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28" May 2060
Dear Brand-New Diary of Adventure,

Taolav] Wag our very last visit to Gran before our epic mission
to Mars. Mum and | travelled there on the airtram, like
wval. Did vou know that airtrams travel really, veally fast?

[ looked it up on the map app on my chépcof“aolcé a¢ we
sped over the fall tower blocks and green parks. At one
point, we ﬁo% up To two hundred and thirty—seven Kilometres

per hour!

[ asked Mum if thats how fast we'll be hfa\/clling )rhrov3h
Space. She caid the rocket will be much faster — over
TLhiva] thousand kilometres per hour!

T%iﬂ’q thougand! Thats meqa fast. Thatt €1Lomaoh—ohurning,
brain—mclﬁnﬁ fast. Sometimes, when we've on the airtvam,

[ play games to make the journey more fun. Today, imaﬂincd
[ was a space pilot, é{)@cdinj ’rhrovgh the 9alaxv[. Ovside the
windons, stars and planets zoomed pat, blvwing into ¢treaks
of !?9!4%. A alien spaceship approached with lagers boaming
but | wag Vcadv[ to 23p it into another dimension ag Soon as it
30% into vange.

‘Fonl %W—Fovv—{)ovv_’ Fon!”

Oh Jazz, you've ot chooting aliens again,” groaned Mum ag
the other Fcop!o on the tram ¢tared. ‘We LIKE alieng!”
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l cxpfaincol that Hqcb] had v¢ cornered in the ovter é{)iral arm
of a dictant 9a!axv] and that | had no choice.

Mum Said | should, at least; try o bring one back alive ¢o
that ¢he could é%vdv[ it. Thats what Mum doe for a !i\/inﬂ.
She an extratervestrial-life vesearcher — an alien scientist:

l Porformcol a “ﬂh’f‘ﬂiﬂﬂ"éf)@@d U-turn to oap’rvrc an alien
flccin9 the ¢hattered GPawghiP n a lifo vaft.

“Hmm," Mum <aid, prefending o investigate my captued
alien. “It hag bug eves, ceven legs, a Spiky exoskeleton and
liguicl braing. Thi¢ i¢ like noﬁninj [ve ever seen before, Jazz.
We could win the Galactic DEQ(/O\/CVI/} Frize for thi¢!

“Do you think thats what alien life on Marg will look like
[ asked.

Mum lavghed. I doubt that they'll have seven legs. In fact, |
doubt they'll have any legs at all”

l QchH’ the rest of the Journcb] ’Hﬂink_inﬁ about Martiang
with tentacles and uckers, and some that crawled over
the 3V0vnol like §!Vj§. When the airtram finallq ﬂo’r to Sunget
Heights, we released ovr even-legged alien back into the
wild and hopped onto the platform.



Gran lives in one of those old—fashioned retivement \/i!!aﬂcé
from the 20204 all 9la§§ and ¢teel and am/inﬁ walls. When
che gn’t Vaoing her friends around the ooWJranol on her
hover Scooter or ﬂqrowinj Street parties on Wcokniﬂh’rg,
shes in her fop—floor flat, jazinﬂ ﬂfufovgln her binoculars at
the haPFcning down below or in\/iﬁnﬂ people over for a
curvy o hot that it makeg your movth burn.

[ covld ¢mell Grang curYYy 3$ Soon ag we 30% vpcbiré. Even
before the front door opened, my eyes watered.

“/\/\v] brave jirld“ called Gran, ﬂqrovvinﬁ open the door.
That how he alwayg greett v, even though we've never
done anything ag brave 3¢ che ha¢ — well, until now. Gran
wag vvoaring pink, fluffy dlippers, khaki trousers and a
dressing qown covered in parvots. “‘Off on an adventure

1o a new world! What | wov!oln’fﬁi\/c 1o be wminﬁ with
v]ov.’\ Gran told vs shed made a proper meal fo send vs off.
“There'll be lean pickings in $pace;’ she added. “No cheege,
o meat; no chocolste fudge cake..

Mum Foiyd'cd out that the technicians on Mars make 30001
Iab—ﬂrovw\ beef; | aid that we'll eat ingects becauce thats
what ﬁ/\cv]’m farming ovt there.

“Pve eaten plenty of insects in my time," said Gran. “They
weve deliciovs when olccP—fricol n Sweet—and—<Sour Savee.
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Lll send you my Vcr/ipo, ¢hall 1Z Did | ever tell you about
the time when | ate toasted rhinoceros beetles in the
Amazon vainforests”

Gran always tells vs stories of her yovth, when she
acventured to the most extreme corners of Earth. Every
wall in her flat i cromded with photos: Gran ag a young
woman vvcarinﬂ a fur—hooded coat and Pv”inﬂ a Qlcolgc
across the Avctic snow; Gran Vclaxinﬁ n a hammock in the
Amazon rainforest; Gran lookinﬂ very tanned, riding a camel
across the Sahara; and Gran éwimminﬂ with wild dolphing.

[ can’t wait fo have my onwn adventure, hfckking across
the Martian movntaing, exploring caves and making campfires
under the ¢tars.

After curry, Gran gave v slices of chocolate fudge cake <o
gooey that It ﬂlvw‘ owr teeth 'fogc%hcr. Then, it was time to
Say 5oodbl7@.

Gran hugged vS in the hallway. White often, my ducks.”

l Pu!lool anvay and looked up at Grang Qmilinﬂ face. | wanted
to take one last, 30001 look at her — her orinldinﬁ eyes and
5iamL smile. | could feel the corners of my movth ’rrcmb“ng.

Wiping tears from her eyes, Mum <aid, “We don’t have to
write! She wag er}inﬁ 1o be brave. | could tell becavse
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her voice wag Wobb“l’lﬂ when she Spoke. “We can J'vd’ Send
you videos” This made me feel a little better. Affer all, |
wouldnt see Gran again in real life for years.

Gran wasn't having any of if, thowgh. She wagged her
finger, pulling that wise—woman face she¥ So good at: “You
never know. Who can Say what will happen when b]ou’rc
millions of miles across the universe? Once, my Satellite
map went berserk in the middle of the i’ﬁma{aqag and it
took. weeks for v fo trek fo gafm"vlf T—cohno!o% doesn’t
alvvav]Q behave as It chould when you are in the throeg of an
adventure... Oh, that reminds me — [ve 3o’r a present for
you, Jazz."

After fvmblinﬁ avound in her bag, Gran pulled ovt an object.
At firet, | thought it wag a battered, old tablet — it wag
black. and chLanﬁvlaV — but then, Gran opened it vp.

It wag a real-life, old—fashioned notebook. with 5cnvinc paper
nside! Tucked info the Spine was a propex Space pen, with
real ink and absolutely no need for a battery.

[ wag jobgmaokcol. A \/imLaﬁc oliar»] and Fcn?" [ 33@{)001.
Gvan Sald the pen was olcéijncd onoiallv} for vse in Space
and there wa¢ no need to oharjc the book or back It up
online. She said | chould write donwn c\/cwl’rhinﬂ that
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happcné 3$ a record for {>0§’rcri+«7.

(When | 30% home; | looked up “posterity’. It means that
what | write will g0 down 1n hiqLow} 3$ a record for future
3cncraﬁon§. Hello, future 5cncraﬁon§f [ts me, Jazzl | hope
v}ov’ro an'ov’inﬁ my Diaw] of Adventure. Ag you can Probablv}
quess, the diary my gran gave me i the very diary I'm
vvri)rinﬂ in Vijh‘f‘ thi¢ second.)

Just before we left, Gran Gaid one last thing. “Safe vonage,
brave adventurers — and don’t forgc% 1o pack. a Spare Fair
of warm Socks.

[ fold Gran Id migg her lots and | gave her one last
cx’rra—g@ocu] hvg.

“I know;, my duck," she Said, “but that’ what adventurers
have to do. ﬂncb} have fo leave Fcop!@ behind ag ﬁ’\cv] g0

off o discover new Plawg and brinﬂ new know{cdﬁc 1o
the world.

That the sort of Hf\ing Grang alvvaqg gav]ing but it

never meant anv[ﬂnimﬁ before now. I'm fina”v] off on a real
adventure, fo a place far away, where cx/@lf»ﬁhing’é 3oing to
be oomp!c’rclv] different from what | know.

Mum b}clling and vvanﬁng fo know if I'm packed yet, <o
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etter ¢top writing. We have a long journey ahead of v
tomorrow 1o the Guiana Sloaoo Centre — we'll have to 3101’
v it in i ~inl

Socks!
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ISCEA
International Space Colonisation and Exploration Agency

HEADQUARTERS:
Guiana Space Centre, Embershade, 0234-56689

Equipment List

This document contains a complete list of everything that you should bring on
your voyage to Mars aboard the Argo Spacecraft.

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

o 6 x T-shirts U R0 x underwear

. 18 x exercise shirts ° 20 x pairs of socks

. 6 x trousers ° 1 x pair of shoes (to wear on
Mars)

o 18 x exercise shorts
° 1 x pair of exercise shoes
o 8 x sweatshirts

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 powders — 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’s surface, most of the colony
is under ground. 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 Diary,

We're in Qpa(/o’

There are lots of weird ﬂqinjg about li\/inj on a Qpaocoraf‘h
Heve are Jvd Some of them:

1. Theret almost no 31/3\/}%47 So everyone floats. Instead of
WaHCIVlﬂ/ you Sort of swim everywhere. Luckily, we got
the chance 1o Pram"igc 9Va\/i+v) Qwimminﬁ in 'h/aininj once
wed been selected for the voyage.

2. Becawse there§ no ﬂra\/}h/}, there$ no vp or down. If you
put gomc’rhinj n the aiv, it Jvé’r hangg in front of you.
This makes )rhinﬂé like W&thﬂ and 30?»/\3 to the toilet
VERY... in%crcéﬁng.

3. Theres no floor or o@iﬁng. All the urfaces are wallg
and theyve all crammed with vseful things, like lockers
and switches and Seveeng.

4. Becavse you never really walle anynwhere, you only

wear Shoes for erercise. It a 30001 'Hqinﬂ [ Fackcol my
warm Sockgl
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The Scariest bit about hfa\/clﬁnﬂ info Space was definitely
the lawnch. All the passengers had to wear spacesuits, which
were ﬁglfﬂL and hot and hard o move in. Then, we Strapped
ourselves donn in our cabing ready for lift-off.

| asked Mum why we had fo wear the horrible, olingb[
§f>aoc€ui+§. This was the one hundred and ninc’ﬂ/}—fovrﬁﬂ
time that | had acked this question but, every time [ put
the heavy, uncomfortable it on, | couldnt help ﬂf\inldng we
were Jvd’ boing made fo wear them a¢ a Sort of torturel

Mum wag bugy ﬂazing at the c@/ipmamL on the wallg. “In
cage Qomcﬂq?nﬂ goes vvronj,“ She angwered, clearly more
inferested in the spacecraft than my q/chrion. “Like all
of the oxygen {calcing ovt of the thp or the +cmpcm+wc
olVOf){)iVlﬁ fo minvg one hundred...

Mum wag not Vca%vrinj me at all.

The Warn?ng !?9!4% in the cabin gfovvcol red. We weren't
alloned to UVlQ’hfaP ourselves until we were in Space and the
ved fiﬁ!fﬂ" went ovt. We !aq Strapped down for ages, kccping
completely still, vicaﬁng and vvaiﬁnﬂ. Then, there was a
Voarin5 noise like the world wag épli‘hLMﬂ apart. The thF
shook a¢ we flew vpwards. | serunched My enes ﬁﬂhﬁl/} chvt
and held my breath. My skin felt like it wag be?nﬂ pulled
off my bodq and my stomach felt like [d left it on Earth.
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At first, it wag like bcin3 Sucked through a 5iamL Vacum
cleaner but then, it ﬂmL really scary. The !?9[/1%; were
f!id@ring on and off and | covldn’t turn my head fo see
Mum. My ceatbelt wag Q@/cczinﬂ firm!v) around my middle
and my head ¢tarted 1o throb. There was foo much noise and
too much éhak.inﬁ and | was way, way too hot.

Then, it all stopped. | blinked the gweat from my eyes and
watched the Warning liﬂ!fﬂL < iy Pingool off. The lavnch wag

a Suecess!

Smilinj, Mum floated acros the cabin to help me out of
my Spacesuit:

Thats it We're rca”v] n Qpaw,’“ ¢he caid, her bvéhq hair
f!v[ing around her head like a lions mane. My hair ¢ much
shorter than Mumg but it wag ¢till éﬁolcinﬂ ovt from my
head like it wa¢ full of hairéprav}.

A goon a$ | 30% ovt of my Spacesuit, | did a Someravlt and a
backward roll and a no—hands cartwheel!

After that, we explored the whole spaceship. There are
lot¢ of little cabing lining the corvidors — Some of them are
living quarters and others ave bathrooms. Theret only one
bathroom for every Six people but these bathrooms aren't like
the ones on Earth. To wash, you have to pour a bit of water
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onto a flannel and rub it on vour ¢kin and when you clean
your teeth, you have o ¢pit info one of the air filters o
that cx/orq%hinﬁ ﬂ“LQ Sucked anway and doesn’t olog vp
the maohincw].

For dinner, we ate food out of Silver packets. The food ign't
like food that we have on Earth — it all comes wrapped
ﬁﬁhﬂq in éhim/] Faokaﬂing and looks like 116 had all the air
Sucked ot of it It ign't too bad, ’H’\OUﬂh — in fact, | prefer
the li@/iol Galt and pepper that we 961" here o the ¢tuff we
have on Earth — it5 much legg moggv)_’

After dinner, | wag really tived. Mum aid hex head wag
Spinning So we veturned fo our cabin. Since there o up or
down, we have to strap ourgelves fo the wall fo gleep. Thatt
where | am now; Strapped in my dcc{)inj bag, wri’rinﬂ with
my oliary lcanin9 aﬂaind the wall.

[ can’'t wait 1o ¢ee what fomorrvon hag in Storel

lid



14 Jwne 2060 (Earth calendar)
Dear Diary,

Mum ig spacesickl 1% a bit like Seagickness and itll go
away after a bit but, for now; <he has to carry a paper baﬁ
wherever che goes. Luckily, ['m perfectly fine.

Today, | made a friend called Hijah and | also met hig little
sister, Ellie-May. The way | met them wag like thig:

[ went cxp!oring and found all the other pasengers 3a’rhcrcd
on the \/icwinﬁ deck. The \/icvvinﬂ deck. 1 a voom with a
biﬁ window that stretches around the entive Qh?{) o that
you can ¢tare out at Space. Ex/ew]onc wa$ cronwded on one
Side of it but | wag able to gwim ’H’I}’O\lﬂh the crond to ﬂch
to the front because I'm small and have Poiva] elbon.

“Woah!” | ﬂagpcol. [ covldn’t believe what | wag éccinﬂz
Earthl The whole of it. Just a biﬁ, blue blob with éwirlinj,
white clovds on fop. One side wag [it by the Sun but

the other Side wag ‘Foh”l/} dark. Not far away wag the
Moon; it looked like a floaﬁng table tennis ball. It wag
ovt-of—thi¢-world amazing_’

Thats where | met Elbah. Hi¢ haiv was too short fo ¢tick
up c\/cw]whcro and he wag ¢till WC&V‘Mﬂ hig Fﬂ)'amaé.

“Look. — you can see Australia" he Gaid.
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[ asked him where he wag looking and he FoimLcd fonwardg
Earth. There wag a green blob on it that looked a bit like
Australia, except for one Jrhinﬂ.

Y45 vPéiolc donn!”

“‘No, WE'RE- upside down,” he told me. “Or rather, theret
no Such Hninﬁ a6 upside donmn when v]ov’rc fook,inﬁ from pace.
Feople JUQ’f’ decided that north should be vp and south ghould
be down and now we've all vsed to it

[d never Hf\ovﬁth of it like that before. While | wag ¢till
hfvyinﬁ to get my head around the idea, E{bah pointed at
Qomcﬂqinﬂ elce. “Look — the ¢un ig Viéinﬂ over Agia.

[ looked. Half of Agia was in the €vn!i9h+ while the other
half was in darkness.

“‘Sunrice and qunset s really J'vd Earth épinninﬂ in and out of
the §vnli9h’h“ Elijah told me.

[ told Q{j)'ah that | knew about Sunrise and gungedt. | H’lOUjh’f’
he wag bcinﬁ a bit of a know-it-all at the time but, now |
know him better, | think he st likes ’f‘@”inﬂ people facts,

[ told him, “It% like Earth% a meatball on a barbecve. You
have to keep hrninﬂ it over ¢o that It 9@1@ hot on every

19



¢ide. EJDah lavghcol and told me that mine was the
welvdest cxplanaﬁon hed ever heard — but not in a
mean way.

Then, a litte j?rl with her hair in Fiﬂfailé swam over. She
acked E@a!f\ if he wanted o see how many forward vollg
TLho»] covld do without hh“ﬁnj a wall.

Elijah Sighed. “Ellie-May, we've already played that game
three times!” | could tell Jud from the way he caid it that
’Hﬂcv] weve brother and Sister.

“l know,” aid El!io—l\/\a»], | P @/ g——,
‘bt [ want to Flal/] i aﬂam,  Ja ,

You can join in, too, if you
like, che caid 1o we...

Aind thats how | made
my very first Space i
fricmok. 1
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15 July 2060 (Earth calendar)
Dear Diary,

Elj)'ah and | have been ’rhimlcing about what Mar¢ <chool will
be like when we arrive at the Marineris Colom«[ in three
more months. Here are the ideas we have <o far:

1. The teacher miﬂh’r be a robot: T%cb} covld have a
Screen for a face and a drawer in their bcllv, that
dispenses anbff’hinﬁ we need, like paintbrushes or ﬂlvc
sticks or vkvleles.

2. The chairs and desks will Probab!v] float around the
classroom bv, themselves.

3. In maths legsons, we could learn Martian maths, which
F/fjah thinks will have lots of weird qubok instead
of numbers.

4. In Enﬂligh, we miﬂh’r vead fraﬁmcm% of Martian poetry
that have been discovered blx} scientists cxp!orinﬂ Secret

Martian ruing.

5. Best of all will be the ¢cience lessons! We'll all have
our onn §(>aoc§vi+§ and a Fri\/afc Mars bv%v] and will
g0 out on expeditions across Mars, lookinﬂ for aliens and
thanjc PlamLé and Martian cave Pain’rinﬂg.

21



Joh »Arvgvé’f 2060 (Earth calendar)
We asked Ellie-May what she thought Marg school would Dear Diary,
be like but her onlq idea wa¢;
We've been on the §hi{> for three months and we've been to
0. Co!ovring for every legson. the gqm every §ing!c olaP].

[ can’'t wait 1o 90 1o ¢chool. On!l? a few more month to 90! On Earth, our bodies are alvvablg oloinj lots of work o
keep v U{)riﬂh’f aﬂaind’ the force of 51/3\/1’0/]. Since theres
pracfically no ﬂra\/?h/} in Space, our bodies don’t have to work
a$ hard. Instead, we have to exercise all the time o that
our bones and muscles don’t become weak. and turn to Jc”lf}.

(Mum gayg it% not completely trve that there’ no 3Va\/i’ﬂ7
on the hip. E\/cw] obco’r in the vniverse hag it¢ own
vavitational field — including humang, treadmills and even
tortillag — o there i¢ a teeny—tiny bit of 3Va\/i+l7, only
it not enough to ¢top everything from floating around. It
called ‘miorograx/ﬁvf.)

The gym has treadmills and exevcice bikes and weights
that you can move with your armg or legs. The freadmills
are my favourite. To e them, we have to Strap ourgelves
in, otherwise we bounce off and g0 flv[inﬂ across the voom.
Eijah and | tried it once, but we bounced oo hard and hit
our heads on the wall, which hurt a LOT. Now, we alwayg
vée the tha{)g like we've guFPogcol to. §afc+v] first!

[ hold the cuwrvent record for @/iokfxd anninﬂ time ovt of
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the two of vs but Elj)'ah i better at w’alinﬂ. “d beat you in
a bike race any day,” he told me.

“That no good on Mars, i 17 When the aliens are chaging
affer v, we're not exactly 303&43 to find 3c+avvav[ bikes Jud
lv]?ng avound, are we?”

That ﬂo)r us Hf\inkinﬂ about what alien biu?(/{og wovld look.
like. Would ﬂ’\ov] have lofS of pedals for the Martiang’ many
tentacles? Would Hqcv[ have handlebars or d’ccring wheels
or lot¢ of levers? Would Hf\cv] have bells that g0 olinﬁ or ;inﬂ
Songs or chime at a frc@;cna? bcv]ond the reach of human
hcaring,?

The spacecraft also ha an awesome entertainment uite
known a¢ the Fun Zone. It completely epic. It has these
cjﬂ—éhapcd, Squashy seats and electronic tablets wherve You
can vead any book in the universe. Then, there are 5iamL
seveens with TV ¢hong and games. My favourite game

i called Galaxy Racers, where you vace Spaceship along
vvinolinﬂ vacetvacks on danﬁcrové planers, ’rw[inﬂ to avoid
¢lime. monsters and flv)inﬁ Space pizza. Sometimes, we let
Ellie-May Join in and, Sometimes, | let her win on purpose
because shet only five.
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Another cool game is Alien Task Force, where you build

wp 2 %/aal of hiﬂhfl/} skilled aliens to g0 on migsions o alien
worlds. The miggions mainIv] involve Voéovinﬂ prisoners and
in\/oéﬁﬂaﬁnﬂ alien p!amLé and animals by dodﬁinﬁ 3varol§ and
oavgfnj divergions. 'm best at @a!axv] Racers — by far —
but E@ah i completely amazinj at Alien Task Force. He
can bend hig mind in ways that wovld confuse even Albert
Einstein.

| asked Mum if we could help her on hexr miion to find
alien life since we're o 9000‘ At flqing 'fhrovgh Space and
VCQOViVlj alien life forms. She J'vd raised one eyebrow and
Said, “We’ll cee.”

[ think that means ves.

The best game of all, though, i not even in the Fun Zone.
1% a game that [ invented mq%!f at lvnch +odav}. It called
The No—Hand¢ Eaﬁng Contest. Thig i how it works:

First, you 90% a fortilla and put it in the air in front of vov.
[+ Jud’ floats theve because theres almost no 3Va\/H’v} tfo
make it fall down. (We eat a lot of tortillag because they
lagt for a long time, theyve not 3¢ crumbly a¢ bread and
they're a bit like an edible plate. Theyve kept in gpecial
packets, which means they can last for cigh’fccn monthg

before 'f’hcv] g0 oﬁc.)
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Then, you open a packet of rice and spread it on the
tortilla. You migh’f think the rice would fall off bt it
Jud ¢ticks becavée of the miorogra\/ih] Jrhing.

Next, vou add deliciovs 1Lhin3§, like peas, spicy beans or
chicken curry, which come in Special foil packets from
Earth. Finally, yov fold the fortilla vp and spin it vound in
the aiv. Thig bit% really weird because it looks like all the
food ig 3oinﬂ to Slide off your tortilla when it g40es upsicle
down, but it doesn’t.

Once it% veady, vou float in the air like a shark with your
mouth open and Say, “‘One, two, three... GOI" Then, you
have to eat your tortilla without ever v;ing vour hand¢. If
little bit eccape, you have to gwim over and snap them up
before they hit the walls — it% so much funl The first time
we tried if, Hijh covldnt eat his whole tortilla withovt
ﬂd’ﬁnﬂ food all over his face, and then | wag !avahinﬂ too
hard o finich caﬁn9 mine.

Edlie-May tried to_join in, only she forgot abovt the
no—hands rule Q’f'Vaiﬁh’lL away, which meant that che wag
inctantly dicqualified, Since not u;inﬁ vour hands ig the
ONLY rile. Then aﬁain, she’s only five.
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We've ﬂoinﬂ 1o do an oxpcrimcn’r fo ¢ee which 1§ the eaglest
food fo eat in space with no hands. Efj)'ah thinks chocolate
brownies but | think chicken strips. Whatever it is, I'm sure
that Eljah will end vp with it all over hi¢ facel
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From: JAZZ HARPER (jazz.harper@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. (l've just woken
up from a sixteen-hour snooze.) | wanted to do a video call
but Elijah said, “Don't you know 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 literally out of this world! It's
a red-orange colour 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 looks like a great big scar along Mars's
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 they don't think we're here to attack

— we come in peacel!

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
shaking, | felt heavy. My arms felt heavy and my legs felt
heavy. My fingers and toes felt heavy. Even my tongue felt
heavy. My fingers were like big blobs as | tried to unstrap

r 4
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myself. The moment | was free, | fell over. Everything spun
and | felt sick. | thought | was dying. Then, | remembered
our training. After four months in space, our bodies weren't
used to up and down any more. | needed to get used to

gravity again.

A team of medics in skintight, blue Mars suits boarded the
rocket to help us to disembark and reach the colony. We
had landed a few metres away from the colony itself so we'd
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 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 actually see our new home and my new
school, and Mum can start looking for aliens — it's going to

be so much fun!
Lots of love,
JazzZ  XXXXXXXXXXXXXXEXHXXIIXHXKXXKXXXXXXKX

P.S. Guess what? I'm 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 youl!

Zal ”
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Sol 41, Mars Year SF
Dear Diary,

Whoops! I've been so busy !andinﬂ on Mar¢ and bcing
monitored by the medical team (in case | accidentally turn
o JGHI/D that | forjmL all about vvriﬁnj in my adventure
oliaw]. Theret so much to deseribe that | don’t know wheve
fo ¢tartl

l quess [ hould Vcal!q start with the most amazing ’H’TiVlﬂi
the colony toilets. They're real toilets, which you can really
flush. They have proper seats — like the ones on Earth —
vather than jut a hole in a teeny, plastic frame and you
don’t need to worry about floaﬁnj avvaf/},’ [ can’t oxplain how
much [ve missed veal toilets.

Then, theret the jV&\/H’lx}. The 9Va\/i+b] on Mar¢ feels a¢
if it not VcaHv] ﬁfl?inﬁ. Elﬂah Says thats becavse its on!v}
around foﬁq per cent ag Q’f‘VOHﬂ a¢ Earthg jra\/ih?. If you
thron ;omcﬁf\inﬁ up, it alwayg takes lonﬂor than you expect
to fall back. down. Thanks to the gravity, though, | can see
that my hair¢ gromn q/vi'fc a lot ¢ince lca\/ivg Earth. When
it Jug’r floats avound your head in <pace, vou hardly even
notice it, but now that jra\/iﬁ/] i {)Ulﬁnj it back down, |
have to keep on brvghing it ovt of my cv[cé_’ [ can’t wait
fo 5% it all cut — perhaps they will have special Martian
Q’rv]ﬁ;’k who can 3?\/0 me a cool alien hairdol

42

We've been here five sols now. A <ol i¢ like a Marg day,
onlb} Martian <ols are +hir’rv]—§c\/cn minvtes !onﬂcr than Earth
olaqg. Thats because Mars takes 1Lwon+v[—four hours and
1Lhir+l7—§c\/on minvtes to Qpin on ¢ axis.

“Did vou know that Marg years are longer, too?” aid Eijah
a¢ we were !qinﬂ around in the medical bav] fccﬁnj bored.

[ fold him that | did know, actually, because it was in the
hfaining but thig didn’t gtop E@ah. A | gaid, he just likes
1LcHin_9 people facts.

‘But did you know that Hf\cv}’ro ncarlq TWICE a lonﬂ ag
Earth v]caré,?“

el

‘It becavse Mars takes ncar!v] twice as !on9 to orbit the
Sun a¢ the Earth doeg” he rambled on.

“Yes, | know!

Y bet you don’t know vvhv] 115 the year 2060 on Earth but
on Mars its the year SEL,

He wag right, theve. [ didn’t even know it WAS the year
S7 on Mars. “How come?”

S



Eljah’é face goes all happy and animated when you ask. him
to explain facts. “In 1956, before humang had ever been
nto Space, Scientists noticed a !arﬂo dust storm on Mars.
When they started anolinj spacecraft to explore Marg, they
decided that Mar¢ needed it own calendar. They picked
the year of the dust ¢torm o be year 1 and kept covnﬁnﬂ
up from that!

Now that | know about Marss calendar, ['ve decided to
vecord the date in my oliaw) in Marg years ingtead of Earth
vears. After all, | live on Marg now.

Yesterday, the medics fold vg our bodies had FINALLY got
wed to the idea of 3Va\/i+b] again So it wag Safe to go on

a tour of the oo!om]. lts HUGE. We caw the oygen plant
and the water treatment facility, which are ovfSide on
the qurface and connected to the rest of the co{onv] bv[
corvidors. We also Stopped for a moment at the 9Vccnhov€c
but | baro{v, had time to take in the Jvng!e of plants and
trees before we were off again. We loped down these long,
3loomv} ha”vva% until we were deep under 3rovnol.

Most of the oolow/] IS under 3rounol to shield vg from the
Suns radiation, Since Marg doesn’t have a protective
atmosphere like Earth does. We Saw the bvg’rlinﬂ labs, heard
the c/{ang of dinner &ook.inﬁ in the canteen and Stopped by
the communications voom to see wheve mail i ugva”v] vead
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and sent from.

By the end of the four, | wag geﬂ"ﬁmg vsed to the §+Vanﬁc
way in which you have fo walke on Marg. Bagically, you have
to walk more §lovv!v[ than on Earth and vou bounce a bit

— You move J'qu like an excited puppy! meinj 1S fun, too,
because you bound up and donn with each step. It% a bit like
Vwming on a trampoline.

At the end of the tow;, we reached the ﬁ\/ing quarters.
They've set vight back in the vock of the Valles Marineri,
farthest from the Sunt glare. 15 like li\/inj I a jiamﬁ
underground hotel... without room ¢ervice. There are lotg
and lots of numbered door and behind each door i a [ittle
flat where someone lives with their flatmates or family.
Ours is number 140 and Elijaht i€ nmber 152, which ig
only vound one corner.

The living quarters are very small, very plain and, of course,
theve are no windons, but we Soon made it feel homely.
Mum brovg!*nL our favourite blankets with v and shed printed
ovt Some Pivach of home to hanﬂ on the walls. Theret

a photo of my lagt bir’fholavl when Gran made the bijj@ﬁ
chocolate fvdﬁc cake and Mum filled our house with
star=chaped balloons. There a photo of Gran on her Scooter,
Vio“l/lﬁ JrhVOU9In Svnget Hciﬂhk Shet Wcar?ng her cxplorcr
gear and ¢he looks like she’s on a Safard, but the only

45



wildlife in Qiﬂh’r is a puzzled squirvel. Theret a photo of me
and Mum on the beach. Instead of §vnba’rhin3, we went o
explore the caves and rock pools. On that day, [ found two
¢ea anemones, Six sea ¢nails and one ﬁnv], green crab.

Once wed finiched olccoraﬁnj, we went to the canteen
for a meal of alﬂac stew and fried cockroaches, which wag
Qur{;riginﬁlv’ deliciovs. | hadl only Jud started to feel hungry
again. Since we arvived here, my Stomach had felt really
funny and the medic <aid our oliﬁc;ﬁ\/c Sustems had to 3o+
vsed to the wciﬂPnL of themselves aﬁaim after floaﬁnﬁ around
in Space for o {0”3' Then, Mum took me o the 3Vccnhov§c.
She said there was Qomoﬂf\inﬂ she wanted 1o ¢how me.

The 3Vconhov§o on Mar¢ ign’t like the 9Vconhov§c at the
bottom of our ﬂarolcn on Earth. 115 a big ﬁlaéé dome that
stretches in every direction. There are Vinﬂé of \/cﬁm'“ablc
patches oo\/crivg the 9Vovnol, grovvinﬂ almost all the food we
eat on Mars. It¢ the closest 1Lhin9 the oo{onv] ha¢ 1o

3 park.

We went Viﬁh’f’ to the cdﬁc of the greenhouse, where we
could ¢tave out of the 3!34@ onto the Marineris Valley, which
strefched away to the horizon,

It wag beavtiful.
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The land was all flat and dusty, and we could see for miles.
The <oil was burnt orange sprinled with pebbles, rocks and
boulders. Heve and theve, dust wag @;iolc!v] whipped into
the air and then quddenly dropped back. down o the floor.
ln the dictance, | could make out the Tips of the coppery
mountain peaks. The sk was a deep Vcol—oranjc colovr and
the ridges of the valley walls cast dark. Shadons.

“Woah!" | gagpcol. “This is the most beavtiful view ['ve

ever ¢eenl”
vt wait” Mum 3V?nncc1.
Thats when | ¢an Qomc‘ﬁhing vnbelievable.

The un Sanke in the sky. Ag it 30‘(’ lower, §omc1"hinj
wonderful started to happcn. Ev:;rq’rhing dnangcol colovr ...

The ficw] Sk was washed anvay and VcFlaocol b»] a olccp
blue. It reminded me of Wa+ohin9 nwaves VUVIVliVIﬂ up the
beach back home on Earth. Within a few minvtes, almost
the whole Sk wag lluminated with a ﬁr@/oigc ﬂlovv.

Mum jrivmwl at my shocked face and cx()laincd that Mars

unset are blve becavse of the thinner aTLmoépthc here and
the dust Farﬁr/lcg. [t even made the sun look Pinlc.
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l cwv%lcd up 1o Mum. It was all ¢o incredible.

| — v 00 exci oMorYo |

Mar¢ schooll

18
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Sol 42, Marg Year 57, 1:59 a.m.

Dear Diary,

Its the middle of the Vliﬂ"l’f' but [ can’t dcop’ ’m too excited
about Qhﬁinj Marg ¢chool. I've a!rcadv[ tried to ¢neak ovt
of the flat to vicit Elijah but when | got there, hig door
wa$ locked. Since there are no Wobépcd’aafcé or phones on
Mars, | covldn’t even call him to let me in.

Instead, | turned to g0 home. The corvidors were deserted
and the IiglfnLQ flickered dim blve. My footsteps echoed ag
[ shivered donn the hallways. 1t only when you're alone

— really, properly, ‘everybody else i¢ agleep’ alone — that
you start fo realise where you are. | wag under ground, on
é’rranﬂc planet, far away from my real home.

| ¢tarted 1o worry. What if the (,o!om/) wasn't Safed What
if there were aliens lnioling J'me bcv)onol the \/chl? Wai'ﬁVlﬂ
o 3obble v$ V{)? What if evervone else n the co!onv] had
mysteriously vanished and it wag Just me, alone, with my
cohoinﬁ foo’f Q’f’CFQ,?

[ was So scared that when | ﬂoJr to the corner between
E@ah’é corvidor and mine, | froze. | was qure | covld hear
deep, hiQéinj breaths and Strange, dvrpinﬂ noises. Before |
could top if; my brain had conyred an alien: biﬂ and purple
and oozinﬁ, with one enormovs eve. | wanted fo Scream. |
wanted fo yun. But | wag rooted to the Spot.
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Then, a long way off, | heard a BANG!

l J'vmpcol and dasched round the bend and in 'H’\)’ngh the
front door. Ag Soon a¢ | 3o+ ngide, | could hear Mum
Qnoring and | §1L0{>{>cd bcing Scared. | went é’hfaiﬂh’f 1o bed.

But [ ¢till don't feel tived. If | don't get fo sleep oon, lve
decided I'm 3oinﬂ to find my explorer hat and my warmest
ocks and g0 looking for the alien that | DEFINITELY
heard. After all, explorers can’t afford fo be ¢cared. They
have to face their fears with covrage and determination.

Also, it would be SO cool to be the first person ever to
discover an alien on Mars, the niﬂth before my first day
of Mars schooll [d be a herol There would FVobablq be a
celebration in my honovr — with cake — and evervyone
wovld want 1o be my friend. The teacher wovld ask me
to come to the front and teach a leson about how to be

a brave explorer. Then, in science, wed write observations
about the alient behaviour and in Englich, wed write news
reports to send to Earth and

F:00 am.

Oh, no. It looks like | fell agleep in the middle of a ¢entence
and | can’t remember what | wag 5oinﬁ fo write. Not only
that, but Mum Says that | have ink on my face — on my

very fird’ olaq of Marg schooll Thig 1€ SO cmbawagcinﬂ.
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Sol 42, Marg Year 5, 5:00 pm.
Dear Diary,

School was not at AL like d cxpcofco” [ don’t know how
’m 9oin§ 1o Survive on thig FlanmL if it carries on thig way.

First of all, the clasgroom was the most vninépirinj voom in
the entive world. It had grey walls and grey desks and grey
chairg and an actal, old—fashioned interactive whiteboard.
At firet, | ’H’\ovﬁh’f the board wag cool, like 30?;43 back to
Victorian times, but then | realised that the lessons were
like Victorian lessons, too.

What wa¢ even more ngcHinﬂ wa¢ the teacher. She i¢
NOT a robot with a drawer in her bc”l/] for fc!’r—‘ﬁp pens
and ﬂlvc sticks. Shes a human. Shes called Mg Kav]. She
wears a bciﬂc oarolijan and tan trovsers and a 1Lavpc ¢hirt:
And ¢hes VERY dull.

There are Sixteen children in the clags and Jrhcv}’rc all
different ages. E{Iio—/\/\av] ¢itg at the [ittle table at the
front with the little children. The biﬂ fable at the back
IS J'ud for +oonagor§. Elbah and | are on the middle table.

‘Letitia been heve the lonﬂoét" said Mg Kay, Poinﬁnﬂ 1o a
tall ﬂirl with ﬂi”ﬁcr hair. She wag gH“rinﬁ at the middle table,
foo, but che looked a year or two older than me. “Im sure
that she’ll be happy to help while you're fmding your fee o
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E{Uah and | jrcdwl everyolie a$ we sat down. Some of
them answered back but Letitia didn’t even smile. She J'ud
folded her arms and sconled.

“Yov've 30’# vvri’Hng on vour face. Did you know that?” che
aSked me.

[ tried 1o oxplain that Id been vvri’ring about aliens when d
fallen agleep, but she didn't care.

You could have washed it off, couldnt v]ov?" che ¢neered.
Lefitia didn't seem like a very helpful pexson, whatever Mg
Kal/] Sald.

ln our maths lesson, we didn’t learn Martian maths. We st
dlid ordinary mathg vging Earth numbers. E@ah Said the
@/cgﬁong were too eagy for him but Mg Kay Gaid he had o
do them anyway. In Eng!i@h, we read a bit of an Earth fory
and then we answered questions in full sentences. | asked if
we covld read Some Mars poetry in the next lesson. Mg Kay
gave me 3 Sharp look, like she wanted fo pin me fo my seat
with her eyes. She jit <aid, “Don’t be ridiculovs.

[ didn’t mean to be ridiculovs. | Jué’f wanted tfo know:.

The most cxoiﬁng ’rhinﬂ happened just before lunchtime.
Suddenly, in the middle of checking that all Elijaht
Sentences had capital letters and full stops (which they

)



did, of course, becavse Hijah i¢ better at Englich than
Shakegpeare), an alarm went off. It wag ¢o lovd | wrapped
my arms over my head. A red ligh#’ that [ hadn’t noticed
before flached and lit vp the room.

l Sprang from my ¢eat, ready to vun for the door. There wag
probably ﬂomﬂ fo be an explogion or an earthyuake, or else a
tentacled alien wag VamFaﬁinj through the corvidors, or an
army of Martiang wag aol\/anoing towards the oolomﬂ We had
1o o@/ip owrselves! We had 1o fiﬁhﬂ We had to fleel

However, none of the other childven seemed bothered. Mg
Kav] 3@@%\11/@01 at me 1o <it down. She looked at a message
goro”inj acvoss an LED oliéplaq behind her desk.

BIO LAB COOLER FAULT —
ELECTRICAL ENG TO BIO LAB

Moments later, the Siven stopped and the light went off.
The leséon carvied on ag if no%hinﬁ had ever happened.

“What wa¢ that about?” | Whicpcrcd. “th] aren’t nwe oloing
anvfrhinﬂ?"

E@ah fronmed.

‘Cooler fault?” | continved. “Svrclv] Mars i cold cnough
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alveady. And what% an ‘clectrical cnﬂ’?"

Letitia volled her eyes. “1+% short for ‘electrical ongincor’.
And we do need coolers, actvally — the Samples in the labs
need tfo be kcp’f’ 7 cxao’Hb) the V?jl’nL 1LcmPcVa1LWc. You two
obviously don’t know ANYTHING abovt Marz.

“[ do, too!” | obc&’roal.

L got ninety—nine per cent on the Marg Know{cdﬁc 3 P
ﬂ&ah added. ‘It wag part of our 'hfaiminﬂ. And I've vead five
and a half books about Martian vocks and mineval. The half
was because | realised that the book. was oo cagv].“

Letitia didn™t seem at all inferested in !ig’rcning 1o v, The
morning passed by very, VERY ¢lonly.

ln the canteen at lunchtime (where they were QoW?nj
lab-gronm meatballs and mashed potato), | looked for Mum to
ask what the alarm wag about but ¢he was nowhere to be
Seen. E!j)ah’é dad wag caﬁnﬂ at the next table o we acked
him ingtead.

“Thats the minor emergency alarm. There was a fault in

the bio!ogv] laboratory — a broken wo!inj sustem. Your mum
will be bugy a;écé;inﬂ the damage all day, | expect”

..



ln the afternoon, we had a practical lesson. Orﬂaniéinﬁ the

class, Mg Kay annovnced that the [ittle table would be joinj
to the kitchen and the middle table would be 50?;/19 to the
c@;ipmcnf’ voom. The biﬁ table weve Q%aa/]ing in the classroom
1o do 3@03Vaphv].

Everyone on the middle table, in&lvd?ng me and Eljah, ¢tood
up and headed for the claggroom door. Our group left; Eljah
dithered. in the doorway.

“Go on, ﬂbah,“ Said Mg Kay. “The others will show you

where to 30."

As we bounce~walked down the corridors, E{jah was
clearly moping. “I wag looking forward to geography,” he fold
me. ‘15 my favourife subject. Do you think they'll be doing
fieldwork. on the qurface of Mars?

Letitia lavghcol. ‘Haven't you ever done geography lesson
before? We don’t do fieldwork — we JVQL read facts in
textbooks. A¢ if ’Hf\cv]’ol let v¢ kidg g0 ovt onto the Surface of
Marg!" che J'ccrcol.

After that, 5@3!’1 looked REALLY miserable.

The equipment room wag a Ionﬂ way away, down the lonﬂ
tunnels fo the ovtSide part of the colony. A ctern man wag
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Wa;‘HVlﬁ for vs. He wore khaki all over; as if he was a Jvnﬂlc
explorer; and he had a very neat moustache.

“Right, recruits. Today, Ill be showing yov how to clean the
spacesuits,” he aid.

“Do we ﬂe/r to er] them on?” | asked.

‘Maybe — if you get your work. done quickly,” angnvered the
man, with a 3rin.

Marg spacesuits aren't like the ones we wore on the
Spacecraft. These are made of a blue, stretchy material and,
when they're not bcinﬂ worn, they look like tiny wetguits
with hand¢ and feet. There are big boots fo wear ag well,
built to withstand the tough Mar¢ landlscape. The boots have
thick Soles and leather Straps. The helmet is made of dark
acrylic sheet and rounded, <o it looks a bit like the head
of an alien from one of those old movies. There’ a network
of speakers and microphones So that you can speak to other
people and hear what they Say back, J'ud’ the Same 3¢ if you
weren't WOaViVlﬂ an airﬁﬂh{' suit:

Each suit has an electvonic pack that hanﬂé over your
shovlders and attaches at the front and back. It Voallv}
heavy but 116 also VG&”'/] important because it extracts onygen
from the Marg air and chvla'fog vour +ompcra+vrc. If it

S,



really sunny, thereX a Silvery poncho thing that you can wear
on top, which reflects the radiation and keeps your spacesuit
from diéini’cﬂra'ﬁng.

Somebody asked why the Qvn!iﬁlfn" was more danjcrovg on
Mars than Earth; after all, Mars is farther away from the
Sun than Earth is. | fold them what Mum had ¢aid about
the atmosphere. Turmg ovt that | (well, she) wag right! Mr
Movstache Said that, because there i less atmosphere here
fo profect s, the Sun could do more damage. Even Edijah
Was imFchgcol | knew thatl

OVV‘JOb wa$ fo ‘maintain’ the quits. Elj)ah panicked and

aid there was abéolv%c{v} no way we ¢hould be oloinj thig
Job because Mars dust is toxic and we would be in olanﬂcr.
My Movstache told v not to worry becavse the uit¢ had
alrcaoh/] had their first clean and we were 30?&45 fo be 3?\/&4
QPcoiaI masks and 9059’6§ to wear while we gave them
their second clean. | can’t think of anl/]ﬁ’\inﬂ that Vca”'/]
needS two cleans, So | thought the whole activity wa¢ a

bit pointless. | wagn't 90?;/\3 fo Say that, ’H’\OUﬂh/ becavse |
REALLY wanted to be allowed 1o 1Lrv) one on!

The firct k)'ob we had fo do wa¢ brvéhinﬂ. We brushed the
spacesuits clean of leftover particles of ved Marg dust,
ino[vding all the elbow and knee J'o?ng and Spaces between
the finﬂorg. Then, we dusted the helmets until they didn't

0O

have a ginglc gmvdﬂc on them.

If we found anqﬁqing that didn™t look. rigM’, like cracked
rubber or a loose wire, we had 1o tell Mr Moustache
€1Lrai9h+ away. e did tell vs his veal name but | forﬂoi’ it

“We alvvaqé check the guitg erovgh!v] before any miggion
but the earlier we can spot problems, the Sooner we can
fix them,” caid Mv Mowstache, Mar[cing Some cracked
rubber that [d §Po1‘°1"col with v]cHow 1La{>c o 1t could be
mended [ater.

We each cleaned three whole §Paw§ui+§. Once |d ﬁof my
lagt pair of Space boot< gleaming, | proudly presented them fo
My Movstache.

“Can | hfb] a suit on now?

He WV?%!@J hi¢ moustache from side to Gide ag he
inépco’f‘col my work. [ held my breath. What if [d left a
vadgc or a smear? After a moment, he ¢miled.

‘Excellent work, recruit. Now, lets get you info a gpaceguit”

The gpaocgviJrQ take AGES to 9@Jr on. The blve rubber ign’t

ng’r gkin’righ’r — itg Fmoﬁoa”l/] boncﬁjhf /\/\v] loﬂé and armg

and middle fth oompld’olu] Qq/vaghool and %voozcol about:
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From: JAZZ HARPER (jazz.harper@marsmail.com)
Subject: RE: RE: HI GRAN!

Dear Gran,

Thanks for your email. I'd like to tell you that being
on Mars is simply marvellous. I'd like to tell you that... but

| can't.

You'd expect Mars school to be fun, wouldn't you? The
planet's extraordinary, after alll Well, here are all the ways

in which it's utterly tedious:

1. We do maths on old-fashioned tablets, like we're in the

2010s. This was interesting for about five minutes and

then | worked out why we don't do maths and English 4

like that any more. Elijah asked if we could calculate
how far it was to Olympus Mons and how much fuel
we would need for the journey there and back, but Ms

Kay said, “Don't be ridiculous.”

Tue 21 Sep, 2.

In geography, we don't learn about Mars. We learn
about directions. That's it - plain, old, boring directions
that | learnt in year 2 on Earth! Ms Kay said it was
important we could identify north, east, south and west
because compasses wouldn't work on Mars. What's the
point in learning about directions if we never actually
go anywhere? Elijah asked if we could learn about
Olympus Mons because it's the biggest volcano in the
solar system and it's right here on Mars. Ms Kay just

said, "Don't be ridiculous.”

In technology, all we do is learn how to sew so that
we can make our own clothes. It would be fun if we
actually got to 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, we might get to make

beige trousers, too. Woohoo... not.

In PE, we clear the classroom and do aerobics. That's

it. We never play football or dodgeball or netball

Pl

or tennis.
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5. | thought science would be fun but all we do is listen
to Ms Kay reading science facts from a book and then
we write down what she says. This week, she told us all
about single-celled organisms, which are teeny-tiny little
creatures that can't even think. | asked her if we could
learn about Martians instead, but she just said, “Don't
be ridiculous” Elijah asked if we could do experiments
with gravity, but Ms Kay said — well, | think you can

guess what she said.

Sometimes, an emergency alarm goes off, but we never get

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

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

Nightingale! You'd like him, Gran.

Worst of all is this horrible girl called Letitia. She's always
sneering and making fun of me and Elijjah, for no reason
at all. We have to put up with her every day at school
because there are so few children on Mars that we're in
every lesson together. | wish she'd zoom back to Earth and

never bother us again.

Please send help, before | run away with the Martian circus!
| miss you.

Hugs and kisses,

Jazz  xXXXXXXXXXX

al
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Sol 82, Mars Year 57

Greetings, Jazz's diary!
II o f5: El.. l |. £ ! l 4 I I ¥ “ 4 I !
faithf f ! : |

<y o ; ,W. .; Vi Y] W .

long hover car journey.
] J

[hen, we went to the g[ggmhousg. Sometimes, we go there to

2

the surface of Mars. Jazz looks for aliens and | count rocks.

However, if Letitia’s there, we turn round and 4o somewhere
else instead.

“Wow.” Letitia folded her arms. “You kmow there’s more to the

colony than that, rqu’?"
”Q‘ ! I I” l ! I !‘ t‘ A
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C ined W we w owed
am}wheve else.

n ? n

9igqling friends.

u" 7” 22

”Well,. no one, but ="

u" ’ n

out of the qveenkou\e.

ople worki indly showed dri w i

ven got to borrow So defenders 5o oi

irst, we went to the deepest, darkest, rockie ces where

my dad works, builo\img new homes for future colonists. When
we arrived, there was a barrier up and, logyond it, ﬁlgshiz\g
liahd ! C " o
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lump of gg[ net peridotite and a polished pebble o[: W\gkiie
o add some b from 0

glgdm_bmmmgm#hmuupm—
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MMMMM
oached

QPP[ Q(hg ”!g ‘ﬂ &lﬂy e u!ﬁy ve QPIM!uMlm_yJL
‘they're keeping it a secret. Maybe that's why they keep having -
‘emergencies but won't let us belp.”

There was a code on the lab door, foo, o Jazz pressed the
‘buzzer and asked to see her mum. When her mum came to the

) TR I i ;
ted 1 ) P : Jl' C B ; !
‘watch you do experiments, pleeeease?”

u" 2 ] n 3 u ’

it was Martian rock from the ﬁlely orange colour, but there

w white vei i 0 i daged

inspecting th : bo\dio\d

D
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stood comple:l’gly still as we strained to listen.

“There are three candidate caves,” said one scientist, “only
SaviieniakilometeSaway. 0 L

u" 7 n

id another.

n" ! ’ Y T eek. n

7] TR ition?”
" ]
(: " L " "
1|, ] g I” > ] '
o retrieve extraterrestrial life.”
" ] ] n
's eyes were wide and her mouth w eeny-tiny ‘o’

thape. She started to duck and dive around the lab tables, an
wmvisible stun gun held out in front of her, (omplej’gly lost in

oA



a forward roll across the floor and —

1 hissed at her to be careful. | was too late.

The scientist W i

”Mﬂ t ! H +?II

“I anyone hurt?”

before. hould have known that she wasn't being sensible
in the lab. Something was bound to go wrong.
78




I'll do about my career af a volwmologis{' if 1 can’t ever g0

inside the labs...

Jazz says that the wants to write, now, so I'll let her take over.

20

Hello.

[ want it on record that its NOT FAIR. We've on Marg —
MARS! A cold, red planet orbiﬁng the Sunl A planet that
humans hadn’t et foot on il twenty—five years ago and
hadn’t lived on until seventeen years ago. Now, we've here
and we've not even alloned ovtside — not even fo ¢ee the
dust stormg. We're not allowed to help the researchers and
we've not alloned 1o see the tunnels 30?&49 back. into the
rock. Mumg a!vvav}é 30?»43 on about bcing curiovs and Grang
alwayg ﬂoinj on about bcing brave, but when | try fo be
curiovs and brave, what haPFcné,? We 3@% v[cllcol atl W!fw]
bring v here in the first F!aoc_?

‘Sinocrclq yours and very aliéﬁrun'Hool,
Jazz Harper

HS. E!bah didn’t fell you that hig rocks have names.
T%cv]’re called ?ovmq Feridotite and Kcvmv} Unakite.

&1






NOTICE TO ALL MARINERIS COLONY
‘RESIDENTS
Sol 99, Mars Year 57

This is 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 damaged in the lab, shipping replacements from
Earth can be expensive.

As such, all high-energy activities are discouraged

except for when using gym equipment. Please refrain

from runnipg, throwing, kicking or dancing in any
room coftaining valuable equipment.' The survival of
the colony could, quite literally, depend upon it.

Sol 100, Mars Year 57
Dear Diary,

’m jrovnolcal.

’m not alloned anv]vvhcrc cxoc{nL home and the Schoolroom
where Mg Ka»} or Mum can accompany e.

What does ‘ﬂrounolcd’ mean, veally? Does it mean that you're
P!avd’ool in the grounol like a Pohﬁ’o? Does it mean that you
[ive vnder 3rovmol like a mole? | mean, its trve. | DO live
under 3}’0\/"01 but <o doeg everyone else on thig ;iHv[ P!ammL —
apart from mav}bc the aliens. Or does bcinﬂ ‘jrovndcol’ mean
that you can't take off¢ BEven now; shut in my bedvoom, |
can <till JUMP hijhcr than | ever could on Earth. Ha — you
can’t 3Vovmol mel

’m not 9rovnolcd becavse | ¢mashed the rock. That wag
an accident. | J'qu 301L warned to be censible next time. I'm
ﬂVOW\of@d because of what happcncd NEXT.

The d’orq i< a {onﬂ one $o settle in — I’'m 30?;«9 1o tell you
c\/crvﬁhing. After all, its not like theret am]ﬁqinﬁ else for
me to do...

[+ all started when E@ah’é mum Said that <he had a fun art
prgoo’f for vs and Summoned v$ fo the gVCCVl"\O%C.
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“Look. at all this beetvoot!” caid E!j)ah’é mum. [f »}ov’\/o never

Seen beetyoot freshly dug from the grownd, they are like
knobbly, purple Ju%linﬁ balls with heads of leafy haiv. “Today,
we've qoing fo make beetvoot paint.”

Ebah pointed ovt that he already knew how to make
beetroot paint, o his mum aid that he covld help fo feach
me. Apparently, on Earth, they had their own allotment full
of carvots, pumpking and Sunfloners.

[ 'Hf\ovﬂh‘f that Makinﬂ Faivrfé Sounded like fun — more fun
than amﬁhing else on Mars, anyway. We grabbed Elie-May
and headed for the kitchens.

To make beetyoot paint, you need beetroot, water
and cornflow.

1. Firgt; chop the beetroot vp info very small pieces.

2. Next, pour boiling water over it and leave it to cool
completely.

3. Then, pouwr the mixture ’H’lVOVﬁh a Sieve to 3c+ ovt
the lumps,

4. Finally, mix cornflovr info it fo make a purple paste.

517

E{lic—l\/\av] ¢ oo young 1o vée a df\arP knife or pour boi[inﬂ
water o we had to do those ngch for her. Sheg very 30001
at mixinﬁ, ﬂf\ovgh — 6o ﬁood that che Splashed purple. paint all

over her green dregs.

Wed Just finished mi;dmg the paint when Mum turned up,
looking for me, fo check that | hadn't got mycelf info
trouble aﬂain — a¢ ifl When ¢he saw the Fa?mL, ¢he went to
fetch Scrap paper from the lab for v¢ to Pain’f’ on. Theres
almo¢t no papex on Mars becavse 115 another ﬂqinﬁ that

ha¢ o be thﬂ)@o‘ from Earth. You can draw ¢ome Vca”"}
inh:rcgﬁnﬁ Pio%vch around Scientific 3Va{>h§ and data table if
you've creative enough, though. Ellie-May turmed a pie chart
into an enormous flower and F/Ibah turned a line ﬂraph into
an cxploding volcano. | turned a hié%ogram into an alien oH’q
with skuserapers and hot alr balloong and Martian biax}oloé. l
showed it to Mum and che <aid it wag very imaginaﬁ\/c.

All of a gudden, the alarm went off and the LED digplay
flaghed up on the canteen wall.

BIO LAB COOLER MAJOR FAULT —
ALL HANDS TO BIO LAB

[ set off at a vun but Mum {)Ullcol me back. “Where are you
ﬁoinﬁ?" ¢he agked.

&7



“It cays all handg’" | pointed ovt.

“I don’t think you children will be much help said Mum.
“Stay here and keep ovt of trovble. We'll be back ag Soon
3¢ we can” Then, she muttered <o guietly that | could only
Just make ovt, “..haven't had a chance o iVl\/&éﬁja’f‘c yet...
preciovs samples..”

A¢ che and the other gromm-ups rushed away, we were
left alone with the noicl/} alarms and PUVP!(’/ PaimL.

We oon ran out of Scrap paper 1o PaimL with. That wag
when | had an idea.

“Elie-May, how would you like it if | fixed your dress?”
Ellic—/\/\ab]’é dress wag ¢till §P{aﬁcrcol with {)UVF{(’/ époJré.
Thcv] were dcf?nh”clv] ﬂoinj 1o leave ¢taing. | ’rhovgh’f [ ¢hould
at least turn the §Fo+§ ntfo a Prm“fv] olcé?ﬂn o that Jrhcv]
looked deliberate.

“Yes, pleasel” caid Edlie-May.

Soon, all three of v§ were Faimﬁnj purple starg and moong

and planets all over Elie-Mays dress. Then, from absolutely
howhere, she asked vs the most wonderful question.

85

“Do you want 1o Flav] with my ball?”

“WHAT " | qolpcd. You have a ball? A real-life ball? |
covldn’t believe that ﬂ!ic—/\/\av) had kept a ball all thig
time and no one had ever mentioned it. We could have
been P!ab]inj Martian football or alien catch instead of
endless ‘| Spy.

Yes," caid Edlie-May, aoﬁnﬂ ag if o\/cw]’rhinﬂ was perfectly
normal. “So, do you want 1o play¢”

“Yes! Yeg, P{cagcf Come on — lets 90,’“ f v}cl!cal.

Together, we bounced alon9 the deserted corvidors towards
Elj)'ah and E{Iio—/\/\aq’g flat. The Hﬂlfﬂ’é buzzed and our
footsteps echoed. All work around the (,o!onv] had ¢topped
3¢ everyone had been called 1o the bio lab. There wa¢ no
one about anywhere — that was, until a figvrc flew out of a
coorway and crashed into Elj)'ah.

“Whatch 1" QnaPPool the fiﬁvrc. [+ was Letitia.

| wanted 1o pull a <illy face at her and keep vva!k.ing, but
Elijah i¢ nicer than | am. “Pm sorvy, Letitial” he caid. |
didn’t ¢ee you. Do you want o {)la»] with v

“No, thanksg. I'm going to play with my OWN friends” She
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Only, there <till wasn’'t very much space So | covldn’t 5@%
any joak n — even ﬂlic—/\/\av] Wag b?ﬂ cnovgh 1o block the
corvidor if ¢he stuck her armg and !ogé ovt like a ¢tarfish.

“l wish we could Just borvon spacesuits and g0 ovtside,” |
gatd. | imaﬂinwl bovnolinﬂ over the ved dust of Marg in a
rubber quit, ohaéinﬁ the purple ball alonﬂ the rusty valley.

Then, Elie-May aid, “What about the ﬂrconhovgo?"
‘Of courcel The 3Vccnhov§c IS hvgc?"

“Yegl Theret Flcva} of voom o vun around between the
mgcﬁbfc Pa+ohc€.“

We 3allopcd down the corvidors, me hololinﬂ the ball and
Elijah holding Elie-May hand. As we passed the labs, we
heard lot¢ of noise and bvgﬂing. Thig was wheve all the
gronn=ups were, hfv}inj to fix the major fault. Some of them
leaked out of the dooy, hcaolinﬂ back to their business, but |
didn’t veally think about it at the fime.

We raced into the greenhovse, only to find that all the
other children in the oo!onv] weve therve a!rcaolv}. Some
were gki{){;inﬁ; Some were Q’rrollinﬁ avound or Flav]inﬂ with
1Lov]§ on the floor. Letitia ¢at with her other friends on
the low wall around the tomato bed. They were making
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fricnaléhi{) bracelets.

Lete Pla»] over there! | pointed in the opposite direction.

We @/ioldt«} decided wheve the 303[ wovld be and took. turng

bo?nj goalie. The game didn’t really work, though, ¢ the ball

kept flv}inﬂ ¢o hiﬁh over our heads ¢o that we covldn’t even
ick it

Thats when E{Uah Qv%od’ool we invent a new game called
‘Marg Ball’. It was a good idea but, firct, we had o do gome
scientific cxPcrimcn'Fé to find ovt the best rules.
The rules that we decided to test first weve these:

By Anqone can touch the ball with their handg or feet.

2. If vou pass the ball, it hag fo bounce on the grovnd
at least once fo be a valid pags.

3. To ¢core a 903!, you have: fo Shoot between two
3oa!{>o§+§ but the ball can g0 3¢ high a¢ you like.

We never 3o+ a chance to 1ry any other vvles and, now, we
never will.

“You'll get in trouble if you break Something," <aid a voice
from the pepper Pa’roh. [t wag Letitia. Shed come over
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with her friends J'UQTL fo annoy vs.
“If you want to play, you have o ask nicely," | fold her.

“It¢ a good thing that | don’t want to play, then. | don’t
want to 3€/+ sent back. to Earth for brcakinj Qomo’rhinj."

“Could that really happen?” asked a worvied E@ah. [ told
him not fo be §il{47. Letitia vanJvd’ WiVlo“Vlﬁ vS. up.

Wed J'vd switched ¢o that E{Dah was In 303! with
Ellic—l\/\av] and | wag 1Lw]ing to Score. Thats when the
grown=ups ¢tarted to trickle nfo the 9Vconhou§o.

[ wag 'I’aldnﬂ a free kick becavse El{ic—/\/\ab] had oauglfﬂ’ the
ball before it bounced. | placed the ball between the potato

patch and the herb bed, fook a few cteps back, ran at the

ball and — SLAMI

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

.and crached into one of the overhead lampg dang!inj
from the roof. Little Ficoog of lamP valned over the
grocnhovgc and —

SPLAT. The ball landed on a Pa%oh of riPo melong.
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Thatt when a shadow fell over v I+ was Eijaht mum,
back. from the emergency mcc’rinﬂ. She wasn't angry — ¢he
was V&gi}’lﬂ.

YOU THREE! GET OUT OF THE GREENHOUSE.
RIGHT THIS SECOND!”

Her face was all serunched and twisted, and she wag
Qhaking like leaves n a ¢torm. We all stared at the 9Vounol
a¢ we thﬂ:!col from the 9Vconhou§c.

[ don’t feel like 1L6Hin9 the vest of the Story. (majinc lotg
More qcllinj, unhappy gronm=upS andl bcinﬂ dragged 1o offices
bclonjinj o Scary Pcop!c v)ov’\/c never met before to digeuss
the geriousness of broaldng a hoa’ring Iamp that the oolonq
relies on for food. Then, imagino bcinﬂ sent d’raiﬁhf to bed
and §obbing into your Pi”ovv for hour¢ and hour¢ becavse itg
NOT FAIR. lmaﬂin@ all of that and v}ou’H feel a feeny bit
like | do now.

75



THE M&FRNING UNIVERSE

Home Business Politics

£ &% (< 8 oo

Tech Science Travel Arts

Science q,f @

. MARS MAYHEM!

IS THE MARS MISSION DOOMED TO FAIL?

— =]

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 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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The cooling system failed due to a technical fault that 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.’
- 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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Sol 104, Mars Year SF
Dear Diary,

Mum came home tfoday with Some Super—duper, amazing,
cxa'ﬁnﬂ nens...

Shes joing on a miggion to find ALIENS. Real-life Martiang!
From Mar¢l Which ¢ the whole reason we came 1o thig
pland in the firct F!aoc!

She doesn’t have o go very far. Apparently, there are ome
caves onlb[ ’I"hi}"‘f’b) kilometres from the (,o!om/] where the
conditions are Viﬂh’f‘ for Martian life. Just think — we miﬂhf
be ﬁ\/inﬂ on{v} Hf\irh/] kilometres anvay from a Martian o?’rf/},’ i
makes Senge, veally. We live wnder growd to stay afe from
the Sun ¢o | bet Martiang have to a¢ well.

[ asked if | could 90 and Mum <aid no. | asked if it wag
becavse | was 9Vovnolcd (I am ¢till ﬂrovnolcd... possibly for
the next c/cvawI) but Mum <Said the reason | couldn’t g0
wag becawse only she wag 90?149 — she§ a gpecialict, you ¢ee.
She’ll onlb} be gone for a few hourg and she’ll tell me all
about It when ¢he ﬂd’g back.

| asked if | could ¢ee the aliens once shed bVov5h1L one back
fo the colony. She gmiled and caid, “We'll see..

104

Sol 106, Mars Year 57
Dear Diary,

Unbelievable! Incredible! And o, o, SO unfair!

Today, | went fo School ag vsual — I'm ¢till allowed to g0
THERE— oxpcoﬁnﬂ it to be a normal school day: normal
math, normal Enﬂ{iéh, normal babblinﬁ from Eljah abovt rocks
or black holes on one Side, and normal Leitia looking ¢mug on
the other.

When we arvived, M¢ Kay clapped her hands and <aid
Something very NOT normall

“ have an announcement — a pecial qurprice. Today, we've
30?!/\9 on a field 'hfin We've ﬂoing ovtgide!”

| covldn’t believe it. Finally, | would 9c+ the chance o
explore and be a REAL adventurer on a REAL adventure
lookjnﬂ for REAL aliens. | was <o excited that | could barclv]
sit ¢hill. | kept hox/crin9 up andl dowm in my chair Jvd Waiﬁng
for Mg Kaq to tell vs fo g0 and 3Vab our baﬂé.

The classroom was filled with chatter. Clearly, | wasn't
the on!v] one who was excited for thi¢ adventure. E@ah
Was bcaming and babbﬁng about \/?g?ﬁnﬂ Olv]vag Mong. | told
him that wherever we were 3oin9, wed better be on the
lookout for alieng
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Once everyone had finally settled down, Mg Kay told v
wed be 90?}43 to look. at the lichen fields that were bcinﬂ
planted out in the va”cq. She told v¢ that these were a
valuable food ¢ource and would boﬂin the process of ohanging
Mar¢s atmosphere So that it had more onygen and lesg
carbon dioxide. Eventually, it could make the atmosphere
here breathable for humang.

OK, <o it wasn’t Olympus Mong or alien hvnﬁnﬁ, but it
wasn't bad either.

Mg Kay fold the clags o line up by the door ag we
needed to ﬂmL owr Mar¢ guits. Eljah and | pelted fonards
the door but, ag we 90% there, M¢ Kay put her hands on
our Shovlders.

“‘Not you two.
All my ha{)pincéé leaked out Jrhrovgh my toes.

“You didn’t think that [d be 1Lakinﬁ you with me affer what
happened. in the greenhouse last week, did you?” Eijaht
face had gone Viﬂiol but Mg Kay continved. ‘| need to be
able to trust every é?ngla pupil whom | tfake outSide and I'm
afraid that, after your reckless behaviow, [ Simply cannot
trust vov both to behave. You'll be olo?nj odd Jobg around the
oo!om?. Your first Job i in the communications room."
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We watched the rest of the clags bonce away, babbﬁnj
happily. Before 3oinﬂ round the corner and ovt of gijh‘t
Letitia gave S one [at look. — the va%od look. ¢he could
muster: | felt like Vunninﬂ after her and 3ix/inﬂ her a piece
of my mind. It wovldn't have been worth it, though — |
knew that d on!lrl ij info more trovble. | took a deep
breath in and a !ong breath ovt and ’h/\lolﬂ@ol in the oPPoéiJrc
direction with Elj)ah.

“Maybe, when we get o the communications voom, Ill be
sllowed to write the end of my ﬁmc—ﬁa\/c”img wizarol
story," Gaid Eijah. He was clearly hfv]inﬁ to ¢ee the brigh%
Side but, 1o be honest, even HE- didn’t Sound very hopeful.

Ingide the communications room, we had to Sort ’HﬂVOVﬁh a
pile of old fech. Our Job was o vnfanﬁlc the wires and ¢ee
if any of them <till worked. In the colony, noﬂf\inﬁ i thrown
anvay becavse recources are o Scarce that if aan'hinj can

be revsed, it will be.

[t was dvll work — SERIOUSLY dull work. The on!v} fun
moment was when ﬂki)'ah found Some ﬂo%log that made him
look. like an alien scientict: A gronmn-up told g ’Hﬂcl/} were a
rcallv] old invention: a VR headset or §oma+hin3.

Do you vemember on the Argo | asked, chucking a pair of
ancient headphones into the box of broken equipment, “when
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we didnt have to g0 to ¢chool and we {)lav]col ooumLcr
games all the time?”

“And you always won at Galaxy Racers and | alvvaqé non
at Alien Task Force?” cald Elijah, tapping every key on a
keyboard fo make Swre that they all worked. “Yeah.”

We both dﬂhcal.

After that, we went o the laundry room. We had fo Sort
'Hf\VOVﬂh donations of clotheg that PcoP!c had gromn ovt of
or left behind. Some needed WQthVlﬂ, Some needed iVoﬂMﬁ
and ome needed o be et up and made into Qomcﬂxinﬁ else
because they had foo many holex.

Do you remember when we weve on the Argo asked
Edijah, ironing another beige T=hirt, “‘when we only had o
ohanﬂ@ owr clothes three times each month?”

“And we never had fo do any laundry?” | added, throwing a
bag of smelly clothes into a Waching machine.

We both Qiﬂhcol.

The lact J'ob was the worst: cockyoach Qho{ling. We weve
51\/@4 a bowl filled with dead cockyvaches that needed
fo have their heads, legs and shells taken off before they

108

could g0 mto ’ronijhf"g curvy. Cockyoach curry i€ deliciovs but
pulling off their legs, heads and shells i enovgh fo put anyone
off oaﬁnﬂ it ever aﬁain.

“Do you remember on the Arrﬂo when we vsed to have
no—hands caﬁnj compertitions? | gaid, orvnohing a cockroach
shell with my finﬁcr and thumbnails.

“Aud we ate burrito for every meal?” Eijah added,
ﬂqrowinﬂ cockyoach meat into the curry pot.

We both Qiﬂhco‘.

After the cockroaches, we washed our handg for about
ten minvtes to 90% all the cockroachiness off and headed
back to the claggroom. It wasn't !ong before the rest of
the clags arrived and 1Lhcb) were even more excited than
when ﬁf\cv} left.

‘We caw the lichen fields!”
“And the iwiﬁaﬁon Qv]d’cm for Wa'fcring them.”

“Soon, there’ll be a whole farm and they'll be able fo grow
other crops ag well!

E\/crqonc settled donm at their tables ¢o that Mg Kav] covld

W9



51i\/c ovt any cnd—of—olal/} notices
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ol 115, Mars Year 57

Greetings, future diary readers! Obviously, | knew right away that we'd be Pg[ﬁgd for this

1sion. ow bo an roc a

in the other direction. “We mustn’t ac iciously o
we'll be found out. (ome on — we haven’t gozt long before the ied to in to ‘explode’ w obab wro
Mgt} leaves.” word as you'd be more i of 0 i

(S (1855



- - - - ’ - I ,’
My stomach did a somersault and my heart started o beata - i w W w .
lﬁﬂqmgkeuthﬂn before.

sure we're allowed?” | asked. ‘ M@uuuxﬁmﬁzzﬁu&diu&oﬂhe&luqi

of the atmosphere and monitors 1’empem’rwe and radiation

WM&M@M@M&@@M&J@%&L@L “Uh=huh.”
bout how to h cesui d why w d befo

J g n
w;eLoiL{aLMauJauLLkM\nj_thm\ameioiin._ “Without a grown-up?
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"That'’s the plan. /4

”CS ” [ I I ” |: H-! 5 /|: Fl Is

with nowhere to 40. Our mission seemed to be over before it

had properly logguv\.
IIC ! sI” I ‘!s l ! H I l I l t.
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was w otted o . "f yo

z\um’ogﬂ, some of them are mbbgd off like i gy ve been P{gssgd
loads of times,” | said. “Look — four, two and zero are more
faded than the rest.”

| ST gy B o0 !
[ [ hoy di ! i ! hoigh
Pgsgible code m‘mla.ma:h'an, like this:

402 240 042

420 204 024
u [: e “ n
| stared at her in disbelief.

ll”ﬂ t?” SI sl !. III . Il l | . I l | L l |I l l
mp.lgiuighﬁjga,ihaﬂlll.”

id that perh his one was less secure. That didn

sound likely to me.

T R

19




Nothimg happeneo\.

the airlock.

Thit whtuhes, we.hoatd Bantibers & LontilsnBat ures
AR T e

BeEP!

whirled round to 0 0 ching i 0
code.
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As the kgypgo\ buzzed and turned red again, it hit me — 20441
[he year the colony was founded. 1 dived for the kgypgd and

efore us was the vacant landin pad, covered in a thin coating

of red dust. To the left stood the white dome of the g[ggnhousg
and the si’ggmimg funnels of the water treatment ,;Q(ilijh} ;
e e | ] L |
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Sol 115, Mars Year 57, late at niﬂh'{‘
Diary, this ic Jazzl

SO MUCH hag happonool Since F/!j)'ah d’oppcol WrH’ing. [
don’t even know wheve to ¢tart.

We were Plav]inj at bcinj arvested by alien police in
Marstropolic when, suddenly, the door fo the hangar opened
and the Qvn!iﬂh’r 3!3}@0! inide. There, in the doorway, ¢tood
three fiﬂvroé with horrible, blve skin and enormovs heads.

E@ah was babb!inﬂ away in the {v%aﬂc OOI’VIPaV‘hVIGH']L about
whether or not Martians would have the came lang ag
humang. | higged at him to be zLuio’r. Hi¢ head popped up from
the back. When he ¢aw the figvrc;, he started to breathe
very @ubldb]

“Oh no, oh no, oh no, oh nol” he 5abbfcol. “We're 3oing to be
oavjht We're 90?;43 fo be in So much trovble. They're ﬂoinﬂ
fo arvest ug. Theyre joinﬂ fo throw v$ off the planet — |
haven't even seen Olympus Mons yet! Oh no, oh no, oh no,
oh no.”

[ shushed him.

We tried not o move too much. We didn’t want o be
spotted. Then, the f?ﬁwcg hvddled ’rogcﬁncr and [ fook. my
chance 1o {caP nto the back with Elj)ah. He wag §hi\/crin9.
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“Pon’t worry,” | Gaid, rubbing him on the back to calm him
donn. “It5 J'ud my tum and Some of her scientist buddies.
T}\cb]’m much too buéq to notice that we've even here.
Todays the day Mum’g 5oinﬂ loo[cinﬁ for alieng.”

F/{Uah’é eyes went wide with panic/. Hed worked ovt
my P{an.

| hadn’t fold Eijah EVERYTHING, but | didn’t exactly lie.
[ told him we werent 3oin3 to drive the buggy — and that
was trve. Mum was the driver. Elj)ah’@ very sengible, vou
See. Sometimes, het foo sensible. | knew the only way to

ﬂmL him into the Marg bu%u] was o convince him that it

was just prefend. However, it wasn't prefend at all. Today
was the olav} my mum nag §o’f’+in9 off to find aliens and we
were 3oinﬂ with herl

The b"ﬂﬂ'? door opened and one of the rubbery, blue- people
Snung themselves ingide. | could tell by the familiar way in
which ¢he moved that ¢he wag my. mum. She bcgan fo press
buttons on the kolzlpaol ingide the craft.

“We've checked the buggy over. Shet in perfect health,”
said one of the blve—¢uited Pcop[c ovtside. Thelr voices
fizzed Jrhrovgh our helmet peakers ag they came within
range of us, and | clamped my mouth chvt o that they

wouldn't know we weve there.
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‘1% a chort trip caid the other, “but we'll be on the end
of the line if yov need vg!

i Just hope | can remember hon fo drive, Mum Joked,
§+ra{>{>in3 herself in. The door ¢lammed shvt and the bv%v]
cnginc hummed intfo [ife. Thig was it: our [ast chance to own
up and to g0 back. ngide to the oolow/] where a/crler hinﬁ
would be ¢afe and normal and borinﬂ.

Letitiag Smug face Swam in my mind. | kept my movth ¢hvt:

If we confessed now, wed be put on the first vocket back
to Earth. Thig was our onlq chance fo prove that we were

veal explorers, just like Gran. Excitement and nerves bubbled
like lava in my stomach.

The largc door in front of the hangar volled open.
Offioial—;ovnoling voice$ crackled over the radio again.

“Fuel tank: full. Weather conditions: blvdcrq. Rigk of dust
storm: five per cent”

Mum flicked ¢witches and twiddled knobs. The hum of
the cnﬁinc turned info a §+caolv] ohvﬂ. With a 3rvmblc and
a lvreh, the buggy was off, ovt of the hangar into the cold
Marg évnﬁghf E!j)ah’é hand Tfichd mine. | Squeezed hig
finﬁcré ’rhrovgh our thick $pace 3{0\/041 fo reassure him.

128

We drove for AGES. E!j)ah and | covldnt ¢ee much
becavse we were crovched in the back behind the chutter.
We could onIv[ see a Slice of the dashboard and a ¢liver of
windscreen. At first, it wag ini’cre@ﬁnj to watch the Marg
soil voll past but; affer a while, it jo’r very boring. Dusty,
orange vocks weve Scattered in every divection. Even the
alrtram ride fo Grang flat wag more ivn%roéﬁnj. At least
there were trees and bvi!olinﬁé and Pcop!c to look. at a¢ Hf\cv}
flew past.

The Jovmcv] seemed o take hourg and hours... and that
becavse it did. | could see the clock on Mum dashboard.
When we ¢et off, it caid 11:31 and when we arvived,

it ¢aid 13:45. The whole time, che was talking with her
team back at the oolomq. Thelr voices were oraoklvl and
hard to make ovt but Mum /<6{>’IL 3ix/in§ vPolmLcQ abovt where

we were.,

“Thirteen kilometres north-east of Marineris and ékirﬁnﬁ
Some craters

“In five kilometres, | have a clear vovte ahead of me.

‘Nineteen kilometves north-north-east and approaohinﬂ a
steep Violﬂ@. Pve ¢till 90% qucc—@/aﬁcm of a tank o I'm
30?"9 tfo gi\/c it Some WG”’/].)‘ Wed onlv] travelled a few
kilometres and it took for ever becavse the bu%v] had to g0
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Qlovvll/] over the uneven terrain.

At [ast we arrived somenwhere 9!oomq and quiet. Mum
Stopped the bv%v] with a Jcr{c. “I've reached my destination
Jrhir“h?—’rvvo kilometres from base. 'm about to descend into
the cave and collect the Sample. | should report back within
three howrs. Over’

“Copy,” caid the digtorted voice over the radio. There was
a beep and then silence.

The bv%»} gave a olch rumble and bcgan 1o jcn’rlq ¢hake.
E@ah and | held out our armg and tried to ¢tabilise our¢elves
a¢ the bv%v’ bcjan fo Jvdolcr Thats when | vealised that it
was !ovvcrmg v¢ down into the cave. After a few moments,
the bvgjv] ¢teadied itself and came o a 41’0{) Mum unohppwl
herself from her ¢eat and made her way 1o the door. With
a clunk, the b"ﬂﬂ"] door Snung up and Mum leapt ovt. We
heard her dcaoh/} brcaﬁninﬂ faoling anay a she walked anvay
from v¢, and | knew that it was safe fo tfalk.

[ ¢hook. Elj)ah’é arm. “This is our chancel We have to follow
Mum So that we can hclp her to oa{nLvrc alien life. We can’t
let her face them alone.”

We scurried from the bugqy, our boots ’wadoling on the dusty
ground.
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The bvgjv] was parked nside a cave noJrh?ng like the

caves on Earth. It was more like a crater a¢ the gvnliﬁh'f
streamed in from the largc hole above owr heads. The floor
was made of rubbly, red oil and the walls were rough.
Jagjcd, footh-like ¢hapes hung from the roof.

“Look,” Eijah whispered. “That means there must have

been lava here, once.”

“Shhhh!" | gaid guickly. “What if the aliens hear v — or,
even worse, Mum?”

ln one hand, Mum wag hololinﬂ a strange piece of equipment
with a lonj metal vod and a small display; in the other, che
held a torch. A tronel and a J'ar hvn9 from her belt. We
walited vntil Mum wag Vlcarlv] ot of éiﬂlfnL before we crept
after her. Every o often, she Stopped and P!vnjcd the
metal rod into the 3Vovnol. Each time, we froze, hardly
olarinﬁ to breathe wntil che ¢tarted mox/ing aﬁain. [ wondeved
if the metal vod wag Some kind of Martian-sensor:

Mum went deeper and deeper info the cave wntil
c\/crvﬂ’himg nas oomplc’rclq black. [t wag ccrilv] q/uimL nside
my helmedt. | 9rif>{>cal my Sevewdriver and ¢trained my ears
pointlessly — Sound doesn’t travel far in the atmogphere on
Mars and all | covld hear wag Elj)'a!n’é Faniokcai brca%hinj 2
but what if aliens had Qupcr—hoarinﬂ? Férhan Martiang could
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see in the dark and thats why they didn’t mind {i\/inﬂ in
caves... PérhaFg we were at the entrance of an vnolcrgrovnd
oiﬁ]! Mum didn™t ¢eem to be oawqinj +mnq/vili€cr darts OR
a net. | wasn’t sure how che wags ﬂoinﬂ fo collect an alien
with JU@'IL a forch and a tronel.

We followed Mum for hours. A!fhovgh [ didn’t have a clock
or watch, | felt qure that wed been ovfSide the bugqy for
Iongcr than wed been 1Lra\/cllin3 n it Mum didn’t turn back
once — she was lost in her work. Hevr torch beam chone

on the cave wallg, which 9!01/\/@01 deep crimson. In her
wake, | inspected them for alien ymbols and the floor for
three—toed footprints or ¢ H’hcrinﬂ tracks.

[ wag So buglz] {ookinﬁ around at the cave for Qiﬂné of alien
life that, at firct, | didn’t notice how Qh/anﬁc!l? Mum wag
aoﬁng. She wa¢ éﬁ/mblinﬂ over her onn foo+§+cf>§ and ¢he
rebounded off one cave wall and onto the other. She wag
Qhaldng violently. Then, she fell forwards onto her knees.

| tried to race over to her and ¢ee if she was OK but
Edijah grabbed my arm and, ag we watched, we Sans what
she wag oloinﬂ. She wag §oy"a{>inj at the ﬂrovnol with her
trowel. She poured trickle of ved dust info the J'ar at
her waist and wa¢ J'vd éoalinﬂ it up when She g!vmpcol tfo
the <ide againé’r the cave wall.

o

“Whats happcninﬂ?“ acked Elbah.
[ didnt wait to final ovt.

‘Mum!™ | yelled, and | van to where she lay. | shook her
¢houlder.

“Oh, have you come o rescve me?” she Gaid, in a Slow,
woozy voice. “It¢ very warm. | didn’t know that Mar¢ was
So warm. I'm going to take off my spacesuit” With that, he
veached up fo vno!iP her helmet:

“Nol | v}@”@ol and | 9Vabbcd her hands. “You'll die if you o
that. Mar i¢ too cold and there’ not enough oxgen. Elijah,
helpl

Luckily, Mum isn't very biﬂ, even for a gronn=up. Eijah took
her feet and | took her chovlders and we carvied her from
the cave. Mum had gone all HOFF"] and was ¢till babblinj. The
way in which ¢he wag bcha\/inﬂ reminded me of §omc+hinﬂ...

[t took. an age to ﬁd Mum back. to the bu%b] and we Pvffcol
and Pan’rcd the whole way. We oPcncd up the back and
loaded her inside. By then, she had Stopped éhi\/crinﬂ.

Svololcnlq, [ remembered. “Hvlpo—mir%h—ia_’“ [ cried.
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Eljah looked baffled.
“That ’H’liVlﬂ when you ﬂmL Voallv] cold!” | oxplaincol.

He caid that it wag ‘hqpo’rhcrmia’ and | cx{)laincol what Gran
had told me.

‘It means that chek too cold.” | didn’t say that, if we
weren't quick, she could die — | didn’t want fo even
THINK about that. “We need fo warm her vp, but not oo
quickly. Grab my bag — it full of Socks.

“What abovt the cilver ponchos?” Said E@ah, ﬂinginﬁ my bag
over. “If we twn the ponchos ingide ovt, her body heat will
be reflected back at her o that she warmg up ingtead of
3@1"(’6@ colder and colder

‘Ferfect!” | ¢hovted. ((WVQP her middle first ¢o that ¢he
warms from the ingide ovt. We hould ﬂe/r the onginc
anninﬁ, t00.”

The $ereen shoned the bu%b]’é 1Lcmpcra+vrc had olroPPcd o
~40°C but E@ah and | couldn’t feel it. Elj)ah ¢aid that the
heat of the cnﬂinc ¢hould warm up the bv%v[. He cx{){aincol
that Mums gpacesuits hca+in3 Vcﬂvlai'or system must be
broken or she wouldn’t have gmL so cold. When he ingpected
the wires on the front, he found the tiniest <plit in one of
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the wire cages.

“T%olfrc meant fo be checked and dovble-checked before
every mission! My Movstache <aid <ol” Ag | caid it |
remembered with a ’(’Winjc of 5vil’f how fed up [d been JUQ’IL
alcaninﬂ three of those quits. If P'm ever on Wirc—ohcoking
dvty in the future, LIl be extra careful, even if its the most
borinﬂ L)'0{7 in the world. But there was no time 1o dwell on
that: Mum needed help. NOW.

Lets 30," [ said, Pvéhinj Hijah towards the pilot seat:
E@aht face went all Wobb!»] and hig eyes went o wide
that | could ¢ee how white 1%@:7 weve even ‘Hmfough the
dark 3la§§ of his helmet. ‘Me? But... I'm rubbich at
@a!axv] Racers.

1< trve. E{Uah i< comPchrc!l«[ rubbich at @a!ax»] Racers.

Uazz " Mums weak voice croaked over the rumble of the
buggys engine. Uazz, its time for bed now, olarling.“

Theve was no time to lose. Mum was ¢till in olanﬂcr and |
needed to 3@1L her to Qafcﬁ/}.

“VII pilot the buggy back to Marineris Colony. Just... keep
Mum warm. And don’t let her go fo Sleep, whatever vou do.
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We w. 0 er conseiové 6o e can tell if ¢he

WaVMiVlﬂ up j

the dust.
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Radio Transcript - Valles Marineris
Sol 115, Mars Year §%7

Marineris Base:

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

Unknown:

Yeah, she’s in the cargo hold. Elijjah 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 'm
driving her back to the colony. She didn’t find any
aliens. Sorry. Um... Over

Marineris Base:
You are driving the buggy?

Jazz Harper:

Well, Elijah was too scared and Mum can’t do anything
right now. She’s all foggy from getting too cold. Over.
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[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 we were there to rescue Mum when her suit
went wrong. Over.

Marineris Base:

This is highly unusual. Jazz Harper, we are just
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 g little to the south. Over.

Jazz Harper:
South... south... Where is the compass?

Marineris Base:
There are no compasses on Mars, Jazz.
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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!l
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:

Elijah says that she’s awake and shivering. She
wasn’t shivering before. Does that mean 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
8o 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.

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.
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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:

Ahl 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’'S YOUNGEST SCIENTISTS ARE THE FIRST TO
DISCOVER LIVING MATTER ON THE RED PLANET

However, the mission ran into trouble when the heating regulator on Dr
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, had hidden
in the storage compartment in the back of the Mars buggy. Explaining why the
pair had sneaked onto the Mars buggy in the first place, Elijah told us that they
‘came to Mars to learn about space, just like all the grown-ups did.”

‘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, the
cave had been identified by scientists as a likely location for microbial life.
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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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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 there was life on Mars.

It 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 for ever.

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

Pl

his spacesuit and his parents grabbed him and sobbed. They
hugged me as well, since Mum was being carried away to
the medical bay. (I knew 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. 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 buggy, 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 couldn't because we saved Mum and the
microbes. They wanted to examine the soil sample right
away. They snatched it from us and began to scurry off 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 | looked 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 like youl

Since being on Mars, I've learnt a lot 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.

ATTACHMENT :
& “raMOUS. JPG
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10™ June 2111 — Sol 18, Mars Year 84

When | heard that researchers had vncovered my old
diaries in the Marineris archives, | confess that | wag
worried. My first year on Mars was marked by all sorts of
trouble, most of it caused by me with Some help from Elbah.
What i¢ clear i¢ that | wa¢ fascinated bu] Science from a
young age and that | wa¢ never 90?;/\3 to ¢t avound vvaiﬁnﬁ
for other PcoPlc 1o digcover 1Lhin9§.

Alﬂf\ogh [ didn™t ¢tow anvay o any more bu%»] vides to
remote caves, | <till learnt ¢o much over the following years
on Marg. At school, we studied how plants grew in the
3Vconhov§o§ and we cxpcrimcnhol with different Sorts of
food. E@ah was excited 1o analqéc vocks from different
areas of Marg and | couldn’t wait to examine the various
mioroorjaniémé that had been collected in the labg.

My five years on Marg seemed to fly by and, by the end, |
dicn’t want to leave. After all, Eijaht family had decided
to settle theve for 30001, the colony wag cx{)analing and new
experiments weve d’arﬁnﬂ all the time. The algac farmg

were flovriching and the artificial lake wa almost complete.
However, Gran was getting older and Mum and | wanted o
looke aftex her o we flew home to gpicy curvies, chocolate

ol

fudge cake and tales of the J'vnﬂlc. This time, | had my own
tales to share, ool

[ pent the next decade on Earth, 30?»/\3 fo vniversity and
lcarn?nj all that | could, but Marg wag an itch that | covldn™t
scratch. In 2077, 35601 fvvcnﬁ/]—cight [ took 3 job on a
frciﬂw Ship fo Marg becawe it was the guickest way back
fo the planet that [d fallen in love with.

When | arvived, things weve very different and dfill
ohanﬁinﬂ fast. For ¢tarters, the Red Flanet wag no lomﬁcr
completely ved. A¢ the Spacecraft flew closer, | caw
ﬂrocnigh §{>Iod9@§ that ¢howed where alﬂac crops were
3Vovvin9, and white ;Ploalgcé that Qignificol lce~covered,
artificial lakes. The oo!om»] was three times the Size it had
been when | had left. It had itS own chemical extraction
plants and factories, which meant that it velied le<s on
resourees from Earth. There were more luries, too: a
sports hall for playing Mars ball (the rvles had changed Since
Elijah and | had firct invented them) and a whole School
with 1t onwn [abg.

E{Bah wag alrcaolv} F!avminﬁ hig first cx{)coliﬁon o Olqmpvg
Mong and wag in oharjc of a team that wag co{lcoﬁng and
ana!qéinj rock Samples from all over Mars. | (Lvioldv] Jo?nool a
feam of explorers and scientists, M\/cgﬁﬂaﬁng how Martian
life forms covld holp humans to thrive on the Red Flanet:

oo



We achieved other milestones, too. Elj}iah met a lovely

emical enginee ey qo | el ldve

were among the first babies born on Marsl When the
| vl v v
| V) | |
ove (4 | | 0 [0 | [0} (0)0) |

new “75( here on Marg

But, most importantly of all, we've built a home.
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Tobm fmallg off on a rcal

‘-;“_-_qd\/cnﬁrc 1o Plaoo far avvaﬂ,

where c\/cr\ufrhmg fe _golVlg fo

be completely different From
what | know..

Jazz Harper has always admired her
gran- and loves nothing more than
listening 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 buggy
and secretly join the hunt for alien

life, the adventure soon becomes

very real...
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