
By Order of  the High Council
These tablets decree the tasks and protocols for the extraction of  celestial metals from 

the Red Forge (Mars). Heed these words. Seek the blessings of  the Sun God. Offer sacri-
fices and prayers for safe passage and bountiful harvest. Craft sturdy tools of  bronze and 

stone. Prepare for harsh conditions. Thick hides and garments for protection against the 
Red Forge's frigid air and relentless dust. Locate the mineral veins rich in celestial metals. 

Establish a fortified camp.: Shelter yourselves from the Red Forge's unforgiving elements.

   Remember, offer daily sacrifices to appease the Red Forge and maintain its favor.

From the starlit sands of  Quar, 
whispers have reached us of  a crimson 
world beyond the heavens. A celestial 
sphere painted sepia, moss green, and 
red, where the spirits of  the dead 
roam, and a frozen sea of  crystal tears 
stretches across its poles. The scholars 
of  Alexandria call it "Mars," and speak 
of  a treasure hidden within its icy 
depths - the Tears of  Ra.

These tears, they say, are not mere ice, 
but solidified water, the very essence 
of  life itself. On our parched Earth, 
water is a precious commodity, 
guarded by jealous gods and fought 
over by warring tribes. Yet, on Mars, 
it lies in abundance, waiting to be 
claimed by those daring enough to 
reach for it.

The journey is fraught with peril. 
Caravels of  starships must traverse 
the celestial void, battling cosmic 
storms and the hungry maw of  the 
black between worlds. Once upon the 
green and red sands, the dangers 
multiply. The air is thin and poison-
ous, the sun a merciless tyrant, and 
the land itself  a desolate wasteland.

But the Tears of  Ra promise reward. 
With this celestial water, we could 
transform our world. Rivers would 
flow through barren lands, and the 
spectre of  drought would vanish 
forever. The fate of  our civilization 
rests on this venture, a gamble for 
salvation amongst the stars.

While Mars' harsh envi-
ronment seems antithetical to life, the 
dream of  Martian horticulture persists. 
Establishing sustainable plant growth 
on the Red Planet is crucial for future 
human missions, offering a renewable 
source of  food, oxygen, and psychologi-
cal well-being.

The challenges are formidable. Martian 
soil lacks organic matter and nutrients, 
the atmosphere is thin and lacks oxygen, 
and radiation levels are high. 

Vertical farming, a method of  stacking 
crops in layers, is considered a promising 
approach due to its efficient use of  space 
and resources. Genetic engineering 
could create plants tolerant to low-light, 
high-radiation environments, and 
capable of  utilizing Martian water 
sources. Additionally, scientists are study-
ing the potential of  Martian microbes to 
improve soil fertility and break down 
harmful perchlorates.

Establishing Martian horticulture is a 
complex endeavor, requiring technologi-
cal advancements, innovative solutions, 
and continued research. However, the 
potential rewards are immense.

Har Desher, the 
Crimson Waste, a place of  whispers and 
forgotten gods. Now, brave souls venture 
forth to this desolate realm, not for con-
quest or glory, but for the hidden trea-
sures buried beneath its crimson sands.

They speak of  mountains forged from 
iron, heavier than any earthly metal, 
and rivers of  molten gold that flow like 
blood under the alien sun. Tales abound 
of  shimmering crystals, imbued with 
strange powers, and stones that hold the 
secrets of  the cosmos within their fiery 
depths. Driven by greed and ambition, 
these modern-day Argonauts embark on 
perilous journeys, braving the thin, 
choking air and the whispers of  the 
Martian wind.

Their tools are crude, fashioned from 
wood and bronze, for the harsh condi-
tions of  Har Desher quickly devour iron 
and steel. They dig with picks and shov-
els, their faces masked against the dust 
storms that rage across the barren 
plains. The work is brutal, the rewards 
uncertain, and many fall victim to the 
unforgiving landscape. Some succumb to 
the cold, others to the toxic air. Their 
bodies remain unclaimed, swallowed by 
the colorless sands, a grim testament to 
the dangers of  this celestial frontier.

But for those who persevere, the rewards 
can be immense. Nuggets of  gold, large 
as a man's fist, are unearthed from the 
Martian soil. Crystals, pulsating with an 
inner light, are found nestled amongst 
the rocks. These treasures, brought back 
to Earth, fetch fortunes.


