
Passage #1

It had been raining for seven years; thousands upon thousands of days compounded and filled from one end to the other with rain, with 
the drum and gush of water, with the sweet crystal fall of showers and the concussion of storms so heavy they were tidal waves come over 
the islands. A thousand forests had been crushed under the rain and grown up a thousand times to be crushed again. And this was the way 
life was forever on the planet Venus, and this was the schoolroom of the children of the rocket men and women who had come to a raining 
world to set up civilization and live out their lives.

Passage #2

It was as if, in the midst of a film concerning an avalanche, a tornado, a hurricane, a volcanic eruption, something had, first, gone wrong 
with the sound apparatus, thus muffling and finally cutting off all noise, all of the blasts and repercussions and thunders, and then, second, 
ripped the film from the projector and inserted in its place a beautiful tropical sl ide which did not move or tremor. The world ground to a 
standstill. The silence was so immense and unbelievable that you felt your ears had been stuffed or you had lost your hearing altogether. 
The children put their hands to their ears. They stood apart. The door slid back and the smell of the silent, waiting world came in to them.

Passage #3

The sun came out.

It was the color of flaming bronze and it was very large. And the sky around it was a blazing blue tile color. And the jungle burned with sunlight 
as the children, released from their spell, rushed out, yelling into the springtime.

“Now, don’t go too far,” called the teacher after them. “You’ve only two hours, you know. You wouldn’t want to get caught out!”

But they were running and turning their faces up to the sky and feeling the sun on their cheeks like a warm iron; they were taking off their 
jackets and letting the sun burn their arms.

“Oh, it’s better than the sun lamps, isn’t it?”

Passage #4

They stopped running and stood in the great jungle that covered Venus, that grew and never stopped growing, tumultuously, even as you 
watched it. It was a nest of octopi, clustering up great arms of flesh-like weed, wavering, flowering in this brief spring. It was the color of rubber 
and ash, this jungle, from the many years without sun. It was the color of stones and white cheeses and ink, and it was the color of the moon.

The children lay out, laughing, on the jungle mattress, and heard it sigh and squeak under them resilient and alive. They ran among the trees, 
they slipped and fell, they pushed each other, they played hide-and-seek and tag, but most of all they squinted at the sun until the tears ran 
down their faces; they put their hands up to that yellowness and that amazing blueness and they breathed of the fresh, fresh air and listened 
and listened to the silence which suspended them in a blessed sea of no sound and no motion. They looked at everything and savored 
everything. Then, wildly, like animals escaped from their caves, they ran and ran in shouting circles. They ran for an hour and did not stop 
running.

Passage #5

A few cold drops fell on their noses and their cheeks and their mouths. The sun faded behind a stir of mist. A wind blew cold around them. They 
turned and started to walk back toward the underground house, their hands at their sides, their smiles vanishing away.

A boom of thunder startled them and like leaves before a new hurricane, they tumbled upon each other and ran. Lightning struck ten miles 
away, five miles away, a mile, a half mile. The sky darkened into midnight in a flash.

They stood in the doorway of the underground for a moment until it was raining hard. Then they closed the door and heard the gigantic sound 
of the rain falling in tons and avalanches, everywhere and forever.

“Will it be seven more years?” 

“Yes. Seven.”
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