
Just so ya know ... 





Some Old Geezer, sitting in an asteroid belt bar. Talking about

something or other. Its about the strangest solar sail ship anyone

in Sol System ever did hear about.
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[ background music: 'The Wasp (Texas Radio and the Big Beat)' by The

Doors ]



Yup, I sailed on her, first cruise. If ya calls that cruising. No

deck chairs as far as the eye could see. Safety clips every few

feet. Feet, not meters, listen up. 



A Galleon. Yup, made her to look like one of them old Spanish Main

ships, ya knows, them wood hulls from the 16th or 17th century. No

pictures, this aint no school lesson. The Library is two rocks over.



I was on the upper one, yeah, a two hull job. The only one of this

design. Others had tried a single hull, didn't work. Off-balanced

and spiraled, and burned up in the Sun. Folks told'em it was a dumb

design, ya sails gotta balance. Anyways.



Sails of Azure metal cloth. I think they was turquoise placed on

poly sails. I aint for sure. They sure looked purty. Somebody

decided they was better than gold film sails. Wood hull, metal

masts. A shimmer effect between the two ships, like them old java

lake look applets. Go through the connecting hatchway. Up flips down

and down flips up, then you are on the other ship. Gravity reversal

thing going for it. Not my department. The one I didn't crew on

looked kinda like Drake's ship. A small gun ship look to it. Fast.

Steel-eyed. Going in Harm's Way. Like that.



[ background music: 'Riders on the Storm' by The Doors ]



Solar wind powered protons driving us onward and outward. Had to be

careful. Deck crew in special suits. So we wouldn't fry, from the

corona flashing between sails and hull. Or maybe it was blowby of

that shimmer effect between the two hulls. Not my department.



Humph. What is my department ? Surviving, out there on the hull.

Easy to do in the hull, its a foot thick. Surviving outside the

hull, takes gumption, and a good suit, like the special deck

vac-suit I'm wearing. Armoured. You place one of these on top of

them inside hull suits, even in a half-Standard Gravity, crush that

thing flat. Crunch crunch. Yup.



Anyways. Two ships, keel to keel, shimmer effect between their

keels.



Heading out. Not downtown, where the populated planets are, but out

yonder. Out to where I read of years ago, to the Deep Dark. 



[ pause ]



Okay, okay. I'll tells ya about it.



[ background music: 'Cars Hiss by my Window' by The Doors ]



It starts out slow. We never moored anywhere, other ships came to

us.



You could tell when we had a new navigator. Solar particles would

splat against our suits, sounding like rain on an asphalt road,

maybe a tin roof. Humph. The Library has recordings, not the same

though it might give yas the flavor of it. Anyways, thats how we

could tell we were inside Venus' orbit. We shoulda been out by Mars.

I knowed this navigator onced, he got cashiered, the hard way, for

doing something... okay okay, I'll get on with it.



The corona effect goes away, long about Jupiter, provided its not

nearby. I've heard the tales, but I've never seen a lightning bolt

travel from Jupiter to a ship. Probably just some of that urban

folklore. You wanna test it, let me know what ship, so I can steer

clear of it. I hear the Aurora on Earth is prettier. I can't say. I

only saw the Aurora in photos, but that corona aboard ship is

fierce.



Lets see. Yeah, out it goes. Faster and faster. Hard to tell what

speed you are going. Nothing nearby to eye-guesstimate it. But as

the planetary orbits go past us, we can tell we are getting faster.

Ya do hafta know where to look for the planets. But we be so busy.

We got other things to be doing. When not juggling them sails and

that gear, we be looking for hull breaches. You think that corona is

benevolent ?!



Robots and remote controls for the sails ? You daft ?! The corona

fries that stuff. Why do you think I wears this suit ? To make me

look purty ? Oh, you be a land tourist. I wondered, ya didn't seem

to have ya space legs good. Land tourist ? It means ya never see out

a porthole. Ya just sees the insides of ship and the land you landed

on. Never carry ya vac-suit with ya. I wear mine all the time.

Enough to make a deck hand puke. No offense.



Faster it goes, out into the Deep Dark. Some say ya can feel it

speed up, oncet it gets going fast enough. I never noticed such a

thing and I've been on plenty of solar sail trips.



But then I keep my safety clips in place all the time. Some don't.

Sails ripple in a sudden solar wind flux, and off ya go. Where's ya

stop nobody knows. No, I'm not making it up. My brother was Lost

that way.



I'm watching ya, I think you needs some gravity. More than this rock

has. It be about 2 miles thick. Careful, you'll float away and the

ceiling fan will get ya. Haul him down Joe ! Look dude, don't move

quick, ya can get hurt that way. Nope, you don't have your space

legs. Good, use the safety clip, thats what they are for.



Humph.



Not much left to tell. Ships go out, some of them come back. Some

come back in extremis.



Like when their drogue sails don't work. Or they aint been used and

stowed proper and they don't slow a ship down. Oh, there be tugs,

they'll warp ya solar sail ship into orbit. Kinda.



Of course, they are expensive.



[ background music: 'The Wasp (Texas Radio and the Big Beat)' by The

Doors ]



Just so ya know, crew have been known to jump ship, in an attempt to

try not to fry in the Sun. Sizzle. Sizzle. Or impact on Venus. Or

fall screaming in Jupiter. Ya didn't flinch. Now quit staring. Yeah,

I'm a gal. I look 80, but I'm 30 years. That corona again.



Anyways.



A ship coming in, no drogue. Steering jets outa fuel, so can't use

the main sails to slow her down.



So some crew jump ship, afraid of waiting for the owner to okay the

extra money for the tugs. They always have, but they panic.



Just so ya know, there is a ship coming in today.



Poorly maintained. No idea its real name, everybody calls it 'Wreck

About to Happen'.



[ sudden loud clang against metal ]



[ the asteroid shivers ] 



[ alarm sirens ]



"Explosive decompression ! Not a drill ! [sound fades as air goes

away]"



She reaches up and closes her faceplate. While the bartender and the

land tourists wonder if they can reach their vac-suits in time. None

of them stored nearby. The steel pressure door into the bar, not

moving, its slide channel never cleaned.



She figures she better work on her timing. Check ship schedules

before she tells another one of those. Probably didn't have a thing

to do with 'Wreck About to Happen'. Ah well, go down to the rescue

rendezvous, and see if anyone else made it.



There must be an easier way to cage drinks.



[ exeunt ]

