
take my breath... away



I have lost count of the number of intros I thought about writing

for this.



Just... hold on tight, tighter than you ever have before.



No, tighter than that.



Roller coasters in Saturn's rings got nothing on this.



I couldn't sleep, until I wrote this, hopefully your dreams will be

pleasant ones.



Even after reading this.
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[ background music: 'Take my Breath Away' by Berlin ]



cometary debris, meteors, old rocket pieces,

no one knew, just something in pieces,

hit the space wheel,

up there, at 1,000 miles above the Earth.



Those that could,

made it to the one rescue ship left,

20 passengers, 2 crew,

23 people needed a lift,

back to the Earth's surface.



No room, not enough reaction mass,

to slow them down, the parachutes,

would have a hard time of it,

only 15 passengers and crew,

is what the ship was designed for.



One young man went to get something,

closed the hatch as he left,

motioned the pilot to cast off.



De-orbit burn,

queries, "where is John ?"



The pilot didn't answer,

a passenger says,

"Who is that in the spacesuit waving good-bye ?



yells, complaints, screams,

the pilot says, "Too late, no fuel to return,

must get you back to the surface. Hold on."



No ships ready to boost to orbit,

Lunar ships just landed there,

or in hangers for repair near Lunaport,

monthly ship to Mars gone,

too late to turn back,

it is coasting now,

only has fuel left to make orbit there.



Life is so fragile,

out there,

in the Deep Dark.



John looks around at what is left,

of the airlock,

finds a MMU, manned maneuver unit,

and some spare parachutes,

2 oxy bottles, on one the threads are smeared,

its oxy may as well be,

a million miles away.



He quickly gets what is left together,

and departs the old wheel,

just minutes after he leaves,

something hits it again and again,

shattering what is left,

slow motion of this and that,

adrenalin making the debris,

go by with glacial, yet, dangerous,

slowness.



Thankfully the debris goes mostly one way,

the rescue boat another.



John and his MMU,

over that way.



The debris that went somewhat the same direction,

as the rescue boat,

was too small to hurt it,

moving at nearly the same speed,

and then the debris burned up in the upper atmosphere.



Pilot has a heart attack and dies,

on the way down,

a young woman takes over the computer,

punches in the code,

orders the landing sequence to begin,

gets the Main chutes out,

landing on the Steppes,

21 down safe, one dead,

some injured.



A 12 year old young woman,

who forced the auto-land computer,

to get the drogue and main chutes out,

and not auger the ship,

into the ground,

is given a helicopter,

they go to nearby airport,

then a Mig-21 lift to the space port.



Now, only one up there, to still save.



Out there,

where no oxygen grows.



"Anyone ? I say again, space suit in orbit,

I need entry parameters to reach Earth's surface.

Over !"



nothing but radio static.



"I have a MMU, 1 spare oxy bottle,

5 parachutes. Over "



"John ! We read you ! What ocean are you over !"

the young woman calls on the radio.



"Atlantic. I am generally headed East. Over!"



Descent starts... oxy running low.



Satellites are hooked up,

not designed to work together,

circuits tested,

only one group of ships any where near,

the landing zone.



But so is a category 3 hurricane,

moving slowly,

towards the North by North West,

seas choppy and heaving,

for many miles round.



A small battle group,

aircraft carrier, a destroyer escort,

5 destroyers, 2 cruisers.



Twelve hours away from the landing zone,

to make the rescue,

with a hurricane in the way.



Admiral given discretion to make the rescue,

take own ships' and crews' safety into account.



They head north,

into the storm.



Someone needs rescuing,

and the heaving sea beckons,

with its gray seas and howling winds.



The landing zone,

all those hours away,

it may as well be,

on the Earth's moon.



After struggling for hours,

all ships, except the destroyer escort,

have to heave to,

getting too much damage,

to fight the waves any longer.



"Sandra ? I that you ?"



"Yes John, I'm at the spaceport, how are you ?

We lost radio contact."



"I'm down part way, had to drop the MMU,

it caught fire, lost the spare oxy bottle to.

I'm down to 2 parachutes left. Over.



The little destroyer escort strains against,

the wind and waves,

it is low, its upper decks,

not all that far above the water,

even in the calmest of seas,

no one can help them,

they have gone into the teeth of the storm,

main mast torn away,

some radios still working,

radar out,

lookouts on the bridge,

trying to spot a parachute,

in the teeth of a hurricane.



[ background music: 'Dust in the Wind' by Kansas ]



Radio contact is lost,

John's radio antenna is broken,

he is only 16 years old,

but he will continue to try.



The ocean so close,

he aimed for the eye of the hurricane,

and made it.



Just one small ship,

looking for one small parachute,

in a storm tossed sea.



The whole world,

listens, watches, hopes.



[screee... static ]



Could it be the Destroyer escort's radio ?

Trying to contact a satellite ?



[ screeeeeeeeee... This is Destroyer Escort Seadog,

we have him and his parachute in sight !" ]



[ exeunt ]



to Dream the impossible Dream.

and maybe get some sleep to.



I left a lot out to. Multiple endings,

this one is the one I can live with.

