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- m finally off on a real

“udventire, o place far aWa'ﬂ,

- where everything i€ goi'n to-
‘be oompldo(g different ﬂVOM'
' what | know.. '

Jazz Harper has always admired
her gran and loves nothing more
<l than Llistening to her tales of
—— exploration. Now, it is Jazz's
turn as she and her mum blast
off to where few have gone
before: the planet Mars!

Life on Mars isn’t quite what Jazz
was expecting and, after months
of travel to the Red Planet, she
is disappointed by the school,
! the rules and the serious lack
of excitement. However, when
she and her friend, Elijah, sneak =
aboard the Mars explorer ond._..ﬂ i
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secretly join the hunt for alien
life, the adventure soon becomes 3
very real.. e
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Zet May 2060
Dear Brand-New Diarg of Adventure,

Téolaﬂ WS ovr very last visit to Gran before ovr cPio
mission fo Mars. Mum and | travelled there on the dir
tvam, like vsual. Did you kenon that aiv tramg travel

V@C{”lj, Vcc(!lﬂ fagt? | looked it vp on the map app on my
webspectucles as we sped over the tull fower blocks
and green parks. At one point, we 90’# wp fo 147 mph!

[ asked Mum if thats how fast we’ll be 1%(\/@”?”3
anfovgh Space. She <aid that the rocket will be much
faster — over Jrvchﬂ thovsand miles per hour!

Twventy thousand! That’s mega-fast. That’ ctomach-
ohvrning, brain—mclﬁnﬁ fast. Sometimes, when we're
on the air tram, | Plaﬂ games to make the journey
more fun. Tocly, | imaﬂincol that | wag a Space pilot,
QPcoo“Vlﬂ ﬁfwrovgh the 96(!(4)(3. Ovtside the windows,
starg and planets zoomed pust, blurrin9 into streaks of

!iﬁth. An dlien §paw§hi{> approdched with lasers boaming

but | wag Vcaolfj fo 24p it info another dimengsion as Soon
as it 3o+ into range.




‘Pl %W—Pow—Povv! Fon!”

‘Oh Juzz, i,]ov)ro not éhooﬁnﬂ aliens aﬂain,“ said Mum as the
other FooP!c on the tram stared. “We like dlieng!”

[ cxp{qincol that ﬂf\eﬂ had v$ cornered in the ovter gpiral arm
of a dictunt galaxy and that [ had no choice.

Mum <aid that | chould at least hrg fo brinj one back dlive ¢o
that she could ;hdﬂ it. Thats what Mum does for a {i\/inﬂ.
Shet an extvatervestyial-life vecearcher — an alien scientist:

l PCVfOVMCd a lighﬂpccol U—turn to GC(P’hIV(’/ an dlien flooing
the chattered §{>aw§hi(> in a life raft:

“Hmm," Mum gaid, prefending fo investiqate my captured
alien. “It hag bug eyes, Seven !cﬁé, 4 Spiky eroskeleton and
{ictviol braing. This 1§ like nmLhinﬁ [ve ever ¢een before, Jozz.
We could win the Gulactic Diéoo\/crﬂ Frize for thig)

“Do You think. that’s what the dlien life on Mars will look.
like?” | agked.

Mum lavghed. I doubt that they'll have Seven legs. In fact, |

6

doubt that Hf\@ﬂ’” have any 1034 at all

[ spent the rest of the Jovw\caj ’H/\Mkinﬂ abovt Martians with
tentacles and suckers, and some that crawled over the
jrovnol like éfv_gé. When the aiv tram fim(”ﬂ 3o’r fo Sunget
Hcigh’k, we released our Qc\/cn—!cﬁgcol alien back into the
wild and hopped onto the platform.

Gran lives in one of those old—fushioned retivement vi!lajoé
from the 2020¢: dll glags and Steel and curving walls. When
she ign't raoing her friends around the cow“fﬂo(rol on her
hover scooter or Hﬁrovvinﬁ Street parties on chkniﬁhf’é,
she’s in her top—floor flat, 3azin3 ’H’VOUﬂh her binoculars at
the happcnin9§ down below or im/i’rinj people over for curry
¢o hot that it blong Your head off.

| could smell Grant curvy as soon as we got upstaivs. Even
before the front door opened, My eyes watered.

My brave girls!” said Gran, throning open the door. That’
how ¢he a!waﬂg greets v, even though we've never done
anﬂ’rhinﬂ as brave as she has — well, wntil now. Gran wug
vvcarinj pink, f!vffﬂ lippexs, khaki trowsers and d olrcgging
gown covered.in parrots. “‘Off on an adventure to a new
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world! What | wouldn’t 9;\/6 1o be oominﬂ with ﬂov." Gran
said that she had made s a proper medl to send vs off.
“There’ll be lean pickiings in space,” she gaid. “No cheege, no
meat, no chocolate fudlge coke...

Mum ()oimLcol ovt that the technicians on Mars make 30001
lab—growm beef, and | suid that we'll eat ingects becavse
thats what ’rhcﬂ’rc farmmﬂ ovt there.

‘Ive eaten plenty of insects in my time," said Gran. “They
weve deliciovs when deep fried in sweet-and—our Savce.
Pl gend You my recipe, shall [ Did | ever fell you abovt the
time when | ate tousted vhinoceros beetles in the Amazon
vainforest?”

Gran always tells vg stories of her yovth, when che
adventured fo the most extreme corners of Earth. E\/crﬂ
wall in her flat is cronded with photos: Gran d$ a Young
woman Wcarinj a fur—hooded cout and PU!“”ﬁ a sled devoss
the Avctic snow; Gran rclaxinﬁ n d hammock in the Amazon
vainforest; Grun looking very tanned, viding a camel acrogs
the Sahara, Gran Qwimming with wild dolphing. | can’t wait
fo have my own adventure, hfcklcinj deross the Martian
mountuing, oxPlorinﬁ caves and makjnﬂ campfires under the stars,
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After oy, Gran gave v Slices of chocolate fvdgc cike So
gooey that it 9!\/@01 ovr feeth together. Then, it wug time to
Say 3oodbﬂc.

Gran hugged v in the hallway, “Write often, my ducks”

l Pvl!ool away and looked up at Grans Qmi!ing face. | wanted
1o tuke one last joool look at her — her r/rinlclinﬁ eves and
anVHL smile. | covld feel the corners of my movth +rcmblinﬂ.

W?Finj tears from her eyes, Mum said, “We don’t have o
write! She wug hff]inﬁ fo be brave. | covld tell becavse
her voice wag Wobb{ing when she Spoke. “We can J'vd send
You videos This made me feel a little better. After all, |
wouldn't ¢ee Gran aga?n in vedl life for yedrs.

Gran wagn't ha\/inﬂ any of i, ﬁwvgh. She vva%col her finﬁcr,
Pv{linﬁ that wice-woman face that che’ o 30001 at. “You never
know. Who can Say what will happen when you're: milliong

of miles deross the wniverse? Once, my Satellite map went
berserk in the middle of the Himalayas and it ook weeks
for v to trek to gafc’rﬂ,’ Tcolfmo{o% doesn’t alvvaﬂé behave ag
it should nhen You dre in the throeg of an adventure... Oh,
that reminds me — lve got a present for yoy, Juzz)
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After fvmbling around in her bag, Grun pulled out an object.
At first, | thought it wus a battered, old tublet — it wug
black. and rcaﬁmjv!ar — but then, Gran opened it vp.

It was a vedl-life, old—faghioned notebook. with 3cnvinc paper
nside! Tucked info the §Finc WS d proper Spice pen, with
ved| ink and abéo{wolﬁ no need for 4 baﬁcrj.

[ was 5ob§maol<col. ‘A \/imLo(ﬂc oﬁarﬂ and Fcn?" l 5a§f>ool.

Gran Said that the pen i€ designed specially for vée in Space
and that there wus no need to oharje the book or back it
vp online. She suid that [ shovld write down o\/crﬂﬂf\ing that
happens as a vecord for Fodcr?’rﬂ.

(When | jo’r home; | looked up ‘{)o§+cri+5’. [t means that
what | write will g0 down in hi;’rorﬂ as a vecord for futwre
jcncmﬁonc. Hello, future 3cncmﬁon§! 1t me, Jazz! | hope
that 50\/’)@ Omoﬂ;”ﬁ my Diarﬂ of Adventure. Ag You can
Frobablﬂ quess, the d?arﬂ that my gran gave me i$ the very
o“alfﬂ that I'm vvri’ring in VijlfnL thi¢ ¢econd.)

The last thing that Gran said before we left wug: “Sufe
voydge, brave adventurers — and don’t forget fo pack a
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Spare Pair of warm Socks.

[ told gran that | would miss her lots and | gave hev one last
cxfra—gcivcczf] hvg.

I fenon, my duck,' she said, “but thats what adventurers
have to do. T_If\oﬂ have to leave Fcoplc behind ag ’H’\cﬂ g0
off fo discover new Placcé and brinﬁ new k.nowlcdgc 1o the

world.

That’s the sort of thing that Gran i always Saying but it
hag never meant anything before now. I'm finally off on d redl
adventure, fo d place far away, where everything is going to
be completely different from what | knon.

Mum ig 5@”1;43 and vvanﬁnj fo know whether I'm packed
yet, <o ld better ctop writing. We have a long journey ahead
of ug fomorvow to the Guiana Space Centre — we will have
1o 3@1’ wp very oar!ﬂ to make it in time for check-in

[ have two é?l\/ol/ﬂ quitcages fo fill vp. Mogt of my Iv%ajo i
clothes, clothes and more clothes. You cant do favnohfﬂ on 4
spacecruft o we have to have cnough ovtfits for the four—
monﬁf\—lonﬂ _Journey. Not onfﬂ that, but we're 5oinﬁ anway for
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that I’'m paokinj dre way too bij for me.

Equipment List

This document contains a complete list of everything that you should bring on
)
Oh/ and | MVQ'h‘l + ,)Coyj6»f- wiarm SockS I your voyage to Mars aboard the Argo Spacecraft.

Please pack the following comfortable clothing, treated with antimicrobial
solution:

d 6 x T-shirts

. 18 x exercise shirts

i 6 x trousers

3 18 x exercise shorts

. 8 x sweatshirts

e 20 x underwear

3 20 x pairs of socks

d & x shoes (to wear on Mars)

3 2 x exercise shoes

Please remember: clothes need not be changed often in space as pioneers exert
themselves less as part of day-to-day activities. Antimicrobial treatment also
ensures that clothes last longer before needing to be cleaned.

Banned List

NO toiletries — washbags will be provided to all passengers, including a towel.

NO food — your meal plan has already been designed by the Argo’s nutritionists
with your needs in mind.

NO liquids or dusts — these could escape in microgravity and interfere with the
workings of the spacecraft.

NO electronics — charging points are limited and there are no wireless
networks in space.

This document is property of ISCEA International Space Colonisation and Exploration Agency
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The spacecraft 'Argo' launched this morning from the Guiana Space Centre in
Kourou. On board the Argo are four crew and forty-six passengers.

The Argo launched at 05:00 local time on its third round trip to Mars. Space
pilot Felicia Alba, 44, of Genoa, Italy, reported to the control centre fourteen
minutes after launch to let them know that lift-off had been successful and that
all passengers were safe.

The Argo is one of the first spacecraft to use fuel extracted from Martian
regolith (loose soil) for the return journey, meaning that it can carry additional
supplies to the colony. Passengers aboard the craft face a four-month voyage
to the Marineris Valley colony. Once there, they will join the researchers,
agriculturalists and architects already living and working on the Red Planet.
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The Marineris Colony was founded in 2044 with the express purpose of
creating a place on Mars suitable for human life. Since then, it has grown from
a population of ten to over two hundred inhabitants and has been followed
by the Lunar Resort on the Moon and the Gale Crater Colony, also on Mars.

Spacecraft heading for Mars can only leave when Earth and Mars are in certain
positions in the solar system. Dr Otto Lundberg, an astronomer at the Guiana
Space Centre, explained that “Earth and Mars orbit the sun at different speeds.
Sometimes, they’re close together but on other occasions, they’re on opposite
sides of the Sun. It takes a lot of money and resources to fly through space so
voyages are calculated to be as short as possible between the two planets.”
This calculation means that voyages to Mars only happen at intervals of up to
two years. Pioneers living on Mars usually stay for approximately five years,
to make the most of their time and expertise, before heading home to Earth,
though some colonists have elected to remain longer.

Passengers aboard the Argo will enjoy a gym, an entertainment complex and
gourmet space food designed to meet their exact dietary requirements. It is
the last taste of luxury they will get, however, as the Marineris Colony is over
80% self-sufficient. Almost all of the colony’s food is grown in the colony
greenhouse and its technology has been simplified so that any repairs can
be made with the resources available. To protect the inhabitants from solar
radiation and the freezing temperatures of Mars’ surface, most of the colony
is underground. Opportunities to leave the shared living space are few and
far between.

Pioneers must undergo rigorous tests before they make the trip to make sure
that they are physically and psychologically resilient enough to deal with
the lifestyle of a Martian colonist. Passengers will be monitored closely after
landing as they may suffer nausea and dizziness and their muscles may be
weak after spending several months in microgravity.

After its voyage to Mars, the Argo will return carrying a small number of
pioneers making their way home after five years on Mars.

Because you read this

Could microgravity cure baldness? Read more here.
Are you Mars ready? Take our quiz to find out!
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29" May 2060 (Earth calendar)
Dear Diarﬂ,
We've in §Faocf

There are lots of weird Hﬂingé abovt li\/ing on d €Paworaﬁ’.
Here are J'v§+ Some of them:

4% Theve i§ almost no 3Va\/ihj S0 everyone float.
Instead of vvc(llcinﬂ, you Sort of swim everywhere.
Luolci!ﬂ, nwe 301’ the chance to practise 3Va\/i+ﬂ
gwimminj in +rainin3 once we had been ¢elected

for the voyige.

2y Becavse theres no 3}’6(\/?%5, there no up or down,
If you put §omcﬂf\in§ n the av, it st hangs in front
of Yov. This makes H’minﬂé like Waéhinﬂ and ﬁoinﬂ fo
the toilet very... inf’orogﬁnﬂ.

G There i¢ no floor or wiling. All the curfaces are

wallg and ﬁncﬂ’rc all crammed with veeful ﬁ/»injgl
like lockers and switches and seveens.
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4. Becavse you never redlly walle anynhere, you only
wedr Shoes for exercise. 1% g 90001 ’rhing that |
packed my warm Socks!

The Scariest bit about 1LV6(\/0HM3 info Space wag olcfimih’/lﬂ
the lavnch. All the passengers had fo wear Spacesuits,
which were ﬁglfﬂL and hot and hard to move in. Then, we
strapped ourgelves down in our cabing for lift=off.

| agked Mum why we had to wear the horrible, alin%
spacesuits. This wag the one hundred and n?ndﬂ—fovﬁh
time that | had asked thig (tu%ﬁon, but oVorﬂﬁmc [ pvt
the heavy, uncomfortable Suit on, | covln’t help ﬂf\inkinﬁ
that we were ng% be?ng made fo wear them a$ a Sort of
torture!

Mum wag busy 3(4;3”3 at the cciviPmanr on the walls. “In
case Qomcﬂqinj 90¢5 WVOVlj,)‘ she answered, o{oarlﬂ More
interested in the spacecraft than my ctvcc’ﬁon, “like dll
of the onygen Icalcing out of the ship or the femperature
ohroFFing to minvg one hundred..

Mum was not rcaéévrinj me ot all.
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The WO(VHiVlﬂ Iiﬂhf’ in the cabin ﬂlovvcol red. We weren't
allowed to ungtrap ourelves until we weve in pace and
the red !iﬂh’r went ovt. We lqﬂ Strapped down for ages,
kching oomP!d'clﬂ still, QWcaﬁng and Waiﬁnﬂ. Then, there
wWas Voarinﬂ noise like the world wag €{>IH’HV|3 apart.

The thp shook. ag we flew wpnards. | Serunched my eyes
ﬁghﬂﬂ shvt and held my breath. I\/\ﬂ skin felt like it wag
bcing pulled off my boohj and my stomach felt like 1d left
it on Edarth.

At firet, it wag like bcinj Sucked ﬂnfovgh a 3iamL Vaeum
cleaner, but then, it got VCC(”ﬂ Scary. The liﬂhﬁ were
flickering on and off and | covldn’t turn my head o ¢ee
Mum. My seatbelt wug Q%voczing firmlﬂ around my middle
and my head Started to throb. There wag foo much noise
and too much Qhalcinﬂ and | wag way, way oo hot.

Then, it dll stopped. | blinked the sweat from my eyes
and watched the WC(VVliVlj ligh% as It Fiﬂg@d off. The lawnch
WiS d Suecess!

Smilinﬂl Mum floated deross the cabin fo help me out of
my Spacesuit.
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Thats it We're redlly in spacel” she gaid, her bushy hair
ﬂ‘ji”ﬂ around her head like a lions mane. M‘f] haiv i$ much
shorter than Mums but it wag <till Qﬁokinﬂ ovt from my
head like it wag full of hairépraﬂ.

A goon s | 301’ ovt of my spacesuit, | did a somersavlt and
a backwards voll and a no-hands cartwheel.

After that, we explored the whole Spaceship. There are
lots of little cabing ﬁninﬂ the corvidors — some of them
are !i\/inj (tvar“fcré and others are bathrooms. There s
onlﬂ one bathroom for every Six_people but these bathrooms
aren’t like the ones on Edrth. To wugh, You have: fo_pour
a bit of water onto a flannel and vvb it on your skin and
when you clean Your teeth, you have fo gpit it info one of
the div filters o that it gets queked anvay and doesn’t
alog up the maohincrﬂ.

For dinner, we dafe food out of Silver packets. The food
ikt like food that we have on Earth — it dll comes
wrapped ’righ’rlﬂ in éhinﬂ paokaging and looks like it hag had
all the div sucked ovt of itl It in’t too bud, ﬁwugh —n
fact, | prefer the lictviol Salt and pepper that we 3c1L here
to the <tuff we have on Earth — it ig much less Moégﬂf
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After dinner; | wug roa”g tired, Mum <aid that her head
was §Fivming o we returned fo our cabin. Since theres
no vp or down, we have o strap ourselves fo the wall to
Sleep. That’ where | am now, Strapped in my élcqﬂng bag,
vvriﬁnj with my oliarf] loaning ajaiVmL the wall.

| can’t wait 1o see what fomorvon has in Storel

22

1 June 2060 (Earth calendar)
Dear Dfarﬂ,

Mum 15 gFaocgiokJ I35 a bit like <easickness and it will g0
anay after a bit, but for now;, <he must carvy da paper baﬁ
wherever She goes. l/vo!ci!ﬂ, [m Pcrfcoﬂﬂ fine.

Téola@ [ made a friend called E@ah and | also met hig
[itHe sister, 5”16—/\/\6(5. The way | met them wag like
thig:

[ went cxp!oring and found dll the other passengers
ﬂa’H’\cmol on the \/icvvinj deck. The \/icvving deck ¢

a4 room with g biﬂ window which ¢tretches around the
entire §hi{> o that You can Stare ovt at Space. E\/@Vﬂonc
wag crowded on one Side of it but | wug able fo swim
'Hf\rovﬂh the crond to 361’ to the front becavse I'm small
and have Foivd’ﬂ elbons,

“Woah!” | gasped. | couldn’t believe what | wag ¢eeing:
Earth! The whole of it. Just g bij, blve blob with Qwirﬁng
white clovds on fop. One Side wag [it bf] the sun but the
other Side wus 1%1%(”5 dark.. Not far away wag the Moon;
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it looked like floaﬁng table tennis ball. It wag ovt—of—this-
world amazing_’

Thats where | met Elgah. Hi¢ haiv wag oo short 1o stick
up cVorﬂthVc and he wus ¢till wcqring hig pﬂ)'amaé.

“Look. — You can See Avctralia,” he <aid.

[ agked him where he wag fookinﬂ and he PoinJrcol fonards
Earth. There wus green blob on it that looked a bit like
Australia, except for one Hninﬂ.

it upgiolo donnl!”

“No, we're upside donm,” he told me. “‘Or rather, there no
such Jrhinj as V{)Qiolc down when 50\/’% !oolcin9 from Space.
PcoP!c ng‘f' decided that north ¢hovld be up and Sovth ¢hould
be down and now we'rve dll vsed to it

[d never Jrhovgh)r of it like that before. While | wag still
trying fo get my head around the ideq, Eijah pointed af
gomo’rhing else. “Look — the <un ig ViQiVlﬂ over Indig.

| looked. Hulf of India was in the évnligh% while the other
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half wag in darkness.

“Sunrise and sunget is VCC{”fJ J'vd Earth Qpinninj in and ovt of
the §vn“3h+,“ Ebah told me.

[ told ﬂbah that | knew abovt sunrise and Sunset. | ﬂqough’f’
that he was bcing a bit of a know-it=dll at the time but
now that | know him better, | think that he st likes
’f‘c”f}’lﬂ people facts.

[ told him, “Its like Earths a meatball on a barbecve.

You have to keep hrninﬁ it over ¢o that it 3@1@ hot on
every Side.” Elbah la\/ﬂhool and told me that mine was the
weirdest explanation hed ever heard — but not in a mean
way,

Then, a little 3ir! with her hdir in FijJrai!Q snam over. She
asked Efbah if he wanted to ¢ee how many forward vollg
’H’\@ﬂ covld do without If\i’f’ﬁnﬁ a wall.

Eljah Qijhcal. “EHio—Ma\»y we've 6(!1/66(015 Pldﬂcol that game

three times!” | could tell J'vd from the woy he ¢aid it that
Hfmf] weve brother and Sister.
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“I kenow," gaicd Edlie-May, “but | want fo play it again. You can 15 hly 2060 (Earth calendar)
L)'oim in, oo, if You like, she said fo me...

Dear Diarﬂ,
.and thats how | made my very first space friends.
Elj)ah and | have been )rhimking abovt what Mars school will
be like when we arvive at the Marineris Co!onﬂ in three
more months. Here are the ideds that we have o far:

i The tedcher mithr be a robot. They could have
4 Sereen for d face and d drawer in their belly that
digpenses anﬂﬂqinﬂ we need, like paintbruches or 3lvc
¢ticks or vkvleles.

20 The chairs and desks will Frobablg float around the
classroom b{') themgse|ves.

&= [n maths lessons, we could leqrn Martian mathg,
which F/{Do(h thinks will have lots of weird Qﬂmbolé
instead of numbers.

4. n Ewg!iéh, we miﬂw redd fragments of Mar-tian
Pochfﬂ that have been discovered bf] scientists
cxplorinﬂ secret Martian ruing.
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Best of all will be the science lessons! We'll all have
our own §paw§ui+§ and Fri\/a%c Mar bu-%tj and

will go out on expeditions deross Mars, looking for
aliens and thanﬂc plants and Martian cave painﬁnjg.

We asked ﬂlic—l\/\aﬂ what che Jrhovﬂh’l’ Mars school would
be like but her onlﬂ ided wig:

6. (/o{ourinﬂ for every lesson.

[ can’t wait to g0 1o ¢chool. Onlﬂ a few more months to 30!
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20t Augvg’f 2060 (Earth calendar)
Dear Diarﬂ,

We've been on the thF for three months and we've been to
the gym every Qingle olaﬂ.

On Edrth, owr bodies are always doing lots of work 1o

keep v up/ighf’ againd the force of 31/6{\/?%3. Since theres
practically no ﬂm‘/hLﬂ in Space, our bodies don't have fo work
a$ havd. Instead, we have to exercise dll the time <o that
our bones and muscles don’t become weadk and turn tfo J"/”{']-

(Mum Says 1S not oompldrclﬂ trve that theve S no 5Vc(\/i+5
on the thF. E/erﬂ o@co’r in the vniverse has it¢ onwn
3ravi+aﬁona! field — iVloIVo“Vlﬁ hvmang, treadmills and even
tortillag — o there i€ g ’l’ccnﬂ ﬁnﬂ bit of ﬂra\/H’ﬂ, onlﬂ AR
not enovgh fo ¢top o\/crﬁhing from floaﬁnﬂ around. 1< called
‘miarogravi’f’ﬂ’.)

The gym hag treadmills and exercise bikes and chﬂl’ﬂl’é that
You can move with Your drms or !CjQ. The treadmills are

my favourite. To vse them, we have to Strap ourgelves in,
otherwise we bounce off it and g0 Hﬂi”ﬂ devoss the voom.
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Efj)'ah and | tried it once, but we bounced tfoo hard and hit
ovr heads on the wall, which hurt a LOT. Now, we dlwayg
we the straps like we're Supposed to. Sufety firstl

[ hold the curvent record for 1v?o{<c§)r Vwminj time ovt of
the two of vg but ﬁlj)'ah ¢ better at %olinﬁ. “d beat You in
4 bike voce any day,” he fold me.

“That no good on Mars, is it? When the aliens are chaging
after v, we're not cxc(oﬂﬂ 50?;'9 to find ﬂch(waﬂ bikeg JV§+
lﬂinj around, are we?"

That 90% vS +hinl<in3 abovt what dlien biaﬂc/log wovld ook
like. Would ’H/\cﬂ have lots of pedals for the Martiang’ many
tentucles? Would 1%@5 have handlebars or §’rccrin3 wheels
or lots of levers? Would Jrhci,] have bells that g0 olinﬂ or §in3
Songs or chime at g fVC(tUCVlGﬂ bcgond the vedch of human
hcaring?

The spacecraft also has an awesome entertainment Suite
known a$ the Fun Zone. It i¢ oomPlc'folﬂ epic. It hag these
cgﬁ—éhapcol, Qctvaghﬂ ¢eats and electvonic tablets where You
can vedd any book in the wniverse. Then, there are 3icm’r
seveens with TV ¢honws and games. /\/\5 favourite game
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s cdlled @a!axg Racers, where you rice Spaceships along
winding vacetvacks on dangerous planets, trying to avoid
Slime monsters and flying Space pizza. Sometimes, we let
F/Hic—/\/\o(ﬂ J'oin in and Sometimes, | let her win on purpose
becavse she’ onlf] five.,

Another cool game is Alien Task Force, where You build

up 4 €ctvaol of high!ﬁ ¢skilled aliens o 4o on miggions to dalien
worlds. The migsions mainlﬂ involve Vc§ovinj prisoners and
iW@éﬁﬂaﬁng alien plants and animalg by oloolﬁii’lﬂ 9var01§ and
cavsing diverions. I'm best at Grlary Racers = by far — bt
F/{Uah 18 oompldclﬂ amazing at Alien Task Force. He can
bend hig mind in ways that would confuse even Albert
Einstein.

[ asked Mum if we could help her on her migsion fo find
dlien life since we're o 30001 at flﬂinﬁ anfovjh Spuce and
rcgwinﬂ alien lifeforms. She qu" vdised one cﬂcbrow and
said, “‘We'll ¢ee.”

[ think that means yes.

The best game of all, ’H’\OUjh/ i$ not even in the Fun Zone. I+
i a game that | invented mycelf at lunch foday. It is called
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The No—Huands F/aﬁng Contest. This 1§ how it works:

Fivst, you get o tortilla and put it in the dir in front of you.
It st floats theve becavse there almost no 9qu/ihj fo
make it full down. (We eat a lot of tortillag becavse ’Hf\ci,]
last for a !onj time, Hfmcﬂ’rc not as orvmblﬂ as bread and
quﬂ’ro a bit like an edible plate. T%cﬂ’rc kept in specidl
packets which means that they can last for eighteen monthg

before Jrhcaj g0 off.)

Then, vou open a picket of rice and Spread it on the tortilla.
Yov migM’ think that the rice would fall off but hLJ'vd’
¢ticks becavse of the miorogra\/i@] 1Lhin3.

Next, yov add delicious ’rhinﬂé, like peas, é{)iu:] beans or
chicken curvy, which come in Special foil packets from
Earth. ﬁnallﬂ, You fold the ortilla vp and pin it around in
the daiv. Thig bits V@O(”ﬂ weird because it looks like dll the
food i ﬂoing to ¢lide off your tortilla when it goes upsidle
down, but it doesn’t,

Once i1t 1§ V"/“dﬂ/ You f{oa+ in the aiv like a shark with
your movth open and Say, ‘©One, two, three — GOP” Then,
Yov have tfo eat Your tortilla without ever v;inj Your hands.
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If little bits escape, You have fo swim over and snap them
up before ’H/\cﬂ hit the wallg — itS the most funl The
first time we tried if, Eijah covldn’t eat hi¢ whole tortilla
without 9d°ﬁnj food dll over his face, and then | wag
!avghinj too havd to finish ca)rimj mine.

Edlie-May tried fo_join in, only she forgot abovt the no-
hands rvle Q’rraigh’r away, which meant that he wug
indanﬂﬂ oligctuaﬁficd, Since not uéinj Your- hand is the ONLY
RULE. Then aﬂa?n, shes onfﬂ five.

We're 30?»/13 1o do an oxpcrimoM to ¢ee which 1§ the edgiest
food to eat in space with no hands. Elbah thinks chocolate
brownies but | think chicken strips. Whatever it is, [ am
sure that E@ah will end vp with it all over hi¢ facel
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Ny From: JAZZ HARPER (jazzharper@marsmail.com)

Subject: HI GRAN!

Dear Gran,
HELLO FROM THE PLANET MARS!

The Argo Landed on Mars yesterday but I've been very busy since then
so | haven’t had time to write (I've just woken up from a sixteen-
hour snooze). | wanted to do a video call but Elijah said, *Don’t you
know that it can take several minutes for signals to travel from Mars
to Earth?” Apparently, if we tried to have a video call, I'd have to
wait ages for my message to reach you and then wait ages again

for your message to come back! | decided just to email instead.

Seeing Mars from space was Lliterally ‘out of this world"! It’s red-

orange all over — except for the poles, which are swirls of white

ice like how Earth’s poles used to be.

Our colony is in the Valles Marineris. The Valles Marineris is a
huge valley that Llooks like a great big scar along Mars’ equator.
Mum'’s told me all about it. At one end, you can see the wriggles
in the ground where there used to be running water. There are
caves in the valley walls, too, so it’s the perfect place to find
alien life. | wonder if the aliens have their own colony. They must
be very good at keeping it secret or Mum wouldn’t have needed
to come out here to find them. | hope that they don’t think we're

here to attack — we come in peace!

The spaceship landing was even scarier than the launch. We had
to strap ourselves into our spacesuits again and get shaken about
as the rocket descended onto the landing pad. In all the training
we did before coming to space, nothing prepared me for how
terrifying it is to be trapped in a big tube plunging towards the

surface of an unfamiliar planet.

That wasn’t even the worst bit. As soon as the Argo stopped
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shaking, | felt heavy. My arms felt heavy and my legs felt heawy.
My fingers and toes felt heavy. Even my tongue felt heavy. My
fingers were Llike big blobs as | tried to unstrap muyself. The
moment | was free, | fell over. Everything spun and | felt sick. |
thought that | was dying. Then, | remembered our training. After
four months in space, our bodies weren’t used to up and down

anymore. | needed to get used to gravity again.

A team of medics in skin-tight, blue Mars suits boarded the rocket
to help us to disembark and reach the colony. We had landed a
few meters away from the colony itself so we would have to walk
the final stretch. As we staggered outside, | felt so woozy that |
forgot to look around at Mars. Mum had it worse, though — she
threw up in her space helmet. It was gross! | just staggered over

the stony terrain towards the colony’s airlock.

Once we were inside, crowds of people gathered to greet us.

They waved and cheered but the way that they moved about
made me want to close my eyes. Thankfully, it wasn't far to the
medical wing. The medics stripped off our spacesuits, took some

recordings, cleaned Mum up and put us all to bed.

That’s where | am now. It's so strange lying down on a real bed
again after needing to be strapped to the walls to sleep! We have
to stay here for a few days for observation. Apparently, the first
few days are the most dangerous because our bodies aren’t used

to being on Mars yet.

Soon, we'll get to see our actual new home and my new school,
and Mum can start looking for aliens — it’s going to be so much

fun!

Lots of Love,

JAZZ XXXHXXHXKIXKKXKKXKKXKKXXKXXKKKK

P.S. Guess what? | am a whole centimetre taller! The medics told
me that when | was being examined. Just imagine — by the time

we come home, | could be even taller than you!
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From: ELLEN SWEENEY (ellen.sweeney/19@marsmail.com)
Subject: RE: HI GRAN!

My dearest granddaughter,

I'm glad that you’ve landed safely and that you are acclimatising
to the local environment. Arrival is one of the most exciting yet
difficult times in an explorer’s journey! Part of you wants to run
around and see everything but you don’t know what dangers Lurk
in your new home. Be wary, take things slowly and always Llisten

to the advice of those who know the terrain well!

Understanding the dangers in your environment is possibly the
most valuable lesson that | learnt when | was exploring. Did | ever
tell you about my 2031 mission to the Arctic® There were seven
of us off to investigate the impact of climate change on the

local fauna. None of us were used to such cold climes — this

was before the melting of the ice caps, you understand — and
though we were equipped with the best snow boots, sun goggles
and thermal underwear, we simply didn’t realise what a hostile

environment we were in.

On one occasion, we saw a polar bear with her cub not far from
base camp. Of course, we were thrilled! This was exactly what we
had come to see, but it was dusk; the light was failing and the
temperature was dropping. Nevertheless, my colleague insisted on
going to make some observations. She said that she wouldnt be

long.

Well, after half an hour, we began to wonder..

After forty—five minutes, we began to worry..

After an hour, we decided that enough was enough. We tightened
our boot buckles and stepped out into the cold night.

It felt like an age before we found her, though in reality, it was
less than ten minutes. She sat in a snowdrift, still conscious but

woozy, with one glove discarded on the ground nearby. Her bare
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1 SENT MG'I’S'MGiL Wed 15 Sep, 09:00 nearby. That is why | urge you, Jazz, to take your time, go steady
- 1 ATTACHMENT and learn about your environment before you go off exploring.
FEL R NS

| miss you terribly and can’t wait to hear all about your adventures

hand was Llike ice. When we arrived, she hardly recognised us — when you come home.

she simply asked us if we knew where her bunny had gone!
Have fun on Mars, my duck, and watch out for aliens!
Despite the cold, she wasn’t shivering. That's how we knew that

she was succumbing to hypothermia. We rushed into action, carrying AWl my Love, Gran

her back inside. P.S. Give your mum a hug from me.

In the warm camp, the snow on her thermal layers began to melt
so we replaced her damp clothes with dry ones. We wrapped her
in blankets, particularly around her middle, head and neck. We
knew that, though her hands and feet were the coldest, warming
o them too quickly could send her into shock. Instead, we gave her

sips of heated water to gradually warm her from the middle out.

Thanks to our care, she recovered and didn't even lose any fingers
to frostbite, though it was a near thing. That experience taught

me something I'lL never forget: one never knows what dangers lurk
(& ATTACHMENT: EXPLORERS.JPG __
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Sol 41, Mars Year 57
Dear Diar‘»],

Whoops! I've been o bugy landinﬂ on Marg and bcinj
monitored by the medical team (in case | aa/iolcnh”ﬂ turn
tfo Jollﬂ) that | forﬁmL all abovt vvri’ring in my ddventure
oliarﬂ. There 1§ o much to deseribe that | don’t know
where to ¢tartl

( guess that [ ¢hould V(/a”f] start with the most amazinﬂ
%ing: the co{onﬂ toilets. T—"\Cﬂ)lfc vedl toilets, which Yo

can Vcc(”ﬂ flush. T%caj have proper Seats — like the ones on
Earth — rather than J'v§+ a hole in a Jrccnﬂ plagtic frame and
You don’t need fo woryy abovt floo(’rinﬂ avvaﬂ,’ | can’t explain
how much I've missed real toilets.

Then, theres the 3rax/i+ﬂ. The ﬁVC{\/H’ﬂ on Marg feels ag

if itS not V(’/a”ﬂ ’hfﬂinﬂ. Elbah Savs that 115 becavse 115
onlﬂ around 407, ag Strong ag Earths 3ra\/i+ﬂ. If you thron
gomo’rhinﬂ vp, it a!vvaajg takes {onﬁcr than you expect fo fall
backe down. Thanks to the ﬂra\/i‘fﬂ, though, [ can See that
my haiv hag grown ctui’rc a lot gince lcc(\/inj Earth. When i+
Just floats around your head n Space, You I’\G(Vo”ﬂ even notice
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i1, but now that 3ra\/i+ﬂ 18 Fv”inﬂ it buck down, | have to
keep on brvgh?ng it out of my cﬁcg_’ [ can’t wait fo 9@% it all
cut — perhaps Hf\cﬂ will have special Maytian §+5li§’r§ who
can ji\/c me d cool dlien haivdol

We've been here five Sols now. 4 <ol i¢ like a Marg daﬂ, onlﬂ
Maytian Sols are +hir+ﬂ—§c\/cn minvtes !ongor than Earth olmjé
becavse Mars takes ’rvvcnm—four hours and ’rhirfﬂ—gc\/cn
minvtes fo Spin on its axig.

“Did you know that Marg years are longcrl too?” did Elj)'c(h
4 we were lﬂinﬂ around 1n the medical baﬂ fcclinﬁ bored.

[ toldl him that [ did know; actually, becavse it wag in the
trdining but this didn't ¢top Eiyah. A< | aid, he yct likes
1LcHinj people fucts.

‘But did You know that ﬂqcﬂ are ncar!ﬂ TWICE « {0”3 as
Earth 5@%?"

“Y@Q,“

“lt¢ becavse Mars takes nearly twice ag Ionﬂ to orbit the
sun a$ the Earth doeg,” he rambled on.
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“Yes, | know!

Y bet You don’t know vvhﬂ i1¢ the yedr 2060 on Earth but
on Mars its the yedr S

He waug Viﬂl’l’t there. | didn’t even know that it WAS the
yedr S7 on Mars. “How come?”

Edijaht face goes dll happy and animated when you agke him
fo explain facts. “In 1956, before humans had ever been
info Space, Scientists noticed g larﬂc dust storm on Mars.
When ﬂf\cﬂ started Qonolinﬁ spacecruft to explore Mars, 1Lhoﬂ
decided that Mars needed it¢ own calendar: They picked
the yedr of the dust ¢torm o be year 1 and kept oovnﬁng
up from that

Now that | know abovt Mars’ calendar, I've decided to
vecord the date in my diary in Marg year instead of Earth
Yedrs. After dll, | live on Marg now:

Y@Q’f@l/olaﬂ, the medics told vs that our bodies had FINALLY
3o’r véed o the ideq of ﬂVC{\/H‘ﬂ ajqin So it wag sufe fo g0

on d fowr of the w!onﬂ. [ts HUGE. We saw the ogen
plant and the water treatment fa(/HH’ﬂ, which are ovtside
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on the Surface and connected to the rest of the co{onf] bﬂ
corvidors, We also Stopped for a moment at the jrccnhougc
but | bo(rolﬂ had time fo take in the Jvng!a of plants and
trees before we were off aﬂain. We loped down these {onj,
jloom5 ho(”vvo(ﬂé until we were deep vnolcrﬂrounol.

Most of the (,olomj g vnolorgrounol to chield v¢ from the
suns radiation, Since Mars doesn’t have a profective
atmosphere like Edrth does. We saw the bug’r!inﬂ labs,
heard the a!ang of dinner ooolcing in the canteen and
Stopped bﬂ the communications room to ¢ee where we could
vedd and send muil.

By the end of the fou, | wag 36#?;49 wed o the Strange
way in which you have to walke on Mars. Bugically, you have
fo walke more <lowly than on Earth and you bounce « bit

— you move just [ike an excited ()UF{Jﬂ,’ meinﬁ 1S fun, too,
becavse You bound up and down with each step. 1S a bit like
running on d trampoline.

At the end of the tow, we redched the !i\/ing quarters.
Theyre et Viﬂh’f‘ buck in the rock of the Vulles Marineris,
furthest from the quns ﬂ{&(V@. T3 like ﬁ\/inﬂ in d ﬂiamﬁ
vnolcrgrovnol hotel... without room ¢ervice. There dare lotfs
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and [ofS of numbered doors and behind each door i¢ a [ittle
flat where Someone lives with their flatmates or fc(mi!ﬁ.
Ours is number 140 and Elijah i€ number 152, which i

on!ﬂ vound one corner.

The {i\/ing quarters are very small, very plain and, of courge,
there are no windows, but we Soon made it feel like home.
Mum bVOV9h+ our favovrite blankets from home and <he had
printed out ome pictures of home to hang on the wallg.
There§ a photo of my lagt biV’H’\olal:] when Gran made the
biﬂﬂ@d chocolate fvdﬂc cake and Mum filled our hovse with
stur—haped balloons. Theret a photo of Gran on hex scooter,
Vio“Vlﬂ ﬂ’nfou?h Sunget Hoigh’k. Sheg WOO(ViVlﬁ her explorer
gear and she looks like She’s on a safari, but the only
wildlife in QiﬁlfnL i$ a puzzled Q(iv?wcl. Theret a photo of me
and Mum on the beach. Instead of Qvnbaﬁflinﬂ, we went to
explore the caves and vock pools. On that clay, | found two
Sed anemones, Six sed sndils and a ﬁnﬂ, green crb.

Once wed finighed olcooraﬁnj, we went fo the canteen
for a medl of algue stew and fried cockroaches, which wag
erpri;injhj deliciovs. | had onfﬂ st started to feel hungry
aﬂain. Since qw?\/inﬂ here, my stomach had felt rca”i'] fwmﬂ
and the medic <daid that ovr oliﬂcg'ﬁx/o €5€1Lcm§ had to 3@1L

DL

wed fo the W@igh#’ of themgelves again after f!oaﬁnﬂ around
in space for So long. Then, Mum fook. me fo the greenhouce.
She said that theve wus §omo+hin5 that che wanted to

Show me.

The ﬂrccnhouéc on Marg ign’t like the 3Vccnhou§c at the
bottom of our garolcn on Earth. [+5 q big 3!a§§ dome which
¢tretches in every direction. There are ViVlﬁQ of \/cgch(b!c
putches covering the ground, growing almost dll the food
that we eat on Mars. 11 the closest ﬁﬁng the r/ofonﬂ hag
1o park.

We went riglfﬂ’ to the colgo of the greenhovse, where we
could sture out of the 3!a§§ onto the Muarineris \/a”cﬂ, which
stretched anay to the horizon.

It wag beavtiful.

The land wag all flat and olu§+aj, and we could see for miles.
The Soil wug a burnt orange Sprinkcled with pebbles, rocks
and bovlders. Here and there, dust wug ctuiok!ﬂ whipped
into the daiv then dedcnlﬂ dropped buck. down to the floor.
In the distunce, | could make ovt the tips of the coppery
movntain peaks. The Sky was 4 deep Vcol—oranﬂo and the
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Violgcé of the ‘/a”Gﬂ walls cast dark shadons.

“Woah!" | 3a§pcol. “This is the most beavtiful view I've ever

seen!”
st wait) Mum smivked.
Thats when | <an ;omc’rhinj vnbelievable.

The sun sank in the sy, Ag it ﬂoJr lower, gommLhing
wonderful started to happen. F/w/crﬂﬂqimﬁ changed colovr...

The fiorﬂ Sky wa washed away and replaced bﬂ a deep
blve. It reminded me of Wc(hhiﬂg naves VUVlVliVlg vp the
beach buck home on Edrth. Within a few minvtes, almost
the whole Sky wag [it bl:] a blue Iij!mL.

Mum 3riymcol at my shocked face and cxp!aincol that Mars’

unsets are blue becavse of the thinner Marg afmoéPhorc and

the dust Parﬁo(oé. [+ even made the sun ook Fink.
[ gnv%{col up fo Mum. It wag all o inevedible.

After the qun had comp!dclﬂ disappeared, we went home.
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Mum Savs that | need 1o 30% a 30001 niﬁM"é éloop but [ don’t
know if | can — Pm much too excited. Tomorvow ig my first
alaﬂ of Mar¢ schooll
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Sol 42, Mars Year SF, 1:59 am.

Dear Diar‘»],

It¢ the middle of the Vliﬂf’\’ll' but | can’t chcP_’ ’'m oo excited
abovt §1Lar+inﬁ Mars school. 've alrcaolﬂ tried 1o sneak ovt

of the flat to vicit Edijah but when | got there, hig door
was locked. Since there are no webpectucles or phones on
Mars, | covldn’t even cdll him to let me in.

Instead, | turned to g0 home. The corvidors weve deserted
and the !iﬂlfnLQ flickered dim blve. Mi’] footsteps echoed ag
[ shivered down the ha”vvatjé. [t ig onfﬂ when you are alone
— really, properly, 'c\/crﬁboalﬂ else i¢ agleep’ dlone — that
you start o redlice where you are. | wag undergrowmd, on a
éhfangc plane, far away from my veal home.

[ ¢tarted 1o worvy, What if the (,olonf] wasn't safed What
if there were dliens hioling JuQL bojonol the \/c({l% vvai’ring
tfo 3obbl6 vg vF? What if everyone else in the (/olomj had

mijdcr?ovglﬂ vanished and it wag J'vng me, dlone with my
cohoinj fode@Pé?

[ wug So Scared that when | 301’ 1o the corner between
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E!Dah’g corridor and mine, | Stopped. | wag Sure that | covld
hear deep, higgi;/g breaths and é’rrangc dwFinj noi¢es. Before
[ could stop i, my brain had conyured an alien: big and purple
and oozing, with one enormous eye. | wanted to seream. |
wanted to yrun. But | wag frozen to the ¢pot.

Then, « {onﬂ way off, | heard a BANG!

l JUMF@OI and dashed round the bend and in ﬁf\Vovgh the
front door. A oon ag | jo’r inside, | could hear Mum énoring
and | §1L0{>{>cd bc?ng Scared. | went §1"Vai3h+ 1o bed.

[ ¢till don’t feel tired, 'H’\OUﬂh. I've decided that, if |
don’t get fo cleep soon, 'm qoing o find my explorer hat
and my warmest Socks and go looking for the alien that
[ PEFINITELY heard. After all, explorers can’t afford to
be ¢cared. T—hctj have to face their fears with courage
and determination.

Also, how cool would it be fo be the first person ever fo
discover an alien on Mars, the Vl?ﬁlfﬁ‘ before my firet dlay

of Mars school? d be a herol There would Probablﬂ be «
celebrution in my honowr — with cake — and everyone wovld
want to be my friend. The teacher would sk me to come
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to the front and tedch d le<son abovt how to be d brave
explover. Then, in Science, wed write observations about the
aliens behaviour and in Enﬂligh, wed write news reports o
send to Earth and

F:00 q.m.
Oh, no. It looks like | fell asleep in the middle of
sentence and | can’t remember what | wag 5oinﬂ 1o write.

Not onlﬂ that, but Mm gays that | have ink on my face — on
my very first day of Marg Schooll Thi¢ i <o embarragSing.
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Sol 42, Mars Year 57, 5:00 pm.
Dear Diarﬂ,

School wug not at AL like | had cx{)cmLcoU [ don’t know how
'm 3oinﬁ fo sunvive on thig P!ommL if it carvies on thig oy,

First of all, the clagsroom wug the most vningpiring room in
the entire world. It had grey walls and grey decks and grey
chaivs and an dactval, old—fashioned interactive whiteboard.
At first, | HnovglfnL the board wus cool, like joinj back to
Victorian times or éomeﬂqinﬁ like that, but then | realiced
that the lessons were like Victorian lessons, too.

What was even more upgm"ﬁnﬂ wis the tedacher. She i¢
not a robot with a4 drawer in her bc”ﬂ for fclf—ﬁp pens
and glve sticks. She’s a human. She called Mg Kay. She
wedrs d bcijc c/aroligcm and tan trovsers and a tavpe Shirt,
Shes VERY dull.

Theve are Sixteen children in the class and ’rthj are all
different ages. 5”?6—/\/\6(5 ¢its at the litte table at the
front with the little children. The biﬁ tuble at the back i¢
Jud’ for ’h’/cnaﬁc%. ﬂjah and | are on the middle tuble.
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‘Letitias been here the longoét“ said Mg Kay, Poinﬁng to

a tall ﬂirl with ﬂinﬁcr haiv. She wag §i’f"ﬁVl9 at the middle

table, too, but ¢he looked yedr or two older than me.
“Pm sure that che’ll be ”‘“{’P‘j 1o hcl{) while 50\/’;’@ fino“ng
your feet!

ﬂgah and | 3%@%@01 evervone dS we sut donn. Some of
them answered back but Letitia didn’t even smile. She J'ug%
folded her arms and scowled.

“Yov've 301’ vvriﬁnﬂ on your face. Did you know that?”
¢he asked me.

[ tried 1o oxplain that | had been wriﬁng about aliens when |
had fallen agleep, but she didn’t care.

“You covld have washed it off, covldn™t 50\/?" ¢he ¢neered.
Letitia didnt ceem like « very helpful person, whatever
Mg Kaﬂ Said.

ln ovr maths lesson, we didn’t learn Martian mathg. We
st did oralinarﬂ mathg véing Edarth numbexs, E@ah Saick
that the 1vc§ﬁon§ weve too edsy for him but Mg Kc(f] Said
that he had 1o do them anyway. In F/ng!iéh, we redd o bit
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of an Earth Q’ILOVﬂ and then we answered (tuog'ﬁoné in full
sentences. | asked if we could redd ¢ome Marg Pochfﬂ in
the next lesson. Mg Kay gave me a ¢harp look, like she
wanted o pin me o my seat with her eyes. She just gaid,
“Pon’t be ridiculovs.”

| didn™t mean to be ridiculovs. | Jvd’ wanted 1o know.

The most oxoiﬁng ﬁninj happened Jud before lunchtime.
Suddenly, in the middle of ohcoldnﬁ that all E!Uah’é
Sentences had capitul letters and full ¢tops (which Jrhcﬂ
did, of courge, becavse Hiyh is better at English than
Shakespeare), an alarm went off. It wug <o lovd that |
wrpped My drms over my head. A red IiﬂIfnL that | hadnt
noticed before flashed and lit vp the room.

l Sprang from my ¢eut, Vco(oli/] to vun for the door. There wug
Probablﬂ 3oinﬁ fo be an explogion or an edrthquke, or else a
tentacled alien wug VdMPC(ﬂiVlﬂ ﬂf\romgh the corvidors, or an
army of Maytians was dovancing fowards the colony! We had
1o C{V;P ovréelves! We had to fiﬂhf‘ [l We hud to fleel

However, none of the other children seemed bothered. Mg
Kay gestured at me o sit down. She looked at a message
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§oro”iVlﬁ devoss an LED oligplaﬂ behind her degk.

BIO LAB COOLER FAULT —
ELECTRICAL ENG TO BIO LAB

Moments later, the siven Stopped and the !iﬂl’ﬂ’ went off.
The lesson carvied on ag if noﬂf\ing had ever happened.

“What was that about?” | vvh?;{)crool. “Whi'] arent we
o‘ofnj anﬁhinj?"

ﬂbah fronmed.

‘Cooler fault?" | continved. “Svrclﬂ Mars i¢ cold cnovﬂh
alrcadﬂ. And whats an ‘electrical cng’,?"

Letitia volled her eyes. ‘W% short for ‘electrical cnginccr'.
And we do need coolers, q(ﬁr\/allﬂ — the samples in the labs
need fo be kept at oxaoﬂﬁ the Viﬂlfﬁ’ tfemperature. You two
ob\/iovglﬂ don’t know ANYTHING abovt Mars.

“I do, tool” | objected.

‘I got 99.87 on the Mars Knowledge Test) Hijah added.,

c4

“t was part of owr truining. And I've vead five and d half
book abovt Martian rocks and minerals. The half wag
becavse | vealised that the book wag foo eagy.”

Letitia didn™t seem at all inferested in Iigfcninj to v¢. The
MOVVliVlﬂ passed by very, VERY Qlowfﬂ.

ln the canteen at lunchtime (where ’Hf\@ﬂ were ;crx/inﬂ
lab—grown meatballs and mashed potato), | looked for Mum
to aske what the dalarm wug about but she wuag nowhere to
be ceen. E@'ah’g dad wug caﬁnj at the next tuble o we
asked him ingtedd.

“Thats the minor eMmergency dlarm. There was d favlt in
the biolo% labora%or\»] — 4 broken ooo“Vlj §5§+cm. Your mum
will be bugy qggcgginj the olamaﬂc all dlay, | expect”

In the afternoon, we had a practical lesson. Organising the
clags, Mg Kay annovnced that the little table would be 30?!/\3
fo the kitchen and the middle tuble would be ﬂoing to the
a[vi()mon’r voom. The b?ﬁ table were daging in the claggroom
1o do ﬂwﬂmf)hﬂ'

Ex/crﬂonc on the middle tuble, inolvding me dand ﬁfgah, ¢tood
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up and hedded for the classroom door. Our group left; Hijah
dithered in the clooray,

“Go on, Eljah,“ said Mg Kay, “The others will show You

where to ﬁo.“

As we bounce~wilked down the corvidors, E{bah nag
clearly moping. I wug looking forward fo geography,” he fold
me. ‘It my favourite subject. Do you think. Jrhci,)’ll be oloinﬂ
fieldwork on the surface of Marg?”

Letiti lavgh(/ol. ‘Haven't You ever done 4 geogruphy lesson
before? We don’t do fieldwork — we Jug’f read facts in
textbooks. A< if ﬁqoﬂ’ol let v¢ kids g0 ovt onto the urface of
Marg!” che J'ccrcd.

After that, EHijah looked REALLY miseruble.

The oﬁvipmcmL yoom was d (ong way away, down the long
tunnels to the ovtSide part of the colony. A stern man wag
wiiting for v, He wore khaki dll over, a5 if he were in the
army, dand he had a very neat movstuche.

“Right, recruits. Today, Ill be showing you how to clean the
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spacesuits,” he Said,
‘Do we j@'f’ fo ’hfﬂ them on? | agked.

“I\/\c(f]bc — if yov get your work done ((Viddf]/“ said the man,
with q 3rin.

Mars spacesuits aren't like the ones that we wore on the
Spacecruft. They're made of a blve, Stretchy material and,
when ‘I‘hcﬂ’m not bc?nj worn, they look. like ‘Hmj wetuits
with hands and feet. There are biﬂ boot¢ to wear on +0P/
built to with¢tand the 1"ovﬂh Mars landscape. The boots have
thick soles and leather stvaps. The helmet is made of dark
ao}fﬂ!io sheet and rounded, ¢o it looks a bit like the head
of an alien from one of those old movies. There a network
of Spedkers and microphones So that You can Spedic to other
people and hear what they say back, Just the same a if You
weren't wcaring an airﬁﬁlfﬁ guit:

Edch suit has an electvonic pack that hawjé ovey your
shovlders and attaches af the front and back. 1% veally
heavy but 15 also Vcallﬂ important becavse it extracts ongen
from the Mars div and V(’zﬂ\lld‘f'@@ Your tfemperuture. If it
rcd”ﬂ Sunny, there s €if\/crﬂ poncho ’H’ﬂVIﬂ that You can wedr
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on +0f> which Voﬂcd’g the radiation and koopg Your QPaoo;vH’
from d?éin’rcﬂraﬁnﬁ.

§omoboolﬂ asked vvhﬂ the §vn{i5h+ was more dangcron on
Mars than Earth; after all, Mars is further away from the
Sun than Earth ig. | told them what Mum had <aid about
the atmosphere. Turng ovt that [ (well, she) wag right! Mr
Movstuche <aid that, becavse there IS less atmosphere here
fo profect us, the <un could do more damage. Even Eijh
was im[)rcgéwl that | knew thatl

Oerob was fo ‘maintdin’ the uits. ﬂj)'ah panicked and

said that there wag abgolvf’clﬂ o way that we shovld be
oloinﬂ thig JOb becavse Mars dust 1€ toxic and we would be

in olanjor. My Movstache told vg not o woryy becavse the
uits had a!rcaolﬂ had their first clean and we weve 9oinj

fo be 3i\/cm specidl magks and 3033{% fo wear while we
gave them their ¢econd clean. | can’t think of anfhing that
roa!lﬂ needs two cleans, o | thought that the whole aoﬁ\/i’fﬂ
was a bit pointless. [ wasn't 3oin9 tfo Say that, Hﬂovgh, because
| REALLY wanted 1o be dlloned o hfﬂ one on!

The first J'ob that we had to do wug brv;hing. We bruched
the spacesuits clean of leftover particles of red Marg dust,

68

ina{uding all the elbow and knee Joivﬁé and Spaces between
the fingers. Then, we dusted the helmets until they didn't
have a ginﬂlo §Mvdﬂc on them.

If we found anﬂﬂqinj that didn’t look V?jht like crucked
vubber or d loose wive, we had tfo tell Mr Moustache
thaiﬂh’f away (he did tell vs hi¢ redl name but | forgof’ it).

“We a!vva\»)é check the guitg ’rhorougln!ﬂ before any migsion
but the earlier we can spot problems, the Sooner we can
fix them, said Mr Movstache, marlcinﬂ Some cricked
rubber that [d Spotted with ﬂcllow tape o that it could
be mended later.

We edch cleaned three whole §Faoc§vi+§. Once |d 301‘ my
lagt paiv of Space boots jlcaminﬂ, | provlly presented them fo
My Movstache.

May | try it on, now?”

He vvriﬂjlcol hi¢ moustache from side to side ag he

ingpcafcd my work. | held my breath. What if 1d left a
Smudge or g smear’y After o moment, he smiled.
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‘Excellent work, recrvit. Now, lets get you nfo that spaceguit”

The Q{)aa%vi’ré tuke AGES 1o j@% on. The blve rubber isn’t
st Qkin—ﬁﬂht it praoﬁoallﬂ bonc—ﬁﬂh’n My lcgé and armg
and middle felt corVIP!m"clﬂ €ctva€hcd and Q(ivcczcd about;

When | put on the space boots, the electronic box and d
Silvery anti-radiation cape, | felt like a superhero. The last
Jrhing to go on was the helmet.

[ ¢tood in the middle of the c(ivf()mcn’f’ voom with my handls
on my hips. Ew/crﬂonc gazcol at me, Probab!ﬂ VOC(”i'] impressed.
In my mind eye, the Silver cape flapped behind me on the
Muartian breeze.

Then, | heard a §Plvﬁcrinﬂ noise. | Spun round fo See Letitia
§’Hfﬁmg a 3?9_7{6.

“I'm §ow5," she <aid, though | could tell that she wasn't,
VcaHﬂ. “H”QJ'UQJr... You look. a bit like an ingect

“Evervone looks strange in Mars suitc, Letitia,” <aid
My Movstache.

/0

‘Well all have to wear them if we want to 40 ovt vock—
collecting,” said Eijah.

At that, Letitia snorted. “Yeah, l/iﬂh‘f‘. As if YOU will ever
be dllowed ovt of the colomﬂ."

It wag a shame becavse, until then, it had been d fun lesson.
Now, | am dlfcaa“nﬂ 30?»«9 buck to Mg Kay and ‘havinj fo
Spend another day with that meanie, Letitia.
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‘ SEARCH Hello, ELLEN.SWEENEY19!
’I ?

. Tue 21 Sept, 10:00 2. In geography, we don’t learn about Mars. We learn about
MarsMail

directions. That is it — plain, old, boring directions that | learnt

in year 2 on Earth! Ms Kay said that it was important that we

* A
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From: JAZZ HARPER (jozz.horper@morsmoiL.com) could identify north, east, south and west because compasses
Subject: RE: RE: HI GRAN! wouldnt work on Mars. What is the point in learning about
directions if we never actually GO anywhere? Elijah asked if
Lear Lrai, we could learn about Olympus Mons because it’s the biggest
Thanks for your email. | would like to tell you that being on Mars is volcano in the solar system and it's right here on Mars. Ms Kay
simply marvellous. | would LIKE to tell you that.. but | can't. just said, "Don’t be ridiculous.”
You'd expect Mars school to be fun, wouldn’t you? The planet is 3. In technology, all we do is learn how to sew so that we can
extraordinary, after alll Well, here are all the ways in which it's make our own clothes. [t would be fun if we actually got to
utterly tedious: DESIGN our own clothes but, instead, we just make the same

beige T-shirt again and again. Ms Kay says that if we're good,
1. We do maths on old-fashioned tablets, Like we're in the 2010s.

we might get to make beige trousers, too. Woohoo.. not.
This was interesting for about five minutes and then | worked out
why we don’t do maths and English Like that anymore. Eljjah asked 4. In PE, we clear the classroom and do aerobics. That is it. We ’
if we could calculate how far it was to Olympus Mons and how never play football or dodgeball or netball or tennis.

much fuel. we would need for the journey there and back, but Ms 5. | thought that science would be fun but all we do is listen to

' £ 4 4 $

Kay said, “Don’t be ridiculous.”
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‘ SEARCH Hello, ELLEN.SWEENEY19!
’I ?

. Tue 21 Sept, 10:00 perfectly normal. We have to put up with her every day at school because
MarsMail

SENT
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there are so few children on Mars that we're in every lesson together.

| wish that she would zoom back to Earth and never bother us again.

* A

Ms Kay reading science facts from a book and then we write down Please send help, before | run away with the Martian circus!
what she says. This week, she told us all about single-celled

organisms, which are teeny tiny little creatures that can’t even | miss you.

think. | asked her if we could learn about Martians instead, but

she just said, “Don’t be ridiculous.” Elijah asked if we could do Hugs and kisses,

experiments with gravity, but Ms Kay said — well, | think that you JAZZ XXXKXHXXKXX

can guess what she said.

6. Sometimes, an emergency alarm goes off, but we never get to ﬁ

help with the emergency because we're not grown-ups.

Even Elijah (he is my very best friend, by the way) thinks it's boring,
and Eljah is more of a goody-goody than Florence Nightingale! You'd

Like him, Gran.

Worst of all is this HORRIBLE gqirl called Letitia. She’s always

sneering and making fun of me and Elijah, even when we’re being
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Hello, JAZZ HARPER!
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SENT

*x & A
From: ELLEN SWEENEY (ellen.sweeney19@marsmail.com)
Subject: RE: RE: RE: HI GRAN!

Dearest Jazz,
You've discovered two of the great secrets of exploration.

Firstly, you sometimes have to put up with people who are
very unpleasant. Just remember that their unpleasantness is their
problem, not yours. It won’t make them any friends in the Llong
run and it's no good letting their bad attitude spoil your good
time. | once made the mistake of trying to get my own back on
a particularly unpleasant project leader by feeding her a cocona
fruit that was well past its best. After that, | not only had to put
up with her unpleasantness, but we also had to make constant

stops for her to run into the jungle as she had to ‘go’!

Secondly, in between the moments of exhilaration and discovery,

there is boredom and even drudgery. Imagine canoeing down the
Amazon for a month. Yes, we fought alligators, feasted with
indigenous tribes and drank coffee brewed from beans we’d picked
ourselves, but each day, we paddled for hours and hours. Just
imagine — the same brown water drifting by, the same trees
nodding on either bank and nothing but grey sky above. We had

to invent our own fun.

Jazz, you're a resourceful girl. You have the whole of Mars at

your fingertips and a new best friend to boot.
| can’t wait to hear all about your next adventures!
AWl my love,

Gran xxx

B 4 . N 0 Nl TR PTTREe $000 N\




Sol 82, Mars Year 57
Greetings, Jazz's diar\/!

This is Elgah, veporting for duty. What Lollows is a true
and faithful aceount of the events of yestersol. Jazz
protlaims that she is ‘so fed wp’ with life on Mavrs that she
‘ean’'t stand 1o write about it am/more', but | think that
her diary is an important log that will benefit generations
o tome. Jazz said that if | was so botheved, | should write
in it. So, heve | am.

Fi\rs{l\/, , should exyla'm how yes{:ersol's intident ame about.
For many sols, Jazz and | have entertained ourselves with
the limited vesourtes available. Jazz ealls it ‘making our own
fun’. We learnt every tard game under the sun, but Jazz
hates tard games because | always win. Next, we tried to
write our own s‘Eor\/ in the ommunitations room but Jazz
said that it made her sad that she had to write about
imaginavy adventures instead of having veal ones. Now, | am
‘Finishing the s‘['p\r\/ on my own. ( l£ \/ou,\re the sort o‘(: person
who enjoys stories about time—travelling wizards on a mission
to save the universe from a sentient black hole, you should
de«cin'rtel\/ vead it}
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We also played old—fashioned games, like ‘| Spy’, but there's
onl\/ so |on3 You tan kee\? ?Ye‘[:ending that |i(:e is jusf a really
Iong tar \')owne\/-

Then, we went to the greenhouse. Sometimes, we go there
1o play elapping and skipping with Ellie-May or to stave out
at the surface of Mars. Jazz looks for aliens and | count
voeks. However, if Letitia is there, we tuen avound and 9o

somewheve else instead.

Today, Jazz wanted us to 90 to the greenhouse and pretend
to be Mars explovers. We didn't see Letitia at fivst. We were
too busy ducl(ing avound the broad bean Pa‘bﬂh, hiding ‘(:\rom
the alien police who wanted to capture us.

“What do You think \/ou'\re do'mg?” asked Letitia, appearing
vight where the alien police were supposed to be. We both
jumped. (Note from Jazz: No, | didn’t)

| explained to Letitia that we weve playing Mars explovers,
but Jazz kicked me so | guess | shouldn't have said anything.

Letitia volled her eyes. “You two ave so weird. Why don't you
do a proper e%yedi‘[:ion avound the Colon\/ or some‘(:hing?"
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“We HAVE,” said Jazz. “We've in the greenhouse, aren't we?
We've been to the tanteen and the tommunitations voom and
the gym... They've all pretty boring.”

“Wow.” Letitia folded her arms. “You know that there’s move to
the a‘.olov\y than ‘U\a{:, righ{‘.?"

“Of eourse we know!” Jazz was nearl\/ shouting,

[ calmly explained that | was pretty sure that we were not allowed

anywhere else.
“Who sa\/s?" said Letitia. She strolled back to her aiggling Lriends.

Jazz spun v-oumd {'p me and hissed, “' ha{:e hev. C’mon, |e'l:'s 90 and

£ind somewheve new.”

My mouth hung open. Then, | vreminded Jazz that we weve
nO'{: a”owed-

“Who says?” said Jazz.

“‘Well, no one, but "
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“So, let'’s 50." Jazz g\rabbed my arm and we bounte—walked out
of the greenhouse.

The '[:h'mg was, | REALLY wanted to ex\?lore the Colov\\/ ?ro?erl\/
with Jazz but | eouldn't 5e{: vid of the ni%ly ‘ceehhg that Letitia
was trying to get us into trouble.

First, we went to the deepest, davkest, vockiest plates where my
dad worl(s, buildih3 new homes ‘(:ov ‘Fu‘{:u\re tolonists. When we awived,
there was a barvier up and, beyond it, flashing lights and people in
hard hats. | couldn't see my dad so the people working there kindly
showed us the drill that they weve using and we even 9ot to borrow
some eavr defenders so that the noise wouldn't deafen us. We were
wa‘[',thihg them bore a hole into the wall — chunks of molten votk
flew in every divettion — when Dad showed up. He said that it
wasn't safe and that we shouldn't be bothering the other workers;
he didn't want to see us theve again. | didn't even have time to
snateh a rotk fragment as he hurried us away.

After that, we tried to 9o to the oxygen plant but there was a
setvet tode to get in. [t was the same at the water treatment
Facili{:\/- (| didn't want to o there, anyway — the stench makes me
want to vomit — but Jazz says that dealing with disgus'{:ing 'H\ings
is part of being an adventurer.)

83



Next, we went to the labs. [t was all Jazz’s idea. She said that we

tould ask her mum 4o teath us some veal stiente.

[ love veal stience. My dream is to be a spate voleanologist and to
S‘[:ud\/ voleanoes on diF‘Ce\ren'[: ?lane{:s- At home, on Ea\r{:h, | have a
huge collection of votks and magma samyles but Dad said that |
Couldh,‘{: b\ring it all to Mavs as theve wasvx"l: voom in my |uggage,
so ['ve jus{ b\rougH: my two favourite votks: a lump of ga\rne‘l:
Pe\rido‘{:i‘{:e and a Folished Pebble of unakite. | was ho?'mg to add
some basalt from Ol\/myus Mons to my colleetion but it looks like
that might never happen.

“Do you think they've aot aliens in there?” asked Jazz as we
approathed the lab. “Maybe they've captured one alveady but
they've keeping it a secret. Maybe that’s why they keep having
emergenties but won't let us help.”

There was a tode on the lab door, too, so Jazz pressed the buzzer
and asked to see her mum. When her mum came to the door, Jazz

said, “Elgah and | weve \')us‘(: ‘l:a"(ing about how we wanted to
see some veal stience in attion. Can we tome in and watth you do

. )
experiments, pleeeease?”

“| suppose it tan't hurt,” hev mum veplied. “That's my bench, over
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theve. | was just fe{:ching a sample from the re\c\rigevaw';or. Don't
+outh an\/{hing until l'm back, o0K?”

The lab was lit with bright lights. Seientists stood in white oats
and 5035|es beside metal benthes. Around the room weve m\/S'[:e\rious,
labelled samples that looked like moondust or swirling fog. Theve
weve bubbhng test tubes, hissing machines and “ickering gas burnevs.
Best of all, Jazz’s mum had a big Ium? of Mavrtian otk si‘H:ihg on
her lab bench.

[ began to inspect the votk from every anale — | could tell that it
was Martian votk from the ‘:ier\/ orange tolour, but there was a
white vein running {‘J\\rough it. Jazz nudged me as | was insyed‘[:ing
the sample. Her eyes bulged and she tilted her head toward

the chattering seientists on the other side of the lab. | stood
Lom\?le{:el\/ still as we strained to listen.

“Theve are three tandidate caves,” said one stientist, “on|\/ {:hir{:\/

or so kilometves awa\/."
“That ¢close?” said another.

“Yes. We've planning an expedition next week.”
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By now, Jazz's mum had emerged from the metal door. She paused
by the chatting stientists to join their conversation.

“‘What's this about an e%?edi'[:ion?”

“They think that they've located a promising site for alien life,”
said the fivst seientist. “I'll be heading out next week.”

“Won't that be somefhing_’"-said Jazz's mum. “I'm so \')ealous - Jus{:
think about it, you could be the first ever pevson to vetvieve
extratervestvial life.”

“‘Well, we don't know if we'll find an\/{hing..."

Jazz's eyes were wide and her mouth was a ‘l',eeh\/-—'l:in\/ ‘o shaye.
She started to duek and dive around the lab tables, an invisible stun
Qun held out in ‘C\ron‘[‘, of her, 60m\7|e‘{:el\/ lost in ‘pindihg imagina\ry
aliens. She evept around a stool, dutked into a forward voll aeross
the ‘(:|oor and -

| hissed at her o be caveful. | was too late.

She slammed right into her mum’s lab table. The Martian vock
teeteved and tumbled off the edae -
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SMASH!

The votk evacked into fragments that spun atvoss the floor.
The stientists surrounded us in seconds.

“What was that?”

“Is anyone hurt?”

Jazz's mum mavthed over with hands on her hi‘?s. Hev boots
¢vunched in the votk dust. “Both of you_’ Out! Now!”

We van from the lab faster than if theve weve actual Martians
thasing us. When we veathed the safety of Jazz's bedroom, we
were both shaky. ['ve never seen Jazz's mum that angry before.
Jazz should have known that she wasn't being sensible in the lab.
Something was bound to g0 wrong.

[ don't think that we'll ever be allowed back in. | don't know
what ['ll do about my caveer as a voleanologist if | can't ever 90
inside the labs...

Jazz says that she wants to write, now, so ['ll let her take over.
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Hello.

[ want it on record that it NOT FAIR. We're on
Marg — MARS! A cold, red F{cmmL orbiﬁng the sunl A
planet that humang hadn’t set foot on ntil +vvcn+ﬂ—fi\/c
yedrs dgo and hadn’t lived on vntil seventeen Yedr age.
Now, we've here and we've not even dllowed ovtside —
not even to see the dust storms. We've not dlloned 1o
h@(p the researchers and we're not dlloned to ¢ee the
tunnels 901&43 back. into the rock. Mumg c(lvvaﬂé 3oinj on
about bcinﬂ curiovs and Grans afvvc(ﬂé 30?;43 on dbovt bcinﬂ
brave, but when | hfﬂ to be curiovs and brave, what
happcnc? We 5@% ﬂ@”@ol atl Whﬂ brinﬂ v$ heve n the
first place?

§inwre/lﬂ yours and very oliéﬁrvnﬂcdl
Juzz Harper

e F/(Li)'ah didn’t tell You that hi¢ rocks have names.
Thczj’rc called f%nnﬂ Fevidot and Kcnnﬂ Unakite.
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'NOTICE TO ALL MARINERIS COLONY RESIDENTS
Sol 99, Mars Year 57

This ié a reminder that all equipment within the colony
is of the utmost importance to our survival and. is :

exceedingly difficult and costly to replace. If a heater is

_ broken, a cooling system fails or a beaker gets broken in

the lab, shipping replacements from Earth.can be costly. :

As such, all high-energy activities are discouraged

except for when using gym equipment. Piea.se refrain

‘from running, throwing, i{icking or dancing in any room
containin.g valuable equipment. The survival of the

colony could, quite literally, depend upon it.

Sol 100, Mars Year SF
Dear Diarljl
’'m jlfovnol@ol.

’m not alloned anf)vvhoro oxwfﬁ home and the
schoolroom wheve Mg Kaﬂ or Mum can dccompany
me.

What does ‘3rovnolcol’ mean, VCC(”ﬂ,? Does it mean
that ﬂov’rc {)lamLool in the grovnol like Pohd’o_?
Does it mean that You live vndorﬂrovnd like d

mole? | mean, its trve, | PO live underground but
So doeg everyone else on thig Qi”!j F(C(Vlc’f = a{)ar’l’
from mal:]bc the aliens. Or doeg bcinﬂ ‘3Vovnolcd’
mean that You can’'t take offY Even now, shut in my
bedroom, | can still jump higher than | ever could on
Earth. Ha — You can’t 3Vovnol mel

’m not 9Vovnolcol becavse | smashed the vock. That
was an decident. Uvgf 90% warned to be <engible

next time. I’'m 9rovnolcol becavse of what ha{)()cncol
NEXT.
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The €1L0V5 1S d long one So, settle in — I’'m 30?;/13 to
tell you e/\/crfﬁhinﬂ. After dll, it not like theres
anﬂ’f’hinﬂ else for me to do...

[+ all ¢tarted when Eli)'ah’c mum Said that che
had a fun art PV?)O&’IL for v¢ and summoned vs to
the 3Vconhov§c.

“©Look at all thi¢ beetroot!” caid Elj)'ah)é mum. [f
f]ov’\/@ never Seen beetroot fre/éhlﬂ olv from the
3rowlol H’\cﬂ are like knobblﬂ PWPICJWhnj ballg
with heads of Icafﬂ haiv. ‘TBolaﬂ we're 901;’\3 to
make beetroot Pd”’l‘f')

Eijah pointed ovt that he dlveddy knew how to make
beetroot paint, So his mum Said that he could help to
tedch me. Arpparcnﬂﬂ, on Earth, they had their own
allotment full of carrots, pumpking and sunflowers.

l 1Lhov5h+ that ma{cinﬁ PainJré sounded like fun —
more fun than amj%hinﬂ else on Mars, anyway. We
jrabbcol F/Hio—l\/\aﬂ and hedaded for the kitchens.

To muke beetvoot puint, yov need beetvoot; water and cornflowr:
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1. Firct, chop the beetyvoot up into very small

Picwg

2. Next, powr boi!inﬂ water over i1t and leave it to
cool oomplc’rolﬂ.

3. Then, powr the mixture anfovﬁh a4 Sleve 1o 3@Jr
ovt the [umps.

‘i ﬁnallﬂ, mix cornflovr into it to make « purple
paste.

E!!ic—/\/\aﬂ 1$ too Young fo ue d Sharp knife or pour
boilinﬂ water ¢o we had 1o do those §‘ILCF§ for her.
She’ very jood at mixing, ’Hflough — ¢o 30001 that

she splashed purple paint dll over her green dregs.

Wc’olJ&zd finighed mixing the Paivd' when Mum
turned up, Ioolcinﬁ for me to check that | hadn’t got
myself info trouble dgain — as ifl When he San the
paint, she went fo fetch Scvap paper from the lab
for vs to paint on. Theres almost no paper on Mars
becavse 115 another 1Lhinj that has fo be shipped
from Edarth. You can draw Some VC(A”ﬂ M’f’CVCQ’HVIﬂ
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Pim‘woé around Scientific gm{)hé and data tables if
you're creqtive enovgh, though. Elie-May turned g
Pic chart info an enormovs flower and E(Uah turned
a line 9rc(f>h into an CXPlodiVlg volcano. | turned «
hiQJrogram into an dlien ‘/th] with Qkﬁgarapcrg and
hot dair balloons and Martian biogclcg. [ showed it to
Mum and she said that it wag very imaﬁinaﬁ\/c.

All of a sudden, the alarm went off and the LED
o“éplaﬂ flaghed up on the canteen wall.

BIO LAB COOLER MAJOR FAULT —
ALL HANDS TO BIO LAB

[ ¢et off at a run but Mum Fu!lcol me back. “Whevre
are yov goinﬂ?“ she asked.

il Says all handg’," | pointed out.

‘I don’t think that you children will be much help,
said Mum. “31%(5 heve and keep out of trovble. We'll
be back as Soon s we can Then, she muttered <o
clvicﬂﬂ that | could only just make ovt, ¢_haven’t
had a chance to in\/oéﬁﬁfﬂrc yet... precious amples..”
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AS she and the other grown-ups vushed away, we
weve left dlone with the noisy alarms and purple paint:

We Soon ran out of Scrdp papey to PaimL with. That
wa$ when | had an i1ded.

“Ellic—/\/\aﬂ, how would you like it if | fixed
your dre¢s?”

F/Hic—l\/\aﬂ’g dress wag still splattered with purple
spots. Thcﬂ were olcfinthlﬂ 5oinﬂ to leave <taing. |
H’\ovﬂlfﬁ that | ¢hould at least tvrn the spots tinto
PV@Hfj ologiﬂn o that anﬂ looked deliberute.

“Yeg, {)lcagc,’" Said El“c—/\/\aﬂ.
Soon, all three of vs were P“i”ﬁ”ﬂ purple starg and
moons and planets all over 5”?@—/\/\6(5)4 dress. Then,

from abéo!m“ofﬂ nowhevre, she asked v§ the most
wonderful (tvcéﬁon.

Do yov want fo play with my ball¢”

“WHAT 2P | yelped. “You have a ball? A real-life
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ball?” | couldn't believe that Ellic—/\/\aﬂ had had «
ball all this time and no one had ever mentioned it
We could have been playing Martian football or alien
cateh instead of endless | 9%’.

“Yes," ¢aid Ef!io—/\/\atj, aoﬁng as if cVorﬂﬂf\inﬂ were
Pcrf@oﬂﬂ normal. “So, do You want to ("“f]-?)‘

tedhyey P(caécf Come on, lets 30_’" f 56”@01.

T?ch’rhcrl we bounced a!onﬂ the deserted corvidors
toward Elbah and Elﬁc—/\/\aﬂt flat. The !iﬂhﬂ
buzzed and our footsteps echoed. All work around
the oolonﬂ had stopped ag everyone had been called
to the bio lab. There was no one abovt anﬂwhcm —
that wag, vntil « figurc flew out of a doorway and
crashed into E@ah.

“Watch it!” énappcol the fiﬁvrc. [t was Letitia.

| wanted o pull a Silly face at her and keep
Wﬂ’kiﬂﬁ, but Edijah i¢ nicer than | am. “I’m Sorvy,
Letitial” he gaid. “I didn’t ¢ee You. Do You want to
play with us?”
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“No, thanks. I'm going to play with my OWN
friends.” She looked Elie-May up and down, 1Lal<_in9
in her ncvv(:j improved dress. “Faint that 50\/1/@@(\/@@/
did jov_?“ she <aid, in g way that suggested that che
didn’t think much of our art ¢kills.

E!!io—/\/\aﬂ didn’t notice the sneer in her voice.
“Theres ¢till some PaimL left. We could decorate
your clothes, tool”

“No chance, Letitia scoffed before f!ovnoinﬂ down
the corridor. | wag 3!6(01. [ didn’t want to p!aﬂ with
Letitia anyway.

ln F/Hic—l\/\aﬂ’é bedroom, we dll guzed in awe at the
ball. It was a football-ized inflatable sphere made of
3{i++cwj purple plastic which swirled like the gases
of JVFH’OV.

The first game that we nvented was small cnovgh

to fit ingide E!!icfl\/\af]’g Hnj bedroom. We threw
the ball hard at one wall then dived ovt of the way.
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The oochﬁﬁon was to see how many times it
would bounce from wall to wall before it hit the

ground. | held the record at five bounces, until

Efj)ah [ifted ﬂ“o—l\/\cﬂj onto hig shovlders and,
’f’ogcﬂ’\cr, Jrhaj 30’r ¢even bounces!

Then, we decided to g0 into the corvidor where
there wag more Space. We F’“ﬂ(_’d footbdll where
F/Hic—/\/\a:j and E!Uah were both 306(“@4 and | wag
+rajin9 to ¢core dll the 306{!4. On!ﬂ, there still wasn’t
very much Space So | couldn’t 36% any 3oal§ n — even
Ellic—l\/\af] WS biﬂ cnovgh to block the corridor if
she ¢tuck her arm¢ and lojé ovt like a starfish.

“ wich that we could ng’f borrow gPawgthQ and

g0 ovtside” | said. | imaﬂincol bovno“nj over the red

dust of Mar¢ in a rubber uit, ohadng the purple ball
across the rvg’rﬂ \/a”cg.

Then, Ellic—l\/\af] said, “What abovt the ﬂVcOHhOUQO?)\
“‘Of coursel The 3rccnhov§o§ are hvgc,’"

“Yes! There’ Plonhj of room to run around between
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the \/oﬁch(blo meohcé.“

We 9aHoPcal down the corridors, me ho!olin9 the ball
and Eijah holding Ellie-May’ hand. A< we passed
the labs, we heard lot¢ of noice and bv;ﬂing. Thig
was where dll the grown=ups weve, hfﬂinj to fix the
mayor fault. Some of the gronn-ups leaked ovt of
the door, hcao“ng back to their business, but | didnt
rca(lf] think abovt it at the time.

We raced into the greenhovée, onlﬂ to find that
all the other children in the oolonfj were there
ahfcaolﬂ. Some were Qlcippinﬁ, Some were §1LV0HM3
around or Flaﬂing with 1Lo:j§ on the floor. Letitia cat
with her other friends on the low wall around the
tomato bed. T_h% were makinﬂ fricnokhip bracelets.

“Lets Pl“ﬂ over there! | PoinJrcol in the oPFo€i+c
direction. We (ivioldﬂ decided wheve the 50&( would
be and took turng boing 306{!1@. The game didn’t
rca”f) work, though, d¢ the ball kept ﬂﬂing S0 hiﬂh
over ovr hedds o that we covldn’t even kick it

Thats when Elbah Qu%odool that we invent a new
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game called ‘Mar¢ Ball’. I+ was a good ideq but firct,

we had to do Some Qoicnﬁfio cxpcrimcm% to finol
ovt the bedt ruleg.

The rules that we decided to test firmL were:

it Amﬂonc can tovch the ball with their hands or
feet.

25 you puss the ball, it has to bounce on the
jlfovno[ at least once to be q valid puSS.

3. To Score ﬂoa(, you have to ¢hoot between two
3oal posts but the ball can g0 4s hiﬁh as you like.

We never ﬂof' 4 chance to hftj any other rules and

now, we never will.
“You’ll get in trouble if you bredic Qome’rhinﬁ,“ said a
voice from the pepper patch. It was Letitia. Shed

come over with her fricnok Jud to annoy. us.

“If you want to play, yov have fo ask Vliwlﬂl“ [ told her.
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i s 30001 Jrhing that | don’t want to F’“ﬂf then. |
don’t want fo get sent buack to Earth for breaking
§0M@H’1Mj.“

‘Could that rcalfﬂ happcn,?“ asked a worried Eljah. f
told him not to be Qi”ﬂ. Letitia WC(QJVQ’IL WiVlo“Vlﬂ v up.

We had Jué’r switched <o that Elj)ah was in joa!
with E”ic—/\/\aﬂ and | wag hfﬂing to score. That’s
when the gronn-ups ¢tarted to trickle into the
3Vccnhov§c.

[ wag Jralcinﬂ a free kick becavée E{Iic—l\/\aﬂ had
oavﬂ!fnL the ball before it bounced. | placed the bull
between the potuto patch and the herb bed, took d
few <teps buck, van at the ball and — SLAM!

The ball flew into the aiv, hiﬁh over the heads of
all the children, hiﬂh above the artichoke plants and
beanstalks. ..

...and crashed into one of the overhead lc(mpé
dqnﬂlinj from the roof. Little Picw; of lamp vained
over the 5Vocnhov§o and —
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SFLAT. The ball landed on a PmLoh of ri{)c melong.

Thats when a shadow fell over vs. I+ wag Elbah)é
mum, back from the emergency mooﬁng. She wasn’t
angry — she wa¢ rajing.

YoU THREE. GET OUT OF THE
GREENHOUSE, RIGHT THIS SECOND!

Her face wag dll scrvnched and twisted, and she
was Qhakinﬂ like leaves in a storm. We all <tared at
the 3rovnol as we shuffled from the ﬂrconhovgo.

[ don’t feel like Jrcl!inﬂ the rest of the §1L0V5.
fmaginc lot¢ more 56”?&49, unhappy grown-vps and
bcinj olra%ca( to offices bclonginﬂ o Scary PcoF!c
ﬂov’\/c never met before to discvss the Seriovgness
of brcakinﬂ d hoaﬁnﬁ lamp that the oofonﬂ velieg

on for food. Then, imaﬁinc bcing sent Q’I’Vﬂiﬁth o
bed and Qobbing into Your pillow for hours and hours
becavse 1ts NOT FAIR. lmajinc all of that and 50\/’!!
feel a fecnﬂ bit like | do now.
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IS THE MARS MISSION DOOMED TO FAIL?

g =

The cooling system failed due to a technical fault which went unnoticed
by researchers until temperatures had climbed too high to be remedied. A
warning echoed through the colony, calling all hands to the bio lab, but this
was not enough to save the samples.

“On Mars, any mistake can mean the difference between life and death,” said
Mona Silvera, one of the initial designers of the colony, which was founded
in 2044. “There are no easy fixes and no ready supplies of new materials or
replacement parts. The colony is 80% self-sufficient, but anything that cannot
be made locally - such as replacement cooler parts - must be shipped from
Earth. That can take months or even years.”

“There’s no need to despair.”

PUBLISHED 19™ SEPTEMBER 2060 - 17:56PM é
LEONA VENTURIS - SPACE CORRESPONDENT

In the biological experiment laboratory of the Marineris Colony, Mars, a
valuable soil sample has been lost. The loss was the result of a cooling system
failure within one of the labs. As a result, a number of microbial cultures were
destroyed when they experienced a rapid rise in temperature.

The most valuable sample was one collected from a cave at a 160km (100m)
distance from the Marineris Colony. Initial investigations had indicated that
the sample could potentially contain the first proof of life on Mars.

“It's a huge blow,” said Ava Harper, a biologist in the Marineris lab. “Having
recently joined the team of biological researchers here on Mars, I was itching
to get my microscope on this sample.”
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- Ava Harper

It is not the end of the Life on Mars project, however. Harper reassured the
Universe, “There’s no need to despair. Another expedition to the cave to
collect further evidence of life is already in the works. Watch this space.”

The failed cooling system wasn’t the only problem to beset the colonists,
as, in a separate incident, a greenhouse heating lamp was damaged beyond
repair, endangering the colony’s food supply. Colony officials have assured
The Morning Universe that current food supplies will be sufficient to keep the
colony fed until the arrival of the next supply ship.

. _____________________________________________________________________________________________________|
Because you read this

What foods would you take to Mars? Take our poll.
Inside the Marineris Colony - See the exclusive photos.
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Hello, JAZZ HARPER!

INBOX (3) . ‘
—— |5,
SENT ’ (4 . Sat 20 Nov, 13:25
MarsMail ’
1 ATTACHMENT
* & A

From: ELLEN SWEENEY (ellen.sweeney!9@marsmail.com)
Subject: Trouble in Paradise?

Dearest Jazz,

Oh dear. | hear that there’s been trouble up at the colony and
that you were caught in the middle of it. I'm sure that you're in
the doghouse now but - and don’t tell your mum this — | know

exactly how you feel!

It takes me back to my very first expedition in 2021. | was young
- still studying for my first university degree, in fact - and |
had the opportunity to visit Eqypt. On the first night, the team
heard of a group of burrowing sand cats. Naturally, they decided
to set off immediately to make observations because, at that
time, the species was considered threatened by the expansion of

human settlements.

Well, | grabbed my hat and was tying my bootlaces when the
leader of the expedition, @ man named Dr Fitzpatrick, stopped
me. He told me that | was to wait at the camp while the ‘grown-
ups’ got on with their jobs. Of course, | protested. | was nineteen
and | hadn’t come all this way just to wait at camp. However, Dr
Fitzpatrick insisted that, as the most junior member of the team,

that was my role. They’d report their findings when they were back.

| watched the party tramp away over the sand dunes - and then
| sprang into action. | zipped up the tents and packed away our
dinner (to stop the scorpions finding it) and | was away, over the

dunes as fast as my legs could carry me!

Before | knew it, the sand cats’ burrows were in sight. | lay in the
dunes with my notebook as the cats crept out for their dusk hunt.
Sand cats are similar in size to domestic cats, with sand-coloured
fur, brown stripes and tufty ears. As | observed these sand cats
going about their business, | noticed that they were not Like other
sand cats | had seen. They had paler stripes and redder fur and

their ears were slightly larger. | took photos and made detailed
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ok notes, then hurried back to camp, hoping to return before the Gran
rest of the group.
.

| knew, as soon as | crested the last dune, that | was in
i trouble. The pack containing most of our food supply was
hanging open and the mouth crawled with insects who had

arrived for a tasty meal.

| charged down the dune and snatched up the food bag but it was
too late. Half the contents had been nibbled by hungry beetles.
When the rest of the party returned, | was in such enormous

trouble for abandoning my post and | was immediately sent away

r_—_

to fetch replacement supplies, so there was no chance of joining

in the rest of their expedition.

It just goes to show that even the smallest job, Like Looking after

the food, can be absolutely crucial to the success of a mission.
(& ATTACHMENT: EGYPT.JPG
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Sol 104, Mars Year 5F for a few hours and ¢he’ll tell me all abovt it when
she 9@1@ back.

Dear Diar:j,

| asked if | could see the dliens once shed
Mum came home 'f’odaﬂ with Some Super—duper, brovﬂh'f' one back to the oolonﬂ. She ¢miled and
amazing, exciting news... caid. We'll cec.”

She’ ﬂoinj on a migsion to find ALIENS. Redl-[ife
Martiang! From Mars! Which i€ the whole veason we
came to thig planmL in the fird’ Pfaocf

She doesn’t have to go very far. Appqrcnﬂﬂ, there
dre Some caves on!nj 30km from the w!onﬂ where
the conditions are Vi9h+ for Martian life. Just
think, we migh% be !i\/ing only 30km away from

a Martian oH‘ﬂ,’ [t makes Senge, Vcd”lj. We live
undcrﬂrovnol to d’aﬂ safe from the sun So | bet
Martiang have to as well.

| acked if | could g0 and Mum gaid no. | asked if it
was becavse | wag grounded (I am <till grovnded...
Poggiblﬂ for the next och’h/Vﬂ) but Mum <aid that
the redson | couldn’t wuas becavse onhj she wag 30?;43
— ¢he¥ q onoia{igﬁ you See. She will onlﬂ be gone
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Sol 106, Mars Year 5F
Dear Diar:j,
Unbelievable! Incredible! And <o, <o, SO unfuirl

Today, | went to ¢chool ag vsval — I'm still allowed
to 40 to ¢chool — cxPcdrinﬂ it to be a normal $chool
dlay: normals mathg, normal F/nj!iéh, novmal babb!ing

from Elbah about rocks or black holes on one ¢ide,
and normal Letitia loolcinj Smug on the other.

When we arrived, Mg Kay clapped her hands and
Said gomc’rhinj very NOT normall

“I have an annovncement — a Special Surprise. Today,
we're 30?;/13 on d field hfi{).’ We're 30?;«5 ovtside!”

[ couldn’t believe it Fma”ﬂ, | would get the chance
fo explore and be a REAL adventurer on a REAL
adventvre {ookin9 for REAL dliens. | was o excited
that | could deC(ﬂ it ¢till. | kept hoVering up and
down in my c/hairJ'vﬁL Wc(iﬁng for Mg Kaﬂ to tell vg
to 90 and grab ovr bagQ
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The classroom wag filled with chatter. Clearly,

[ wagn’t the on(f] one who wus excited for thig
adventure. E!D‘ah nWag bcaming and oha#oring about
\/i§iﬁn9 Ofﬂmpvg Mong. [ told him that wherever we
were 30?;43, wed better be on the lookout for dlien!

Once everyone had fina”ﬂ settled down, Mg Kay
told vs that we would be goinﬂ to look dt the
lichen fields that were bcing F!cm'f’cd ovt in the
‘/a”(/i']' She told v that these were a valvable food
Sovrce and would bcgin the process of ohanginj
Marg’ atmosphere So that it had more oxygen and
le<s carbon dioxide. Eventually, it covld make Marg’
atmosphere breathable for humang.

OK, So it wasn’t Olympug Mong or alicm—hvnﬁng, but
it wasn’t bad either.

Mg Kaﬂ told the clags to line up bfj the door a¢ we
needed to ﬂmL ovr Mar¢ guitg. Elj)'ah and | pelted
towards the door but, as we 30% there, Mg K“j put
hev hands on ovr ¢hovlders.

“Not You two.
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All my haPPinGQQ leaked ovt ﬂwovgh my toes.

“You didn’t think that [d be ’h{kinﬂ You with me
after what happened in the greenhouse last week,
did ﬂov?" F/{UGWQ face had gone Viﬂiol but Mg Kaﬂ
continved. ‘| need to be able to trvst every Qinﬁlc
pupil whom [ take ovtSide and [ am afraid that, after
your reckless behaviovy, | Qimplﬂ cannot trust you
both to behave. You will be oloinﬂ odd Jobé drovnd the
oolonﬂ. Your firdJob i$ in the communications room.

We watched the rest of the clags bounce anay,
babbﬁng happilﬂ. Before ﬂoing round the corner and
ovt of Sight, Leftitia gave v$ one last look — the
§mvﬂﬁc§+ look. that ¢he could muster. | felt like
rvrming after hev and 9ivinj her a piece of my mind.
[+ wouldn’t have been worth it though — | knew
that 1d onlg 3@% info more trouble. | ook a deep
breath in and !ong breath ovt and hrvdgool in the
opposite direction with Elbah.

‘(/\/\aﬂbq when we get to the communications room,
Pl be allowed fo write the end of my ﬁmc—ﬁq\/cl!ing
wizards Q?Lorfj," said Eijah. He wag ofcarlﬂ ﬁfﬂinﬂ
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to ¢ee the blfiﬂh'f‘ side but, to be honest, even he
didn’t sound very hoFcfv{.

Once in the communications room, we had to Sort
anfough a pile of old tech. OVVJOb was to V”+“”§lc the
wires and see if any of them still worked. On the
oo!onfj, no)rhinﬂ s thrown anay because regovrces dre So
scarce that if anﬂfhing can be revsed, it will be.

[t was dvll work — SERIOUSLY dull work. The
onli,] fun moment was when Efijah found gome ﬂo%!c;
that made him look like an alien scientist. A grown-
vp tfold vg that Jrhoﬂ were d V@a”ﬂ old invention: «
VR headset or §on/|c+hinﬂ.

“Do you remember on the Arﬂo,“ | asked, ohvo[cinj

q Fair of ancient hcad{;honcg into the box of broken
equipment, “When we didn’t have to go o school and
we Pfafjcol computer games all the time?”

“And you always won at Galary Racers and | always
won at Alien Tusk Force,” said Eijah, 1Lap(>inj every
key on d kbtjboqral to make Sure that Hf\@ﬂ all
worked. “Yeah.
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We both Qiﬂhool.

After that, we went to the laundry room. We had

to ¢ort ﬂnrovgh donations of clothes that Fcop(c had
grown ovt of or left behind. Some needed Waéhinﬂl
Some needed ironinﬂ and Some needed to be cut vp

and made into ;omoﬂqinﬁ else becavse Jrhcﬂ had too

many holes.

‘Do you remember when we were on the Arﬂo,“
asked Eijah, ironinj another bciﬂc T=shirt, “when
we only had to change our clothes three times
edqch month?”

“And we never had to do any Iaunolrf],?“ [ added,
’H’\VOWiVIﬂ a bag of chHﬂ clothes into « Wd@hinﬂ
machine. We both Qiﬂh@d.

The lagt Job was the worst: ooolcroaoh—éholfing. We
were ﬁi\/cn a bowl filled with dead cockroaches that
needed to have their headds, Icgé and shells taken off
before Hf\c:j could g0 into +oni3h1”§ curvy, Cockyodch
curvy i¢ deliciovg but vanﬂ off their !cgg, heads and
shells ig cnovgh fo put anyone off caﬁnﬂ it ever again.
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“Do You vemember on the Arﬂo when we vsed to
have no—hands eating competitions?” | said, crunching
4 cockroach shell with my fingcr and thumbnailg.

“And we ate burritos for every meal," Elijah <aid,
ﬂﬂrovvinj cockrodch medt into the curvy Pof

We both éiﬁhe/ol.

After the cockrodches, we wiashed ovr hands for
about ten minvtes to 5c+ all the cockroachiness off
and headed back to the classroom. It wasn't lonj
before the rest of the class arrived and Hqcnj were
even more excited than when Hf\@ﬂ left.

“We can the lichen fic!olé.’“
“And the irriﬂaﬁon éﬂﬁcm for vva+crin9 W

“Soon, there will be a whole farm and they'll be
able to grow other crops as well)

E\/crﬂonc settled down at their tubles o that Mg
Kaﬂ covld 9i\/c ovt any 6Vlol—-of—-ol()(ﬂ notices.

121



Letitia wag the lagt to QTLOP Mlking. “IPm ¢o glaol that
we ﬂmL to do that. 115 Vcallﬂ 93\/0;/1 me d taste for
what it’ll be like fo be a REAL explorer on Mars.
55 the Way, was dnyone else 5i\/cn a4 Souvenir by

one of the scientists?” From ovt of her pocket, she
fetched a larﬂo lvmp of red Marg rock inside d
cleay, plastic case.

Elj)'ah looked like he wug 9oinﬂ o cry. Letitia
turned to me. “How wug Your olcuj of drvdﬂcrﬂ? l
hope that You found it fun,' she <aid, f!iolcinﬂ hev
long hair over her choulder. "Doinﬂ odd Jobg s the
onlﬂ way that 5ov’rc ever 3oinﬂ to be vseful on Mars.
lmaginc Pcoplo like You bcing alloned ovt on the
surface to cxplorcf" She lavgh@ol orvc”n.

At the fime, | just wanted fo make her shut up, but
the more | think about i, the more determined |
feel. | have to do §omc+hinﬂ.

Cll show Letitia. We've 3oinﬂ to be better Mars
ch!orcVQ than her. We're 3oin§ to be the mogt
famovg cxPlorcrg on the whole P!ano’r... and | know
oxaoﬂﬂ how we're 5oinﬂ to do it
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Sol 115, Mavs Year 57
Greetings, future diary veadevs/

This is Eli\’)ah, reporting for duty onte movre. Jazz has
designated me sevibe of our top—seevet mission and | take
the resyonsibili{:\/ very seviously, even though it's very
difficult to write while wearing a spacesuit. What follows
is, as always, a true and faithful account of events —
events which have led us to a very interesting point — but
let us stavt from the beginning.

The sol began when Jazz avrived at my door just after
breakfast. [t's Satursol so [ was still in my pyjamas. She had
an explorer hat on her head and a bulging backpack on her
back. “We have a top—seeret mission,” she said. “Get dressed.”

| 9ot dressed as fast as | eould and told my pavents that
[ was off to ?Iay with Jazz. E“ie—-May wanted to tome,
too, but Jazz said that the game we were playing would
be too stary for hev.

[ asked Jazz what our mission tonsisted o‘p as she d\ra%ed
me along the torridors.
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“We’ve undereover agents on a quest to find veal-life
aliens,” she whispered. She smiled and waved as some
grown—ups walked past in the other divection. “We mustn’'t
aet Susyitiousl\/ or we'll be ‘Cound out. Come on, we haven't
9ot long before the buggy leaves.”

Obviously, | knew vight away that we'd be perfect for this
mission. A‘(:‘{:e\r all, | know all about Martian vrotks and
Jazz knows all about adven‘[:wing ‘(:rom hev gran — not

to mention Jazz's vating skills and my talent at sneaking
into alien envivonments to investigate strange lifeforms.
We learn{: aIl {:ha{: in {:he Fun Zone on ‘H\e syacecraac'l:,
playing Galaxy Racers and Alien Task Force.

[ followed Jazz until we go{: to the equi?men{: room.
“I£ anyone asks, we've been sent to do extra thoves,”
said Jazz as she pushed open the door. | laughed at how
seviously she was taking her game.

The equipment room was deserted. The blue spacesuits
hung from their vacks, just like they had after we'd
tleaned and vepaived them many sols ago. The suits looked
eevie and soulless with their blank helmets and dangling
limbs. The air had the distinctive egay smell of Mars soil.
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Jazz tlosed the door behind us with a snap and explained
the next s‘cage of our ?lan.

“The Mars buggy is in a big hangar outside the airlock.
I-(: we want to 90 out theve, we'll need to wear syac:esui{:s,

otherwise... we'll... we'll explode!”

| tried to explain to Jazz that ‘explode’ was probably
the wrong word as You would be more |i|(e|\/ to freeze on
Mars than anything else, but Jazz gave me a look like she
didn't need my hel\?.

“Well, whatever the reason,” she said, “we tan't g0 on our
{',o\?—-secre'(: mission if we've not wearing s?aCesuifs. ‘/ou've
shorter than me so 'll let you have the very smallest if
You like.”

My stomath did a somersault and my heart started to
beat a little quicker than before.

“You... You mean we've veally putting them on? Are you
sure that we've allowed?” | asked.

Jazz volled her eyes. “We've just trying them on, for
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now. Anyway, it’s training for when we've famous Mavs
stientists and get to 9o on expeditions whenever we like.”

| suspeeted that if an adult caught us, we might still get

in trouble, even if we weve )us‘[: trying. However, | veally

wan’ced '[:o be yrepared 1co\r when | am d ‘camous scien{:is{:.

[t takes ages to get into a spacesuit. Theve are lots of
‘H\ings that need to be care‘(:u“\/ sealed up so that You
absolu{:el\/, de‘:ini{:d\/ can't die. Then, You need to attach
the elettronic yack. [t hangs over Your shoulders and
straps around your waist, and it's veally heavy. This is the
device that filters oxygen out of the atmosphere and
monitors temperature and radiation when researthers g0
out on the suwcace o‘c Mavs. We learnt all about how to
use the spacesuits and why we need them before we set

off for Mars bu{: | hadn'{: had a ¢hante to '{'x\/ one \/e‘l:-

The longer we struggled with our suits, the more |
wondeved what would ha\?Pen i‘c any grown—ups caugh{ us.
Although my nerves weve {:izzing, Jazz kept saying things
like, “Ave you all present and corvect, Lieutenant Eli\')ah?
Ready for launch in T—minus ten minutes. Those aliens
won't know what hit ‘em.”
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Somehow, this made me feel better.

Onte we had our suits on, Jazz stuffed two of the silvery
ponthos into her backpaek in case of vadiation. She tried
to jam her explover hat on top of her helmet but it
wobbled like it would fall off at any moment. She detided
to leave it behind. Then, she said that it was time to get
in the Mars bugay and she marched out of the equipment
voom and down the deserted torridor, stopping outside
the airlock doors.

| van after her. “Wait, Jazz! You mean, we've veally going
outside?”

“Yev‘"

M\/ knees {:\remHed and, For a momen‘[:, , ‘Ehough{: that l
might need to sit down. “On the surface of Mavs?”

“Uh=huh.”
“Without a 5\rown-—u??"

“That’s the plan.”
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[t suddeh|\/ dawned on me that this wasn't one of Jazz's
ordinary games. The nevves that had been slowly fizzing
away started to tremble more violently. | was willing

to play along in the spacesuit — but this! This would
absolu'{:el\/ land us in @ whole world of trouble. | s{:ruggled
to keep my voice from shaking. “We've definitely not
allowed,” | stammeved.

“Aven’t You fed wp, E|ijah? We've alwa\/s stuek inside,
tleaning spacesuits and shelling cotkroaches and learning
stiente from textbooks — when the whole of Mavs is right
‘H\ere_’ Th\rough those doors! And ever\/one's had a ehante
to see it except for us — even Letitial Don't you want
to 90 out there? Just onte? This tould be the biggest
adventure of our L|VES!”

Th\rough my worries, [ Pic{:wed it: me and Jazz, side b\/ side,
strolling atvoss the ved votk of Mars towards the distant
mountains. l did want to 90 outside very muth. | mean, it
would only be what everybody else was allowed to do...

When we got to the airlock, theve was a keypad to get
through and neither of us knew the ¢ode. We stood theve,
dvessed up with nowhere to 90. Our mission seemed to be
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over before it had properly begun.

“Curses!” said Jazz. Her voice was muffled through
her helmet.

Tha{: was when | s?o{:‘[:ed some{:hing. “|1C You |oo|( a£ {:he
numbers, some of them are vubbed off like 'l:he\/'ve been
pressed loads of times,” | said. “Look — four, two and
zevo ave move faded than the vest.”

l knew ins{:ah‘U\/ wha‘[: we had '{:o do. Jazz 9gave me a ?ieée
of paper from her diary and a pencil, and | wrote down
every ?ossible tode «‘,ombina‘[:iova, like this:

402 240 041

420 204 024

There were only six possibilities.

“We get three guesses before it sets off an alarm,”
Jazz said.

| staved at her in disbelief.
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“What?” She shrugged. “| might have tried to get into
*H\e |abs ad COuyle o‘(: nigH:s 33°’ ‘H\a‘[:,s a|l."

| veminded Jazz that most o-(: the ¢todes had fow
numbers and Jazz just said that perhaps this one was less
seture. That didn't sound lil(el\/ to me.

She ‘[:\/Ped in the ‘Firs‘t number on my list: 4’02..
Nothing happened.

She started to ?w\ch in the numbevrs aga’m. As soon as
she Pressed one bu‘H:on, {:he keyyad buz.z.ed and ‘(‘,wned
\red, as ‘H\ough an intorvett S‘Ering o‘c (:ow digi‘{:s had

been enteved.

[t didn't make sense. There weve only three buttons that
had the numbers vubbed off but the keypad seemed to

wah‘(: ‘Fow. For a momeh'l:, we weve boﬂ\ S‘Eum\?ed-

I'm not b\ragging but |'m the one who worked it out.
I've got a strategic mind, you see! Anyway, | vealised
what it meant qui{:e quickl\/: one of the numbers had
to be used twice.
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This was a disaster. We only had two guesses left and we
had no idea what the possibilities were now. | vacked my
brains for some significant number that would let us get
'U\\rough the airlock.

That was when we heavd footsteps — footsteps which
weve getting louder and louder. They were heading in our

divection.
BEEP!

| whirled avound to see \)azz., ‘Eongue ou'{:, ?um‘,hing in
anoﬂ\er COde-

As the keyyad buzzed and turned ved again, it hit me —
2044 The year the colony was founded. | dived for the
l(e\/?ad and punthed it in. With a hiss, the airlock doors

o?ened- | 5\rabbed Jazz's arm and jumyed into the airlock.

With the press of a button, the doors ¢tlosed behind us.

Standing in the small space, Jazz gazed at me in
admivation (| think — it was hard to tell ‘H\\rough her
visor) and gave me a high—five. She pressed a second
button, and the airlock o?ened-

134

Theve it was: Mavs.

Jazz and | took a few tentative steps outside. The votky, ved
ground trunched beneath our heavy space boots. The sun was

a small, eold speck in an amber sky. This was unlike anything
that | had ever seen before. The ved landseape stretehed out
for miles and miles without a tree or plant in sight. At home, |
would often look out at the Pa‘[:t.hwov-k fields and see the bivds
ﬂi‘H:ing avound in the blue sl(y, but heve, there was no‘u\ing to
break up the vast, ved plains. Seeing Mavs from the greenhouse
in the t’.olon\/ was one ‘H\ing, but to aC‘[:uall\/ be ou{:Side,
surrounded b\/ 3 sed o£ orange, was b\rea{:h‘[:aking.

Before us was the vacant landing pad, eoveved in a thin
toating of ved dust. To the left stood the white dome of the
greenhouse and the steaming funnels of the water treatment
facility; to the right, the humming oxygen plant and the squat
hangar wheve they keep the Mars buagy.

[ bent down to ins?ec{: the strata in the \rocky 5row\d but
Jazz was im?a‘[:ien{:l\/ ?u"ing me towards the hangar- “Come on,
explorer.” Her voice taught me by surprise as it vattled out from
the speakers inside my helmet. “The Mavs buggy is this way.”
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| asked if she planned on driving the buggy but she veassured me (which is just one of the silvery ponchos).
that she just wanted to see inside.
Now, she says that we've approaching a Martian city. [t has

There was no tode on the hangar entrance. After all, no one domes and towers and whizzing things in the sky. Jazz says
could geJc out heve without ‘(:i\rs‘{: ge‘H:ing ‘[:h\rough the aivloek. that the Martian Police are toming to ge{: us and to S‘bo?
We evept into the hangar with Jazz keeping a careful wateh writing betaus

for aliens. As soon as we weve sure that the toast was tlear, we

van for the Mavs bugay.

Imagine a tross between a ‘Fow—b\/-—‘(:ow and a Jumbo 3e£=
that’s the Mars bugay. There's a button on the side that
makes the door open up like a wing. [nside, theve is a pilot seat,
a dashboard o‘c buttons and dials, and a streen and mino?hone
to tommunicate with base. Then, in the back, there’s a storage
space for |u5333e and equi?men{:-

That's wheve |'m si{:‘[:ing rigH: now, with Jazz's backyack (whieh
is mosﬂ\/ Lull of wavm sotks). Jazz is in the -(:ron‘[:, ?la\/ing at
being an explorer. She’s twiddling the steering wheel and hitting
the buttons — don't worry, they've not doing anything because
the power is turned off. Sometimes, she Lells me that she's
sighted an alien and | stop writing to help her 9o and capture
it and bring it back to the Mars bugay. Jazz holds the
tranquiliser aun (it’s a strewdriver veally) and | hold the net
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Sol 115, Mars Year 57, late af nigh’r
Diarﬂ, thig 1§ Juzzl

SO MUCH hag happcncol Since Ewah Q%oppcal WV;’HVIﬂ. f
don’t even know where 1o ¢tart

We were playing at being arrested by dlien police in
Marstropolis when, §udolcnlf], the door to the hangar
opened and the ;vnﬁﬂhf glared inside. There, in the
oloowvc(ﬂ, ¢tood three fijvrcg with horrible blve ¢kin and
enormovs hedds.

Elbah nas babb!ing away in the {"ﬁf}“ﬂ"/ compar-tment
abovt whether Martians would have the same lans ag
humang. | higsed at him 1o be (tvimL. Hi¢ head poppet up
from the buck. When he <aw the fiﬂvrcgl he ¢tarted to
breathe very @/io[dﬂ.

“Oh 1o, oh no, oh no, oh no!" he 36((7(7!@01. “We are ﬂoing
fo be oaughf We are 301&43 to be in o much trovble.
T%ci,) are joinﬁ fo arvest vs. T%Cﬂ are joinﬁ fo throw ¢
off the planet — | haven't even seen O!ﬂmpvc Mong 5@’[’_’
Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh no.
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[ shushed him.

We tried not to move too much. We didnt want to
be potted. Then, the figvrcé huddled ’Il’Oﬂ@'H’ICV and |
took my chance o ledp info the buck with Elgah. He
W th\/crinﬂ.

“Don’t WOVVﬂ/)‘ | aid, rubbing him on the buck to
calm him down. “H’;J’vd My mum and Some of her
scientist buddies. ﬂqctj dre much too bvg:j to notice
that we are even here. TBalaﬂ’é the daﬂ Mum’s 301}/\5
!oo(cinﬂ for aliens.

ﬂbah’é eyes went wide with chi(/. He had worked out
my plan.

| hadnt told Hijah EVERYTHING, but | didn’t cxaaﬂﬂ
lie. | fold him that we weren't 3oin§ o drive the bugw,
and that wag trve. Mum wag the driver. ﬂjah i very
Sensible, yov See — sometimes, he too sengible. | knew
that the onlf] way fo gd him info the Marg buﬂf}'j] nwas fo
convince him that it wag just pretend. However, it wugn't
prefend at dll Taolarj wis the olalj that My mum wag Qc%ﬁng
off fo find dliens and we were 30?&43 with herl
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The buggy door opened and one of the rubbery, blve
people Swung themselves inside. | could tell bﬂ the
familiar way in which she moved that ¢he wag my
mum. She b@g(m fo press buttons on the koﬂpaol inside
the craft

‘We've checked the b“ﬂﬂﬂ over. She’ in perfect
health,” said one of the blve—uited people ovtside. Their
voices fizzed ﬂ’nfovgh o helmet speakers ag Hf\ci,]
came within range of v$, and | clamped my movth ghvt
¢o that +h65 nwouldn't know that we were there.

‘1% a short trip," suid the other, “but we'll be on the
end of the line if Yov need vg."

“I yust hope that | can remember how o drive,” Mum
Joked, strapping herself in. The door dlammed ¢hvt and
the b"ﬁjﬂ onﬂinc hummed into life. Thi¢ wag it: our lagt
chance fo own vp and fo 90 back. inside to the cofonﬂ
where cx/cri,]%hing would be safe and normal and borinﬂ.

Letitial $mug face gnam in my mind. | kept my movth
shut. If we confessed now, wed be put on the first
vocket back to Earth. Thi¢ was ovw onlﬂ chance to
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prove that we weve real explorers, st like Gran.
Excitement and nevves bubbled like lava in my stomach.,

The (arjo door in front of the hangar volled open.
Offioial—éovnolinﬂ voicel cviackled over the vudio again.

“Fuel tanke: full. Weather conditions: b!vdcrﬂ. Ri¢k of
dust ¢torm: five per cent”

Mum flicked switches and twiddled knobs. The hum
of the cnﬂinc turned into Q%caolﬂ ohvg. With « 3rvmblo
and a lvreh, the bv-g_% was off, ovt of the hanﬁar into
the cold Marg Qvnliﬂwr. Elbaht hand ﬂriPPool mine. |
Squeezed hi¢_fingers through our thick spice 3[0\/%, to
vedassure him.

We drove for AGES. E{th and | covldnt ¢ee much
becdvse we were crovched in the bick behind the
shutter. We could onhj see 4 Slice of the dashboard
and a sliver of windscreen. At firet, it wug in%crcgﬁnﬁ
fo watch the Mars Soil roll past but, after a while, it
ij very boring. Dvg’hj orange vocks were Scattered in
every divection. Even the div tram ride to Grans flat
Was$ more ini’crogﬁng. At least there were trees and
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bviloﬁnjé and Pcop!c o look. at ag 1‘%@{1 flew Paé’r.

The Jovrne/ﬂ seemed to tuke howrs and hours... and
thats becavse it did. | covld ¢ee the clock on Mum
dashboard. When we set off, it <aid 11:31 and when
we drvived, it said 13:45. The whole time, she wag
1L0(H<in3 back and forth with her team at the oolomj.
Their voices were r/raolc!ﬂ and hard fo make ovt but
Mum kept gi\/inﬂ updates about where we were.

“Thirteen kilometres north-east of Marineris and
Qkir’rinﬂ some cyvuters”

“In five kilometres, | have a clear voute dhead of me.”

‘Nineteen kilometres north, north-east and approdching
Steep Violﬂc. Pve ¢till 30% +hrcc~(tvar+cr§ of a tank o I'm
3oinﬂ fo 93\/6 it Some vvclfﬂ." Wed onfﬂ travelled o few
kilometves and it fook forever becavée the bvj% had to
40 Qfovvhj over the vneven tervuin.

At lust we arvived Somewhere ﬂ{oon/ltj and (fVimL' Mum
d’oPPcal the bv%ﬂ with « Jcr{c. “Pve reached my
destination 1Lhir+5—+vvo kilometres from buse. I'm abovt to
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descend into the cave and collect the sample. | ghould
report back within three hours, over”

“Com“ ¢aid the distorted voice over the vadio. There
was bocp and then <ilence.

The b”ﬂﬂﬂ gave 4 deep rumble and b@ﬂan o ﬁcnﬂﬂ Shake.
Efj)ah and | held ovt ovr arms and tried 1o ¢tabilice
ovrselves as the bv%:j bcﬂan tfo J'vdolcr. Thats when

[ vealised that it wag lovvcrinj v$ donn info a cave.
After a few moments, the buggy steadied itself and
came to d QJroF. Mum vno(ippcol herself from her ¢eat
and made her way fo the door. With a clunk, the buggy
door Swung vp and Mum leapt ovt. We heard her Q)rcaolf]
breathing fading anay a5 she walked anay from vs, and |
knew that it wag <afe to tulk.

[ ¢hook Efgaht arm. “Thig ¢ ow chance!l We have to
follonw Mum <o that we can help her to capture dlien
life. We can’t let her face them dlone.”

We scurried from the buggy, our bootg Hf\vdolinﬂ on the
olvdﬂ 5rovnol.
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The bvj% was parked inside a cave Vlojrhing like
the caves on Edarth. [t was more like a crater dag
the Qunﬁghf streamed in from the larﬂc hole above
ovr hedads. The floor wug made of vab{j red <oil
and the wiullg were rovgh. Jaﬂjool tooth—¢hapes hvnﬂ
from the roof.

“Look,” EHijah whispered. “That means that theve must
have been lava here, once.

“Shhhh!" | guid at once. “What if the dliens hear vg —

or even worse, Mum¢”

ln one hand, Mvm wug holo“nﬁ 4 Strange piece of
equipment with d long metal vod and a Small digplay, and
in the other, she held a torch. A tronel and a Jar hung
from her belt. We waited wntil Mum wag ncarlﬂ ovt

of ¢l iﬁh‘f‘ before we crept affer her. F/x/crﬂ S0 often,
She stopped and p!ungcol the metdl vod into the 3VOUVIOI.
Edach time, we froze, hardly daring to breathe until she
sturted mwinﬁ again. [ wondered if the metul vod wug
Some kind of Martian—¢engor.

Mvm went olcopor and olocpcr info the cave until
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o\/crﬂﬂf\ing WS oomleLo(ﬂ black. [t wug c@rilﬂ (lvimL
nside my helmedt. | ﬂViPPcd my Sevewdriver and
¢trained My edrs Poinﬂogglﬂ — Sound doesn’t travel far
in the atmosphere here and dll | covld hear wag E@aht
P(miokcol brcaﬂf\inj — but what if aliens had Super—
hcarinj_? Férhapé Martians couvld ¢ee n the dark and
thats why they didnt mind Ii\/inﬂ in caves... Ferhaps
we were at the entrance of an vnolcrgrounol (’th]! Mum
didn’t ¢eem 1o be oarrﬂing 1Lran@/iﬁ€cr darts OR 4 net:
[ wagn't sure how <he wug 30?;/15 to collect an dlien with
J'vc‘f a torch and a trowel.

We followed Mum for hours. A(H"’\Oklﬂh [ didn’t have
clock or watch, | felt qure that we had been ovtside
of the bu%f] for lonjcr than we had been 1Lra\/c”inj in
it Mum didn’t turn back once — she wag lost in her
work. Her torch beam shone on the cave walls, which
3(owool deep crimson. In her wake, | ingpected them
for dlien §5mbo!§ and the floor for three—toed footprints
or Qﬁ’('hcrfnﬂ tracks.

[ was So bvéﬂ loo[cinj around at the cave for Qigng of
alien life that, at first, | didn’t notice how Strangely
Mum wis adrinﬂ. She wug §+umblin3 over her onwn
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foo+§+o(>§ and she bounded off one cave wull and onto
the other. She wug th(ldng \/iofcnﬂﬂ. Then, she fell
forwarolg onto her knees.

[ tried fo race over to her and see if she wag OK but
Eijah grabbed my arm and, a5 we watched, we saw
what she wug oloinﬂ. She wis §ora(>in3 at the 3Vovnol
with her tronel. She poured d trickle of red dust into
the Jar at her waist and wag J'vé‘f écafing it up when
she Slumped fo the Side againd‘ the cave wall.

“Whats happoning?“ asked Elj)'ah.
i it 4o find out

“Mum!™ | ﬂ@”@ol, and | van to wheve ¢he {“f]' [ ¢hook
her Shoulder.

‘Oh, have You come o rescve me?” che <aid, in a Slow,
woozy voice, ‘It very warm. | didn’t know that Marg
wa$ So warm. 'm 301&49 to tuke off my spacesuit” With
that, she redached vp fo unclip her helmet.

“‘Nol" | 5@”@01 and | ﬂrabbcd her hands. “You'll die if You
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do that. Mars i€ oo cold and theves not cnovﬂh owgen.
Elj)ah, hclP."

Luckily, Mum isn't very big, even for a grown—vp. Eijh
took. her feet and | ook her hovlders and we carvied
her from the cave. Mum had gone dll floppy and wag still
babblinﬁ. The way in which ¢he wug bcha\/inj reminded
me of éomdhing...

[t took. an age to 3@1L Mum back to the bv%i,] and
we Pvffcol and panted the whole Way. We opened up
the back and loaded her ingide. 55 then, she had
QJroPPool th\/crinﬂ.

Suoloicnfﬂ, [ remembered. ‘H i/]po—miﬁhfia_’“ | cried.
E!Uah looked baffled.
“That ’H’liVIﬁ when you 5o+ V@d”ﬂ cold!" | explained.

He caid that it wag 'h:ijLhcrmia' and | cxPlaincol what
Gvan had told me.

‘It means that che’s too cold | didn’t Say that, if we
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weren't (iviok_, ¢he covld die — | didn’t want to even
THINK about that. “We need fo warm her vp, but not
too civioklﬂ. Grab my big — 1t full of cocks

“What abovt the <ilver Ponohog,?“ Said E{Dah, flinﬂinj my
bag over. “If we turn the ponchos ingide ovt, her body
heat will be rveflected buck at her o that che warms
up instead of gcﬁ”inj colder and colder’”

‘Ferfect!” | chovted. “Wrap her middle first ¢o that
she warmg from the inside ovt. We shovld 3@% the
onﬁinc anninj, too.”

The ¢creen showed that the bu%f])é temperuture

hadl dropped to ~4°C- but Elj)'ah and | covldn’t feel it.
Elbc(h suid that the heat of the anﬂina Should warm vp
the bv%ﬂ. He cx()!aincol that mumg Qpaocgvh”g hcqﬁng
VCﬁV{C(’ILOV Qﬂﬁ"om must be broken or she wouldnt have
3o+ So cold. When he ingpected the wires on the front,
he found the tiniest QP!iJr In one of the wire cages.

“T%ci,)’rc meant fo be checked and dovble—checked
before every mission! My Movstache <aid col” Ag | said
it | remembered with a 1Lwin§o of 3vil+ how fed vp [d
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been JUQ'f‘ o!@cminﬂ three of those quits. If I'm ever on
wire~checking duty in the futvre, Il be extra careful,
even if itS the most borinﬂ J'ob in the world. But there
was no time fo dwell on that: Mum needed help NOW.

feat 90," [ said, Pvéhing Efbah fonards the pilot ceat.

ﬂbah’é fuce went dll Wobbfﬂ and hig eves went So wide
that | covld ¢ee how white ﬂf\cﬂ were even 'H’\VOUﬂh
the dark jlaéé of hi¢ helmet. ‘Me? But... I'm rubbich at
Culaxy Racers’

15 trve. E!ba!n i oompldrolﬂ rubbich at @a!axﬂ Racers.

Duzz" Mums weak voice crodked over the rumble of
the buggus engine. Udzz, it i time for bed now, olarfing.“

There was no time 1o lose. Mvm was <till in ol(mjcr and
[ needed to ﬁ@% her to Qafcﬁj.

“rll pilot the bu%f] back fo Marinerig (/o(omj. vt
keep Mum warm. And don’t let her go to dleep,
whatever Yov do. We wunt 1o keep her consciovs $o
that we can tell if she i Warminﬂ vP."
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l !oafﬁ info the PHmL ¢eat: ﬂbah had alroaolfj Started up
the cnﬂino o that all | had 1o do wug 9@% the bvg_%
MO\/Mﬂ. | pressed button after button but noi’hiﬂg Seemed
to happen. | had to 3c+ thig %inﬂ Movinﬂ or Mum wug
goinﬁ to be in even more trovble. After hfﬂing a few
more buttons, | redlised that theve wus a pedal on the
floor. Thi¢ HAD to workl

Fro%inﬂ the pedl li'c}hﬂﬂ, with the very tip of my
toes, | held my breath dg the buggy began to move
forwards. glowllj, we rumbled over the rocky ground.
| experimented with the §1Lcorinﬁ wheel, Jorlcing it
thig way and that. Then, | revwed the onginc and we
Shot vp ovt of the cave and over the rocky landscape,
fo!lowinﬁ the bv%ﬂ trucks in the dust,
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Radio Transcript - Valles Marineris
Sol 115, Mars Year 57

Marineris Base:

Dr Ava Harper, have you returned to the buggy?
over.

Unknown:

Yeah, she’s in the cargo hold. Elijah is looking
after her.

Marineris Base:

I don’t understand. Who is in the cargo hold?
Over.

Unknown:

My mum. Dr Ava Harper This is Jazz. Don’t
worry, she’s getting better.

Marineris Base:

To be clear, we are speaking to Jazz Harper, the
daughter of Ava Harper? Over.

Jazz Harper:

Yes! Mum got sick with hypo... hypothermia, so
I'm driving her back to the colony. She didn’t
find any aliens. Sorry. Er... over.

Marineris Base:
You are driving the buggy?
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Jazz Harper:

Well, Elijah was too scared and Mum
can’t  do anything right now. she’s
all  foggy from getting too cold. Over

[Break in transcript — 12 seconds]

Jazz Harper:
Hello? Are you still there?

Marineris Base:

Yes, we were just discussing - how is it that you
are in the buggy? Over.

Jazz Harper:

Well - look - don’t get cross or anything - we
knew that Mum was looking for aliens and we
knew that we were alien experts from all the
games we play. Also, Elijah wanted to see some
Mars rocks up close. Anyway, it turned out to be
a good thing, didn’t it? It meant that we were
there to rescue Mum when her suit went wrong.
Over.

Marineris Base:

This is highly unusual. Jazz Harper, we are
Jjust going to discuss the best course of action.
Please keep communicating with us and listen
carefully to our instructions. We want to make
sure that you all get home safely. It looks as if
you’re heading too far west. Adjust your course
a little to the south. Over.
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Jazz Harper:
south... south... Where is the compass?

Unknown:
There are no compasses on Mars, Jazz.

Jazz Harper:

That’s right! What did she say... the sun is
starting to set over there.. so south must be...
I've got it! Heading south. Over and out.

[Break in transcript — 44 seconds]

Officer Sean Jones:

Hello, Jazz, this is Officer Sean Jones. Can you
tell us the condition of the patient? Over.

Jazz Harper:

Flijah says that she’s awake and shivering. She
wasn’t shivering before. Does that mean that
she’s getting worse? Over.

Officer Sean Jones:

No, no - it’s a good sign. It means that her body
has started to fight the cold. What steps have you
taken so far to aid the patient? Over.

Jazz Harper:

We wrapped her middle up in inside-out silver
ponchos, placed warm socks over her hands
and feet and started the engine to warm up the
buggy. It’s up to ten degrees now. Over.
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Officer Sean Jones:

Good. If it gets up to twenty degrees, stop the
buggy and allow it to fall a little way before
continuing. She shouldn’t be warmed up too fast.
Over.

Jazz Harper:

Got it. Over. Oh, one more thing. We have the
dirt! Over.

Officer Sean Jones:

sorry, Jazz, could you repeat that? Did you say
‘dirt’? Over.

Jazz Harper:
Yes, the dirt that Mum collected in the jar. Over

Officer Sean Jones:

Do you mean the soil sample from the cave? The
one that she went there to collect? Over.

Jazz Harper:
Yeah, it’s on her belt. Over.

Officer Sean Jones:

Anhl Well, let's just worry about getting you all
home. Now, listen carefully, Jazz, you seem to be
approaching a large crater. Head south. Repeat:
head south. Over.

Jazz Harper:
Roger that, Officer Jones. Elijah, hold on tight!
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‘THERE IS LIFE ON MARS

MARS" YOUNGEST SCIENTISTS ARE THE FIRST TO
DISCOVER LIVING MATTER ON THE RED PLANET

Harper’s spacesuit malfunctioned and she began to show signs of hypothermia,
causing her to collapse shortly after collecting the sample. These regulators
are a critical piece of equipment for any explorer on Mars as the temperature
averages at a punishing -60°C.

Luckily, two young stowaways were on hand to mount a rescue mission.
Unbeknown to Dr Harper, her daughter, Jazz, and friend, Elijah Kiros, had
hidden in the storage compartment in the back of the Mars buggy. “We came
to Mars to learn about space, just like all the grown-ups did,” said Elijah,
explaining why the pair had sneaked onto the Mars buggy in the first place.

“We were determined to find alien life and that’s exactly what happened,”
Jazz told the Universe. “Obviously, we knew that it would be microbes. We
weren’t expecting aliens with tentacles and three eyes or anything. We're
not babies.”

Early experiments performed on the sample show that it contains several
distinct microbial organisms. Though the organisms are smaller than specks
of dust, they hold the key to how life might flourish on Mars as a ‘home away
from home” for humankind.

PUBLISHED 7™ DECEMBER 2060 - 07:13AM %
LEONA VENTURIS - SPACE CORRESPONDENT

Two young stowaway scientists, Jazz Harper (11) and Elijah Kiros (10) have
become the first to discover native life on Mars, after a whirlwind adventure
across the Martian desert which involved saving the life of renowned biologist
Dr Ava Harper.

Dr Harper was on an expedition to replace a valuable Martian soil sample,
lost during a heating system failure in the Marineris colony laboratories. The
expedition involved a 32km buggy ride across the surface of Mars to a remote
cave. Close to the warm Martian equator and showing evidence of water,
scientists had identified the cave as a likely location for microbial life.

However, the mission ran into trouble when the heating regulator on Dr
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“We were determined to find alien life
and that’s exactly what happened.”

- Jazz Harper

Because you read this

Are young explorers our future? Our experts certainly think so!
Dr Ava Harper - Read all about her adventures.
How to cope with the journey to Marineris - our top tips!

Think you could be a space explorer? Read how to apply.
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N From: JAZZ HARPER (jazz.harper@marsmail.com)

Subject: FRONT PAGE NEWS!!

Dear Gran,
I'm front page news on the Morning Universe website, did you see? Elijah
and | rescued Mum from nearly certain death by hypothermia and brought

back the soil sample that PROVED that there was Llife on Mars.

[t turns out that the aliens are actually microbes which are itty-bitty
wriggly creatures rather than five-legged, green-skinned monsters.
Apparently, that’s still a huge deal. Huge enough to change the future

of Mars forever.

When | arrived back at base after piloting the Mars buggy, everyone in
the colony was there to meet us. | mean EVERYONE! Ellie-May leapt on

Elijah as soon as he took off his spacesuit and his parents grabbed him

A

and sobbed. They hugged me as well, since Mum was being carried away
to the medical bay. (I knew that she was getting better by that time
because for the last part of the journey she was talking normally

again.)

Ms Kay, my teacher, was standing there, Looking like she wanted to say
"Don’t be ridiculous” about the whole thing. Letitia watched with her

mouth open, unable to believe her eyes.

To be fair, Letitia deserves some credit. If she hadn’t said that | would
never be an explorer, | wouldn’t have sneaked into Mum’s buggy. If |
hadn’t been in the bugguy, Mum might have been in serious trouble and

the microbes might never have been found.

| could tell that the grown-ups really wanted to tell us off, too, but
they couldnt because we saved Mum AND the microbes. They wanted
to examine the soil sample right away. They snatched it from us and
scurried away so, before they could vanish, | said that Elijah and |

wanted to have a look as well.
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You should have seen their faces, Gran! They couldn’t believe what | was
asking. But they couldn’t exactly say no, after | had brought back the
sample with only the help of my trusty sidekick, Elijah, could they?

Well, first the scientists told us to shower and get changed and eat
something since we hadn’t all day. When we’d done all that, the scientists
from Mum’s Lab led us over to the microscopes and when | Llooked through
one, | could see all these tiny blobs wiggling about. They told us the
tiny blobs were microbes and they were proof that there really was Life

on Mars! And they said that it was all thanks to me and Elijah.

Since then, there have been all sorts of photos and interviews with the
press (via really slow video link) but what I'm most excited about is that

I'm a real explorer now, just Llike you!

I've learnt a lot since being on Mars, about how to be a real
explorer. I've learnt about how to keep equipment clean and care
for it properly. I've learnt about how to prepare food even with the
weirdest ingredients. I've learnt how to recognise and treat hypothermia.
But most of all, I've realised that every little thing that happens in
the colony - even the boring bits - plays a part in helping us to

survive and explore Mars.

Hugs and kisses, Jazz Xxxxxxxxxxx

PS. | remembered warm socks.

(_ERATTACHMENT: FAMOUS.JPG
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From: ELLEN SWEENEY (ellen.sweeney19@marsmail.com)
Subject: RE: FRONT PAGE NEWS!

My dearest Jazz - my brave, bold girl!

| thought about using this email to scold you for going off on a
dangerous planet in uncertain conditions without even taking sensible

precautions like telling someone where you were going.

| thought about it.. but | know it wouldnt do any good! Exploration is in
your blood, my duck.

ALl that’s Lleft to say is that I’'m proud of you: for being an independent
thinker, for acting bravely in the face of danger and for always wanting
to know more. But most of all, I'm proud of how much you've learnt. It
took me years to understand that exploring wasn’t just about the big

exciting discoveries. It's about looking out for each other and paying

attention to the details. You've come a long way, Jazz, and you've still

got so far to go.

| expect that Life on Mars will improve for you now - after all, you and that
excellent friend of yours have made the biggest scientific discovery in

centuries. | think that this makes you the greatest explorers on Mars!

Lots and lots of love,

Gran xxx
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Afterword
51'] Jazz H arper

10" Juwne 2111 — Sol 18, Mars Year &4

When | heard that vesearchers had vncovered my old diaries in
the Marineris archives, | confess that | wag worried. I\/\ﬂ first
yedr on Mars wag mariced by all sorts of trovble, most of it
cavéed by me with Some help from Eljah. What i clear is that |
wa fascinated by <cience from d young dge and that | wag never
joinﬁ to it around Wdi’HVlﬂ for other people fo discover Jrhinﬁé.

Afﬁﬂovgh [ didn™t ¢tow away on any more buggy rides to remote
caves, | still learnt o much over the fol!owing years on Mars.
At school, we studied how plants grew in the greenhovses and
experimented with different sorts of food. E@ah was excited
to amalﬂgc vocks from diffevent areas of Marg and | covldnt
wait to examine the varioug Mioroorﬁqnign/& that had been
collected in the labs.

My five years on Marg seemed o ﬂﬂ by and, by the end, |
didn’t want to leave. After dll, Hijaht family had decided

to ¢ettle there for good, the ooloni'] nag chanolinﬁ and new
experiments were §Jrarﬁnﬂ all the time. The alﬂac farmg weve
flovrighing and the artificial lake wag almost complete. However,
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Gran wag 9@1"Hng older and Mum and | wanted o look after her
o we flew home o QPir/ﬂ curries, chocolate f\/olgo cake and tales
of the jungle. Thig time, | had my own tales fo Share, fool

[ spent the next decade on Earth, ﬂoinj to vmi\/crgi'ff] andl lcaming all
that | could, bvt Mars wug an itch that | couldn’t sevatch. In 2077,
aﬂco‘ 28, | took « J'ob on d frcighi’ ship o Mars becavse it wug the
(tuickod way bick. to the planet that 1d fallen in love with.

When | arvived, things were very different and <till changing
fast. For starters, the Red Flanet wus no lonﬂcr oomple/rolf] ved.
A the Spacecraft flew closer, | san 9Vccni§h proalﬁcé that
showed where alﬂac crops were 5Vowin9, and white §F!odﬂc§ that
gignificol ice~covered artificial lakes. The colonﬂ was three times
the Size it had been when | had left. It had it¢ onvn chemical
extraction plants and factories which meant that it velied less on
resovrees from Earth. There weve more luwries, too: d sports
hall for playing Mar¢ ball (the vvles had changed Since Eijah and |
had first invented them) and a whole school with it own labs.

5@6(!’1 was ahfcc{olﬂ Plavming his first expedition fo Ohijug Mong
and wag in charge of a team that wug collecting and analyging
rock amples from dll over Mars. | civialdﬂ Joincol a feam of
explovers and Scientists, in\/céﬁﬂaﬁng how Martian life formg could
help humang fo thrive on the Red Flanet.
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We dchieved other milestones, too. E@ah met a lox/clﬂ chemical
cnﬁinccr and %05 50% marvied. Their children were anong the
first babies born on Mars! When the first homes weve built above
jrovnal, [ made sure that | was at the fop of the list o bu5 one.

[ now live in a lox/clﬂ apavtment with windows on three Sides,
ox/crlook.inﬂ Marineris \/«”ci']. Sometimes, | ﬁ@* ovt my binoculars
andl Spy on the land belon — Just in case | can see aliens Cncaldnj
among the lichen farms and biodomes.

Once ovur adventuring days were done, Elijah and | accompliched

one of owr provdest achievements: we set v the firgt Uni\/crgi'ff]
of Mars. Now;, students travel to this planet from all over Earth

to learn the science of the Red Flanet:

P now 72, in Earth years, and | ¢till hope fo see a fen more
changes in the futwre. We've achieved o much alrcaolﬂ: we're
bcginning fo develop an atmosphere o that the air on Marg

i breathable and the temperutures become bearable. We've

built domed coo@j?(’cm@ of PfaVH’é that act as safe havens for
endangered insect Species from Earth and, soon, we'll be able fo
trangport farﬂcr animals to ji\/@ them d new life here on Mars.

But, most impor‘f’an’rlﬂ of dll, we've built a home.

% % (‘/ Z/ “Z%{g(}aw oXFIOYW)
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