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The Big Squeeze 

Charles Lesher  

 
We experience night and day because the Earth spins like a top. Days 

turn into years because the Earth is in orbit around the Sun. We can see 
the moon, planets and thousands of stars with our own eyes. Beginning 
with Galileo, humans began building devices to help us discern more of 
what exists beyond what we can see. We now have the Hubble and other 
powerful instruments that let us probe ever deeper into space and back 
in time. What has become evident is that our Sun is but one of billions of 
stars that exist in a galaxy we call the Milky Way and beyond our galaxy is 
a universe containing many other galaxies. As we focus our telescopes 
even deeper into space and time, we see more galaxies seemingly 
without end, sharing four important facts.  

Fact One: All galaxies are moving 
away from our galaxy like 
particles in a great explosion.  

Fact Two: Our universe is not 
only expanding, but the rate of 
expansion is increasing.  

Fact Three: At the heart of every 
galaxy there exists a 
supermassive black hole millions 
of times the mass of our Sun.  

Fact Four: The mass of the black 
hole at the heart of a galaxy is 
simply not massive enough to 
account for the high rotational 
speed of the stars within the 
galaxy.  
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In other words, galaxies rotate much faster than they should when 
applying just gravitational physics. Something else is going on. 

At the time of this writing, humans could see almost 13 billion years 
into our past with no measurable change in the density of the galaxies 
they find there. Most scientists believe our universe began 13¾  billion 
years ago in what has become popularized as the Big Bang.  In reality, it 
was more like the Big Squeeze.  

Fact Five: In the instant of our creation, at a single infinitely small point 
in space, matter/energy in a state of near-infinite density, near-infinite 
pressure and near-infinite temperature, surged into existence bringing 
its own spacetime with it. 

Where before there was nothing, now there was something and that 
something was our universe.  Thirteen billion years later, humans look 
deep into the night sky and gaze in wonder at the magnificence of what 
happened next.  

Fact Six: Matter/energy continues to flow into our universe through the 
Singularity. 

Stated another way, the birth of our universe occurred when the first 
bit of matter/energy emerged from the Singularity. But where did it come 
from? The simplest and most obvious answer is from another universe 
just like the one we live in, only different. This begs the question, if the 
matter/energy came from another universe, did it get here all at once or 
is it still spewing forth today? Nothing ever happens instantaneously, not 
even the birth of a universe. Yes, the process must be ongoing even now 
as you read this, but because of limitations due to the speed of light, the 
Singularity is far beyond our ability to obscure it.  

Fact Seven: Matter/energy flows from our present universe into 
another universe. 

The same exact process that created our universe is occurring in 
every black hole within our universe.  At this very moment, 
matter/energy from our present universe is flowing through our black 
holes into a future universe. This future universe looks very much like our 
present universe which looks very much like the previous universe, filled 
with planets, stars, and galaxies.  

From the perspective within a universe, the point of origin always 
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appears to be a Singularity forever beyond our ability to directly observe. 
It is only from the perspective of the previous universe that the 
Singularity is revealed as a great multitude of black holes.  

Fact Eight: The openings that matter/energy flow through are called 
black holes in our present universe. 

Our present universe is riddled with black holes, each a portal into 
the next universe, because you see, one black hole does not a universe 
make. It takes trillions. Black holes come in many sizes from the ordinary 
star going nova, to the giants going supernova, to the supermassive black 
holes at the center of the galaxies that consume millions of stars and 
eventually billions. Every point in our spacetime that exceeds the 
matter/energy density threshold will create a black hole and begin 
transferring material.  

What are the other universes made of? 

All universes are made from the same matter/energy that our 
present universe is made of. Endlessly recycled matter/energy flows from 
one universe to the next. It is the passage through a black hole that 
restores matter/energy to its primordial state best understood by the 
mathematics describing the first moments of the Big Bang. A new 
universe is chaotic and strange indeed. It is only after time has passed 
that the things we are accustomed to seeing will appear. The end of a 
universe is lonely and rather boring. The stars are gone, sucked into 
another universe, only supermassive black holes exist until even they 
disappear and the universe is again nothing, just as it was before.  

Fact Nine: The same physics apply in all universes.  

Since every universe is composed of recycled material from the 
previous universe, the laws of physics that govern them remain fixed. The 
speed of light will be the same. Water is still water. The Periodic Table of 
Elements is identical. They share many of the same physical 
characteristics, in particular, the same evolution of matter/energy in an 
expanding universe. The galaxies in the new universe will eventually 
evolve massive black holes at their center feeding yet another universe 
which in turn will evolve galaxies with massive black holes feeding yet 
another universe, etc., etc. It goes on in an endless cycle like water 
flowing down the different levels of a great fountain. 
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How many universes are there? 

Just as our universe has evolved from the previous universe, all 
subsequent universes must follow the same basic pattern. It is an endless 
process like sand through an hourglass. However, it takes time for a 
universe to progress to the point that the first black hole appears.  And it 
takes time for a universe to completely pass its matter/energy on to the 
next universe. There exists a natural equilibrium of creation and 
destruction that limits the number of universes at any given instant in 
time. 

Fact Ten: The mathematics of the very small describes the evolution of 
the very large. 

One universe literally turns itself inside out as it oozes through the 
black holes like water through a sieve. The matter/energy contained 
within each universe endlessly cycles forward in time at a rate that 
stabilizes around eleven universes in existence at any given time. Why 
eleven? Eleven is not an exact number by any means. Eleven is more an 
approximation reflected in the complex mathematics of String Theory.  

[ŜǘΩǎ ǾƛǎǳŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǘƻȅ ǘƘŀǘ 
everyone should be familiar with, a slinky. Each step 
represents a universe and each slinky the 

matter/energy moving through a black hole from 
one universe into another. To make this 
ŀƴŀƭƻƎȅ ǿƻǊƪΣ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ōƛƭƭƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǎƭƛƴƪȅΩǎ 
and much larger stairs but imagine for a 

moment as tƘƛǎ ƳǳƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ƻŦ ǎƭƛƴƪȅΩǎ ƳƻǾŜ 
down the stairs.  

Like herding cats, the number of 
ǎǘŜǇǎ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ǎƭƛƴƪȅΩǎ ŀǘ ŀƴȅ ƎƛǾŜƴ 
moment reaches equilibrium while 
occupying about eleven adjacent steps. 
So too does the matter/energy flowing 
through the universes. The natural rate 
of matter/energy moving through the 
many black holes from one universe to 

another has a natural frequency that 
works out to be approximately eleven 

universes at any given moment in time.  
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Do these other universes affect ours? 

The eleven universes are distinct but highly interdependent. The 
adjacent universes do affect their neighbors in three major ways.  

One: Scientists frequently use the analogy of an inflating balloon to 
describe our expanding universe. Extending that analogy to fit the multi-
universe theory, the relationship between parent universe and child can 
be envisioned as one balloon 
nested inside of another, nested 
inside of another, nested inside of 
another, etc., etc., for a total of 
about eleven universes.  

The balloon analogy is useful 
because it shows how a child 
universe will affect the parent 
universe. As the child universe 
grows, it forces the parent to grow 
at a rate faster than the local laws 
of physics can account for. 

 In the slinky stair analogy, our 
universe is early in the process, 
much closer to the lowest step 
than the highest. The influence of 
our child universe occupying the 
step directly below ours, or one 
balloon expanding inside the other, 
can be measured in our universe by the accelerating rate of expansion 
between our galaxies. The rapid spacetime expansion of a child universe 
forces the galaxies of the parenting universe to accelerate away from 
each other. The effect is highest at the moment of conception and rapidly 
declines as time goes by. However, a newly formed universe doubles in 
size every few nanoseconds which exerts tremendous pressure within the 
parenting universe, forcing its galaxies to accelerate apart at tremendous 
speeds and accounts for much of the size of the parent universe. This in 
turn affects the universe that spawned it in the same way but with 
lessening results, which in turn affects its parenting universe, etc., etc., 
rippling backward in time across all eleven universes from the newest to 
the oldest. 
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Two:  Not only does the rapidly expanding child universe force the 
galaxies apart, it also exerts a torque within individual galaxies, revealed 
by the increased rotational speed of the stars that make up the galaxies, 
far beyond what normal gravitational physics can account for.  The stars 
closest to the supermassive black hole at the center of our galaxy swarm 
like bees around a hive, making it possible to very accurately measure the 
mass at its heart. However, our galaxy is a big place and as massive as the 
black hole is, it cannot exert sufficient influence on the great majority of 
stars that make up our galaxy to account for their speed of rotation. This 
becomes increasingly apparent the further you get from the 
supermassive black hole. If the gravitational attraction of the black hole 
was all that was keeping our sun in the Milky Way, we would immediately 
fly off into the void between galaxies. In fact, if gravity was the only thing 
holding the Milky Way together, it would fly apart, losing over 99% of its 
stars this way. 

Instead, we find that the rotational spin rate of the galaxies is 
proportional to the age of our universe and increases over time. The 
older the Milky Way becomes, the tighter the stars will spin about the 
supermassive black hole, like an ice skater pulling her arms in to her body 
causing her to spin faster and faster. The force of attraction is 
proportional to the matter/energy that has already passed through all 
ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƘƻƭŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊŜƴǘ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜ 
cosmic whirlpool that will end only when the last star has passed through 
the black hole. 

 Three: One universe never simply gives its matter/energy to the 
next universe. There is always a thread of connection tying all eleven 
universes together into a Super Universe. These echoes are strongest 
from the universe that gave birth to our universe (the step directly above 
ours) and can be seen only at the subatomic level as revealed in Quantum 
Mechanics and the Uncertainty Principle. This also explains why String 
Theory and the mathematics of the very small actually describe the 
evolution of the very large.  

Where are these other universes? 

When we look out into the depths of space, we catch a glimpse of 
the distant past within our universe. When we delve into the 
mathematics found at the bottom of a black hole we get a peek at a 
universe beyond ours. When we magnify tiny bits of matter and peer 
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down at the very small, we see an echo of the universe that spawned our 
universe. When we study the vibrations of the extremely small, we get a 
glimmer of what lies beyond our universe. 

Some people like to think of these universes as simply another 
demension but this is in error.  Every self respecting universe contains 
three dimensions, share the same dimension of time with all universes, 
and follow the rules discovered by Albert Einstein and the other great 
scientists. Yet, each universe is defined by its own spacetime and trying 
to visualize the physical relationship between two universes is humanly 
impossible.  

Neither the slinky nor the balloon analogy is an adequate model.  
Imagine a two dimensional being trying to explain the idea of a third 
dimension. Now expand that grain of understanding into three 
dimensions and an entire universe filled with galaxies and black holes. 
Now multiply that by eleven. The best we can say is that our universe and 
all other universes are independent but not self-sufficient.   

If you could survive a magical trip though a black hole, you would 
find another universe expanding and evolving much the same as our own, 
only at a stage less advanced than ours. If that other universe has evolved 
enough, you could find another black hole and use it to move forward to 
yet a third universe. But moving back the other way to previous universes 
is much more problematic and may be impossible even for a magical 
being like you. The trip is one way. 
 

 

 

Copyright © September 2009 by Charles Lesher 
All Rights Reserved 

 

This story is more than just another science fiction tale. It is a yarn with just enough truth 

to be dangerous. The author challenges you to determine where fact ends and fancy 

begins. 

May the force be with you! 
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Homecoming  

By Don Jacques  

 

Frontier towns are wondrous places of curiosities, often the best of 
men and the worst work side by side trusting each other only until 

the end of the dayé 
 

"That was easy." George said as he refilled his drink and turned to 
face the woman. 

"Too easy." She pushed her chair back from the table and laptop. 
"Either he's stupid, or there's no work for him, and he's hungry." 

"I say he's hungry." Chuck Ward had interned on the moon for a 
year in preparation. He was a strong young man, but did not like 
confined spaces. "Ma'am, while I worked with these guys I learned a 
lot. First of all they're loners." He moved across the room to the bar 
with a practiced ease; slowly, but deliberate steps. "But they live for 
their work. And there's precious little of it here." 

She eyed the other man in the room. Mick was from Australia - one 
of the big ranches. He even stayed with the aborigines for a while. Spent 
a lot of time working on their behalf with the government. He was a quiet 
one. But, he watched people, and noticed important things. "Well, 
Mick?" 

He stared into his drink. This low gravity stuff was just no good for 
him. Staying seated was so far the best policy. He looked up and met her 
gaze. "Look, the guy's the first to actually live long enough to get his 
green card. That says something." He tipped his head back to drain the 
glass. The liquor burned his throat on the way down. He shook it off. "You 
folks wanted someone you can trust - well, I say he's trustworthy. Just be 
careful." 

Morgan sat up on the bed smoothing the pillows. "What do you 
mean?" 

"Well, he's smart, like a fox, strong, and young enough to be willing 
to take certain risks, yet old enough to know when it ain't worth it. And, 
yes, he's hungry, but he ain't starving. Especially with the money he's just 
got." 

Chuck was leaning against the door. "But even so, he'll get bored 
quick." 

"Yea," Mick stood and moved toward the bar. "But, he'll be cautious 
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with what he considers - but when he makes up his mind - " 
"Watch out Nellie!" Chuck grinned. 
"He's gonna come out the gate like wild fire." 
Morgan stared into her drink as she swirled the last dreg in the 

bottom of the glass. She couldn't escape the fact that he was an eyeful as 
well. She looked from one to the other of the three men. "Yup. He's the 
one." She stood and placed her glass in the sink. Ok boys, ƭŜǘΩǎ call it a 
night." She opened the door. 

The young men nodded, leaving their glasses in the sink as they 
exited to the hall, nodding to her. George paused at the door. "MorganΣέ 
he whispered. "We're here to get the job done. I noticed your, ahem, 
attraction. Remember what happened the last time you took a shine to a 
target? What was his name? Woolfie?" He winked at her. 

"The job first, George. And I'll be careful" He patted her hand as she 
closed the door behind him. 

The buzzing just wouldn't stop. It kept going on and on, and ON! 
"Damn it!" he shouted from under the pillow. He grabbed it and threw it 
hard in the direction of the desk. It bounced off the back of the chair, and 
careened into the wall, the chair fell over against the desk and with a 
clatter to the floor. He lifted his elbow and looked down his body to 
survey the damage. Nothing broken. "Crap." He pulled his feet up and set 
them on the floor. His hand found the remote on the nightstand and then 
the button to silence the com. The shower beckoned, and he answered 
the call. 

As he toweled off, the com buzzed again. He wrapped the towel 
about him and stepped over the desk. Leaning down, he keyed his access 
code to read the messages. Seven messages were displayed from his 
fellow miners all calling for him to join them in the cafeteria for a 
homecoming party. He smiled. Any excuse for a party. Cool, he thought. 
He dressed in the usual jeans, polo shirt, and sneakers; flashed a comb 
through his wet hair and set out. 

From the noise at the end of the hall, he could tell they were already 
bouncing off the walls. At the door, it was clear as one sailed across in 
front of him trying to beat the record for somersaults across the room. 
He made six of them and bounced off the opposite wall, the record was 
seven. It was Bill who held that record. He clapped with everyone else. 

"Well now, Billy!" Joey called from behind the bar. "They still can't 
get that last turn in." He said grinning. 



 

14 
 

"Nope, " he answered. "Ya gotta know the secret." He tapped his 
index finger to his temple, grinning. Joey responded with a great over-
sized wink and they both laughed. The other men had gathered around 
him. 

"Welcome home, Billy." 
"Good to see ya back." 
"You're buyin, right?" 
Bill laughed and shook hands with them all. "When have you Ever 

seen me buy a round of drinks? Eh?" 
"Now that you mention it - never!" Wilkie jostled himself close. Bill 

held up his hand suggesting an arm wrestling match. "Whoa now Billy, 
You'll not sucker me into that again." Wilkie was a distant relative to the 
Wilkinson blade fortune. Though he had been long removed from that 
life and living his life on his own terms. The family business never suited 
the five foot stout man. In fact, the only time he'd ever called upon his 
family was to get the height exception that allowed him to come to Luna. 
He was his own man, now, and only 4 years away from his own green 
card. He just couldn't arm wrestle worth a crap. 

"So's what's it gonna be, Billy? Ya wanna dance with the stick?" They 
all laughed as the man referred to as the Stick jumped lightly in the air 
and spun several times before alighting back on the floor. He bowed to 
clapping from all round. The Stick was a former NBA pro who got 
creamed in a playoff game. His knees have never been the same, so he 
ended up here so that he wouldn't be subject to the stress. Back on earth 
it hurt to walk. Here, the guy could even dance. "I even took a shower 
this week!" 

"No, No - " Jonesy screwed up his face. "I could give him a pony ride 
on my knee!" Jonesy had been here the longest. He'd spent 8 years here 
mining when an accident sent him home for major surgery. Three years 
later, he came back - thanks to an exception from Wilkie's family. 

Bill leaned back to guffaw, then, "Naw, Jonesy, and wreck your hip all 
over again? You'd NEVER make retirement then." Jonesy was next to 
retire and get his own green card in just three months. His wife had 
divorced him and taken the kids after 20 years of marriage. She found a 
younger guy. So the porky guy up and committed luny-cide. He'd been 
here ever since. 

"You're quite right, I'm a short timer now! Lets drink to that!" they all 
raised their glasses and threw back their heads together. 
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The other men all had similar offers, each trying to be more 
ridiculous. It was Donny, the newbie, who stopped them all. 

"So Billy, now you're retired, tell us how to do seven somersaults." 
They all roared. "To the ignorance of youth!" shouted Jonesy. And 

they all threw their heads back and glugged. Donny smiled, and drank. 
But Bill could see, he didn't understand. He motioned for the young man 
to sit beside him. 

"Look, Donny." He had only been on the moon for a year, just out of 
internship. He was all of 23 years old, and green as an irish clover. He had 
got into a spot of trouble, desertion from the army. Oh well, judges liked 
giving youths an option. "The secret is that you gotta be first, young 
enough, second stupid enough, and third able to tuck yourself into a tight 
enough ball." He looked around to the group. "Hey guys, I think Donny 
here just might be able to do it!" They all rose to their feet and cleared a 
channel across the room. 

Bill led Donny to the end of the group, and turned the boy to face 
the channel. "Now, remember, you gotta tuŎƪ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘέ ƘŜ 
pointed to the center light fixture. "Aim for the light as you push off, and 
try and roll yourself as fast as you can." He slapped the boy on the back 
and stepped back. 

The men all began to chant, "Don-ny, Don-ny, Don-ny" a clap 
sounded in unison to each syllable. The boy gathered his courage, looked 
at the light, then Bill, then the light. He took a big breath and blew it out 
as he launched himself at the light. He followed Bill's advice and tucked 
himself as tight as he could, throwing himself forward. The men's voices 
counted, 

"One! - Two - Three - Four - - - Seven! Eight! - " There was a tharump 
as the boy hit the wall half way into another tumble. He sat up rubbing 
his head. The men were cheering loudly and rushed to lift the boy from 
the floor. 

Bill looked at the boy and lifted a thumbs-up to him. The boy smiled 
weakly. "Now, Joey! I AM gonna buy a round of drinks!" They all gathered 
round the boy to let him take the first one, clapping and cheering for the 
boy. Bill made his way to the table in the corner, and sat, pushing the 
chair against the wall. He sipped his drink gingerly as the men drank 
greedily. 

It was Jonesy who came to join him first, nodding and lifting his glass 
as he sat. "Been a long time since you set that record, eh, Bill?" 
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"Yea." He sipped, gently spinning the glass between his fingers as he 
set it down. "Wasn't I bout his age?" 

"Yup." He pulled another chair over and crossed his legs in the seat. 
"Now you're free, Bill. Even your somersault record's been broke." He 
chuckled. "Nothin' left for you here, eh?" 

"Well, actually, now that you mention it, " He watched the party go 
from game to game and the drinks began to slur their speech. He turned 
to his friend. "Got me a new job yesterday." 

Jonesy pulled his feet off the chair and faced Bill. "Really now." 
They both looked up as Wilkie approached, chair in hand, and 

straddled leaning his arms on the back of the chair. "There's a rumor you 
picked up some cash - and a new client yesterday." 

Bill smiled. "Seems there's a new player in the habs, boys." 
"Wadya mean, Bill." Wilkie sat up taller in his seat. "Everyone knows 

you can't really build a hab without a crew to man it. Just a waste of 
money." 

"Seems there are several crews waiting - with this company, at 
least." Said Bill. 

"We've seen 'em come and go, Bill." Jonesy chewed lazily on a piece 
of grass. Bill always wondered where he got it. "You look like you think 
these folks are different." 

"I do." 
"So what makes them different that all the others?" 
"The boss." He slurped the last of his drink into his throat. "Best 

damn red-head I've seen in years." 
Wilkie chuckled. "Ain't none of us seen a red-head in 5 years!" 
"Hell, Wilkie," Jonesy slapped the other's shoulder play fully. "Do you 

even like girls?" 
Wilkie ignored the jibe and looked seriously at Bill. "So what now. 

You gonna keep the team together?" 
"Not sure. Since I got my ticket, they'll be assigning a new mole 

soon." 
"Rather work with you." Wilkie said. 
"What if they made you mole, Wilkie." Bill looked dead at him. Wilkie 

had been the one member of his team that he had hoped would take the 
lead. He knew more than everyone, honestly, he was the guy who saw 
troubles before even Bill could spot them. And more often that he cared 
to admin. Wilkie had a knack for this work. 
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"No." His answer was flat, matter of fact. "Don't want it, never did." 
Jonesy was fidgeting. "Hey, Bill. You know we all - an I mean all of us. 

We've done more habs than any other team. We're the best, and its 
cause of you. You made us a great team, and it works." Wilkie harumpfed 
agreement. 

"Thanks guys. I'm all aflutter with your bein so buttery." He watched 
the others winding down the games. They were a great team. And the 
bylaws never said he couldn't take his team and go private. "Look guys, I 
gotta stew on it a day or so. Not sure how the bean counters are gonna 
take it all." He stood to go. 

"Let em rot," said Wilkie sourly. 
"Sure, Wilkie, then I'd be the one to clean up the mess. You sure 

won't." He looked up at Bill. "We're here ifn you want Bill. If they got 
teams for habs, well, we can build the best habs around." 

"I know." Bill said. "Look, talk it over with the guys, and I'll see to the 
bean counters and the new player." 

"Ok, boss." The two lifted their glasses in salute. Bill nodded and 
turned toward the door. 
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http://weaversofdreams.com/
http://msphx.org/
mailto:djmitzlplick@weaversofdreams.com


 

19 
 

 

Letters Home  
Dear Diary 

6/9/28  The shit really hit the fans yesterday morning. There was a 
landslide out on the North Slope. It buried two trucks and took a day to 
get the crews oǳǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ŦǳƴΗ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎƭŜǇǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƳ ǎƻ 
tired. Will write more later, maybe. 
 

****************** 
 
 
 From: Silas Pak 
To: Henry Pak 
Subject: Physical Exam 
 
Dear Uncle Henry; 
 
Shortly after I wrote to you about my application to October 

Moonbase, I caught a cold!  I was on pins and needles trying to cure 
myself before my physical.  I had heard that if you are affected by any 
kind of illness, your spot on the base is rejected.  While they do have a 
clinic on the base, its purpose is to stabilize you so you can be shipped 
back to Earth for treatment. 

 
Just like the old days of NASA, our health is monitored constantly.  

But instead of the old fashioned monitors with electrodes stuck on us, we 
have software on our wearable computers.  The software sends info via 
wireless to the clinic.  We simply will wear a wristband to monitor our 
hearts. 

 
Well, to make a long story short, my results came back.  Guess what?  

LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ aƻƻƴΗ  LΩƭƭ Ŝ-mail you about the details of getting there in 
my next letter. 

 
Love, Silas 
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Mining the Moon 

By Gary Deatsman  

 
    Jack found himself singing as he worked: 
 

In a cavern, in a canyon, 
Excavating for a mine, 
Lived a miner, forty-niner, 
And his daughter, Clementine. 

 
The tune had been on the minds of his co-workers for weeks, ever 

ǎƛƴŎŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΩǎ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ 9ǾŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƛƴƛƴƎ ŀ 
ǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜ ƻǊŜ ŘŜǇƻǎƛǘ ōȅ ŜȄŎŀǾŀǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ŎŀƴȅƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ǿŀǎ ΩпфΦ 
However, none of them had a daughter named Clementine; the year was 
2049, not 1849; and their mine was a long way from the pioneer gold 
fields of California. It was on the moon. And if you want to be picky, their 
άŎŀƴȅƻƴέ ǿŀǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀ ŎǊŀǘŜǊ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƴ ŀǎǘŜǊƻƛŘ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƘƛƎƘ 
concentrations of precious metals managed to smash into the moon at 
such a relatively slow speed that it remained mostly intact. 

For an eight-hour shift, Jack drove a truck loaded with ore up out of 
the crater and back down for another load. He followed a road which 
spiraled up the crater wall. The road had been blasted out to a width of 
thirty feet, providing an ample one-ǿŀȅ ǇŀǘƘ ŦƻǊ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎ ǘǊǳŎƪΣ 
one of only three which served the mine. 

The trucks were masterpieces of engineering. They were built of 
extremely light, strong materials, many parts recycled from the rockets 
which brought them from earth. Electric powered by highly advanced 
rechargeable batteries, each was charged to slightly over ¾ capacity after 
dumping its load at the smelter on top of the crater rim. On the way back 
down, electric brakes acted as generators which brought the batteries up 
to full charge. Including delivery, each had cost Lunar Mines, Inc. nearly 
three billion dollars. They were used as efficiently as possible, with a 
ƳƛƴƛƳǳƳ ƻŦ άŘƻǿƴ ǘƛƳŜέΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ ƻƴŜ ǘǊǳŎƪ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ƭƻŀŘŜŘΣ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ 
truck would make it to the top, dump, and begin charging after the third 
truck finished. While the second truck was charging, the third truck would 
drive back down the road to arrive just as the loading of the first truck 
was finished. Each driver knew that the ǎƭƛƎƘǘŜǎǘ ŘŜƭŀȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏƻǎǘ άōƛƎ 
ƳƻƴŜȅέΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƭŜǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜΦ 
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Jack found the stress of driving was relieved a bit by enjoying the 
view as his truck was recharged at the smelter. Jack was supposed to 
watch the meter showing the progress of the charging, but since a chime 
sounded when optimal charge was reached, he felt that he could take 
this much-needed break. If he parked at just the right angle, his 
viewscreen provided a panorama of the nuclear power plant, the smelter, 
and the electromagnetic launcher which sent its products to Earth for 
only a few dollars per pound. His eyes would follow the launcher track to 
the nearby horizon. Just above it in the black lunar sky was the beautiful 
blue and white ball of his home planet. 

When the chime alerted him, he would disconnect from the charger 
and drive to the edge of the crater. There he parked so as to line up 
aimed straight down the road. If everything was perfectly timed the truck 
driving up would arrive within a few seconds. As soon as it was out of his 
way Jack would start down.  

Jack was one of those fortunate people who truly love their work. His 
friends envied him, and he certainly ranked as one of the twelve (three 
shifts plus weekends) most highly paid truck drivers ever. However, the 
job was actually somewhat monotonous, and after four years he was 
beginning to lose his edge a bit. He had caught himself in occasional brief 
episodes of daydreaming. He kept this a secret from everyone, and tried 
his best to maintain full and constant attention.  

Now as his truck was being charged he noticed that the launcher was 
about to fire a load to Earth. Although he had never been able to do so, 
other miners had told him that it was possible to see the cargo capsule 
after it left the other end. He watched intently, focusing his eyes on the 
end of the track. There it was! A faint speck of reflected sunlight soared 
into the blackness. Jack imagined the capsule splashing into the Pacific 
two days later. He had been aboard the recovery ship during his training 
and witnessed the entry, splash, and retrieval of several loads. He 
remembered most vividly a night entry when the blazing man-made 
meteor lit up the sky. 

Suddenly Jack was jolted out of his reverie by a buzz on his com link. 
The chime which normally signaled him had failed. His truck had received 
a full charge, and next one had dumped its load and was approaching the 
charger. Jack managed to disconnect drive out of the way quickly enough 
to avoid significantly delaying it, but by now he should have been starting 
down the road into the crater. If he kept the loader waiting he would 
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have hell to pay for his lapse of concentration. Even if he made it down in 
time he would be in some trouble for not having kept his eyes on the 
meter and wasting power. He drove toward the road not recklessly, but 
at what seemed a maximum safe speed. 

Normally he would have started down the road from a position 
parked pointing the right direction. Never having started down without 
first parking, he failed to slow sufficiently for the sharp left turn he would 
need to make. He hit his brake pedal just a moment too late. The full 
charge in his batteries made the electric generator/brakes slightly 
sluggish and by the time they brought him to a stop his two right wheels 
had already slipped to the very edge of the road. Not realizing this, Jack 
steered sharply to the left away from the brink and continued forward. 
The four-wheel steering caused his right rear wheel to go over the edge, 
and seconds later the truck started a long roll down the wall of the crater. 
WŀŎƪΩǎ ǾƛŜǿ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ōƭŀƴƪΦ 

His career as a remote control driver over, and unable to face his 
supervisors, Jack left his control console, ran down the hall to the main 
entrance and out into the warm Arizona sunlight. He was consoled by the 
thought that he could still easily find work driving the biggest rigs on 
earth. They would be no challenge at all without the three second 
reaction delay he was used to. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Gary Deatsman is a retire math teacher and student of history. He 

resides in Mesa, Arizona and enjoys hiking, computers, and photography. 
 
DŀǊȅΩǎ ŜƳŀƛƭΥ gdeatsman@cox.net 
 

mailto:gdeatsman@cox.net
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(ÁÒÒÙȭÓ 4ÉÍÅ 

By Richard Neale  

Part 2 of 2 
Indio California 2010 

Harry Miller stared into the face of a police officer. 
ά²ƘŀǘΩŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴΩ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜƴŎƘΚέ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  
ά!ƛƴǘ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ IŀǊǊȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƻƳŜΚέ 
ά¢ƻƻ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦέ  
When Harry sat up, the officer saw a black eye and a bruise on the 

boyΩǎ ŎƘƛƴΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ 
of paperwork. 
άLǘΩǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǿ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ŀ ōŜƴŎƘ ƛƴ ǇǳōƭƛŎΦ Iƻǿ ƻƭŘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ 

ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ 
ά{ƛȄǘŜŜƴΦέ 
άIƻǿΩŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōǊǳƛǎŜǎΚέ 
άaȅ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ŎŀƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŘǊǳƴƪΣ ŀǎ ǳǎǳŀƭΣ ŀƴΩ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ  ǇǳǎƘƛƴΩ Ƴȅ 

ƳƻƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƘƛƳΦέ 
έ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 
άIƻǊǊƛōƭŜ IŜƴǊȅΦέ 
ά¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ ǿǊŜǎǘƭŜǊΚέ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴΩ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻƴ ŀǊǊŜǎǘƛƴΩ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ 

Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ άȅŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ {²!¢ ǘŜŀƳΦέ 
ά²ŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴΩ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿŜƭŦŀǊŜ 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΤ ōŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ŀ ŎŜƭƭ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ 
ōŜƴŎƘΦέέ 
ά¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜƴŘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴΩ ƛǘΩƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƎƛƴΩΦέ 
The officer took Harry by the sleeve of his tee shirt and saiŘ ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ  
Harry thought, I can out run this lumbering man if I can only get out 

of his grip.  
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ǊŀŘƛƻΚέ IŀǊǊȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
When the officer turned his head too look, Harry wrenched his arm 

away from ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊΩǎ ƎǊƛǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ 
cop started to run after him but quickly realize it was a lost cause. 
hƘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΣ ƘŜΩs saving me a lot of paperwork, he thought, and 

turned to walk back to his police car. 



 

24 
 

 
Harry ran until he was sure he had lost the cop. As he walked down 

the street, he saw a tiny man about three feet tall approaching him from 
across the street. This guy was so small, it alarmed Harry and he started 
to run again. 
άIŜȅΣ ǿŀƛǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ Ƙigh pitched voice and a very 

strange accent.. 
 IŀǊǊȅ ǎƭƻǿŜŘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘȅŀΩ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 
άWǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦέ 
Harry moved closer to a street light so he could see better and said, 

άhƪŀȅΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘŀƭƪΦέ 
When the small man was in the light, Harry could see he was dressed 

ƛƴ ŀ ǎǳƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƛŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘƛƴŜŘ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŘŜǊōȅ ƘŀǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƎŀȅΚέ 
ά¸Ŝǎ LΩǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƘŀǇǇȅ Ƴŀƴ ƻǊ ƳŀȅōŜ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ƳƛŘƎŜǘΚέ 
Harry burst out laughing. 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳΚέ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘƎŜǘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
ά! ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŎƻǇ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƧŀƛƭΦέ 
ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘǳǊǘ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅΚέ  
άbƻΣ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ƘǳǊǘ ƳŜΦέ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘέ 
ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅ LΩƳ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅŀ Řƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ 

ŀƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦǊƻƳΚέ IŀǊǊȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άL ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ŀ ŎŀǊƴƛŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ōƭƻŎƪǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ƻŦŦ ǿƻǊƪΦ LΩƳ 

ŦǊƻƳ IǳƴƎŀǊȅ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ōŜŜǊǎΚέ 
ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƳŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ L5Φέ 
άL ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ {ŀƭǘƻƴ {Ŝŀ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜǊǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƻŦŦ 

the highway past the edge town. Do you want to go theǊŜΚέ 
ά{ǳǊŜΣ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŦǳƴΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻƻ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ŦŀǊΦέ 
άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳƻǘƻǊ ǎŎƻƻǘŜǊ ŎƘŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜ ǇƻƭŜ ŀǘ ŀ ōŀǊ Řƻǿƴ 

ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀǊŀǎǎƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǿŀƭƪΦ LǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ 
ǊƛŘŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎŀƴΩǘ Ŝŀǎƛly reach the pedals. I have to use extensions on 
my feet and that scares me. Maybe you could drive it better. I could ride 
ƻƴ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀŦǘŜǊ 
he finished speaking. 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ  
ά¸ŜǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭǳƴƎ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦέ 
άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 
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άbƻ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛǊǘƘ ŘŜŦŜŎǘΦέ 
ά¢ƘŜ ōŜŜǊǎ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŎƻƻǘŜǊΦέ 
They walked to where a scooter was chained to a pole in front of a 

bar. It was noisy inside for being so late. The little man breathed deeply 
after the walk. He put a nasal inhaler to his nose and took a big breath. 
άL ƭƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅǎ ōǳǘ L Ŏŀƴ ǳƴƭƻŎƪ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƛǘ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ 

ǘƻƻƭΦέ IŜ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭƻŎƪ ǇƛŎƪΦ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀƛƴǘ ǎǘŜŀƭƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊŜ ȅŀΚ LΩƳ ƛƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǇǎΦέ 
άbƻΣ ƭƛƪŜ L ǎŀƛŘΣ L ƭƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅǎΦέ IŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǳƴƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƻƻƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƛƎƴƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƛǘ 
ƴƻǿΦέ 

Harry got on the seat and the midget got behind him. It made Harry 
nervous when the little man wrapped his short arms around him but if he 
got too friendly, Harry was sure he could run away and easily loose this 
weird guy. 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳΚέ IŀǊǊȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ 
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 
άhƘ ȅŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ bƻǊǘƻƴΦέ 
άhƪŀȅΣ bƻǊǘƻƴΣ IŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻΦέ IŀǊǊȅ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƳǇŜŘ 

down. The scooter started and they rode off.  
After about twenty minutes, they were on a dirt road. 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀǊΚέ IŀǊǊȅ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 
άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŎǳǘΦέ 
!ōƻǳǘ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ bƻǊǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ άǎǘƻǇΗέ 
They were out in nowhere, so Harry did not stop. 
ά{ǘƻǇΗ {ǘƻǇΗέ bƻǊǘƻƴ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

scooter. Harry hit something very hard with his head and fell unconscious 
on the ground. 

 
When he regained consciousness he found himself in a small metal 

enclosed cell with one door. Someone touched him on his arm.  
ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ŀ ŦŜƳƛƴƛƴŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
He turned and saw a young woman sitting on the floor next to him. 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 
άaȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ aŀǊƛŀΦ {ƻƳŜ ǿŜƛǊŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ƴŀƴ ŘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƪƛŘƴŀǇǇŜŘ 

ƳŜΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ƴŀƴ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 
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άL ƪƴƻǿΣ bƻǊǘƻƴΦέ IŀǊǊȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŎƪ ƻŦ ŀ ƪŜȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
small door. It open and a midget about three feet tall, stood in the 
doorway. His skin color was a light blue and his eyes were large and 
green. He was dressed in what looked like a white jump suit. 
IŀǊǊȅΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

corner. 
ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΣ LΩƳ bƻǊǘƻƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜΦέ 
IŀǊǊȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǳŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ DƻŘ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ 

ƻƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 
άLΩƭƭ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ wƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ  
άL Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƘŜƭƭǳǾ ŀ ōǳƳǇ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŜŀŘŀŎƘŜ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ 

bleeding. What ŘƛŘ L ƘƛǘΚ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ Ƙƛǘ ƻǳǊ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƭƻŀƪŜŘΦ 

L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ΨŎƭƻŀƪŜŘΩ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǳƳō ǎǳƛǘΦΚέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǎǘŀǊǎƘƛǇ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǇŀǊƪŜŘ ƻƴ an asteroid 

near the orbit of Mars. I took off that uncomfortable suit and the fake 
ǎƪƛƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ƳŜΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƘƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ƭƻƻƪ 
ǿŜƛǊŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ LŦ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻƻƪǎΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ƳƛƴŜΦέ 
ά.ǳƭƭ ǎƘƛǘΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΗέ IŀǊǊȅ started to get up. Norton raised 

his short arm and shot some sort of laser beam at him. Harry, temporarily 
paralyzed, fell back to the floor. 
ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ 

ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ 
ά¢ƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΦέ IŀǊǊȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎ 

but this time the beam made him dizzy. 
Maria cowered in the corner. 
άLΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƻǇŜǊŀǘƛǾŜΦέ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ 

demand, Norton closed the door.  
ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǿΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦέ IŀǊǊȅ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀŎƪ 

knife out of his pocket and started pounding on the walls. They were 
metal of some kind and the effort was futile. Then they heard a hissing 
noise and saw a gas pouring into the room through a small hole. Harry 
plugged the hole with his finger. The pressure increased significantly and 
pushed his finger out again. He tried it again pushing harder this time 
with the same results. The skin was scraped off his finger and he said 
άDƻŘ ŘŀƳƛǘΦέ ¢Ƙey both became very sleepy and lay down on the floor.  
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Harry woke up and felt a vibration along with a roaring sound. It felt 
like the tornado that passed by their house several years ago. The door 
ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ bƻǊǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǘo the 
ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŜŀǊǘƘ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ ȅƻǳΩŘ 
better get used to your accommodations. I want you to be comfortable 
ǎƻ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƳŜƴƛǘƛŜǎΦέ ²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ƘŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ŀ ōǳǘǘƻƴ 
on a device in his hand. A toilet rose out of the floor in the corner. He 
pushed another button and a device that looked like a T.V. set rose in 
another corner. He kept pushing buttons and pretty soon the room was 
full of furniture with a bed, a love seat in front of the T.V. and a sink. 
Ψ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊƛǾŀŎȅΦέ IŀǊǊȅ 

ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊƛǾŀŎȅΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǇȅ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ 

has a device that squirts water in your anus to clean you. Just push the 
ōǳǘǘƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜΦέ 
ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴ ŀƳŜƴƛǘȅΚ L Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀƴ ŜƴŜƳŀέ 
Norton laughed; it was a weird chuckle, 
άLΩƭƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ 

ǿŀƴǘΦέ 
IŀǊǊȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
ά²ŜΩƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǎƻƻƴΦέ bƻǊǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘΦ 
aŀǊƛŀ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎǊȅΦ άIŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ spend a lot of time together, 

ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΚέ 
άIƻǿ ƻƭŘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƴƻǘ ǎŀŘΦέ 
άLΩƳ ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƎƘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦέ 
Harry took a good look at Maria and noticed she was quite attractive 

with her tan skin and brown hair. 
έIƻǿ ƻƭŘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 
άLΩƳ ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴ ǘƻƻέ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ 

ƎƛǊƭΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀƴ ƛƭƭŜƎŀƭ ŀƭƛŜƴΚέ 
άaȅ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ŀǊŜΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ {ŀƴ 5ƛŜƎƻΦ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ǿƘƻ ƎŜǘǎ ǘƘŜ 

ōŜŘΚέ 
άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǿŜ ōƻǘƘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ǘȅǇŜΦέ 
Norton returned with food. There was a little larger being with him 

who stood in the doorway. 
Their captors left and they ate the food. It was very good, and tasted 

ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ǉƻǘ Ǌƻŀǎǘ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳŜŀǘ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ  
When Norton returned to pick up the empty containers of food, 
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Harry asked him what his beings were called and what they were going to 
do with them. 
ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Ψ¢ƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊ ƻƴŜǎΩΣ ŀǎ ōŜǎǘ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ 

your language. Our purpose is to spread intelligent life throughout the 
galaxy. We are going to transport both of you to another planet around 
the star that you call epsilon Eridani about 10.7 light years away. There 
are several planets in that system where you could survive nicely. We 
average about 90% of the speed of light and it will take about 12 of your 
ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ 
inevitable. The longer you resist us, the longer you will be cooped up in 
ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƳǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦέ 
ά²ƻǿΗέ IŀǊǊȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 
ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōǊƛƴƎ ǳǎ ōŀŎƪ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀȅΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜd. 
άbƻΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƻƴΦέ 
Maria started to cry again. 
ά9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ну ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŀǊǘƘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ 

ǇŀǎǎŜŘΣ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƛƳŜ Řƛƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ǾŜƭƻŎƛǘȅΦέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎǊƛŜŘ 
harder. 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŘǳƳǇ ŦƻǊ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΚέ IŀǊǊȅ 

asked. 
I thought I told you it will take us several months to get to our 

starship on the asteroid near Mars.  
 
Two months later 
 
They had let Maria out of the compartment but kept Harry inside. He 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜΩŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƛƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ 
weakening however, because Maria had told him how much more 
ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ Ǝƻ 
everywhere. 
bƻǊǘƻƴ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άWe are at the asteroid 

and about to dock with our starship. We will keep you in this 
ŎƻƳǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǳǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦέ 
IŀǊǊȅ ƘǳƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 
ά!ƳŀȊƛƴƎΣ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴ ōŜƛƴƎǎ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘΦ 

WŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊ ŎƻƭƭŀǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǊ ǿƛƭƭ 
ǎƘƻŎƪ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻΦέ 

Three captors came into the room and grabbed Harry. He struggled 
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but they were bigger than Norton and had him subdued in a hurry. When 
they left, Harry had a collar attached around his neck. 
άWǳǎǘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ŦŜŜƭǎΣ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƛǎέ 
Harry grabbed his neck and cried out. 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŜƴŜǊƎƛȊŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ 

power is boosted up a little. If you have more than a hundred shocks, it 
ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǊŜƴŘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǿŜǊ ŘŜŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘŀǊǎƘƛǇΦέ 

The three captors grabbed Harry and escorted him out of the 
compartment and through a tunnel. When he resisted they shocked him 
again. 

The starship was much more spacious and had large windows on the 
walls. Harry could see out one of the windows that the ship consisted of 
two very large cylinders, one in front of the other and each rotating in 
opposite directions. In the center of the cylinders was a huge tank and 
mechanisms that he assumed were the engines. 
aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜȅ 

ǎŀȅ LΩƳ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΦέ 
ά/ƻƴƎǊŀǘǳƭŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ōƻȅ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƴŀƳŜ ƘƛƳ bƻǊǘƻƴΦέ 
aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŦŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊned and walked away. 
 
Twelve years later 
 
Harry was in his room studying the books his captors gave him so he 

could learn about them and their society. It had taken him a year to learn 
how to read their language. It was very difficult to speak and his captors 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ IŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǘ 
home on earth but his father teased him and it destroyed his ambition to 
learn. Now that his father was no longer around, he became absorbed in 
to books. At the present time he was reading about the two planets they 
had to consider living on. He went outside to play catch with Jose, his 
eleven year old son. 
bƻǊǘƻƴ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ άLǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ǘǿƻ ǇƭŀƴŜǘǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛǾŜ ƻƴΣέ bƻǊǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  
ά¢Ŝƭƭ ǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άbƻΣ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳέΣ IŀǊǊȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ  
ά¢ƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴ ŀǾŜǊŀƎŜ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ онΦо ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎ / ƻǊ 

90.2 degrees F. It has a lot of oxygen and there is a danger of fire, about 
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the same as that on Earth. Twenty percent of the surface is covered with 
ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ŦƛǎƘ ŀǊŜ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΦ LǘΩǎ ƘǳƳƛŘ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƛƴǎ 
ƻŦǘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƛȄǘȅ ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ŜŀǊǘƘΩǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ 
ƧǳƴƎƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊƴƛǾƻǊƻǳǎ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ŀǊŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΦέ 
IŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ƻǳǘŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ is colder, at an average temperature 

ƻŦ р ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎ / ƻǊ пм ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎ CΦ LǘΩǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŘǊȅŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǎƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ 
ice but not many carnivorous animals. There are not many plants and you 
might have trouble growing any. It rotates much slower around the star 
than the inner planet. Neither planet is tilted on its axis like earth so 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ 
conditions. We will need: seeds, weapons, and tools to survive on either 
planet. I insist on being part of the selection ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎΦέ 
bƻǊǘƻƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘΣ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪǎ L 

gave you. Of course you know that sixty other humans are going to join 
you. Forty have decided to go on the inner planet and ten on the outer 
ƻƴŜΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ their 
ƳƛƴŘǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ 
άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ L ƘŀǘŜ ŎƻƭŘ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊ 

ƻƴŜ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎΦέ IŀǊǊȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ IŀǊǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ WƻǎŜ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΦέ aŀǊƛŀ 

said. 
IŀǊǊȅ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΣ ά!ǎ L ǎŀƛŘΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ 

ǎŜƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎΦέ 
 
Forty six humans were placed on the shuttle to be put on the inner 

planet. They were left standing around a collection of weapons and tools 
in a field surrounded by a jungle. 

 
ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ Řƻ ƛǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎΣέ 

Harry said to the crowd around the pile of equipment. 
Harry had grown to be a large man like his father and was an 

impressive figure. He started to paǎǎ ƻǳǘ ƭŀǎŜǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΦ άLŦ 
ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎŜǊ ǊƛŦƭŜǎΣ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳΤ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 
L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ 
άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ƻƴŜ 

ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΚέ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳΣ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭŀǊƎŜ Ƴŀƴ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 
ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ IŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǎƻƳŜ 

adjustments to the weapon and fired it into the jungle. There came a 



 

31 
 

ƎŀǎǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎǎ 
on these riles; low medium and high, or in other words, get his attention, 
stun him or kill him. The shot I just made was a low setting. Here is a high 
ƻƴŜΦέ IŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŦƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŦƭŀǎƘ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊƛƭȅ 
blinded most of the people. 

One of the women screamed and Harry thought she was scared by 
the laser shot, but one of the men on the other side of the pile of 
ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ ά[ƻƻƪ ƻǳǘΗέ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊǳƴΦ IŀǊǊȅ Ǌŀƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
pile and saw a huge cat-like animal running at them. He fired the laser set 
on high and it went clear through the cat. 
¢ƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ŘŜŀŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŦŜŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ IŀǊǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά[ŜǘΩǎ 

ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦέ 
aŀǊƛŀ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƘΣ IŀǊǊȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦέ 
άLΩƳ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

men to use the rifles right now and stand in a circle around the group. 
²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊȅ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜǎǎΚέ  

The shelters were erected on a flat area in the field where they had 
ƭŀƴŘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘΦ  

A meeting was held with all forty-six people attending. It was 
decided they would use the book of laws that had been given to them by 
there captors, to live by. The book suggested a republic type government 
where there was a president and a congress. The president made the 
decisions when there was time to safely do so and the congress approved 
or rejected them. If no time, the president was boss. 

They decided to vote for the president in an Eridani week (twenty 
earth days). 

William Hannigan (the large man that challenged Harry about the 
laser rifles) took a rifle and started into the jungle. 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴΚΣέ IŀǊǊȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  
ά¢ƻ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅέ 
άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǘƻƻ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦέ 
άbƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǇƻƴΦ 
ά{ǘƛƭƭ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘǿƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ 

ȅƻǳΦέ 
άL ǘǊƛŜŘΦ bƻōƻŘȅ ǿƛƭƭ ƎƻΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀƭƭ ōǳǎȅέ 
άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀŘǾƛǎŜ ƛǘέ 
ά²Ƙƻ ŘƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ȅƻǳ ōƻǎǎΚέ ŀƴŘ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƴƎƭŜΦ 
One Eridani day later, William had not returned. Harry asked two 
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other men to bring rifles and they all went into the jungle where William 
had entered. Not more than a mile inside the jungle, they found what 
was left of William. Apparently he was killed by some animal and eaten; 
only some bones were left. They knew it was William because most of his 
head was still there. 

A loud crackling of branches came from the tall trees. Harry turned 
and saw one of the men fire his rifle. A large baboon-like animal fell to 
the ground, barely missing the group. The animal must have weighed 400 
pounds and there was blood on his snout. 
ά¢Ƙƛǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ Ǝƻǘ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΣ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ōǳǘ L 
ƭƛƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ²ƘƻΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΚέ bƻ ƻƴŜ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƭŜŦǘ Ƙƛǎ 
remaƛƴǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǳǊȅ 
them. Back at the camp, Williams wife ran up and asked if they had found 
ƘǳƳΣ IŀǊǊȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƴƻΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ 

They held elections and Harry was made president.  
He collected the men who went with him earlier and returned to the 

jungle. He tried to conceal the shovel. They found just bones this time 
and it was easy to bury them. 
wŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇΣ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ Ǌŀƴ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ IŀǊǊȅ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

news to her as gentile as possible. She ran off crying. Harry asked Maria 
to follow her and see if she could be comforted. 
²ƘŜƴ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ IŀǊǊȅΣ LΩƳ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ Iƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ 
lit up and ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ άƘŀƭƭŜƭǳƧŀƘΗ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ aƛǎǎǳǎ 
²ƛƭƭƛŀƳǎ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴŜŜŘ ŜȄǘǊŀ ƘŜƭǇ ƴƻǿΦέ 

 ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ L 
ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ years Harry 
aƛƭƭŜǊΦέ 
άL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ōǳƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ΨǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊ 

ƻƴŜǎΩ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΦέ   
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Richard Neale was born on the island of 

Corregidor in the Philippines in 1927, a time when 
the area was still under control of the United States. 
Born into a military family, Neale spent much of his 
childhood traveling and lived in nine different states 
while growing up. It was an ideal childhood to foster 
a lively imagination and a daring sense of adventure.  

Neale graduated from Purdue University in 1951 
ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŀŎƘŜƭƻǊΩǎ ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƛƴ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎΦ 
Lƴ мфсп ƘŜ ŀǘǘŀƛƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƛƴ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ 
engineering from San Diego State College and earned 
a ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊΩǎ ƭƛŎŜƴǎŜ ƛƴ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀΦ ²ƛǘƘ 
this expertise, he went on to explore the nuclear and 
aerospace industry working for companies including 
Paisecki Helicopter, General Atomic Co. and Rohr Aircraft. Neale also worked as 
a civilian engineer with the U.S. Navy. There, he tested catapults and arresting 
gear on aircraft carriers and was recognized by the Navy for his meritorious 
work.  
bŜŀƭŜΩǎ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊƻǳǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ŀǾƛŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƭǎƻ ƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

skies. As a hobby, he began flying lessons and soon became a skilled light plane 
pilot. This love for action, coupled with his vast knowledge in science and 
technology, inspired Neale to write short stories. He wrote about everything 
from space travel and aliens to war and terrorism and soon found he had 
collected a volume of tales. 

Sci-Venture Anthology (Infinity Publishing, February 2006, ISBN 0-7414-
3012-6, $12.95) is a collection of fast-paced adventure and science fiction 
stories that take readers from the moons of Jupiter to the battle lines of the 
Vietnam War. Inspired by authors like Tom Clancy and Isaac Asimov, Neale 
ƘƻǇŜǎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ άǎŎƛŜƴŎŜέ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴΦ bŜŀƭŜΩǎ ŜȄǇŜǊǘƛǎŜ ŜƴǊƛŎƘŜǎ 
each story with vivid scenes and detail. Rapid plot development and likable, 
even humorous characters make these stories appealing to a wide audience. His 
goal is to teach readers, while entertaining them at the same time.         
άL ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΣ ƘǳƳƻǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊȅ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎΣέ 

ǎŀȅǎ bŜŀƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎǘȅƭŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ƛǘ ǳǇ 
ŀƴŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΦέ 

Neale is retired and currently resides with his wife in the San Bernardino 
Mountains in southern California. He is the father of three grown children and in 
his spare time, he continues to write and fly light sport aircrafts.  

http://www.amazon.com/Sci-venture-Anthology-Collection-Adventure-Science/dp/0741430126/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1240158648&sr=1-1
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Moon Dust My Eye  

By Frederick Hills  and Charles Lesher  

 
Astronaut First Class Jeff Miller carefully guided the rover up the 

sloping side of crater 415A west of Scottsbluff.  In the seat next to him 
was Shirley O'Hara, a young astronomer tasked to build one of the Deep 
Space Grid telescopes.  She had arrived on the moon just five days before 
and taken a shuttle from Aldrin Station. This was her first surface 
excursion in a lunar rover. 
ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴƘƻǊƴ aǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΣ L ƳŜŀƴ WŜŦŦΣέ 

Shirley said as they reached the edge of the crater and pulled to a stop. άL 
ƻǿŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŜΦέ 
ά̧ ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƻǿŜ ƳŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ {ƘƛǊƭΦ IŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΦ [ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

same four walls in that base will drive a person to drink. Seriously, you do 
what I tell you and everything will go fineΣέ WŜŦŦ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ He left the rest 
unsaid.  

 άOh, ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ I will. 
Does crater 415A have a real 
name, something a little more 
ƎƭŀƳƻǊƻǳǎ ǘƘŀƴ пмр!Κέ {ƘƛǊƭ 
asks. 
άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǘΚέ Jeff looks over 

at the young women curiously. 
{ǘŀǊǘƭŜŘΣ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀȅǎΣ άhƘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ aŀȅōŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘΦέ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 
άRobert Cormac hϥIŀǊŀέ 
άwƻōŜǊǘ /ǊŀǘŜǊΚέ WŜŦŦ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘΦ ά/ƻǊƳŀŎ /ǊŀǘŜǊΧ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΗ /ƻǊƳŀŎ /ǊŀǘŜǊ ƛǘ ƛǎΗέ IŜ 
grinned at Shirl. ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭƛƴƎΚέ 
άC. O. R. M. A. C. LǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ that simple? We can name it anything we 

ǿŀƴǘΚέ {ƘƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘΣ ŀ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ 

ǇŀƴŜƭ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 
ά¸ŜǎΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΦέ 
άL ǿƛƭƭ ŜƴǘŜǊ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΧέ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦƭŜǿ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅōƻŀǊŘΦ 

άŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭ,έ ƘŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘŜǊ ƪŜȅ ǎƳŀǊǘƭȅΦ 
άBut these things never get disproved. We had some British guy last year 
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name a rill Old Nuns Twat from a line in a 1660 satirical poem, Vanity of 
Vanities.έ 

 
άThey talk't of his having a Cardinalls Hat 

They'd send him as soon an Old Nuns Twatέ 
 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇΗέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΦ 
Jeff crossed himself Catholic style and said in his best Irish brogue 

ƛƳƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƻŘΣ άL ǎǿŜŀǊ ƻƴ ƳŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜΣ ǘƛǎ 
tƘŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǘǊǳǘƘΦέ 
{ƘƛǊƭ ǎƳƛƭŜ ōǊƻŀŘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άThe view from the summit of Cormac 

Crater must be stunning. Can we go outside ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΚέ   
άFirst we run through our suits check list. I do yours, and then you do 

mine.έ 
ά5ŜŀƭΗέ  

****************** 
Shirl was the first through the door and down on the surface. She 

could hardly believe it! Beneath her boots lay regolith never before 
disturbed by any human. This is why she came here! To be the first! To 
walk where no one has walked before! 

Shuffling around the rover, she gazed outward from the top of 
/ƻǊƳŀŎ /ǊŀǘŜǊΩǎ ǊƛƳ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ. Shirl 
exclaimed, ά¢ƘŜ ǾƛŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŦŀōǳƭƻǳǎΗ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ so 
close!έ 
άLǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ten kilometers and there beyond it is Faye CraterΣέ Jeff 

said pointing. They stood in silence for a few minutes gazing at the 
beautifully stark lunar vista. 
άI hate to interrupt but we do have work to do. What say we get 

started by taking the topography of ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǘŜǊΚέ 
άThat would be fineΦέ Shirl said turning away reluctantly. 
From the control panel at the rear of the rover, Jeff input the 

coordinates and stepped back, watching the electromagnetic rail gun 
mounted on top of the rover silently elevate and rotate until it pointed 
across the crater.  The rover lurched under the force of the launch and 
the projectile moved quickly over the crater disappearing beyond the far 
rim almost two kilometers distant.  

Walking back to the control panel, Jeff soon had an image on the 
monitor.   
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Shirl moved up beside him to examine the data.  Elevation lines 
curved across the screen in full color creating a three dimensional grid of 
the crater and the surrounding terrain. Linked in with the Lunar GPS, the 
data detailed the topography to a few centimeters accuracy. Jeff rotated 
the image making its true shape jump out of the screen. 
{ƘƛǊƭŜȅ ǿŀǎ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

ǘƻƻƭǎΗέ 
Jeff looked at her and laughed from his gut, άYes, and we know how 

to use them!έ 
His tone and laughter made Shirl look at him. Realizing what she had 

said, hŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŜŀǘ ǊŜŘΦ άL ƳŜŀƴǘ ȅƻǳr ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘΗέ 
Jeff howled louder. 
άaǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΗέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ  
Regaining control, Jeff points to a flat section along the east side of 

ǘƘŜ ǊƛƳΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ a good place to start. We will need bedrock for 
the observatory, and a camp module could be placed here. LǘΩǎ ŦŀǊ 
enough away to isolate human caused vibrations.έ He grinned at her. 

Ignoring the smirk, ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜ aǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦέ Shirl 
said tersely and headed for the door, her face still a deep shade of red. 
άhƘ ƴƻǿΣ {ƘƛǊƭΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ.  I dƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩ by it.έ WŜŦŦ 

said watching her stalk away. 
ά¸ŜǎΣ aǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΗ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ǿƛƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƛǘΗ  LΩƳ sure the University of Arizona would be 
ǉǳƛǘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴΗέ 
άbƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦέ WŜŦŦ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ 

stowing the launcher and securing the panel. 
άDo not talk to me, aǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΣέ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƭŘ ǊŜǇly. She was finding it 

ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ŀƴƴƻȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘΦ 
The suits communications made that impossible. 
άIŜȅΣ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ LΩƳ going to talk to you. We are on a 

mission on the moon for crying out loud. Get oǾŜǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΗέ 
He knew immediately, he should not have said that last thing. 

 

****************** 
Jeff finally gave up trying to get past the incident. He must have 

apologized ten times with no effect.  The hours passed in terse silence 
broken only when absolutely necessary. His mini vacation had quickly 
turned sour. He found out the hard way that Shirl could hold a grudge 
better than most. 
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Eventually, they collected the data needed by the construction crew 
and turned towards home. As Jeff headed down the side of the crater, he 
gunned the rover and took some chances he normally would have 
avoided. 
ά{ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƭƻǿ ŘƻǿƴΚέ {ƘƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƎǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ arms of her 

seat.  
ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜŀǘōŜƭǘ ǘƛƎƘǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ WŜŦŦ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 
He swerved the rover to miss a rocky outcrop and felt the wheels 

come off the surface as they crested a ridge.  
άaǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΗ tƭŜŀǎŜ ǎƭƻǿ ŘƻǿƴΗέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘ ŦǊŀƴǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ, her eyes round 

pools of fear. Her face flushed with excitement as the rover plunged 
downward. 

Jeff laughed as the rover touched down. A few moments later they 
were off the mountain and on flat terrain. 
ά{ŜŜΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳƴΗ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǊƛŘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ 5ƛǎƴŜȅƭŀƴŘΗέ 

Jeff said grinning ear to ear. 
ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀǊŜ ŀ ƧǳǾŜƴƛƭŜ aǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΗέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ ŘǊƻǇ the Mr. Miller crap? That was my father. My name is 

WŜŦŦΦέ 
ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊΗέ 
ά5ŀǊƭƛƴΣ L ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎ ŀǘ ƘŜŀǊǘΗέ 
άaȅ ōŜǎǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎΚ Iƻǿ ƛǎ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōŜǎǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜ 

ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ L ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ Shirl asked indignantly. 
άCƛǊǎǘΣ ȅƻǳ were never in any danger, and second, if we hurry, I can 

get ready for your presentation. I know I could use a couple shots of 
something stronger than this lemonade before listening to you speak 
about astronomy for an hour.έ 

Shirl looks at Jeff and shakes ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩre a piece of work, Mr. 
aƛƭƭŜǊΦέ  

Jeff tips his head, looks at her intently, and grins. She cannot help 
herself, she grins back. 

****************** 
Director John Marsh was seated with Shirl at the table in front of the 

room as the people filed in. In a matter of minutes there were over a 
hundred and they continued to arrive. The talk was brisk filling the space 
with human sounds until the director stood signaling that the meeting 
was about to begin. A hush settled over the crowd. 
άDƻƻŘ Řŀȅ Ŝveryone. Thank you for joining us. I will get right to it. As 
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you know, the Deep Space Grid is being constructed to see further into 
space than ever before. With it we should be able to see the Singularity 
itself! We may even catch a glimpse of the Big BangΗέ 

The men and women of Scottsbluff listened politely. Most of them 
have heard this many times. However, these presentations are part of 
the integration of all personnel, a way for the group to become 
acquainted with a new arrival and vice-versa. 
άFour of the sixteen Grid telescopes are to be built within thirty miles 

of Scottsbluff so Scottsbluff will become a major part of the project. Jeff 
MillerΧ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇ WŜŦŦΧ WŜŦŦ will be setting up the local Grid Control Center 
in the Arizona module delivered last week and supervising the 
construction crews. Any questions, ask himΦέ 
ά¢ƻŘŀȅ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ ²Ŝ 

think that the moon has perpetually clear skies but we will soon learn 
that it does not. Please welcome one of our newest astronauts, a 
professor from the University of Arizona, Dr. Shirley O'Hara.έ 

Stepping to the forefront amid polite clapping, Shirl looked out at the 
crowd. These were the people she would be with for the next year. Some 
she already knew, Jeff in the third row back, and Mary, Cindy and Mona 
sitting together to her left. Others sprinkled among the crowd. Most she 
depended on without knowing who they were but realizing she needed 
these people to keep her alive in a way that never occurred to her on 
Earth. For everyone in Scottsbluff, the nearest help was almost 400 
kilometers away at Aldrin Station. These people were dependent on each 
other as only true pioneers could ever be. She takes a deep breath and 
begins. 
άThank you all for coming. As an astronomer, I'm always looking for 

clear skies, but the viewing here 
on the moon is not as clear as 
you might think.  The Apollo 
astronauts were surprised to see 
a bright haze and rays right 
before sunrise as they orbited 
the moon and recorded their 
observation in a sketchΦέ 

Behind her, as she spoke, a large projection screen showed the 
grainy video of Apollo 11 and the other early moon missions, ending with 
the sketch.  
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ά¸ƻǳ are all well aware that moon dust is a major problem.  LǘΩǎ 
worse than asbestos or coal dust.  Many of the people in this room have 
helped perfect devices and techniques that allow us to keep most of the 
dust outside.  But every lunar morning, after two weeks of frigid night, 
just as the sun peeks over the horizon, a strange phenomenon stirs the 
dust in a global storm that stretches from pole to pole, swirling across the 
surface following the terminator.έ   

Shirl takes a drink of her water. 
άMian Abbas studied moon dust for NASA in 2005.  He concluded 

that ultraviolet light combined with a radical increase in temperature 
caused moon dust to become electrically charged.  The moons weak 
magnetic field is strong enough to repel the charged particles causing 
them to swirl high above the surface. The smallest particles, 1 or 2 
microns in size, are propelled upwards for hundreds of kilometers and 
can stay suspended for eonsΦέ 

The video of the lunar storm began with faint stirrings in the dust as 
the first sunlight illuminated the darkness. As the terminator swept 
across the land, more and more particles leaped skyward in a long skinny 
dust storm. After sunrise things rapidly calmed down and returned to 
relative quite but leaving a percentage of the particles suspended.  The 
terminator was in relentless motion like a clock sweeping out the hours in 
a day, stirring up the dust just as it has done for over 4 billion years. 
ά!ƴŘ ŀt night the solar wind swirls around to the dark side and 

bombards the moon with electrons, recharging the dust grains and 
keeping them suspended. We think that some particles have remained 
suspended for millions of years. Needless to say, the particles are a 
constant challenge to astronomers and something the Deep Space Grid 
must account for.έ 
άSo we have photon driven dust rising at the terminator and 

electrons from the solar winds keeping the particles charged throughout 
the night. The lunar skies are anything but clear. There is enough dust in 
the sky even at its lowest count to affect astronomical observations in 
infra-red, visible, and ultra-violet light. At the height of a terminator 
storm the affect is dramatic and will need to ōŜ ŀǾƻƛŘŜŘΦέ 
άObservation problems are not new to astronomers, be it clouds, 

passing aircraft, or meteors, we have learned to deal with it.  As always, 
the key to solving the problem is in understanding the cause.έ 
ά5ǳǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ȅŜŀǊ ƛƴ {ŎƻǘǘǎōƭǳŦŦΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƻǾŜǊǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǘŀƭƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 
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four Keck class 10 meter telescopes. The first will go on top of Cormac 
Crater about ten kilometers west of Scottsbluff. The machinery to cast 
and grind the mirror will arrive sometime this month and some of you 
will be assigned to operate it while it is here. Others will help at the 
construction site. The entire community will benefit from the project for 
ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΦέ 

To her surprise, the room erupted with questions.  A man shouted 
ƻǳǘΣ ά²ƘŜƴ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŎŀǊǾƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǘŜǊΚ ²Ŝ 
ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΗέ 
ά!ƭŘǊƛƴ {ǘŀǘƛƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ 

completed the second tunnel through Alphonsus Crater rim. If we ŘƻƴΩǘ 
ǎǘŀǊǘ ǎƻƻƴ ǿŜ Ƴŀȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ŘƻƴŜΗέ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ 
her voice. 
5ƛǊŜŎǘƻǊ aŀǊŎƘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ {ƘƛǊƭΦ άCƻƭƪǎΣ ŎŀƭƳ ŘƻǿƴΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ 

ǊŜŎŜƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎƘƛǇƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛǾŜǎ ƴŜȄǘ ǿŜŜƪΦέ 
ά{ƻǊǊȅ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ a man in the front row 

said softly. 
άL ƪƴƻǿ 5ƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ  /ƘǊƛǎ ŀƴŘ aƻƴǘȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

ƻǾŜǊǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎƪŀƎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ Ŧƭȅ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊ ŀǎǎǳǊŜǎ ƘƛƳΦ 
Turning back to Shirl, he sees ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ Řǳǎǘ 
notwithstanding, there is nothing between us and the hundreds of 
thousands of micrometeorites that pummel the surface every day. We 
have had two serious incidents and it is only a matter of time before 
someone dies from them. The only safe place is underground and the 
folks over at Aldrin Station have proven that carving out living spaces 
ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ŎǊŀǘŜǊΩǎ ǊƛƳ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ƛǎ ǎŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƛǊƭȅ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ Ǉƭŀƴǎ 
ŦƻǊ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ CŀȅŜ /ǊŀǘŜǊΩǎ ǊƛƳΦέ 
5ƻƴ ŀŘŘǎΣ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘΣ ŀǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ, takes workers and 

ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻŀƭΦέ 
άL ǎŜŜΣέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƻ ƛǘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ DǊƛŘ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘǎ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜΦέ 
Now the room erupted in clapping and words of encouragement. 

The meeting lasted a few more minutes then broke up. 
 

****************** 
Shirl put oatmeal, peaches, and hot chocolate on her tray as she 

passed down the line.  Spotting an empty table, she shuffled towards it. 
She congratulated herself that she was adjusting nicely to the low gravity 
on the moon. She could walk now without hopping and had even tried 
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running on the track in the gym with limited success. As soon as she sat 
down she saw Jeff coming through the line and headed towards her.   
άDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ he said as he sat down opposite her.  
άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨƻƛƴ ƳŜΚέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ 
Ignoring her, he motioned for a young lady to come over. 
άSashiΦ  IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŜǘ 5ǊΦ {ƘƛǊƭ hΩIŀǊŀΚέ 
άbƻǘ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭƭȅΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƛŜŦƛƴƎΦέ Sashi said remaining standing. 
ά{ƘƛǊƭŜȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Sashi Goyal. {ƘŜΩǎ {ŎƻǘǘǎōƭǳŦŦΩǎ vǳŀǊǘŜǊƳŀǎǘŜǊΦέ 
άVery pleased to meet you,έ Shirl said offering her hand. 
ά[ƛƪŜǿƛǎŜΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜΣέ {ŀǎƘƛ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 

couple of computer servers that are marked for you. You can come by 
ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇΦέ 
άDƻƻŘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƻǎŜΣέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά²ƘŜǊŜ 

ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΚέ 
ά¦ǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ handheld to find the warehouse,έ {ŀǎƘƛ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhǊ ƎŜǘ ƭƻǾŜǊ 

ōƻȅ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΦέ  
The way she said it made Shirl wonder what history these two had. 

Glancing at Jeff, he grinned at her and said nothing. 
ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ {ŀǎƘƛΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά[ŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΣέ {ŀǎƘƛ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƴŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ŀ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ 

taking a seat with her back to them. 
άWŜŦŦΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳǎ ƻŦ the meter ǘŜƭŜǎŎƻǇŜΚέ Shirl asked. 
άLǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǇΣέ he replied. άI checked out 

the control and drive system late yesterday and everything seems to be 
working.  I will thoroughly test it ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦέ 
tƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ {ƘƛǊƭΩǎ ƘŀƴŘƘŜƭŘΣ WŜŦŦ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳǎ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǘ ǘƻ ƴŀǾƛƎŀǘŜ 

ǘƻ ōƻǘƘ ǘƘŜ vǳŀǊǘŜǊƳŀǎǘŜǊǎ ǿŀǊŜƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǇΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ōȅ ƛƴ ŀƴ 
hour or so and we can go over the specifications for the camp module 
and I will show you your telescope. Follow these directions and you will 
not have a problem finding your way around the baseΦέ  

****************** 
An hour later, {ƘƛǊƭ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ WŜŦŦΩǎ shop.  

Positioned prominently in the center of the space was a large LOX tank, 
sitting on supports in the midst of a major refit.   
άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŎŀƳǇ ƳƻŘǳƭŜΚέ she asked. 
άLǘ ƛǎΦ  Before we are done, it will have a bathroom, food, air and 

water storage, recycling equipment, living space, two beds, table, stove, 
refrigerator, etc.  We are preparing to add the airlock today unless 
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something comes up.έ  
άLǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ŀŘŜǉǳŀǘŜΣέ {ƘƛǊƭŜȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ-of-ŦŀŎǘƭȅΦ  άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ 

people will only be there ŦƻǊ ǎƘƻǊǘ Ǿƛǎƛǘǎ ǎƻ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƳǳŎƘΦέ 
ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜǇŜƴŘ ƻƴ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ 

ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘƭȅΦέ WŜŦŦ ǎŀƛŘ 
wondering if Shirl had the same effect on other men that she did on him. 
!ƭƭ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŀǊ ǿŀǎΧ 
άL ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏǳǘ ŀƴȅ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ. I will be one of those 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ your 
ǿƻǊƪƳŀƴǎƘƛǇΦέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƭŘƭȅΦ 
ά[ƻƻƪΣ ǿŜ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŦƻƻǘΦ Will you please 

accept my apology ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ ƳƻǾŜ ƻƴΚέ WŜŦŦ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ 
staring at something across the room. 

He was about to say something when she finally turned to him and 
ǎŀƛŘΣ άaǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΦ L ŀƳ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ {ƘƛǊƭŜȅ hΩIŀǊŀ ŦǊƻƳ 
ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ƻŦ !ǊƛȊƻƴŀΦέ {ƘŜ ƘŜƭŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ 
WŜŦŦ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά±ŜǊȅ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ 

yoǳΣ 5ǊΦ hΩIŀǊŀΦ aŀȅ L Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ {ƘƛǊƭΚ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ WŜŦŦΚέ 
ά²ŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΦ CƻǊ nowΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǎŎƻǇŜΚέ {ƘƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
άwƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΣέ WŜŦŦ ǊŜǇƭƛŜǎ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƻǊƪǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƻƴŜ 

wall, the telescope sitting close by.  He motioned her to sit in front of the 
screen. 

Taking the seat he offered, Shirl quickly pulled up the software and 
initiated the auto-tracking system. The small telescope hummed into life 
and she input the celestial coordinates for Jupiter. She watched as the 
telescope swung around and pointed towards the far wall. 
ά¢ƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƴŀƭ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǇǳǘ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ 

position in the sky to find WǳǇƛǘŜǊΣέ WŜŦŦ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άLΩm sure it is. You have done a magnificent job Jeff. How soon 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǎŎƻǇŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΚέ Shirl asked almost nicely. 
άLǘΩǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜ ŦƻǊ ƴŜȄǘ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ 

technicians slotted to help with the deployment so it should go fast. 
Maybe a couple hours,έ WŜŦŦ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άCƛƴŜΦ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿŀƭƪƛng away 

without so much as a backward glance. 
As Jeff watched her go, he wondered what Shirl would be like if he 

could ever thaw the ice, what treasure lies below that frozen exterior. He 
was a patient man and knew that some things were worth waiting for. 
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****************** 
Jeff released his construction crew as the final bolt was torqued 

down. The telescope was only a meter in diameter but much bigger than 
the one he had as a kid. His father had helped him build a 24 centimeter 
telescope from a kit. They had ground the lens and everything. 

But this little telescope was a powerful instrument, not a toy, even if 
it was only a tenth of the size of a Grid telescope. 
άhƪ {ƘƛǊƭΣ ǘǳǊƴ ƛǘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪǎΣέ WŜŦŦ ǎŀƛŘ 
άwƻƎŜǊΣ ǇƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŀȊƛƳǳǘƘ ƳƻǘƻǊǎΣέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ. She was 

inside at the control console on the far side of Scottsbluff. 
The telescope responded by rotating.  
άbƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƛƻƴΣέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
The body of the telescope smoothly pitched upward and stopped. 
Inside, Shirl instantly recognized the Pleiades star cluster.   
άtŜǊŦŜŎǘΗέ {ƘƛǊƭ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άThe auto-tracking system is only off by a 

few seconds. I will calibrate and drop that to a few nanoseconds over the 
course of the first few days of observations. Great Job! Truly 
MŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘΗέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƻwe you guys, BƛƎΗέ 
WŜŦŦ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΣ άLΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
Shirl ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳ. The young astronomer was already deep into 

the equipment feeling as if she had just opened the most amazing 
Christmas present ever.  She played with pan and zoom, and tested out 
some of the filters included in the system.  Within moments she had 
measured the color and magnitude of each star in the cluster. 
ά±ŜǊȅ ƴƛŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ with a smile of satisfaction.  
άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣέ WŜŦŦ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
ά²ƘŀǘΚέ {ƘƛǊƭ ǎŀid, engrossed in her new toy. 
άL ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ 5ƻƴ ŀƴŘ 

the Handy Men are playing and I swear to god, they sound just like 
Crosby, Stills ŀƴŘ bŀǎƘΦ DǊŜŀǘ ƘŀǊƳƻƴȅΗέ 
¢ŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀǿŀȅΣ {ƘƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΚέ 
!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ά¸ŀΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎ L ŀƳΦέ 
{ƘƛǊƭ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ άLΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘΣ aǊΦ aƛƭƭŜǊΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ Lǎ 

ǘƘŀǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŀōƭŜΚέ 
WŜŦŦ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΣ ά{ǳǊŜΗ aŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ Lǘ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ŀǘ 21:00 hours in the 

ǎŀƳŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴΗέ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘƻ 
you leave with that matters most. He can sense the great ice age may be 
coming to an end. 
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Frederick L. Hills has been fascinated by space since he first saw the 

Moon through his father's telescope.  One of the earliest models built 
from scratch was that of Werner Von Braun's proposed space ship.  Later 
he studied electrical engineering and participated in many space related 
projects including the development of XM satellite radio. 

 
Fred believes fiction is the best way to help people think past putting 

yet another short-stay lander on the Moon to the day when large 
numbers of people live and work there.  One day it will seem no stranger 
than living in remote spots on Earth such as Alaska or the Antarctic or Los 
Angeles. 

 
CǊŜŘΩǎ email: fredhills7@aol.com 

 
 
 
 

When Chuck first read this story, he was amazed at the similarities 
between it and one he had written months earlier. With just a few 
changes, Chuck was able to meld the two stories together. Chuck and 
Fred hope you enjoy reading about Jeff and Shirl as much as they enjoyed 
writing about them. 
 
/ƘǳŎƪΩǎ ŜƳŀƛƭΥ chuck@charleslesher.com 

mailto:fredhills7@aol.com
mailto:chuck@charleslesher.com


 

45 
 

 

Submissions Guidelines  
editor@writerscramp.us 

 
Moonbeams preferred genre is Science Fiction as it relates to colonizing 

space and the moon but we will accept other genre including nonfiction. You do 
not have to be a Moon Society member to submit. 

Moonbeams is about two things: authors getting their work published, and 
making the case for space colonization 

Successful submissions must stick to accepted physics: no faster than light 
warp drives, no worm holes, no time travel, no transporters a la Star Trek and 
no alien monsters. No magic, no fantasy. Last but not least, no social, political, 
or religious diatribes. Send us a plausible story about the colonization of space 
and the moon and we wiƭƭ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘ ƛǘΦ .ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǳōǘƛǘƭŜ Ϧ¢ŀƭŜǎ 
from the High Frontier" indicates that stories can be set anywhere in the Solar 
System. Nonfiction submissions on science and technology must be thoroughly 
referenced. 

Everyone is welcome to submit pieces up to 10,000 words. We have a 
micro-story category, Letters Home, with a glass ceiling of about a 1000 words. 
We also welcome comments and/or reviews of prior Moonbeams stories. 

We currently do not accept paid advertising in Moonbeams and thus, we 
produce no revenue stream. Therefore, authors cannot be compensated and 
will retain full rights for republication elsewhere. 

Submissions should be in electronic form. MS Word 2007 is preferred but 
we will accept text files or other common word processor formats. All 
submissions that need to be keyed in will not be considered unless prior 
arrangements have been made. The preferred method of submissions is via 
email with the subject set to Moonbeams Submission. We will accept mailed 
cd/dvd at the following address: 

Writers Cramp Publishing 
1982 N. Iowa St., Chandler, Arizona 85225 
editor@writerscramp.us 

Exchanging links is ok if your link is clearly space related. Moonbeams 
reserve the right to say no to any submission. 

These guidelines are subject to review and will be adjusted as we go along. 
aƻƻƴōŜŀƳǎ ƛǎ ¸h¦w ƳŀƎŀȊƛƴŜΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ Ŧǳƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜΚ   
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