
spaceships hiss by my window



sometimes I need a bit of inspiration to write. Doesn't have to be

on what I'm writing, just something like some quiet music, a

beautiful photo of some scenery, etc.



So. I've been inspired.



I cannot sing, and I cannot dance. Well, I can, but you don't want

to hear or see the results.



But I have an imagination. And I want to share it with you.



I may not be able to get all of it out into words. I may forget some

of it. And it may not fit exactly what I want to say as sometimes I

just don't have the words...



I think I did okay in getting it into words this time.



But here it is. You'll have to judge for yourselves.



Jim starts typing, he hopes you enjoy what you are about to read.



Imagination in 5 4 3 2 1 launch !
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[ background music: 'Ebb Tide' by Earl Grant ]



He remembers long ago, when he was a rock miner on Mars.



They had these clear plastic tents,

for survival out there in the red dust and rock,

imbedded in the plastic were solar cells.



They gained enough energy during the day,

so you didn't freeze at night.



No room for decoration. No individualism.



To do so would make your night life cold and miserable,

if you survived.



But a bunch of them were sitting at the holding station,

while they wanted for their finds to be checked,

and one said something about decorations on their tents.



All the reasons why it wouldn't work were spouted,

it got silent,

and a woman who didn't speak much,

asked, "Why do the decorations have to be large ?"



Jaws dropped over that.



Of course, they didn't have to be large.



They checked their tents next time out,

and several locations were found,

where very small decorations could be placed.



Wouldnt interfere with the solar cells either.



You would need a magnifier to see them,

but since all rock miners carried those anyway...



Some drawings got very elaborate,

you would almost swear they moved of their own accord.



The woman who had spoken up about the size,

drew them. Put her heart into them.



One of the rock miners made it big,

and asked her if she would like to get married,

and go out to the Oort Cloud and try their luck out there ?



So, they got married, and due to ship schedules,

and lots of various and sundry events,

they were delayed getting out there.



They had three kids,

and stopped at Neptune Station.



Him to go on, and her to try,

and make ends meet,

for their new family.



Hopefully the money for air and food and water,

don't run out before he gets back.



He didn't have the money for his own ship,

so he signed on with someone else.



The first five landings were dry.



No water ice. None.



The sixth one had some gases under pressure.

They lost two of the crew.



Now they are down to just him and the owner.

The owner being another miner.



They held a brief memorial,

and started digging.



They had to. Payments due on the ship.

And, well, you know the rest of such a scenario.



[ background music: 'Like a Prayer' by Madonna ]



She worked at what she could find,

but baby sitters are hard to find,

out on Neptune Station.



Ah, those old Geezers and Wheezers,

and Starship hands were not gonna space 

her and the kids just 'cause they had no air money.



But... patience wears thin after awhile.



She asked around for baby sitters and said she could draw...



one old coot asked her if she knew who drew them pictures,

on the tents on Mars ?



She told him how to find the name,

ya see, her grandmother had told her years ago,

if you don't put your name on it,

just use a symbol or something like that,

how will anyone know how to ask you for one to ?



So she proved it was her. Right there,

who did those wonder drawings.



Of dragons flying, and daffodils in the spring,

and comets blazing, and Martian dust storms,

and the starships engines winking in the night.



But it was the Neptune rainbows that got them,

yup, it was her that drew them.



Going by an old digital photograph,

with a few hiccups in transmission,

due to a solar flare,

so she had to by guess and by golly,

and got it just right.

So they found baby sitters,

and her air, food, and water were paid for.



Then one of the kids sang and danced,

on karaoke night.



Then they made one up,

about one last landing...

about waiting for their dad to arrive back home,

at Neptune Station,

about what it must be like,

out there,

in the Deep Dark,

light hours by radio,

weeks by miner ship,

far away from any help.



How they must long,

for one last landing,

to see their loved ones,

and some wont make it back.

Never.



So the old Geezers, and Wheezers,

and retired Starship Deck hands held a vote.



And told her and the kids,

they were paid in full.



About once a week,

she would be seen up on what was used as an observation deck.



Waiting. Hoping.



[ background music: something by The Doors ]



spaceships hiss by my window,

out here in the space deep.



working here, digging for water,

I have no choice dear,

I can't get no sleep...



I have to keep moving,

or the cold will freeze me in place.



On this asteroid,

I dig all day long,

its such a short thing,

the rotation of this rock,

is so fast, I can hardly sleep.



Our ship is up on the surface,

this rock clings to one wall,

looking for water ice baby,

I feel like I'm gonna fall.



Spaceships hiss by my window,

while I try to sleep,

it could be just a dream dear,

as there are no air molecules,

to pass on those sounds,

even you might be fictional, dear.



I remember landfall,

way back there,

I didn't have to worry,

about drifting off into Deep Space,

I stayed firmly planted,

no safety gear needed,

to hold me in place.



[ reprise background music: Like a Prayer' by Madonna ]



She taught herself some electronics.

helped maintain the radios and radar.



And the beacon.



Lots of ships in the Outer Planets region,

and some starships,

used it to get their bearings.



The radar, one day,

picked up a blip.



Wasn't a scheduled run,

so they went to asteroid drill quarters.



Doors closed, vac-suits on.



Its not moving overly fast,

and its getting slowly bigger.



A voice on the radio...

"Hello Neptune Station ! We got water ice ! over !"



It was them, back, with water ice.



Radar alarm of something big approaching.



"Heyo ! I got 500 million metric tons ? 

Where do you want me to park it ? Orbit 9 ? over !"



Then the Duty Ops found their voices,

shut off the radar alarms,

and radioed back, "You've got what !? over !"



"Neptune Station ! I need an orbit ! We had to split the ice up ! We

found lots more than that ! Other ships coming in behind me ! We

found the mother lode, no little specks of ice this trip ! Mars and

Venus wont be short of water any time soon !"



They looked at the radar signals getting bigger and bigger... and

bigger !



"How many of those things you got ?! over !"



"Well... maybe we need to put them on orbit 12... or maybe let some

sit in orbit between Neptune and Saturn... they may not be enough

room otherwise. over !"



And there wasn't, room that is for all that water ice to orbit

Neptune.



Mars still had to ration their water... but nobody died of

dehydration for years to come.



[ exit ]





