
Now Old Zeke...





Jim. reaches into his imagination notes and finds something that

might be interesting.



hold on to your hats !



Well, not exactly a poem.
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Now, Old Zeke wasn't exactly Old, nor was he a youngster. His

handle-bar mustache was more salt and peppery.



He liked to twiddle around with old ship parts.



Oh, he and I didn't talk much, he didn't hardly talk at all,

cabled as his ship was, to Phobos,

Mars overhead.



Me, I'm Joe. Well, most of us old geezers,

have a nickname, given to us by the rest.



Took me along while to hear about mine,

Old Nodder they call me.



Well, I can't hear too good, and I don't see too good,

so ya see, heh, no sense in pretending I can see who is talking to

me.



So I nod, alot. Nod, nod, yes, no, maybe.

Old Nodder, thats me. But I do know something or other,

about some types of older computers. Sometimes I find work,

sometimes not.



Anyways, Old Zeke, always working on that ship of his.

Could take him over a year to get it running,

his turn around time was usually 5 years. Thats from take off,

and fixit up so it can fire engines again. Lots of spare parts,

thats what that ship is made of. Most of it not designed to work

the way he has it put together.



Ah well, I gots to tell ya... up close that thing makes noises.

He says its a starship. Coulda fooled me, I though it was junk,

with fins and rocket motors attached.



And it gurgles. Makes the occasional whooshing sounds to. He takes

it apart, puts it back together. Cleans that, rearranges this. Kicks

it sometimes to.



Some new folks, they claim it don't work. But I've seen it move over

to Deimos and back, kinda quick-like to.



Anyway, one day a distress call came in. Nobody around, no 'typical'

ships anyway.



The way they called, you knew it was for real, not a drill...



"Hello ! This is passenger ship Satchel ! Engines out. We need

assistance. May day, mayday. over"



The tower, well, the folks who keep an eye on Mars' area ship

traffic, replied to them and told them nothing there to rescue them.



Nobody that is, except Old Zeke.



They didn't reply.



Nobody figured Old Zeke's ship could go far, certainly not as far as

somewhere between Jupiter and Saturn.



They shouldn't have tried to out figure Old Zeke.



He was up early that morning, if he had been asleep at all,

he called them on that thing he claimed was a radio.



They wouldn't reply, but evidently he figured out where they were.



Called the tower for clearance, they told him something about,

they wouldn't be responsible for anything that happened to him.



He laughed, floated over to that ship of his, and turned a crank

mounted on the side. Well, after bracing himself.



Smoke puffed out of 4 or 5 places,

then a small flame formed.



He went inside, and the flame got longer.



I cast him off, well, disconnected the cable.



I figured he would need it, so left it hooked up to that thing he

called a starship. Turned out he did use it.



After he go a few hundred miles away from Phobos, the engines kicked

in, almost flung me out of orbit, perturbed Phobos to !



He got out there, no replies to his radio calls.



So, he extended a metal arm, a hand with a glove on it,

probably from old store mannequin. He knocked on the hatch with it.



No reply. He starts getting anxious. Had gotten out there very

quick, but maybe it was too late anyways.



Did the sound induction thing with a spare helmet, pressurised, with

a microphone, and a speaker inside. No reply... until,



"Zeke ! Its Sandra ! These new comers don't think that ship of yours

can fly !"



Heh, it don't need wings in vacuum, but I figure thats not exactly

what she meant.



Anyway, she wound that ship's captain around her arm. Cracked some

of his ribs doing it. Rescued all of them folks. Claimed salvage on

that other ship. 



They wouldn't pay up. So all of us old geezers took it apart, found

a solid oak sailing ship wheel in it mounted on the wall, sign on

it, claimed it was made in 1750. Thats in Old Zeke's ship now.



I swore I wouldn't tell what they did with the tennis rackets, so I

wont. But they look pretty done all up like that.



So, drop on by Phobos, and maybe Old Zeke will show ya what he did

with the parts he got, off that shiny new spaceship.



Sandra and Old Zeke have a salvage ship contract now. You break down

within a light year of Mars' orbit, they'll show up and bring ya

back in. And be sure to pay what ever they ask ya to, otherwise they

get salvage rights.



Ya'll travel space careful like now, ya hear ?



[exeunt]

