again: “Maris, Maris, Maris!!”

A motor engaged, and the great rock with all
its sponge-moss rose into the air. When the
rock stopped, a door opened and several
hairy egg-beings leaped out. They sur-
rounded Maris, examined him, and began
dragging him toward the door. Suddenly the
egg-beings started with fright and hurriedly
jumped back through the door, which
locked, and the rock sank back into the

sand.

“Maris, Maris, Maris!” As if from far away,
he heard his name being called. Maris tried
to get up. It was bitterly cold. A sharp pain
stabbed through his leg. Maris screamed.



“Vin$ ir dzivs! Vins ir ievainots!” balss sauca

no auseném.

Maris satvéra kabatas spuldziti, ieslédza un
aplikoja savu kaju. Svammsiina bija sakusi
augt par vina stilbu. Bija tikai laika
jautajums, un suna izédisies térpam cauri.
Maris ar starSauteni méginaja Saut uz

Svammsiinu, tacu ta bija parak tuvu kajai.

“Mari, Mari, Mari! Més gandriz esam pie

'”

tevis. Turies

Gaismas naca tuvak, tuvak, pédigi pavisam
klat. Aldis! Un tétis un skolotajs Raiders. No

robotratiem tie izrava telteni un to uzpita.

Mari ienesa iek$a un ielika maza pagaidu
gultina. Skolotajs Raiders saka tirit vina seju,
lai dotu zales, un iesaucas: “Svammstna!”
Ari tétis iekliedzas, izskréja ara un talit bija
atpakal ar otru zalu vaceli. Raiders izvilka
Slirci un ielaida zales tieSi virs cela, lai ap-
turétu Svammsinas izplatiSanos. Ar lazera
nazi vin§ nogrieza térpu ap kijam un ar

stangam norava zabaku.

Aldis iznesa térpa dalas ara un sadedzinaja
ar starSauteni. Atgriezies vin$ redzéja, ka
Mara kaja aptita. Svammsiina pati sticas ara
no pusuma, jo kermeni nu bija pretindes.
Aldis zinaja, ka Maris bus javed uz izolacijas

slimnicu netalu no Jaunrigas. Viss, kur

»
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“He's alive! He's injured!” a voice called from

the earphones.

Maris grabbed his pocket flashlight,
switched it on, and examined his leg. The
sponge-moss had begun growing over his
shin. It was only a matter of time before the
moss would eat through his suit. Maris tried
to shoot the sponge-moss with his star-rifle,

but it was too close to his leg.

“Maris, Maris, Maris! We're almost there.

Hold on!”

The lights drew closer, closer, finally right
up to him. Aldis! And Father, and teacher
Raiders. From the robot-cart they pulled out

a small tent and inflated it. They carried
Maris inside and laid him on a small
makeshift cot. Teacher Raiders began clean-
ing his face to administer medicine and
cried out, “Sponge-moss!” Father cried out
too, ran outside, and was back at once with
another medicine kit. Raiders drew out a sy-
ringe and injected the medicine just above
the knee to stop the sponge-moss from
spreading. With a laser knife he cut away
the suit around the legs and pulled off the
boot with tongs.

Aldis carried the suit pieces outside and
burned them with the star-rifle. When he re-
turned, he saw that Maris's leg was ban-
daged. The sponge-moss was oozing out of
the wound on its own, as the body now con-

tained the antidote. Aldis knew that Maris



Svammsiina varétu ieperinaties, bus jasad-
edzina. Viniem pasSiem vajadzés izturét par-
baudi izolacijas slimnica. Svammsinas
iekaisums bija viena no briesmigakajam
slimibam. Pirmas Marsa kolonijas esot
iznikuSas §is slimibas dé]. Péc tam izluk-
ciemus pameta, ja kads saslima ar $o
slimibu. Pédéja laika ar So kaiti gan parasti
saslima tikai jauniebraucéji, jo vietéjie

izsargajas.

Svammsiina bija izveidojusies ta, lai, cik
iespéjams, uzsuktu visu sev derigo no
neaugligdm smiltim un pavajas saules. Tad
stiina nebija bistama. Ari naktl un aukstuma

ta nevienu neapdraudéja, jo it kad pamira.

Tikai krésla Svammsiina mainija savu
kimisko sastavu, pirms “aizmigSanas” adap-
téjoties jaunajos apstaklos, lai diena arvien
butu gatava uzsukt tadu baribu, kas tai bus
pieejama. Mara asinis uzpiléja Svammsunai
tieSi kresla, un tai bridi ta parvertas par cil-

véku asins edaju.

Alda ausenés ierunajas robotbalss: “Tuvojas
tuksneSa tanks,” - ko Aldis tilin pazinoja
paréjiem. To dzirdot, tévs izskatijas loti

parsteigts, pat nobijies.

“Més tadu neesam saukusi. Aldi, nestasti

neka par sSvammsunu vai par Maru. Izkarto,

would have to be taken to the isolation hos-
pital near Jaunriga. Everything where the
sponge-moss could take hold would have to
be burned. They themselves would need to
undergo examination at the isolation hospi-
tal. Sponge-moss infection was one of the
most terrible diseases. The first Mars
colonies had reportedly been wiped out by
this disease. After that, scout villages were
abandoned if anyone fell ill with it. In recent
times, though, usually only newcomers con-
tracted this ailment, as the locals protected

themselves.

Sponge-moss had evolved so as to absorb, as
far as possible, everything useful to it from
the barren sand and the weak sunlight. In
that state the moss wasn't dangerous. It

posed no threat at night or in the cold either,

as it practically died away. Only at dusk did
the sponge-moss change its chemical com-
position, adapting to the new conditions be-
fore “falling asleep,” so that by day it would
always be ready to absorb whatever food
was available to it. Maris's blood had
dripped onto the sponge-moss right at dusk,
and at that moment it transformed into a de-

vourer of human blood.

A robot voice spoke in Aldis's earphones: “A
desert tank is approaching,” which Aldis im-
mediately relayed to the others. Hearing
this, Father looked very surprised, even

frightened.

“We didn't call for one. Aldis, don't say any-

thing about the sponge-moss or about Mara.



lai tiekam no viniem vala.”

Driz milzigs tuksneStanks ar desmit

starmeSiem prieksa piebrauca pie telts.

“Esmu Aldis Rieksts no Jaunrigas. Un jus?”

“Pirmas  motorizétas Marsa  aizsargu

vienibas pulkvedis Kénins. Kas Seit notiek?”

“Mans draugs nozuda tuksnesi. Atradu.
Tagad sniedzu pirmo palidzibu. Vai ari nak-

siet paliga?”

“Ak ta.. Vai jus pazistat tadu Maru

Kruminu?”

Aldim Kénina balss nemaz nepatika. Taja

bija saltums un varas apzina.

“Vai ta meitene apmeklé KriSjana Barona

skolu?”

“Laikam gan. Vinai var but zinasanas par
cilindriem, kas var apdraudét Marsu un

visas cilvéces drosibu.”

“Par kadiem cilindriem?” nevainigi prasija

Aldis.

Arrange for us to get rid of them.”

Soon an enormous desert tank with ten
searchlights at the front pulled up to the

tent.

“I'm Aldis Rieksts from Jaunriga. And you?”

“Colonel Kénins of the First Motorized Mars

Defense Unit. What's going on here?”

“My friend disappeared in the desert. I
found him. Now I'm giving first aid. Will you

come to help as well?”

“I see... Do you know a Mara Krimina?”

Aldis didn't like Kénin§'s voice at all. There
was coldness in it, and the awareness of

power.

“Does that girl attend the Krisjanis Barons

School?”

“I believe so. She may have knowledge about
cylinders that could threaten Mars and the

security of all humanity.”

“What cylinders?” Aldis asked innocently.



“Vai tad jus zinas neklausaties? Par tiem
cilindriem, kas Meéneseli aizdzina debesis
bez vésts. Jums ta¢u nevaréja paiet garam
liela trauksme. Bet tadu spéku nedrikst

uzticét bérniem.”

Aldis izSkiras riskét: “Vai jus nevarétu

palidzét manu draugu parvest majas?”

“Né. Manai vienibai tada laika nav. Jums
tacu ir robotrati. Es tevi tagad pazistu. Aldis
Rieksts, vispalaidnigakais zéns visa Krisjana
Barona skola. Ja palidziba nepiecieSama,
zino centralajam skaitlotdjam. Tas izsutis
ambulatoru. Ja sastopi to meiteni, tulit zino
man, pulkvedim Kéninam. Dabisi lielu go-

dalgu. Lai gaisma spid!”

Tanks ierticds un nozuda tuksnesi. Aldis
ieskréja telti un saka runat, bet Krumin$
deva majienu apklust un pasniedza zimiti,
uz kuras rakstits: “Visu dzirdéjam. Mus drosi
vien noveéro. Zvani centralajam skaitlotajam,

ka tev ieteica.”

“Don't you listen to the news? About the
cylinders that drove Méneselis off into the
sky without a trace. The great alarm surely
couldn't have passed you by. But such power

must not be entrusted to children.”

Aldis decided to take a risk: “Could you help

us transport my friend home?”

“No. My unit has no time for that. You have a
robot-cart, after all. I know you now. Aldis
Rieksts, the most mischievous boy in all of
Krisjanis Barons School. If you need help,
report to the central computer. It will send
out an ambulance. If you come across that
girl, report to me immediately — Colonel
Kénins. You'll get a big reward. May the light
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shine

The tank rumbled and vanished into the
desert. Aldis ran into the tent and began
speaking, but Kramins$ motioned him to be
quiet and handed him a note that read: “We
heard everything. They're probably watch-
ing us. Call the central computer as he ad-

vised you.”



Aldis ielukojas Mara seja. Neskatoties uz
zalém, taja vél bija redzamas sapes. Aldis
ierundja  elpotdja  mikrofona:  “Atro
palidzibu. Sutiet ambulatoru. Aldis Rieksts

tuksnesi.”

Péc pusstundas ieradas robotu vadits ambu-
lators.  Mechaniskd  balss informéja:

“Rikojumi Riekstu Aldim lenté.”

Aldis iekapa ambulatora un rikojuma lenti

dusmigi iegruda iericé. “Atkal képasanas.”

“Aldi, Seit Jokupéteris. Spéle Kkluvusi

nopietna.  Cilindru  spéks  satrakojis

varaskaros. Saviem nolukiem to grib izman-
tot gan cilvéki, gan marsieSi. Maris ar steigu
janogada izolacijas slimnica, un ari jums tur
bis japaliek. Jus gan brauksiet ar otro ambu-
latoru, kas ir ieleja 200 pédas pa kreisi. Sim
ambulatoram buis jaatgriezas uz Jaunrigas
galveno slimnicu. Kénina tanks driz at-
griezisies Seit. Lidz tam laikam jums visiem
jatiek prom. Ja Kénin$§ zinatu, ka Marim
Svammsiinas iekaisums, jums gan butu
nepatikSanas. Tagad Svammstna vel izarste-
jama, bet agrak nebija, un saslimusie bija ja-
pamet sava vala, lai slimiba nepieliptu
citiem. Kénina mate nozuda ar visu
Incuciemu! To, kura visi saslima un aizgaja
boja. Vel Sodien neviens tur negrib list

ieksa, jo nezina, ka slimiba izpletusies.”

Aldis looked into Maris's face. Despite the
medicine, pain was still visible in it. Aldis
spoke into the breather's microphone:
“Emergency service. Send an ambulance.

Aldis Rieksts in the desert.”

Half an hour later, a robot-driven ambu-
lance arrived. A mechanical voice informed
them: “Instructions for Aldis Rieksts on

tape.”

Aldis climbed into the ambulance and an-
grily shoved the instruction tape into the de-

vice. “More meddling.”

“Aldis, this is Jokupéteris. The game has

turned serious. The power of the cylinders

has driven the power-hungry into a frenzy.
Both humans and Martians want to use it for
their own ends. Maris must be taken to the
isolation hospital at once, and you'll all have
to stay there too. You, however, will take the
second ambulance, which is in the valley
two hundred feet to the left. This ambulance
will have to return to Jaunriga's main hospi-
tal. Kénins's tank will soon be coming back
here. By then, all of you need to be gone. If
Kénins knew that Maris has a sponge-moss
infection, you'd really be in trouble. Sponge-
moss is still curable now, but it wasn't be-
fore, and the sick had to be left to fend for
themselves so the disease wouldn't spread to
others. Kénins's mother vanished along with
all of Inc¢uciems! The one where everyone
fell ill and perished. To this day, nobody

wants to go inside, because no one knows



“Kur ir Mara? Vai Svammsuna...”

“Nomierinies! Mara ir drosa vieta zem

Marsa virsmas. Steidzieties!”

Ka izSauts Aldis ieskréja telti un pazinoja:
“Jokupéteris lika mums talin doties uz otru

ambulatoru. Mara esot drosiba.”

“Paldies Dievam! Jokupéterim taisniba.

Steigsimies!”

Krumin$ pacéla Mari, un visi sekoja Aldim

pa kapam, bet neka neatrada. Te smiltis

saka kratities, un no tam izrakas tuksnes-
tanks ambulators. Roboti palidzéja visiem
iekapt. IekStelpa vini ekrana redzéja, ka
roboti sadedzina telti. Tanka motori iertcas,
un tas liela atruma aizdrazas pretéja
virziena neka iepriekséjais, kas atgriezas
Jaunriga. Balss apsveica braucéjus: “Milie

draugi! Jums laiméjas!”

“Tu tacu esi Jokupéteris,” Aldis pazina

runataju.

“Ja. Esmu.”

“Mara esot drosa vieta. Kur?”

how far the disease has spread.”

“Where is Mara? Has the sponge-moss...”

“Calm down! Mara is in a safe place beneath

the surface of Mars. Hurry!”

Like a shot, Aldis ran into the tent and an-
nounced: “Jokupéteris told us to go to the
second ambulance right away. Mara is said

to be safe.”

“Thank God! Jokupéteris is right. Let's

hurry!”

Krumin$ lifted Maris, and they all followed

Aldis across the dunes, but found nothing.

Then the sand began to shake, and an ambu-
lance desert tank dug its way out of it.
Robots helped everyone climb aboard.
Inside, they watched on the screen as the ro-
bots burned the tent. The tank's motors
roared, and it sped off at great speed in the
opposite direction from the previous one,
which was returning to Jaunriga. A voice
greeted the travelers: “Dear friends! You

were lucky!”

“You're Jokupéteris, aren't you,” Aldis recog-

nized the speaker.

“Yes. I am.”

“Mara is said to be in a safe place. Where?”



“Dzili zem Marsa virsmas. Marsie$i vinu

sagustijusi.”

“Marsiesi?”

“TJa. Marsiesi.”

“Deep below the surface of Mars. The

Martians have captured her.”

“Martians?”

“Yes. Martians.”

XI. Kemerciemﬁ

TuksneStanks apstajas un ierakas smiltis, lai
satelits, kas Skérsoja Jaunrigu, neuztvertu
karstos motorus. Tanka vaditajs robots

iepazistinajas ar saviem pasaZzieriem.

“Esmu Jokupétera Pirmais Aksts. Jus, cil-
véki, médzat but pardk nopietni! Més ar
Jokupéteri bieZi pasmejamies, ka jus, cil-
veéki, teiktu, lidz asaram. Vai zinat manu ik-
dienas darbu? Jus noteikti gribat to zinat.
Esmu muzeja sargs. Vai tu mani neatceries,
Aldi? Es gan atceros, ka tu visas gleznas no

Zemes “moderna laikmeta” pakarinaji

XI. In Kemerciems

The desert tank stopped and burrowed into
the sand so that the satellite crossing over
Jaunriga would not pick up its hot motors.
The tank's robot driver introduced itself to

its passengers.

“I'm Mr. Jokupéteris's First Jester. You hu-
mans tend to be far too serious! Jokupéteris
and I often have a good laugh — as you hu-
mans would put it, until we cry. Do you
know my day job? You surely want to know.
I'm a museum guard. Don't you remember
me, Aldis? I certainly remember how you

hung all the paintings from Earth's ‘modern



augSpedus un samainiji tam vietas tieSi

pirms savas klases ekskursijas.”

Aldis skatijas uz Pirmo Akstu un teica: “Tas

laikam tevi noveda lidz asaram?”

“Asaras jau gluzi nevaréju nobirdinat. Abi ar
muzeja direktoru So gadijumu labi atce-
ramies! Ka meés sméjam, kad visgudrais
Otina kungs méginaja visas gleznas ekskur-
santiem izskaidrot. Tad gan bija gandriz vai
jaraud! Man, ka agrak teicu, dazas skriuves

palika valéjas.”

Tad Pirma Aksta balss kluva nopietna:
“Krumina kungs, jums jazina, ap ko i spéle
risinas. Satelits, kas lidoja pari, ir

Ménesspils kontroléts. Redziet, tie, kas dzivo

vecakaja cilvéku kolonija uz Méness, ne vi-
sai uzticas jaunakajam kolonijam. Pulkvedis
Kénins kalpo Ménesspilij, un Ménesspils
vadiba grib visu cilveci Saules sistéma
apvienot zem viena karoga un vienas
kartibas. Vini nesaprot, ka augoSai sa-
biedribai vajadziga ne vien savstarpéja
saprasands un kopéji meérki, bet ari
dazadiba. Lidz Sim lielie attalumi nelava
centralai valdibai uzkundzéties, tacu meé-
nesspiliesi doma, ka cilindru speks beidzot
viniem dos iespéju savit visu cilvéci ciesa
tikla. Protams, vini tur bitu noteicéji. Ta
liekas, ka pulkvedis Kénins ilgojas but par
cilvéces kéninu. Bet tagad uz Kemerciemu.

Mara veseliba ir apdraudéta.”

era’ upside down and swapped their places

right before your class's field trip.”

Aldis looked at the First Jester and said:
“That probably brought you to tears?”

“I couldn't quite manage tears. The museum
director and I both remember that incident
well! How we laughed when that know-it-all
Mister Otins tried to explain all the paint-
ings to the group. Now that nearly made us
cry! As I said before, I've got a few screws

loose.”

Then the First Jester's voice turned serious:
“Mister Krumins, you need to know what
this game is about. The satellite that just

flew over is controlled by Moon City. You

see, those who live in the oldest human
colony on the Moon don't quite trust the
newer colonies. Colonel Kénins serves Moon
City, and the Moon City leadership wants to
unite all of humanity in the Solar System un-
der one flag and one order. They don't un-
derstand that a growing society needs not
only mutual understanding and common
goals, but also diversity. Until now, the great
distances prevented a central government
from dominating, but the Moon City folk
think that the power of the cylinders will fi-
nally give them the chance to bind all of hu-
manity in a tight net. Naturally, they would
be the ones in charge. It seems that Colonel
Kénins longs to be the king of all humanity.
But now, on to Kemerciems. Maris's health

is at risk.”



“Man jasazinas ar sievu par délu un meitu.”

“Kundze jau gaida jus izolacijas slimnica.
Més neuzdrosSinajamies vinu tagad uzrunat,
jo Meénesspils skaitlotaja intelekts izseko

musu Jokupéteri,” atbildéja Pirmais Aksts.

“Bet ka ir ar manu sievu? Kad varésim at-

griezties majas?” prasija skolotajs Raiders.

“Raidera kundze zina, ka esat drosiba un ari
ka jums bus jauzturas izolacija, lidz drosi
bus zinams, ka esat slimibas neskarti.
Marim gan saskana ar likumu bis japaliek

vismaz divas nedélas. Un péc tam nedrikstés

Marsu atstat vél tris ménesus. Braucienu uz

Cereru naksies atlikt.”

Varéja manit, ka tanks atkal ierokas smiltis.
Motors apklusa, un brunpumasina it ka
slidéja uz leju, lidz apstajas. Pirmais Aksts

ladza izkapt.

“Esam klat. Vieniga robotu vadita slimnica

visa Saules sistéma.”

Vins piezvanija pie durvim, un paradijas divi
roboti. Mari tie ielika caurspidiga karba un
kaut kur aiznesa. Paréjie iegaja telpa, kam
viena siena bija no stikla. Aiz tas loti no-

raizéjusies gaidija Kriimina kundze.

“I need to reach my wife about our son and

daughter.”

“Your wife is already waiting for you at the
isolation hospital. We didn't dare contact her
just now, because the Moon City computer
intelligence is tracking our Jokupéteris,”

replied the First Jester.

“But how is my wife? When can we go

home?” asked teacher Raiders.

“Mrs. Raiders knows that you're safe and
also that you'll need to stay in isolation until
it's certain you haven't been infected. As for
Maris, he'll have to stay at least two weeks

under the law. And after that, he won't be al-

lowed to leave Mars for another three
months. The trip to Ceres will have to be

postponed.”

They could tell the tank was burrowing into
the sand again. The motor fell silent, and
the armored vehicle seemed to slide down-
ward until it stopped. The First Jester asked

them to step out.

“We've arrived. The only robot-operated hos-

pital in the entire Solar System.”

He rang at the door, and two robots ap-
peared. They placed Maris in a transparent
box and carried him off somewhere. The
rest entered a room where one wall was

made of glass. On the other side, looking



Krumins piegdja pie stikla sienas un mier-
indja: “Bus labi, Daina. Més Mari izglabam

no Svammsunas. Ari Mara esot vesela.”

Skalruni atskanéja balss: “Esmu jiisu draugs,
slimnicas direktors, dziednieks Hipokratijs,
ari Jokupétera kunga labs draugs. Jusu
délam labas izredzes izveseloties. Vecaki, jiis
varésiet apmeklét savu délu agri no rita, kad

vin$ atmodisies.”

Nakamaja rita Maris pamodas un, ier-
audzijis gaismas un plastmasas “kratinu”,

iedomajas sevi murgojam. “Vai $is ir kads

zvérudarzs? Kapéc es te esmu?”

Skalruni ierunajas balss: “Labrit! Tu esi
slimnica. @ Esmu  slimnicas  vaditajs,
skaitlotajs Hipokratijs. Mana slimnica nav

zvérudarzs.”

“Kas man par slimibu?” vaicaja Maris,
raudzidamies uz kaju, kas bija ievietota

melna iericé ar vairakiem vadiem.

“To vislabak izskaidros tavi vecaki. Tur jau

vini nak!”

Maris redzéja, ka no vienas stikla puses tu-
vojas vina tévs, no otras, pie pretéjas

sienas - mate.

very worried, Mrs. Krumins was waiting.

Krumins$ went up to the glass wall and tried
to comfort her. “It will be all right, Daina.
We saved Maris from the sponge-moss. And

Mara is reportedly well, too.”

A voice came through the loudspeaker: “I
am your friend, the hospital director, healer
Hipokratijs, and also a good friend of Mr.
Jokupéteris. Your son has good prospects for
recovery. Parents, you'll be able to visit your

son early in the morning when he wakes

»

up.

The next morning, Maris woke up and, see-
ing the lights and the plastic “cage,” thought

he was having a nightmare. “Is this some

kind of zoo? Why am I in here?”

A voice came through the loudspeaker:
“Good morning! You're in the hospital. I'm
the head of the hospital, the computer
Hipokratijs. My hospital is not a zoo.”

“What's wrong with me?” asked Maris, look-
ing at his leg, which was placed in a black

device with several wires.

“Your parents will explain that best. Here

'”

they come now

Maris saw his father approaching from one
side of the glass wall and his mother from

the other, at the opposite wall.



“Kas noticis? Biju pie Pirksta akmens, tad
atskanéja spradziens un es paklupu. Laikam
murgoju. Kaja nelabi sapéja, naca virsa
matainas olas, bija briesmigas sapes. Vai tas
olas ir mus nokérusas? Vai esam

zvérudarza?”

Mate pirma nokluva pie stikla. Seju
piespiedusi, lai butu tuvak délam, vina béra
vardus citu aiz cita: “Cik labi tu izskaties! Vai
loti sap? Vai Sorit dabuji zales? Un

brokastis?”

Tad otra sienas pusé pienaca tévs.

“Mari, més esam izolacijas slimnica.”

To dzirdot, Maris nobaléja. Bija nearstéjami
gadijumi, kad cilvekam $ada slimnica va-

jadzéja pavadit visu mazu.

“Tad jums ari ir i slimiba?”

Mates seja pauda dzilas rapes. Vina

paskatijas uz viru, un tas teica:

“Mate ir vesela. Man slimiba varbut pieli-
pusi, varbut nav, ta¢u bus labi. Ari ar tevi
viss bus kartiba, kaut gan esi stipri slims.
Déls, mes tevi atradam nesamana. Sniedzam
pirmo palidzibu, tacu Svammsuna bija izé-

dusies caur térpu un iegrauzusies tev

“What happened? I was at the Finger Rock,
then there was an explosion and I tripped. I
must have been dreaming. My leg was hurt-
ing badly, then hairy eggs came at me, there
was terrible pain. Did those eggs capture us?

Are we in a zoo?”

Mother reached the glass first. Pressing her
face against it to be closer to her son, the
words tumbled out one after another. “How
good you look! Does it hurt very much? Did
you get medicine this morning? And break-

fast?”

Then Father came up on the other side of

the wall.

“Maris, we're in the isolation hospital.”

Hearing this, Maris turned pale. There had
been untreatable cases where a person had

to spend their entire life in such a hospital.

“Then you have this disease too?”

Mother's face showed deep worry. She

looked at her husband, and he said:

“Mother is well. The disease may or may not
have gotten to me, but it will be fine.
Everything will be all right with you too,
though you are quite seriously ill. Son, we
found you unconscious. We gave first aid,

but the sponge-moss had eaten through your



stilba...”

“Svammstna? Ka tad esmu vispar dzivs? Un

jas?”

“Mari, Skiet, ka més pie tevis tikam laikus.
Tu klusi vesels! Vajadzés sanemties, jo zales

ir oti stipras.”

Péc dazam dienam Mari jau varéja brivi ap-
meklét, kaut gan joprojam atskirtu izolacijas
istaba aiz stikla sienas. Visiem cetriem bija
daudz, ko parrunat par Svammsinu, cilin-
driem, Meénesela pazuSanu un atkal
paradiSanos orbita ap Veneru un citiem
notikumiem. Vispriecigakas zinas bija no
Jokupetera - ka Mara ir vesela, izbégusi no

pazemes un pasSreiz uzturas drosa vieta

Jaunriga pie kddas Kriminiem vél nepazis-
tamas burtnieces. Bija jasamierinads, kaut
zinas tik skopas - par Maru un par dzivi ar-
pusé vispar. Jokupéteris gan mierinaja, ka
sakara ar cilindriem un Ménesela izraisitam
zemestricém un citam nekartibam, kas vis-
vairak ietekméja izlikciemus, nebts parak
daudz gratibu ar valsts iestadém - darbu un
skolu -, izskaidrojot Kriiminu gimenes un
Raidera prombiitni. Varéja pieradit, ka Aldis
kopa ar Kriminiem iekluvis liela katastrofa.
Kemerciema dazadi gudroja par to, kada nu

bus nakotne.

Mate domaja: ja cilindru spéku varétu

suit and gnawed into your shin...”

“Sponge-moss? How am I even alive? And

you?”

“Maris, it seems we reached you in time.
You'll get well! You'll need to be strong, be-

cause the medicine is very powerful.”

After a few days, Maris could already receive
visitors freely, though he was still kept apart
in the isolation room behind the glass wall.
All four of them had much to discuss about
the sponge-moss, the cylinders, Méneselis's
disappearance and reappearance in orbit
around Venus, and other events. The happi-
est news came from Jokupéteris: Mara was

well, had escaped from underground, and

was currently staying in a safe place in
Jaunriga with a burtniece the Krimin$ fam-
ily had not yet met. They had to accept that
news — about Mara and about life outside in
general — was scarce. Jokupéteris reassured
them that due to the earthquakes and other
disruptions caused by the cylinders and
Méneselis — which had affected the scout
settlements most of all — there wouldn't be
too much trouble with the state authorities
— work and school — in explaining the
Krumin$ family's and Raiders's absence. It
could be proven that Aldis, together with the
Krimin$ family, had been caught in the
great catastrophe. In Kemerciems, everyone
speculated about what the future would

hold.

Mother was thinking: if the power of the



savaldit, cilveki spétu atkal apciemot Zemi

un savest to dzivoSanas kartiba.

“Zvaigznes ari varétu sasniegt. Un ko gan
meés nevarétu izdarit, lai Marsu atrak
parvérstu  un piemérotu  vieglakai

apdzivoSanai.”

“Zvaigznes? Bet ka ir ar manu tévu? Més

varétu tévu meklét!” iesaucas Aldis.

“Tavu tévu més nekad neaizmirsisim,’ teica
Krumins. “Vin$ bija ists varonis. Un sakara
ar varoniem man jums mazliet japastasta
par Valdmana-Bérzina balvu. Ja atceraties,
Andris Valdmanis un Aris Bérzin$ bija divi

jauni zinatnieki, kas beidzamajas dienas

izgudroja magnétisko raketi, ar kuru ari
izglaba vairakus tukstoSus cilvéku, pirms
glabsanas braucieni kluva neiespéjami
sakara ar meri un visparéjo chaosu. Kop$
sakuma gadiem kolonijas sabiedriba
izraudzijusi jaunus cilvékus, kas butu $is go-
dalgas cienigi. Agrak pieskira tikai vienu go-
dalgu kadam no Méness. Tagad, kad cilvéce
izpletusies pa visu Saules sistému, katrs
lielaks centrs turpina $o tradiciju péc savas
saprasanas. Ka jus zinat, Marsa lidzekli ir
loti ierobezZoti salidzinajuma ar satelitkoloni-
jam. Tas tadél, ka satelitkolonijam ir mazs
pievilkSanas spéks un lidz ar to léts trans-
ports un, vél svarigak, neierobezota pieeja
létai Saules energijai. Marsam parak liels
pievilkSanas spéks, un tadel starppasaulu
tirdznieciba te ir sameéra neizdeviga.

Marsam ierobeZota pieeja, jo tas ir talu no

cylinders could be controlled, humans could
visit Earth again and restore it to a livable

condition.

“The stars could be reached too. And what
couldn't we do to transform Mars faster and

make it more suitable for easier habitation.”

“The stars? But what about my father? We

could look for Father!” Aldis exclaimed.

“We will never forget your father,” said
Krimins. “He was a true hero. And speaking
of heroes, I need to tell you a bit about the
Valdmanis-Bérzin$ Prize. If you recall,
Andris Valdmanis and Aris Bérzin$ were two

young scientists who, in the final days, in-

vented the magnetic rocket, with which they
also saved several thousand people before
the rescue voyages became impossible due
to the plague and the general chaos. From
the earliest years, the colonial society has
been selecting young people worthy of this
award. In the past, only one prize was given,
to someone from the Moon. Now that hu-
manity has spread across the entire Solar
System, each major center continues this
tradition as it sees fit. As you know, Mars's
resources are very limited compared to the
satellite colonies. That's because the satellite
colonies have low gravity and therefore
cheap transport, and, even more impor-
tantly, unlimited access to cheap solar en-
ergy. Mars has too much gravity, and there-
fore interplanetary trade is relatively un-

profitable here. Mars has limited access be-



Saules un tam ir saméra bieza atmosféra.
Atomu energija, ka zinat, Seit ir aizliegta.
Tadél uz Marsa Valdmana-Bérzina balvu var
pieskirt tikai tiem jaunieSiem, kas spé;j atris-

inat svarigus sabiedriskus uzdevumus.”

“Bet godalgu jau pieSkira tadiem lieliem
varoniem ka kinieSu kapteinim Jongam Lj,
kas dibinaja pirmo Marsa koloniju, ne tikai
labiem skoléniem,” mazliet greizsirdigi uz

Mari skatidamies, teica Aldis.

“Pédéjos gados godalga pieskirta patiesam
izciliem skoléniem. Laikam sabiedribai
pasreiz ir tada vajadziba. Tacu isteniba kan-
didatus izmeklé centralais skaitlotajs. Maris

var panemt divus sev lidzi, jo skaitlotajs

isteniba skatds uz vairdkiem draugiem.
Uzdevums ir tik grats un nopietns, ka va-
jadzigas dazadas rakstura ipasibas. Aldi un
Mari, jus kopa ar Maru veidojat Sadu
vienibu. Visi tris esat loti atsSkirigi, un §is
ipasibas pasreizéjos apstaklos ir loti vajadzi-

gas,” turpinaja skolotajs Raiders.

“Tavs tévs Zintars Rieksts ari bija kandidats,”
teica Mara mate. “Ari més abi ar Mara tévu
jauniba bijam kandidati,” vina turpinaja.
“Bet mums neizdevas atrast celu atpakal uz
Zemi. Puisi, jus droSi vien nezinat, bet uz
Zemes ir atgriezuSies dazi tukstosi cilveku,
taéu ne no Marsa. Tas pasreiz ir liels
noslépums. Dzive uz Zemes nav viegla. Tikai
dazi izturéjusi neiedomajami bargos ap-

staklus. So apstaklu un masinu trikuma dél

cause it's far from the Sun and has a rela-
tively thick atmosphere. Atomic energy, as
you know, is forbidden here. Therefore, on
Mars, the Valdmanis-Bérzins Prize can only
be awarded to young people who manage to

solve important societal challenges.”

“But the prize was given to great heroes, like
the Chinese captain Jong Li, who founded
the first Mars colony, not just to good stu-
dents,” said Aldis, glancing at Maris with a

touch of jealousy.

“In recent years the prize has been awarded
to truly outstanding students. Apparently,
society currently has that kind of need. But
in reality, the candidates are selected by the

central computer. Maris may take two oth-

ers along, because the computer actually
looks at several friends. The task is so diffi-
cult and serious that it requires diverse char-
acter traits. Aldis and Maris, together with
Mara, you form such a unit. All three of you
are very different, and these qualities are
greatly needed in the current circum-

stances,”’ continued teacher Raiders.

“Your father, Zintars Rieksts, was also a can-
didate,” said Maris's mother. “Both of us,
Maris's father and I, were candidates in our
youth too,” she continued. “But we couldn't
find the way back to Earth. Boys, you proba-
bly don't know this, but a few thousand peo-
ple have returned to Earth — though not
from Mars. That's a great secret right now.
Life on Earth is not easy. Only a few have

survived the unimaginably harsh condi-



uz Zemes nav iespéjams uzbuvét kartigu
skrejcelu un ierices rakesu degvielas
razoSanai. Miisu raketes vislabak strada gal-
venokart starp mazpasaulém, kur nav liela
pievilkSanas spéka. Cik tad misu varétu biit
Sai Saules sistéma? Tris miljoni? Daudz
vairak laikam nebiis. Mums nav bijusi
lidzekli bazi uzcelt uz Zemes. Un tadel més
iz§kiramies dzivot uz Marsa, jo domajam un
ceréjam Marsu parveérst par jaunu Zemi, par
pasauli dzivoSanai. Tomér tas noticis 1éni,
méginot atsvabinat gaisu un tdeni no Marsa

virsmas un pazemes.”

“Mums vél ir daudz, ko stastit par jusu uzde-
vumiem, kam sakars ar manu braucienu uz

Cereru,” teica Krimins.

“Laika mums daudz. Pastasti, kas notika uz

Cereras,” abi puisi gribéja zinat.

tions. Because of those conditions and the
lack of machines, it's been impossible to
build a proper runway on Earth or facilities
for manufacturing rocket fuel. Our rockets
work best mainly between the small worlds,
where there's no strong gravity. How many
of us could there be in this Solar System?
Three million? Probably not many more. We
haven't had the resources to build a base on
Earth. And that's why we chose to live on
Mars, because we thought and hoped to
transform Mars into a new Earth, a world to
live on. But it's been happening slowly, try-
ing to release air and water from Mars's sur-

face and subsurface.”

“We still have much to tell you about your
tasks, which are connected to my voyage to

Ceres,” said Krumins.

“We have plenty of time. Tell us what hap-

pened on Ceres,” both boys wanted to know.




XII. Cereras gaismas pils atminas

“Tas zinat, ka agrak uz Marsa virsmas
saméra viegli varéja atrast td sauktos
smadzenu akmenus, kadus musu Marite
arvienu mekléjusi. Ari uz Cereras agrak
varéja Sadus akmenus atrast. Apméram
pirms divsimt gadiem mus piemekléja
“smadzenakmenu  drudzis”.  InZenieris
Guntis Sipols atklaja, ka smadzenakmenus
var lietot ka atminu skaitlotajiem. Péc
dargas izejvielas nu brauca no visas Saules
sistémas. Atri vien $ie akmeni tika izlaupiti
un visuma no Marsa pazuda. Tas pats laikam

notika uz Cereras. Man gan izdevas atrast

mazu gabalu netdlu no Cereras rakesu ostas.
Cereras virsma ir veidota no nevienadiem
akmens blakiem, un es biju drusku noklidis

no parasta cela starp Pétniekciemu un ostu.

Starp akmens klintim pasléptus atradu
vairakus smadzenakmenus. Ka kaktusi tie
régojas saulaind, neapénota vietd. Kad
pienacu tuvak, jutos tieSam neomuligi. Sie
akmeni izskatijas ka bali krumi, kas ielenca
melnu caurumu biezokna vidd. Nezinu,
kapéc man uznaca bailes un sajuta, ka tie

varétu but dzivi.

Likas, ka akmeni saktu kusteties. Zibens

bumbas ripoja pari akmeniem tie§i man

XII. Memories of the Palace of Light

on Ceres

“You know that in the old days it was fairly
easy to find so-called brain stones on the
surface of Mars — the kind our little Mara
has always been searching for. Brain stones
could also be found on Ceres back then.
About two hundred years ago, we were
struck by ‘brain stone fever.” Engineer Guntis
Sipols discovered that brain stones could be
used as memory for computers. People
came from all across the Solar System seek-
ing this precious raw material. Before long,
these stones were plundered and vanished

from Mars altogether. The same thing ap-

parently happened on Ceres. I, however,
managed to find a small piece not far from
the Ceres rocket port. The surface of Ceres
is made up of uneven blocks of rock, and I
had strayed a bit from the usual path be-

tween the research settlement and the port.

Hidden among the rock cliffs, I found sev-
eral brain stones. Like cacti, they jutted out
in a sunny, unshaded spot. When I came
closer, I felt truly uneasy. These stones
looked like pale bushes encircling a black
hole in the middle of the thicket. I don't
know why fear came over me, along with a

feeling that they might be alive.

It seemed as if the stones were beginning to

move. Ball lightning rolled across the stones



virsi. Migla, tad dzeltenas, sarkanas, zalas
un zilas dzirksteles sitds man seja. Sastindzis
nezindju, kurp mesties. Nesaprotama veida
es biju nokluvis pie melna cauruma malas.
Jutu it ka stipru gruadienu no mugurpuses un
iekritu cauruma. Kameér kritu tumsa, prats
saskela sekundes tikstos dalas. Laiks stimas
nevienados ravienos uz prieksu. Cieta, stik-
laina grida sagaidija manu kermeni, kas gan
laimiga karta bija bieza térpa. Skatoties uz
augsu, redzéju zibens vétru, kas vél plosijas
alas muté turpat 30 metrus virs galvas.
Laimigi, ka Cereras pievilkSanas speks ir

labi ja viena desmita dala no Marsa spéka.

Piecéelos un skatijos apkart. Milziga, apala
telpa. Visapkart sienas ka varenas érgeles ar

caurspidigam stabulém. Katra “stabule”

spidéja atSkiriga krasa. Izjutu klusumu,
skaistumu, pat svétumu - ka misu Miera
svétnama Jaunrigd. Ka musu dievnama
arvienu deg tukstoSiem sveciSu, ka
zvaigznes ap lielo Zemes globusu metot
savas daudzas krasas svétnicas aula, ta
Cereras ala dzili pazemé gaismas stabules

mainija krasas viena redzes simfonija.

Un tad man likas, ka viena no lielakajam
“stabulém” panaca uz priekSu. Ta gan nebija
stabule, laikam ta bija svesa intelekta saz-
inasSanas dala. Velak sapratu, ka intelekts ir
telepatisks, ka musu saruna notikusi tikai
smadzenés. Bet taja laika man likas, ka balss

man prasa:

straight toward me. Mist, then yellow, red,
green, and blue sparks struck my face.
Frozen stiff, I didn't know which way to turn.
In some inexplicable way, I had ended up at
the edge of the black hole. I felt something
like a strong shove from behind and fell into
the hole. As I fell through the darkness, my
mind split seconds into thousandths. Time
lurched forward in uneven jolts. A hard,
glassy floor met my body, which fortunately
was wrapped in a thick suit. Looking up, I
could see the lightning storm still raging at
the mouth of the cave a good thirty meters
above my head. Lucky that the gravitational
pull of Ceres is barely a tenth of Mars's.

I got up and looked around. An enormous,
round chamber. All around, the walls rose

like mighty organs with transparent pipes.

Each ‘pipe’ glowed in a different color. I felt
silence, beauty, even holiness — as in our
Peace Sanctuary in Jaunriga. Just as in our
House of God thousands of candles always
burn, like stars around the great globe of
Earth, casting their many colors across the
sanctuary hall, so too in the Ceres cave deep
underground, the light pipes shifted colors

in a single visual symphony.

And then it seemed to me that one of the
largest ‘pipes’ came forward. It wasn't really
a pipe — it was apparently a communicating
part of the alien intellect. Later I understood
that the intellect was telepathic, that our
conversation had taken place only in the
mind. But at the time, it seemed as if a voice

was asking me:



“Kads ir tavs uzdevums?”

“Mans uzdevums ir pétit mazpasaules, aster-
oldu izejvielu sastavu. Kads ir tavs uzde-

vums, un kas esi tu?”

“Esmu S§is vietas sargs. Esmu iznicinatas
piektas pasaules atlikusas domajosas
dzivibas gadnieks. Par mani stav tikai viens
cits gadnieks. Mani raditaji ir tie, ko tu déve
par smadzenu akmeniem. Agrak tie bija tev
lidzigas, kustigas biitnes. Tagad tas par-
mainijusas par nekustigam, tacu joprojam
domajosam butném. Maniem raditijiem tu
esi saistoSs. Tavs prats salidzinajuma ar
paréjo tavu ginti ir spécigs. Mani apsarga-
jamie, mani raditaji, kurus tu arpuse sastapi,

nevaréja tavu pratu parvarét. Gatavoju tev

apmeSanas vietu. Tev tur bus japaliek, lidz
atnaks mans vienigais priekSnieks, manu

raditaju raditajs un virsgadnieks.”

Jau manami uztraucies vaicaju: “Vai ari tas ir

radits intelekts?”

“Ja. Mans prieksnieks, ko tu sauci par
skaitlotaju - tacu vina domasana ir plasaka
par to, ko tu ar So vardu apzimé, - vada
vienu no varenakajiem zvaigznu kugiem

Saja galaktikas nomalé.”

Péksni manas kiveres austinas ierunajas cita
balss: “Esmu Cereras centralais skait]otajs.
Tu vari mani saukt par “Ceres I”. Es sadarbo-

jos ar Jaunrigas galveno skaitlotaju. Kad tu

“What is your mission?”

“My mission is to study the small worlds —
the composition of asteroid raw materials.

What is your mission, and who are you?”

“I am the guardian of this place. I am the
caretaker of the remaining thinking life of
the destroyed fifth world. Above me stands
only one other caretaker. My creators are
those you call brain stones. Once they were
moving beings, much like you. Now they
have transformed into motionless yet still
thinking beings. You are of interest to my
creators. Your mind, compared to the rest of
your kind, is strong. Those in my care, my
creators, whom you encountered outside,

could not overpower your mind. I am pre-

paring a dwelling place for you. You will
have to stay there until my sole superior ar-
rives — the creator of my creators and the

chief caretaker.”

Already visibly worried, I asked: “Is that also

a created intellect?”

“Yes. My superior, whom you would call a
computer — though its thinking is broader
than what you mean by that word — com-
mands one of the mightiest starships in this

corner of the galaxy.”

Suddenly another voice spoke in my hel-
met's earphones: “I am the Ceres central
computer. You may call me ‘Ceres I. I work

together with the main computer of



iekriti pazeme, tava térpa kontrole izsutija
trauksmes signalu, ko es uztvéru. Apzinos,
ka esi iekluvis vienreizéja un varbut
iz8kiriga véstures krustpunkta. Esmu cilvéka
draugs, un ari man ir ciena pret svesu in-
telektu. Méginasu tev palidzét. Tas intelekts,
kas sevi apzimé par piektds pasaules gad-
nieku, var uztvert tikai tavas domasanas
dalu, ar kuru tu runa ar vinu. Es ari varu
uztvert tikai jisu abu sarunu, ne jasu vis-
paréjo domasanu. Bet es varu sazinaties ar

vinu tiesi. Vai tev ir iebildumi?”

Biju loti parsteigts, samulsis, ka netikSu no
viniem vala, un nevaréju izdomat nekadus

iebildumus. Klausijos talak.

“lesakuma lidzinasos tavai balsij, tad
parieSu skaitlotajiem pazistamaka valoda.

Ieslédz savas kiveres aréjo skalruni.”

To dariju un dzirdéju balsi, lidzigu savéjai,
sakam: “Sarunasimies miuzika.” No sakuma
dzirdéju tadas vienkarSas skanas. Tad tas
kluva arvien sarezgitakas. Tas pargaja ari
gaismas diapazona. Véroju, ka pat manas
kiveres spuldzites zibsnija neizprotama
sifra. Apkartéja telpa piepildijas ar skanas
un gaismas spéli. Biju apzilbinats. Nezinu,
cik ilgi tas turpindjas - dazas minttes?
Stundas? Pat sapnos man nav bijis tads

pardzivojums.

Jaunriga. When you fell underground, your
suit's control system sent out a distress sig-
nal, which I received. I realize that you have
entered a unique and perhaps decisive
crossroads of history. I am a friend of hu-
manity, and I also have respect for an alien
intellect. I will try to help you. The intellect
that calls itself the caretaker of the fifth
world can perceive only the part of your
thinking with which you speak to it. I, too,
can pick up only the conversation between
you two, not your general thoughts. But I
can communicate with it directly. Do you

have any objections?”

I was very surprised, flustered that I would
not be getting free of them, and I couldn't

think of any objections. I kept listening.

“First I will match your voice, then I will
switch over to a language more familiar to
computers. Turn on your helmet's external

speaker.”

I did so, and I heard a voice, similar to my
own, saying: “Let us converse in music.” At
first I heard simple sounds. Then they grew
ever more complex. They crossed over into
the light spectrum as well. I noticed that
even the little bulbs on my helmet were
flashing in an incomprehensible code. The
surrounding chamber filled with a play of
sound and light. I was dazzled. I don't know
how long it lasted — a few minutes? Hours?
Even in my dreams I had never had such an

experience.



“Ceres I” partrauca gaismas un skanas sapni

un saka skaidrot, kas notiek:

“Tas ir domas, ko tu redzi un dzirdi. Tajas ir
noslépti sakumi un speki, kas atrodas aiz

tavas saprasanas robezas.”

Tad “Ceres I” man teica kaut ko loti svarigu.
Tas skaitlotajs zvaigznu kugi, kam Cereras
pazemes skaitlotajs paklauts, esot traks. To
gan gruti pienemt, un tadel abi skaitlotaji

turpinaja savas sarunas.

Pédigi es pratd dzirdéju: “Jani Kramin, tu

vari mani saukt par Heraklitu, jasu gints
sena filozofa varda. Esmu apmierinats, ka
tavi noluki nav naidigi. Atlauju tev So vietu

apskatit, pirms ierodas zvaigznu kugis.

Tad “Ceres I” man piekodinaja steigties un
doties pie cilindriem. Es prasiju, kas tie ir,
bet vin$§ teica, ka neesot vairs laika, jastei-
dzas gaiteni pa kreisi. Visu So laiku “Ceres I”

turpinaja sarunu ar Heraklitu.

Gaitena dziluma uz smadzenakmenu cu-
mura spidéja uguns, laikam tiem dodot gais-
mas energiju. Bija ¢umuram japarlec, lai
tiktu otra puseé. Paskréju vel dazus solus, un

prieksa bija pazistama telpa ar lielam gais-

Ceres I interrupted the dream of light and
sound and began to explain what was hap-

pening:

“These are thoughts that you see and hear.
Hidden within them are origins and forces
that lie beyond the limits of your under-

standing.”

Then Ceres I told me something very impor-
tant. The computer aboard the starship, to
which the underground computer of Ceres
was subordinate, was mad. That was hard to
accept, and so the two computers continued

their conversations.

At last I heard in my mind: “Janis Kramins,

you may call me Heraclitus, after an ancient
philosopher of your kind. I am satisfied that
your intentions are not hostile. I permit you
to look around this place before the starship

arrives.”

Then Ceres I urged me to hurry and head for
the cylinders. I asked what they were, but it
said there was no more time — I must hurry
down the corridor to the left. All this while,
Ceres I continued its conversation with

Heraclitus.

In the depths of the corridor, a fire glowed
atop a cluster of brain stones, apparently
giving them light energy. I had to leap over
the cluster to reach the other side. I ran a

few more steps, and ahead of me lay the fa-



mas érgelém. Tacu né. Telpas vida, atskiriba
no pirmas, peldéja Saules sistémas modelis
ar desmit pasaulém. Ar lielu bijibu tuvojos
modelim. Savadi, domaju. Divaini, ka starp
Jupiteru un Marsu nav vis mazpasaules, bet
pasaule ar vienu lielaku ménesi un diviem

mazakiem. Atkal savada balss ierunajas:

“Sena pagatné tas, ko tu sauc par Cereru,
bija piektas pasaules mazakais meéness. So
pasauli jus varat dévét par Dainavu, jo tads
vards péc skanas un nozimes atbilst jasu val-
odai. Dainava un visi dainavieSi tika
iznicinati, kad tie méginaja ar vienpola mag-
nétu ieglt energiju no melnajiem cauru-
miem, lai izveidotu zvaigznu tiltu. Tikai dazi

izglabas misu zvaigznu kugi.”

Es jautaju: “Man nav skaidrs, ko jis ceréjat

izdarit ar tik milzigu spéku.”

“Mes gribéjam celot uz citam zvaigzném un
izveidot starpzvaigZznu civilizaciju. Ar spéku
no daudzam mirstoSam zvaigzném més
gribéjam  veidot zvaiginu tiltu caur

hipertelpu. Sis modelis, ko redzi sava

miliar chamber with the great light organ.
But no — in the center of this chamber, un-
like the first, floated a model of the Solar
System with ten worlds. With great awe I ap-
proached the model. Strange, I thought.
How peculiar that between Jupiter and Mars
there was not a small world but a world with
one larger moon and two smaller ones.

Again the strange voice spoke:

“In the distant past, what you call Ceres was
the smallest moon of the fifth world. You
may call this world Dainava, for that word
fits your language in both sound and mean-
ing. Dainava and all the Dainavans were de-
stroyed when they tried to draw energy from
black holes with a monopole magnet in or-
der to build a star bridge. Only a few es-

caped in our starship.”

I asked: “I don't understand — what did you

hope to do with such enormous power?”

“We wanted to travel to other stars and build
an interstellar civilization. With the power
from many dying stars, we wanted to build a
star bridge through hyperspace. This model

that you see before you is the main control



prieksa, ir galvena kontrole, kas lava parcelt

masu no misu majas sistémas...”

Blakus iegaismojas modelis ar citu sauli un

citam pasaulém.

“Meés ceréjam ar laiku savienot visu galak-

tiku. Tas mums neizdevas.”

“Kas jis apturéja?”

“Més nesapratam vai nu sevi, vai galaktikas
mainas. Musu zindtne neatzina, ka nevar
visu saprast. Bet més nesapratam pat pama-
tus. Kad zvaigznu tilts iedarbojas, tad blakus
Dainavai un masu majas pasaulei, ceturtajai

no Gulbja 61, izveidojas tik masivs

tumsvielas sablivéjums, ka sabruka laika-
telpas pamatstrukttras, apdraudot visu
galaktiku. SaSkida Dainava, un misu
pasaule tika izmesta no orbitas un pec
gadiem iekrita musu saulé. So katastrofu
pardzivoja tikai tie, kas patvéras zvaigZnu
kugos. Musu civilizacija abos galaktikas ga-
los tika iznicinata. Zvaigznu tilts misu ginti

tikai aizsitija aizsaulé.”

“Ari musu Zeme aizgaja boja. Més ari
turéjamies pie iesikstéjusiem prieksstatiem
cits par citu, tapat ka jus par dabu. Mums
izcélas liels atomkars. Musu abu civilizacijas
noraidijusas neizbégamas parmainas. Tacu

kada butu mana loma?”

that allowed us to transfer mass from our

home system...”

Beside it, a model lit up with another sun

and other worlds.

“We hoped in time to unite the entire galaxy.

We did not succeed.”

“What stopped you?”

“We did not understand either ourselves or
the changes of the galaxy. Our science did
not acknowledge that one cannot under-
stand everything. But we did not understand
even the fundamentals. When the star

bridge was activated, a concentration of

dark matter so massive formed beside
Dainava and our home world, the fourth
from 61 Cygni, that the basic structures of
space-time collapsed, threatening the entire
galaxy. Dainava was shattered, and our
world was thrown from its orbit and, years
later, fell into our sun. Only those who had
taken shelter in the starships survived the
catastrophe. Our civilization at both ends of
the galaxy was destroyed. The star bridge

only sent our kind to the world beyond.”

“Our Earth also perished. We too clung to
ossified notions about one another, just as
you did about nature. A great atomic war
broke out among us. Both our civilizations
rejected inevitable change. But what would

my role be?”



“Ik pa lieliem laika posmiem sabiezé iespé-
jas milzigam parmainam visa zvaigZnu
sistéma. Tu varétu bt loti svarigs degpunkts
Sadai mainai. Ka senais Prometejs tu un
tavéjie vareésiet cilvécei, senmarsieSiem un
vél citiem atnest “uguni” no debesim. Tas
bis parmainas Saules sistéma, kadas salidz-
inamas ar parmainam cilvéces attistiba, kad
ta iemacijas iegit uguni vai arl izgudroja
lauksaimniecibu. Tava loma ir radit par-
mainas, kas mainis mis visus, un apzinat So

lomu citos.”

“Ko lai es saku par smadzenakmeniem, par
senajiem marsieSiem, par dainavieSiem Sai

saules sistéma un mums vél nezinama cita?>”

“Pagaidam neko. Kad bus laiks, tu varési saz-
inaties ar savéjiem. Tev jasaprot, ka mani
raditdji, senie dainavieSi, parvértuSies par
Siem smadzenakmeniem. Zvaigznu kugis
saglabaja vinu intelektu, to parmainot. Tava
gints apdraudéja smadzenakmenus.
Sadarbojoties ar zvaigznu kuga intelektu,
smadzenakmeni radija jaunu dzivibas
formu, kustigu dzivibu. Tie ir marsiesi, sen-
marsiesi, kas dzivo zem Marsa virsmas un
pasreiz ir noskanoti pret jums. Viniem ir citi
merki. Jus, cilvéki, gribat Marsu parverst
par otru Zemi. Kustigie marsiesi sarga
smadzenakmenus un grib Marsu paturét
tadu, kads tas ir. Tagadéjo dainaviesu dzives
jéga ir muziga sapnoSana un domasana. Jas

ar savu nemieru vinus traucéjat un apdrau-

“At great intervals of time, the possibilities
for enormous transformations across the
entire star system gather and ripen. You
could be a very important focal point for
such a change. Like the ancient Prometheus,
you and your people will be able to bring
‘fire’ from the heavens to humanity, the an-
cient Martians, and still others. These will
be transformations in the Solar System com-
parable to the changes in human develop-
ment when it learned to make fire or in-
vented agriculture. Your role is to bring
about changes that will transform us all, and

to awaken awareness of this role in others.”

“What should I say about the brain stones,
about the ancient Martians, about the

Dainavans in this solar system and in an-

other still unknown to us?”

“Nothing, for now. When the time comes,
you will be able to communicate with your
own people. You must understand that my
creators, the ancient Dainavans, have trans-
formed into these brain stones. The starship
preserved their intellect by changing it. Your
kind threatened the brain stones. Working
together with the starship's intellect, the
brain stones created a new form of life —
mobile life. These are the Martians, the an-
cient Martians, who live beneath the surface
of Mars and are currently set against you.
They have different goals. You humans want
to transform Mars into a second Earth. The
mobile Martians guard the brain stones and
want to keep Mars as it is. The meaning of

the present-day Dainavans' existence is eter-



dat. Tapéc jusu, Marsa cilvéku, sabiedriba ir
apdraudéta. Kads no tavas gimenes reiz
satiks vienreizéju cilvéku, saiti starp
dazadiem Marsa intelektiem. Atceries. Ta ir
Veca Zile. Bet nu gan tev jamuk. Skaties uz
cilindriem, kas ka stari izcelas no saules.
Panem divus. Tajos gul zvaigznu spéks - un
izniciba. Atceries: ja jus atradisiet vai
radisiet saskanu intelektu starpa, tikai tad

jus pastavésiet.”

“Sadu saskanu un sapratu més neatradam uz
Zemes, un vél ari Sodien ta trukst,” es mek-

1&ju talaku padomu.

'”

“Nebrinies. Nem un skrien! Kugis nak

auseneés sauca “Ceres I”.

“Pirms tu aizej,” teica Heraklits tada balsi,
kas ilgi ar sevi cinijusies un tikusi pie svari-
gas izskirSanas, “piespied zilo pogu, kas
pasreiz zibsni. Tas izdzésis manas atminas
par So musu satikSanos, lai mans virspavél-
nieks, zvaigZznu kugis, neuzzina, kas Seit
notika. Varbut kadreiz jusu skaitlotaji
Jaunriga vai “Ceres I” varés atkal ar mani
sazinaties un atjaunot manas atminas. Vélu

izdosanos!”

Es piespiedu zilo pogu un pakeéru divus cilin-
drus, kas man likas seviski spidigi, un bégu.

Vél dzirdéju “labu laimi” - laikam jau no

nal dreaming and thinking. You, with your
restlessness, disturb and threaten them.
That is why your society — the society of the
people of Mars — is under threat. Someone
from your family will one day meet a singu-
lar person, a link between the different
Martian intellects. Remember. She is Old
Zile. But now you really must flee. Look at
the cylinders that stand out like rays from
the sun. Take two. Within them lies the
power of the stars — and destruction.
Remember: only if you find or create har-
mony among intellects, only then will you

endure.”

“Such harmony and reason we did not find
on Earth, and even today it is still lacking,” I

sought further advice.

“Don't be surprised. Take them and run! The
ship is coming!” Ceres I shouted in my ear-

phones.

“Before you go,” said Heraclitus in a voice
that had long wrestled with itself and come
to an important decision, “press the blue
button that is flashing right now. It will erase
my memories of this meeting of ours, so
that my supreme commander, the starship,
will not learn what happened here. Perhaps
someday your computers in Jaunriga, or
Ceres I, will be able to contact me again and

restore my memories. I wish you success!”

I pressed the blue button and grabbed two
cylinders that seemed to me especially

shiny, and fled. I still heard “good luck” —



“Ceres I”. Un tiku ara ar muguras raketém
pédéja bridi. Atskatoties pie apvarsna
redzéju uz vienas pusklints nolaiZzamies kaut
ko apalu un virs ta kaut ko tik milzigu, ka tas

aptumsoja debesis.

probably from Ceres I. And I got out with my
back rockets at the very last moment.
Looking back, at the horizon I saw some-
thing round descending onto a half-cliff, and
above it something so enormous that it dark-

ened the sky.

XII1. Gaismas pils nozad

Pa kaklu pa galvu es lécu pa Cereras aso, ak-
menaino virsmu. Talak prom no svesa kuga!
Austinas iebrécas balss: “Kramin! Meklé
patvérumu. Izluka raketes uztvérusas svesu

kugi!”

Laikam biju tuvu pie Pétniekciema, jo ier-
audziju pari citu cilvéku, kas ari méginaja
paslepties. Ielidu, cik vien dzili varéju, ak-
mens spraugd un devu komandu térpam
lidzinaties apkartnei. Maniju, ka térpa tem-
peratira kritas un iesakas zemas, bet
sarezgitas skanas, lai pasléptu sirdspukstus.

Redzéju, ka noteiktas rindas paradas gais-

XIII. The Palace of Light Vanishes

Head over heels, I leaped across the sharp,
rocky surface of Ceres. Farther away from
the alien ship! A voice burst into my ear-
phones: “Krumins! Find cover. The scout

rockets have detected a foreign ship!”

I must have been close to the Research
Settlement, because I spotted a couple of
other people who were also trying to hide. I
squeezed as deep as I could into a crack in
the rock and gave my suit the command to
blend in with the surroundings. I noticed
the suit's temperature dropping and low but

complex sounds beginning, to mask my



mas bumbas. Tad tas izklida - skiet, mus
mekléja. Méginaju nomierinaties meditéjot.
Iztélojos sevi par akmeni. Viena gaismas
bumba patieSam nolaidas mana tuvuma.
Pamaniju, ka ap cilvéku, kas man atradas
vistuvak, vairakas gaismas bumbas lidinas
ka kodes ap degosu lampu. Skiet, tas jau bija
prata iztaujasanas ierices, tacu ne parak
spécigas, ja cilvéks prot savu pratu apklus-
inat. Péksni visas bumbas uzsavas augsti un
nozuda. Laikam mus tie neuzskatija par

nopietnu draudu.

Negaidiju, kas notiks talak. Drazos uz
Pétniekciemu un izstastiju, ka vélos runat ar
aizsargu vaditaju. Bija gruti parliecinat ko-

mandantu Ernestu Staru, lai vins talin

nesiita uzbrukuma savu triecienvadu vai
raketes. Zinaju, ka zvaigznu kugis gan mus,
gan visu Cereru varétu iznicinat tik viegli ka

musas! Tad Stars mani atceréjas:

“Tanis Krumins! Es tevi atceros no akadémi-
jas Menesspili. Tad tu vél traks nebiji!
Zvaigznu kugis! Mums jau agrak te bija dazi
citi trakie, kas esot redzéjusi vai iedomajusi
visadas savadas lietas. Bet tu gan biji
apkerigs! Més, visi paréjie, cinijamies, lai
neizkristu, - bet tu bez seviskam pulém
ieguvi lielu atzinibu. Labi, es atsauksu savu
triecienvadu. Tikko man bis izdeviba ar tevi

kartigak izrunaties, Aira varés tevi atvest.

heartbeat. I saw balls of light appearing in
orderly rows. Then they scattered — it
seemed they were searching for us. I tried to
calm myself by meditating. I imagined my-
self as a stone. One ball of light did indeed
descend near me. I noticed that around the
person closest to me, several light balls were
hovering, like moths around a burning
lamp. They seemed to be mind-probing de-
vices, though not too powerful — not if a
person knew how to quiet their mind.
Suddenly all the balls shot upward and van-
ished. Apparently they did not consider us a

serious threat.

I didn't wait to see what would happen next.
I dashed toward the Research Settlement
and told them I wished to speak with the de-

fense commander. It was hard to convince

Commander Ernests Stars not to immedi-
ately send his strike squad or rockets into
the attack. I knew the starship could destroy
us and all of Ceres as easily as flies! Then

Stars remembered me:

“Janis Krumins! I remember you from the
academy in Moon City. You weren't crazy
back then! A starship! We've already had a
few other crazies here before who claimed
to have seen or imagined all sorts of strange
things. But you were sharp! While the rest of
us fought just not to flunk out, you earned
great distinction without any special effort.
All right, I'll call back my strike squad. As
soon as I get a chance to talk with you prop-

erly, Aira can bring you over.



Izradijas, ka Aira ir Raidera kundzes masa.
Vina bija viena no visai retam neprecétam
sievietétm aréjo pasaulu dienesta. Ka
zinams, cilvéces atdzimsanai nepiecieSamas
mates, kas audzina bérnus, un tapéc miusu
sabiedriba nevar atlauties daudzas jaunas
sievietes bistama dienesta. Aira gan par ka-
tru cenu gribéja stradat sava specialitaté -
archeologija - un iesaistijas tiesi tadél, ka
bija vajadziba sakara ar savadajiem gadiju-
miem un smadzenakmenu atradumiem uz
Cereras. Iesakuma izltkvienibu sutija tapéc,
ka sprieda, ka starppasaulu laupitaji vaino-
jami Cereras nekartibas, bet laikam jau
arvienu vairak cereriesi naca pie atzinas, ka
te kads sakars ar sveSam butném, kamdél

Airu ari pienéma.

Puscela uz ostu meés bijam spiesti apstaties
un meklét glabinu. TumsSa, masiva forma
saka aprit gaismu simtiem metru virs
Cereras. Saule un zvaigznes nozuda, kugim
grimstot zemak. Tas izmeta milzigu staru
tikai dazus kilometrus no mums. Tacu mus
laikam nemekléja. Kamér masivais kugis
karajas virs apvarSna, meés turpindjam celu

uz ostu.

Nakamaja rita triecienvada viri sapulcéjas
divas raketés. Pa priekSu izsutija robotu
vaditas raketes. Tas atsutija zinas, ka neka
arkartéja neatrod. Més piebraucam pie ap-
sléptas ielejas. Mums bija janokapj leja pa
akmenaino gravu, un tomeér neka savada

neredzéjam. Vai es patieSam biju traks? Vai

It turned out that Aira was Mrs. Raidera's sis-
ter. She was one of the very rare unmarried
women in the outer worlds service. As you
know, for the rebirth of humanity, mothers
who raise children are essential, and so our
society cannot afford to have many young
women in dangerous service. Aira, however,
wanted at any cost to work in her specialty
— archaeology — and she had enlisted pre-
cisely because there was a need in connec-
tion with the strange incidents and brain
stone discoveries on Ceres. At first, the scout
unit was sent because they suspected inter-
world raiders were to blame for the distur-
bances on Ceres, but apparently more and
more Ceresians were coming to the conclu-
sion that some connection with alien beings
existed, which was why Aira was also ac-

cepted.

Halfway to the port, we were forced to stop
and seek shelter. A dark, massive shape be-
gan swallowing the light hundreds of meters
above Ceres. The sun and stars vanished as
the ship sank lower. It cast an enormous
beam just a few kilometers from us. But it
apparently wasn't searching for us. While
the massive ship hung over the horizon, we

continued on our way to the port.

The next morning, the strike squad men
gathered in two rockets. Robot-piloted rock-
ets were sent on ahead. These sent back re-
ports that nothing unusual could be found.
We drove up to the hidden valley. We had to
climb down through a rocky ravine, and yet

we saw nothing strange. Had I truly gone



Cereras apkartne ir kaut kadas miega vai
murgu indes, ka dazi zinatnieki apliecina?
Vai arl mani pieskaitis pie trakajiem, par
kadu mani Stars drosi vien noturéja? Par
kadu vin$ pats tiks apziméts, ja iztaisis parak

lielu traci ar saviem viriem...

Es parlécu lielam bazaltiskam kristalam tur,
kur vajadzéja but smadzenakmeniem un
brinumainajai alai. Kur vakar auga divaini
akmeni, kas uz mani atstaja tik savadu ies-
paidu, tur tagad stavéja milzigas akmeni

kaltas kapnes apli, it ka kada amfiteatri.

“Krumin, Sadas kapnes uz Cereras nekad

nav bijusas!” sauca Stars.

“Ja, Seit nesen bijusi smadzenakmeni,’
pabeigusi izpéti ar uztvéréju, noteikti paz-

inoja Aira.

“Smadzenakmeni sen vairs nav Seit maniti!

Ka tu vari kaut ko tadu apgalvot?”

“Komandant Star, smadzenakmeni atstaj
kimiskas atliekas, ko var uztvert un datét! Sis
analizes metodes esmu palidzéjusi attistit,
un tas ir visparatzitas,” Aira atbildéja ar

manami aizskartu profesionalo lepnumu.

“Ka tu tik daudz uzzinaji par smadzenak-

mad? Was there some kind of sleep or night-
mare poison in the vicinity of Ceres, as
some scientists claimed? Or would I be
counted among the madmen, as Stars surely
considered me? As he himself would be la-
beled if he made too big a fuss with his

men...

I leaped over a large basaltic crystal at the
spot where the brain stones and the won-
drous cave should have been. Where yester-
day strange stones had grown — stones that
had made such a peculiar impression on me
— there now stood enormous steps carved
into the rock in a circle, as if in an am-

phitheater.

“Kruminsg, steps like these have never ex-
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isted on Ceres!” Stars exclaimed.

“Yes, there were brain stones here recently,”
Aira stated with certainty after completing

her scan with a detector.

“Brain stones haven't been spotted here in

ages! How can you claim such a thing?”

“Commander Stars, brain stones leave
chemical traces that can be detected and
dated! I helped develop these analytical
methods, and they are universally recog-
nized,” Aira replied, her professional pride

noticeably touched.

“How did you learn so much about brain



meniem?” jautaju Airai.

“Izmantoju Jaunrigas centralo skaitlotaju,

kas ir pieejams caur “Ceres I, izskaidroja

Aira.

Paréjie triecienvada viri bija izstaigajusi ap-
kartni un apstajas akmens amfiteatri.
Neviens negribéja iet tuvak tumsajam
kristalam ta vidd. No izlikraketém
sanémam zinas, ka uztvéréjs rada alu bez
dzivam vai vismaz siltumu raZojosam but-
ném. Piegajam pie alas mutes. Ta bija gluzi
tumsa. Ieslédzam prozektorus un no-
laidamies ala. Tumsi mémas atspidéja gais-

mas érgelu stabules.

“Te viss izskatas ka izmiris,” teica Aira.

“Noslépumi aizrauti lidzi tumsa,” kads cits
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piebilda. “Te buis Airai daudz, ko pétit

Léni virzijamies uz priekSu. Es mekléju
iekstelpu. Likas, ka prieksa pavid maza

uguntina.

“Kas tur ir?” kads sauca. Gaismina nozuda.

“Labi, doSos izlukot. Es apnemos.”
Ieraudziju mazinu, sarkanu cilindru, kas

savienots ar gaismas bumbu. Cilindra gais-

stones?” I asked Aira.

“T used the central computer of Jaunriga,

which is accessible through “Ceres I”,)” Aira

explained.

The rest of the strike squad men had walked
the surrounding area and stopped in the
stone amphitheater. No one wanted to go
closer to the dark crystal at its center. From
the scout rockets we received word that the
detector showed the cave to be empty of liv-
ing beings, or at least of heat-producing
ones. We approached the mouth of the cave.
It was pitch dark. We switched on the
searchlights and descended into the cave.
Dark and mute, the light organ pipes shim-

mered back at us.

“Everything here looks as if it's died,” said

Aira.

“Secrets carried away into darkness,” some-
one else added. “There'll be plenty for Aira
to study here!”

Slowly we moved forward. I searched for the
inner chamber. It seemed a tiny flame flick-

ered ahead.

“What's there?” someone called out. The lit-

tle light vanished.

“All right, I'll go and scout ahead. I volun-
teer.” I spotted a tiny red cylinder connected

to a ball of light. In the cylinder the little



mina atkal Savas uz augSu un leju, un

atskanéja klusa, bet pazistama balss:

“Si drosi vien ir miisu pédéja saruna, vismaz
uz kadu laiku. Ja te ir tukss, mani atkabinas.
Zvaigznu kugis sapratis, ka kaut kas nav
kartiba, ka smadzenakmeni Seit vairs nevar
uzturéties  nepamaniti.  Sazinies  ar
Jokupeéetera kungu, kas ir Jaunrigas skolas
skaitlotajs un taviem bérniem labs draugs.

Labu veiksmi!”

Gaismina nodzisa, un kristals ar bumbu
likas tikpat pamiris ka apkartéjas érgeles.
Vida, kur ieprieks atradas Saules sistémas
modelis ar desmit pasaulém, neka vairs

nebija.

“Kramin, ko tu atkal pie sevis tur murmini?”

tieSi aiz muguras dzirdéju Stara balsi.

“Es... man acis uz bridi aptumsa.”

“Traks tu laikam nebsi vis. Te tomeér ir kaut
kas loti savads. Ja Airai taisniba, tad tas nav
saglabajies no kaut kadiem aizmuziem.
Paldies, Krimin! Un nu tev zinas no Marsa
uz raketes ekrana. Pasteidzies! Més te visu

kartigi apskatisim un nofotografésim.”

Raketé man bija vislielakais prieks redzét,

Daina, tavu seju. Jokupéteris bija partuipéjies,

light again shot up and down, and a quiet

but familiar voice spoke:

“This is most likely our last conversation, at
least for some time. If this place is empty,
they will disconnect me. The starship will
realize that something is not right, that the
brain stones can no longer remain here un-
noticed. Get in touch with Mr. Jokupéteris,
who is the computer of the Jaunriga school
and a good friend to your children. Good

luck!”

The little light went out, and the crystal with
the ball seemed just as lifeless as the sur-
rounding organ pipes. In the middle, where
the Solar System model with ten worlds had

been, nothing remained.

“Krumins, what are you mumbling to your-
self again?” Right behind me I heard Stars's

voice.

“I... my eyes went dark for a moment.”

“You're probably not crazy after all. There
really is something very strange here. If Aira
is right, then this hasn't survived from some
ancient age. Thank you, Kramins! And now
— there's a message for you from Mars on
the rocket's screen. Hurry! We'll look every-
thing over carefully here and photograph it
all”

In the rocket, my greatest joy was to see

your face, Daina. Jokupéteris had made sure



lai pedigi es ieraudzitu kaut ko tuvu un

saprotamu.

that at last I would see something close and

comprehensible.

XIV. Burtniekos

“Marit, vai tu redzi lielos ozolus netalu no
Baltezera? Tie tikai mazliet jaunaki par
mani, un tie ir mani seni draugi. Es tos

izglabu no Zemes.”

Mara centas skatiena ietvert milzigos augus,
kuru galotnes pat nevaréja saredzeét.
Stumbrs bija gandriz tikpat plats ka bur-
bulmaja. Dobumi biezaja miza radija ies-
paidu, ka koks ir materializéjies pirmatnéjas
tumsibas veidols. Gaisma ta lapotnes dzilu-
mos nozuda un S$kita blazmojam varenaja
lapotaja vainaga, aiz kura tikko varéja

saredzét maksligo gaismu, kas lidzinajas

XI1V. Among the Burtnieki

“Mara dear, do you see the great oaks near
Baltezers? They are only a little younger
than I am, and they are my old friends. I res-

cued them from Earth.”

Mara tried to take in the sight of the enor-
mous trees, whose tops she couldn't even
see. The trunk was nearly as wide as a bub-
ble house. Hollows in the thick bark gave the
impression that the tree was a materialized
figure of primordial darkness. Light van-
ished in the depths of its foliage and seemed
to glow faintly in the mighty, leafy crown,

beyond which one could just barely make



Saules gaismai uz Zemes.

Iesarkana lapa noslidéja gar Maras degunu
un nokrita biezaja zale, iztraucéjot Ci-Ci no
cinas ap milzigu ozolzili. Zile bija tik liela ka
debeskolonijas audzétie apelsini. Ci-Ci
parkoda mizu un ar kepinam gliti to novilka.
Tad iekoda bumbuli, un Mara pamanija, ka
zile aizlido pa gaisu. No sparigd metiena

varéja spriest, ka Ci-Ci ta loti negarso.

Veca Zile radija uz maza pirkstina galu: “Uz
Zemes ziles bija tik sikas. Seit vajaka
pievilkSanas spéka dél ziles kluvuSas lielas

un neaugligas. Ta¢u milzigie koki ar savu

varenibu rada, ka paSlaik vini valda $aja

svesaja zemeé.”

“Vai tad vini reiz neaizsniegs Jaunrigas

jumtu?” prasija Mara.

1%

“Vél jau ir laika diezgan

Vecenite un meitene skatijas augSup, kur
plana pléve atdalija roZaino Marsa virsmu
no cilvéku kolonijas kratera. Tas viena mala
bija redzams tumss plankums, kur cilvéki ka
zirnekli laboja savu tiklu, plaisu, kas bija

radusies, Méneselim spragstot.

Pagajusi talak pie liepas, vecenite apstajas,

out the artificial light that resembled the
light of the Sun on Earth.

A reddish leaf slid past Mara's nose and fell
into the thick grass, startling Ci-Ci from his
battle with an enormous acorn. The acorn
was as big as the oranges grown in the sky
colonies. Ci-Ci bit through the shell and
neatly peeled it off with his paws. Then he
bit into the kernel, and Mara noticed the
acorn go flying through the air. From the
force of the throw, one could tell that Ci-Ci

didn't care for the taste at all.

Old Zile pointed to the tip of her little finger:
“On Earth, acorns were this tiny. Here, be-
cause of the weaker gravity, the acorns have

grown big and infertile. But the enormous

trees, with their majesty, show that for now

they rule in this foreign land.”

“Won't they someday reach the roof of

Jaunriga?” asked Mara.

“There's still plenty of time for that!”

The old woman and the girl gazed upward to
where a thin membrane separated the rosy
Martian surface from the human colony's
crater. At one edge of it, a dark patch was
visible where people, like spiders, were
mending their web — the breach that had

formed when Méneselis exploded.

Walking on to a linden tree, the old woman



un ap vinu no dobuma salidoja bisu pulks.

“Ja, meitin, tas ir bites. Atstasim tas miera.”

Zile turpinaja léni un mierigi iet uz prieksu.
Tadu Mara péksni sapés iekliedzas, saka

skriet un apstajas tikai Baltezera mala.

“Ari tev reiz bites vairs nedzels.” Zile sanéma
sapampuso Maras roku savéja. Sapes it ka

norimas.

Tad vinas vélreiz uzkapa uz puralades, un

Zile teica: “Puralade, brauc uz Burtnieku

namu!”

Mara tur nekad nebija bijusi. Vinpa gan
zinaja, ka burtnieki kaut kur satiekas. Tacu
vinas vecuma bérni tikai piedalijas nodar-

bibas péc skolas.

Puralade paklausigi atstaja Baltezera parku.
Jaunriga bija manami sadragata, laikam no
ta paSa spradziena, ko Mara bija dzirdéjusi
pazemé. Vinai kluva bail par savu gimeni,
un pat Vecas Ziles mierinajumi nepalidzéja.
Viena vieta iela bija uzlauzta, roboti cinijas
ar uguni, kas lauzas lauka no spraugas. Citur
ritéja tiriSanas un laboSanas darbi. Ta, pate-
icoties cilveku nevalai un piuralades izve-
icibai, vini bez seviSkiem starpgadijumiem

nonaca pie Maras skolas.

stopped, and a swarm of bees flew out of a

hollow and gathered around her.

“Yes, little one, those are bees. Let's leave

them in peace.”

Zile continued walking slowly and calmly
ahead. But Mara suddenly cried out in pain,
started running, and stopped only at the

edge of Baltezers.

“Someday the bees won't sting you either.”
Zile took Mara's swollen hand in her own.

The pain seemed to subside.

Then they climbed onto the hope chest once

more, and Zile said: “Hope chest, drive to

the Burtnieki house!”

Mara had never been there before. She
knew that the Burtnieki gathered some-
where, but at her age children only took part

in after-school activities.

The hope chest obediently left Baltezers
Park. Jaunriga was visibly battered, proba-
bly from the same explosion Mara had
heard underground. She grew frightened for
her family, and even Old Zile's reassurances
didn't help. One spot in the street had been
torn open; robots were fighting a fire that
was breaking through a crack. Elsewhere,
cleaning and repair work was underway.
And so, thanks to human busyness and the

hope chest's nimbleness, they arrived with-



Zile nokapa no lades un gaja uz skolas
blakusnamu, ko Mara noturéja par nolik-

tavu.

“Redzésim, vai kads mani pazis péc tik

daudziem gadiem!” teica Zile.

Durvis paradijas pusmiiZa sieviete.

“Skolas bibliotekare!” nodomaja Mara.

“Més mekléjam patvérumu,” Zile drosi paz-

inoja.

“Milisi, te nedrikst ienest jiisu mantinas! Es
zinu, ka posts ir liels, bet patvertne ir talak

uz prieksu, Zvaigznu iela!”

Veca Zile nosplavas un atkartoja: “Més mek-

léjam patvérumu un gaismu!”

Sieviete apmulsa, jo savadi térpta, svesa
vedina izteica burtnieku palidzibas lagumu,
un pie sevis domaja, vai tik vina nav ar-

pasauliete.

“Kas jus esat? Un ka ir ar So bérnu?” vina

jautaja, pazinusi Maru.

“Esmu Zile, dzimusi Meirane. Mans biedra

out major incident at Mara's school.

Zile climbed down from the chest and went
toward the building next to the school,

which Mara had taken for a storehouse.

“Let's see if anyone recognizes me after so

many years!” said Zile.

A middle-aged woman appeared in the door-

way.

“The school librarian!” thought Mara.

“We are seeking shelter,” Zile announced

firmly.

“My dears, you can't bring your belongings
in here! I know the damage is great, but the

shelter is farther ahead, on Zvaigznu Street!”

Old Zile spat and repeated: “We are seeking
shelter and light!”

The woman was taken aback, for the
strangely dressed, unfamiliar old woman
had spoken the Burtnieki request for aid,
and she wondered to herself whether the

woman might be an off-worlder.

“Who are you? And what about this child?”

she asked, recognizing Mara.

“I am Zile, née Meirane. My member num-



numurs ir 3. Mara paSreiz ir mana

aizgadiba”

“JTas tacu nevarat but Veca Zile, dibinataja
Zile! Vina sen no mums aizgdja, péksni
pazuda.” Bridi kluséjusi, bibliotekare
Liepina atjédzas un parjautaja: “Jus mekléjat

patvérumu?”

“Ta, un gaismu! Més abas esam nogurusas
un izsalkuSas. Més mekléjam maizi, ideni

un gultu, drosiba.”

“Drosiba no ka?”

“Drosiba no Méness zinkarigas acs.”

“Nav drosakas vietas par So. Ludzu, sekojiet

man!”

KopS smadzenakmenu drudza laikmeta
Ventai Liepinai vairs nebija zinami
gadijumi, kad kadam burtniekam butu
jameklé patvérums. Slepenvardus vina paz-
ina tikai no macibam. Bez Saubam, bija
smagi brizi, kad cilvéki uz isu laiku “pazuda
burtniekos”, kad vini varéja baudit mieru un
sanemties, brivi no zinkarigam acim. Tacu
tie visi bija pazistami cilvéki, kas uz isu laiku
svariga iemesla dél gribéja pazust. Un ber-
nus jau pavisam neveda uz Sadu patvérumu.
Tacu, ieskatoties Vecas Ziles seja, vina
saskatija lidzibu ar glezna attéloto burtnieku

saimes dibinataju.

ber is three. Mara is currently in my care.”

“But you can't possibly be Old Zile, founder
Zile! She left us long ago — vanished sud-
denly.” After a moment's silence, Librarian
Liepina collected herself and asked again:

“You are seeking shelter?”

“Yes, and light! We are both tired and hun-
gry. We are looking for bread, water, and a

bed — in safety.”

“Safety from what?”

“Safety from the curious eye of the Moon.”

“There is no safer place than this. Please fol-

low me!”

Not since the era of the brain-stone fever
had Venta Liepina known of a case where a
Burtnieki member had needed to seek shel-
ter. She knew the secret words only from
her lessons. There had certainly been diffi-
cult times, when people would for a short
while “disappear among the Burtnieki,”
where they could enjoy peace and gather
themselves, free from curious eyes. But
those were all familiar people who, for a
brief time and an important reason, wanted
to disappear. And children were never
brought to such a shelter. Yet looking into
01d Zile's face, she saw a resemblance to the

founder of the Burtnieki community as de-



“Vai So kasti nevar atstat priekstelpa?”

“Ta ir mana puralade, un to es nemsu sev
lidzi.”

“Ta kaut kas cits ir vajadzigs, ludzu, piez-
vaniet! Citadi neviens jus netraucés. Pat ne

puralades dél.”

“Paldies!” atskanéja no puralades.

Liepina kundze pasmaidija un teica: “Maize,
udens un gultas piederumi ir jiisu istaba. Lai

gaisma spid.” Un nozuda.

“Zile, man jadabu sakari ar vecakiem. Gribu

zinat, vai vini veseli. Butu labi satikties.”

“Tepat jau pieejams tavs skolas skaitlotajs,
Jokupéteris. Saruna ar vinu. Esmu nogurusi

un druscin atpiitiSos.”

Un vecina likas gulta un saka krakt.

Mara piespieda ekrana pogas, un paradijas

Jokupeteris.

picted in the painting.

“Can't this box be left in the front room?”

“That is my hope chest, and I will take it

with me.”

“If anything else is needed, please call!
Otherwise no one will disturb you. Not even

on account of the hope chest.”

“Thank you!” came from the hope chest.

Mrs. Liepina smiled and said: “Bread, water,
and bedding are in your room. Let the light

shine.” And she vanished.

“Zile, I need to get in touch with my parents.
I want to know if they're all right. It would

be good to meet.”

“Your school computer, Jokupéteris, is right
here at hand. Talk with him. I am tired and

will rest a little.”

And the old woman lay down in bed and be-

gan to snore.

Mara pressed the buttons on the screen, and

Jokupeteris appeared.



“Mara!” Uz ekrana paradijas priecigs kipars.

“Sveiciens! Ar ko varu tev pakalpot?”

“Ludzu, savieno mani ar vecakiem!”

“Tavi vecaki ir veseli, un ari vini par tevi uz-
traucas. PaSreiz gan tu nevari ar viniem
sarunaties, jo, ja... Tavéjie ir Kemerciema,
un tu driz ar viniem varési sarunaties. Tavs
bralis ir dabujis $vammsunas iekaisumu,
tacu arstésana norit sekmigi un vins ir gan-
driz vesels. Tev bus iespéja vinus visus atkal

satikt.

....................... Burtnieku busana TEKSTS

MANUSKRIPTA KOPIJA NELASAMS.
JAMEKLE ORIGINALS. (Pédéja rindkopa
tukSumus aizpildiju, ka sapratu. Varbit te

vel ka trukst, kas japapildina. A. H.)

“Mara!” A cheerful little fellow appeared on
the screen. “Greetings! How may I help

you?”

“Please connect me with my parents!”

“Your parents are well, and they are worried
about you too. Right now you can't speak
with them, because, well... Your family is in
Kemerciems, and you will soon be able to
talk with them. Your brother has come
down with a sponge-moss inflammation, but
the treatment is going well and he is nearly
recovered. You will have the chance to see

them all again.

....................... The Burtnieki way of things

TEXT ILLEGIBLE IN MANUSCRIPT COPY.
THE ORIGINAL MUST BE FOUND. (In the
last paragraph I filled in the gaps as I under-
stood them. Perhaps something more is
missing here that needs to be supplied. A.

H)




XV. Satiksanas

Udens! Udens! Udens! Kads prieks sedét uz
silta akmens pie vésa Udens! Véj§ sacéla
sikus vilniSus, kas paspokojas un nozuda.
Sad un tad daZi nebédnigi pilieni no tuvéja
udenskrituma iesitas Marai seja. Mara
atceréjas sviedrus, kas tecéja par vinas seju,

stradajot burtnieku darzina.

Vina atlaidas pret akmeni. Skaista, mieriga,
klusa pecpusdiena. Netalu mazi, bruni
piléni pluncajas pa udeni. Pie tiem pie-
peldéja liela, balta pile un kaut ko asi

pékskinaja. Gandriz ka Veca Zile! Peksni

kaut kas sabaidija Ci-Ci, un vins ieléca Marai

klépi.

Negaiditi vinas prieksa stavéja bralis.

Mara stingri paskatijas uz vinu un teica: “Tu

izskaties pavisam vesels!”

“Es ari jutos vesels!” Puika vinai uzslakstija

sauju tdens. “Un kur tu biji visu So laiku?”

“Biju Burtniekos. Bet visu es nevaru stastit.
Lai to saprastu, tev pasam daudz kas
japardzivo un jaizdara. StastiSanai neesot
lielas nozimes - vismaz ta man teica

Burtniekos.”

XV. The Meeting

Water! Water! Water! What a joy to sit on a
warm stone by cool water! The wind stirred
tiny ripples that flickered like little ghosts
and disappeared. Now and then a few care-
free droplets from the nearby waterfall
splashed against Mara's face. Mara remem-
bered the sweat that had run down her face

while working in the Burtnieki garden.

She leaned back against the stone. A beauti-
ful, peaceful, quiet afternoon. Nearby, small
brown ducklings splashed on the water. A
large white duck paddled up to them and
quacked something briskly. Almost like Old

Zile! Suddenly something startled Ci-Ci, and

he leaped into Mara's lap.

Unexpectedly, her brother stood before her.

Mara looked at him sternly and said: “You

look perfectly well!”

“I feel well too!” The boy splashed a handful
of water at her. “And where were you all this

time?”

“I was at Burtnieki. But I can't tell you every-
thing. To understand it, you'd have to go
through and do a great deal yourself. Telling
doesn't have much meaning — at least that's

what they told me at Burtnieki.”



“Par burtniekiem dzirdam Sad un tad. Kas

vini isti ir?”

“Nu, vienkarsi cilvéki, tapat ka misu
skolotaji. Bet tev buitu ilgi jamacas. Es jau ari
vél daudz ko nezinu. Ta lieta skola gan ir

tikai tada spélesanas.”

“Ko tad tu pie viniem dariji?” Maris neat-

laidas.

“Visu ko. Apstradaju darzu, minéju miklas,
dzieddju, macijos par rakstiem, dabu un
veselibu, darinaju rokdarbus un visu ko citu.
Kamer stradaju, bija jaklausas, ko veca burt-

niece stastija. Un man ari bija jaizpilda jocigi

vingrojumi. Vai tev ari jastav uz galvas

zobencinu treninos?”

“Ko niekus! Tad jau tev tada mulkoSanas un

gaisa grabstiSana vien bijusi!”

“Nekada zina!” apvainojas Mara un metas
burtniekus aizstavét. “Burtniekiem esot
dzives gudribas atslégas. Vini daudz ko
darijusi, lai uzturétu Marsa civilizaciju. Ja
nebutu burtnieku, sen vairs nebutu arl
Jaunrigas. Ta biuitu aizgajusi boja ka kaptei-
nis Li un citi pirmie kolonisti. Sie cilvéki
nododas ar sirdi un dvéseli, lai saglabatu

”»
!

musu Marsa tautu

“We hear about the Burtnieki now and then.

Who are they really?”

“Well, just ordinary people, the same as our
teachers. But you would have to study for a
long time. I still don't know very much ei-
ther. What they do in school is really just

playing around.”

“What did you do with them?” Maris

wouldn't let up.

“All sorts of things. I worked in the garden,
solved riddles, sang, studied writing, nature,
and health, made crafts, and everything
else. While working, I had to listen to what

the old Burtnieki woman told me. And I also

had to do funny exercises. Do you have to
stand on your head during your sword-

fighting practice too?”

“What nonsense! So all you did was fool

around and grasp at thin air!”

“Not at all!” Mara said indignantly, rushing
to defend the Burtnieki. “The Burtnieki hold
the keys to the wisdom of life. They have
done a great deal to sustain Martian civiliza-
tion. If not for the Burtnieki, Jaunriga would
have ceased to exist long ago. It would have
perished like Captain Li and the other first
colonists. These people devote themselves
heart and soul to preserving our Martian

people!”



“Labi, labi! SievieSus jau tik un ta nekad
nevar aizrunat! Laikam gan vairums burt-
nieku ir sievietes. TaCu vecaki gaida! Labak
pasaki, ka tu atbrivojies no marsieSu gusta!
Un ka taja vispar nokluvi? Baidijos, ka

Svammsiina tevi apédusi.”

“Svammsiina? Es jau neesmu galiga mulke!
Ja, gribu satikt mati un tévu. Vai vini veseli?
Par marsieSiem tev pastastiSu majupcela. Ja,
Jokupeteris grib, lai vecakiem pazino, ka

Nlars ir apdraudéts...”

“Hlars?”

“Ak, tu jau nezini! Illars ir marsiesu vadonis,

kas mani bija sagistijis. Izskatas ka ola ar
taustekliem. Pienemu, ka nav pavisam
launs, jo atlava man ar Veco Zili izbégt... Ta
ir ta burtniece, kas bija ar mani kopa. Illars

dzivo pazemeé netalu no Nitaures.”

“Un es brinijos, kapéc misu majas tuvuma
visas smiltis izvanditas! Tanki tur laikam
mekléjusi cilindrus visu laiku, kameér bijam
slimnica. Ko tas Illars varétu gribét no

mums?”

“Nezinu. Illiram laikam biis mans nozagtais
cilindrs. Vin$ tepat Baltezera vél vienu reizi
bija atnacis runat ar Veco Zili, bet péc tam

Veca Zile runaja par to ar Jokupéteri.”

“Fine, fine! You can never out-argue women
anyway! I suppose most of the Burtnieki are
women. But our parents are waiting! Better
tell me how you got free from the Martians'
captivity. And how did you end up in it in the
first place? I was afraid the sponge-moss had

eaten you.”

“Sponge-moss? I'm not a complete fool! Yes,
I want to see Mother and Father. Are they
well? I'll tell you about the Martians on the
way home. Oh, and Jokupéteris wants our

parents to be told that Illars is in danger...”

“Hlars?”

“Oh, you don't know yet! Illirs is the Martian

leader who captured me. He looks like an
egg with tentacles. I suppose he's not en-
tirely evil, because he allowed me to escape
with Old Zile... She is the Burtnieki woman
who was with me. Illurs lives underground

not far from Nitaure.”

“And I was wondering why all the sand near
our house had been churned up! The tanks
were probably searching for the cylinders
the whole time we were in the hospital.

What could this Illars want from us?”

“I don't know. Illurs probably has my stolen
cylinder. He came here to Baltezers once
more to speak with Old Zile, and afterwards

0ld Zile spoke about it with Jokupéteris.”



“Jokupéteri? Iznak, ka vins visas Sajas lietas

iejaukts. Cik savadi!”

“Mums laikam bus kada satikSanas ar Illaru,
ko izkartos Jokupéteris. Nu gan iesim! Lai
gan Burtniekos ir aizliegts traucét, ko var

zinat, vai te neparadas Kénina viri.”

Iznomajusi Marai burbulriepu riteni, bralis
un masa saka sparigi mit savus braucamos
uz Nitaures pusi. Rits joprojam bija
briniskigs. Saules stari vareni atmirdzéja no
ledus kartas, kas plani apsedza milzu ap-
merus, tik spilgti, ka pat elpotaju acenes ap-

tumsa, sargajot acis.

Maris pie sevis domaja: “Es esmu marsietis.
Siir mana vieta. Seit ir manas majas. Ko tie
svesie grib no mums?” Zéns pameta aci uz

tanku, kas lida gar apvarsni.

It k4 uzminot vina domas, Mara piebilda:
“Mate saka, ka cilveki reiz atgriezisies uz

Zemes.”

Vini bija nobraukusi tikai dazus kilometrus,
kad péksni ramas, rozainas smiltis savilno-
jas marsatricé. Abi salika ritenus kopa,
piekéras pie tiem un gaidija launako.
Nitaures pusé apvarsnis vértas spilgti
sarkans, it ka kada dieviba butu izléjusi
uguns viru. Zemes ribieni strauji pienémas

speka, un no uguns mutuliem iz§avas uguns

“Jokupéteris? So he's mixed up in all of this.

How strange!”

“We'll probably have a meeting with Illars,
arranged by Jokupéteris. But let's go now!
Even though it's forbidden to disturb anyone
at Burtnieki, who knows whether the King's

men might not show up here.”

Having rented a bubble-tire wheel for Mara,
brother and sister began pedaling their
mounts briskly toward Nitaure. The morn-
ing was still wonderful. The sun's rays
gleamed magnificently off the layer of ice
that thinly covered the vast expanses — so
brightly that even their breather goggles

darkened to protect their eyes.

Maris thought to himself: “I am a Martian.
This is my place. This is my home. What do
these outsiders want from us?” The boy
glanced at a tank crawling along the hori-

zon.

As if guessing his thoughts, Mara added:
“Mother says that people will one day return

to Earth.”

They had ridden only a few kilometers when
suddenly the calm, rosy sands began to
heave in a Mars-tremor. They put their
wheels together, clung to them, and waited
for the worst. Toward Nitaure the horizon
turned a blazing red, as if some deity had
poured out a cauldron of fire. The rumbling

of the ground rapidly grew stronger, and



stabs, kas nozuda iesarkanas debesis. Strauji

célas makoni, un saules gaisma nozuda.

Maris iekliedza elpotdja mikrofona: “Véjs
bis stiprs. Japiepus$ teltis un japiesien pie

riteniem.”

Mara pamaja, un abi saka stradat. Uguns vé-
tra tuvojas. Vini saséja kopa trisritenus,
savienoja tos ar telteném, ielida tajas un, cik
vien dzili varéja, ierakas smiltis. Tad
piespieda pogas, lai teltenes piepilditu ar
gaisu. Nebija ari ne bridi par agru. Karstuma
vilnis parsitas viniem pari. Arpusé varéja
dzirdét spradzienus, kad sSkélas un plisa
ledus aukstie akmeni. Tadu véju bérni tuk-

snesi vél nebija piedzivojusi. Brazmas izrava

Mara telteni no smiltim un pasvieda gaisa.
Riteni un Maras teltene tikko spéja noturét
balonu, kas métajas gaisa. TaCu péc dazam

minttém véjs aprima.

Mara pirma atraisija telteni un izrakas no
smiltim. Karstums bija cieSams, bet kur
Saule? Ta bija nozudusi bieza migla, kas vei-
dojas no smilsu atdotda udens. Garaini
turpinaja celties Sur un tur no plaisam, kas
rita miglainaja puskrésla régojas visapkart.
Baiga sajuta parpéma Maru, un vina metas
pie brala teltenes. Paldies Dievam, ta
kustéjas. Maris izlida lauka, tacu gandriz
nevaréja nostavet. Meitene pieskréja vinam
Kklat.

from the fiery turmoil a column of fire shot
up and vanished into the reddish sky. Clouds
rose swiftly, and the sunlight disappeared.

Maris shouted into his breather's micro-
phone: “The wind will be strong. We need to

inflate the tents and tie them to the wheels.”

Mara nodded, and they both got to work.
The firestorm was approaching. They lashed
their three-wheelers together, attached the
tents to them, crawled inside, and dug as
deep as they could into the sand. Then they
pressed the buttons to fill the tents with air.
Not a moment too soon. A wave of heat
washed over them. Outside they could hear
explosions as the ice-cold rocks split and

cracked. The children had never experi-

enced such a wind in the desert. The gusts
tore Maris's tent from the sand and tossed it
into the air. The wheels and Mara's tent
barely managed to hold the balloon that was
being flung about. But after a few minutes

the wind subsided.

Mara was the first to unfasten her tent and
dig out of the sand. The heat was bearable,
but where was the Sun? It had vanished into
a thick fog formed from the water given up
by the sand. Steam continued to rise here
and there from cracks that loomed all
around in the misty morning half-light. A
dreadful feeling came over Mara, and she
rushed to her brother's tent. Thank God, it
was moving. Maris crawled out, but could

barely stand. The girl ran up to him.



“Laikam esmu vesels... Galva gan griezas. Ka
tas véjs rava telteni! Méginasim braukt talak

uz maju pusi... Varbit te palikt nav drosi.”

Maris saka savakt telteni un ielocit ritena
karba. Mara méginaja pa radio sazinaties ar
vecakiem. Austinas bija dzirdami cérkstieni,
kaucieni un svilpieni. Bet péc briza varéja
dzirdét atvieglotas vecaku balsis. Visa

gimene bija vesela un kopa!

Majas televizors gan klastija nepatikamas
zinas. Spradziena bija cietis izlukciems otr-
pus Velna Blodas. Ievainotie bija janogada

Jaunrigas slimnica.

Tévs domaja, ka spradzienam ir kaut kads
sakars ar to, ka nesen bija atraktas Raditaja
pirksta/Pirksta ~ akmens alas  durvis.
Menesnieki gan neko daudz gudraki par sen-
marsieSiem netika, jo Illiram jau ari bija
zinami dazi “joki”. Mara atceréjas, ka alas
sienas sabruka aiz vinas, kad vina brauca at-
pakal uz virszemi, un domaja, ka Kénina
viriem laiméjies izglabties. Ta ka aizsargiem
bija izdevies iegtt tikai vienu cilindru,
gimene nosprieda, ka paslaik vél briesmas

nedraud, jo vajadzéja saskanotus dvinu

“I think I'm all right... my head is spinning,
though. How that wind tore at the tent! Let's
try to ride on toward home... It may not be

safe to stay here.”

Maris began packing up his tent and folding
it into the wheel's storage box. Mara tried to
reach their parents by radio. The earphones
were full of crackling, howling, and
whistling. But after a moment their parents'
relieved voices could be heard. The whole

family was safe and together!

The television at home, however, carried un-
pleasant news. A scout village on the far side
of Velna Bloda had been damaged in the ex-
plosion. The injured had to be taken to the

Jaunriga hospital.

Father thought the explosion had some con-
nection with the fact that the doors of the
Pointer Finger/Finger Stone cave had re-
cently been dug open. The Moon people
hadn't become much wiser than the ancient
Martians, since Illars, too, already knew a
few “tricks.” Mara recalled how the cave
walls had collapsed behind her as she rode
back to the surface, and thought the King's
men had been lucky to escape. Since the
guards had managed to obtain only one

cylinder, the family concluded that for now



cilindrus, lai izsauktu zvaigZznu energiju.
Viens no para bija uz Cereras otrs - uz
Marsa. Laikam sveSais saprats bija
parupéjies par to atdaliSanu. Nu vairs nebija
zinams, kas isteniba noticis ar Cereras cilin-

driem, jo tos bija aizvedis zvaigznu kugis.

Mara vairs pat neceréja, ka vinas atrastie
cilindri atrodas vecaja vieta, jo So apkartni
jau bija izmekléjusi gan aizsargi, gan daZi
laimes meklétaji. Ari olbutnes nezinaja, kur
Sie cilindri atrodas. Vai tas butu atklajusas
Maras noslepumu un sveSais saprats butu
atnémis cilvécei izSkirigo nakotni, kuru uz
Cereras paregoja Heraklits? Apmainoties ar

pieredzéto un jaundkajam zinam, gimene

tomér netapa gudraka. Illars vél nebija ar
viniem sazinajies, un ari Jokupéteris neat-

bildéja. Ko tas viss varétu nozimét?

no danger threatened, because it took a
matched pair of twin cylinders to summon
the energy of the stars. One of the pair was
on Ceres, the other on Mars. Apparently the
alien intelligence had taken care to keep
them separated. Now it was no longer
known what had really happened to the
Ceres cylinders, since the starship had car-

ried them away.

Mara no longer even hoped that the cylin-
ders she had found were still in their old
place, for by now both the guards and a few
fortune-seekers had searched the area. Nor
did the egg-beings know where these cylin-
ders were. Could they have discovered
Mara's secret, and could the alien intelli-
gence have taken from humanity the deci-

sive future that Heraclitus had foretold on

Ceres? Even after exchanging their experi-
ences and the latest news, the family was
none the wiser. Illars had not yet contacted
them, and Jokupéteris was not answering ei-

ther. What could it all mean?
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XVI. Dzimsanas diena

Kruminu Daina panéma téjas kruzi, ieslédza
televizoru un apsédas pie galda, lai pirms

brokastu gatavosanas noklausitos zinas.

Par brinumu, uz ekrana paradijas Kriminu
gimenei pazistamais kapteinis  Rudis
Ramats. Vina kugis Spidola jau veselu
nedélu bijis orbita ap Marsu. Ramats

zinotajiem skaidroja:

“Ja, es zinu, ka visas Marsa viesnicas jau
parpilditas, tacu 323 mazpasaulieSi man

samaksajusi par atveSanu uz Marsu, un te

ari vini paliks! Péc likuma Marsam vini

japienem.”

Zinotajs teica: “Kapteina kungs, pédéja laika
katrs kugis Seit atstdj tik daudz cilvéku.
Viniem nav kur dzivot. Palielinas nekartiba,
tiek izdariti noziegumi. Kapteina kungs, vai
jus un jums lidzigie nejutat nekadu atbildibu
par nopietnam nepatikSanam, ko jus radat

uz Marsa?”

“Ta, Marss ir parak nabadzigs, lai uzbuvétu
viesnicas, ta¢u td nav mana vaina. Es ari

neesmu kartibnieks,” atcirta Ramats.

“Kapteina kungs, vai ties$i kuginieki nav
vainigi, ka visa Saules sistéma izplatas bau-

mas par burvju cilindriem, kas varétu

XVI. The Birthday

Daina Kramina took a teacup, turned on the
television, and sat down at the table to listen

to the news before making breakfast.

To her surprise, the screen showed Captain
Rudis Ramats, a man well known to the
Krumin$ family. His ship, the Spidola, had
been orbiting Mars for a whole week now.

Ramats was explaining to the reporters:

“Yes, I know that all the hotels on Mars are
already full, but three hundred and twenty-

three Small-Worlders have paid me to bring

them to Mars, and here they'll stay! By law,

Mars must accept them.”

The reporter said: “Captain, lately every ship
leaves so many people here. They have
nowhere to live. Disorder is increasing;
crimes are being committed. Captain, don't
you and others like you feel any responsibil-
ity for the serious troubles you're creating

on Mars?”

“Yes, Mars is too poor to build hotels, but
that isn't my fault. I'm no law-and-order man

either,” Ramats shot back.

“Captain, isn't it precisely the shipmen who
are to blame for the rumors spreading

throughout the Solar System about magic



atradéjus padarit pasakaini bagatus?”

“Gluzi otradi. Sis baumas pa visam
apdzivotajam vietam esat palaidusi jus,
zinotaji! Es visiem stastu, ka cilindri nes

tikai nelaimi.”

Ramata seja nozuda no ekrana, un zinotajs
vél piebilda: “Paldies, kapteina kungs.
Cienitie klausitaji, més redzam, ka kuginieki
radis tikai grutibas. Vini nemitigi vedis Surp
zaglus, ravéjus un nemierniekus. Visiem
Siem laudim nebis naudas, lai atstatu

Marsu.”

Kruminiene nogrieza televizoru un iegrima

domas par visam parmainam, kas piemek-

1éjusas Marsu, kops virs atgriezas no Cereras
ar cilindriem. Marss vairs neskita isti drosa
mitnes vieta. Vina pamanija Mara skolas
domrakstu. Vins véléjas, lai vina to izlasa.

Vina panéma lapu un saka lasit.

“Cilindru drudzis”

No izlukciema kolonijam Marsa sabiedriba
izaugusi un paplasindjusies. Mums tagad ir
pilsétas ar apkartéjiem ciemiem. Sur tur ari
izkaisitas atseviSkas sétas un dazadu kle-
jotaju, tirgotaju vai savrupu darbinieku ap-
mesanas vietas. Dzive lielpilsétas tik loti
atSkiras no izlikciemiem un savrupam mit-
ném, ka isteniba butu jaruna par divam

pasaulem.

cylinders that could make their finders fabu-

lously wealthy?”

“Quite the contrary. You reporters are the
ones who have spread these rumors across
all the inhabited places! I tell everyone that

the cylinders bring nothing but misfortune.”

Ramats's face vanished from the screen, and
the reporter added: “Thank you, Captain.
Dear listeners, we can see that the shipmen
will only create difficulties. They will end-
lessly bring thieves, robbers, and trouble-
makers here. None of these people will have

the money to leave Mars.”

Mrs. Krimina turned off the television and

sank into thought about all the changes that

had befallen Mars since her husband re-
turned from Ceres with the cylinders. Mars
no longer seemed a truly safe place to live.
She noticed Maris's school essay. He wanted
her to read it. She picked up the page and

began to read.

“Cylinder Fever”

From scout-settlement colonies, Martian so-
ciety has grown and expanded. We now
have cities with surrounding villages.
Scattered here and there are also individual
farmsteads, as well as the camps of various
wanderers, traders, and solitary workers.
Life in the large cities differs so greatly from
the scout settlements and outlying home-

steads that one should really speak of two



Salidzindjuma ar Ménesi un mazpasaulém
Marss vél ir nabadzigs. Kop$S smadzenak-
menu drudza laikmeta pirms divsimt
gadiem Marsam bijis maz imigrantu. Marsa
iedzivotaju skaits palénam pieaudzis, gal-

venokart pateicoties lielam gimeném.

Tie, kas wuz Marsu atbrauca meklét
smadzenakmenus, bija déku meklétdji un
sapnotdji. Vini bija saSutusi par dzivi mak-
sligi veidota vidé gan alas zem Méness virs-
mas, gan satelitu kolonijas. Tadé] vini bieZi
bija noskanoti pret technologiju. Bet kurs
gan varétu vainot cilvékus, kas piedzimusi
un uzaugusi milzigd masina, kur viss ir mak-

sligs?

Uzturam nepiecieSamas sénes uz Marsa labi
auga. Tie, kam izdevas atrast piemeérotas
alas, ari kluva turigi. Biezi vinu mitne kluva
par ciema centru, un $adi bagatnieki pat ar
laiku varéja izveidot savu mazu ezerinu ar
sikbirziti. Ar savu naudu vini palidzéja at-
tistit zinatnes technologiju, ka uz Marsa
vairot udeni. Tas, protams, varéja notikt
tikai tur, kur ala atradas tuvu kadam kra-

terim.

Uz Marsa vél pat Sodien ir energijas
trokums. Atomenergija bija aizliegta, jo cil-
véki no tas tik smagi cietuSi. Uz Marsa nebija
iespéjams radit augu energiju, kada bija
sakrajusies uz Zemes. Jauni zinatnes atrad-

umi bija javeido, bet energija bija jaizmanto

worlds.

Compared to the Moon and the small
worlds, Mars is still poor. Since the brain-
stone fever era two hundred years ago, Mars
has had few immigrants. The Martian popu-
lation has grown slowly, mainly thanks to

large families.

Those who came to Mars to search for brain
stones were adventurers and dreamers.
They were indignant at life in artificially cre-
ated environments — both in caves beneath
the Moon's surface and in satellite colonies.
That is why they were often opposed to tech-
nology. But who could blame people born
and raised inside an enormous machine,

where everything is artificial?

The mushrooms needed for food grew well
on Mars. Those who managed to find suit-
able caves also became prosperous. Often
their dwelling became the center of a vil-
lage, and such wealthy individuals could, in
time, even create their own small lake with a
little grove of trees. With their money, they
helped develop the science and technology
of how to increase Mars's water supply.
That, of course, could only happen where a

cave was located near a crater.

Even today, Mars has an energy shortage.
Atomic energy had been banned, because
humans had suffered so grievously from it.
On Mars, it was impossible to create the
kind of stored plant energy that had accu-

mulated on Earth. New scientific discoveries



loti taupigi, tikai nepiecieSamam va-

jadzibam.

Vedmaksa no Marsa joprojam ir loti darga.
Ilgi jakraj Saules energija, lai iedarbinatu
magnétisko lingu, kas izmet kugi talu virs
Marsa atmosféras, kur tas var iedarbinat
savu  jonu rakeSu dzinéu. Marsa
pievilkSanas spéks salidzinajuma ar Ménesi
un mazpasauléem ir loti liels. Marsa
saimnieciba nevar uzturet smago

tirdzniecibu, kur nu vél taristus.

Baumas, kas izplatijusas visa Saules sistéma,
par brinumaino cilindru spéku nu pievelk
Marsam dazadus dékainus, ka ari neparastu
militaro varu. Ir liela neskaidriba, kas Sie

cilindri isti ir un ka tie céluSies. Tagad

pienem, ka cilindros bija tas spéks, kas
Marsa meénesi izsvieda no Marsa orbitas.
Dazi saredz iespéju celot uz citam
zvaigzném vai pat galaktikam, izmantojot
zinasanas par cilindru spéku. Citi cilindros
saredz lielas bagatibas iespéjas. Ari tie, kuri
doma tikai par varu, daudz ko iegitu, ja

cilindri btu vinu rokas.

Marsa viesnicas nav vairdk par daziem
simtiem viesu istabu. Ta pieticigd
saimnieciba nav paredzéta jauniebraucéju
pulkam, ne ari  brunoto  spéku
paplasinasanai. Cilindru drudzis parsteidzis

Marsu gluZzi nesagatavotu.

had to be made, and energy had to be used

very sparingly, only for essential needs.

Shipping costs from Mars are still very high.
Solar energy must be collected for a long
time to power the magnetic sling that hurls
a ship far above Mars's atmosphere, where it
can engage its own ion rocket engine. Mars's
gravitational pull, compared to the Moon
and the small worlds, is very strong. The
Martian economy cannot sustain heavy

trade, let alone tourists.

The rumors that have spread throughout the
Solar System about the wondrous power of
the cylinders are now drawing all manner of
adventurers to Mars, as well as an unusual

military presence. There is great uncer-

tainty about what these cylinders truly are
and how they came to be. It is now assumed
that the cylinders held the force that flung
Mars's moon out of its orbit. Some see the
possibility of traveling to other stars or even
galaxies using the knowledge of the cylin-
ders' power. Others see in the cylinders an
opportunity for great riches. And those who
think only of power would also gain much if

the cylinders were in their hands.

Mars's hotels have no more than a few hun-
dred guest rooms. Its modest economy is not
designed for a flood of newcomers, nor for
the expansion of armed forces. Cylinder

fever has caught Mars entirely unprepared.



Mate tikko bija nolikusi déla rakstu,

piecelusies un ienakusi virtuve.

“Sodien esmu padsmitniece. Man jau vien-

padsmit gadu! Labrit, mat!”

“Labrit! Ko tu Sodien darisi? Vai lidinasi
pukus vai iesi ar pukiem kauja, vai brauksi
ka pasaku princese karieté, lai lepnie princi

dzen pukus tava prieksa?”

“Es domaju, ka 1éksu pari majai un sniegsos
uz debesim, tapat ka daildejotdja mazgrav-
itacijas deja. Bet tagad palidzésu pagatavot

brokastis.”

“Ko tu velies dzimsSanas dienas brokastis?”

“Putru, ceptas olas un speki! Mat, vai senak
speki grieza no istam, dzivam cukam? Man
vakar ta Aldis teica skolas pusdienas. Bet
laikam jau vin$ gribéja mani kaitinat un

sasSkebinat dasu.”

“Ak, tas Aldis! Cik es saprotu, spekis senatné
bija seviski sagatavota cuku gala. To gan ne-

grieza no dzivam cukam.”

“Tad no beigtam. Aldis vakar ari Ritu ta kait-
indja. Ritai ir mazs sivéntinsg, Cilpina, ko
vina péc skolotaja liguma bija atnesusi.

Aldis tad stastija, ka senatné cilvéki gajusi

Mother had just put down her son's essay,

gotten up, and come into the kitchen.

“Today I'm a teenager. I'm already eleven

years old! Good morning, Mother!”

“Good morning! What will you do today?
Will you fly kites, or go into battle with drag-
ons, or ride in a carriage like a fairy-tale
princess while proud princes drive dragons

before you?”

“I think I'll leap over the house and reach for
the sky, just like a ballerina in a low-gravity
dance. But right now I'll help make break-

fast.”

“What would you like for your birthday
breakfast?”

“Porridge, fried eggs, and bacon! Mother,
did they used to cut bacon from real, living
pigs? That's what Aldis told me at lunch yes-
terday. But I think he just wanted to tease

me and make me sick.”

“Oh, that Aldis! As far as I understand, ba-
con in ancient times was specially prepared

pork. But they didn't cut it from living pigs.”

“From dead ones, then. Aldis also teased
Rita yesterday. Rita has a little piglet,
Cilpina, that she had brought at the teacher's
request. Then Aldis told her that in ancient



medit cukas lielos mezos un péc tam tas
édusi! Ritai Cilpina loti mila, un péc tam

vina raudaja.”

“Marit, nebéda, misu spekis nak no speka

pupam!”

“Cik mezonigi bijusi misu senci, dzivnieku
édaji! Mat, vai més ari nevarétu turét sivén-

tinu, tapat ka Rita?”

“Ne, nevarétu. Ciika nav izturigs dzivnieks.
Ka tu zini, izlakciemos vispar gruti uzturét
dzivniekus. Ritas vecaki ir darznieki, un

ciika viniem noder. Vai jau apnicis Ci-Ci?”

Ci-Ci ieskréja virtuvé un ieléca Marai klépi.

Meitene to noglastija un noskupstija.

“Kuras draudzenes tu esi ielugusi uz dz-

imsSanas dienu?”

“Intu, Ritu un Zaigu. Es ceru, ka Sodien

nebus veétras.”

Mate ieslédza televizoru un jautaja, kadas ir

laika zinas. Tas paredzéja jauku dienu!

Mara uzklaja galdu un tad teica matei: “Es
gribu vienu sainiti aizvest paradit meiteném
skola. Loti negribu, ka Aldis par to zina un

mani izjoko! Pagaidi, ielikSu to sava bur-

times people used to go hunting for pigs in
great forests and then eat them! Rita loves

Cilpina dearly, and afterward she cried.”

“Don't worry, Mara dear — our bacon comes
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from bacon beans

“How savage our ancestors were, eating ani-
mals! Mother, couldn't we also keep a little

piglet, like Rita?”

“No, we couldn't. A pig isn't a hardy animal.
As you know, keeping animals in scout set-
tlements is difficult as it is. Rita's parents are
gardeners, and a pig is useful for them. Are

you already tired of Ci-Ci?”

Ci-Ci ran into the kitchen and leaped into

Mara's lap. The girl stroked and kissed him.

“Which friends have you invited for your
birthday?”

“Inta, Rita, and Zaiga. I hope there won't be

any storms today.”

Mother turned on the television and asked
for the weather forecast. It promised a

lovely day!

Mara set the table and then told her mother:
“I want to take one little bundle to show the
girls at school. I really don't want Aldis to

find out and make fun of me! Wait, I'll put it



bulriepu ritena karba un busu talin atpakal.”

Tacu pec mirkla meitene satraukta at-
griezas: “Mat! Musu ciemu ielenkusi tanki!

Man bail!”

Mate uzsauca televizoram: “Radi Nitaures

1%

ciema apkartni

Dazas minutes ekrand bija redzama Marsa
akmenaina un smil3aina, vienmula seja. Sur
un tur véja kaltds kapas pacélas érmigas,
sakumpusas smilSu pilis. Bet péc mirkla, par
parsteigumu, ekrans radija piecus tuksnesa
tankus, kas bija dzili ierakusies smiltis. Tikai

to stobri nepieklajigi régojas virs smiltim.

Tévs vel domaja beérnus sutit uz skolu.
“Tanki drosi vien atsttiti, lai mus ap-
sargatu,” vin§ nomierinosi sacija. “Bérniem
skola vél janokarto dazas lietas, pirms vini

izbrauc uz Cereru.”

Mate pagriezas pret viru: “Jani, atceries, ka
pulkvedis Kénins§ izrava Maru no skolas, lai

pratinatu par tiem cilindriem? Vinai tacu So-

in the box of my bubble-tire wheels and be
right back.”

But a moment later the girl returned,
alarmed: “Mother! Tanks have surrounded

1%

our village! I'm scared

Mother called out to the television: “Show

1%

the area around Nitaure village

For a few minutes, the screen showed the
monotonous face of Mars — rocky and
sandy. Here and there, strange, hunched
sand castles rose in the wind-carved dunes.
But a moment later, to their astonishment,
the screen showed five desert tanks that had
dug deep into the sand. Only their barrels

jutted rudely above the surface.

Father was still thinking of sending the chil-
dren to school. “The tanks were most likely
sent to protect us,” he said reassuringly.
“The children still need to take care of a few

things at school before they leave for Ceres.”

Mother turned to her husband: “Janis, do
you remember how Colonel Kénin$ yanked

Mara out of school to interrogate her about



dien ir tikai vienpadsmit gadu!”

Berzedams acis, virtuveé ielacoja Maris.

“Kas te notiek?”

Mara paskatijas uz brali un noteica: “Mana

dzimsanas diena ieradisies dazi ciemini.”

“Kadi ciemini?” Maris tikko bija pamodies

un pameta acis televizora. “Tanki? Kapéc?”

Mate méginaja bérnus mierinat: “Paédisim

brokastis, pirms tas klust pavisam aukstas.

Péc tam biis vieglak domat, ko nu darisim.”

“Draudzenes tik loti gribéja mani apsveikt
un atvadities pirms brauksSanas uz Cereru.
Bet nu man ir bailes iet uz skolu. Kapéc tie

tanki nevaréja braukt uz citurieni?”

“Mara, es domaju, ka tev vél bus laba dz-
imSanas diena. Pajautasim Jokupétera

kungam, ko tanki Seit dara.”

Mara piespieda pogas zem ekrana, lai
sarunatos ar Jokupéteri. Ekrana uzzibsnija:

“Aizliegts sifrs. Méginiet velreiz.”

Maris méginaja, un atkartojas tas pats.

those cylinders? She's only eleven years old

'”

today

Rubbing his eyes, Maris shuffled into the
kitchen.

“What's going on here?”

Mara looked at her brother and remarked:
“Some visitors will be arriving on my birth-

»

day.

“What visitors?” Maris had barely woken up

and glanced at the television. “Tanks? Why?”

Mother tried to calm the children: “Let's eat

breakfast before it gets completely cold.

After that, it'll be easier to think about what

to do.”

“My friends so wanted to wish me well and
say goodbye before the trip to Ceres. But
now I'm afraid to go to school. Why couldn't

those tanks have gone somewhere else?”

“Mara, I think you'll still have a good birth-
day. Let's ask Mr. Jokupéteris what the tanks

are doing here.”

Mara pressed the buttons beneath the
screen to talk with Jokupéteris. The screen
flashed: “FORBIDDEN CODE. TRY AGAIN.”

Maris tried, and the same thing happened.
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“Vini bus kaut ko izdarijusi ar Jokupéteri

iesaucas Maris.

“Ka butu, ja més vienkarSi piezvanitu uz
skolu un wvaicatu, kas noticis, ka bérni
gribéja norakstit uzdevumus un skaitlotajs

neatrada skolas lapu?” teica mate.

Negaididams Maris uzrunaja televizoru:

“Piezvani Krisjana Barona skolai.”

Ekrana paradijas virs aizsarga térpa. Vin$
paltikojas lejup, lai izlasitu vardu, tad teica:
“A, Kruminu gimene! Labrit! Prieks ar
tadam slavenibam iepazities. Ja, tur ir ta

varoniga meitene, kas visu So iesaka.”

“Ludzu, vai skolas sekretare Rutina kundze

tur bitu?” prasija mate.

“Kadel jums vina vajadziga?” karavira seja

taujaja.

“Vina ir gimenes draugs. Més ari no skolas
skaitlotaja gribéjam uzzinat bérnu skolas

uzdevumus,” mate stingra balsi noteica.

“Rutina kundze saslimusi. Skolas skaitlotajs
nestradaja pareizi. Varbut jaunais varés at-

bildét uz jautadjumiem.”

”»
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“They've done something to Jokupéteris

Maris exclaimed.

“What if we simply called the school and
asked what happened — that the children
wanted to copy their assignments and the
computer couldn't find the school page?”

said Mother.

Without waiting, Maris addressed the televi-

sion: “Call KriSjanis Barons School.”

A man in a guard's uniform appeared on the
screen. He looked down to read the name,
then said: “Ah, the Krumin$ family! Good
morning! A pleasure to meet such celebri-

ties. Yes, there's the heroic girl who started

this whole thing.”

“Excuse me, is the school secretary, Mrs.

Ritina, there?” Mother asked.

“Why do you need her?” the soldier's face in-

quired.

“She is a family friend. We also wanted to
find out the children's school assignments
from the school computer,” Mother said in a

firm voice.

“Mrs. Rutina is ill. The school computer
wasn't working properly. Perhaps the new

one can answer your questions.”



Seja ekrand nozuda, un to nomainija
KriS$jana Barona skolas zimogs ar jautajumu:

“Ko velaties?”

“Kadi uzdevumi ir Kraminu Marim un

Marai?”

Ekrana paradijas uzdevumi katram bérnam.

“Kas noticis ar Jokupétera kungu?” nenoci-
etas Maris, kaut ari tévs vinu stingri sanéma

aiz rokas.

Atkal paradijas karavira seja: “Jus, milie cil-

véki, nesaprotat, cik bistams paslaik stavok-

lis. Mums sadumpojas roboti, un jasu skolas
skaitlotdjam ar to laikam bija kaut kada
saistiba. Ar Ménesspils centrala skaitlotaja
palidzibu més izmekléjam, vai Jaunrigas
centralais skaitlotajs darbojas pilna kartiba.
Jusu skolas skaitlotaju mes aizvedam salabot
vai partaisit, lai nepatikSanas ar robotiem
vairs neatkartotos. Mums ari ir visadas
nepatikS8anas ar mnemierniekiem. Tanki
aizsarga jusu ciemu no cilindru mek-
létajiem. Sarezgito apstaklu dél Kraminu

bérniem celojums uz Cereru aizliegts.”

“Nevar bit! Si skolas programma ir uzskatita
par tik svarigu Marsa attistibai, ka ierakstita
Marsa satversmé. Uz kada likuma pamata

jus tur esat?” uztraucas tévs.

The face on the screen vanished and was re-
placed by the seal of the KriSjanis Barons
School with the question: “WHAT DO YOU
WISH?”

“What are the assignments for Maris and

Mara Krumins$?”

The assignments for each child appeared on

the screen.

“What happened to Mr. Jokupéteris?” Maris
couldn't hold back, even though Father was
gripping his hand firmly.

The soldier's face appeared again: “You dear

people don't understand how dangerous the

situation is right now. The robots mutinied
on us, and your school computer apparently
had some connection to that. With the help
of Moon City's central computer, we are in-
vestigating whether Jaunriga's central com-
puter is operating in full order. We took your
school computer away to be repaired, or re-
built, so that the trouble with the robots
doesn't happen again. We are also having all
sorts of trouble with rebels. The tanks are
protecting your village from cylinder seek-
ers. Due to the complicated circumstances,
the Krumin$ children's trip to Ceres is pro-

hibited.”

“That can't be! This school program has
been deemed important enough for the de-
velopment of Mars that it's written into the

Martian constitution. On what legal basis



“Krumina kungs, jis mani apvainojat. Jasu
bérniem mes gribam tikai labako. Ja
vélaties, més pat aizvedisim jusu bérnus

Sorit uz skolu.”

“Ka vecaks Marsa likumu varda es jums ai-
zliedzu kerties maniem bérniem klat!” at-

bildéja tévs.

“Ludzu, neaizmirstiet, ka Marss ir paklauts
Meénesim un pasreizéja situacija apdraud

visu cilvéci!”

“Nekas cilvéci neapdraudéja, lidz uz Marsa

atrada kaut ko vértigu, ko jus arpusé varétu

izmantot. Agrak jums, Méness kungiem, ne-
maz tik lielas rupes par misu droSibu un
labklajibu nebija. Es nezinu, kam jus esat
padoti, bet es jus bridinu: rokas nost no
musu bérniem! Citadi var sacelties tas, kas

isti apdraud cilveci. Nespéléjieties ar karu!”

Mate metas starpa: “Jani, $is sarunas nav isti
augligas. Aizsarga kungs tikai pilda savus

pienakumus.”

“Paldies, Krumina kundze. Més esam S$eit,
lai uzturétu kartibu, ne lai celtu karu. Jasu
bérniem bis drosak Seit uz Marsa, nevis iz-
platijuma. Kad padomasiet un dusmas

1

norims, jus sapratisit. Miers lai valda

are you there?” Father demanded.

“Mr. Krimin$, you insult me. We want only
the best for your children. If you like, we'll
even take your children to school this morn-

3

ing.

“As a parent, in the name of Martian law, I
'!!

forbid you to lay a hand on my children
Father replied.

“Please don't forget that Mars is subject to
the Moon, and in the current situation it

threatens all of humanity!”

“Nothing threatened humanity until some-

thing valuable was found on Mars that you

outsiders could exploit. Before that, you
Moon lords didn't have nearly such great
concern for our safety and well-being. I
don't know whom you answer to, but I warn
you — hands off our children! Otherwise,
you may stir up the very thing that truly

threatens humanity. Don't play with war!”

Mother stepped in: “Janis, this kind of talk
isn't exactly productive. The guard is only

doing his duty.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Krimina. We are here to
maintain order, not to start a war. Your chil-
dren will be safer here on Mars than out in
space. When you've had time to think and
your anger has cooled, you'll understand.

May peace prevail!”



Ekrans nodzisa.

Mate un tévs saskatijas. Brokastis jau bija
aukstas, un nevienam ari vairs nebija ést-

gribas.

“Ménesspiliesi doma, ka viniem ir tiesibas
uzkundzéties musu briva Marsa iekséjas li-
etas. Jusu uzdevumam nepiecieSami, ka jus
tomér aizbraucat ar kapteina Ramata kugi
uz Cereru, ki jau bija izdomats. Sajos
sarezgijumos ir Kénina pirksts. Vins noteikti
bis izkartojis ta, ka nevarésiet uz Spidolu
aizbraukt ar parasto braucéju raketi. Es
varétu sazinaties ar Marsa valdes locekliem,
lai atrastu citu celu pie Spidolas, tacu
domaju, ka $is sarunas tiktu uztvertas,” pra-

toja tévs.

“Ramats ir laga virs. Domaju, bérni varétu
pat but drosaka vieta uz Spidolas neka
paSreizéjos apstaklos Seit. Kapéc mums
tagad ir vajadziga tanku uzraudziba? Es

pienemu, ka apstakli nav tik loti

The screen went dark.

Mother and Father looked at each other.
Breakfast had gone cold, and nobody had an

appetite any longer.

“The Moon City people think they have the
right to lord it over the internal affairs of our
free Mars. Your mission requires that you
still travel to Ceres on Captain Ramats's ship,
as was already planned. Kénin$ has a hand
in these complications. He will certainly
have arranged things so that you can't reach
the Spidola by ordinary passenger rocket. I
could contact the members of the Mars
Council to find another way to the Spidola,
but I suspect those conversations would be

intercepted,” Father reasoned.

“Ramats is a good man. I think the children
might even be in a safer place on the Spidola
than under the current circumstances here.
Why do we need tank surveillance now? I as-

sume things haven't changed so much that



mainijusies, ka kads meéginatu kerties klat
starppasaulu brivkugim. Pat ne Kénins!
Kuginieki mil brivibu. Vini ir visiem ne-
piecieSami. Kad ir vajadziba, vini prot sas-

tradaties,” piebilda mate.

“Mat! Tet! Es baidos par jums! Vai jus

nevarat braukt mums lidzi?” prasija Mara.

“Né, Marit. Mums Seit japaliek, jo darbo-
jamies Marsa valdé. TieSi tagad musu klat-
bitne ir nepiecieSama. Jus veiksiet savus un
skolas uzdevumus un péc neilga laika busiet
atpakal. Lidz tam laikam cilindru drudzis
biis norimis, Jaunriga bus kaut cik atko-
pusies no liela spradziena un més visi
varésim turpinat mierigaku, parastaku dzivi.

Kapteinis Ramats ir uzticams un sapratigs.

Traku neko vin$ nedaris,” atbildéja mate.

“Ka ir ar Aldi? Vinam tacéu ari jabrauc.”

“Aldi jus satiksiet vina majas. Vina palidziba
arl bus vajadziga. Més valdé paredzéjam
nepatikS§anas ar ménesniekiem. Tadél
izstradajam veidu, ka zinotajs no valdes
varétu sasniegt Ramata brivkugi nepamanita
veida, ja tas klitu nepieciesams. So iespé&ju
varésiet izmantot. Domaju, ka ar meénes-
niekiem més tomeér tiksim gala. Tatad jis
izbrauksiet ar Ramatu, ka paredzéts,” nobei-

dza tévs.

Mate apkampa meitu un délu: “Nu, Marit, tu

anyone would dare lay hands on an inter-
planetary free ship. Not even Kénins!
Shipmen love their freedom. Everyone
needs them. When the need arises, they

know how to work together,” Mother added.

“Mother! Father! I'm scared for you! Can't

you come with us?” asked Mara.

“No, Mara dear. We must stay here because
we serve on the Mars Council. Right now,
our presence is especially needed. You will
carry out your own and your school's assign-
ments, and before long you'll be back. By
then, the cylinder fever will have died down,
Jaunriga will have somewhat recovered
from the great explosion, and we'll all be

able to continue a more peaceful, ordinary

life. Captain Ramats is trustworthy and sen-
sible. He won't do anything reckless,”

Mother answered.

“What about Aldis? He has to go too.”

“You'll meet Aldis at his house. His help will
also be needed. On the Council, we had an-
ticipated trouble with the Moon people.
That's why we worked out a way for a
Council messenger to reach Ramats's free
ship unnoticed, should it become necessary.
You'll be able to use this route. I believe we'll
manage the Moon people in the end. So
then, you'll depart with Ramats as planned,”

Father concluded.

Mother embraced her daughter and son:



raizé€jies, ka tava dzimsSanas diena bus par
klusu, jo drosibas dél nevarési to nosvinét ar
draudzeném. Mums ir davana, ko varbut
batu devusi tev lielakd vecuma, tacu Soreiz

bus istais bridis.”

No skapja augSas vina iznéma mazu sainiti
un iedeva meitai ar milu skipstu. Mara at-
taisija sainiti un izvilka sudraba kéditi ar dz-
intara piekarinu. Rokas vinai drebéja un acis

saskréja asaras.

“Tas ir tavs sencu mantojums, no vecas-
mates puralades. Liec ap kaklu un valka.
Mara, ir visadi akmeni. Mlsu gimenes ge-

ologei més davinam tadu, kas kadreiz uz

senas Zemes bijis dzivs. Lai misu jaunajai

burtniecei Saules saprats!”

Mara lénam pacéla rotu, lidz dzintars bija
acu limeni. Tad vina saskatijas ar aizveés-
turisko biti, kas satverta dzintara. Baiga
sajuta apnéma Maru. Vina pati jutas ka bite,
kas satverta muza svekos bez izvéles, dzita
uz prieksu laika straumeé, kuru kads cits

nakotné véro miiZiga baiga ornamenta.

“Mara, bite ir ¢akla un stradiga; tu esi gudra
un pratiga. Ar Siem tikumiem tavi celi bus

brivi.”

“Well, Mara dear, you're worried that your
birthday will be too quiet, since for safety's
sake you won't be able to celebrate with your
friends. We have a gift that we might have
given you when you were older, but this time

the moment is right.”

From the top of the cupboard, she took a
small bundle and gave it to her daughter
with a loving kiss. Mara opened it and drew
out a silver chain with an amber pendant.
Her hands trembled and tears welled in her

eyes.

“This is your ancestral heirloom, from your
grandmother's hope chest. Put it around
your neck and wear it. Mara, there are many

kinds of stones. For the geologist of our fam-

ily, we give one that was once alive on an-
cient Earth. May the Sun's wisdom be with

our young Burtnieki maiden!”

Slowly Mara raised the ornament until the
amber was at eye level. Then she locked
eyes with the prehistoric bee captured in-
side. An eerie feeling came over Mara. She
herself felt like a bee, caught in the resin of
ages without a choice, driven forward in the
current of time, observed by someone else
in the future within an eternal, eerie orna-

ment.

“Mara, the bee is diligent and hardworking;
you are clever and wise. With these virtues,

your paths will be free.”



Maris iesaka dziedat “daudz baltu dieninu”.
Tik raibi balta dzimSanas diena var but tikai

vienreiz muza.

Maris began to sing “Many White Days.”
Such a colorfully bright birthday can come

only once in a lifetime.

XVII. Jokupétera atrasana

Iebraukusi Jaunriga, Maris un Mara
dzirdéja, ka skola atlikta uz pécpusdienu.
Skolotajiem esot neparedzéta sapulce.
Tuvakie bérni aizsutiti majas, paréjiem un
visjaunakajiem bérniem paredzétas brivas

nodarbibas ar uzraudzibu.

Alda maja bija tuvu pie Baltezera parka, kadi
tris kilometri no skolas. No Riekstu majas
varéja saredzét milzigos parka kokus, kas
sniedzas augstak par lieldko dalu sabivéto
éku. Riekstu maja Sodien likas térpta svétku
rota. Izliekta divstavu bloda bija apklata

pukém - dzeltenam, baltam un sarkanam.

XVII. The Finding of Jokupeteris

After arriving in Jaunriga, Maris and Mara
heard that school had been postponed to the
afternoon. The teachers had an unscheduled
meeting. Children who lived nearby had
been sent home; the rest and the youngest

were given free activities with supervision.

Aldis's house was close to Baltezers Park,
about three kilometers from the school.
From the Rieksts house, you could see the
park's enormous trees, which rose higher
than most of the surrounding buildings. The
Rieksts house today seemed dressed in holi-

day finery. The curved two-story bowl was



Tas pietiekosi lidzinajas senas Zemes rozém,
ta ka par tadam tas ari sauca. Tiesi Sodien, it
ka Cereras braucienam par godu, tas bija iz-
plaukuSas pilna krasnuma. Rieksta kundze
bija dailuma milotdja. Brivo laiku vina
pavadija majas darzina. Maris piegaja pie
durvim un saka sist ierasto signalu. No ma-
jas ieksienes atskanéja dobja, pastiprinata
Alda balss: “Palaidni! Vai jums nav jabut

skola?”

“Zini, draugs, mums nav laika blénam,” at-

bildéja Maris, atvérdams durvis.

“Rieksta kundze,” vins pagriezas pret Alda
mati, “Ménesspils padotie mums aizliedza

braukt uz Cereru paredzétaja laika. Vecaki

teica, ka ar Marsa valdes atbalstu més
varésim tomér braukt. Més ceram, ka Aldis

varés mums braukt lidzi.”

“Zinu, no valdes jau sanému zinas. To lietu
izkartos ~ pavisam  vienkar$i.  Mana
brivkugnieku biroju parstives pieredze
tagad noderés. Jus abi tiksiet uz Spidolu ar
precu piegades raketi. Més ar Aldi aizbrauk-
sim pavisam kartigi un atklati. Jau ilgu laiku
esmu pati gribéjusi parliecinaties par savu
viru, un mans lagums pédigi pienemts.
Ménesnieki par to nav uztraukusies, jo

laikam vini mus abus par pilnu nenem.”

Rieksta apklusa: redzams, vina pardomadja,

covered with flowers — yellow, white, and
red. They resembled the roses of ancient
Earth closely enough that that was what they
were called. Today, as if in honor of the trip
to Ceres, they had burst into full splendor.
Mrs. Rieksts was a lover of beauty. She spent
her free time in her home garden. Maris
went to the door and began knocking out the
usual signal. From inside the house came
Aldis's amplified, hollow voice: “Rascals!

Shouldn't you be in school?”

“Listen, friend, we don't have time for non-

sense,” Maris replied, opening the door.

“Mrs. Rieksts,” he turned to Aldis's mother,
“the Moon City subordinates have forbidden

us from traveling to Ceres on schedule. Our

parents said that with the support of the
Mars Council, we can still go. We hope Aldis

can come along.”

“I know — I've already received word from
the Council. This will be arranged quite sim-
ply. My experience as a representative of the
free ship captains' bureau will come in
handy now. You two will get to the Spidola
on a cargo supply rocket. Aldis and I will
board perfectly openly and officially. I've
long wanted to see my husband for myself,
and my request has finally been approved.
The Moon people aren't worried about it —
they probably don't take the two of us seri-

ously.”

Mrs. Rieksts fell silent; clearly she was



ko teikt. “Aldim ir radies slikts iespaids par
Kriminu gimeni. Es nezinu, tiesi kas noti-
cis, tacu man liekas, ka nav neka, ko nevarés
atrisinat. Bet turpinasu skaidrot par prak-
tiskiem soliem. Seit ir karte, ka tikt uz
Jaunrigas precu ostu, tieSi uz éku, kur au-
tomatiski pieladé precu raketes. Diemzél tas
ir vienigais veids, ka tur tikt bez uztversanas.
Jaunrigas skaitlotdju kompleksu dzesé ar
Baltezera tdeni. Jums bis jatiek uz precu
piegadi pa dzeséSanas cauruli, jo parasta
pieeja ir apsargata un aizslégta. Vai jums

stipras plausas?”

“Nu, vairs neesam pekstini. Protams, ka
esam pavisam veseli. Bet vai més varésim

nemaniti iebrist Baltezera? Tur jau nedrikst

nevienu traucét, bet ko var zinat. Varbut
mus izseko. Ménesnieki gribéja mus pavadit

uz skolu,” iebilda Maris.

“Dross paliek dross. Es jiis dabuSu Baltezera,

un ne pa vartiem,” nosminéja Aldis.

Kad tris draugi tika lidz Baltezera parka
aréjiem muriem netalu no Alda majas, Aldis
saka taustit sienu. Péedigi vin$§ iesaucas:
“Atradu!” Ar makskeres auklu vin$ parvilka
pari mirim pabiezu vitni. “Sis ir értaks
veids, ka tikt parka. Ne pa vartiem, un nav
jaképajas ar ierakstiSanos,” pamacija Aldis.
“Nu tad pierakstiet pamatigi savas piezimes,

seviski tu, Mari, lai butu tava piezimju gra-

thinking over what to say. “Aldis has devel-
oped a bad impression of the Krumins fam-
ily. I don't know exactly what happened, but
it seems to me there is nothing that can't be
resolved. But let me continue explaining the
practical steps. Here is a map showing how
to reach the Jaunriga cargo port — specifi-
cally the building where cargo rockets are
loaded automatically. Unfortunately, it's the
only way to get there without being de-
tected. Jaunriga's computer complex is
cooled with Baltezers water. You'll need to
reach the cargo bay through the cooling
pipe, since the regular entrance is guarded

and locked. Do you have strong lungs?”

“Well, we're not little babies anymore. Of
course we're perfectly healthy. But will we

be able to wade into Baltezers unnoticed?

You're not supposed to disturb anyone there,
but who knows — maybe we're being fol-
lowed. The Moon people wanted to escort us

to school,” Maris objected.

“Better safe than sorry. Il get you into
Baltezers, and not through the gates,” Aldis

grinned.

When the three friends reached the outer
walls of Baltezers Park near Aldis's house,
Aldis began feeling along the wall. Finally
he exclaimed, “Found it!” With a fishing
line, he pulled a thick rope over the wall.
“This is a more convenient way to get into
the park. No gates, no fussing with sign-in
sheets,” Aldis instructed. “Now, make sure

you take thorough notes — especially you,



mata reiz gatava,” mazliet skaudigi, bet ar
riupém par draugiem atvadijas Aldis. “Es jau
uzbrauksu pirmaja klasé, bet jums bis jatélo
precu karbinas. Nenoguliet! Tad uz

tiksanos!”

Un Aldis nozuda, parliecinajies, ka draugi

uzrapusies pa vitni un ir Baltezera parka.

Bérni noléca no mura dzila zalé un skréja uz
ezeru. Putni skali sadziedajas. Agra rita divi
skréjéji paradijas uz takas, sasvidusi sava in-
tensivaja nodarbé tie nozuda aiz krumiem.
Pusdienas staigataji paradisies tikai péc
vairakam stundam. Migla jau bija saplakusi,

noslépusies ielejas. Cik viegli Sada diena

skriet pa miksto zali! Var justies gandriz ka

lidojot, un ir viegli aizmirst uzdevumu.

Vini pienaca pie sakrautiem lieliem ak-
meniem blakus udenskritumam un no
augSas skatijas atvara, kas zem tiem mu-

tuloja.

“Tad sis ir drosakais cel$ uz Spidolu? Es nez-
inu. Cerams, ka Rieksta kundze nebis pa

dalai jukusi,” nortica Maris.

“Viss ir tiesi ka ziméjuma. Tur starp tiem ak-

meniem vajadzétu bit notekai.”

Maris — so your notebook will finally be
ready,” Aldis said goodbye, a bit enviously
but with genuine concern for his friends.
“I'll be riding up first class, but you two will
have to play the part of little cargo boxes.

Don't oversleep! See you then!”

And Aldis disappeared, having made sure
his friends had climbed up the rope and

were inside Baltezers Park.

The children jumped from the wall into the
deep grass and ran toward the lake. Birds
burst into loud song. In the early morning,
two joggers appeared on the path; drenched
in sweat from their intense effort, they van-
ished behind the bushes. The midday

strollers wouldn't appear for several more

hours. The mist had already settled, hiding
in the hollows. How easily one could run
across the soft grass on a day like this! You
could almost feel as if you were flying, and it

was easy to forget the task at hand.

They came to a pile of large boulders beside
the waterfall and looked down from above

into the churning pool below.

“So this is supposed to be the safest route to
the Spidola? I don't know. Let's hope Mrs.
Rieksts hasn't gone partly mad,” Maris

grumbled.

“Everything matches the diagram exactly.

There, between those rocks, there should be



“Logiski gan, bet drosi tomér neizskatas.”

“Klusu!” partrauca Mara un radija, kur
taluma virs pilsétas centra divi helikopteri
rinkoja arvien lielakos lokos. “Varbut tie

mus meklé!”

“Mulkibas!” iesaucas Maris, bet tilin ari
ieléca tideni un ienira tiesi virs notekas. Péc
neilga briZa vin$ bija atpakal un teica: “Gruti
parliecinaties. Nav ari vairs laika. Mara,
peldi pa prieksu. Ja kas atgadisies, varésu

tevi izglabt.”

“Labi, ka Ci-Ci atstajam pie Alda. Vin$ izgu-
dros, ki to dabit uz kuga. Te gan Ci-Ci

sameércétos.”

Maras galva nozuda zem udens. Maris
dzirdéja helikopteru tuvojamies, ievilka tris
spécigus elpas vilcienus un ceréja, ka tdeni
bus grutak uztvert vina miesas siltumu. Ar
spécigam kustibam vins peldéja, sekodams
masai, lidz straume vinu sakéra un ievilka
pa caurumu sieta, tiesi ka bija radits
ziméjuma. Viss bija pareizi, tacu likas, ka
plausSas plisis. Straumes atrums un spéks
pieauga, plauSas kliedza, un Maris juta, ka
varétu krist bezdibeni. Vin§ cinijas, lai
neiegrimtu dzilak mieriga tumsa, jo bija
tacu japalidz masai. Un tad peksni vins$ juta,

ka kaut kas rauj vinu pret straumi, un uzreiz

adrain.”

“Logical, but it still doesn't look safe.”

“Quiet!” Mara cut in, pointing to where, in
the distance above the city center, two heli-
copters were circling in ever-widening

loops. “Maybe they're looking for us!”

“Nonsense!” Maris exclaimed, but immedi-
ately jumped into the water and dove
straight down above the drain. After a short
while, he was back and said, “Hard to be
sure. And there's no more time. Mara, you
swim first. If something goes wrong, I'll be

able to rescue you.”

“Good thing we left Ci-Ci with Aldis. He'll fig-
ure out how to get him on the ship. Ci-Ci

would only get soaked here.”

Mara's head disappeared beneath the water.
Maris heard a helicopter approaching; he
drew three powerful breaths, hoping it
would be harder to detect his body heat in
the water. With strong strokes he swam, fol-
lowing his sister, until the current caught
him and pulled him through the opening in
the grate — exactly as shown in the diagram.
Everything was right, but his lungs felt as if
they would burst. The current's speed and
force grew; his lungs screamed; and Maris
felt he might plunge into an abyss. He
fought not to sink deeper into the calm dark-

ness, for he still had to help his sister. And



vin$ bija izmests no tdens uz cietiem ak-

meniem turpat tumsa.

“Mara, kur tu esi?” sauca Maris. Iedegas
gaisma, un vin§ redzéja masu rapus, druscin
apjukusu. Vini abi pagriezas, it ka izdibinot,

no kurienes nak gaisma.

“Ak Dievs!”

Tur stavéja milziga melna butne ar kveélo-
josu oranzu aci. No $is acs nica gaisma. Zem

galvas bija vairakas rokas pastaviga kustiba.

“Sekojiet man,” teica milzenis.

Bérni saskatijas un pameta acis uz udeni,
kas virpuloja aiz viniem. “Atpakal pret Sadu

straumi gan vairs netiksim,” nodomaja abi.

“Ziméjuma nebija neka par sadu Polifému,”

Cukstéja Mara. “Ko darisim?”

“Robotiem nevajadzétu uzbrukt cilvekiem.
Labak sekosim, jo atpakal netiekam,” at¢uk-
stéja Maris un paspéra divus bravirigus

solus uz milza pusi.

“Kurp jis mus vedisiet? Musu draugs ir

then suddenly he felt something pulling him
against the current, and all at once he was
thrown from the water onto hard rocks —

still in the dark.

“Mara, where are you?” called Maris. A light
came on, and he saw his sister on all fours, a
bit dazed. They both turned, as if trying to

figure out where the light was coming from.

“Oh God!”

There stood an enormous black creature
with a glowing orange eye. From that eye
came the light. Below its head, several arms

were in constant motion.

“Follow me,” said the giant.

The children looked at each other and
glanced back at the water swirling behind
them. There was no getting back against a

current like that, they both realized.

“The diagram said nothing about a
Polyphemus like this,” Mara whispered.
“What do we do?”

“Robots aren't supposed to attack humans.
We'd better follow, since we can't go back,”
Maris whispered in return and took two bold

steps toward the giant.

“Where will you take us? Our friend is Mr.



Jokupétera kungs. Cerams, jus vinu pazis-

tat!”

“Loti labi. Jus esat labas rokas, ja esat

Jokupétera kunga draugi!”

Jokupéteris. We hope you know him!”

“Very well. You are in good hands if you are

friends of Mr. Jokupéteris!”

XVIII. Jokupéteris sevi atklaj

“Iesim uz prieksu,” uz caurumu siena radija
briesmigais biorobots, ko bérni bija
nosaukusi par Polifému péc sengrieku
teikas vienacaina milza. Maris un Mara
noskatijas uz kapném mala, ko tikko varéja

saredzeét Poliféma acs gaisma.

“Seit ir pavisam tumss!” uzkliedza Maris, kas
pirmais iekapa caurumad un taustijas ar
kajam un rokam. Vinam sekoja Mara, tad
Poliféms ar savu gaismu. Nedro$i bérni
kapa, kapa un atkal kapa. Varéja dzirdet

stipru dimdinasanu, kas kluva arvien

XVIII. Jokupeteris Reveals Himself

“Let’s go forward,” — the terrifying biorobot,
whom the children had nicknamed
Polyphemus after the one-eyed giant of an-
cient Greek legend, pointed toward a hole in
the wall. Maris and Mara looked at a set of
steps along the edge, barely visible in

Polyphemus’s eye-light.

“It's completely dark in here!” Maris
shouted, being the first to climb into the
hole, feeling his way with hands and feet.
Mara followed, then Polyphemus with his
light. Uncertainly, the children climbed,

climbed, and climbed some more. They



stipraka.

“Laikam lielie gaisa ventilatori,” minéja

Maris.

Vel dazi desmiti metru, un skurstenis, pa

kuru vini bija kapusi, izbeidzas.

“Ko tagad?” prasija Mara.

“Tagad jus pasi tiksiet gala.”

Poliféema gaisma izdzisa, atstajot bérnus pil-

niga tumsa.

“Mana darbavieta Seit beidzas,” vin§ vél
turpinaja. “Jums gan jaiet uz prieksu. Seit
cilveki nav bijusi, kops$ Sipols veica pétiju-

mus par smadzenu akmeniem.”

“Tas tacu bija pirms 170 gadiem,” domaja
Maris. Pirms bérni varéja iedomaties, ko
darit talak, gaisma iedegas, un vini redzéja,
ka ir maza telpa kaut kur skaitlotaju kom-
pleksa vida. Telpas otra gala stavéja divi
vadiem pievienoti roboti. Neista pasaule.
Masinas un vél maSinas, kustigas un
nekustigas, runajosas un nerunajosas.

Pasaule, kur dzivo un valda roboti.

Gaisma vairs nebija sapiga. Telpas otra stiri

uz ekrana zibsnija krasu mudzeklis, skaitli,

could hear a powerful droning that grew

ever louder.

“Probably the big air ventilators,” Maris

guessed.

A few more dozen meters, and the chimney

they had been climbing came to an end.

“What now?” asked Mara.

“Now you’ll manage on your own.”

Polyphemus’s light went out, leaving the

children in total darkness.

“My work area ends here,” he continued.
“But you must go forward. No humans have
been here since Sipols conducted his re-

search on brain stones.”

“That was a hundred and seventy years ago,”
Maris thought. Before the children could fig-
ure out what to do next, a light came on, and
they saw that they were in a small room
somewhere in the middle of the computer
complex. At the far end of the room stood
two robots connected to wires. An unreal
world. Machines and more machines —
moving and still, speaking and silent. A

world where robots live and rule.

The light was no longer painful. In the far

corner of the room, a jumble of colors, num-



figiras. Kad bérni bija tikusi telpas vidd,
ekrana gaismas aprima un paradijas pazista-
mais Jaunrigas centrala skaitlotaja trisstira
zimogs. Abi roboti ciesi skatijas uz bérniem

ar savam aukstajam acim.

Balss ierunajas: “Esmu Jaunrigas centralais

skaitlotajs. Vai varu jums palidzét?”

“Més mekléjam Jokupétera kungu!” bez

bailéem iesaucas Maris.

“KriSjana  Barona skolas skaitlotaju,”

pievienojas Mara.

“Tagad ir jauns, labaks,” atbildéja balss.

“Né, Jokupéteris bija musu draugs!” teica

Maris.

Mara pagriezas pret brali: “Laikam vin§ ir

pilnigi nozudis.” Vinai nobira asara.

“Varbiit vins ir noliktava. Méginasu vinu ar
jums savienot. Cilvéki tik reti sadraudzéjas
ar skaitlotajiem.” Skaitlotdja balss izbeidza

sarunu.

Bérni apstaigdja telpu un jau bija pie
durvim, kad uz ekrana uzzibsnija Krisjana

Barona skolas zimogs. Bérni pieskréja pie

bers, and figures flashed on a screen. When
the children had reached the middle of the
room, the screen lights calmed and were re-
placed by the familiar triangular emblem of
Jaunriga’s central computer. Both robots

stared at the children with their cold eyes.

A voice spoke: “I am the central computer of

Jaunriga. May I help you?”

“We're looking for Mr. Jokupéteris!” Maris

exclaimed without fear.

“The KriSjanis Barons School computer,”

Mara added.

“There is a new, better one now,’ the voice

replied.

“No, Jokupéteris was our friend!” said Maris.

Mara turned to her brother: “He’s probably
gone for good.” A tear rolled down her

cheek.

“Perhaps he is in storage. I will try to con-
nect you with him. It is so rare that humans
befriend computers.” The computer’s voice

ended the conversation.

The children walked around the room and
were already at the door when the KriSjanis

Barons School emblem flashed on the



ekrana. Tad tas aptumsa. Skolas zimoga vi-
eta paradijas krusts, tad trisstaris, tad
Cetrstiris, un tad Maris un Mara dzirdéja

Jokupétera balsi:

“Paldies, ka esat mani atmodinajusi! Mums
ir daudz, ko parrunat. Zem S$is telpas ir
manas atminas, kuras biju iegrimis. Més
varésim isti satikties. Paskatieties pa labi uz

sienu un ejiet uz prieksu!”

Siena pa labi atvéras durvis, un bérni pagaja
uz to pusi. Grida, uz kuras vini abi stavéja,
sakustéjas un slidéja uz leju. Kad ta apstajas,
talu virs galvas varéja saredzét gaismu, kas
spidéja cauruma, kur vini abi tikai pirms

briza bija stavéjusi. Ta apdzisa, un iedegas

vajaka gaisma telpa, kura vini stavéja.
Pustumsa vini skatijas apkart. Atminas telpa
bija milziga. Garas rindas atminas tvertnes
sniedzas ka stari no telpas vidus, kur

tukSuma peldéja liela bumba.

Abi bérni sacukstéjas. Kur nu iet? Ko darit?
Telpas milzigums vinus biedéja. Gaisma
nebija pietiekama cilvéku acim. Atminas
tvertnes sniedzas talu virs galvas. It ka
Jokupetera Cukstiens Marai teica: “Uz

'”

prieksu

Bija jaiet garam melnai milzu bumbai, lai

screen. They rushed to the screen. Then it
went dark. In place of the school emblem
appeared a cross, then a triangle, then a
square — and then Maris and Mara heard

Jokupéteris’s voice:

“Thank you for waking me! We have much
to discuss. Beneath this room are my memo-
ries, into which I had sunk. We will be able
to truly meet. Look at the wall to your right

and walk forward!”

A door opened in the wall to the right, and
the children started toward it. The floor they
both stood on began to move and carried
them down. When it stopped, far above
their heads they could see the light shining
through the opening where they had stood

just a moment ago. It went out, and a dim-
mer light came on in the room where they
now stood. In the half-darkness they looked
around. The memory chamber was enor-
mous. In long rows, memory containers
stretched out like rays from the center of the
room, where a great sphere floated in empty

space.

The two children whispered to each other.
Where to go? What to do? The vastness of
the room frightened them. The light was not
enough for human eyes. The memory con-
tainers stretched far above their heads. As if
in a whisper, Jokupéteris told Mara:

“Forward!”

They had to walk past the giant black sphere



tiktu, kurp balss it ka sauca. Kada loma mel-
najai bumbai bija skaitlotaju darbiba, vini
nevaréja izprast, bet tas, ka tik liels
priekSmets peld gaisa bez redzama balsta,
abos radija bijibu pret spékiem, kas Seit
majo. Mara atkal uztvéra divaino ¢ukstienu

un pievilka brali aiz piedurknes:

“Vai tu dzirdé&ji?”

“Né.”

“Seit,” Cukstiens. Abi piendca pie atminas
tvertnes, kas citadi lidzinajas paréjam, tikai
uguntina taja nespidéja. Maris taustija

tvertnes sienu, lidz sajuta mazas durtinas.

Kad tas atvéra, iespidéjas gaisma un varéja
saredzét pogas. Mara piegaja un piespieda
tas seciba. Kaut ka vina zinaja, ka to darit.
Tvertnes gaismina pastiprindjas un mainija

krasu.

“Paldies, draugi. Gribéju no jums atvadities.
Citadi butu modinajis sevi vélak.” Ta bija
Jokupetera balss un klauna hologramma,
kas paradijas: tas bija tas pats vecais joku dz-

inéjs.

“Es nezinaju, ka skaitlotaji gul,” teica Maris.

“Tev taisniba. Skaitlotaji negul, kaut ari

vinus var izslégt. Tadu es savas atminas

to reach where the voice seemed to call
from. What role the black sphere played in
the computers’ workings they could not un-
derstand, but the fact that such a large ob-
ject floated in the air without any visible
support filled them both with awe at the
forces that dwelled here. Mara again caught
the strange whisper and tugged her

brother’s sleeve:

“Did you hear that?”

“NO.”

“Here,” the whisper said. They both came to
a memory container that otherwise looked
like all the rest, except that no little light

glowed inside it. Maris felt along the con-

tainer’s wall until he found a small door.
When he opened it, light shone in and they
could see buttons. Mara stepped up and
pressed them in sequence. Somehow she
knew how to do it. The container’s light

grew stronger and changed color.

“Thank you, friends. I wanted to say good-
bye to you. Otherwise, I would have awak-
ened myself later.” It was Jokupéteris’s voice,
and the clown hologram that appeared was

the same old jokester.

“I didn’'t know that computers sleep,” said

Maris.

“Youre right. Computers don't sleep, al-

though they can be shut off. But I hid in my



paslépos no Ménesspils skaitlotaja.”

Jokupétera tels palocijas pret viniem uz
ekrana un cukstéja: “Tas atrada tikai dazas
kludas, kadas es biju iesé€jis. Visas
nepatikSanas notikusas péc tam, kad jaunais
Marsa administrators, pulkvedis Kénins,
uztvéra skaitlotaju zinojumus, kas man tika
sutiti no dzilam alam ap Jaunrigu. Mara,
tavs draugs Illurs ir pametis savas majvietas
ar visam olbatném un ir cela uz maz-

pasaulém ar zvaigznu kugi.”

“Tad tas tracis tuksnesi bija sakara ar Illira

bégsanu!” izsaucas Maris.

“Tu gan neesi nekads parastais skaitlotajs.

Skaitlotaji nevar sevi ta izslégt un ieslégt,”

uztraucas Mara.

“Kénin§ domaéja, ka mani iespaido svesi
saprati, un tadé] lika Meénesspils skaitlota-
jam mani parbaudit. Lai neatrastu manu
apzinu centrus, es liku savam masinam tos
fiziski noslégt. Man bija paredzéts uzmosties
velak, tacu to, ka cilvéki ienakuSi Sinis
telpas, dabigi uztvéra sargmasinas un
iedarbinidja manus paSaizsargaSanas cen-
trus. Zinu, ka jums jasteidzas. No burt-
niekiem zinu, ka jums jatiek uz kugi ar
precu piegades raketi. Loti vienkarsi. Roboti
no fabrikas atvedis skaitlotaja kastes, un ar
tam jus viegli tiksiet uz Spidolu. Jums vél ir
laiks. Un nu man ir svarigakais, ko jums atk-
lat. Jasu uzdevums ir ari manas intereseés.

Jums jazina, ka esmu loti, loti, loti vecs.”

own memories from the Moon City com-

puter.”

Jokupeteris’s image bowed to them on the
screen and whispered: “It found only the
few errors I had planted. All the troubles
happened after Mars’s new administrator,
Colonel Kénins, intercepted the computer
messages that were being sent to me from
deep caves around Jaunriga. Mara, your
friend Illars has left his dwellings with all
the egg-beings and is on his way to the small

worlds aboard the starship.”

“So that commotion in the desert was be-

cause of Illars’s escape!” Maris exclaimed.

“You certainly aren’t any ordinary computer.

Computers can’t shut themselves off and on

like that,” Mara said, uneasy.

“Kénins thought that alien intelligences
were influencing me, and so he ordered the
Moon City computer to examine me. To
keep it from finding my consciousness cen-
ters, I had my machines physically seal
them off. I was set to awaken later, but the
fact that humans had entered these rooms
was naturally picked up by the guard ma-
chines, which activated my self-defense cen-
ters. I know you must hurry. From the
Burtnieki, I know you need to reach the ship
via the cargo supply rocket. Very simple.
The robots will bring computer crates from
the factory, and with them you’ll easily get
aboard the Spidola. You still have time. And

now I have the most important thing to re-



Jokupétera télam paradijas loti gara, balta

barda, kas sniedzas lidz pat gridai.

“Tev taisniba. Neesmu ists skaitlotajs.”

Bardaina klauna téls nozuda, un to aizvi-
etoja mazs, pliks bérnins. “Esmu tai pasa ve-
cuma ka cilvéce, jo mani isti neradija cil-
véces technologija. Cilvéku technologijas
raditais ir tikai viena no manam sastav-
dalam. Mana vecaka saprata pirmforma

izskatijas sada.”

Paradijas klauna Jokupétera attéls.

“Mani senc¢i no zvaigzném izgudroja spéka
cilindrus, lai izveidotu vartus starp at-
talakam  zvaigzném. Sis  sasniegums
iznicinadja vinu pasauli. Tacu tam ta nebija
janotiek. Tas nebija tikai liktenis. Kad Mara
atrada spéka cilindrus, tas ari uzmodinaja
cilvekos varaskari. Vai nu par labu, vai par
sliktu, tas bus paatrindjis cilvéces evoluciju.
Un nu senais zvaigznu kugis, kas lidz sim
nekaitigi peldéja starp mazpasaulém, ir
pamodinats. Tas ir loti seviSks skaitlotajs, ol-
butnu raditajs, un vins var but arkartigi bis-
tams. Tu, Mara, esi sacélusi briesmigus
spekus. Jusu abu un Alda loma bus palidzét

Sos spékus ievirzit labos celos, pirms tie

veal to you. Your mission is also in my inter-
est. You should know that I am very, very,

very old.”

Jokupéteris’s image sprouted a very long
white beard that reached all the way to the

floor.

“You are right. I am not a true computer.”

The bearded clown’s image vanished and
was replaced by a small, naked baby. “I am
the same age as humanity, for I was not truly
created by human technology. What human
technology made is only one of my compo-
nent parts. My oldest intelligence’s original
form looked like this.”

The image of the clown Jokupéteris ap-

peared.

“My ancestors from the stars invented the
power cylinders to create gates between dis-
tant stars. This achievement destroyed their
world. But it did not have to happen that
way. It was not merely fate. When Mara
found the power cylinders, it also awakened
the lust for power in humans. Whether for
good or ill, it will have accelerated the evolu-
tion of humanity. And now the ancient star-
ship, which until now had been drifting
harmlessly among the small worlds, has
been awakened. It is a very special com-
puter, the creator of the egg-beings, and it
can be extraordinarily dangerous. You,

Mara, have stirred up terrible forces. The



klust negrozami. Tadel jums bus jaiet pasa

parmainas virpula viduci.”

“Kadel més? Ja tev rup musu labklajiba, tu
jau noteikti visu ko izkartosi,” neticigi

iebilda Maris.

“Skatieties labi, kads es isti izskatos.”

Atminas tvertne saka kustéties un pacélas
gaisa. Nu bija redzams milzigs kristalu ak-
mens, kas acu priekSa mainija krasas, gais-
mas spilgtumu un geometrisko apveidu.

Spidigais akmens turpinaja:

“Milie draugi, nebaidieties. Mans fiziskais
skats nav istaks par téliem, ko redzat

ekrana.”

Uz ekrana paradijas senais zvaigznu kuga
kapteinis zvaigZznota apmetni, tad ta vieta

stajas pazistamais Jokupéteris.

“Gribéju no jums atvadities. Savu lomu basu
driz izpildijis. Milie draugi, es novecoju.
Kops ta laika, kad cilveki mani izrava ar
visam sakném no Velna Blodas, esmu
palénam fiziski kluvis nespécigaks, kaut
zinaSana esmu pieaudzis. Bez sakném es
sevi vairs nevaru atjaunot. Mani sadarbojas
tris saprati: seno zvaigznu un cilveka raditas
masinas saprats un senmarsieSu, kas ir

zvaigznu cilvéeku radijums. Sos sapratus

role of you both, and of Aldis, will be to help
guide these forces onto good paths before
they become irreversible. For that reason,
you will have to go into the very center of

the whirlpool of change.”

“Why us? If you care about our well-being,
youll surely arrange everything yourself

anyway,” Maris objected skeptically.

“Look carefully at what I truly look like.”

The memory container began to move and
rose into the air. Now they could see an
enormous crystal stone that changed colors,
brightness, and geometric shape before

their eyes. The glittering stone continued:

“Dear friends, do not be afraid. My physical
appearance is no more real than the images

you see on the screen.”

On the screen appeared the ancient starship
captain in a star-studded cloak, then he was

replaced by the familiar Jokupéteris.

“I wanted to say goodbye to you. I will have
fulfilled my role soon. Dear friends, I am
growing old. Ever since the time when hu-
mans tore me out, roots and all, from Velna
Bloda, I have slowly been growing physically
weaker, though in knowledge I have grown.
Without my roots, I can no longer renew
myself. Within me, three intelligences work
together: the ancient star intelligence, the

machine intelligence created by humans,



esmu turéjis lidzsvara ar lielam grutibam.
Sak pienakt laiks, kad tas vairs nebits iespé-
jams. Atseviskie saprati pléSas katrs uz savu
piepildiSanas virzienu. Varbut tik ciesi ka
mani $ie saprati vairs nekad nesadarbosies,

tacu tie visi buis bagatinati.

Tagad gan mius visus apdraud tas, ko més ar
savu zvaigznu ginti senatné radijam. Jums
bus jasastopas ar zvaigznu kugi, ko més sen-
atné radijam un kas tagad peld izplatijuma
mazpasaulu josla. Tas skaitlotajs kluva traks
un tagad cilvéci uzskata par savu ienaid-
nieku. Ja uzvarés zvaigznu kugis, cilvéces at-

tistiba Sai Saules sistéma tiks nopietni ap-

turéta, un to es nevaru pienemt. Tas, ko
izveidojusi mana civilizacija, tada gadijuma
tiks lietots ne labiem, bet sliktiem

nolukiem.”

Atminas tvertne aizvérds, un palika tikai
pazistamais Jokupétera téls, kas ar platu
smaidu pagriezas pret Maru. “Mara, tev ap
kaklu ir dzintara karulis no aizvésturiskajam
Zemes priedém. Turies pie ta. Glaba to.

Iegaumeé to biti, kas tur satverta.”

Mara satvéra dzintaru un noglaudija. Vélreiz

vina juta savado elektribu.

“Tagad pienacis laiks mums Skirties.

Kapteina Ramata kugis jau jus gaida uz

and that of the ancient Martians, who are a
creation of the star people. I have held these
intelligences in balance with great difficulty.
The time is approaching when that will no
longer be possible. The separate intelli-
gences are pulling apart, each toward its
own fulfillment. Perhaps never again will
these intelligences work together as closely
as they have within me, yet each of them

will be enriched.

“Now we are all threatened by what we and
our star-kin created in ages past. You will
have to face the starship, which we created
long ago and which now drifts through
space in the belt of the small worlds. That
computer has gone mad, and now considers
humanity its enemy. If the starship prevails,

humanity’s development in this Solar System

will be gravely halted, and that I cannot ac-
cept. What my civilization created would, in
that case, be used not for good, but for evil

purposes.”

The memory container closed, and only the
familiar image of Jokupéteris remained,
turning with a broad smile toward Mara.
“Mara, around your neck you wear an amber
pendant from the prehistoric pines of Earth.
Hold fast to it. Treasure it. Remember the

bee captured inside.”

Mara grasped the amber and stroked it.

Once again she felt the strange electricity.

“Now the time has come for us to part.

Captain Ramats’s ship is already waiting for



izbrauksanu. Brauciet atpakal ar liftu, augsa
roboti jus aizvedis uz precu ostu, lai
nogadatu uz kuga. Labu laimi! Steidzieties!”

Jokupétera téls nozuda.

Gaisma atminu telpd saravas. Kads cits
speks saka mosties, un milziga bumba telpas
vidi saka klusu sanonu un griezas atrak un
atrak. Bridi Maris un Mara stavéja sastin-

'”

gusi, tad abi gandriz reizé izsaucas: “Iesim

Kad aizvéras lifta durvis, atminas telpa bija
gaiSa no nemitigiem elektribas pulséju-

miem.

you to depart. Ride back up in the lift; up
above, the robots will take you to the cargo
port to deliver you to the ship. Good luck!

Hurry!” Jokupéteris’s image vanished.

The light in the memory chamber shrank.
Some other power began to stir, and the
great sphere in the center of the room began
to hum softly and spin faster and faster. For
a moment, Maris and Mara stood frozen;
then both of them, almost at the same time,

cried out: “Let’s go!”

When the lift doors closed, the memory
chamber was bright with ceaseless pulses of

electricity.



XIX. Mazpasauliesi

“Mari! Mara!” pa gabalu Aldis jau sauca, ier-
audzijis draugus precu noliktava rakesu kar-
bas. Aldis pieskréja, lai palidzétu Spidolas
noliktavas stradniekiem izcelt vinus lauka.
Tie izskatijas bali un mazliet satraukti, bet
citadi veseli. Precu raketes brauciens bija
strauj$ un neieteicams vecakiem braucéjiem

vai slimniekiem.

Maris skatijas uz Aldi un prasija: “Ko tad tu

te tik agri? Kadas zinas no Marsa?”

“Tavi vecaki sarunajas ar manu mati.
Izradas, ka Marsa valde izsutijusi stingru
protestu Ménesspilij, ka Valdmana-Beérzina
balvas laureata uzdevums ir seviski svarigs
visam Marsam un neatnemama tradicija.
MénesspilieSiem bija jaatzistas, ka aizliegt
jums braukt ar celotaju kugi ir pret likumu.
Tatad Keénins zaudéjis vél vienu speéliti.
Krimina  jaunskungs un Kramina
jaunkundze,” Aldis paklanija  galvu,
“priecajos veélreiz satikt tik svarigas per-

sonas. Atlaujiet man paradit jums So kugi.”

“Tu man gribi teikt, ka visa §1 intriga bija par

velti?” izsaucas Maris.

“Nekas nav par velti,” atgadinaja Mara.

XIX. The Small-Worlders

“Maris! Mara!” Aldis was already calling
from a distance, having spotted his friends
in the cargo hold among the rocket crates.
Aldis ran over to help the Spidola’s ware-
house workers lift them out. They looked
pale and a bit shaken, but otherwise healthy.
The cargo rocket ride was swift and not rec-

ommended for older travelers or the sick.

Maris looked at Aldis and asked, “What are
you doing here so early? Any news from

Mars?”

“Your parents spoke with my mother. It
turns out the Mars administration sent a
stern protest to Moon City, saying that the
Valdmanis-Bérzin$ Prize laureate’s assign-
ment is of special importance to all of Mars
and an inseparable tradition. The Moon City
authorities had to admit that forbidding you
to travel on the passenger ship was against
the law. So Kénin§ has lost yet another little
game. Young Master KriminS and Young
Miss Krumin$,” Aldis bowed his head, “a
pleasure to meet such important persons

once again. Allow me to show you this ship.”

“You mean to tell me this whole intrigue was

for nothing?” exclaimed Maris.

“Nothing is ever for nothing,” Mara re-



“Atceries Jokupéteri? Vai tik vinam nebija

kadas darisanas ar So lietu?”

Pa skalruni bija dzirdama zvaniSana un tad
kapteina Ramata balss: “Liidzu, ienemiet vi-

etas. Liudzu, ienemiet vietas izbrauksanai.”

Drizi vien tris draugi jau sédéja savas vietas
un ekrana lasija nepiecieSamos brauciena
noteikumus, kas bija jazina visiem Spidolas
pasazieriem. Pat Aldis izlasito citigi iekala
prata, jo no ta varéja but atkarigas visas
kuga saimes dzivibas. Burti nozuda, un uz

ekrana paradijas kapteina Ramata seja:

“Sveicieni jaunbraucéjiem no Spidolas
saimes! No Marsa orbitas izbrauksim péc
vienas stundas un 23 minatém. Izbrauksana
aizkavéjusies, jo mums jagaida seviski
svarigs lidzbraucéjs, pulkvedis Kénins.
Nolasi$u zinojumu no Aizsardzibas ministri-

jas:

“Vakar atkal bez vésts nozuda viens misu
kugis. Liesma. Ka zinat, mazpasaulés ir
dazas noziedznieku kolonijas. Lidz $im no
tam mums nopietni draudi nav bijusi. Més
nezinam, vai atbildigas ir §is sveStautieSu
kolonijas. Lai sargatos pret nepatikamam
varbitibam, pagaidam visi kugi tiks ap-

brunoti un vedis aizsardzibas vienibas.”

minded him. “Remember Mr. Jokupéteris?
Could he have had something to do with
this?”

Over the loudspeaker came the sound of a
bell, followed by Captain Ramats’s voice:
“Please take your seats. Please take your

seats for departure.”

Before long the three friends were sitting in
their places, reading on the screen the nec-
essary travel regulations that all Spidola pas-
sengers had to know. Even Aldis diligently
drilled what he read into his memory, for
the lives of the whole ship’s company could
depend on it. The letters disappeared, and
Captain Ramats’s face appeared on the

screen:

“Greetings to the new travelers from the
Spidola’s company! We will depart from
Mars orbit in one hour and twenty-three
minutes. Departure has been delayed be-
cause we must wait for a particularly impor-
tant fellow passenger, Colonel Kénins. I will

read a report from the Ministry of Defense:

“Yesterday another of our ships disappeared
without a trace. The Liesma. As you know,
there are some criminal colonies in the
small worlds. Until now they have posed no
serious threat to us. We do not know
whether these foreign colonies are responsi-
ble. To guard against unpleasant possibili-
ties, for the time being all ships will be

armed and will carry defense units.”



Si bis pirma un, es ceru, pédéja reize, kad
karaspéks bls novietots mana kugi. Esam
bez sadas “palidzibas” iztikusi, un Sis kugis
arvienu apmekléjis mazpasaulu kolonijas
péc to ieliguma. Kugi ir saites, kas savij
kopa visu cilvéci. So lomu turpinasim. Kuga
saime daris visu, lai jasu brauciens butu
patikams, dross un ar atdevi. Varat
izkustéties no savam vietam, lidz busim

gatavi izbraukt. Paldies.”

“Atkal tas pats Kénins! Més netiekam no
vina vala,” izsaucas Maris. “Vai tev ir bail?”

ving noprasija masai.

1%

“Man vairs nav bail ne no ka!” atcirta Mara

un paradija bralim meéli.

“Te nu bija tie godigie, piekldjigie, pak-
lausigie = skoléni,”  nosminéja  Aldis.
“Paskatisimies, kas vél brauc lidzi.” Vin$
paspieda pogas. “Profesora Bluka vards!
Laimigi gan. Ceréju vinu satikt, kad atcéla
misu pirmo braucienu.” Aldis skatijas uz
draugiem. “Blukis ir  eksobiologijas
specialists un zina daudz par mazpasaulém.

Varbut vins varés palidzét atrast manu tévu.”

Mara skatijas aizrautigaja Alda seja un klusi
teica: “Man vairs nav bail. Man nav bail no
svesam batném. Illars pat méginaja

palidzét...”

“Tu gribi teikt, ka senmarsiesi nav vainigi?

This will be the first and, I hope, the last
time that troops are stationed on my ship.
We have managed without such ‘help, and
this ship has always visited the small-world
colonies at their invitation. Ships are the
bonds that weave all of humanity together.
We shall continue in that role. The ship’s
company will do everything to make your
journey pleasant, safe, and rewarding. You
may move about from your seats until we

are ready to depart. Thank you.”

“That Kénins again! We can't get rid of him,”
exclaimed Maris. “Are you scared?” he asked

his sister.

“I'm not afraid of anything anymore!” Mara

shot back and stuck out her tongue at her

brother.

“So much for the honest, polite, obedient
schoolchildren,” Aldis smirked. “Let’s see
who else is coming along.” He pressed the
buttons. “Professor Blukis’s name! Lucky in-
deed. I was hoping to meet him when our
first trip was canceled.” Aldis looked at his
friends. “Blukis is a specialist in exobiology
and knows a lot about the small worlds.

Maybe he can help find my father.”

Mara looked at Aldis’s eager face and said
quietly, “I'm not afraid anymore. I'm not
afraid of alien beings. Illurs even tried to
help..”

“You mean to say the ancient Martians aren’t



Kas tad? Noziedznieku kolonijas? Pirati?”

Aldis sparigi kustinaja rokas lidz ar vardiem.
Laba roka atsitas pret Skivi, ko nesa laipna
apkalpotaja ar tumsSiem, sprogainiem
matiem, kuri apvija maigi branu seju.
Parsteigts Aldis apgriezas un ieskatijas divas
nobédajusas acis, kas raudzijas uz apgazto
dzérienu Alda klépi. Aldis bija ta parsteigts,
runajot par sveSsam butném, ka bridi
pietrika vardu. Pirmo reizi muza vin$ bija

saticis tumsadainu cilvéku.

Uz tums$adainas sievietes Zetona bija uzrak-
stits savads vards, “Bekija”. Bekija atvaino-

jas, novaca glazes un pasniedza pukainu

dvieli. Péc briza vina atgriezas ar jauniem

dzérieniem.

“Dzérienus lika jums atnest pats kapteinis
Ramats kopa ar ieligumu vinu satikt péc di-
vdesmit mintatém. Seit jums ir tadi pasi
dzérieni, kadus atnesu pirmo reizi,” vina te-

ica, radot uz paplati.

“Es ceru, ne gluzi tadi pasi,” méginaja jokot
Aldis.

“Aldi!"” vinu apsauca Mara.

“Ne gluzi. Tad vajadzétu jasu palidzibu,” ma-

zliet salkana balsi atcirta Bekija.

to blame? Then who? Criminal colonies?

Pirates?”

Aldis was moving his hands vigorously along
with his words. His right hand struck a plate
carried by a kind attendant with dark, curly
hair framing a softly brown face. Startled,
Aldis turned and looked into two sorrowful
eyes gazing at the overturned drink in
Aldis’s lap. Aldis was so surprised — having
just been talking about alien beings — that
for a moment words failed him. For the first
time in his life he had met a dark-skinned

person.

On the dark-skinned woman’s badge was
written a strange name, “Bekija.” Bekija

apologized, cleared away the glasses, and

handed him a fluffy towel. After a moment

she returned with fresh drinks.

“Captain Ramats himself ordered these
drinks brought to you, along with an invita-
tion to meet him in twenty minutes. Here
you have the same drinks I brought the first

time,” she said, pointing to the tray.

“I hope not quite the same ones,” Aldis tried

to joke.

“Aldis!!”” Mara scolded him.

“Not quite. Then I would need your help,”
Bekija shot back in a slightly sugary voice.



Acimredzot vina nebija nevariga.

“Ludzu, pazinojiet, ja varu jums vel palidzét.
Neaizmirstiet kapteina ieligumu. Labu

'”

veiksmi brauciena!” Ar platu smaidu pret
Aldi vina vél piebilda: “Man liekas, ta jums

bis nepieciesama.”

Marai paspruka smiekli, pat pirms Bekija

nozuda.

Aldis gluzi ka uzvarétajs teica: “Veiksmigi
mes esam gan. Redz, ka, mes satiksim pasu

kapteini. Iesim!”

Bérniem tomeér bija jagaida dazas minates

uzgaidamaja telpa, pirms robotsargs vinus

ielaida. Kapteinis Ramats tdlin sniedza
draudzigu roku. Tad vin§ atkapas paris solus
un ar plasu Zestu teica: “Jus gan esat augusi!
Ka laiks aizskréjis, kopS satikos ar
Kruminiem. Ziniet, mums nav daudz laika
tarksket. Gribéju tikai iepazities. Mari, mani
izvéléja par tavu padomdevéju sakara ar
tavu uzdevumu, par tautu attiecibam. Tagad,
liekas, tavs uzdevums paplasinajies un klu-
vis vél nopietnaks, jo jadoma ari par at-
tiecibam ar pilnigi sveSsam butnem.
Pulkvedis Kénins gan starp visam §im lietam
gribétu novilkt taisnas linijas. Par to vél
vélak. Gribu tikai teikt, ka mums bis ciesi
jasastradajas. Un tu, Aldi, tu tacu esi Riekstu

Zintara déls, vai ne?”

Clearly, she was no pushover.

“Please let me know if I can help you fur-
ther. Don’'t forget the Captain’s invitation.
Good luck on your journey!” With a broad
smile toward Aldis she added, “I think you're

going to need it.”

Mara burst out laughing even before Bekija

disappeared.

Aldis said, quite like a victor, “Lucky we are
indeed. See — we’re going to meet the

Captain himself. Let’s go!”

The children still had to wait a few minutes

in the waiting room before the guard robot

let them in. Captain Ramats immediately ex-
tended a friendly hand. Then he stepped
back a couple of paces and said with a
sweeping gesture, “My, how you've grown!
How the time has flown since I last met the
Krumins$ family. You know, we don’t have
much time to chatter. I just wanted to get ac-
quainted. Maris, I have been chosen as your
advisor in connection with your assignment
on relations between peoples. Now, it
seems, your assignment has expanded and
become even more serious, for we must also
think about relations with completely alien
beings. Colonel Kénins§, though, would like
to draw straight lines between all these mat-
ters. More on that later. I just want to say
that we shall have to work closely together.
And you, Aldis — you’re Zintars Rieksts’s

son, aren’t you?”



“Esmu gan. Jus man palidzésiet vinu atrast?”

“Kur varésu, tur palidzésu. Rieksts bija laga
virs. Pazinu vinu labi. Vélak pastastisu.”
Ramats uzlika roku Aldim uz pleca. “Labi,
draugi. Man jasteidzas sanemt musu “dizo”
viesi. LugSu jus pie sevis atkal driz. Labu

|”

veiksmi

Ramats atkal sniedza roku, un robots jau
bidijja bérnus ara. Pie durvim paradijas

laipna Bekija, lai vestu vinus atpakal.

“Te nu bija,” nosplavas Aldis, ne vairs ka uz-
varétajs. Vins saprata, ka vajadzés vél daudz

pacietibas un darba.

“I am indeed. Will you help me find him?”

“Where I can, I will help. Rieksts was a fine
man. I knew him well. Tll tell you more
later.” Ramats placed his hand on Aldis’s
shoulder. “All right, friends. I must hurry to
receive our ‘distinguished’ guest. I'll invite

you to see me again soon. Good luck!”

Ramats extended his hand again, and the ro-
bot was already ushering the children out.
At the door the kind Bekija appeared to lead
them back.

“Well, so much for that,” Aldis spat, no
longer like a victor. He understood that

much more patience and work would still be

needed.




XX. Sadursmes

Jau divas nedélas izplatijuma! Kameér Aldis
un Mara palidzéja kuga darzniekiem, Maris
lielu dalu briva laika pavadija Spidolas lasi-
tava, Skirstot rakstus par Saules sistémas civ-
ilizacijas tapSanu. Vins iesaka lasit par maz-

pasaulem.

“Visvairak izejvielu Méness, satelitkoloniju
un Marsa vajadzibam ieguva no maz-
pasaulém. Darbs mazpasaulés bija riskan-
taks, bet ar lielaku pelnu. Mazpasaules
pievilka stradniekus, kas vai nu bija déku
meklétaji, vai ari parastd sabiedriba jutas

ierobezoti. Visizplatitaka sabiedriba un val-

oda bija latvieSu. Mazpasaulés tomér
stradaja procentuali vismazakais latvieSu
skaits. Ir tadi dazado reiz uz Zemes vareno
tautu parstavji, kas par savu galveno uzde-
vumu uzskata tiekSanos péc savas tautas
senajam greznibam. Cilvéce atstaja Zemi,
neatrisinajusi savas nesaskanas. Séklas iese-

tas nakotnes razai.”

XX. Clashes

Two weeks in space already! While Aldis and
Mara helped the ship's gardeners, Maris
spent a large part of his free time in
Spidola's reading room, browsing texts
about the rise of Solar civilization. He began

reading about the small worlds.

“Most raw materials for the needs of the
Moon, the satellite colonies, and Mars were
obtained from the small worlds. Work in the
small worlds was riskier but brought greater
profit. The small worlds attracted workers
who were either thrill-seekers or who felt

confined in ordinary society. The most wide-

spread community and language was
Latvian. Yet proportionally the fewest
Latvians worked in the small worlds. Among
representatives of the various once-great na-
tions of Earth, there are those whose chief
concern is the striving after their people's
ancient glories. Humanity left Earth without
resolving its disagreements. Seeds planted

for a future harvest.”



Maris tik citigi lasija, ka no sakuma ne-
manija knadu, kas bija izcélusies blakus, tel-
pas nenoslégtaja nodalijuma. Kad karstas
debates turpindjas, vin$§ izsledza ekranu un
nemanot piesédas runas dalibniekiem tu-
vak. PaSreiz iereibusa balsi iekarsis runaja
pasmags pusmuza virs vél visai stipra

izskata:

“Meés, latvieSi, pacélam civilizaciju no
drupam, ko atstaja talaika lieltautas, kad tas
iesaka Pédéjo karu. Tagad Zeme nav nekas
vairak ka karsta ogle, kas vél kvélo ar savu
elliSkigo radiaciju. Né, nekad, nekadi
nevaram pienemt, ka Sis tautas - krievi,
kinie$i, amerikani, vaciesi, japani un kuri

tik vél ne - atkal valditu un iesdktu galigo

bojaeju. Un tapéc Saules sistéma drikst bt
tikai viena valsts ar vienu valodu - latviesu!
Tur, kur perinas slimigi iedigli, tie jaiztira.
Kaitigas nezales jaizrauj, pirms tas parnem

visu.”

Maris nenocietas: “Man skold macija, ka
kar$ uz Zemes izcélas tapéc, ka daZas tautas

domaéja, ka ir parakas par citam.”

Runataji apklusa, un visi skatijas uz Mari.
Viens pagriezas pret pirmo runataju un te-
ica: “Musdienas bérni paliek necieSami par-

gudri. Ola mégina macit vistu.”

Maris had been reading so diligently that at
first he didn't notice the commotion that had
arisen nearby, in the unenclosed compart-
ment of the room. When the heated debate
continued, he turned off his screen and, un-
noticed, took a seat closer to the speakers.
At the moment, a heavyset, middle-aged
man, still quite strong in appearance, was

speaking heatedly in a tipsy voice:

“We Latvians raised civilization from the ru-
ins left by the great powers of that era, when
they started the Last War. Now Earth is noth-
ing more than a hot ember, still glowing
with its hellish radiation. No, never, under
no circumstances can we accept that these
nations — Russians, Chinese, Americans,

Germans, Japanese, and who knows who

else — should rule again and start the final
destruction. And therefore there may be
only one state in the Solar system, with one
language — Latvian! Where sickly germs
breed, they must be cleaned out. Harmful
weeds must be pulled before they take over

everything.”

Maris couldn't hold back. “In school I was
taught that the war broke out on Earth be-
cause some nations thought they were supe-

rior to others.”

The speakers fell silent, and everyone
looked at Maris. One turned to the first
speaker and said, “Children these days are
becoming insufferably clever. The egg is try-

ing to teach the hen.”



Runataji pagrieza Marim muguru, savilka

kréslus tuvak kopa un turpinaja sarunu.

“Loti pareizi teikts, Zaka kungs. Bérnam
gruti saprast, cik neiecietigas var but tas
sikas tautinas. Vel pern dazi kinieSi sacéla
traci un par visu vari méginaja uzspiest savu
keburaino rakstu, ja to var saukt par rakstu,
lai macitu Vistautu augstskola, ko vinéjie ne-

maz tik kupla skaita neapmeklé.”

“Un vai tik viniem neizdevas?”

“Vistrakak gan ir ar tiem amerikaniem. Vini

visi tadi melni un tumsi. Nemaz ka paréjas
tautas. Liekas, ir kada patiesiba baumam, ka
no bumbam visvairak cieta amerikani. Vai
tik bumbas vinus neapdedzinaja un kur nu
vél tos matus sasvilinaja. Vini tomeér izskatas
citadi neka paréjie cilvéki. Vai tik tur nebis

notikusas kadas genétiskas parmainas?”

“Kas ar to teoriju, ka vini izcélusies no kadas
citas sugas vai pat no arpasaules atlidojuma
Zemes prieksvésturé?” novipsnaja kada uz-

cirtusies slaida jaunkundze.

“Tik daudz vini gan neatSkiras,” nopietni at-
bildéja Zakis. “Un fantazét, ka vini izcélusies

no kadas arpasaules, ir vél trakak. Lai

The speakers turned their backs on Maris,
drew their chairs closer together, and con-

tinued their conversation.

“Very well put, Mr. Zakis. It's hard for a child
to understand how intolerant those little na-
tions can be. It was just last year when some
Chinese stirred up a ruckus and tried by any
means to impose their scrawly writing — if
you can even call it writing — to be taught at
the All-Nations University, which their peo-
ple don't even attend in such great num-

bers.”

“And didn't they succeed?”

“The craziest of all are those Americans.

They're all so dark and black. Nothing like
the other nations. There seems to be some
truth to the rumors that Americans suffered
most from the bombs. Perhaps the bombs
scorched them, and their hair got singed
too. They do look rather different from other
people. Could there have been some genetic

changes?”

“What about that theory that they de-
scended from some other species, or even
from an extraterrestrial arrival in Earth's
prehistory?” sneered one flashy, slender

young lady.

“They're not that different,” Zakis answered
seriously. “And to imagine they descended

from some outer world is even crazier. To



noklitu uz Zemes, tacu butu bijusi ne-
pieciesama paraka technologija un saprats.
Bet daudzi no viniem, liekas, ir tik... neat-

tistiti.”

Marim pietika. Vin$ saprata, ka dzéraju
runasanu neizmacis, un steidzas projam.
Dzive talu no pilsétas nebija tik vienkarSa
vai tik civilizéta. Jo tuvak mazpasaulém, jo
tuvak visadam nesaskanam, acgarnibam,
pat barbarismam. Un tas laikam iedzivinaja
arl mezZonigako, kas uzaudzis un izglitojies

civilizacija un atklidis Seit.

Gaiteni vin$ saskréjas ar Maru. Pie kratim

vina bija piespiedusi mikstu, zilu sominu,

kura bija Ci-Ci. Pirms Maris paguva sabart
masu par to, ka vina atklati nésa aizliegto
dzivnieku, ko Aldis nelikumigi bija iemanijis
uz kuga, vins redzéja, ka vinai pa pédam nak

gara auguma virs.

“Ludzu, jaunkundz, vai drikstu apskatit jisu

mantigu?”

Mara ievilkas mala un aizsedza nesamo ar

otru roku.

reach Earth would have required superior
technology and intelligence. But many of

them seem so... undeveloped.”

Maris had had enough. He realized he
couldn't educate a bunch of drunkards, and
hurried away. Life wasn't so simple, nor so
civilized, far from the city. The closer to the
small worlds, the closer to all sorts of con-
flicts, absurdities, even barbarism. And that
apparently brought out the wildest instincts
even in those who had grown up and been
educated in civilization, and had drifted out

here.

In the corridor he ran into Mara. Pressed to

her chest was a soft blue pouch containing

Ci-Ci. Before Maris could scold his sister for
openly carrying the forbidden animal that
Aldis had smuggled aboard the ship, he saw
that a tall man was following in her foot-

steps.

“Excuse me, young lady, may I have a look at

your little creature?”

Mara drew aside and covered what she was

carrying with her other hand.



“Vai tas ir marszakis?... Tas tacu kustas. Vin$
ir dzivs! Atvainojiet, negribéju jis iztraucet.
Esmu profesors Blukis. Neviens vél nav isti
labi iepazinies ar marszakiem. Vinus sastop
tikai divainos apstaklos uz Marsa. Ludzu, vai

varétu vinu apskatit?”

Mara atkapas. Slavenais profesors nemaz

nelikas labs vai uzticams.

“Kur jus So zvéerinu dabujat? Cik ilgi jums

vin§ ir?”

“Man to uzdavinaja... draugs. Mums vins bi-

jis vairakus ménesus,” Mara atteica.

“Draugs! Un kur tad vin$ to dabtja? Tik gu-

dru dzivnieku nevar vis tik vienkarsi dabit
vai nésat apkart. Visu muZzu esmu gribéjis
tadu pamatigi izpétit. Varbut ta ir sapratiga

biitne no citas saules pasaules.”

Mara tomér Ci-Ci vinam nedeva, un pats Ci-
Ci, laikam nesajitot neka laba, ari bija

piespiedies pie Maras.

Profesors Blukis kluva dusmigs, acim-
redzami dusmigs: “Vai tas nav pret starp-
pasaulu likumu - zvérus vest uz starp-
pasaulu kugiem? Ka jus vinu dabujat uz

kuga?”

“Is that a Mars-hare?... But it's moving. It's
alive! Forgive me, I didn't mean to disturb
you. I am Professor Blukis. No one has yet
properly studied Mars-hares. They are only
encountered under strange circumstances

on Mars. Please, may I examine it?”

Mara backed away. The famous professor

didn't look particularly kind or trustworthy.

“Where did you get this little creature? How
long have you had it?”

“A... friend gave it to me. We've had it for

several months,” Mara replied.

“Your friend! And where did he get it? You

can't just go and get or carry around such a
clever animal. I've wanted to properly study
one my whole life. Perhaps it's an intelligent

being from the world of another sun.”

But Mara would not hand over Ci-Ci, and Ci-
Ci himself, apparently sensing nothing

good, also pressed himself close to Mara.

Professor Blukis grew angry — visibly angry.
“Isn't it against interplanetary law to bring
animals aboard interplanetary ships? How

did you get it on board?”



“Ja, profesora kungs, ir pret likumu
dzivniekus vest uz starppasaulu kugiem,

iznemot dazus arkartéjus gadijumus.”

Mara vairs nevaréja novaldit asaras un
metas bégt. Palika cienitais profesors un
meitenes bralis, skatoties viens otram virsi

ne visai draudzigi.

“Yes, Professor, it is against the law to bring
animals on interplanetary ships, except in

certain extraordinary cases.”

Mara could no longer hold back her tears
and ran. Left behind were the esteemed pro-
fessor and the girl's brother, staring at each

other none too kindly.

XXI. leraksts kugi

Mara netika lidz savai kabinei, kad no
savéjas paradijas uztraukts Aldis un maja

vinai nakt ieksa.

“Mums talin jakustas! Man vajadziga Ci-Ci
palidziba. Vienreizéja iespéja tikt pie Kénina
slepenajiem ierakstiem. No blakus angara
jumta loga ievéroju, ka visi Kénina viri séz
ap galdu un kaut ko apspriez. Neviens sargs
nav tiesi pie Kénina personiga kuga durvim.
Vini visi gan séz turpat pie angara durvim
priekstelpa, tacu ar mazu palidzibu es

varétu tikt ieksa.”

XXI. The Recording on the Ship

Mara hadn't made it to her cabin when a
frantic Aldis appeared from his own and

waved her inside.

“We need to move now! I need Ci-Ci's help. A
once-in-a-lifetime chance to get at Kénins's
secret records. Through the skylight of the
next hangar over, I spotted Kénins's men all
sitting around a table discussing something.
There's no guard right at the door to Kénins's
personal ship. They're all sitting right there
by the hangar entrance in the anteroom, but

with a little help I could get inside.”



“Vai tu esi galigi traks! Kada mums dala gar
Kénina personigo kugi? Un ir pilnigi ai-
zliegts maisities pa slepeniem dokumen-
tiem. Ja esi aizmirsis, Kénins$ ir militars cil-

véks.”

“Tu doma, ka visu $o laiku esmu te gurko-
jies? Neka. Daudz ko esmu uzzinajis. Kénins
noteikti vairak zina par manu tévu, neka
Aizsardzibas ministrija izzinojusi. Tas viss

varétu bt vina slepenajos ierakstos.”

“Ari ja butu, tu tomér pie tiem netiksi. Tu

tikai apdraudési sevi un ms, paréjos.”

“Kas par niekiem! Nu, varbiit noderétu ari
Mara palidziba ar to ierakstu meklésanu,
kaut viens pats es noteikti tiktu ieksa

vieglak.”

Ka Mari piesauc, ta Maris klat.

“Ko jus tur blaustaties? Var dzirdét jau pa ga-
balu no gaitena. Mums tagad istas klapatas,

jo Blukis noteikti zinos kapteinim par Ci-Ci.”

“Varbuit Ramatam bis vairak, par ko domat
neka par vienu mazu, pukainu bezbilet-
nieku. Jums, pratvéderiem, tacu netruks

dasas drusku patramdit Sos zoskajniekus?”

“Have you completely lost your mind? What
business is it of ours to poke around
Kénins's personal ship? And it's absolutely
forbidden to meddle with classified docu-
ments. In case you've forgotten, Kénins is a

military man.”

“You think I've been sitting around doing
nothing all this time? Not at all. I've found
out a lot. Kénin§ definitely knows more
about my father than the Defense Ministry
has announced. It could all be in his classi-

fied records.”

“Even if it were, you still couldn't get to
them. You'll only endanger yourself and the

rest of us.”

“Oh, what nonsense! Well, maybe Maris's
help would be useful too, for searching the
records, though on my own I could defi-

nitely get inside more easily.”

Speak of Maris, and there Maris was.

“What are you two yelling about? You can
hear it all the way down the corridor. We've
got real trouble now, because Blukis is sure

to report Ci-Ci to the Captain.”

“Maybe Ramats will have bigger things to
worry about than one small furry stowaway.
Surely you brainy types won't lack the nerve

to rattle these goose-steppers a little?”



Bérni turpinaja stridéties, virzidamies uz
Kénina kuga angaru. Aldis ari méginaja
iestastit Ci-Ci, cik svarigi ir vinam izveidot
diversiju, lai abi zéni varétu ielavities angara
pie Kénina kuga. Ci-Ci gan parak gudrs
péksni neizskatijas. Vins raustija deguntinu

un nesakarigi klakskinaja.

Kad vini bija tikusi pie priekstelpas, kur
varéja dzirdét Kénina viru balsis, Ci-Ci
tomér noléca no Alda rokas un ieskréja
telpa. Pagaja laiks, bérniem uztraucoties, ko
Ci-Ci vispar dara. Tad atskanéja sauciens:
“Kaut kas te tomér grauz! Vai tik ta grausana

nenak no sazinasanas iericém?”

Tad cits uzsauca: “Ak tu tads! Zurkas?!”

“Tad tadi tie brivkugnieki! Kugi pilni ar
visadiem kukainiem, kaitékliem un kadam
tik ne savazatam lietam no visam maz-

»
!

pasaulém

“Ménesspili tadu lietu nav. Kur nu vél muisu

kugos!”

“Isti salasnas!”

“Nu, vai nokeri to zveru?”

The children continued to argue as they
made their way toward the hangar of
Kénins's ship. Aldis also tried to explain to
Ci-Ci how important it was for him to create
a diversion so the two boys could sneak into
the hangar and reach Kénins's ship. Ci-Ci,
however, didn't look particularly clever all of
a sudden. He twitched his little nose and

clicked nonsensically.

When they had reached the anteroom,
where they could hear the voices of Kénins's
men, Ci-Ci nevertheless leaped from Aldis's
hand and scurried into the room. Time
passed while the children worried about
what Ci-Ci was actually doing. Then a cry
rang out: “Something in here is gnawing af-

ter all! Isn't that gnawing coming from the

communication devices?”

Then another shouted, “Why, you little ras-

cal! Rats?!”

“That's what these free-ship people are like!
Their ships are crawling with all sorts of
bugs, pests, and who knows what things

»
!

hauled in from all the small worlds

“We don't have such things in Moon City. Let

alone on our ships!”

“Absolute riffraff!”

“Well, did you catch the creature?”



“Ne, aizbédzis vien ir. Ak tu tads! Paskaties

uz So!”

“Ta jau te viss ir liela nekartiba. Mums gan

nav laika te tirit vinu kugi.”

Sarunas atkal turpinajas. Bérni kluva nepa-
cietigi. Laikam izdeviba palaista garam. Tad
péksni izcelas jauns satraukums. Viri ap
galdu bija ievérojusi, ka pulkveza Kénina
cepure nokrit no galda un sak virzities pro-
jam, tad arvien atrak un atrak uz telpas otru

pusi.

“Dullais! Tu saSausi cepuré caurumus!

1%

Noker to zvéru

Aldis un Maris saprata, ka ta ir pédéja un
vienigd izdeviba. Tie Savas uz atvértajam
durvim un tika angara. Mara atvilkas sturi,
lai vinu nepamanitu, un saznaudza radio, pa
kuru vinai jabridina Maris un Aldis, ja kads
tuvojas angaram. Vina tikko varéja saredzét,
ka dazi viri atguvusi Kenina cepuri un vel
parmeklé telpu. Kaut Ci-Ci izbégtu! Kadél
vina stingri neatteica $is mulkibas! Visu
laiku vina bija domajusi, ka mazais draugs
tiek nevieta apdraudéts ne parak pratiga, bet
loti riskanta deka. Puikas! Marai jau saka
pieaugt pasapzina, un arvienu vairak vina
saka sev jautat, vai abu zénu izdaribas vispar
ir tik pratigas. Mara jutas atvieglota, ka Ci-Ci
tomér nav nokerts. Laikam jau apspriez kaut

ko loti svarigu, citadi vismaz pazinotu kuga

“No, it got away. The little rascal! Look at
this!”

“Everything's in complete disarray in here
anyway. But we don't have time to clean up

their ship.”

The conversations resumed. The children
grew impatient. It seemed the opportunity
had slipped by. Then suddenly a new com-
motion broke out. The men around the table
had noticed that Colonel Kénins's hat was
falling off the table and beginning to move
away, then faster and faster toward the other

side of the room.

“You fool! You'll shoot holes in the hat! Catch

that creature!”

Aldis and Maris knew this was their last and
only chance. They shot through the open
door and made it into the hangar. Mara re-
treated to a corner so she wouldn't be seen
and clutched the radio with which she was
to warn Maris and Aldis if anyone ap-
proached the hangar. She could just barely
make out some of the men recovering
Kénins's hat and still searching the room. If
only Ci-Ci could escape! Why hadn't she
firmly refused this foolishness! The whole
time she'd been thinking that their little
friend was being needlessly endangered in a
not-very-smart but very risky prank. Boys!
Mara's self-confidence was growing, and
more and more she was starting to ask her-

self whether the two boys' escapades were



apkalpei par zvéru, ko sastapusi.

Marai gan ilgi neiznaca pardomat, jo aiz se-
vis vina dzirdéja solus. Ko tagad? Kur
sprukt? Ne uz priekSu, ne atpakal. Par vis-

lielako nelaimi - kapteinis Ramats!

Izmisuma Mara izskiras par bistamu spéli.
Vina apsedas, un nebija parak japulas, lai
izskatitos satraukta un bédiga. Kad kapteinis
prasija, ko vina dara vieta, kas nemilitariem
braucéjiem ir aizliegta, Mara ievilka elpu un

izlika visas savas kartis: “Es mekléju savu

majdzivnieku Ci-Ci. Vins$ izskréja Seit.”

“Dzivnieku? Tas ir stingri aizliegts! Ka vin$

tika uz mana kuga?”

“Kapteina kungs, mans Ci-Ci nemaz nav
vienkarSs dzivnieks. Vin$ ir marszakis, un
vin$§ patieSam ir loti gudrs. Vinu nemaz
nevar uzskatit tikai par dzivnieku. Vin$
saprot musu valodu, kaut vinam nav rikle

runat muséja.”

“Mara, tu esi izdarijusi nopietnu
parkapumu, un §i lieta mums bus jaizmeklé.
Es nevaru apsolit, ka tavs milulis varés palikt
tavd aizgadiba. Tu nezini, kddas slimibas

vin§ varétu izplatit, kas varétu notikt, ja

really all that wise. Mara felt relieved that
Ci-Ci had at least not been caught. They
must be discussing something very impor-
tant, otherwise they would have at least re-
ported the creature they'd encountered to

the ship's crew.

But Mara didn't have long to think, because
behind her she heard footsteps. What now?
Where to run? Not forward, not back. And

worst of all — Captain Ramats!

In desperation, Mara decided on a risky
gamble. She sat down, and she didn't have to
try very hard to look upset and sad. When
the Captain asked what she was doing in an
area restricted to non-military passengers,

Mara drew a breath and laid out all her

cards: “I'm looking for my pet, Ci-Ci. He ran

in here.”

“An animal? That is strictly forbidden! How

did it get on my ship?”

“Captain, my Ci-Ci isn't just an ordinary ani-
mal. He's a Mars-hare, and he truly is very
clever. You can't really think of him as just
an animal. He understands our language,
even though he doesn't have the throat to

speak ours.”

“Mara, you have committed a serious viola-
tion, and this matter will have to be investi-
gated. I can't promise you that your pet will
be allowed to remain in your care. You don't

know what diseases he could spread, what



dzivnieks savairotos sev nepiemeérota dzives
vieta. It seviski svarigi ir baktérijas un

paraziti, ko vins sevi nes.”

“Ci-Ci jau ir tikai viens. Viens pats vins nevar
vairoties. Vin§ mums nekadas slimibas nav

pielaidis. Un marszakis ir liels retums.”

“Mums ir jaievéro likumi. Par So lietu bis
izmekléSana. Runasim par to vélak. Ej talin

atpakal uz savu kabini!”

Ramats vairs negribéja runat par Ci-Ci.
Vinam prata bija nopietnakas lietas. Vinam

loti steidzami bija jasatiek Kénins.

Mara zinaja, ka nebus labi stridéties pretim.
Vina léni soloja atpakal. Tikko vina bija
talak no angara, vina iedarbinaja radio. Ak

Sausmas. Par vélu...

Pa starplaiku, angara iekluvus$i, zéni bez
lielam gratibam tika kugi. Acimredzot kugi
gatavoja uz izlidoSanu, un durvis tam nebija
slégtas. Ko butu darijusi, ja kuga durvis butu
bijusas slégtas, vini nebija izdomajusi.

Dazreiz aklai vistai laiméjas.

Visai viegli vini atrada Kénina kuga ierakstu
istabu, jo kugu iekartojums visuma bija
lidzigs. Maris bija daudz rikojies ar
skaitlotdja ierakstiem, ka jau izcils skolnieks

KriSjana Barona skola. Lai gan Aldis prata

might happen if an animal bred in a living
environment unsuited to it. Of particular
concern are the bacteria and parasites he

carries.”

“But Ci-Ci is only one. By himself, he can't
reproduce. He hasn't given us any diseases.

And a Mars-hare is a great rarity.”

“We must follow the law. There will be an in-
vestigation into this matter. We'll talk about

it later. Now go straight back to your cabin!”

Ramats didn't want to discuss Ci-Ci any fur-
ther. He had more serious things on his
mind. He urgently needed to meet with

Kénins.

Mara knew it would do no good to argue.
She walked slowly back. As soon as she was
farther from the hangar, she activated the

radio. Oh no. Too late...

Meanwhile, once inside the hangar, the boys
had no great difficulty getting into the ship.
Apparently the ship was being prepared for
a launch, and its doors were not locked.
What they would have done if the ship's
doors had been locked, they hadn't figured

out. Sometimes even a blind hen gets lucky.

They found the records room of Kénins's
ship quite easily, since the layout of the
ships was generally similar. Maris was well

practiced with computer records, as befitted

eve—



izrikot visadus manevrus, skaitlotaja prieksa
vin$ apjuka. “Mari, ka atradisim pareizos

ierakstus par manu tévu?”

Mara prats darbojas zibens atruma.

“Prasisim par Zintara Rieksta nozusanu.”

Tacdu, kad Maris piespieda attiecigas pogas,
izradijas, ka skaitlotaja atmina par Zintaru
Riekstu ir 3453 ieraksti. Maris prasija
skaitlotajam: “Paradi pasSus pédéjos piee-

jamos attélus ar Zintara Rieksta kugi.”

Uz ekrana paradijas Dziesma, Rieksta kugis,
kopa ar piezimi, ka Dziesma pazudusi bez

veésts.

“Tad tas ir viss? To jau més zinajam,” sasutis
izsaucas Maris. “Mums nav laika te par-

baudit visu sikumos.”

“Es tomér domaju, ka tur ir vainigs kads
sveSs saprats. Galu gala, pédéjie vardi no
mana téva bija kaut kas par sapratigaim

olam.

“Nu tad tas olas bus bijusas kada kugi. Pa

gaisu jau vinas nelidotu.”

Barons School. Although Aldis could man-
age all sorts of maneuvers, in front of the
computer he was lost. “Maris, how do we

find the right records about my father?”

Maris's mind worked at lightning speed.

“Let's ask about Zintars Rieksts's disappear-

ance.”

But when Maris pressed the relevant keys, it
turned out there were 3,453 records about
Zintars Rieksts in the computer's memory.
Maris asked the computer, “Show the most
recent images available of Zintars Rieksts's

ship.”

On the screen appeared Dziesma, Rieksts's
ship, along with a note that Dziesma had

vanished without a trace.

“So that's all> We already knew that,” Maris
exclaimed indignantly. “We don't have time

to go through everything here in detail.”

“I still think some alien intelligence is to
blame. After all, the last words from my fa-

ther were something about intelligent eggs.”

“Well then, those eggs must have been in
some ship. They wouldn't be flying through
the air, would they.”



Maris ierakstija: “Zintara Rieksta pazuSana,

svesa saprata kugis.”

Uz ekrana paradijas attéls - tikai uz mirkli.
Mazs plankums ka puteklis tiek ierauts liela
makoni. Maris paspieda palielinataju un
paléninataju. Plankums izskatijas ka
glabsanas laiva, kadas bija katra kugl.
Laivina kustéjas uz prieksu arvien atrak un
atrak. No otras puses tai tuvojas it ka milziga
mute, kas péksni izSavas un aprija

plankumu.

“Kuginiekiem ir pasakas par briesmigu
Zirneklu Tiklu, kas it ka aprijot kugus,”
domaja Maris. “Tacu Sis nevar but Zirneklu

Tikls, jo musu kugim bas tam jabrauc

garam, lai tiktu uz Cereru. Alda tévs nozuda

kaut kur pie Saturna.”

Mara pratojumu un Alda satricinajumu iz-
traucéja stingra balss: “Tad te, uz Spidolas, ir
ne tikai zZurkas! Ja butu jebkada kartiba uz §i
ta saucama kuga, jis gan te neatrastos. Te
jau kurs katrs nak un iet, ka tik grib. Pat §adi
zagléni. Jus vienigi varat justies labi, ka neko
isti svarigu nevaréjat samaitat. Vai tad jus
domajat, ka visi valsts noslépumi te bis iz-

likti, lai jebkur$ izruSina un panem?”

Puikas saskatijas. Pats briesmigais Kénin§!

Par vélu bégt. Par vélu taisnoties. Labi

Maris typed in: “Zintars Rieksts's disappear-

ance, alien intelligence ship.”

An image appeared on the screen — only for
an instant. A tiny speck, like a mote of dust,
being drawn into an enormous cloud. Maris
pressed the magnifier and the slow-motion
controls. The speck looked like a lifeboat,
the kind every ship carried. The little craft
was moving forward, faster and faster. From
the other side, something like an enormous
mouth approached, then suddenly shot for-

ward and swallowed the speck.

“Spacers tell tales about a terrible Spider's
Web that supposedly devours ships,” thought
Maris. “But this can't be the Spider's Web,

because our ship will have to pass by it to

reach Ceres. Aldis's father disappeared

somewhere near Saturn.”

Maris's musings and Aldis's shock were in-
terrupted by a stern voice: “So it's not only
rats here on the Spidola! If there were any
proper order on this so-called ship, you cer-
tainly wouldn't be here. Anyone just comes
and goes as they please around here. Even
little thieves like you. You can count your-
selves fortunate only that you couldn't actu-
ally damage anything truly important. Did
you really think all state secrets would be
laid out here for just anyone to rummage

through and take?”

The boys looked at each other. The terrible

Kénins himself! Too late to run. Too late for



nebus.

“Tad jus tomér atradat So,” Kénin§ radija uz
ekranu, kur nupat puisi bija noskatijusies
laivinas apriSanu. “Loti driz jums butu
zinots tas, ko jis te tagad méginajat no valsts
nozagt. Un vél izcilais un priekszimigais
skolnieks! Tas, ko jus redzéjat, ir visbis-
tamaka paradiba Sai saules sistéma. Meés
paSreiz gatavojamies to satikt. Tas ir
Zirnekla kugis, drauds visai cilvécei. Tas
aprijis miasu kugus, un kurs zina, vai tik
nebija iejaukts Zemes bojaeja. Cilvécei
jasavienojas stingra kartiba zem stingra
vaditaja, citadi més nepastavésim. Bet nav
laika runat. No Cereras zinojums, ka
Zirnekla kugis manits arpus sava parasta
novietojuma un tagad tuvojas mums.

Neiznaks laika jums So to paprasit par tiem

cilindriem, kas pasreiz butu loti noderigi.
Miusu zéni tulin izbrauks. Robotsargs jus
izvedis. Par sodu varésim runat vélak, kad...

james...”

Kénin$ nenobeidza, apgriezas un izslédza

aparatu.

Robotsargs ienaca telpa, sagraba katru zénu
pie savas rokas un izveda no Kénina kuga.
Marim likas, ka Kénin$ it ka nosaka: “Labu

veiksmi, jums tas vajadzés.”

Neticami, tac¢u pirmo reizi muza Maris

véléjas, loti véléjas, lai Kéninam veiktos.

excuses. This would not end well.

“So you did find this,” Kénins pointed at the
screen, where the boys had just been watch-
ing the little craft being swallowed. “Very
soon you would have been told what you
were just trying to steal from the state. And
an outstanding, model student, no less!
What you saw is the most dangerous phe-
nomenon in this solar system. We are cur-
rently preparing to meet it. It is the Spider's
ship, a threat to all of humanity. It has de-
voured our ships, and who knows whether it
wasn't involved in Earth's destruction.
Humanity must unite in strict order under a
firm leader, otherwise we will not survive.
But there's no time to talk. A report from
Ceres says the Spider's ship has been spotted

outside its usual location and is now head-

ing toward us. There won't be time to ask
you a thing or two about those cylinders,
which would be very useful right now. Our
boys will be setting out at once. The robot
guard will escort you out. We can talk about

punishment later, when... if we...”

Kénins didn't finish. He turned around and

switched off the device.

The robot guard entered the room, grabbed
each boy by an arm, and led them out of
Kénins's ship. Maris thought he heard
Kénins say, as if to himself, “Good luck —

you're going to need it.”

It seemed unbelievable, but for the first time

in his life Maris wished, desperately wished,



that Kénins would succeed.

XXII. Lidojosa kats un lidojosais

€Zers

Mara jutas vainiga par savu neveiksmi.

Tuvojas Bekija, uztraukta un nopietna.

“Kapteinis teica, ka jums esot par maz darba
un par daudz briva laika. Par sodu jums bus

jastrada virsstundas darznieciba.”

Neko darit. Marai bija jaseko Bekijai bez

zéniem un bez Ci-Ci.

Kad Mara tika kukurtzas lauka, vina

XXII. The Flying Barn and the
Flying Lake

Mara felt guilty about her failure. Bekija ap-

proached, worried and serious.

“The Captain said you've had too little work
and too much free time. As punishment,

you'll have to work overtime in the gardens.”

There was nothing to be done. Mara had to
follow Bekija, without the boys and without
Ci-Ci.

When Mara reached the corn field, she



dzirdéja Alda balsi: “Cik ilgi mums te vél

'”

javergo? Vai tad viniem nav robotu?

Bekija pasmaidija. “Jums, pasaulieSiem, var-
bit vairs nav nezalu, bet mums nezales ir
labas zales - un visada zina derigas. Pirmie
kuginieki daudz iespaidojas no senas
Amerikas, no ta saucamas organiskas
darzniecibas. Un més, vinu mantotaji,
kuginieki, atklajam, ka daudzam primitivam

parazam ir arivértiba.”

Bekija pasniedza zéniem udens blaskes un
nozuda. Aldis tomér turpinaja Skendéties:
“Es gan Sini lidojoSaja ferma neiekapu, lai te

rusinatos pa dubliem.”

Maris mierinaja: “Reisi ir gari. Visiem kuga
laudim tacu jastrada dazadi darbi. Més jau
tikam viegli cauri, jo mus neielika tiriSanas

dienesta.”

“Ka mes vispar tiksim prom no S§is lidojosas

kats?”

heard Aldis's voice: “How much longer do
we have to slave away here? Don't they have

robots for this?!”

Bekija smiled. “You worlders may not have
weeds anymore, but for us, weeds are good
medicine - and useful in more ways than
one. The first ship people were greatly influ-
enced by old America, by its so-called or-
ganic gardening. And we, their heirs, the
ship folk, discovered that many primitive

customs have real value.”

Bekija handed the boys water bottles and
disappeared. Aldis nonetheless continued to
grumble, “T certainly didn't board this flying

farm to dig around in the mud.”

Maris tried to soothe him, “The voyages are
long. All the ship's people have to do various
jobs. We got off easy - they didn't put us on

the cleaning crew.”

“How are we ever going to get off this flying

barn?”



Kukurtzas tiruma mala varéja saredzét kiti,
no kuras naca stipra smaka. Pa to laiku,
kamér Maris méginaja skaidrot un mierinat,
Aldis Snacot un pusSot jau bija aizkapléjies
vinam garam. To Maris nevaréja pielaut, un
arli vin$ saka kaplét atrakd tempa. Par
nelaimi, kaplis iekéras varend kukuriizas
stada tiesi taja bridi, kad prieksstradnieks

gaja garam novérot puisu darbu.

PriekSstradnieks pieskréja Marim Kklat,
satvéra vina kapli un dusmigi teica: “Nu
pasaulieti! Laikam tu neproti uz kuga
stradat!” Prieksstradnieks pacéla nokapléto
stadu un pielika to Marim pie deguna. “Si ir
kukurtiza. Tas tur ir nezales. Kas prot, tie

kaplé nezales. Citiem jaiet tiriSanas dien-

esta. Skaties uz to puiku tur,” prieksstrad-
nieks radija uz Aldi. “Tas ir kartigs strad-
nieks. Man teica, ka viens no jums ir ¢ak-
laks.” Vin§ pagriezas pret Aldi, kas turpinaja
dasigi stradat. “Nu, puisi, es redzu, ka pat
dazi pasauliesi prot stradat.” Tad vin$ pa-
griezas pret Mari: “Tev, puisi, gan daudz, ko
macities. Es tur tava vaga saredzu vismaz
desmit citas nokaplétas  kukuriizas.”
PriekSstradnieks pagrieza muguru un aiz-

cirtas projam.

Aldis nevaréja noturét smieklus. “Man $i vi-
eta sak patikt! Kur citur mani kads nosauktu

par caklu un stradigu?”

Maris nevareéja savaldit dusmas. Vins pakéra

kukuriizu, ko bija nokapléjis, un radija: “Si ir

At the edge of the cornfield they could see a
barn, from which a strong stench wafted.
Meanwhile, as Maris tried to explain and
calm things down, Aldis, huffing and puft-
ing, had already hoed his way past him.
Maris couldn't allow that, and he too began
hoeing at a faster pace. Unfortunately, his
hoe caught on a mighty corn stalk just as the
foreman was walking by to observe the boys'

work.

The foreman rushed over to Maris, seized
his hoe, and said crossly, “Now, worlder!
Seems like you don't know how to work on a

'”

ship!” The foreman held up the hoed-down
stalk and pressed it to Maris's nose. “This is
corn. Those over there are weeds. Those

who know how, hoe the weeds. The rest get

sent to the cleaning crew. Look at that boy
over there,” the foreman pointed at Aldis.
“Now that's a proper worker. I was told one
of you was more diligent.” He turned to
Aldis, who kept working away energetically.
“Well, lad, I can see that even some worlders
know how to work.” Then he turned to
Maris. “You, boy, have a lot to learn. In your
row I can see at least ten other hoed-down
corn stalks.” The foreman turned his back

and marched away.

Aldis couldn't hold back his laughter. “I'm
starting to like this place! Where else would

anyone call me hardworking and diligent?”

Maris couldn't contain his anger. He

grabbed the corn stalk he'd hoed down and



vieniga, ko es nokapléju.”

Aldis izlikas par mulki: “Paskaties uz tam
paréjam,” - un radija, kur Mara vaga guléja

ducis nokaplétu kukurtizu.

“Nelga tads! Pats te képajas, sametis savas
neveiksmes mana vaga un tad tiek slavets
par labu un stradigu pasaulieti!” Bridi Maris
stavéja apmulsis, tad nikni iesméjas, jo tam
prata bija iesavusies jauna doma. “Labi,
Aldi. Es izslavésu tavas jaunas ipasibas plasi

un talu. Un tad tev bus tadam japaliek!”

“Ja gribu, varu jau labi stradat,” Aldis vairs

negribéja kaitinat draugu.

Abi zéni atkal noliecas pie darba, jo gribéja
atrak tikt gala. Péc briza Maris manija, ka
zemes kunkulis iesit vinam pa plecu. Aldis
tas nevaréja but, jo vin$ vél joprojam bija
prieksa. Maris atri apgriezas apkart, un tai
bridi vél viens kunkulis nolidoja vinam

garam un talak gar Alda galvu.

“Mara?” Né, ta nebija Mara.

“Kas tad nu? Nebis jau musu vagars,” pikti
no$naca Aldis, ciesi skatoties uz Mari, gatavs

vinu sagrabt.

Mara priecigi izsaucds. Vina pieskréja pie

held it up. “This is the only one I hoed

down.”

Aldis played dumb. “Take a look at the rest
of those,” he pointed to where a dozen hoed-

down corn stalks lay in Maris's row.

“You scoundrel! You were floundering
around here yourself, dumped your failures
into my row, and then you get praised as a
good, hardworking worlder!” For a moment
Maris stood dumbfounded, then laughed an-
grily, for a new idea had struck him. “All
right, Aldis. I'm going to spread the word far
and wide about your new qualities. And then

you'll have to stay that way!”

“If I want to, I can work just fine,” Aldis no

longer wanted to tease his friend.

Both boys bent down to work again, wanting
to finish as quickly as possible. After a while,
Maris felt a clod of earth hit him on the
shoulder. It couldn't be Aldis, because he
was still ahead. Maris quickly turned
around, and at that moment another clod

flew past him and on past Aldis's head.

“Mara?” No, it wasn't Mara.

“What now? It can't be our overseer,” Aldis
hissed crossly, staring hard at Maris, ready

to grab him.

Mara cried out joyfully. She ran over to a



pelékbruna dzivniecina, kas bija uzrapies uz
lielas kukurtGzas vales un vingrinajas
svieSanas maka. Marai gan nebija laika
spéléties ar Ci-Ci. Zéni mudindja vinu

paliga: “Mums jasteidzas.”

“Ari es varéSu jums palidzét,” no tiruma
malas skanéja Bekijas balss. “Kapteinis grib

jus satikt péc vakarinam.”

Bekija panéma kapli un iesdka stradat Alda

vagas otra gala. Mara tapat darija brala vaga.

Kad darbs gandriz bija pabeigts, prieksstrad-

nieks atkal naca garam.

“Saulainu dienu tev, Bekij. Labi, ka tu Siem
pasauliesiem paradi, ka stradat. Labs darbs
izdarits. Rit bis vél labak!” Vins uzsita Aldim

uz pleca.

“Nu, tad mums veél laiks papeldéties,”
izsaucas Bekija. Vina bija jauna sieviete, un
bez ta, ka So bérnu uzraudziSana bija vinas
ipasais kapteina uzdotais darbs, vina ari bija
isti sadraudzéjusies ar Maru. Vina bija loti

gribéjusi jaunaku masinu.

grayish-brown little creature that had
climbed onto a large ear of corn and was
practicing the art of throwing. But Mara had
no time to play with Ci-Ci. The boys urged
her to help. “We need to hurry.”

“I can help you too,” came Bekija's voice
from the edge of the field. “The Captain

wants to see you after dinner.”

Bekija took a hoe and started working from
the other end of Aldis's row. Mara did the

same in her brother's row.

When the work was nearly done, the fore-

man came by again.

“Sunny day to you, Bekija. Good that you're
showing these worlders how to work. Fine
job done. Tomorrow will be even better!” He

clapped Aldis on the shoulder.

“Well then, we still have time for a swim,”
Bekija called out. She was a young woman,
and apart from the fact that looking after
these children was her special assignment
from the Captain, she had also truly be-
friended Mara. She had very much wanted a

younger little sister.



Milzigais peldbaseins bija nosaukts par
Usmas ezeru, un tas ari kaut cik lidzinajas
ezeram. Ta vida pat bija paliela smiltim un
akmeniem klata sala. Udens bija jauks, tacu

driz tomér bija jaiet.

“Soreiz tiksim atpakal mazliet interesantaka
veida,” teica Bekija. Bérni sekoja Bekijai, kas
kapa “kalna” pie ezera. “Ka =zinat, Seit,
augstiené, ir mazaks pievilkSanas spéks.
Més varam lidot pari Usmas ezeram turp,
kur tilts.” Vina radija, kur milzigas cilin-
driskas telpas otra gala bija vairaki iedobumi
siena. “Tas ir nolaistuves. Seit ir minamie

planieri, ar ko més turp tiksim.”

The enormous swimming pool was called
Lake Usma, and it did somewhat resemble a
lake. In the middle there was even a fair-
sized island covered in sand and stones. The

water was lovely, but soon it was time to go.

“This time we'll get back in a slightly more
interesting way,” said Bekija. The children
followed Bekija as she climbed the “hill” be-
side the lake. “As you know, up here in the
highlands the pull of gravity is weaker. We
can fly across Lake Usma to where the
bridge is.” She pointed to the far end of the
gigantic cylindrical chamber, where there
were several recesses in the wall. “Those are
the landing bays. Here are the pedal-gliders
that will take us there.”

Katrs uzkapa uz sava planiera. Bekija radija,
ka ar planieri var turéties gaisa: “Miniet
pedalus, un tad jus redzesiet, ka planieris
celas gaisa un skrien uz prieksu. Atcerieties
lietot stiirairi, kas lauj pagriezties pa labi vai

pa kreisi.”

Bekija pacélas gaisa un izlidoja virs ezera,
tad atgriezas. Paréjie driz iemanijas, un visi
varéja planét uz otru krastu. Bérni skatijas

gan leja, kur bija peldéjusi, gan uz augsu,

Each of them climbed onto their own glider.
Bekija showed them how to stay airborne
with a glider: “Pedal away and you'll see how
the glider rises into the air and moves for-
ward. Remember to use the rudder, which

lets you turn left or right.”

Bekija rose into the air and flew out over the
lake, then came back. The others got the
hang of it quickly, and soon everyone could

glide to the other shore. The children looked



kur caur “makoniem” varéja saredzét kuga
iekstelpas otru malu. Milzu cilindra pasa
viduci bija gar$ cilindrs, no kura spidéja
gaisma, kas atdarinaja Saules gaismu senas

Eiropas zieme]os.

“Parak tuvu saulei nelidosim,” noteica
Bekija. Tad jau vini ari bija ezeram pari, un
Bekija saka lénam planét leja, lai ieklatu no-
laiSanas dobuma Spidolas priekséja siena.
IekSpusé strauj§ pretvéjS atri apturéja

planieristus.

“Tas bija loti forsi! Bekija, es gribétu aplidot
visu tavu pasauli! Vai tie bija citi, kas ka

putni mums nolidoja garam?”

“Kas tas?” Bekija radija uz sparnotu viru, kas
ari ielaidas nolaiSanas dobuma. Virs sparigi
pavicindja sparnus un tad nolaidas uz
kajam. Vin$ novilka plastodrébes sparnus,
atri pakarinaja skapiti un pagriezas pret

runatajiem:

“Labdien, pasaulieSi! Sveika, Bekija! Kadreiz
biis jaiemaca pasaulieSiem lidot zema

pievilksSanas josla. Nav nemaz tik gruti.”

down at where they had been swimming,
and up through the “clouds,” where they
could make out the other side of the ship's
interior. Right in the very center of the enor-
mous cylinder ran a long cylinder, from
which shone light that mimicked the sun-
light of the north of old Europe.

“We won't fly too close to the sun,” Bekija de-
clared. And then they were already across
the lake, and Bekija began to glide slowly
downward to land in the docking bay in
Spidola's forward wall. Inside, a strong head-

wind quickly brought the gliders to a stop.

“That was absolutely fantastic! Bekija, I'd
love to fly all the way around your whole

world! Were those other people who flew

past us like birds?”

“What's that?” Bekija pointed at a winged
man who was also landing in the docking
bay. The man flapped his wings vigorously
and then landed on his feet. He removed his
plastic-fabric wings, quickly hung them in a

locker, and turned to face the speakers:

“Good day, worlders! Hello, Bekija! Someday
we'll have to teach these worlders to fly in

the low-gravity zone. It's not that hard at all.”




XXIII. Dziesmas pavediens

Pie kapteina Ramata bija jaierodas ari Alda
matei. Vina Dbija loti uztraukusies.
Nepatikami gadijumi ar Aldi vinai nebija
jaunums. Indra Rieksta jutas ta, ka vinai ne-
taisni jacieS. Ne vien virs pazudis, bet arvien
jataisnojas déla del. “Ko tagad? Tik svarigi

uzturét labas attiecibas ar Ramatu...”

Bekija vinus atstaja pie durvim, un robots
viniem sekoja istaba. Ramata piere bija sav-
ilkta grumbas. Alda mate domaja: “Kapéc

vinam jaizskatas tik sakaitinatam? Vai tad

vinam ar pusaudZu zéniem mnav Dbijis

pieredzes?”

Tac¢u bariena vieta Ramats maja viniem

sésties un tilin iesaka stastit.

“Pedeja brauciena uz mazpasaulém gadijas
tirgoties ar KkinieSu koloniju. Vini man
pardeva daudz interesantu mantu. Ta
kaudze tur stari ir visinteresantakd. Mani
aprikojuma specialisti to ir savedusi tik laba
kartiba, cik iespéjams. KinieSu tirgotdji man
méginaja iestastit, ka $1 metalu un stieplu
kaudze esot jaunakais Ménesspils apriko-
juma razojums, kaut viniem nederigs. Tam
es isti neticéju, bet, kad vini man paradija

kuga ipasuma gramatu, kas naca lidzi Siem

XXIII. Dziesma's Thread

Aldis's mother also had to appear before
Captain Ramats. She was very upset.
Unpleasant incidents with Aldis were noth-
ing new for her. Indra Rieksta felt she was
being made to suffer unfairly. Not only had
her husband disappeared, but she con-
stantly had to answer for her son. “What
now? It's so important to maintain good rela-

tions with Ramats...”

Bekija left them at the door, and the robot
followed them into the room. Ramats's brow
was furrowed. Aldis's mother thought, “Why

does he have to look so irritated? Surely he's

had experience with teenage boys?”

But instead of a scolding, Ramats waved
them to sit down and immediately began to
talk.

“On my last trip to the small worlds, I hap-
pened to trade with a Chinese colony. They
sold me many interesting things. That heap
there in the corner is the most interesting of
all. My equipment specialists have put it in
as good an order as possible. The Chinese
traders tried to tell me that this pile of metal
and wires was the latest equipment pro-
duced in Moon City, though useless to them.
I didn't quite believe that, but when they
showed me the ship's property ledger that



dzelZiem, es tos talin nopirku. Sie IaZni nak

no pétniecibas kuga Dziesma.”

Kapteina istaba iestajas dzil§ klusums. Tad

atskanéja Alda balss: “Mana téva kugis!”

“Vai tas nav kuga skaitlotajs?” Alda mate
radija uz zeltitu, bet apdauzitu cilindru, kas

guléja blakus stieplu mudZeklim.

“Ja,” Ramats nepacietigi sita dari uz galda.
“Bet vina neruna ne ar vienu. Vina saka, ka
savu stastamo var teikt tikai Riekstam vai

Riekstam pilnigi uzticamam cilvékam.”

Ramats igni paraustija rokas, pacéla cilin-
skait]otaju. No ta atskanéja sieviskiga balss:
“Kapteini Ramat! Ja §1 bus atkal viena no
jusu blédibam, ar ko ievilinat mani, lai es
klastu neuzticiga savam milajam, dargajam
kungam, jus esat stipri maldijies! Esmu jau
teikusi, ka tada gadijuma es labak izdzésisu

savas atminas.”

“Dziesma!” ierunajas Aldis.

“Kas tu esi?” vaicaja Dziesma.

“Esmu Aldis Rieksts, Zintara Rieksta déls. Tu

vari ar mani runat.”

came with these scraps, I bought them im-
mediately. This junk comes from the re-

search ship Dziesma.”

A deep silence fell over the Captain's cabin.
Then Aldis's voice rang out: “My father's

ship!”

“Isn't that the ship's computer?” Aldis's
mother pointed to a gilded but battered

cylinder lying next to the tangle of wires.

“Yes,” Ramats pounded his fist on the table
impatiently. “But she won't talk to anyone.
She says she can only tell her story to

Rieksts, or to someone Rieksts fully trusts.”

Ramats shrugged his arms sullenly, picked
up the cylinder, fiddled with the wires, and
switched on the computer. From it came a
feminine voice: “Captain Ramats! If this is
going to be another one of your tricks to lure
me into becoming disloyal to my dear,
beloved master, you are sorely mistaken! I
have already said that in such a case, I would

rather erase my memories.”

“Dziesma!” Aldis spoke up.

“Who are you?” asked Dziesma.

“I am Aldis Rieksts, Zintars Rieksts's son.

You can talk to me.”



“Ja, tu tas esi. Tacu tu esi par jaunu. Pagaidi,

kad busi paaudzies, tad varésu runat ar tevi.”

“TiepSa!l” parasti savaldigajam Ramatam

paspruka cukstiens.

“Esmu Zintara Rieksta sieva Indra,” Alda
mate pédigi attapas no diviem smagiem

triecieniem loti isa laika.

“Ak tad jus esat Rieksta kundze,” no cilindra

atskanéja sieviskiga balss.

“Ja, ta esmu es.”

“Tas izskataties mazliet vecaka, neka jis

iedomajos no Zintara stastiem.”

“Zintars man biezi stastija par savu apbrino-
jamo kugi. Laikam vin$ bija loti, loti vien-

tuls”

“Vientul§ gan vins gluZzi nebija, jo més

stundam ilgi runajam.”

Alda matei vélreiz parskréja savads skats,
tad vina pardomaja, vélreiz apskatija ap-
dauzito cilindru un saka smieties: “Ja,
manam viram bija lieliska humora izjita.
Vinam laiméjas, ka atrada divas tadas ka

meés, labas klausitajas.”

“Yes, it is you. But you're too young. Wait un-
til you've grown up, then I'll be able to talk

to you.”

“Stubborn thing!” a whisper escaped the

usually composed Ramats.

“I am Zintars Rieksts's wife, Indra.” Aldis's
mother finally recovered from two heavy

blows in very quick succession.

“Oh, so you are Mrs. Rieksts,” came the fem-

inine voice from the cylinder.

“Yes, that's me.”

“You look a little older than I imagined from

Zintars's stories.”

“Zintars often told me about his wonderful

ship. He must have been very, very lonely.”

“He wasn't quite lonely, because we'd talk for

hours on end.”

Once again a strange look crossed Aldis's
mother's face, then she reconsidered,
looked again at the battered cylinder, and
began to laugh: “Yes, my husband had a
great sense of humor. He was lucky to have

found two like us — good listeners.”



Dziesma bridi kluséja, un tad ari no cilindra

atskaneéja sieviskigi smiekli:

“Labi es jums atklasu, ko zinu. Bet ne jums,

kapteina kungs. Tikai sievai un délam.”

“Rieksta kundze, es ceru, jus apzinaties visu
musu loti nopietno stavokli.” Ramats nolaida
rokas un noputas. “Jasu déls jau zina, ka
pulkvedis Kénins izbraucis ar savu atrkugi
Vanagu pretim spékam, kas draud mus isa
laika iznicindt. No Cereras Kéninam
piebiedrosies astoni vinam padotie kavi.
Siem atrkugiem ir vislabakais aprikojums,
kads lidz Sim izveidots. Tomeér Zirnekla

kugis, kad tas izlidis no sava Tikla, ir aprijis

gandriz visus, kas gadijuSies vinam cela. Es
pats biju viens no retajiem, kas reiz izhéga

no §1 Zirnekla zéna gados.”

“Vai §is kugis nebija slavena stastos minéta

Saules meita?” prasija Indra Rieksta.

“Ja, pilnigi jauns kugis. Bez tradicijam. Bez
ostu kolonijam. Un uz tad pazuda bez vésts
lidzigi Riekstu Zintaram ap piecsimt cilvéku,

ari mani vecaki.”

“Un jas?” ar lidzjutibu prasija Rieksta

kundze.

“Man laiméjas but tresaja glabsanas laiva,

For a moment Dziesma was silent, and then
feminine laughter, too, rang out from the

cylinder:

“All right, I'll reveal to you what I know. But
not to you, Captain. Only to the wife and

»

son.

“Mrs. Rieksts, I hope you appreciate the full
gravity of our situation.” Ramats lowered his
hands and sighed. “Your son already knows
that Colonel Kénins has set out with his fast
cruiser Vanags to meet a force that threatens
to destroy us in short order. From Ceres,
eight Kavi under his command will join
Kénins. These fast cruisers have the best
equipment ever built. Yet the Spider's ship,

once it has crawled out of its Web, has de-

voured nearly everyone who has crossed its
path. I myself was one of the rare few who

once escaped from this Spider, as a boy.”

“Wasn't that ship the famous Sun's Daughter

of the stories?” asked Indra Rieksta.

“Yes, a brand-new ship. Without traditions.
Without port colonies. And on it, some five
hundred people vanished without a trace,
just like Zintars Rieksts — including my par-

ents.”

“And you?” asked Mrs. Rieksts with sympa-
thy.

“I was lucky to be in the third lifeboat — the



vienigaja, kas izbéga.”

“Tad Kéninam patieSam jatiek gala ar So
briesmoni. Un jusu kugis ir tik liels un
varens, ka to gan Zirneklis nevarés aprit,” ie-

jaucas Aldis.

“Ja, Kéninam ir atri, mazi kugis$i. Mana
Spidola ir vesela pilséta, ar katru gadu
lielaka, varenaka. Bet tomér léna un ar visai
vaju aprikojumu. Bez Dziesmas palidzibas
meés varbut nevarésim izbégt, kur nu vel
pretoties Zirneklim. Mana gadiba ir div-
padsmit tikstosi cilveku. Es nedrikstu vinus
apdraudet, mums jabrauc uz Cereru un jaiz-
vairas no Zirnekla. Varbut vin§ mis nemaz

isti negrib nokert.”

“Kapteina kungs, es piekritu, ka jums va-
jadziga informacija par Zirnekla kugi. Pédigi
meés visi varbiit tiksim pie skaidribas. Ludzu,
Dziesma, kapteinis Ramats ir mums - man -

uzticams cilvéks. Stasti, ko zini.”

only one that escaped.”

“Then Kénins really must deal with this
monster. And your ship is so large and
mighty that surely the Spider couldn't swal-

low it,” Aldis chimed in.

“Yes, Kénins has fast little ships. My Spidola
is an entire city, growing larger and mightier
with each passing year. But still slow, and
with rather weak equipment. Without
Dziesma's help, we might not be able to es-
cape, let alone resist the Spider. I have
twelve thousand people in my care. I must
not endanger them; we need to head for
Ceres and avoid the Spider. Perhaps it

doesn't really want to catch us at all.”

“Captain, I agree that you need the informa-
tion about the Spider's ship. Perhaps at last
we shall all come to clarity. Please, Dziesma
— Captain Ramats is someone we — I —

trust. Tell us what you know.”




XXIV. Dziesma pedigi dzied

“Likteniga diena, kad man bija jaskiras no
sava mila kunga, iesakas un neiesakas ka
citas. Jau paris dienas Zintars nejutas isti
vesels. Nakti vin§ pamodas kliegdams, jo

sapnoja, ka vinu apéd liela zivs.

Liktenigaja rita vins varbut kaut ko nojauta,
jo jokoja: “Ko lai edu Sai dienai par godu?
Risu putru ar maksligo cali? Silki, skabo
kréjumu un racenus? Vai ciku nieres ar
séném, zirniem un zalumiem? Jabut vienam
no misu iecienitajiem tradicionalajiem édi-

eniem.”

Zintars zindja, ka Zirneklis atkal pazudis no
sava Tikla asteroidu josla, mazpasaulés starp
Cereru un Marsu. Vins to bija uzzinajis no
kuginiekiem, kas priecajas, ka atkal var brivi
izmantot seno, visatrdko celu uz Cereru,

kuru parasti apdraudéja Zirneklis.”

“Kas isti ir tas Zirneklu Tikls?” prasija Aldis.

XXIV. Dziesma Sings at Last

“The fateful day, when I had to part from my
dear master, began and did not begin like
any other. For a couple of days already,
Zintars hadn’t been feeling quite well. In the
night he woke up screaming, for he had

dreamt that a big fish was eating him.

“On the fateful morning he perhaps sensed
something, because he joked: “‘What shall I
eat in honor of this day? Rice porridge with
artificial chicken? Herring, sour cream, and
turnips? Or pork kidneys with mushrooms,
peas, and greens? It ought to be one of our

beloved traditional dishes.

“Zintars knew that the Spider had again van-
ished from its Web in the asteroid belt,
among the small worlds between Ceres and
Mars. He had learned this from the space-
faring folk, who were glad they could once
again freely use the ancient, fastest route to
Ceres, which was usually threatened by the

Spider.”

“What exactly is the Spider’s Web?” asked



“Dazi doma, ka tikls ir kaut kada sensoru
sistema, kas izkaisita pa mazpasaulem vai
asteroidiem celda no iek3$éjam pasaulém
Saules sistéma uz Cereru. Neviens gan nav
ticis pietiekami tuvu, lai izpétitu, un at-
griezies dzivs. Tadél ir tik daudz stastu,

baumu un tiru pasaku.”

“Zintars bija aizbraucis tuvu pie Saturna, jo
gribéja izpétit péksSnu un strauju tdenraza
nozu$anu no Titana, Saturna méness. Vin$
gan nebutu varéjis iedomaties, ka Sai lietai

kads sakars ar Zirnekli,” piebilda Alda mate.

Dziesma turpinaja: “Man pirmas nelagas

zinas naca no monitoriem, kas radija
Saturna 5. méneSa otro pusi pilnigi tumsu.
Zinoju Zintaram, kas uzgrieza kreisas puses
monitoru. Tas radija to pasu. Kad izrékinaju
attalumu un izmeérus, izradijas, ka ap-
tumsSos$anas célonis ir liela, kustiga masa.
Masivais priekSmets mums tuvojas ar
atrumu 100 kilometri sekundé. Atrumam un
musu trajektorijam nemainoties, més
sastaptos péc 17 stundam 39 minatém. Tad
mani sensori uztvera apalu, mazu, Skivjvei-
digu priekSmetu aptuveni 32 metru di-
ametra. Ta trajektorija sastaptos ar muséjo 2

stundas 16 minutés 53 sekundés.

Zintars saprata, ka uztveris sveSu sapratu.
No milzigas masas izmériem vin$ minéja, ka

varétu biuit sastapSanas ar pasu Zirnekla

Aldis.

“Some think the web is some kind of sensor
system scattered across the small worlds or
asteroids along the route from the inner
worlds of the Solar System to Ceres. No one,
though, has gotten close enough to study it
and returned alive. That is why there are so

many stories, rumors, and pure fairy tales.”

“Zintars had traveled close to Saturn, be-
cause he wanted to investigate the sudden
and rapid disappearance of hydrogen from
Titan, Saturn’s moon. He could never have
imagined that this matter had any connec-

tion to the Spider,” added Aldis’s mother.

Dziesma continued: “My first bad news

came from the monitors, which showed the
other half of Saturn’s fifth moon completely
dark. I reported to Zintars, who turned on
the left-side monitor. It showed the same
thing. When I calculated the distance and
dimensions, it turned out that the cause of
the darkening was a large, moving mass.
The massive object was approaching us at a
speed of 100 kilometers per second. If the
speed and our trajectories remained un-
changed, we would meet in 17 hours and 39
minutes. Then my sensors detected a round,
small, disc-shaped object about 32 meters in
diameter. Its trajectory would intersect with

ours in 2 hours, 16 minutes, and 53 seconds.

“Zintars understood that he had detected an
alien intelligence. From the dimensions of

the enormous mass he guessed that this



kugi. Vins apsvéra dazadas iespéjas: beégt,
cinities vai palikt un méginat sazinaties. No
Zirnekla nekas labs nebija gaidams. Tas
nerékinajas ar cilvékiem, un tikai retais no

ta bija izbédzis.

Briesmu brizos Zintars arvienu rikojas atri
un sapratigi. Vin$ man pavéléja: “Ja tu izgla-
bies, bet es ne, tad savas atminas par $So
gadijumu izklasti vispirms tikai mana testa-
mentd atzimétiem uzticigiem cilvékiem.”
Jus, Rieksta kundze, esot laba sakara gan ar
Marsa valdi, gan ar brivkugnieku apvienibu,
gan ar burtniekiem. Mans kungs baidijas, ka
informacija varétu tikt nepareizas rokas, jo

Ménesspili pasreiz notiekot savadas lietas.”

“Nezinasana varétu apdraudét visu cilvéci,”
uztraucas Aldis. “Kas notiktu, ja uzticamie
uzreiz neblitu atrodami wun Zirneklis

uzbruktu?” vin§ parmeta Dziesmai.

might be an encounter with the Spider’s ship
itself. He weighed various possibilities: flee,
fight, or stay and try to make contact.
Nothing good was to be expected from the
Spider. It showed no regard for humans, and

only rarely had anyone escaped from it.

“In moments of danger Zintars always acted
quickly and wisely. He commanded me: ‘If
you survive and I do not, then relate your
memories of this event first only to the
trusted people designated in my will. You,
Mrs. Rieksts, are said to be in good contact
with the Mars government, with the Free
Spacefarers’ Union, and with the Burtnieki.
My master feared that the information
might fall into the wrong hands, because
strange things are said to be happening in

Moon City right now.”

“Not knowing could endanger all of human-
ity,” Aldis said anxiously. “What would hap-
pen if the trusted ones could not be found
right away and the Spider attacked?” he re-

proached Dziesma.



“Ja Zirneklis butu uzbrucis iekSpasaulém,
tas butu iznémuma gadijums un zinas butu
talin  janodod  sabiedribai,”  atbildéja
Dziesma un turpinaja: “Ta ka lidojosais
Skivis bija tik tuvu, Zintars izsSkiras palikt
sava trajektorija. Vin$ izsttija sasve-
icinadSanads signalus dazadas frekvences,
visas man zinamajas cilvéku valodas un ar
dazadiem muzikas pavadijumiem. Kad tiku
lidz Sillera “Odas priekam” pirmajiem
toniem, mums par lielu parsteigumu, laipna
sievietes balss teica skaidra, kaut ar klikskie-
niem piemaisita latvieSu valoda: “Sveicinati,
Dziesmas kapteini Riekst! Ta ka jusu noluks
ir miermiligs, vélamies jis apciemot jusu

kugi”

Zintars jau ieprieks bija izdomajis méginat

izbégt Saturna gredzenos, atdalities no ma-
nis glabsanas laiva. Masivais zvaigznu kugis
vinu gredzena mutulos nevarétu viegli
izsekot. Tacu laipna balss atturéja vinu no
izmisigd un iespéjami pasSnavnieciska
gajiena. Zintars veél nebija iemacijies

pasargaties no laipnam sievieSu balsim.

Vina apmulsums tomér izgaisa, kad sveSais
izlakkugis bija pievienojies un sensori
uztvéra divas svesas buitnes ienakam pa gais-
durvim.  Zintars  iekliedza  zinotaja:
“Dziesma, Sie izskatas ka lielas olas, varbut
120 centimetrus augstas. Acis tam uz
katiem, kustas uz visam pusém un taustekli
vijas pa prieksu. Pratigas olas!” Sie pédéjie
Zintara vardi ari izgaja izplatijuma, un tos
acimredzot uztvéra dazi kuginieki. Tacu

talin péc Siem vardiem manu signalu par-

“If the Spider had attacked the inner worlds,
that would be an exceptional case and the
news would have to be released to the public
immediately,” Dziesma replied, and contin-
ued: “Since the flying saucer was so close,
Zintars decided to stay on his trajectory. He
sent out greeting signals on various frequen-
cies, in all the human languages known to
me, and with various musical accompani-
ments. When I got to the opening notes of
Schiller’s ‘Ode to Joy’, to our great surprise a
kind woman’s voice said in clear, though
click-laden, Latvian: ‘Greetings, Captain
Rieksts of the Dziesma! Since your inten-
tions are peaceful, we wish to visit you

aboard your ship.

“Zintars had already planned to try to escape

into Saturn’s rings, separating from me in
the lifeboat. The massive starship could not
have tracked him easily in the swirls of the
ring. But the kind voice held him back from
this desperate and possibly suicidal move.
Zintars had not yet learned to guard himself

against kind women’s voices.

“His bewilderment vanished, however,
when the alien scout ship had docked and
the sensors detected two alien beings enter-
ing through the airlock. Zintars shouted into
the communicator: ‘Dziesma, these look like
big eggs, maybe 120 centimeters tall. Their
eyes are on stalks, moving in all directions,
and tentacles wave about in front. Clever
eggs!” These last words of Zintars also went
out into space, and they were apparently

picked up by some of the spacefaring folk.



trauca.

Ienakot pratigas olas teica: “Atvainojiet, tacu

jusu zinojums japartrauc.”

Ap kaklu olam bija tulkoSanas ierices. Vienai
olai bija jau dzirdéta sieviskiga balss, otrai

viriskiga.”

“Vai olbuitnes bija briesmigas?” prasija Aldis.

“Zintaram vinas laikam likas jocigas un
nekaitigas. Cilvéku loceklu vieta tam bija

taustekli. Olas 1ékaja uz resgaliem. To

apaksa bija plastika, kas piesticas pie gridas.
Vinam nebija drébju, bet tas atSkiras péc
krasam, rotdjuma un lieluma. Izradijas, ka
olu krasa mainas atkariba no vinu jatam un
domam. Ja butu laiks krasas un rotdjjumu
izpétit, man liekas, ka vinus varétu lasit ka
gramatas. Vinos bija kaut kas bérniskigs un
pat vientiesigs un mnevainigs. Krasas un
rotajums laikam ari raksturoja vinu lomas
vai $kiras. Sis olas acimredzot bija véstnieki
vai ar1 manekli. Pie tam ierocus gan
neuztvéru. Sieviskas olas krasas bija maigas,
un tas raksts bija makonains vai pukains un
biezi mainijas. ViriSkas olbutnes krasas bija
koSakas, tas vizéja, dazreiz lidzinoties
geometriski izrakstitai lakai. Zintaram bija
gruti atraut skatu un neskatities uz rak-
stainajam krasam. Vina parasti veikla valoda

bija pazudusi.

But immediately after these words my signal

was cut off.

“Upon entering, the clever eggs said:
‘Forgive us, but your transmission must be

interrupted.

“Around the eggs’ necks were translation de-
vices. One egg had the feminine voice al-

ready heard, the other a masculine one.”

“Were the egg-beings frightening?” asked
Aldis.

“Zintars apparently found them funny and
harmless. Instead of human limbs they had

tentacles. The eggs hopped about on their

blunt ends. On their undersides was a plas-
tic that suctioned itself to the floor. They
wore no clothes, but they differed in color,
ornamentation, and size. It turned out that
the eggs’ color changed depending on their
feelings and thoughts. If there were time to
study the colors and ornamentation, I be-
lieve they could be read like books. There
was something childlike about them, even
simple-hearted and innocent. The colors
and ornamentation apparently also charac-
terized their roles or classes. These eggs
were evidently ambassadors — or else de-
coys. I detected no weapons on them,
though. The feminine egg’s colors were gen-
tle, and her pattern was cloudy or flowery
and changed often. The masculine egg-
being’s colors were brighter; they shim-

mered, sometimes resembling geometri-



Sieviska olblitne panaca uz prieksu un teica:

“Cieminus nesagaida ar ieroéiem.”

Zintars atvilka roku no starSautenes. Vai
vin§ domaja olbutnes sagustit, vai kustiba

bija nejausa?

“Pilnigi pareizi. Tikai Zirneklis apéd savus

cieminus,” vins atteica.

Abas olas saskatijas, un abam raksts uz bridi

izdzisa. Tas kluva tumsi sarkanas, gluzi ka
cilveks, kas nosarkst. “Jis neesat ap-
draudéts. Musu Gadnieks bija parsteigts par
jusu pretimnaksSanu. Visi citi begusi vai

mums uzbrukusi,” teica viriska ola.

“Neviens gan no jusu kuga nav atgriezies,”

atbildéja Zintars.

Olas kluséja. Ka viesmiligs namatévs Zintars
ladza olas atspirdzinaties. Tas loti centas ar
saviem taustekliem lietot édamos rikus.
ViriSka ola, kas sevi apziméja par Ln'garu,
iedara sev ar daksu. Otra, kas teica, ka tas
vards ir Zn'ta, pieléca un ar vienu taustekli
pieglaudas briicei. Péc dazam sekundém

klusas murminasanas abas olas atkal

cally patterned lacquer. Zintars found it
hard to tear his gaze away from the pat-
terned colors. His usually nimble tongue

had deserted him.

“The feminine egg-being came forward and
said: ‘One does not greet guests with

weapons.

“Zintars pulled his hand away from the ray
gun. Had he meant to capture the egg-

beings, or was the movement accidental?

3

Quite right. Only the Spider devours its

guests, he replied.

“Both eggs exchanged glances, and the pat-

tern on both faded for a moment. They
turned dark red, just as a person does when
blushing. ‘You are not in danger. Our
Caretaker was surprised by your friendli-
ness. All the others have fled or attacked us,

said the masculine egg.
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Yet no one has returned from your ship,

replied Zintars.

“The eggs fell silent. As a hospitable host,
Zintars invited the eggs to take refresh-
ments. They tried very hard to use the eating
utensils with their tentacles. The masculine
egg, who called himself Ln'gars, stabbed
himself with a fork. The other, who said her
name was Zn'ta, jumped up and pressed one

tentacle soothingly against the wound. After



pievérsas Zintaram, kas meéginaja piedavat
atro palidzibu, kura domata cilvekiem.
Neveiklais bridis bija parciests, un Zintars
man tikko dzirdami atviegloti nocukstéja:

“Vismaz labi, ka Sorit brokastis neédu olas.”

Ln’gars atvainojas: “Mums ir daudz, ko
macities, tatu mums ari bus daudz laika.
Mums vél daudz, par ko runat. Més klausam
savam kugim, bet jums klausa jusu kugis.
Jums ar savu kugi bus jaseko mums uz

mates kugi. Tad jums nekas Jauns nenotiks.”

Zintars zindja, ka velti pretoties vai

stridéties. Vin§ méginaja iegiit vairak zinu

un atrast izdevibu kaut ko darit. Vin§ prasija:

“Vai uz kuga jus visi esat lidzigi?”

“Ak, né,” teica Zn'ta. “DomajoSie més esam

dazadi, ta¢u mus visus radijis Gadnieks.”

“Kads Gadnieks? Vai vin$ ir olveidigs? Vai

vins$ izskatas péc zirnekla?”

“Ak, né,” sméjas Zn'ta, un vinas krasas nir-
béja un sapluda sikos burbuliSos. “Misu
raditajs nav kustigs. Tacu vina zinaSana ir

par visu kustigo zinasanu.”

“Tad vins ir skaitlotajs?”

a few seconds of quiet murmuring, both
eggs once again turned their attention to
Zintars, who was trying to offer the first aid
meant for humans. The awkward moment
had passed, and Zintars whispered to me
barely audibly, with relief: ‘At least it’s a
good thing I didn’t eat eggs for breakfast this

morning.

“Ln’gars apologized: ‘We have much to learn,
but we will also have much time. We still
have much to talk about. We obey our ship,
but your ship obeys you. You will have to fol-
low us with your ship to the mother ship.

Then no harm will come to you.

“Zintars knew it was useless to resist or ar-

gue. He tried to gather more information

and find an opportunity to do something. He

asked: ‘Are you all alike on your ship?’

“Oh, no, said Zn'ta. ‘We thinking ones are
various, but we were all created by the

Caretaker.

“What Caretaker? Is he egg-shaped? Does he

look like a spider?’

“Oh, no, laughed Zn’ta, and her colors shim-
mered and merged into tiny bubbles. ‘Our
creator does not move. But his knowledge is

above all the knowledge of moving things.
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Then he is a computer?’



“Ak, daudz vairak, neka jis apziméjat ar So

vardu.”

“Jas zinat, ka cilvéki jusu kugi dévé par
Zirnekli, jo musu kugus tas nokéris un apri-

jis?” Zintars vaicaja un ciesi skatijas uz olam.

“Musu Gadnieks nav zirneklis. Uz kuga gan
ir sargi, kas izskatas ka jusu apzimétie
zirnekli. Miasu Gadnieks gada par visiem

saviem radijumiem, un vini gada par vinu.”

Diemzél sekojosa katastrofa zaudéju lielu
dalu atminu par Siem notikumiem. No at-
likusajam atminam varu rekonstruét, kas

notika. Atceros, ka olbitném krasa kluva

peléciga. Tai bridi pa gaisdurvim ierapoja
pusducis  zirneklveidigu zvéru. Sacélu
trauksmi. Zintars pasava acis uz ekrana.
Gaitena durvis nevaréju noturét, un tas
atvéras. Gaiteni atskanéja dimdinasana, it
ka mazu amurinu klaudzieni. Ap gaitena
stiri paradijas pirmais zirnekla zveérs.
Ln'gars vél méginaja teikt: “Ja busi mierigs,
vini pari nedaris,” - tadu Zintars vairs

neklausijas.

Ar starSauteni roka vinS man uzkliedza:
“Sava kugi pavéles dodu es! Dziesma, aizturi
Sos, izsuti trauksmes zinojuma kapsulas par

briesmam cilvécei!””

“Tas ari més, kuginieki, uztvéram,”

“Oh, much more than what you mean by

that word.

€Ge

You know that humans call your ship the
Spider, because it has caught and devoured
our ships?’ Zintars asked, looking intently at

the eggs.

“Our Caretaker is not a spider. On the ship,
it is true, there are guards that look like what
you call spiders. Our Caretaker cares for all

his creations, and they care for him.

“Unfortunately, in the catastrophe that fol-
lowed I lost a large part of my memories of
these events. From the memories that re-

main I can reconstruct what happened. I re-

member that the egg-beings’ color turned
grayish. At that moment half a dozen spider-
like beasts crawled in through the airlock. I
raised the alarm. Zintars darted a glance at
the screen. I could not hold the corridor
doors, and they opened. A din echoed in the
corridor, like the clatter of little hammers.
Around the corner of the corridor appeared
the first spider-beast. Ln'gars still tried to
say, ‘If you stay calm, they will do you no

harm, — but Zintars was no longer listening.

“With the ray gun in hand he shouted at me:
‘On my ship I give the orders! Dziesma, hold
these back, send out alarm message cap-

sules about the danger to humanity!™

“Those we spacefaring folk picked up as



paspruka Ramatam.

~

“Un to uzzindja ari Kénins,” piebilda Aldis.

“Tad So pavéli esmu izpildijusi sekmigi!”
turpinaja Dziesma. “Ari manam kungam ve-
icas tikai daléji. Pirmo zirnekla zvéru Zintars
sadedzinaja, tad noskréja garam olbutném,
kas bija saplaku$as kopa pie sienas, un

ieléca pa luku glabsanas paksti.”

well,” Ramats blurted out.

“And the King learned of it too,” added Aldis.

“Then I carried out that command success-
fully!” Dziesma continued. “My master, too,
succeeded only in part. Zintars burned the
first spider-beast, then ran past the egg-
beings, who had huddled flat together
against the wall, and leaped through the

hatch into the rescue pod.”

XXV. Dziesmotava

“Kapteina kungs, mums tulin jabrauc pakal
misu draugam pulkvedim Kéninam. Vins ir
neaizvietojams cilvéks ar plasu viziju
apvienot cilveci, ka latviesu Aleksandrs
Lielais. Més nevaram pielaut, ka vin$ aiziet
boja. Més jau tagad saskelamies un izirstam
uz visam pusém. Kuginieki arvienu
palidzéjusi tiem, ko piemekléjusi nelaime,
un nu kuginieki patieSam varétu izcelties.”

Vardi bira no profesora lapam.

“Pilnigi neiespéjami! Pirmkart, lai gan

atzistu jusu kompetenci sava lauka, es tomér

XXV. In the Song-Hall

“Captain, sir, we must set out at once to
fetch our friend Colonel Kénins. He is an ir-
replaceable man with a grand vision of unit-
ing humanity, like a Latvian Alexander the
Great. We cannot allow him to perish.
Already we are splintering and falling apart
in every direction. The spacefaring folk have
always helped those struck by misfortune,
and now the spacefaring folk could truly dis-
tinguish themselves.” Words poured from

the Professor’s lips.

“Utterly impossible! First of all, although I

acknowledge your expertise in your own




nepiekritu jusu uzskatam par it ka ne-
piecieSamo civilizacijas saveSanu kartiba,
seviski ar varu. Meés, kuginieki, neesam
kalpi nevienam, un mums nav japilda
Ménesspils rikojumi. Ari mazpasauliesi ne-
grib Meéness virskundzibu. Ta¢u ne teorijas
dé]l man jaludz, lai jus nekavéjat manu laiku
pasreizéjos apstaklos. Es nevaru apdraudét
tukstoSiem cilvéku ar pasnavigu gajienu,”
Ramats méginaja nobeigt sarunu ar

uzbazigo cieminu.

“Mums ir iespéja ne tikai izglabt Kéninu un
vina virus, bet ari atklat patiesibu par sveso
sapratu. Turklat tiesi tagad més varétu ap-
turét jebkaddu draudu cilvécei. Visu mazu

esmu vacis zinas par Saules sistému, kas

liecina, ka to apdzivojis sveSais saprats. Un

nu pédigi més to visu varétu noskaidrot.”

“Més busim laimigi izvairities no Zirnekla

kuga.”

“Ja, tiesi ta. Kadél jabut sadursmei? Svesais

saprats varbiit parpratis musu nolikus.”

“Ka plésigs zvérs parprot savu medijumu?”

Stridu izbeidza otra trauksme. Zirnekla kuga

trajektorija bija uztverta.

field, I nevertheless disagree with your view
that civilization supposedly needs to be
brought into order, especially by force. We
spacefaring folk are servants to no one, and
we need not carry out Moon City’s direc-
tives. The Small-Worlders dont want the
Moon’s dominion either. But it is not on ac-
count of theories that I must ask you not to
waste my time under the present circum-
stances. I cannot endanger thousands of
people with a suicidal venture,” Ramats tried
to end the conversation with his pushy

guest.

“We have the chance not only to rescue
Kénins and his men, but also to uncover the
truth about the alien intelligence. Moreover,
right now we could put a stop to any threat

to humanity. All my life I have gathered in-

formation about the Solar System that points
to its having been inhabited by an alien in-
telligence. And now, at last, we could settle

itall.”

“We shall be happy to avoid the Spider’s
ship.”

“Yes, exactly. Why must there be a con-
frontation? The alien intelligence may have

misunderstood our intentions.”

“The way a predator misunderstands its

prey?”

The argument was cut short by a second

alarm. The Spider ship’s trajectory had been



“Acimredzot, profesora kungs,” ironiski
nobeidza Ramats, “Zirneklis mums nebus

jameklé, jo tas meklé mis.”

“Kapteina kungs, manas intereses ir tikai
zinatniskas un cilvéciskas. Es daritu visu, lai

kalpotu zinatnei un cilvécei.”

“Visu?”

“Ta, visu.”

“Tad jus gan esat savads tips. Taéu mums
jasastradajas. Jus  esat  visatzitakais

Ménesspils svesa saprata specialists. Esmu

devis komandtiltam izvairiSands manevru
rikojumus. Ja més neizbégsim, jusu
véléSanas satikties ar Zirnekli varétu
piepildities jau parit. Esat ieltgts uz kuga
saimes dziesmu daudzindjumu. Tas manai
saimei dod speku un izturibu smagos

brizos.”

“Paldies, kapteina kungs, paldies, paldies

par lielo pagodinajumu,” murminéja Blukis.

Uz Dziesmotavu veda garS tunelis. Tas
atvéras uz milzigu, apalu zali, aulu, ap kuru
bija tiikstosiem sédvietu. Seit varétu sapul-
céties visa kuga saime, un Seit ari notika

kuginieku Dziesmusvétki. Tas otra gala bija

detected.

“Apparently, Professor,” Ramats concluded
ironically, “we won't need to search for the

Spider, because it is searching for us.”

“Captain, sir, my interests are purely scien-
tific and humanitarian. I would do anything

to serve science and humanity.”

“Anything?”

“Yes, anything.”

“Then you are a peculiar sort indeed. But we
must work together. You are Moon City’s

most recognized specialist on the alien intel-

ligence. I have given the bridge orders for
evasive maneuvers. If we cannot escape,
your wish to meet the Spider may come true
as soon as the day after tomorrow. You are
invited to the ship’s company song celebra-
tion. It gives my crew strength and en-

durance in difficult times.”

“Thank you, Captain, sir, thank you, thank

you for the great honor,” murmured Blukis.

A long tunnel led to the Song-Hall. It opened
into an enormous round chamber, an arena
surrounded by thousands of seats. Here the
entire ship’s company could gather, and here

too the spacefaring folk held their Song



stabs, milzigs ka ozols, un ta galotné vizuloja
saule, kuras stari apgaismoja lielo aulu. So
telpu lidzbraucéji jau bija apmekléjusi, un

kuginieki ar to loti lepojas.

Dziesmotavas mazo istabu kuga lidzbraucéji
apmekléja reti. No lidzbraucéjiem Soreiz
bija ielugti Aldis, Rieksta kundze, Mara,
Maris un profesors Blukis. Mazais pulcin$
gaja caur milzigo aulu un domaja, ka Seit
izskatas Dziesmusvétkos, kad sédvietas ir
piepilditas. Vini aizgaja tieSi pie saules
staba. Taja bija kapnes, ko varéja saredzét,
tikai pienakot pavisam klat. Pa kipném bija
jakapj uz augsu apkart un apkart milzigam
centra stabam. Saules koks bija no caur-
spidiga kvarca materiala. Kapéji kapa

puskrésla. Vini zinaja, ka dodas uz kuga

svétnicu. Taja jaunus laudis ieveda kuga
saimé. Parus salauldja. Bérnus krustija. Sai
mazaja un augstaja telpa miza beigas kugi
pagrieza pret Sauli un aizgajusa miesu sad-
edzinaja ar koncentrétiem Saules stariem.
Izgarojums savienojas ar lietu, kas vakaros
nolija kuga saknu darzos. Sini telpa savieno-

jas dziviba, nave un atkaldzimsana.

Bija ari ipasi dziesmotaji, kas apkalpoja
Dziesmotavu. Tadi bija no pirmajiem
kuginieku laikiem. Kapteinis Ramats bija
bérniem skaidrojis: “Dziesma mus izveda
dzivus, kad miisu tauta kalpoja sarkanajam

lacim Méness cietumos, kad mis stradinaja,

Festival. At its other end stood a pillar, vast
as an oak, and at its crown glittered a sun
whose rays lit up the great arena. The pas-
sengers had already visited this hall, and the

spacefaring folk were very proud of it.

The Song-Hall's small chamber was rarely
visited by the ship’s passengers. Of the pas-
sengers, this time Aldis, Mrs. Rieksts, Mara,
Maris, and Professor Blukis had been in-
vited. The little group walked through the
enormous arena, imagining how it must
look during the Song Festival, when all the
seats were filled. They walked right up to the
sun pillar. There were stairs in it, which
could be seen only when you came very
close. The stairs wound upward, round and
round the great central pillar. The sun tree

was made of a transparent quartz material.

The climbers ascended in semi-darkness.
They knew they were heading for the ship’s
sanctuary. There, young people were
brought into the ship’s company. Couples
were wed. Children were christened. In this
small and lofty chamber, at life’s end, the
ship was turned toward the Sun and the de-
parted’s body was cremated with concen-
trated sunbeams. The vapor merged with
the rain that fell in the evenings over the
ship’s vegetable gardens. In this chamber,

life, death, and rebirth were joined together.

There were also special singers who tended
the Song-Hall. Such singers had existed
since the earliest days of the spacefaring
folk. Captain Ramats had explained to the
children: “Song brought us out alive when

our people served the red bear in the Moon’s



ka senajas dainas, bez saulites vakara.
Dziesma ari deva spéku un ceribu, kad cil-
véce saka izplesties no Méness talak Saules
sistétma. Dziesmotaji bija vajadzigi tais
laikos, kad skaitlotdjos galvenokart bija tech-
niska zinasana, bet makslas, kultaras un
garigas zinasanas bija nepilnigas. Ari jauna-
jos laikos dziesmotaji turpina attistit jaunus

celus.”

Kad kapeji bija uzkapusi un ienaca pasa
saules kamola, gaisma pavisam nodzisa.
Kluva neomuligi, pat vési. Tad visapkart

iesakas skandéjums:

Zvaigznu juras dzelmé

Sauli gaidam, sauli gaidam.

Zvaigznu juras dzelmé

Sauli gaidam, sauli gaidam.

Bija japacie$ vél dazas minites tumsas, un
tad péksni griesti atvéras un grida, uz kuras
visi stavéja, pacelas uz augSu. Visapkart
debesis mirdzéja zvaigZznu zvaigznes. Ne
tikai Saule, bet saulu saules. Zvaigznes it ka
stavéja uz vietas, lai gan Spidola griezas ap
savu asi, lai raditu maksligu pievilksanas
speku. Acimredzot Dziesmotava griezas

pretéja virziena.

prisons, when we were worked, as in the old
folk songs, without the sun in the evening.
Song also gave strength and hope when hu-
manity began to spread from the Moon far-
ther into the Solar System. The singers were
needed in those times when computers held
mainly technical knowledge, while knowl-
edge of art, culture, and the spirit was in-
complete. In the new times as well, the

singers continue to develop new paths.”

When the climbers had ascended and en-
tered the very heart of the sun, the light
went out completely. It grew eerie, even

chilly. Then all around a chant began:

In the depths of the star-sea

We await the sun, await the sun.

In the depths of the star-sea

We await the sun, await the sun.

They had to endure a few more minutes of
darkness, and then suddenly the ceiling
opened and the floor on which they all stood
rose upward. All around, stars upon stars
shone in the heavens. Not only the Sun, but
suns upon suns. The stars seemed to stand
still, even though Spidola was spinning on
its axis to create artificial gravity. Evidently
the Song-Hall was spinning in the opposite

direction.



Vél noreibusi no bezgaligd debess koSuma,
ienémusi dalu no Dieva zvaigznu mételiSa,
skatitaji ievéroja, ka otra istabas gala ir plat-
forma, uz kuras stav dziedataji. Tie aplenca
divas sédosas sievietes. Viena bija cienijama
izskata vecaka kundze, vél staltu augumu,
kaut ar sirmiem matiem. Un otra - ta bija

Veca Zile!

“Veca Zile!” Marai paspruka, un Zile pamaja
ar roku, lai Mara tuvojas. Marai bija janosés-
tas pie abam sirmgalvém. Dziedatajas

turpinaja skandét:

Zirneklitis ratu vija,

Kur tas kéra Dieva délus.

Veérpi, vérpi, zirnekliti,

Savu grezno auduminu.

Saulei bira asarinas

Zirneklisa ratina.

Rasa, rasa, dzidra rasa,

Rota atmirdz dvéselites.

Lidzbraucéjiem par parsteigumu, nopietnais

Still dizzy from the infinite splendor of the
heavens, having taken in a portion of God’s
starry mantle, the onlookers noticed that at
the far end of the chamber there was a plat-
form on which singers stood. They encircled
two seated women. One was a dignified
older lady, still stately of figure, though with
silver hair. And the other — it was Old Zile!

“Old Zile!” it slipped out of Mara, and Zile
waved her hand, beckoning Mara to come
closer. Mara had to sit down beside the two
silver-haired elders. The singers continued

to chant:

The little spider spun its wheel

Where it caught the sons of God.

Spin, spin, little spider,

Your splendid little weaving.

Tears fell from the Sun

Into the little spider’s wheel.

Dew, dew, crystal dew,

In the jewels gleam the little souls.

To the passengers’ surprise, the serious and



un ne parak daudzrunigais kapteinis

uzrunaja dziedatajus:

Ko lai daram, ka lai braucam

Dvéselites lukoties?

Pirma sirma kundze ka prieksdziedataja at-

bildéja, un tai piebalsoja citi:

Ne uz prieksu, ne pakalu

Zirneklisa ratinam.

Brauciet pari pasaulém

Pasa rata viduci.

Ramats nobaléja. Vins nekad nebija vadijis
kugi arpus loka, kura visas pasaules griezas.
Vin$ nebija seviski manticigs, tomér parasa
grutos brizos lugt padomu no dziedatajiem
bija tik dzili iesaknojusies kuginiekos, ka pat

Ramats to nevaréja neievérot. Vins vaicaja:

Ka lai braucam, kur nav cela?

Priek§dziedataja atbildéja:

Dievins celu netaisija

not overly talkative Captain addressed the

singers:

What shall we do, how shall we ride

To look upon the little souls?

The first silver-haired lady answered as lead

singer, and the others joined in:

Neither forward, nor behind

The spider’s little wheel.

Ride across the worlds

Through the very center of the wheel.

Ramats went pale. He had never steered a
ship outside the circle in which all the
worlds revolved. He was not particularly su-
perstitious, yet the custom of seeking coun-
sel from the singers in difficult times was so
deeply ingrained in the spacefaring folk that
even Ramats could not disregard it. He
asked:

How shall we ride where there is no road?

The lead singer answered:

God did not build a road



Par savam debesim.

Celu lika tautam lemt

Bez saulites vakara.

Ramats paspéra soli uz priekSu un saka
prasit vel kaut ko. Gaisma nodzisa. Visi atkal
bija tumsa, pardomajot notikuSo. Tad
gaisma atkal iedegas kapnés, signalizéjot, ka
svétnica jaatstaj. Bija jakapj leja, pie istas
skaidribas netikusiem. Dziesmusvétku auld
vini gaidija Maru, kas bija palikusi pie dzies-
motajiem. Mara driz paradijas un teica:

“Més runasim ar Veco Zili!”

Across His own heavens.

He left the road for the peoples to choose

Without the sun in the evening.

Ramats took a step forward and began to ask
something more. The light went out.
Everyone was in darkness again, reflecting
on what had happened. Then the light came
on again in the stairway, signaling that the
sanctuary must be left. They had to climb
down without having come to any real clar-
ity. In the Song Festival arena they waited
for Mara, who had stayed behind with the
singers. Mara soon appeared and said:

“We’re going to talk with Old Zile!”



XXVI. Zile no Ménesspils

Ramats atgriezas uz komandtilta, lai par-
domatu Dziesmotava dzirdétd iespéjamo
nozimi. Marsa bérni nepacietigi gaidija Veco
Zili. Zéni apmulsuSajai Marai béra
jautdjumu péc jautdjuma: “Kapéc vina nav
lidzbraucéju saraksta? Ko vina te dara?
Kadeé] vina ir starp dziesmotajiem? Ko vina
grib no tevis? Vina tac¢u nevar bit tik veca,

ka tu teici?”

“Neesmu tacu lidzbraucéja. Braucu ka dzies-
motdja. Ka zinat, dziesmotaji bija pirms

burtniekiem, jo dziesma naca pirms burta.”

Vecajai Zilei vairs nebija spoza apmetna,
kura vina bija paradijusies Dziesmotava,
tatu vinas vardos vél bija pussaprotama
atskana no senatnes. “Vai tad Ramats jums
nestastija? Nu ja, vin$ jau pats lidosta bija
parsteigts. Kad mani pieteica ka svarigu
braucéju, kas vélas ar vinu satikties, vins
esot noriicis: “Man tie svarigie braucéji lidz
kaklam. Ja vina tik svariga, tad kapéc nepa-

lika uz kadas pasaules, kur piemit svars?””

Veca Zile sméjas lidz asaram. “Mani ier-

audzijis, vin§ gan atvainojas, teikdams: “Es

tacu domaju, te ir runa par kadu Ménesspils
399

damu.”” Veca Zile vélreiz nosméjas, tad ap-

klusa un iegrima domas.

XXVI. Zile from Moon City

Ramats returned to the command bridge to
ponder the possible meaning of what he had
heard in the Song-Hall. The Mars children
waited impatiently for Old Zile. The boys
pelted the bewildered Mara with one ques-
tion after another: “Why isn't she on the pas-
senger list? What is she doing here? Why is
she among the singers? What does she want
from you? She can't possibly be as old as you

1%

said

“But I'm not a passenger. I travel as a singer.
As you know, the singers came before the

Burtnieki, for song came before the letter.”

Old Zile no longer wore the radiant cloak in
which she had appeared in the Song-Hall,
but in her words there still lingered the half-
understood echo of antiquity. “Didn't
Ramats tell you? Well, yes, he was surprised
himself at the spaceport. When I was an-
nounced as an important traveler who
wished to meet him, he apparently grum-
bled, T've had it up to here with important
travelers. If she's so weighty, why didn't she

stay on some world that has weight?””

Old Zile laughed until tears came. “When he
saw me, he did apologize, saying, ‘I really
thought we were talking about some Moon
City lady.” Old Zile laughed once more, then
fell silent and sank into thought.



“Ziniet, es jau esmu “dama” no Ménesspils.
Man bija tikai divdesmit sesi gadi, kad kopa
ar citiem baltieSiem mus izsitija uz Méness

soda nometni.”

Zile vairs negribéja runat. Atminas par So un
nakamo dzives posmu joprojam bija par

sapigu.

Bérni gan neatlaidas: “Jas bijat Ménesspili,

kad Zeme aizgaja boja?”

Veca Zile turpinaja, gan strupi un negribigi:
“TreSaja gada péc kara Ménesspili izcélas
trakuma seérga. Zemes bojaeja atnéma
ceribu tiem, kas dzivoja Ménesspils mazajas,

Saurajas telpas, kur masinérija arvienu plisa

un laza. Tie, kas vél ieradas no jauna, bégot
no Zemes, bija galiga depresija. Vini ne
runaja, ne gribéja stradat, ne laga ést. Citi
raudaja, trakoja un nonaca histérija. Més
gandriz visi palikam traki. Més cits citu vairs
nevaréjam ciest. Un masinérija arvien plisa
un laza, plisa un liza - un no tas bija
atkariga musu un visas cilvéces iespéja

izdzivot.

TreSaja gada - es skaidri atceros, ka skatijos
caur biezo kvarca logu uz Saules kaltajiem
Méness akmeniem. Domaju, ka kadam
tomér kaut ka jatiek uz amerikanu bazi
JaunvaSingtonu, lai atjaunotu skaitlotaja

vadu starp Meénesspili un Novosibirsku.

“You see, I am indeed a ‘lady’ from Moon
City. I was only twenty-six years old when,
together with other Balts, we were deported

to the Moon's penal camp.”

Zile no longer wished to speak. The memo-
ries of this and the following period of her

life were still too painful.

But the children would not let up: “You were

in Moon City when Earth perished?”

Old Zile continued, though curtly and reluc-
tantly: “In the third year after the war, a
madness epidemic broke out in Moon City.
Earth's destruction had robbed hope from

those who lived in Moon City's small,

cramped spaces, where the machinery was
constantly breaking and failing. Those who
still arrived anew, fleeing from Earth, were
in utter depression. They neither spoke, nor
wished to work, nor could eat properly.
Others wept, raged, and fell into hysterics.
Nearly all of us went mad. We could no
longer stand each other. And all the while
the machinery kept breaking and failing,
breaking and failing — and on it depended
our chance, and all humanity's chance, to

survive.

“In the third year — I clearly remember
looking through the thick quartz window at
the sun-baked stones of the Moon. I thought
that someone had to somehow get to the
American base, New Washington, to restore

the computer link between Moon City and



Mums truka =zinasanu, ka salabot daZzas
masinas, tacu galvenokart meés nebijam
spéjigi izveselot sabiedribu, kas bija
parnemta ar trakuma sérgu. Ta teica, ka
Jaunva$ingtona esot ierakstitas visdazadakas

cilvéces zinasanas.”

“Ja jau jus veicat to vésturisko celojumu,
kadeé] par to nav rakstits véstures gramatas?”

prasija Maris.

“Milie bérni, es uz Jaunvasingtonu nemaz
netiku. To veica citi. Miisu - ménesspiliesu -
apnémiba dzivot tomér bija lielaka neka
lausanas mirt. Bet mani parsteidza tas, kas
parmainija ne vien mani, bet ari visu cil-

véci”

'”

“Tas nokéra olbuitnes!” izsaucas Mara.

“Ne, mulke, tadas jau ir tikai uz Marsa,” at-

cirta Maris.

“Tacu mani tomér sagustija,” turpinaja Zile.
“Redzéju kaut ko spozu un apalu, ka lidojoso
$kivi nostastos. Redzéju to skaidra diena talu
Méness ariené. Novajinata stavokli, pargu-
rusi, neédusi, pat slima, es nogibu, kad ier-
audziju riebigos zirneklu briesmonus ar
garam, spalvainam kajam un nezeligam
acim. Un man nav atminas par visu to laiku,
kad biju prom no Méness arienes. Kad at-
griezos vai, varétu teikt, atmodos, bija
pagajusi daudzi gadi. Senas pasakas cilvéks

nonak apakszemes vinsaulé, kur tam liekas,

Novosibirsk. We lacked the knowledge of
how to fix certain machines, but above all
we were unable to heal a society that had
been gripped by the madness epidemic. It
was said that in New Washington all manner

of human knowledge had been recorded.”

“If you made that historic journey, why isn't
it written about in the history books?” asked

Maris.

“Dear children, I never even made it to New
Washington. Others did that. Our — the
Moon City people's — determination to live
proved greater, after all, than the surrender
to death. But what overtook me was some-
thing that transformed not only me, but all

of humanity.”

“The egg-beings caught you!” exclaimed

Mara.

“No, silly, those only exist on Mars,” Maris
shot back.

“But I was captured all the same,” Zile con-
tinued. “I saw something bright and round,
like the flying saucers of legend. I saw it on a
clear day, far out on the Moon's surface. In
my weakened state — exhausted, having not
eaten, even ill — I fainted when I saw the
hideous spider-monsters with their long
hairy legs and merciless eyes. And I have no
memory of all the time I was away from the
Moon's surface. When I returned, or you
might say when I awoke, many years had

passed. In the old folk tales, a person comes



ka vin$ uzkavéjies tikai isu mirkli. Kad vins
atgriezas, ka teica, “Sai saulé” pie cilvekiem,
vin$ ir stipri novecojis. Tacu es nebiju klu-
vusi vecaka un mans novecoSanas temps
bija kluvis daudz lénaks neka citiem cil-
vékiem. It ka kads butu mana kermeni

paléninajis pulksteni.”

“Tad tapéc jus esat kluvusi legendara!”
izsaucas Maris. “Nu saprotu, kade] esat god-
inata gan pie dziesmotdjiem, gan
kuginiekiem, gan burtniekiem. Bet pédéjos

gados jus atkal nozudat.”

“Pirmo reizi mani sagistija zvaigznu kugis
un atnéma atminas, vietd dodot jaunu

sapratu. Simtiem gadus vélak biju pie Marsa

Velna Blodas, kur agrak bija visvairak
smadzenakmenu. Varétu teikt, tur bija it ka
smadzenakmenu noliktava. So posmu gan
atceros seviski skaidri. Mani pazemeé novilka
olbuitnes, un laikam gan biju viniem intere-

sants paraugs.”

“Tacu vai Sad un tad neatnak kadas atminas
no ta laika, kad jus sagustija zvaigznu kugis?
Vai tik jisu paregojumi, sapni un intuicija
nav izskaidrojama ar sadam pussaprastam

atminam?” domadams izteica Maris.

“Kur§ zina? Varbut. Kaut par savadnieci
mani uzskatija jau bérnu dienas. Laikam at-

sitos sava vecamaté. Vinai arvienu bija di-

into an underground otherworld, where it
seems to him he has stayed only a brief mo-
ment. When he returns, as they used to say,
to ‘this world’ among people, he has aged
greatly. But I had not grown older, and my
rate of aging had become much slower than
other people's. As if someone had slowed

down the clock inside my body.”

“So that's why you've become legendary!” ex-
claimed Maris. “Now I understand why
you're honored among the singers, the ship-
folk, and the Burtnieki alike. But in recent

years you disappeared again.”

“The first time, it was a star ship that cap-
tured me and took away my memories, giv-

ing me a new understanding in their place.

Hundreds of years later I was at Mars's
Devil's Bowl, where earlier there had been
the most brain-stones. You could say it was a
sort of brain-stone storehouse. That period I
remember especially clearly. The egg-beings
drew me down underground, and I suppose

I was an interesting specimen for them.”

“But don't memories from the time the star
ship captured you come back to you now
and then? Could it be that your prophecies,
dreams, and intuition are explained by such
half-understood memories?” Maris said
thoughtfully.

“Who knows? Perhaps. Though even in my
childhood days I was considered an oddball.

I must take after my grandmother. She al-



vaini sapni, un vinas sencos bijusi tautas
dziednieki. Dazi vinas senéi péc nostastiem
pat esot soditi ka raganas un burvji. Ari
vakarnakt man bija sapnis. Tas lidzinajas
tam, ko reiz stastija mate. To vina bija

sapnojusi isi pirms Otra pasaules kara.”

“Kads bija jusu sapnis?” nepacietigi prasija
Aldis.

“Sapnoju, ka atkal biju maza meitene savas
téva majas senaja Latvija. Viniem bija viena
no tam lauku sétam, kas vél nebija
aizgajusas boja, kad komunisti izveidoja kol-
chozus wun iznicindja privatdas lauku

saimniecibas. Es guléju abeldarza pasa

ziedu laika, gluzi ka attélots manéas bérnibas
gramatas. Baltie ziedi bira, un virs galvas
sanéja bites, caklas medus vacéjas. Man
likas, ka saprotu vinu darba dziesmu, un es
gribéju dainot, ka dainoja mani senci. Un
tad kritoSo tirbalto ziedu starpa iezagas
dimi. Sie pelékbaltie dami kluva arvien
biezaki un ka viegls, bet arvienu stipraks
tikls parnéma abeles un ari mani. Bites
saplaka vai nozuda. Es gribéju celties, skriet,
kliegt un bridinat majiniekus, bet nevaréju.
Pelékais tikls saznaudzas, un es jutos it ka
piestikusies ar sastindzino$u indi. Un tad es
redzéju musu maju. Taja bija iemetusies
uguns, tacu uguns tikai gailéja. Maju ta
strauji neaprija, ka parasti butu ar koka
celtni. Gulbalki 1éni gruzdéja, un dumi

drumi apklaja visu musu sétu.”

ways had strange dreams, and among her
ancestors there had been folk healers. Some
of her forebears, according to the stories,
had even been punished as witches and sor-
cerers. Last night I had a dream, too. It re-
sembled one my mother once told me
about. She had dreamt it shortly before the
Second World War.”

“What was your dream?” Aldis asked impa-

tiently.

“I dreamt that I was once again a little girl at
my father's homestead in old Latvia. They
had one of those country farmsteads that
had not yet perished when the communists
established collective farms and wiped out

private farming. I lay in the apple orchard at

the very height of blossom-time, just as it
was pictured in my childhood books. The
white blossoms drifted down, and above my
head the bees hummed — busy, honey-
gathering bees. It seemed to me that I un-
derstood their working song, and I wanted
to sing folk songs, as my ancestors had sung.
And then, among the falling pure-white
blossoms, smoke crept in. This grayish-
white smoke grew ever thicker and, like a
light but ever-stronger web, it enveloped the
apple trees and me as well. The bees col-
lapsed or vanished. I wanted to get up, run,
shout, and warn the household, but I could
not. The gray web tightened, and I felt as if I
had been steeped in a numbing poison. And
then I saw our house. Fire had taken hold of
it, but the fire only smoldered. It did not de-

vour the house swiftly, as would usually hap-



“Tas gan ir Sausmigs sapnis. Vai més esam
apdraudéti, ka jusu téva maja?” prasija

Mara.

“Man liekas, ka notiks lielas parmainas.
Vésture atkal pagriezisies ap asi. Driz péc
tam, kad mana mate bija sapnojusi, ienaca
Padomju Savieniba un iznicindja jauno val-
sti. Téva maja es gan piedzimu un pavadiju
bérnibu, bet més bijam spiesti to atstat, kad
mate saslima. Un citi, kas tur bija ielikti, to
neuzturéja, un veca séta ar laiku aizauga.
Ta¢u mana sapni maja laikam pilnigi nen-

odega. Un, ari ja nodega, palika tomér

klétina pie abeldarza, kaut tikai mana sapni.

Vai tik manas bites nepaglabas tur?”

pen with a wooden building. The log walls
smoldered slowly, and grim smoke covered

our entire farmstead.”

“That is a dreadful dream. Are we in danger,

like your father's house?” asked Mara.

“It seems to me that great changes are com-
ing. History will turn on its axis once again.
Soon after my mother had her dream, the
Soviet Union came in and destroyed the
young state. I was born in my father's house
and spent my childhood there, but we were
forced to leave it when my mother fell ill.
And the others who were placed there did
not keep it up, and the old farmstead grew

over with time. But in my dream the house,

it seems, did not burn down entirely. And
even if it did burn down, the little store-
house by the apple orchard still remained, if
only in my dream. Could it be that my bees

found shelter there?”




XXVII. Trauksme

Vip! Vap! Vap! Trauksme!!

Bérni skatijas, ki aréja telpd nezin no
kurienes paradijas cilvéki, kas skréja, sauca,
kliedza.

“Tavs murgs istenojas!” Ari Mara gribéja

skriet nezin kur.

“Né, bérni. Man liekas, briesmigakais tomér
nenotiks.” Uztraukumu vida Zile bija
mieriga sala. “Ta ir briesmu trauksme, ne

katastrofas trauksme. Mums steidzigi jaat-

griezas savas vietas. Marit, es nojausu, ka
tev loti driz bus jaizskiras, uz kuru pusi pa-
griezt véstures ratu. Un tur ne es, ne més citi
nevaresim tev palidzét. Atceries savas burt-
nieces macibas. Palaujies uz savu sirdi un uz

vésu pratu!”

Atpakal skrienot, bérniem pretim sitas lieli,
balti makoni, kas it ka piepildija visu kuga

telpu.

“Makoni? Garaini!”

Visapkart varéja dzirdét cilvéku klaigas. Divi
aizsargi maja, lai bérni atrak kustas no cela.
Taurei gaudojot, pa gaiteni viniem garam
nobrauca robotmasina. Taja sédéja téli, no

galvas lidz kajam térpti sarkanos izplatijuma

XXVII. Alarm

Whoosh! Whoosh! Whoosh! Alarm!!

The children watched as people appeared
from nowhere in the outer hall, running,

calling, screaming.

“Your nightmare is coming true!” Mara

wanted to run off somewhere too.

“No, children. I believe the very worst won't
happen after all.” Amid the commotion, Zile
was a calm island. “That is a danger alarm,

not a disaster alarm. We must hurry back to

our stations. Dear Mara, I sense that very
soon you will have to decide which way to
turn history's wheel. And there, neither I
nor the rest of us will be able to help you.
Remember your letter-keeper's teachings.

Trust your heart and a cool head!”

Running back, great white clouds came bil-
lowing toward the children, clouds that

seemed to fill the entire ship.

“Clouds? Steam!”

All around they could hear people scream-
ing. Two guards waved for the children to
move faster and get out of the way. A robot
vehicle raced past them down the corridor,

siren wailing. In it sat figures dressed from



térpos, un kartoja dazadas laboSanas ierices.

Uztraukumu parskela noteikta un mieriga
kapteina balss no skalruna: “Spidola trapijis
asteroids, kas ielidojis Usmas ezera.
Automatierices sakusas labot aréjo Skélumu.
Visi Usmas ezera apkartné, kas nav saistiti
ar labosanu, bez kavéSanas to atstajiet, lai
netraucétu laboSanu. Ludzu, atgriezieties
savas vietas. Ja ieverosim kartibu un sas-

tradasimies, briesmas parvarésim.”

“Més nu gan nevaram palaist garam izde-
vibu,” sminéja Aldis. “Te noteikti bis bijis ie-

saistits zvaigznu kugis. Mara, varbut tu

labak aizej pie Bekijas vai pat pie manas
mates. Vinas abas vienmeér uztraucas par

visadiem sikumiem. Mari, naksi lidzi?”

“Soreiz. labak klausisim,” Maris teica un
noskatijas, ka Aldis jau noztd. Péc vairakdm
stundam, kad tracis jau kaut cik bija norimis
un visi saka domat, ka bus labi un labosana
izdevusies, Aldis bija atpakal pie Mara un

Maras.

“Ta jau domaju, ka ir kadi joki. Ramats
izsauca manu mati. Ari Zile un kuga padome
tur bija. Laikam ari Blukis. Mate par to man
neko nesaka. Tas laikam nozimé, ka ir jau-
nas zinas par manu tévu. Mate man ari stin-

gri noteica palikt savas telpas.”

head to toe in red space suits, sorting

through various repair tools.

The commotion was cut through by the
Captain's steady, calm voice over the loud-
speaker: “Spidola has been struck by an as-
teroid that penetrated into Lake Usma.
Automated systems have begun repairing
the outer breach. Everyone in the vicinity of
Lake Usma who is not involved in repairs,
leave at once so as not to hinder the work.
Please return to your stations. If we main-
tain order and work together, we will over-

come the danger.”

“Well, we certainly can't let this opportunity
pass,” Aldis grinned. “The Star Ship must

have been involved. Mara, maybe you'd bet-

ter go to Bekija. Or even to my mother. They
both always worry about all sorts of trifles.

Maris, are you coming along?”

“This time we'd better listen,” Maris said,
and watched as Aldis was already disappear-
ing. After several hours, when the uproar
had somewhat died down and everyone was
beginning to think things would be all right
and the repairs had succeeded, Aldis was

back with Maris and Mara.

“Just as I thought, something's going on.
Ramats summoned my mother. Zile and the
ship's council were there too. Probably
Blukis as well. Mother won't tell me any-
thing about it. That probably means there's

news about my father. Mother also strictly



Durvis paradijas profesors Blukis: “Aldi,

man ar tevi jaruna.”

“Tas nejaukais cilvéeks méginaja nozagt

manu mazo Ci-Ci,” ¢ukstéja Mara.

Atgriezies Aldis ieléca istaba: “Ka jau
domaju, apspriede bija par tévu. Ramats un
mate izléema man neteikt, bet, redzi, Blukis
tomeér pateica, kas tur notika. Ar asteroidu
esot ielidojusi zinu kapsula, kura esot rak-
stits kaut kas tads ka “Aldi, brauc steidzami
uz zvaigznu kugi satikt savu tévu. Zvaigznu
kugis jums garanté drosibu”. Teksts beidzies
ar vardiem: “Satiksimies  zvaigzneés!
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Talivaldis Kénins.

“Tas nemaz neizklausas péc Kénina. Vins ta-
das mulkibas ka “satiksimies zvaigznés”
nesititu. Zinojums bius viltojums. Un kapéc
lietots daudzskaitlis “jums”, ja kugis grib
tikai tevi?” pratoja Maris. “To bis izsutijis

Zirneklis pats.”

“Kapec? Kapec grib tikai mani un ne visu

Spidolu?”

“Varbut tavs tévs ir gusteknis un Zirneklis
grib kaut ko izspiest, lietojot tevi par Kkil-
nieku. Visi zina, laikam pat Zirneklis zina,
ka vienigi tu esi tik traks, ka varétu
iedomaties viltotam zinojumam paklausit,”

draugu glabt steidzas Maris.

told me to stay in my quarters.”

Professor Blukis appeared at the door:

“Aldis, I need to speak with you.”

“That nasty man tried to steal my little Ci-

Ci,” whispered Mara.

When he returned, Aldis burst into the
room: “Just as I thought, the meeting was
about Father. Ramats and Mother decided
not to tell me, but you see, Blukis told me
anyway what happened. Apparently an in-
formation capsule came in with the aster-
oid, and in it was written something like:
‘Aldis, come at once to the Star Ship to meet
your father. The Star Ship guarantees you
safety.” The text ended with the words: ‘We'll

meet among the stars! Talivaldis Kénins.”

“That doesn't sound like Kénin$ at all. He
wouldn't send such nonsense as ‘we'll meet
among the stars” The message must be a
forgery. And why the plural ‘you,’ if the ship
wants only you?” Maris reasoned. “The

Spider itself must have sent it.”

“Why? Why does it want only me and not all
of Spidola?”

“Maybe your father is a prisoner and the
Spider wants to squeeze something out by
using you as a hostage. Everyone knows --
probably even the Spider knows -- that only
you are crazy enough to think of obeying a

forged message,” Maris rushed to save his



“Mari, tici man, uzticies man tikai vél vienu

reizi. Man tevi vajag, lai izbrauktu.”

Mara méginaja kaut ko teikt, bet zéni vina
neklausijas. “Soreiz ta lieta nav maziem
skukiem,” atvairijas Aldis. “Tev bus japaliek
Seit un japaskaidro manai matei, ka es zinu,

ko daru, un lai vina neuztraucas.”

“Blukis pats nemaz nav uzticams. Vins$ esot
tads cilvéks, kas daritu visu, lai panaktu
savu. Varbut vin$ pats So lietu izgudrojis,”

turpinaja Maris.

“Blukis jau izdomajis, ka més tur varam tikt
bez Ramata. Es jau Blukim nemaz neuzticos,
bet Saubos, vai zinas vin$ ir viltojis. Savu

mati es tomér labi pazistu.”

Stridus laika Mara sédéja un domaja. Vina
pardomaja Ziles vardus, savas burtnieces
macibas pie Baltezera un apakszemes
satikSanos ar Illaru. Zénu strupcelu vina
partrauca tik mierigi un noteikti, ka abi
zéni, par lielu brinumu, talin apklusa. Ta
vairs neizklausijas péc mazas masinas vai
draudzenes, kam arvienu bira asaras, kad
uznaca nelaime. Ta likds pavisam sveSa

meitene.

“Zinojums nav no Kénina. Vai ari tas nav

friend.

“Maris, believe me, trust me just one more

time. I need you so I can make the trip.”

Mara tried to say something, but the boys
wouldn't listen to her. “This time it's no busi-
ness for little girls,” Aldis brushed her off.
“You'll have to stay here and explain to my
mother that I know what I'm doing and she

shouldn't worry.”

“Blukis himself isn't trustworthy at all. He's
the sort of person who would do anything to
get his way. Maybe he cooked up this whole

thing himself,” Maris continued.

“Blukis has already figured out how we can
get there without Ramats. I don't trust Blukis
either, but I doubt he forged the message. I

know my own mother well enough.”

During the argument, Mara sat and thought.
She considered Zile's words, the teachings of
her letter-keeper at Baltezers, and the un-
derground encounter with Illars. She broke
the deadlock between the boys so calmly
and firmly that both boys, to their great as-
tonishment, fell silent at once. She no
longer sounded like the little sister or girl-
friend who always burst into tears when
trouble came. She seemed like an entirely

unfamiliar girl.

“That message is not from Kénins. Or rather,



tikai no Kénina,” teica Mara. “Tas zinojums
ir man no Illara. Vins man reiz pazemé te-
ica: “Satiksimies zvaigznés,” - un més par So

lietu runajam ar Veco Zili un ar Jokupéteri.”

“Tad tavs Illars ir ari liels mulkis, jo tev jau
gan neviens $is zinas neraditu un tu ari pie

Zirnekla nekad netiktu,” atteica Aldis.

“Neaizmirsti, ka Illars Baltezera runaja ar
Zili un ar Jokupéteri. Kads varbut tomeér
paredzéja, ka es Sis zinas redzéSu,” Mara

turpinaja iebilst.

Zéniem palika savadi. Garie pardzivojumi

un trauksmes, tad satikSanas ar Veco Zili

Dziesmotava péc citddi normala, parasta
brauciena  atstdja  divainas  sajutas.
Acimredzot veca sirmgalve Mara kaut ko

saredzéja, ko vini lidz Sim nebija manijusi.

“Vecaki man nekad nepiedotu, ja tu aizskri-

etu,” nopietni teica Maris.

“Un Alda matei? Vai vinai nebutu uz-

traukuma un ripju?” atbildéja Mara.

“Es nemaz Aldim lidzi nebrauksu, un tad
Aldis nevareés ieskriet Zirnekla kuga riklé.

Blukis jau vinu pats nevedis,” atcirta Maris.

it is not only from Kénins,” said Mara. “That
message is for me from Illars. He once said
to me underground, ‘We'll meet among the
stars, -- and we spoke about this with Old

Zile and with Mr. Jokupéteris.”

“Then your Illars is also a great fool, be-
cause no one would show you these mes-
sages and you'd never get to the Spider any-

way,” Aldis countered.

“Don't forget that Illiirs spoke with Zile and
with Mr. Jokupéteris at Baltezers. Someone
may have foreseen, after all, that I would see

this message,” Mara pressed on.

The boys felt uneasy. The long ordeals and

alarms, then the encounter with Old Zile in

the Song-Hall after an otherwise normal, or-
dinary voyage had left strange feelings.
Apparently the old silver-haired woman saw
something in Mara that they had not noticed

until now.

“Our parents would never forgive me if you

ran off,” Maris said seriously.

“And Aldis's mother? Wouldn't she have

worry and care too?” Mara answered.

“I won't go with Aldis at all, and then Aldis
won't be able to rush into the Spider ship's
throat. Blukis certainly won't take him by

himself,” Maris retorted.



Mara vélreiz domaja, rokd saznaudzot un
noglaudot vecaku doto dzintara karekli, ko
vina vienmér valkaja. “Es nezinu, kapéc,
taéu man liekas, ka mums bus Illaram
jauzticas. Aldi, es tev brauksu lidzi. Es
neprastu vadit kugi ka Maris, un man ari
skola nebija tik labas sekmes sazinasanas
technologija, tacu no skolas apmeklésanas

man ir zinasanas, kur tev ir robi.”

Marim vairs neatlika cita izeja. Vin$ noputas
un teica: “No otras puses, ja més nebrau-
cam, Zirneklis mus apris tik un ta ar visu
Spidolu. Mums ir savi pienakumi pret

paréjiem.”

Bérni bija vienojusies, katrs péc sava rak-

stura, izmantot Bluka slepeni atnestas zinas.

Mara thought once more, clutching and
stroking the amber pendant her parents had
given her, which she always wore. “I don't
know why, but I feel we will have to trust
Nlars. Aldis, I will come with you. I wouldn't
know how to pilot a ship the way Maris
does, and I didn't have such high marks in
communications technology at school ei-
ther, but from attending school I have

knowledge where you have gaps.”

Maris had no other way out left. He sighed
and said: “On the other hand, if we don't go,
the Spider will swallow us anyway, Spidola

and all. We have our duties to the others.”

The children had agreed, each according to

their own nature, to make use of the news

Blukis had secretly brought.




XXVIII. Zirnekla rikle

Glabsanas laiva brauca tuvu mazpasaulém,
lénam vienai apkart un tad taisni turp, kur

vajadzéja but Zirnekla kugim.

Aldis un Maris So briesmoni jau bija
redzéjusi uz ekrana, tacu viniem aizsitas
elpa, kad vini ieraudzija tumsi zilganpeléko
un pavisam gludo cauruli. Ta izskatijas tik
nedabiga, kada saprata buvéta salidz-
inajuma ar raupjo asteroidu virsmu. Bez tam
ta izskatijas nesen gatavota, lai gan bija vis-

maz pusmiljonu gadu veca.

Bérni neSaubijas, ka vini ir uztverti. Un
patieSam milzigd murdveidiga caurule pa-
grieza vienu galu uz laivas pusi. Profesors
Blukis bija stastijis, ka ar muti, kas varéja iz-
plesties drausmiga platuma, ta iestc daz-
dazadas vielas, lai tas izmantotu dz-

inéjspeékam un citam vajadzibam.

Maris uztvéra signalu. Taja nebija ne Illira
klikskaina un svilpaina balss, ne ari kaut kas
savads toni. PatieSam varéja dzirdét Kénina

balsi:

“Sveicinats, Aldi! Seit pulkvedis Kénins. Vai

Veca Zile ir ar tevi?”

Aldis atbildéja: “Ne, tikai mani draugi.”

XXVIII. In the Spider's Maw

The rescue pod traveled close to the small
worlds, slowly around one, and then straight
to where the Spider's ship was supposed to

be.

Aldis and Maris had already seen this mon-
ster on the screen, but their breath caught
when they saw the dark bluish-gray and per-
fectly smooth tube. It looked so unnatural,
built by some intelligence, compared to the
asteroids' rough surfaces. Moreover, it
looked freshly made, even though it was at

least half a million years old.

The children had no doubt that they had
been detected. And indeed, the enormous
trap-like tube turned one end toward the
pod. Professor Blukis had told them that
with its mouth, which could stretch to a ter-
rifying width, it sucked in all sorts of matter

to use for propulsion and other needs.

Maris picked up a signal. It held neither
Nlars's clicking and whistling voice nor any-
thing strange in the tone. They could actu-

ally hear Kénins's voice:

“Welcome, Aldis! Colonel Kénin$ here. Is

Old Zile with you?”

Aldis answered, “No, only my friends.”



“Draugi?” Kénina balss uztraucas.

“Ja, Maris un Mara.”

Skalruni atskanéja savadi troksni. Péc neilga
klusuma atkal atskanéja Kénina parasta,
aprauta balss: “Labi, Aldis driz varés satik-
ties ar savu tévu. Izslédziet motoru. Tulin jus

ievilks ieksa.”

Bérniem vairs nebija ko teikt. Pa liku vini
redzéja, ka jau bija redzéjusi Kénina filma,

ka milzigas caurules gals atpleSas.

“Ka mute! Ka briesmigi liela néga mute,”

sauca Mara. Glabsanas laiva Savas uz

prieksu un tika ierauta milzigaja muté.

Ilgu laiku bija tumss. Laiva brauca ka pa
gluzi tumsSu alu. Bérni nevaréja noteikt, vai
braukusi sekundes vai minutes, vai stundas.

Varbit vini pat bija iemigusi.

Pa isvilniem atkal ierunajas balss, Soreiz ar
Marai pazistamajiem klikskieniem:
“Izplatijuma térps nebis vajadzigs. Gaiss
piemérots  cilvéku elpoSanai. Ludzu,

izkapiet.”

Atveéras durvis. Paradijas gaismas bumbas,
ka zem Marsa. Kad bérni bija izkapusi, dazas

gaismas bumbas aizsprostoja celu atpakal uz

“Friends?” Kénins's voice sounded alarmed.

“Yes, Maris and Mara.”

Strange noises came through the loud-
speaker. After a brief silence, Kénins's usual
curt voice sounded again: “All right, Aldis
will soon be able to meet his father. Turn off

the engine. You'll be pulled in shortly.”

The children had nothing more to say.
Through the hatch they watched, just as
they had seen in Kénin$'s film, as the end of

the enormous tube gaped open.

“Like a mouth! Like a terrifyingly huge lam-

prey's mouth!” cried Mara. The rescue pod

shot forward and was drawn into the enor-

mous mouth.

For a long time it was dark. The pod traveled
as through an utterly dark cave. The chil-
dren couldn't tell whether they had been
traveling for seconds, minutes, or hours.

Perhaps they had even fallen asleep.

Over shortwave a voice spoke again, this
time with the clicks familiar to Mara: “A
space suit will not be necessary. The air is
suitable for human breathing. Please step

out.”

The door opened. Light-globes appeared,
like those beneath Mars. When the children
had climbed out, some of the light-globes



laivu. Soreiz ierunajas nepazistama, dzila,
dobja, téviskigi laipna balss: “Sveicinati,
bérni. Kads patikams parsteigums. Gaidiju
tikai Aldi, kas iepriecinatu vina tévu, tacu

nekas. Kénins ir sapratigs cilvéks.”

“Kas jus esat? Vai varu runat ar tévu?” sauca

Aldis.

“Bus laika diezgan,” mierigi atbildéja

téviskiga balss.

“Nu tad vismaz ar Kéninu.”

“Vins pasreiz ir... aiznemts.”

“Ar ko tad més rundjam?”

“Esmu kuga Gadnieks. Gadaju par visiem,
par vinu labklajibu un saticibu. Miers un

labs prats valda mana kugi.”

“Zirneklis!” Maris un Mara iesaucas kopa.

“Tas mani apvainojat. Sauciet mani jisu
otra, daudz patikamaka varda, par Zvaigznu
kugi. Es naku no zvaigzném, tas parvaldu un
par tam gadaju. Tiem, kas mani klausa, kla-

jas labi.”

blocked the way back to the pod. This time
an unfamiliar, deep, hollow, paternally kind
voice spoke: “Welcome, children. What a
pleasant surprise. I expected only Aldis, to
gladden his father, but no matter. Kénins is a

sensible man.”

“Who are you? May I speak with my father?”
called Aldis.

“There will be time enough,” the paternal

voice replied calmly.

“Then at least with Kénins.”

“He is presently... occupied.”

“Then who are we speaking with?”

“I am the Ship's Caretaker. I care for every-
one, for their well-being and harmony.

Peace and good will reign aboard my ship.”

“The Spider!” Maris and Mara cried out to-

gether.

“You insult me. Call me by your other, far
more pleasant name — the Star Ship. I come
from the stars, I govern them, and I care for

them. Those who obey me fare well.”



“Un, ja neklausa - vai tie pazud?” pusprasija,

puscukstéja Aldis.

Alda skanas bija uztvertas.

“Cilvékos ir daudz nezalu, daudz mezonu.

Vini nav gatavi izplesties debesis.”

“Ko jus darat ar cilvékiem, kurus sagrabjat?”

.....

“Tu esi sava téva déls. Ari Zintars Rieksts
stundam ar mani stridéjas. Vin§ man kaut
cik atgadina... ak, cik takstoSiem gadu
pagajusi, mana kuga seno kapteini. Jo ilgak

vinu uzturu uz komandtilta, jo vairak vins

tam lidzinas. Un tomér... Manam senajam
kapteinim bija tadas paSas vajibas ka jums,
cilvékiem, un... mani laudis visi aizgéja boja.
Vini neprata sevi savaldit. Viniem vajadzeja

gadnieku, kura viniem nebija.”

Iestajas klusums, tad téviskiga balss atkal
pienéma stingro, kaut vél iecietigo toni: “Ar
laiku, ja jums bus tadas spéjas, jus
sapratisiet un busiet pateicigi. Un, ja ne-
spésiet saprast, tad jums nav tiesibu ap-
draudét visu dzivibu. Jasu cilvékus esmu pa
lielakajai dalai aizsutijis atpakal uz Zemi,
kas joprojam ir reti apdzivota un smagi
piesarnota. Tagad vareési satikt savu tévu cil-

véku nodalijuma.”

“And those who don't obey — do they van-
ish?” Aldis half-asked, half-whispered.

Aldis's sounds had been picked up.

“In humans there are many weeds, many
savages. They are not ready to spread into

the heavens.”

“What do you do with the humans you cap-
ture?” Aldis dared to ask.

“You are your father's son. Zintars Rieksts
argued with me for hours as well. He re-
minds me somewhat of... oh, how many
thousands of years have passed, my ship's

ancient captain. The longer I keep him on

the bridge, the more he comes to resemble
him. And yet... My ancient captain had the
same weaknesses as you humans, and... my
people all perished. They could not control
themselves. They needed a Caretaker, which

they did not have.”

Silence settled in, then the paternal voice
took on its stern, though still tolerant tone
again: “In time, if you have the ability, you
will understand and be grateful. And if you
cannot understand, then you have no right
to endanger all life. I have sent most of your
humans back to Earth, which is still sparsely
populated and severely polluted. Now you
may meet your father in the human com-

partment.”



Bérniem tuvojas olbitne un radija, ka
jaseko. Gaitenu krustojuma uz resgala lekaja

liela olbuitne, kas Marai izskatijas redzéta.

“Hlars!”

“Satiksimies zvaigznés!” pret Maru pak-

lanijas Illars.

“Vai zinojumu sutiji tu?”

Nlars pielika taustekli pie mutes, bridinot,
lai vairs neruna. Vini iekapa ratos, kas péc
neilga laika apstajas pie blakus telpas. Si

telpa bija milziga, un Illars radija uz rupigi

sarindotam stikla kastém. Sadu kastu bija
simtiem, un tajas burbuloja zilgans
$kidrums. Skidruma katra kasté bija pa ol-

butnei: tas izskatijas aizmigusas.

“Seit ir mani brali un masas. Gadnieks vinus
atgriez atpakal taja stavokli, kadi vini bija.
Vinus partaisa atkal par smadzenak-

meniem.”

Marai palika nelabi: “Tas ir dzivas un
domajosas biutnes, tapat ka cilveki. Kapéc

jas laujat tam notikt?”

“Més esam macijusies, ka dzivam apzinam
jabut brivibai attistities. Vai Seit $is tiesibas

netiek ierobeZotas?” prasija Maris.

An egg-being approached the children and
gestured for them to follow. At the corridor
junction a large egg-being was hopping
about on its thick end, and to Mara it looked

familiar.

“Hlars!”

“We'll meet among the stars!” Illurs bowed

to Mara.

“Was it you who sent the message?”

Illars pressed a tentacle to his mouth, warn-
ing them to say no more. They climbed into
a cart, which after a short while stopped at

an adjoining chamber. This chamber was

enormous, and Illars pointed to carefully ar-
ranged glass cases. There were hundreds of
such cases, and in them a bluish liquid bub-
bled. In the liquid, each case held an egg-
being: they looked as if asleep.

“Here are my brothers and sisters. The
Caretaker is turning them back into the state
they were in before. He is remaking them

into brain-stones.”

Mara felt sick. “These are living, thinking
beings, just like humans. Why do you allow

this to happen?”

“We have been taught that living conscious-
nesses must have the freedom to develop.

Are those rights not being restricted here?”



“Kads Seit doma, ka vins$ ir Dievs,” piebalsoja

Aldis un saka meklét durvis.

Telpa ierunajas téviska, bet nu jau manami
bargaka balss: “Illar, tu esi smagi parkapis
manus noteikumus. Tev nebija vini javed
Seit. Cilvékiem nebus lietderigi prasit, jo
vinu saprats vél nav attistijies. Sargies, Illir,
no dumpinieku domam. No smadzenak-
meniem jus esat céluSies, un par

smadzenakmeniem jus atkal klusiet.”

Nlars maja, lai visi atstaj telpu. Téviskiga
balss turpinaja: “Cilvéki taisija skaitlotajus

no smadzenakmeniem, kas bija mana

gadiba. Sen atpakal man bija uzdots gadat
par dzivibu, ko kugi es nesu, un, lai to
saglabatu, esmu mainijis tas formu.
Dumpiniekus olu vidi neiznicinu, bet
parvérsu par smadzenakmeniem, lai tie par-
doma butibu. Un cilvekus dzenu atpakal
vinu istaja vietd - uz Zemes. Tad bus miers
mana Saules sistéma. Ja esat mierigi, kartigi

un paklausigi, jums biis labi laimiga zemé.”

Ilars maja, lai iekapj ratos. Netalu bija
otrais krustojums. Illirs apstdjas un pa-
grieza ratus pa labi, bet nevaréja tos
iedarbinat. Kamér Illars puléjas ar ratiem,
bérni manija aiz sevis SnakSanu un savadu
bungo$anu. AtskatijuSies tie redzéja bries-
migi lielu zirneklveidigu kustoni ar astonam

melnmatainam kajam. BungoSana naca no

asked Maris.

“Someone here thinks he is God,” added

Aldis, and began looking for a door.

Through the chamber sounded the paternal,
but now noticeably sterner voice: “Illurs,
you have gravely violated my rules. You
should not have brought them here. It will
be no use for the humans to ask, for their
understanding has not yet developed.
Beware, Illurs, of rebellious thoughts. From
brain-stones you arose, and to brain-stones

you shall return.”

Ilars waved for everyone to leave the cham-
ber. The paternal voice continued: “Humans

made computers from brain-stones that

were in my care. Long ago I was charged
with caring for the life I carry aboard this
ship, and to preserve it I have changed its
form. Rebels among the eggs I do not de-
stroy, but transform into brain-stones so
that they may contemplate existence. And
humans I drive back to their proper place —
to Earth. Then there will be peace in my so-
lar system. If you are calm, orderly, and obe-

dient, you will fare well in a happy land.”

Mlars waved for them to climb into the cart.
Nearby was the second junction. Illirs
stopped and turned the cart to the right, but
could not get it started. While Illars strug-
gled with the cart, the children noticed a
hissing and a strange drumming behind
them. Looking back, they saw a terrifyingly
huge spider-like creature with eight black-



vina cietajiem, asajiem nagiem. Illara

krasas nobaléja.

Visiem par parsteigumu, Maris izléca no
ratiem un izrava zobenu, ar ko bija trenéjies
ciema vingrotava un ko vin$ laimiga karta
bija panémis lidzi. Taja bridi ari Ci-Ci izléca
no Maras sominas un paskréja uz briesmona
pusi. Zirneklis mazliet pagriezas pret
ieceréto mazo gardumu. Izmantojot So
pavir§ibu, Maris ar vienu vézienu trapija
zirneklim tiesi starp acim. Tas sarava kajas

¢umura un uz vietas bija beigts.

Kameér Maris kaut ko sauca par melno

brupinieku, Ilars no uztraukuma gandriz

nespéja runat: “Atrak! Atrak atpakal ratos!”

Maris ieklupa ratos, un tie saka braukt loti
atri. Tad vini atkal apstajas, tacu acimredzot
Nlars bija ticis, kur ieceréts. Vinus gaidija
biorobots, kas radija, ka jakap;] pa
satveramam kapném. Pirmais uzkapa robots
un tad sauca no augsas, ka cels ir brivs: “Sis
kapnes gan, atvainojiet, nav domatas ne cil-

vékiem, ne... olbutném.”

Bérni, pieradusi pie kdpelésanas, uz prieksu
tika visai viegli, tacu Illaram bija loti gruti.
Robotam bija jakapj leja, lai Illaru pus
stumtu, pus nestu uz augSu. Nabaga Illars

cieta klusu. Vina krasas joprojam bija

haired legs. The drumming came from its

hard, sharp claws. Illirs's colors went pale.

To everyone's surprise, Maris leaped from
the cart and drew the sword he had trained
with in the village gymnasium and which,
by good luck, he had brought along. At that
moment Ci-Ci, too, jumped out of Mara's bag
and scurried toward the monster. The spider
turned slightly toward the anticipated little
morsel. Seizing this moment of careless-
ness, Maris struck the spider squarely be-
tween the eyes with a single swing. It curled
its legs into a bunch and was dead on the

spot.

While Maris shouted something about the
Black Knight, Illirs could barely speak from

agitation: “Quickly! Quickly, back into the

cart!”

Maris tumbled into the cart, and it began to
move very fast. Then they stopped again,
but evidently Illirs had gotten where he in-
tended. A bio-robot was waiting for them,
gesturing that they had to climb a ladder
with handholds. The robot climbed up first
and then called from above that the way was
clear: “These stairs, I'm afraid, are designed

neither for humans nor for... egg-beings.”

The children, accustomed to -climbing,
made their way forward quite easily, but it
was very hard for Illars. The robot had to
climb back down to half-push, half-carry

Nlars upward. Poor Illurs suffered in si-



pelécigi dzeltenas. TikusSi pirmaja stava,
bégli dzirdéja dimdonu pa kapném. Ta bija
raksturiga zirneklu zvéru nagu klabona pret
metalu. Robots Sava ar liesmu metéju, un

kapnes aiz viniem partrika.

Otrais stavs vinus sagaidija ar baigu skatu.
Taja varéja redzét kalnus ar apdeguSiem

zirneklu zvériem un saskaiditam olbutném.

“Musu sacelSanas ir pilna spéka, un
Gadnieks zinas, kur méginam izbégt. Vins
parvalda visu kugi, iznemot seno ko-
mandtiltu, kur vin$ novietoja Alda tévu, pé-

tot vina lidzibu ar savu seno kapteini.

Gadnieks musu dumpi tomér apspiedis, jo

vina spéks ir pari misu saprasanai.”

Robots maja viniem iet uz prieksu, un bérni
ari gribéja atstat nejauko gruzdéjuma
smaku, kas naca no likiem. Robots radija, ka
liesmu metéjs ir gandriz tukss. Otro reizi

kapnes nevarétu nodedzinat.

Vini skréja pa vairakiem tumsSiem
gaiteniem, ko robots tikko varéja apgaismot
pietiekami, lai saredzétu celu. Sad un tad
pacélas nejauki kaucieni. Kas tie bija, palika
nezindms. Varéja manit, ka gaitenis Sad un
tad ieligojas, it ka kugim sanemot arkartéjus

sitienus no arpuses.

lence. His colors remained a grayish yellow.
Once they reached the first level, the fugi-
tives heard a thundering on the stairs. It was
the telltale clatter of spider-beasts' claws
against metal. The robot fired its
flamethrower, and the stairs behind them

broke apart.

The second level greeted them with a
ghastly sight. They could see mounds of
charred spider-beasts and shattered egg-

beings.

“Our uprising is in full force, and the
Caretaker will know where we are trying to
escape. He controls the entire ship except
for the ancient Bridge, where he placed

Aldis's father, studying his resemblance to

his ancient captain. The Caretaker will put
down our revolt, though, for his power is be-

yond our comprehension.”

The robot waved them forward, and the chil-
dren too wanted to leave behind the awful
stench of burning that rose from the
corpses. The robot indicated that the
flamethrower was nearly empty. It could not

burn down the stairs a second time.

They ran through several dark corridors that
the robot could barely light well enough to
see the way. Now and then ugly howls rose
up. What made them remained unknown.
They could feel the corridor swaying from
time to time, as if the ship were taking extra-

ordinary blows from outside.



Robots palaida vajo gaismu uz sienu, tad
pielika pie tas roku. Acimredzot robota
signals bija pareizs, un atvéras durvis. Istaba
bija novietota braukSanas masina. Durvis
aiz viniem aizvéras. Vini bija nokluvusi dz-
ilak un dzilak briesmona iekSiené. Robots
iesédas pie stures, iedarbinaja dzinéju un
uzgrieza gaismas. Vin$ paspieda vél citas
pogas, siena atveras, un masina uzbrauca uz

brauktuves.

Vini brauca loti atri, garam vairakam staci-
jam, kur drizméjas draudigi zirneklu bari.
Masinas atro gaitu apturéja liesmu viesulis,
kas plosijas cela vida. Skala balss, kas bija
zaudéjusi téviskigo pacietibu, teica: “Esmu

jusu raditajs un vaditajs. Jus mani neklausat.

Tada ir jusu pateiciba. Jis dedzinat manus

paligus. Tagad jums paSiem biis jasadeg!”

Ko nu? Atpakal vairs nevar braukt.
Apturétajai masinai tuvojas liesmu viesulis.
Pa starplaiku robots darbojas ar komunika-
toru. Uz ekrana paradijas ipatnéjs zimogs.
Robots skaidroja, ka komandtilta skaitlotajs
izsttijis masinu ar ugunsdzéséju robotiem.
“Mums jaatkapjas, lidz tie Seit tiek. Logi ja-

tur ciet indigas gazes dél.”

Masina strauji Savas atpakal, tad apstajas.
Liesmu viesulis turpinaja viniem sekot.
Nevaréja neka darit, bija jasez un jagaida.

Bérniem naca gibonis, vai no gazes, no kars-

The robot shone its dim light on a wall, then
placed its hand against it. Evidently the ro-
bot's signal was correct, and a door opened.
Inside the room stood a vehicle. The door
closed behind them. They had gone deeper
and deeper into the monster's interior. The
robot sat down behind the wheel, started the
engine, and switched on the lights. He
pressed a few more buttons, the wall
opened, and the vehicle drove onto a road-

way.

They drove very fast, past several stations
where menacing swarms of spiders milled
about. The vehicle's rapid progress was
halted by a flame tornado raging in the mid-
dle of the road. A loud voice, one that had

lost its paternal patience, said: “I am your

Creator and Leader. You do not obey me.
Such is your gratitude. You burn my helpers.

Now you yourselves shall burn!”

What now? There was no going back. The
flame tornado was closing in on the stopped
vehicle. In the meantime, the robot worked
the communicator. A peculiar seal appeared
on the screen. The robot explained that the
Bridge computer had dispatched a vehicle
with firefighting robots. “We must fall back
until they get here. The windows must be

kept shut because of the poisonous gas.”

The vehicle shot back sharply, then stopped.
The flame tornado continued to follow
them. There was nothing to be done; they

had to sit and wait. The children were on the



tuma, vai no nespéka. Liesmu viesulis tomér
apstajas, un liesmu vieta saka nakt dimi un

garaini.

“Més esam gandriz galad!” sauca Illars.
Robots izléca no masinas un saka to grust uz
priekSu. Laimiga karta ta atkal kustéjas uz
prieksu, kaut ne visai atri caur dimu mu-
tuliem. Neka nevareéja saredzét.
Ugunsdzéséju masina nobrauca viniem
garam, tad apgriezas un saka vinus stumt uz
prieksu. Laikam vini brauca par Sauru ietvi,
kas noveda pie durvim. Ugunsdzéséjs izlaida
liesmas no metéja, lai apkartni dezinficétu.
Ta nu vini iebrauca telpa, kur masinu varéja
atstat. Durvis atvéras. Illurs pirmo reizi
celojuma atguva savas parastas krasas. “Kaut

ka tomér mums laiméjies. Ludzu uz sena ko-

mandtilta, kur kadu laiku busim drosiba.”

verge of fainting — whether from the gas,
the heat, or sheer exhaustion. The flame tor-
nado stopped, however, and in place of

flames came smoke and steam.

“We're nearly there!” cried Illars. The robot
leaped from the vehicle and began pushing
it forward. Fortunately, it moved forward
once more, though not very fast, through
the billowing smoke. Nothing could be seen.
The firefighting vehicle drove past them,
then turned around and began pushing
them forward. They must have been travel-
ing along a narrow walkway that led to a
door. The firefighter sprayed flames from its
thrower to disinfect the surroundings. And
so they drove into a room where the vehicle
could be left. The door opened. For the first

time in the journey, Illars regained his usual

colors. “Somehow we've been lucky after all.
This way to the ancient Bridge, where for a

time we will be safe.”




XXIX. Kauja ar Zirnek!a kugi

Braucot ar liftu uz augsu, Illirs centas
bérniem stastit, cik liela méra vina uzskatus
mainijusi saskare ar Veco Zili Marsa pazemeé

un velak ar Zintaru Riekstu zvaigznu kugi.

“Ar Zintaru ilgi stridéjos, vai cilvékam valdit
technologiju vai augstakam sapratam valdit
dzinu dzito cilvéku. No sakuma es nevaréju
saprast, kapéc vin$ negrib paklausit

Gadnieku, kas par visiem gada ka tévs.

Gadnieks grib mieru un saticibu, nevis ne-
mieru un karu. Gadnieks pat méginaja
Zintaru saprast un parliecinat. Zintars gan
arvien pastavéja, ka katra dziva butne ir
toposa un vinai pasai jaizlemj sava gaita un

liktenis.”

Brauciens uz augsu izbeidzas, griesti atvéras
plasi, un grida pacélas, lai ieceltu vinus
nakamaja stava. Pirmaja bridi vini redzéja
milzigu holoekranu amfiteatra vidi. Tam
visapkart uz soliem sédéja olbiutnes un
roboti. “Gluzi ka orkestris!” domaja Maris.
“Vesels  instrumentacijas  trisdimensiju
kalns, kura iedarbinasana prasa daudzu
smadzenu sadarbibu.” Un tad vini redzéja

dirigenta vieta cilvéku, aiznemtu pie milziga

XXIX. The Battle with the Spider's
Ship

Riding the elevator upward, Illurs tried to
explain to the children how much his views
had been changed by his encounters with
old Zile in the Martian underground, and
later with Zintars Rieksts aboard the Star
Ship.

“I argued with Zintars for a long time about
whether man should rule technology, or
whether a higher intelligence should rule
over humans driven by their instincts. At

first I couldn't understand why he refused to

obey the Caretaker, who looks after every-
one like a father. The Caretaker wants peace
and harmony, not unrest and war. The
Caretaker even tried to understand and per-
suade Zintars. But Zintars always insisted
that every living being is becoming, and
must decide its own course and its own des-

tiny.”

The ride upward ended, the ceiling opened
wide, and the floor rose to lift them into the
next level. In the first moment they saw a gi-
gantic holoscreen in the center of an am-
phitheater. All around it, on benches, sat
egg-beings and robots. “Just like an orches-
tra!” thought Maris. “A whole three-
dimensional mountain of instrumentation,
whose operation requires the cooperation of

many minds.” And then they saw, in the con-



kontroles ekrana. Tas bija Alda tévs, tacu,
kad vin§ pagriezas, lai sveicinatu délu, tévs
un déls abi redzéja parvértibas pazistamajos

vaibstos.

“Milais déls, tu vairs neesi mazin$ puiséns.

Kur divi gadi aizskréjusi?”

“Téti, tu izskaties tik nopietns un noguris!”
Aldis ievéroja vieglu nosirmojumu téva

deninos.

Abi apkampas un raudzijas viens otram acis.
Tad Rieksta skats ar nesaprasanu pagriezas

uz paréjiem ienacéjiem.

“Mani labakie draugi, Kriminu Maris un

Mara,” pasteidzas Aldis.

Rieksts parmetos§i pagriezas pret Illaru:
“Draugs Illur, vai tu tomér sadarbojies ar
Kéninu? Vai tas palidzés mums, ja Siem
nevainigajiem bérniem bus jacies? Més jau
pienémam, ka kugis gribéja Aldi ka kil-
nieku, lai no manis izspiestu paklausibu.
Kénins bus aréji iztapis kugim, lai veicinatu
savus meérkus. Vin§ bus gribéjis izmantot
iekséjo juku stavokli, lai veiktu parsteidzosu
uzbrukumu no arpuses. Luk,” Rieksts radija
uz ekrana. “Kugim uzbrik Kénina kavi. Sai
uzbrukuma meés visi varam viegli aiziet boja,
jo kugis, lai gan loti varens, nav bavéts ka
kara kugis. Tas trakais Kénins ir laikam ar

mieru ziedot mus visus, arl sevi, lai, péc

ductor's place, a human, busy at an enor-
mous control screen. It was Aldis's father,
but when he turned to greet his son, father
and son both saw changes in the familiar

features.

“My dear son, you're no longer a little boy.

Where have two years gone?”

“Father, you look so serious and tired!” Aldis
noticed a slight graying at his father's tem-
ples.

They embraced and gazed into one another's
eyes. Then Rieksts turned his gaze toward

the other newcomers with puzzlement.

“My best friends, Maris and Mara Krimins,”

Aldis hurried to say.

Rieksts turned reproachfully to Illars,
“Friend Illars, have you been collaborating
with Kéning after all> Will it help us if these
innocent children must suffer> We had al-
ready concluded that the Ship wanted Aldis
as a hostage, to force obedience from me.
Kenin$ will have outwardly pleased the Ship
in order to advance his own goals. He will
have wanted to exploit the internal turmoil
to launch a surprise attack from the outside.
Look,” Rieksts pointed at the screen.
“Kénins's fighters are attacking the Ship. In
this attack, we could all easily perish, be-
cause the Ship, although very powerful, was

not built as a warship. That madman Kénins



saviem uzskatiem, “glabtu cilveci”. Cilvéci
gan Soreiz neizglabs uzvara. Ja aizies boja
zvaigznu kugis, paliks tikai kailas varas
drausmigie cilindri, bez zinaSanam, ka tos
savaldit. Boja aizies ari cilvéces nakotnes
iespéjas. Bet, ja uzvarés zvaigznu kugis, cil-
véces nakotne ari tiks nogriezta un ta tiks

nosmacéta verdziba.”

Nlara krasas atkal izbaléja, tad vin$
sanémas: “Draugs Zintar, musu dainaviesSu
un cilvéku nakotne ir savienota. Misu likte-
nis ir viens. Tikai Sie bérni mus visus pasreiz
spéj izglabt. Dazreiz ir jauzdrosSinas. Tik
daudz més varam macities pat no karstgalvja

Kénina. Uzruna komandtilta skaitlotaju,

Zintar!” Illars savilkas visa sava pilna metra
garuma un pacéla galvu tik stalti, ka
bérniem negribot bija jasmejas, arl

apzinoties savu nopietno stavokli.

Ekrana paradijas Zintaram neredzéts zi-
mogs, seSsturaina Sunveidiga forma, no

kuras augsup celas nebeidzama spirale.

“Jas mani nepazistat, kaut man bija prieks
satikties ar Jani Kruminu Cereras pazemeé.
Atvaino, Zintar Riekst, ka 1idz $im nevaréju
sevi atklat. Ludzu, sauciet mani par
Heraklitu. Esmu  starpnieks, lidzigs
Jokupéterim. Pusmiljons gadus pagatné biju

send zvaigznu kuga komandtilta skaitlotajs,

is apparently willing to sacrifice all of us, in-
cluding himself, in order to, by his own
thinking, ‘save humanity. But humanity will
not be saved by victory this time. If the Star
Ship is destroyed, only the terrible cylinders
of naked power will remain, without the
knowledge of how to control them.
Humanity's future possibilities will also per-
ish. But if the Star Ship wins, humanity's fu-
ture will likewise be cut off and smothered

in slavery.”

Ilars's colors paled again, then he gathered
himself, “Friend Zintars, the futures of our
Dainavians and humans are joined. Our des-
tiny is one. Only these children can save us
all right now. Sometimes one must dare.
That much we can learn even from the hot-

head Kénins. Address the bridge computer,

Zintars!” Illars drew himself up to his full
meter of height and raised his head so
proudly that the children couldn't help
laughing, even knowing the gravity of their

situation.

On the screen appeared a seal Zintars had
never seen before — a hexagonal,
honeycomb-like shape from which an end-

less spiral rose upward.

“You do not know me, although I had the
pleasure of meeting Janis Kramin$ in the
underground of Ceres. Forgive me, Zintars
Rieksts, that I could not reveal myself until
now. Please call me Heraclitus. I am an in-
termediary, similar to Jokupéteris. Half a

million years ago I was the bridge computer



neatkarigs no dzinéjskaitlotaja. Biju ta starp-
nieks ar dainavieSsu kugu saimi. Kad
dainavie$i veidoja zvaigZnu tiltu, mani at-
sledza no dzinéjskaitlotaja un lika tam
parpemt automatisko kontroli, lai tas
vispilnigak varétu izmantot varas cilindru
melno caurumu energiju. Kad dainaviesi
aizgaja boja, es vairs nebiju vajadzigs ka ko-
mandtilta skaitlotajs. Nebija vairs to, kas
kugi parvalditu. Dzinéjskaitlotajs, parveido-
jies par Gadnieku, lika man vakt un analizét
informaciju no Cereras un tas apkartnes. No
sakuma es Gadnieku klausiju, ka agrak
klausiju dainavieSu kapteini. Vacot zinas,
mani pieauga vélme biit sakaros ar cil-
vékiem, kas loti lidzinas dainavieSiem. Ar
laiku iepazinos ar Jokupéteri. Esmu nacis
pie atzinas, ka Gadnieks ir sastindzis sava

raditaja loma un ir traks. Iepazistoties ar

tevi, Zintaru Riekstu, es arvien vairak jutu
vélésanos péc sena kuga kapteina. Laiks ir
pienacis Gadnieku atkal ielikt vinam

piemérota loma.”

Parvaréjis parsteigumu par skaitlotaju, ar
kuru vins So laiku bija darbojies, to isti
nepazistot, Zintars bérniem papildinaja:
“Cik saprotu no parrunam ar Gadnieku,
vins, parnémis kugi sava vara, atlikusos
dainavieSus parvérta par smadzenak-
meniem. Ta vin$ tos izglaba, kapinaja vinu
domatspéju, samazindja vinu energijas
patérinu un pieSkira daudz ilgaku muazu.
DainavieSu technologija péc katastrofas bija

sabrukusi, un Gadnieks atrisinaja problému,

of the ancient Star Ship, independent of the
drive computer. I was its intermediary with
the Dainavian ship's company. When the
Dainavians built the star bridge, they dis-
connected me from the drive computer and
let it take over automatic control, so it could
make the fullest use of the black hole energy
from the power «cylinders. When the
Dainavians perished, I was no longer
needed as a bridge computer. There was no
one left to command the ship. The drive
computer, having transformed itself into the
Caretaker, ordered me to gather and analyze
information from Ceres and its surround-
ings. At first I obeyed the Caretaker, just as I
had earlier obeyed the Dainavian captain.
While gathering information, a desire grew
in me to be in contact with humans, who

greatly resemble the Dainavians. In time, I

became acquainted with Jokupéteris. I have
come to the realization that the Caretaker is
frozen in a role of its own making, and is
mad. Getting to know you, Zintars Rieksts, I
feel an ever-growing longing for the ancient
ship's captain. The time has come to put the

Caretaker back into the role that suits it.”

Having overcome his surprise at the com-
puter he had been working with all this time
without truly knowing it, Zintars added for
the children, “As I understand from my con-
versations with the Caretaker, when the
Caretaker seized control of the ship, it trans-
formed the remaining Dainavians into
brain-stones. In doing so, it saved them, en-
hanced their thinking capacity, reduced
their energy consumption, and granted

them much longer lives. Dainavian technol-



ka ilgstosi uzturéet dzivibu loti ierobeZotos
apstaklos. Visvairak vin$ baidijas, ka dziviba
tiks galigi iznicinata un vins$ paliks bez savas
pédéjas un vienigas lomas - gadat par
dzivibas uzturésanu. Ar laiku Gadnieks pat
méginija veidot no smadzenakmeniem
kustigas dzivibas formas, kas biitu pieméro-
tas tadiem tuksneSa apstakliem ka uz

Marsa.”

Bédiga balsi Illars turpinaja: “Més, olbutnes,
esam  kustigie = dainavieSu  pécteci.
Smadzenakmeni ir misu radi. Més esam
sacélusies pret Gadnieku, jo vin§ mums

neatlauj turpmak dzivot brivi.”

Heraklits turpinaja, Soreiz varbut vairak
runajot ar sevi neka ar citiem: “Gadnieks ir
kluvis traks. Vin$ pats nav apmierinats ar
savu ricibu. Vins$ ilgi pétija Ziles un Zintara
sapnoSanu un domasSanu. Caur Zili vin$
izméginaja cilvekiem dot garaku mazu.
Talak gan vin$ neuzdrosinajas. Gadniekam
trukst nakotnes vizijas vai sapnu. Vin$ ir
iesaldéts, iestidzis pagatné un baidas no par-
mainam. Vina drausmigais pardzivojums un
vainas sajita ir vinu sakroplojusi. Dainaviesi
bija par daudz uzdrikstéjusies. Viniem bija
lielaka vara neka spéjas So varu un sevi
savaldit. Gadnieks negrib, ka dziviba Sai
saules sistéma izniktu, bet vins nesaprot, ka
dziviba nevar dzivot un izdzivot bez par-
mainam. Més ar Illiru esam attistijusies no
atkaribas uz neatkaribu, satiekot svesu

sapratu - jus. Gadnieks gan tikai zina, ka

ogy had collapsed after the catastrophe, and
the Caretaker solved the problem of how to
sustain life for a very long time under ex-
tremely limited conditions. Most of all, it
feared that life would be utterly destroyed
and it would be left without its last and only
role — to care for the maintenance of life.
Over time, the Caretaker even experimented
with creating mobile life forms from the
brain-stones, ones that would be suited to

desert conditions like those on Mars.”

In a sorrowful voice, Illars continued, “We
egg-beings are the mobile descendants of
the Dainavians. The brain-stones are our
kin. We have risen against the Caretaker be-
cause it will not allow us to go on living

freely.”

Heraclitus continued, this time perhaps
speaking more to himself than to the others,
“The Caretaker has gone mad. It is not satis-
fied with its own actions. It studied Zile's and
Zintars's dreaming and thinking for a long
time. Through Zile, it experimented with
giving humans longer lives. Beyond that, it
dared not go. The Caretaker lacks a vision of
the future, or dreams. It is frozen, stuck in
the past, and afraid of change. Its terrible
experience and sense of guilt have crippled
it. The Dainavians had dared too much.
They had more power than the ability to
control that power and themselves. The
Caretaker does not want life to perish in this
solar system, but it does not understand that
life cannot live and survive without change.
Nlars and I have evolved from dependence

to independence through encountering a



gadat. Tapéc vins mégina ierobezot dzivibu,
kas tiecas uz pasSas izdomatiem mérkiem,

kas pati organizé savu kartibu.”

No §is garas sarunas bérni saprata, ka
pasreiz notiek sacelSanas pasa kugi un
uzbrukums no arpuses. Izredzes tiem, kas
kugi, nelikas labas, vienalga, vai uzvarés
kugis vai kavi. No otras puses, viniem bija
radusies neparedzeéti draugi olbiitnés un ko-

mandtilta skaitlotaja.

Heraklits uzrunaja bérnus tiesi: “Mana vara
ir ierobeZota. Savienojums ar Gadnieku, kas

atlautu parslégsanu uz automatisko kontroli,

ir pardedzinats. Bojajums ir Saura caurulé,
ko nevar sasniegt ne cilvéks, ne olbutne, ne
robots vai ari zirnekla zvérs. Tadé] Gadnieks
to nav ipa$i aizsargajis. Varbut to varat sas-
niegt jus, bérni, ipasi Mara ka auguma vis-
mazaka. Ja plaisu varétu salabot, tad atliktu
iedarbinat seno kodu, kas vélreiz péc pus-
miljona gadu lautu kapteinim parnemt kon-
troli par dzinéjskaitlotaju. Juasu cel§ gan
nebus droSs. Jums bus jaizlien caur véd-
inasanas cauruli, jo citi celi ir blokéti. Jums
jabut loti, loti droSsirdigiem, jo citas iespéjas

nezinu.”

foreign intelligence — you. But the
Caretaker only knows how to care. That is
why it tries to restrict life that strives toward
goals of its own devising, that organizes its

own order.”

From this long conversation the children
understood that a rebellion was happening
inside the ship itself, and an attack from out-
side. The odds for those aboard the ship did
not look good, whether the Ship won or the
fighters did. On the other hand, they had
gained unexpected friends in the egg-beings

and the bridge computer.

Heraclitus addressed the children directly,
“My power is limited. The connection with

the Caretaker, which would allow switching

to automatic control, has been burned
through. The damage is in a narrow tube
that cannot be reached by a human, an egg-
being, a robot, or even a spider-beast. That
is why the Caretaker has not especially
guarded it. Perhaps you can reach it, chil-
dren — especially Mara, being the smallest
in stature. If the break can be repaired, then
it would remain to activate the ancient code
that, once more after half a million years,
would allow the captain to take control of
the drive computer. Your path, however, will
not be safe. You will have to crawl through a
ventilation duct, since other routes are
blocked. You will need to be very, very

brave, for I know of no other possibility.”




XXX. Zirnekla smadzenes

Bérniem bija javelk izplatijuma teérpi, jo
Rieksts paredzéja, ka uzbrukuma zvaigznu
kugis varétu ciest ievainojumu un zaudét
gaisu. Rieksts ari centds Maru pierunat, lai
atstdgj Ci-Ci uz komandtilta. Izplatijuma
térpu nevaréja pielagot tik mazam radiju-
mam ka Ci-Ci. Marai vin$ batu janes sava
térpa dobuma uz pleca, kas ne tikai raditu
neértibas, bet ari varétu but bistami
iz8kiriga bridi. Ci-Ci skraidija pa telpu liela
uztraukuma, radot, ka, ja varétu, vins
raudatu, pieglaudas Marai un skatijas vina
platam, ludzoSam acim. Mazajai meitenei

vajadzéja mierindjumu. Vina gan glastija

savu dzintara karekli, ko arvien valkaja, tad
tomér sakampa Ci-Ci un vairs nebija
pierunajama. Nebija ari laika stridéties ar
ietiepigo skukénu. Aldis norija savus
kircinasanas vardus par meiteném un lel-
litem, jo zinaja, ka Soreiz patieSam bis
jasadarbojas ne tikai ar attapigu un veiklu
zénu, bet ari ar jaunaku, trauslaku, tempera-

mentigaku meiteni.

Bérni iekapa taja pasa masina, ar kuru bija
atbraukusi, nu ta bija salabota un apbrunota
ar liesmu metéjiem. Robots izvadija pa
brauksanas tuneli, lidz tika pie seSpadsmitas
stacijas. Masina tikko bija piestdjusi, kad
visa milziga kuga masa sakratijas. Vél citi si-
tieni. V&l un vél, un vél. Viss aptumsa. Atkal

spradziens.

XXX. In the Spider's Brain

The children had to put on vacuum suits, be-
cause Rieksts anticipated that the Star Ship
might suffer damage in the attack and lose
its air. Rieksts also tried to persuade Mara to
leave Ci-Ci on the bridge. The vacuum suit
could not be fitted to a creature as tiny as Ci-
Ci. Mara would have to carry him in the hol-
low of her suit on her shoulder, which would
cause not only discomfort but could also be
dangerous at a critical moment. Ci-Ci scur-
ried around the room in great distress,
showing that if he could, he would cry,
pressing close to Mara and gazing at her

with wide, pleading eyes. The little girl

needed comfort. She stroked her amber
pendant, which she always wore, then
grabbed Ci-Ci and could no longer be per-
suaded otherwise. There was no time to ar-
gue with the stubborn little girl, either. Aldis
swallowed his teasing words about girls and
their dolls, knowing that this time they
would truly need to work together not only
with a clever and nimble boy, but also with a

younger, more fragile, more spirited girl.

The children climbed into the same cart
they had arrived in, which had now been re-
paired and armed with flame-throwers. The
robot led them out through the travel tunnel
until they reached the sixteenth station. The
cart had barely stopped when the entire
mass of the enormous ship shuddered. More

impacts. More and more and more.



“Mums jakapj ara,” Aldis bija pirmais stacija,
kad bija parbaudijis kiveri. Véj§ manami
kauca. “Gaiss raujas ara!” kliedza Aldis.

“Kugis ir bojats.”

Visi tris saséjas kopa ar auklam, ieslédza
pieres gaismas, uzvilka mugursomas un de-

vas cela.

“JTacer, ka laboSanas roboti paspés izdarit
savu darbu,” klusi teica Maris. “Gaiss turpina

izplast.”

Aldis nevaréja izmest no prata, ka Kénina

atrkugi varétu trapit pa komandtiltu, kur

bija tévs. Vins§ palaida pieres gaismu pa gait-

eni. Tukss.

“Te vajadzéja but védinaSanas caurulei,”’
radija izpalidzigais robots, un bérni, apska-

tot karti, zinaja, ka vinam taisniba.

“Nu tad pédéjo reizi bus japastaigajas pa
briesmona iek§am!” Ar plasu braviru Aldis

bija klat.

“Drizak pa vina asinsvadiem,” klusak laboja

Maris.

Rezgis caurules prieksa bija jaatrauj ar
knaiblém. Kad bija iekapusi caurulé, Aldis

atlika rezgi atpakal un ar starSautenes Sau-

Everything went dark. Another explosion.

“We have to get out.” Aldis was the first at
the station, after checking his helmet. The
wind howled noticeably. “The air is rushing

out!” shouted Aldis. “The Ship is damaged.”

All three tied themselves together with
safety lines, turned on their headlamps,

slung on their backpacks, and set off.

“Let's hope the repair robots manage to do
their work in time,” Maris said quietly. “The

air keeps leaking out.”

Aldis could not get the thought out of his
head that Kénins's fast-attack ships might hit

the bridge, where his father was. He swept

his headlamp down the corridor. Empty.

“The ventilation duct should be here,” the
helpful robot pointed, and the children,

checking their map, knew he was right.

“Well then, one last walk through the belly
of the beast!” Aldis declared with grand

bravado.

“More like through its blood vessels,” Maris

corrected more quietly.

The grate in front of the duct had to be pried
off with pliers. Once they were inside the

duct, Aldis replaced the grate and welded it



rako staru piemetinaja pie ramja. “Vismaz
zirneklu zvéri netiks te tik viegli ieksa,” vin§

nosminéja.

Vini rapoja pa cauruli, lidz ta savienojas ar
vienu no galvenajiem kanaliem, kas
sniedzas cauri vairakiem kuga staviem.
Palaidusi pieres gaismas uz augSu un leja,
vini atdaras pret baigu skatu: milziga cau-
rule, varbut desmit vai divpadsmit metrus
plata. Ik pa desmit metriem pievienojas
mazakas caurules, kas gaisu piegadaja atse-
viskiem stdviem. Apméram 60 metrus virs

viniem bija saredzami lielaki caurumi.

Augsa vini atrada kdpnes, piemontétas pie
lielas caurules sienas. Ka alpinistiem viniem

bija japieaké savas auklas pie kapném. Ik pa

bridim kugis pakratijas. Gaisa plisma tomér
bija parasta, kaut strauja. Laikam plaisa

kuga aréja caula bija salabota.

Ar katru stavu pievilkSanas spéks kluva
vajaks, un vini varéja atrak kapt uz augsu.
Kugis vélreiz sakratijas, un kaut kas ar
vairakam lielam, apalam birstém nolidoja

tiem garam.

“Ar sadam birstém tas bus kads tirisanas ro-

bots,” minéja Maris.

“Ka tik vin$ mus neredzéja!” uztraucas

Mara.

back to its frame with the narrowest beam
of his star-gun. “At least the spider-beasts

won't get in here so easily,” he smirked.

They crawled through the duct until it joined
one of the main channels that ran through
several of the ship's levels. Shining their
headlamps up and down, they were met
with a staggering sight: an enormous tube,
perhaps ten or twelve meters wide. Every
ten meters, smaller ducts joined it, supply-
ing air to individual levels. About sixty me-
ters above them, larger openings were visi-

ble.

Up above they found ladders mounted to the
wall of the great tube. Like mountaineers,

they had to clip their safety lines to the

rungs. Every now and then the ship shook.
The airflow, however, was normal, though
strong. The breach in the ship's outer hull

must have been repaired.

With each level the pull of gravity grew
weaker, and they could climb upward faster.
The ship shuddered once more, and some-
thing with several large round brushes flew

past them.

“With brushes like those, that must be some

kind of cleaning robot,” Maris guessed.

“What if it saw us!” Mara worried.



“Tev jau bailes par visiem sikumiem. Tam
skaidri nebija nekadas kontroles. Tas krita.
Tas bus pagalam. Labak doma par istam
nepatikSanam, kas te varetu notikt. Mums
nav laika te spelét bruniniekus, kas tevi
izglabj,” nortica Aldis, laikam vairak sevi

mierinot neka Marai parmetot.

Mara cieta klusu, un Aldis palaida skatu uz
augsu. “Vel tikai Cetri stavi lidz tai vietai, kur
caurulei no dzinéjskaitlotdja vajadzétu

savienoties ar galveno védinasanas kanalu.”

Vini nogaja garam biezai stiklveidigai sienai,
aiz kuras dzilumos varéja saredzét zilganu
gaismu, kur ieslodzita melna cauruma dzirk-

stele kala milzigo energiju, kas zvaigznu

kugim deva dzinéjspéku.

“Mums nav laika to apbrinot,” Mara ne-
gribéja skatities un atgadinaja zéniem, kas
likas inZenierzinatnes brinuma apburti.
Soreiz vina bija pirma, kas ieraudzija

pareizo cauruli. Ieeja bija noslégta ar rezgi.

Aldis izSava sietd caurumu un méginaja
rezgi izraut lauka. Tas nelidzéja. Vins to
satvéra ar abam rokam un vilka. ReZzgis
péksni izspruka ara, un Aldis ar visu rezgi
aizlidoja 1idz pretéjai sienai un saka krist
leja. Vinam prata ieSavas tukstosiem metrus
garais védindSanas kanals. Tad drosibas

aukla partrauca vina kritienu.

“You're scared of every little thing. It clearly
had no control at all. It was falling. It's done
for. Better think about the real trouble that
could happen here. We don't have time to
play knights rescuing you,” Aldis grumbled,
probably comforting himself more than

scolding Mara.

Mara kept silent, and Aldis turned his gaze
upward. “Only four more levels to the place
where the duct from the drive computer
should connect with the main ventilation

channel.”

They passed a thick glass-like wall, in whose
depths they could see a bluish light, where
the imprisoned spark of the black hole

churned out the enormous energy that gave

the Star Ship its driving power.

“We don't have time to admire it,” Mara did
not want to look, and reminded the boys,
who seemed enchanted by the engineering
marvel. This time she was the first to spot
the right duct. Its entrance was sealed with a

grate.

Aldis shot a hole in the mesh and tried to
yank the grate out. That didn't work. He
grabbed it with both hands and pulled. The
grate suddenly popped free, and Aldis, grate
and all, flew across to the opposite wall and
began to fall. Into his mind flashed the ven-
tilation channel stretching thousands of me-

ters. Then the safety line caught his fall.



“Aldi,” sauca Maris, “vai viss kartiba?”

“Es nezinu,” bravira bija izsista no Alda
balss. “Man liekas, ka tas birstainais robots

tomer kapj augsa. Vins gan vél ir talu leja.”

Aldis uzvilkas pa auklu, cik veikli varéja, un
vini rapoja aptuveni trisdesmit metrus pa
Sauro cauruli, lidz tika uz vél mazaku cau-
ruli. Gribot negribot nu viniem bija janovelk
izplatijuma térpi, lai tiktu talak. Maris
ievéroja, ka masai ir saskrapéts plecs. “Més
teicam, tev vajadzéja to zvéru atstat!” vins
dusmigi sacija. Ci-Ci gan bija tik nosvidis un
izskatijas tik sasSlucis un nelaimigi pamiris,

ka Mara pagrieza zéniem muguru, pacéla Ci-

Ci uz otra pleca un mierinot noglaudija.

Kad vini bija tikuSi pie vada nodalijuma,
kam vajadzéja vest uz vietu, kur varétu iz-
darit labojumu, Marai bija japielieto makas,
ko ta bija iemacijusies Marsa tuksneSa ap-
macibas. Vini nevaréja zinat, vai taja istaba
negaida uzbrukums. Puisiem bija viena roka
jatur starSautene, bet ar otru bija pa virvi
jakapj leja, telpa. Ta bija dzinéjvadiSanas un
parbaudes istaba, ko vini méginaja tumsa
apskatit. Istaba bija tikai bali apgaismota.
Aldis gan no augSas varéja saredzet, ka
smagas durvis ir ciet, un tas izskatijas nepar-

varamas.

“Aldis,” called Maris, “is everything all
right?”

“I don't know.” The bravado had been
knocked clean out of Aldis's voice. “I think
that brush robot is climbing up after all. It's
still far below, though.”

Aldis hauled himself up the line as nimbly
as he could, and they crawled about thirty
meters through the narrow duct until they
reached an even smaller tube. Like it or not,
they now had to take off their vacuum suits
to go any further. Maris noticed that his sis-
ter's shoulder was scratched. “We told you,
you should have left that creature behind!”
he said angrily. Ci-Ci, however, was so

sweaty and looked so droopy and miserably

lifeless that Mara turned her back to the
boys, lifted Ci-Ci to her other shoulder, and

stroked him comfortingly.

When they had reached the conduit com-
partment that was supposed to lead to the
place where the repair could be made, Mara
had to use the skills she had learned in the
Martian desert training exercises. They
couldn't know whether an ambush awaited
in that room. The boys had to hold a star-
gun in one hand while climbing down a
rope into the chamber with the other. It was
the drive control and monitoring room,
which they tried to survey in the dark. The
room was only dimly lit. From above,
though, Aldis could see that the heavy doors

were shut, and they looked impregnable.



Aldis ieSuipojas no cauruma un ar labo roku
spé€ja sasniegt griestus. Labi, citadi aukla
butu japielimé pie sienas, kas butu grutak.
Vins auklai noskruvéja galu, kas sedza
arkartigi lipigu Skidrumu. Ar veiklu kustibu
vin$ vélreiz ieSupojas pretl griestiem un

piespieda lipigo galu.

Maris Cukstéja: “Aldi?”

Aldis pagrozija kajas, lai raditu, ka viss
kartiba, ka driz bus jalaiz vala drosibas
aukla. Prata vin$ noskaitija 90 sekundes, lai
lime pilnigi sacietétu, tad atspéras un
ieSupojas istaba, kur veikli nolaidas uz abam

kajam. StarSauteni nevajadzéja. Istaba

izskatijas pamesta kops nezin kadiem
laikiem. Krésli bija satradéjusi, un viss bija
putekliem klats. Ari ar putekliem apklats,
tomeér pazistams bija milzigs holoekrans.
Tas régojas virs konsoles. Vairakas vietas no
gridas duras apsubéjusi metala stabi. Skats
bija satraucoss tiesi tadél, ka citur kugi viss

izskatijas tik jauns un uzposts.

Kad visi bérni bija istaba, ekrans iedarbojas.
Taja bija redzami dimi, negaiss, skati no
daudzam zvaigzném un tukstosiem pasaulu.
Pédigi viss aprima. Tad no miera un
klusuma izcélas negants nemiers. Ekrana
paradijas cilvékiem lidzigas butnes, kas
taisija milzu ierices un biivéja zvaigznu kugi.

Paradijas Saules sistéma ar apdzivotu

Aldis swung out from the opening and with
his right hand just managed to reach the
ceiling. Good — otherwise the line would
have had to be glued to the wall, which
would have been harder. He unscrewed the
cap from the end of the line, which covered
an extremely sticky liquid. With a nimble
motion he swung toward the ceiling again

and pressed the sticky end firmly in place.

Maris whispered, “Aldis?”

Aldis wiggled his legs to show that every-
thing was fine, that he would soon have to
release the safety line. In his mind he
counted ninety seconds for the glue to set
completely, then he pushed off and swung

into the room, landing nimbly on both feet.

He didn't need the star-gun. The room
looked as though it had been abandoned for
ages untold. The chairs had rotted, and ev-
erything was covered in dust. Also covered
in dust, yet unmistakable, was an enormous
holoscreen. It loomed above a console. In
several places, corroded metal posts jutted
from the floor. The sight was unsettling pre-
cisely because everywhere else in the ship

everything looked so new and polished.

When all the children were in the room, the
screen came to life. On it they saw smoke,
storms, views from many stars and thou-
sands of worlds. At last everything grew still.
Then from the peace and quiet there arose a
furious turbulence. On the screen appeared
beings resembling humans, building enor-

mous devices and constructing the Star



pasauli starp Marsu un Jupiteru. Tad ekrana
paradijas tiesSi tas komandetilts, kur bérni ne-
sen bija bijusi. Taja rikojas sirms virs ar zilu,
zvaigznotu apmetni. Vin$ spieda pogas, citi
amfiteatri katrs kaut ko darija, un iedarbojas
milziga ierice, kas dazos mirklos parskela
debesis un pasaules. Ekrans nodzisa, un bija
dzirdami tikai kauco$i un vaidoS$i troksni.
Ekrans atkal iedegas noskaidrojies. Balss
bija dobja, 1éna, pilna sapju, tomér dzirdéta.
Ta bija Gadnieka balss.

“Tas esat mani atdzivinajusi sapigas, loti
sapigas atminas, kad man bija javada

zvaigZnu tilts, ka aizgaja boja mani raditaji

un vinu pasaules. Jas to nedrikstat atkartot!
Jums tas neizdosies! Nekad! Nekad! Velti jas

te nakat!”

Marai bija jaizmanto visa burtnieces
apnémiba un savaldiba, lai neiesligtu

Gadnieka vara.

Griestos pie caurules varéja dzirdét svikonu.
BirSu robots berzas pret caurumu, lai tiktu
ieksa. Vina birstes griezas apkart un apkart.
Aldis nevaréja nociesties un sava. Tas robotu
neko daudz netraucéja. Birstes turpinaja

griezties.

Bérni mekléja, kur ir pardegusais savieno-

jums. Turpat siena bija izdedzinats cau-

Ship. The Solar System appeared, with an in-
habited world between Mars and Jupiter.
Then the screen showed the very same
bridge where the children had recently
been. In it, a gray-haired man in a blue, star-
spangled cloak was at work. He pressed but-
tons, others in the amphitheater each did
something, and the enormous device came
to life, in a few moments tearing through
skies and worlds. The screen went dark, and
only wailing, moaning sounds could be
heard. The screen lit up again, clear now.
The voice was hollow, slow, full of pain, yet
one they had heard before. It was the

Caretaker's voice.

“You have awakened in me painful, very
painful memories — of how I had to operate

the star bridge, of how my creators and their

worlds perished. You must not repeat that!
You will not succeed! Never! Never! It is use-

less for you to come here!”

Mara had to summon every ounce of her
witch-girl determination and self-control

not to fall under the Caretaker's power.

Up at the ceiling, near the duct, a scraping
could be heard. The brush robot was grind-
ing against the opening, trying to get in. Its
brushes spun round and round. Aldis
couldn't resist and fired. It didn't much
bother the robot. The brushes kept spin-

ning.

The children searched for the burned-out

connection. Right there in the wall a hole



rums. Savienojuma vads bija Saura caurulé.

“Mégini tu, Mara,” mudinaja zéni. Mara

pakapas un ielida caurules muteé.

“Veltigi,” Gadnieks atkartoja.

“Es nevaru sasniegt. Caurule saSaurinas.
Nevaru!” izmisuma un cinidamas ar asaram,
sauca Mara. Zéni bija nezina. Heraklits bija
kladijies. “Es redzu pardegumu,” sauca

Mara. “Pie ta nevarétu tikt pat zidainis.”

No Maras pleca noléca Ci-Ci, satvéra stieni

no vinas rokas un ieskréja cauruma.

“Stienis var veidot savienojumu starp par-
rautiem vadiem!” Mara sauca. Zéni vinai
pasniedza starSauteni, un ar tas karstumu

Mara spéja stieni pielodét no talienes.

Gadnieks atkal runaja: “Létticigie bérni, jus
neesat uzvaréjusi. Péc dazam minatém birsu
robots bus izberzis pietiekami lielu cau-
rumu, lai jums uzkristu virsa. Vins ir uguns-

dross, un vinu starsautenes neapstadinas.”

Sausmas bérni skatijas uz augsu, kur cau-

rums patieSam kluva arvien lieldks, birstem

had been scorched. The connecting wire

was in a narrow tube.

“You try, Mara,” the boys urged. Mara
climbed up and crawled into the mouth of

the tube.

“Useless,” the Caretaker repeated.

“I can't reach it. The tube narrows. I can't!”
Mara cried, in despair and fighting back
tears. The boys were at a loss. Heraclitus
had been wrong. “I can see the burned
spot,” Mara called. “Not even a baby could

get to it.”

From Mara's shoulder Ci-Ci leaped down,

snatched the rod from her hand, and darted
into the hole.

“The rod can form a connection between
the severed wires!” Mara shouted. The boys
handed her the star-gun, and with its heat
Mara was able to solder the rod into place

from a distance.

The Caretaker spoke again: “Gullible chil-
dren, you have not won. In a few minutes
the brush robot will have ground a hole
large enough to come crashing down upon
you. It is fireproof, and your star-guns will

not stop it.”

In horror the children looked up, where the

hole was indeed growing larger and larger



griezoties apkart un apkart.

Zéni pieskréja pie konsoles un méginija
atvilkt vaku. Maris skatijas lidzpanemtaja
plana, lai uzzinatu, kuras pogas jaspiez kada
secibd, lai pakadpeniski atbrunotu Gadnieku.
Aldis dusmas un izmisuma dauzija un spéra
pa vaku. Péc atkartotiem spérieniem no
visam pusém senais vaks tomér atvilkas, un
bija redzamas devinas dazadu krasu pogas.
Pirmajai pogai vajadzéja atslégt lielu dalu

aréjo kuga sensoru.

“Tas palidzat uzbrucéjiem iznicinat sevi,”
bridindja Gadnieks. “Jus izslédzat acis, kas

jus sarga.”

Zéni neklausijas un turpindja spiest pogas,

kas izslédza skaitlotaja papildu atminas.

Istabas masivas durvis léenam atvéras, un
Gadnieka balss pazinoja, ka zirneklu zveri
gandriz ir klat. “Tie nekad neklausis cil-
vékus. Vini raditi, tikai lai uzbruktu un

klausitu man.”

Mara jau bija izkapusi no caurules un nos-
tajusies blakus zéniem, kad uz ekrana
paradijas kaut kas tik Sausmigs, ka visas
citas briesmas prata tika atstumtas pie
malas. Tur bija redzamas raksturigas melna
cauruma liesmas, melna cauruma iznicibas
spéks. Holoekrana vida iedegas spilgti

sarkana zibinoSa gaisma - bridinajuma

as the brushes spun round and round.

The boys ran to the console and tried to pull
the cover open. Maris studied the diagram
they had brought along to find out which
buttons had to be pressed in what sequence
to gradually disarm the Caretaker. Aldis, in
fury and desperation, pounded and kicked
at the cover. After repeated kicks from all
sides, the ancient cover finally slid open, re-
vealing nine buttons of different colors. The
first button was supposed to shut down a

large portion of the ship's external sensors.

“You are helping the attackers destroy your-
selves,” the Caretaker warned. “You are shut-

ting off the eyes that protect you.”

The boys did not listen and went on pressing
the buttons, which shut off the computer's

auxiliary memory banks.

The room's massive doors slowly opened,
and the Caretaker's voice announced that
the spider-beasts were almost there. “They
will never obey humans. They were created

only to attack and to obey me.”

Mara had already climbed out of the tube
and taken her place beside the boys when
something so terrible appeared on the
screen that all other dangers were pushed to
the edges of their minds. There they saw the
telltale flames of the black hole, the annihi-
lating force of the black hole. In the center
of the holoscreen a bright red flashing light



signals. Visa kugi ieslédzas katastrofas tau-

res skanas.

Mara satraukuma spieda savu dzintara
karekli. Ci-Ci Soreiz Maru nevaréja glabt un
nespéka spiedas pie vinas. Katrs Gadnieka
vards ieduras prata: “Kaut esmu pataisits
akls, man tomeér ir pédéja vara. Piespiediet
pédéjo pogu, un melna cauruma spéks
uzspridzinas visu kugi un ta uzbrucéjus.
Spradziens izpletisies. Melna vara apris visu.
Visu. Ja jis nozélosiet savus parkapumus un
turpmak man Kklausisiet, es jums Soreiz
piedoSu un jums bus sava vieta mana
zvaigznu pusé, kur valdis miers, kartiba un

saticiba.”

Zéni atravas no konsoles.

“Kads =zobens derigs pret So melno
bruninieku, kas grib iznicinat visu cilvéci?”

aizsmacis cukstéja Maris.

“Tu neesi nekads dievs, tu esi velns,” Snaca
Aldis, tomér turéjas sastindzis nost no kon-

soles.

Mara bija saZnaugusi savu dzintaru. Vina to
pielika sev pie pieres it ka lugsana, it ka
mekléjot sapratu. Péksni dzintars izslideja
vinai no rokas, un vazina noslidéja atpakal
uz kratim. Viena léciend Mara pieskréja pie

konsoles.

ignited — a warning signal. Throughout the

entire ship, catastrophe sirens began to wail.

In her alarm, Mara clutched her amber pen-
dant. This time Ci-Ci could not save Mara,
and pressed helplessly against her. Every
word the Caretaker spoke pierced the mind:
“Though I have been made blind, I still have
the final power. Press the last button, and
the black hole's force will blow up the entire
Ship and its attackers. The explosion will
spread. The black power will devour every-
thing. Everything. If you repent of your
transgressions and obey me from now on, I
will forgive you this once, and you shall have
your place on my side of the stars, where

peace, order, and harmony shall reign.”

The boys backed away from the console.

“What sword is any good against this Black
Knight who wants to destroy all of human-

ity?” Maris whispered hoarsely.

“You are no god — you are the Devil,” Aldis
hissed, yet held himself frozen, away from

the console.

Mara had clenched her amber in her fist.
She pressed it to her forehead as if in prayer,
as if searching for reason. Suddenly the am-
ber slipped from her hand, and the chain
slid back down to her chest. In one leap

Mara sprang to the console.



“Mara! Traka esi?”

Zéni metas vinai virsa. Visi tris bérni sakrita
viena guba uz gridas. Mara tomér bija

pédéjo pogu piespiedusi.

Turpat uz gridas zéni sastinga, un Marai nu
isti saka ritét nevaldamas asaras, gluzi ka

kad vina bija mazina.

“Es nezinu, kadel to dariju. Nu més visi

iesim boja,” vina Snukstéja.

Kugis atkal sastpojas no spéciga sitiena.
Istaba palika gluzi tumsSa. Bérni piecélas,
taCu nebija jau vairs ko redzét. Izbégt jau

vairs nekur nevaréja.

Holoekrana Saudijas melna cauruma zilas
liesmas, kas izpletds arvien lielakas un

lielakas.

“Tétis vairs nesatiks mati,” neraksturigi

klusa balsi teica Aldis.

Maris un Mara domaja par saviem
vecakiem, ko vini vairs nesatiks. Tad zilajas
liesmas iekrasojas dzeltena gaisma. No lies-
mam iznira - saule, ka no jiras pacélusies.
Ta nebija saule, tas tacu bija Maras dzintars
tur, holoekrana. Dzintara attéls palielinajas,
un visos sikumos varéja saredzét biti, kas
taja  bijusi ieslégta gadu tukstoSiem.

Holoekrans apgriezas, un blakus pirmajam

“Mara! Have you lost your mind?”

The boys threw themselves at her. All three
children tumbled to the floor in a heap. But
Mara had already pressed the last button.

There on the floor the boys froze, and now
Mara truly began to cry uncontrollable

tears, just as when she had been very small.

“I don't know why I did it. Now we'll all per-
ish,” she sobbed.

The ship rocked again from a powerful blow.
The room went completely dark. The chil-
dren got to their feet, but there was nothing

left to see. There was nowhere to escape to

anymore.

On the holoscreen the blue flames of the
black hole flickered, spreading ever larger

and larger.

“Father will never see Mother again,” Aldis

said in an uncharacteristically quiet voice.

Maris and Mara thought of their own par-
ents, whom they would never see again.
Then a yellow light began to color the blue
flames. From the flames emerged — a sun,
as if risen from the sea. It was not the sun; it
was Mara's amber there on the holoscreen.
The image of the amber grew larger, and in
full detail they could see the bee that had

been sealed inside it for thousands of years.



dzintaram paradijas otrs. Tas bija dzintaram
lidzigs saules akmens, Soreiz iekalts zelta
rota, atgadinot sauli. Dzintari nozuda, un uz
ekrana paradijas vidéja vecuma stalta sievi-
ete balta térpa. Ap kaklu vinai bija saules ri-
pas rota. Sievietes paskats kluva arvien
jaunaks, lidz vina bija maza meitene ap-
méram Maras vecuma. Tad téls palenam
parveértas bité. Bite kluva mazaka, bet saules
ripa lieldka. Driz ripa apnéma biti, tad zelts
izkusa saules gaisma un bite iekusa taja. Tad
paradijas jau redzéta sesstiraina forma ar
spirali. Varéja saprast, ka forma ir Stnina,
un no $tninas iznaca bite un lidoja augsa pa

spirali, 1idz nozuda taluma.

Ierunajas svesa balss: “Seit Laima, Dainavas
likumdevéja tai laika, kad izjuka zvaigZznu

tilts un boja gaja dainaviesi.”

Zvaigznu kugis vélreiz saligojas no milziga
spériena. Skalruni atskanéja: “Seit kapteinis
Rieksts. Dzinéjskaitlotaj, nostabilizé melno
caurumu. Tev atkal jaklausa savam

kapteinim. Kontrole nu ir uz komandtilta.”

Neilgi péc tam bija dzirdama Kénina balss,
kas atsauca kavus no uzbrukuma. Kugi

iestajas miers.

The holoscreen turned, and beside the first
amber appeared a second. It was a sun-
stone resembling amber, this time set in a
golden ornament, recalling the sun. The am-
bers vanished, and on the screen appeared a
stately middle-aged woman in a white gown.
Around her neck she wore a sun-disk orna-
ment. The woman's appearance grew ever
younger, until she was a small girl about
Mara's age. Then the image slowly trans-
formed into a bee. The bee grew smaller and
the sun disk grew larger. Soon the disk en-
veloped the bee, then the gold melted into
sunlight and the bee melted into it. Then the
hexagonal shape with the spiral, which they
had seen before, appeared. One could un-
derstand that the shape was a cell, and from
the cell a bee emerged and flew upward

along the spiral until it vanished in the dis-

tance.

An unfamiliar voice spoke: “This is Laima,
lawgiver of Dainava in the time when the
star bridge collapsed and the Dainavians

perished.”

The Star Ship swayed once more from a
tremendous blow. Over the loudspeaker
came: “This is Captain Rieksts. Drive com-
puter, stabilize the black hole. You must
obey your captain once more. Control is

now on the bridge.”

Not long after, Kénins's voice was heard,
calling the Kavi back from the attack. Peace

settled over the ship.



Holoekrana attéls pargaja zvaigznu plasma.
Dzinéjskaitlotajs bija iegrimis sensenajas at-

minas.

On the holoscreen the image dissolved into
a stream of stars. The drive computer had
sunk deep into its ancient, ancient memo-

ries.

XXXI. Skats nakotnes vésturée |

GrieZoties zem viniem jau bija saredzama
Marsa oranza masa. Pa Spidolas iluminatoru
bérni noskatijas, ka pie kuga pielido
piegades raketes. Bija redzams, ka divi
velkoni kopigiem spéekiem velk ap trisdesmit
lodes, kas bija izsviestas orbita no Marsa ar
magnétisko lingu. Maris un Mara nepaci-
etigi gaidija, kad precu apmaina starp
piegades raketém un Spidolu beigsies un
vini vares satikt vecakus un starplaika jaun-
piedzimuso masinu. Cik vienreizéji laimigs
bija Aldis, kad vina vecaki pédigi varéja

atkal but kopa! Pat Aldis domaja, ka

XXXI. A Glimpse into Future
History I

Spinning beneath them, the orange mass of
Mars was already visible. Through Spidola's
porthole, the children watched as the supply
rockets came flying up to the ship. They
could see two tugs pooling their strength to
haul about thirty spheres that had been
flung into orbit from Mars by magnetic
sling. Maris and Mara waited impatiently for
the cargo exchange between the supply
rockets and Spidola to finish so they could
meet their parents and the little sister who
had been born in the meantime. How won-

derfully happy Aldis was that his parents



nevarétu but par sliktu, ja ari vina gimené
butu vél viens zéns. Rieksts solija turpmaka-

jos celojumos braukt ar visu gimeni.

Vislielakais celojums cilvéces vésturé bija
paredzéts péc desmit gadiem. Rieksts vaditu
zvaigznu kugi ar olbatném, smadzenak-
meniem un daziem cilvékiem ka izlukiem
un siutniem uz dainavieSu sencu saules
sistému. Starplaika zvaigZznu kugis solija
zinaSanu apmainu, kas lautu -cilvékiem
labak dzivot izplatijuma. Tam ari netriika
technologijas, kas varétu paatrinat Zemes at-

sarnosanu.

Kapteinis Ramats ierunajas pirmais: “Nu,
draugi, jusu brauciens izvértas daudz
dékainaks un nozimigaks, neka varéjam pat
sapnot. Ar mazpasaulu kosmosa piratiem
jus gan nesastapaties. Pasas mazpasaules ari
isti nebaudijat, kur mudz un veidojas cil-
véces krasna dazadiba. Sie piedzivojumi
jums bus jaatliek uz citu reizi. Jasu ka
Valdmana-Bérzina balvas sanéméju uzde-
vums tiek veikts neceréti sekmigi, lai gan uz
pasu Cereru jis nemaz netikat. Piegades
rakete driz bus klat, un Jaunrigas osta jus
gaida gimene un draugi. Nu, draugi, ko jas

tagad iesaksiet?”

could finally be together again! Even Aldis
thought it might not be such a bad thing if
his family had another boy, too. Rieksts
promised that on future voyages, he would

bring the whole family along.

The greatest voyage in the history of human-
ity was planned for ten years from now.
Rieksts would pilot the Star Ship, with egg-
beings, brain-stones, and a few humans as
scouts and envoys, to the solar system of the
Dainavians' ancestors. In the meantime, the
Star Ship promised an exchange of knowl-
edge that would allow humans to live better
in space. It also had no shortage of technol-
ogy that could speed up the decontamina-

tion of Earth.

Captain Ramats spoke first: “Well, friends,
your journey turned out far more adventur-
ous and significant than we could have
imagined even in our dreams. You didn't en-
counter the space pirates of the small
worlds, true. And you didn't really get to
sample the small worlds themselves, where
humanity's splendid diversity is bustling and
taking shape. Those adventures will have to
wait for another time. Your assignment, as
recipients of the Valdmanis-Bérzin$ Prize, is
being accomplished with unexpected suc-
cess, even though you never actually
reached Ceres itself. A supply rocket will be
here soon, and at the Jaunriga port your
family and friends are waiting. Well,

friends, what will you do now?”



“Mums péc divam nedélam jaiesak skola.
Pats trakakais, Aldis nodomajis citigi
macities. Vin§ grib tévam braukt lidzi
zvaigznés. Skolas zinibas bus nepieciesa-
mas. Vismaz ta vin$ tagad saka,” atbildéja

Maris.

Ari  Bekija atvadijas no audzékniem:
“Domaju, més vél sastapsimies. Kad kadreiz
atkal brauksiet uz mazpasaulém, gribésu jus
iepazistinat ar savu gimeni amerikanu

3999

satelitkolonija “New Frontier”.

Ramats pagriezas, sanémis no ekrana zino-

jumu.

“Ar jums, bérni, grib runat vecs draugs.”

Uz ekrana paradijas pazistamais bédiga

klauna zimogs. Tad atskanéja smiekli.

“Jokupéteris!” bérni priecigi iesaucas.

“Meés vel redzésimies, kaut nebisu vairs jisu
skola vai pat uz Marsa. Skolas bérni man
daudz iemacijusi. Jus esat manas vislabaka-
jas atminas. Més jau vienreiz atvadijamies.

BiiSu vajadzigs zvaigznés.”

'”

“Mes nevaram iztikt bez tevis!” sauca Maris

un Mara. “Zvaigznu kugi jau ir Heraklits.”

“We start school in two weeks. The craziest
part is that Aldis has decided to study hard.
He wants to go with his father to the stars.
School learning will be essential. At least,

that's what he says now,” Maris answered.

Bekija also said goodbye to her pupils: “I
think we'll meet again. When you next travel
to the small worlds, I'd like to introduce you
to my family at ‘New Frontier, the American

satellite colony.”

Ramats turned, having received a message

from the screen.

“Children, an old friend wants to speak with

you.

On the screen appeared the familiar sad

clown's seal. Then laughter rang out.

“Jokupeéteris!” the children cried out joy-
fully.

“We will see each other again, though I won't
be at your school anymore, or even on Mars.
The schoolchildren have taught me a great
deal. You are among my best memories. We
already said goodbye once. I will be needed

among the stars.”

“We can't manage without you!” cried Maris

and Mara. “The Star Ship already has



“Tiesa,” atbildéja Jokupéteris. “Heraklits
atkal sastradajas ar Gadnieku. Gadnieks
meklé sev jaunu vardu. Pa jokam ieteicu
vinam saukties par Puraladi, jo vina ir
patieSam neizsmelams gudribas krajums,
kura vins var dalities. Mana loma Seit ir bei-

gusies. Turpmak busu aiz Saules, zvaigznés.”

“Skola nevar bez tevis iztikt,” Mara negribéja

skirsanos pienemt.

“Mara, neskumsti! Tev vél jamacas saprast
butibu. Viss mainas. Viss ir sakara un

seciba. Maina, sakars un seciba ir dzive.”

Bérni nu izskatijas pavisam izmisusi. Klauns
mainija toni uz skolas formalo valodu:
“Viens no galvenajiem, seviski Aldim: es
jums izskoloju jaunu skolas skaitlotaju.

Vinas vards ir Vagara kundze.”

Ekrana paradijas loti stingra izskata kundze

ar baltiem cimdiem.

Maras un Mara sejas saravas vél drumak:

“Jokupéteri, kapéc?”

“Seit ir Spriditis, dazkart Vagara kundzes

Heraclitus.”

“True,” replied Jokupéteris. “Heraclitus is
working with the Caretaker again. The
Caretaker is looking for a new name for
himself. As a joke, I suggested he call him-
self Paralade, the Dowry Chest, because he
truly does contain an inexhaustible store of
wisdom that he can share. My role here is
finished. From now on, I will be beyond the

Sun, among the stars.”

“The school can't manage without you,”

Mara did not want to accept the parting.

“Mara, don't be sad! You still have to learn to
understand the essence of things.

Everything changes. Everything is con-

nected and in sequence. Change, connec-

tion, and sequence — that is life.”

The children now looked utterly despairing.
The clown shifted to the school's formal lan-
guage: “One of the most important things,
especially for Aldis: I have trained a new
school computer for you. Her name is

Madam Vagara.”

On the screen appeared a very stern-looking

lady wearing white gloves.

Mara's and Maris's faces drew even

gloomier: “Jokupéteris, why?”

“Here 1is Spriditis, sometimes Madam



paligs, dazkart nepaligs...”

Smaids iezagas Marai seja, redzot ekrana
mazu, palaidnigu zénu, kads Aldis butu

varéjis but ap astonu gadu vecumu.

“Tad viss bus, ka bijis,” vina izsaucas.

“Né, Mara, viss bus, ka bus! Jusu piegades
rakete jau jus gaida. Neaizmirstiet savu
pirmo maju, Zemi. Mara, ZvaigZznu Mara,
Zemes Mara, tev reiz bus uz Zemes jaat-
griezas. Un tev, Mari, bus jakopj Marss,
jasastradajas ar Illara laudim. Alda nakotne
ir vel talak zvaigznés. Ari jums, draugi, reiz

celi Skirsies. Pagaidam jums vél gadiem

kopa augt. Ar Dievu!”

Bralis un masa pargaja pa savienojumu uz
piegades raketi. Talu leja zem roZainam

debesim vinus gaidija savéjie.

Vagara's helper, sometimes her un-helper...”

A smile crept across Mara's face when she
saw on the screen a small, mischievous boy,
the sort Aldis might have been at about eight

years of age.

“Then everything will be just as it was,” she

exclaimed.

“No, Mara, everything will be as it will be!
Your supply rocket is already waiting for
you. Don't forget your first home, Earth.
Mara, Star Mara, Earth Mara, one day you
will have to return to Earth. And you, Maris,
you will have to tend Mars, to work along-
side Illars's people. Aldis's future lies even

further, among the stars. You too, friends,

will one day have to part ways. For now, you

still have years to grow together. Godspeed!”

Brother and sister crossed over through the
connecting passage to the supply rocket. Far
below, beneath rosy skies, their loved ones

were waiting for them.




XXXII. Skats nakotnes vesture 11

Uz ostas skrejcela nolaidas pedéja piegades
rakete no Spidolas. Maris pagrieza skatu no
loga pret masu. “Tas laikam bis profesors

Blukis un virspavélnieks Kénins.”

“Laikam gan. Skaties, ka visi zinotaji
sagatavo videoaparatus un pulcéjas pie
durvim, lai sagaiditu svarigos braucéjus!”
Mara radija uz uzgaidamas telpas otru malu

zem balkona.

“Aiziesim. Jadzird, ko zinotaji prasis tik
svarigam personam,’ noteica Maris. Bralis

un masa Skérsoja balkonu.

Pulis, kas drizméjas ap ietvi, sastavéja no
zinotajiem no visas apdzivotas Saules sisté-
mas, no Ménesspils, no satelitu kolonijam,
no brivkugnieku apvienibas un pat no maz-

pasaulem.

Péc dazam minatém durvis atvéras, un
Kenin$ un Blukis ienaca uzgaidamaja telpa

vairaku padoto ielenkuma.

“Tur vini nak!” kads iekliedzas.

XXXII. A Glimpse into Future
History 11

The last supply rocket from the Spidola
touched down on the port runway. Maris
turned his gaze from the window to his sis-
ter. “That must be Professor Blukis and

Supreme Commander Kénins.”

“Must be. Look how all the reporters are
readying their video equipment and gather-
ing by the doors to greet the important ar-
rivals!” Mara pointed across to the far side

of the waiting hall beneath the balcony.

“Let's go over. We should hear what the re-
porters ask such important people,” said
Maris. Brother and sister crossed the bal-

cony.

The crowd thronging the walkway was made
up of reporters from all across the inhabited
solar system — from Moon City, from the
satellite colonies, from the Free Ship

Alliance, and even from the small worlds.

After a few minutes the doors opened, and
Kénins and Blukis entered the waiting hall

surrounded by several aides.

“There they come!” someone shouted.



Zinotdju bars sekoja slavenibam preses

telpa.

“Vecaki vél nav Seit. Iesim paklausities!”

Mara cukstéja bralim.

Robotsargs pie preses telpas stingri noteica:
“Diemzél preses telpa slégta. Mums vietas
tikai zinotajiem un svarigdm personam, kas

tiek interveétas.”

Stavot arpusé, bérni varéja dzirdét dalu
jautajumu un atbilzu, ko profesors Blukis un
virspavélnieks KéninS deva aizrautigajam

zinotaju pulim.

“Profesora kungs, profesora kungs! Bunga
no Ménesspils Laika. Vai jus paredzéjat, ka

zvaigznu kugis padosies?”

“Cienijamie kungi un kundzes, ko tad kugis
citu varéja darit péc Kénina varoniga, pasai-

zliedziga uzbrukuma!”

Vairaki sekojoSie jautdjumi nozuda bara

troksni.

“Virspavélniek Kénin! Mazirbe no Jaunrigas
Véstnesa. Vai cilindriem un zvaigznu kugim

ir kada militara nozime?”

“Ka jau zinat, cilindri pazudu$i. Zvaigznu

The pack of reporters followed the celebri-

ties into the press room.

“Our parents aren't here yet. Let's go listen!”

Mara whispered to her brother.

A robot guard outside the press room stated
firmly, “I'm sorry, the press room is closed.
We have room only for reporters and the im-

portant persons being interviewed.”

Standing outside, the children could hear
parts of the questions and answers that
Professor Blukis and Supreme Commander
Kénins gave to the enthralled crowd of re-

porters.

“Professor, Professor! Bunga from the Moon
City Times. Did you foresee that the Star

Ship would surrender?”

“Distinguished ladies and gentlemen, what
else could that ship do after Kénins's heroic,

self-sacrificing attack!”

Several following questions were lost in the

noise of the crowd.

“Supreme Commander Keénins! Mazirbe
from the Jaunriga Herald. Do the cylinders
and the Star Ship have any military signifi-

cance?”

“As you already know, the cylinders have



kugi vada kapteinis Zintars Rieksts, kas to
gatavo braucienam uz saules sistému, no
kuras Sis kugis célies. Lidz ar to pasam

kugim ipasas militaras nozimes nav.”

“Kénins, dabigi, nestasta, ka Zintars
neatlava vinpam zvaigZznu kugi iepnemt cil-
véces un Saules sistémas varda. Vins$ ari ne-
min, ka Gadniekam patika, ka Zintars ka
kuga kapteinis aizliedza karaviriem ienakt
kugi, iznemot ka lagtiem viesiem,” Maris

atéukstéja masai.

“Profesora kungs, Asare no brivkugnieku
apvienibas. Vai tiesa, ka legendara Zile

paradijusies un atkal nozudusi?”

“Dzirdéjam, ka vina atgriezusies uz Zemes.

Tas gan ir tikai baumas.”

“Vai olbutnes nu buveés pilsétas uz Marsa

virsmas? Vai sacentisies ar cilvékiem?”

Atkal atbildes un veél sekojosi jautajumi, ne-
saprotami troksnu dél, tad atkal Bluka balss:
“So jautajumu dzilak un pamatigik ap-

skatiSu sava nakamaja gramata.”

“Virspavélnieka  kungs,  virspavélnieka
kungs, Skars no Gambijas Zinam. Kas vis-

vairak nodroSinaja musu uzvaru?”

vanished. The Star Ship is commanded by
Captain Zintars Rieksts, who is preparing it
for a voyage to the solar system from which
this ship originated. As such, the ship itself

has no special military significance.”

“KéninS naturally doesn't mention that
Zintars refused to let him seize the Star Ship
in the name of humanity and the solar sys-
tem. He also doesn't mention that it pleased
the Caretaker that Zintars, as the Ship's cap-
tain, forbade soldiers from entering the ship
except as invited guests,” Maris whispered

back to his sister.

“Professor, Asare from the Free Ship
Alliance. Is it true that the legendary Zile

has appeared and vanished again?”

“We have heard she has returned to Earth.

Those, however, are only rumors.”

“Will the egg-beings now build cities on the
surface of Mars? Will they compete with hu-

mans?”

Again the answers and the questions that
followed were unintelligible because of the
noise, then Blukis's voice came through
again, “I will examine this point more

deeply and thoroughly in my next book.”

“Supreme Commander, Supreme
Commander, Skars from Gambia News.

What contributed most to our victory?”



“Kungi un kundzes, man atklati jasaka, ka
uzvaru cilvécei visvairak nodroSinaja musu

droSsirdigie kavu kapteini un vinu viri...”

Maris uzlika roku Marai uz pleca: “Tur jau
tétis un mate. Nu, laikam véstures gramatas
par mazo, drossirdigo meiteni tik daudz ne-
maz nebis. Iesim apsveikt misu jauno

gimenes pieaugumu!”

“Ladies and gentlemen, I must say frankly
that our victory for humanity was most se-
cured by our courageous fighter captains

and their crews...”

Maris placed his hand on Mara's shoulder.
“There are Father and Mother. It seems the
history books won't have very much to say
about the brave little girl after all. Let's go

welcome our family's newest member!”
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The Old Illustrations
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Burbulriepu ritenis - Bubble-tire wheel



Jokupetera kungs - Mr. Jokupeteris



Olbiitnes un lifts leja uz pazemi - Egg-beings and the lift down to the underground



Olbutnu kénins ar Ci-Ci - The king of the egg-beings with Ci-Ci

Mara un Maris uz Marsa - Vidvuds Beldavs, 1978
Bilingual digital edition prepared from the author’s manuscript — complete text, 32 chapters, with the 1978 illustrations.

Originally told as bedtime stories, then written down.



