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‘Then the doctor yanks the needle out
and slaps on a Band-Aid.

“There. That wasn't so bad, now
was it2” my mother says brightly.

“Whoops,” the doctor says. ‘I
need one more tube”

“No more blood!” I say.

Iput up witha lot on this planet.
Like no friends and rehydrated
food and performing like a pony on
transmissions for kids back home.

“Georgiana,” my mother says.

“No more!” I run to the door, and.
then stop. Because on this dumb
planet, I can't even make a dramatic
exit. © Ihave to put on my stupid
survival suit first.

1ts eerily quiet, the way it gets.
before a bad dust storm hits,

and 1 shiver. It' cold on Mars, colder
than you can imagine. The average
temperature is 81 degrees.

© On the trip here, I read Red Mars
by Kim Stanley Robinson. It's this
famous science-fiction book written

I ‘head down the plastic hallway.
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he air in and the DV rays out, but
not the dust. Its everywhere. In
your eyes, in your ears, in your
hair. Even your belly button. Most
people get used o it, but not me.
Imean, how do you get used to
finding dust up your nose every
morning? And it's impossible to get
the taste out of your mouth—rusty,
like you're losing a tooth.

‘The only reason I'm even here
is that the last batch of geologists
they sent up got kiled in a spring
dust storm. Since then, geologists
haven't been lining up to go to Mars
anymore.

My father knows more about
Mars than anyone; he was on the
first exploratory missions. So after
the Spring Disaster, as the media
called it, the government begged
‘my father to go back, which he
wanted to do anyway. You could see
itin his eyes every time they sent
up a new batch of settlers. His one.
condition was that I come.

Youd think Id be happy to go to
Mars. s every kid's dream, right?
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‘That's why my father’ here. To
find water. Some whiz of a scientist
{0ld NASA that they should “follow
the water” that s, follow the
scientific evidence of where the
water has been before, to find newl
water. Unfortunately, this planet
was once covered with an ocean,
so that’s alot of territory to cover.
‘Which is why they need geologists.
Once they find water, they can
start fixing up the planet, and then
lots of people can come. © Ttwill be
2 whole new world for people to mess
up and overpopulate. I mean, Lknow
were here for a good reason, but
who cares about saving humankind
when you carit wash your hair?

y parents are waiting when
M Iget back to the cabin.
“We got a transmission

from Earth,” my mother says. “We

weren't going o tell you, but—"
“But what?” I have a bad feeling.
My father takes off his.

glasses and cleans them

STANLEY
ROBINSON

INFERENCE
Red Mars is a real book published
in 1993. It takes place in 2026.
Why might Georgie have been
reading it?

INFERENCE
What does Georgie mean when
she refers to people messing up
the world?
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always says, and 1 know they do,
but they forget I'm here sometimes,
like P'm an experiment that slipped
their minds. Especially my dad. We
look nothing alike, and sometimes
Twonder f ' someone else’s baby
they picked up in the hospital by
‘mistake. | mean, 'm nearly 15, and
he stillhasn't figured out that I hate:
tobe called Georgiana.

Nana knows everything about
‘me. My dreams, my goals, my
fears. Stuff I could never tell my
parents. Like how I wanted to geta
place on the swim team (1 did), and
that I was worried my folks would
pressure me to become a scientist
(they do), and how I wished a boy
‘named Chen would like me (he
does).

Nana s the thing I miss most
from Earth. Sure, T hate the dust
‘and not being able to take a bath or
‘have a conversation with someone
‘my own age, but there are days
‘when go crazy from the loneliness
of not being able to talk to her.

“Honey,” my mom says, “the
cancer spread to her lymph nodes.
‘She's got five months to live. We'd
never make it back in time. She'll
die before we get there.”

“You don't know that for sure!
You're just guessing” I say.

My dad, ever the compassionate
scientist, says, “Statistically, there's
only a5 percent chance that Nana
‘would survive longer than that.”

Thisis how they talk.

“Well, I donit care. I'm going”
“You can'tgo” my mom says.
“Your last calcium test came back
and"—she takes a deep breath—
“you've lostalot of bone density."
“Sowhat? Il drink lots of milk,

ok

Ihate milk, especially the
‘powdered stuff we have on Mars,
‘but 'l do anything to get to Nana.

“You don't understand,” my
dad says. “You've lost 30 percent
of your bone mass. No one knows
‘what effect that will have when you

holding a tray. Buddyis21 anda
Marine. Everyone here is either a
scientist or in the military. His hair
isshort, and the skin on his face is
dryand flaky. Mine is the same way.
‘When there’s no water, its hard to
keep your skin moist and glowing.
Ilike Buddy. He's funny, and he
doesnit talk to me like I'm a litle kid.

Hesits down and digs into his
rehydrated eggs. “Dust storms
coming” he says.

What else is new:

Ipick up a toffee candy that they.
leave outin bowls on the tables.

“How’s it going?” he asks.

“I've had better days,” I say.

“By the way, happy birthday.”

“My grandmother has cancer” |
biurt,“She’s gonna die.”

He blinks. “Whoa. That's awful”

Ishake my head. “She’s always

ONATHAN OIS GETY BARSGrATER SR T 0CEIT WS
e e S ey

“Why did they bring you here?”

Good question.

“Maybe you should leave now,
‘youknow, before it gets worse. Have
you talked to the doc?”

“Noy Isay. “But it doesn't matter.
My parents woritlet me go”

*“You can aliways stow away,” he
jokes. “Like my grandfather”

“What do you mean?"

“My grandfather grew up on a
farm, and he hated it, 5o he ran away
and stowed away aboard a Navy
ship. Ended up in Hawaii.” Buddy’s
‘beeper goes off, and he looks down.

O “Gotta go, brat. Talk to the doc”

He stands, pockets a handful of
toffees, and winks. I love this stuff.
Takes the taste of dust away”

He buckles into his suit and
disappears out the door.

u ‘obody knows what
will happen to the first
adolescent to have lived

‘on Mars, Georgiana,” the doctor says

from behind his big desk.

on aregimen of IV-deli
After that, you'll still ha
careful. Physical therap
“What would you do
me?" Task.
“Ah,” he says. “But Ty
And that's when I re:
this alone.

14 gy weetie” my
afew days lay
in my bunk.*

you're feeling down ab

50 your dad hasa birth

for you. Don't you, hon

“Well” he says. I go
‘permission for us to tal

Troll my eyes. Just w
Another rock-hunting

“I'mreally not up to
rocks,"Isay.

“But we're not going
rocks,” he says. “Its eve

‘This should be good
idea of fun is taking co)
samples.
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‘witha corner of his shirt. He puts.
them back on and says wearily,
“Nana's been diagnosed with
stomach cancer”

“she’s dying” my mother says.
Nana was the one who taught
me to swim. All those summers my

‘parents spent at NASA, or on the
International Space Station, I spent
at the Jersey Shore with Nana in her
‘sweet litle yellow house looking
out on the beach. Those summers
‘were the best parts of my life.
‘Sometimes I wish I could have lived
‘with Nana forever.

“Your parentslove you,” she
always says, and 1 know they do,
but they forget I'm here sometimes,
like P'm an experiment that slipped
their minds. Especially my dad. We
look nothing alike, and sometimes
Twonder f ' someone else’s baby
they picked up in the hospital by
‘mistake. | mean, 'm nearly 15, and
he stillhasn't figured out that I hate:
tobe called Georgiana.

Nana knows everything about
‘me. My dreams, my goals, my
fears. Stuff I could never tell my
parents. Like how I wanted to geta
place on the swim team (1 did), and
that I was worried my folks would
pressure me to become a scientist
(they do), and how I wished a boy
‘named Chen would like me (he

© And every time I dream of
water, I dream of Nana and me
together.

‘Two mermaids in the ocean.

Tknow shed laugh at the way we
livein plastic tents. “Why, you all
looklike hamsters,” she'd say, and
shed be right. She's just that kind of
person. She tellsit like itis. © She's
the only person in the whole world
‘who's ever believed in me.

“When are we going back?” Lask.

“We're not,” my mom says.

“Whatare you talking about? We
cantleave Nana alone.” Nana is my
father’s mother, and he's an only
child. We're all she has.

“Honey,” my mom says, “the
cancer spread to her lymph nodes.
‘She's got five months to live. We'd
never make it back in time. She'll
die before we get there.”

“You don't know that for sure!
You're just guessing” I say.

My dad, ever the compassionate
scientist, says, “Statistically, there's
only a5 percent chance that Nana
‘would survive longer than that.”

Thisis how they talk.

“Well, I donit care. I'm going”

“You can'tgo” my mom says.
“Your last calcium test came back
and"—she takes a deep breath—
“you've lostalot of bone density."

“Sowhat? Il drink lots of milk,
o
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get back to Earth. Your legs could
shatter from the gravity, and you
‘may never walk again.”

“You could bein a wheelchair for
the restof your life,” my mom adds.

“Didntyou, I say, my voice
wavering, “didnit you know about
this before you brought me here?”

My parents cast asidelong
glance at each other. Its clear that
neither of these brilliant scientists
thought this one through.

“S0 how am 1 ever going to leave
Mars?” I whisper.

“Why would you want to leave?”
‘my dad says quizzically.

2 geybrat
Took up from my
breakfast n the mess
hall and see Buddy standing there
holding a tray. Buddyis21 anda
Marine. Everyone here is either a
scientist or in the military. His hair
isshort, and the skin on his face is
dryand flaky. Mine is the same way.
‘When there’s no water, its hard to
keep your skin moist and glowing.
Ilike Buddy. He's funny, and he
doesnit talk to me like I'm a litle kid.
Hesits down and digs into his
rehydrated eggs. “Dust storms
coming” he says.
What else is new:
Ipick up a toffee candy that they.

Loawe it in houle an the tablas

been so healthy. She was an Olympic
swimmer”

“Nokidding”

Inod.“She won a gold medal.
Backstroke”

Itall comes outin a painful rush.
“My parents refuse to go back to
Earth to see her. They say she’s going
to die before they get there, and they
‘wontt let me go because I've lost 30
percent of my bones, and my body
could shatter or something”

He puts down his fork,sits
back.“Talk about a lousy birthday
present”

“Nokidding”

“Why did they bring you here?”

Good question.

“Maybe you should leave now,
‘youknow, before it gets worse. Have
you talked to the doc?”

“Noy Isay. “But it doesn't matter.
My parents woritlet me go”

“You can aliways stow away,” he
jokes. “Like my grandfather”

“What do you mean?"

“My grandfather grew up on a
farm, and he hated it, 5o he ran away
and stowed away aboard a Navy
ship. Ended up in Hawaii.” Buddy’s
‘beeper goes off, and he looks down.

O “Gotta go, brat. Talk to the doc”

He stands, pockets a handful of
toffees, and winks. I love this stuff.
Takes the taste of dust away”

Ho hekloc inte his st and

oot

“What's the worst-ca
scenario?” Lask.

“Your leg bones will
the force of Earth's grav
you'll never walk again.

Ilet that sink in. “OF
could happen?”

He leans backin his
his hands. “Your legs wi
‘massive fractures. You'c
‘months in afull body &
case, youd sustain no'b
would only require hos
to build up your calciur

“Howlong would thi

He purses his lips, c¢
“Minimurm four month
on aregimen of IV-deli
After that, you'll still ha
careful. Physical therap

“What would you do
me?" Task.

“Ah,” he says. “But Ty

And that's when I re:
this alone.
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the freedom of the waves, the tugof
the undertow, the rush of the water
‘around us, part of the ocean itself.

“Georgie,” Nana says, her voice
‘smiling with pleasure. “Its heaven to
e here with you.”

‘Then a wave comes up from
behind, crashes over us, and I wake
‘up, breathing in stale, musty air.

Trealize ' still on Mars.

“Oucht” Isay.

The doctor pats myarm. “T'm
‘havinga hard time finding  vein”

“Can we do this another day?”

1 plead. “Look at my arm”

“Georgiana,” my mother says,
‘shaking her head. “Come on.”

‘Easy for her to say. She's not the
‘one getting stuck with a needle.

“Its important for us to gather
biological data for future colonists,”
she adds, s if that would somehow
‘make this fun.

My mother is a geologist like my
father. They live for experiments
‘and collecting data. My parents love:
‘Mars, which makes sense, since
‘Marsisreally just a big rock. They
‘spend hours talking about geological
formations and whether the Holden
Crater was once a lake.

‘myarm reluctantly for the doctor.

‘The doctor shrugs. “We have to
Keep an eye on you. We dorit know.
‘howthe lower gravity will affect your
development”

T've heard this a million times.
Only adults over 18 are allowed to go
10 Mars. Theylet me come because
they thought Id finished puberty.
Mars’ gravity is one-third of Earths,
‘and I guess they want to avoid
turningus into mutants. T could tell
them about their mutant theory
of gravity though. I've grown four
inchesin the time I've been here.

‘We are the fourth wave of
pioneers, known as Fourths. The
second wave erected the medical
‘cabin I'm standing in. The cabin is
‘made of thick black plastic, sturdy
‘enough to protect us from the solar
radiation, which can kill you—give
‘youterrible skin cancer. That's what
the Firsts found out. Some of them
‘had to have their noses removed.
‘Now the whole compound is  rabbit
‘warren of connecting plastic tunnels.

‘There's nothing like death and
disaster to make you figure out
‘howto do things right. Butall those
‘unmanned robots that explored

‘ona shutle ke sardines.

‘The doctor jabs the needle in my
arm again. It sings, and I wince. A
tube of dark red blood i sucked out.
Then the doctor yanks the needle out
and slaps on a Band-Aid.

“There. That wasritso bad, now.
was it?” my mother says brightly.

“Whoops,” the doctor says. ‘I
need one more tube”

“No more blood!" I say:

Iput up with alot on this planet.
Like no friends and rehydrated
food and performing like a pony on
transmissions for kids back home.

“Georgiana,” my mother says.

“No more!" run to the door, and
then stop. Because on this dumb
planet, I can't even make a dramatic
exit. © Thave to put on my stupid
survival suit first.

‘head down the plastic hallway.
1t eerily quiet, the way it gets
before a bad dust storm hits,

and 1 shiver. It' cold on Mars, colder

than you can imagine. The average
temperature is 81 degrees.

© On the trip here, I read Red Mars
by Kim Stanley Robinson. It's this
famous science-fiction book written

S superfine, so microscopic, that
itblows right through the plastic
tents we live in. The plastic keeps
the airin and the UV rays out, but
not the dust, Its everywhere. In
your eyes, in your ears, in your
hair. Even your belly button. Most
‘people get used to t, but not me.
Imean, how do you get used to
finding dust up your nose every
‘morning? And it's impossible to get
the taste out of your mouth—rusty,
ke you're losing a tooth.

‘The only reason I'm even here
isthatthe last batch of geologists

o they sent up gotkilled in a spring.

3 dust storm. Since then, geologists

haven't been lining up to go to Mars

anymore.

My father knows more about
Mars than anyone; he was on the
first exploratory missions. So after
the Spring Disaster, as the media
called it, the government begged
‘myfather to go back, which he
‘wanted to do anyway. You could see
itin his eyes every time they sent
up a new batch of settlers. His one
condition was that I come.

‘Youd think Id be happy to go to
Mars. Its every kid's dream, right?
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‘and everybody gets
It tastes awful, and the
enough to do anything
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‘That's why my fathe
find water. Some whiz
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‘water has been before,
‘water. Unfortunately, t
‘was one covered with
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‘am floatingin water. Next to me, Nana bobs on her back, looking
up at the same blue sky, her white hair tied in a thick braid. She s
‘wearing her lfeguard-red bathing suit, and her arms tail in the
‘water at her sides in smooth, unhurried motions. Seagulls scream
‘above our heads, swooping low, diving across the waves as if
trying to get our attention. It is peaceful out here, perfect.

‘We are two mermaids enjoying
the freedom of the waves, the tugof
the undertow, the rush of the water
‘around us, part of the ocean itself.

“Georgie,” Nana says, her voice
‘smiling with pleasure. “Its heaven to
e here with you.”

‘Then a wave comes up from
behind, crashes over us, and I wake
‘up, breathing in stale, musty air.

Trealize ' still on Mars.

“Oucht” Isay.

The doctor pats myarm. “T'm
‘havinga hard time finding  vein”

“Can we do this another day?”

1 plead. “Look at my arm”

“Georgiana,” my mother says,
‘shaking her head. “Come on.”

Easy for her to say. Shes not the.
‘one getting stuck with a needle.

“Its important for us to gather
biological data for future colonists,”

“Ifeellikea lab rat, Isay, baring
‘myarm reluctantly for the doctor.

‘The doctor shrugs. “We have to
Keep an eye on you. We dorit know.
‘howthe lower gravity will affect your
development”

T've heard this a million times.
Only adults over 18 are allowed to go
10 Mars. Theylet me come because
they thought Id finished puberty.
Mars’ gravity is one-third of Earths,
‘and I guess they want to avoid
turningus into mutants. T could tell
them about their mutant theory
of gravity though. I've grown four
inchesin the time I've been here.

‘We are the fourth wave of
pioneers, known as Fourths. The
second wave erected the medical
‘cabin I'm standing in. The cabin is
‘made of thick black plastic, sturdy
‘enough to protect us from the solar
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the planet had seemed pretty good.
They transmiltted back maps and.
geologicalfindings and climate data.
By the time the first 50 people and
one dog were sent to Mars, they
thought they knew the score.

Butsuppose its not easy to
organize the business of living on a
deserted rock out in space. There’s
the crazy weather, the subzero cold,
the duststorms, and the fact that it
takes sixmonths to get here packed
ona shuttle like sardines.

‘The doctor jabs the needle in my
arm again. It sings, and I wince. A
tube of dark red blood i sucked out.
Then the doctor yanks the needle out
and slaps on a Band-Aid.

“There. That wasritso bad, now.
was it?” my mother says brightly.

“Whoops,” the doctor says. ‘I
need one more tube”

“No more blood!" I say:

Iput up with alot on this planet.
Like no friends and rehydrated
food and performing like a pony on
transmissions for kids back home.

“Georgiana,” my mother says.

“No more!" run to the door, and
then stop. Because on this dumb
planet, I can't even make a dramatic
exit. © Thave to put on my stupid
survival suit first.

along time ago about what Mars
‘might be tike for the first colonists.
In the story, the Mars colonistslivea
‘comfortable life in beautiful domed
cities that have amazing views of the
landscape. He made it sound not
halfbad.

‘ThenT got here.

‘Which is why its called science
fiction and not realit, I guess.

Mr. Robinson did get the part
about the dust right. The dustis
50 superfine, so microscopic, that
itblows right through the plastic
tents we live in. The plastic keeps
the airin and the UV rays out, but
not the dust. It everywhere. In
your eyes, in your ears, in your
hair. Even your belly button. Most
people get used o it, but not me.
Tmean, how do you get used to
finding dust up your nose every
‘morning? And it’s impossible to get
the taste out of your mouth—rusty,
like you're losing a tooth.

‘The only reason I'm even here
isthat the last batch of geologists
they sentup got killed in a spring
dust storm. Since then, geologists
haven't been lining up to go to Mars
anymore.

My father knows more about
Mars than anyone; he was on the

‘But I can'tstop thinkin
‘water. Anything to doy
Like going for a swim ¢
shower or havinga rea
‘We don't have any w
Every two months, ast
with drinking water, bt
source of water is from
‘The water you spit out
brush your teeth, leftor
‘even when you pee—it
filtered and put back it
and everybody getsad
It tastes awful, and the
‘enough to do anything
takea sponge bath.
‘That's why my fathe
find water. Some whiz
told NASA that they sh
the water” that s, follc
scientific evidence of v
‘water has been before,
‘water. Unfortunately, t
‘was once covered with
5o that's alot of territor
Whichis: 3+ eynee
Once theyand wate
start fixing up the plan
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Mars isreally just
‘spend hours talki

'son her back, looking
ina thick braid. She is
herarms trail in the
ions. Seagulls scream
1ss the waves as if
there, perfect.

alab rat” I say, baring
tantly for the doctor.
shrugs. “We have to
n you. We dorit know.
rgravity will affect your

this a million times.
ver 18 are allowed to go
let me come because
Td finished puberty.
is one-third of Earthis,
ey want to avoid

o mutants. I could tell
heir mutant theory
ugh. I've grown four
time I've been here.
fourth wave of

wnas Fourths. The
erected the medical
ding in. The cabiniis

the planet had seemed pretty good.
‘They transmitted back maps and.
geological findings and climate data.
By the time the first 50 people and
one dog were sent to Mars, they
thought they knew the score.

Butl suppose it not easy to
organize the business of iving on a
deserted rock out in space. There's
the crazy weather, the subzero cold,
the dust storms, and the fact that it
takes six months to get here packed
onashuttle like sardines.

‘The doctor jabs the needle in my
arm again. It stings, and I wince. A
tube of dark red blood is sucked out.
‘Then the doctor yanks the needle out
and slaps on a Band-Aid.

“There. That wasn't so bad, now
was it2” my mother says brightly.

“Whoops,” the doctor says. ‘I
need one more tube”

“No more blood!” I say.

Iput up witha lot on this planet.
Like no friends and rehydrated
food and performing like a pony on
transmissions for kids back home.

“Georgiana,” my mother says.

“No more!” I run to the door, and.
then stop. Because on this dumb
planet, I can't even make a dramatic
exit. © Ihave to put on my stupid
survival suit first.
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along time ago about what Mars
‘might be tike for the first colonists.
In the story, the Mars colonistslivea
‘comfortable life in beautiful domed
cities that have amazing views of the
landscape. He made it sound not
halfbad.

‘ThenT got here.

‘Which is why its called science
fiction and not realit, I guess.

Mr. Robinson did get the part
about the dust right. The dustis
50 superfine, so microscopic, that
itblows right through the plastic
tents we live in. The plastic keeps.
the airin and the UV rays out, but
not the dust. It everywhere. In
your eyes, in your ears, in your
hair. Even your belly button. Most
people get used o it, but not me.
Tmean, how do you get used to
finding dust up your nose every
‘morning? And it’s impossible to get
the taste out of your mouth—rusty,
like you're losing a tooth.

The only reason I'm evenhere
isthat the last batch of geologists
they sent up got kiled in a spring
dust storm. Since then, geologists
haven't been lining up to go to Mars
anymore.

My father knows more about
Mars than anyone; he was on the
first exploratory missions. So after

But I can't stop thinking about
water. Anything to do with water.
Like going for a swim o taking a
shower or having a real bath.

‘We don't have any water here.
Every two months, a shuttle arrives
with drinking water, but our main
source of water is from recycling.
‘The water you spit out when you
brush your teeth, leftover dishwater,
even when you pee—it all gets
filtered and put back in the system,
and everybody gets a daily ration.

It tastes awful, and there’s never
enough to do anything more than
takea sponge bath.

‘That's why my father’ here. To
find water. Some whiz of a scientist
told NASA that they should “follow
the water” that s, follow the
scientific evidence of where the
water has been before, to find new
water. Unfortunately, this planet
was once covered with an ocean,
sothat'sa lot of territory to cover.
‘Which is why they need geologists.

Once they find water, they can
start fixing up the planet, and then
lots of people can come. © Ttwill be
awhole new world for people to mess

and overpopulate. I mean, I know
we're here for a good reason, but
who cares about saving humankind
when you can't wash your hair?

INFERENCE
What does the first section reveal.
about how Georgie feels about
being on Mars?

ANLEY
OBINSON

INFERENCE
Red Mars is a real book published
in 1993. It takes place in 2026.
Why might Georgie have been
reading it?





