
Symphony Of An Angel

scherzo, poi furioso

I can never forget the first morning I awoke a married man.  I must have heard movement 
somewhere else aboard the Jupiter 2.  There was a soft half-light in the cabin, which only yesterday 
had been Penny Robinson's private quarters.  This morning, it was our honeymoon suite.  

I looked down at my sleeping bride.  She was nestled up against me, not too closely.  I looked 
down at her profile.  Both her hands were closed around my left, as they were last night when we 
pledged our marriage vows to each other.  Her face rested on the pillow, eyes still shut.  A contented 
smile traced her lips.  Except that she was lying down, she was almost in the classic pose of prayer.  I 
rose up on one elbow, leaned over, and brushed her slightly-flushed cheek with a soft,  single kiss. 
Penny's smile broadened, and still sleeping, she stretched over to snuggle her face on my arm.

Suddenly her deep, rhythmic breathing altered, and she fidgeted.  She rubbed her cheek once 
more against my arm – and snapped awake, pulling back with a look of panic.  It took a moment for  
recognition and recollection to cut through the fog of wakening.

“Oh, Bobby!  I'm so sorry!  Just for a moment there, I–”

“It's OK, my love. You were fine, asleep.  Knew just where you were and who I was. Thanks for 
not screaming your head off when you opened your eyes and saw me in bed with you.”

“I guess I have good self-control.”

I put my mouth close to her ear and whispered, “Not last night you didn't.”

“Why you– !”

“Shh!  Let's not be waking folks up yet.  This is still our secret, let's enjoy it just a little longer.”

We pulled together, embraced.  I caressed the curve of her cheeks, the graceful arch of her 
eyebrows.  As beautiful as she was, her face still showed the marks of sleep.  Her wide, dark eyes were  
slightly bloodshot in the corners, her hair was disheveled, and the pillow and sheet had left the red 
mottlings of a sound sleep on her right cheek.  The corner of her mouth suggested recent drool.  Not 
that I cared.  Nevertheless, some deep ancestral instinct (I'm descended from a long line of married 
men) told me that this was something I should never, never, ever mention.  

Our hands played under the cover, then reached further.

She shook her head. “I didn't mean to start something.  Now come on, let’s get moving, and 
save that for later.”



Then I heard something that gave me a cold feeling in my gut: footsteps.  Purposeful footsteps 
with  an  authoritative  tread  and  the  sense  of  searching.   I  heard  John  Robinson's  voice  in  the 
passageway.

“Bobby?  Bobby?”   

I took a deep breath as I heard him rip open the curtain of what was supposed to be my cabin 
next door. “Bobby! Robert!  CAIN!” His voice was no longer questioning, but demanding and irate. 
There was a moment's agonizing silence, then “PENNY! PENELOPE ROBINSON! WHERE ARE 
YOU AND WHERE IS THAT LITTLE WEASEL?”

Oh shoot.  So much for our little surprise.  A fist pounded against the door.  It was a flimsy 
accordion-fold, and it rippled like a sheet in the wind. “Open this door instantly, Penny Robinson!” 
John shouted.  

“Daddy, stop it right now!  You don't understand!”

“I understand enough, by heaven!” He struck the closure hard enough that the latch jumped out 
of its socket. He slammed the door open.

“I said stop it, Daddy!  It's not what you think and it's not your business anyway!” She jumped 
up with the flimsy bedcovering held in front of her, confronted her father at the door. “You need to 
calm down right this minute, Daddy.  You don't see–”

“I see enough! I see my daughter hiding herself behind a sheet without a stitch of clothes and I 
see a punk spaceman in your bed without even that much!”

Penny eyed her father cooly.  She turned towards me. “Cover up, Bobby, you're offending your 
father-in-law.” I gaped, stunned, as she tossed the bedcover to me.  She turned to face John Robinson, 
boldly naked. “You were saying, Daddy?”

John spun, turned his back to Penny. “You've got some nerve, young lady.  Close this door 
and–”
  

“You’ve got some nerve telling me to close the door you just kicked open.”

“Just make yourself presentable so we can talk.”

She already had.  She had slipped into a bathrobe, and tossed me my uniform jumpsuit. “Are we 
going to talk now, Daddy, or are you just going to scream at us?”

Robinson turned his head, saw that Penny was dressed. (I'm not sure he cared that I was.  Right  
then, I think he just wanted me in about ten different pieces, and I could guess which pieces he'd start 
with.) He stepped into her –no, our– room.  His face was bright red, and a vein pulsed wildly in his 
forehead.  He opened his mouth to unleash some tirade but before he could speak–

“Daddy,  we're  married.   Bobby and I  married last  night.   I'm his wife,  and you're  making 
yourself silly.”



“Married?  That's ridiculous; now you're lying to me?”

“We married by Scottish village law, just the way you always used to tell me about, in the old 
stories.”

“You – do you remember where you are?  Does this look like the Highlands to you?  What in 
the world –this one or any one– was going on in your head?  I never meant for you to– to latch onto 
that as an excuse to jump into the sack with the first raggedy-ass castaway that felt you up!”

“Daddy, that's vile!” she shouted. “You should be ashamed to speak to your own daughter like 
that.  And this still isn’t any of your business, anyway.”

“Don't  you  dare talk  to  me like that,  young lady!   Anything  happening on this  ship is  my 
business, and don’t you forget it!” He snapped his head around to face me.  I was cowering on the bed,  
as far back as I could, biting my lip and hoping his laser pistol wasn’t handy. “Cain!  What have you 
got to say for yourself?  I thought we had an understanding.  Look me in the eye and answer me – if 
you can.”

It took all my courage, including batches of it I had never before used, to gaze him levelly in the 
eye, and say, “Commander, I love Penny more than anything, more than I thought I was possible.  Sir, I 
promised you that I would marry her, and as far as I’m concerned, I married her last night.  I don’t 
think I have anything to apologize for or be ashamed of.” My heart was pounding.  I think I would have 
preferred riding my Thundercloud down through the sky again – without the parawings.

“I think it's also customary for a young man to ask a girl's father his permission!”

“I believe I did that too.  You welcomed me to the family and even called me your son-in-law.”

He glared furiously; he knew I was right, and it galled him. “I don't like this sneaking around! 
Both of you should know better!  There's enough underhanded shenanigans to worry about around here 
with Smith.   I  don't  need the same balderdash from my own daughter  and her– her–” He bit  off  
whatever word he was about to call me; I don’t think it was “husband.” “It's the deceit I don't like. 
Penny, you really haven't learned that yet, in all this time?”

Penny rolled her eyes contemptuously. “You want to talk about sneaky, Daddy?  Why don't you 
go talk to Judy and Don?”

John Robinson's eyes flared. “Now you're going somewhere that's none of your business, young 
lady.”

“Oh? And why isn't  that yours?  Ever wonder why  they've never asked you about a proper 
wedding?  Ever wonder why they're always smiling so much when you and Mother take the Chariot out 
together?”

“I'm warning you–”

“I'm telling you.  Surely you can’t believe she's still a blushing virgin!  Would you want to bet 
whether that's something that even came on board with her?”



“Judy is an adult and you are not, and I repeat it is not your business.  For another thing, Judy–”

Penny jumped on her father's  hesitation.  “For another thing,  Judy isn't  really  your daughter 
anyway, so you don't care, is that it?”

Commander John Robinson wound up his arm and delivered Penny a backhand slap across the 
face. “Don't you ever, ever, suggest that again, you filthy-minded little–”

Penny fell backwards with a small cry.  Tears splashed her cheeks.  Slowly I stood up.  I stepped 
over to her, wrapped an arm about her and pulled her close.  Ugly red marred her cheek.  Still holding 
her close, I took another step and stood in front of her father.  

I’ve only been really angry a few times in my life, but I always felt it as a hot emotion.  Now I  
learned that rage was cold: cold and black as interstellar space.  I let the sight of that mark on Penny's  
face burn into my brain, then turned to her father.  I spoke softly.

“John, if you ever –ever– lay a hand on . . . on my wife . . . like that again, I swear to Christ, I 
will kill you, on the spot, with my bare hands.  And if you doubt me, sir, you just try me, right now.”

I regarded him calmly, without moving.  

He stood there glaring for another few moments, his face furiously red.  Abruptly he turned, 
stomped over to one of the lower deck instrument consoles.  He pressed one button which blasted a 
high-pitched, earsplitting alarm through the ship.  I don't know why; I'm sure our little tête-à-tête had 
awakened the whole ship, and any in orbit besides. He let the klaxon sound for a few seconds, then 
took a microphone. “Attention all hands, Jupiter 2.  General meeting at 0700 in the courtyard.  Hold 
breakfast until done. That includes you, Smith, and believe me, you don't want me to have to come drag 
you out of there today.  Out.” He climbed to the upper deck.

con amore

Penny and I looked at each other, still aghast at our morning.  Carefully, I touched her face, 
where John had slapped her. “Does it hurt?”

“No.  Just a little, maybe.”

“Has he ever done anything like that before?”

“Oh no, no, of course not.  Honestly, I've never seen him like that before.”

I relaxed slightly.  We dressed quickly.  I was slightly amused; after her brash display earlier,  
Penny now turned her back to me as her bathrobe slipped to the floor and she stepped hurriedly into 
day clothing. “Go splash some cold water on your face, my sweet.  It'll help fade the mark.  Or do you  
want them to see it?”

“Well,  they'll  see it  anyway, but a little cold water will  at  least make it  feel better.” Penny 
stepped around me and spun open the lavatory compartment at the end of the cabin.  She moistened a  
face-cloth and held it to her cheek.



  “Um, Penny?”

“Mm-hmm?”

“What did you mean about Judy?  Or should I mind my own business?”

She shook her head, and sighed regretfully. “I shouldn't have said that.  I should have known, if
there was anything to make him that angry, that was it.”

My thoughts swirled, and I felt appalled. “You can't mean– ?”

“No, no, it's just old gossip.  But it’s a long story, I'll tell you later.  Just that – I wanted to hurt 
him, and I knew that would do it the most.  I shouldn't have.  I–”

I caught Penny by the elbow, turned her to me. “I hope you're not about to say you deserved it.  
Nothing deserves that.”

“No, just that – I should have expected it. And held my tongue.” She sighed wistfully. “I have to 
apologize to him.”

I looked at the clock. “Ten to,” I said. “I hope we at least get coffee.”

“I'll start some in a sec.” She turned back to the sink, examined her face.  “He didn’t really catch 
me hard, Bobby, it hardly shows at all, already.  He startled me more than anything.”

I thought of Alicia, my distant kid sister.  Seeing girls get smacked around was kind of an issue 
for me. “Still no excuse.”    

 Penny thumbed a button on the wall.  The small chamber took a partial turn; where the sink had 
been was now a shower unit. She pressed it again, and a commode moved into place.  Penny stood 
stock-still for a moment.

“Umm . . . Bobby . . . I know we're married now and everything, but this thing doesn't even 
have a curtain to pull in front of you.  Do you think you could –you know– step outside for just a  
minute or two?”

I  could  hardly help  laughing.   I  took her  in  my arms  again,  put  a  kiss  on  her  cheek,  the  
unslapped one. “I guess there's a lot of stuff we have to get used to now, huh?  Sure, I'll step over to my 
cabin, and take care of some quick business, myself.  Hey there’s a thought, we can use that one for the 
commode, and in here for the sink and shower.”

 “May– maybe next time, right now I really gotta – please Bobby!” She smacked me lightly on 
top my head.  I scooted out, pulling the door across, and dodged into the spare cabin.  I faced the  
fixture and let myself relax fully for the first time since awakening.  A small hand basin was mounted  
on top of the toilet, prison-style; I washed up, splashed my face too, and went back over to Penny's – 
no, our, cabin.  I tapped lightly before opening the door, “Can I come back in now?”



I was rewarded with her laugh, the laugh like silver bells. How I had already grown to cherish 
that! “Yeah, come on back in.” I slipped on in.  She stepped over, wrapped her arms around me with a  
close embrace. “Am I silly?”

“ 'Course not.  Like you said, we're brand new at this, and I'm sure there's a sharp learning curve 
involved.  Besides, I doubt any couples just – well, this  was built as a cabin for one.  I'm sure your 
folks have one with a door or something.”

“Eww, I hope so,” Penny said. “Oh look, we better move.  Daddy's already way too upset.”

A thought crossed my mind.  I hadn't seen a calendar since crashing, but I had a feeling this was 
Monday.

brillante, poi accentato

All of us gathered at the table outside,  even Smith, who I had barely seen so far.  He still  
regarded me with palpable  distaste,  eyes  constantly shifting,  and spoke not  a  word to  me.   I  felt  
uncomfortable sitting across from him, as if there were some disease of his very soul that could infect 
me.  Bizarrely, I thought of an old, old kids' song, a Christmas song, which I probably hadn't heard 
since my age was in single digits, and fit his name into the lyrics. It fit all too well:  

You're a monster, Doctor Smith
Your heart's an empty hole
Your brain is full of spiders
You've got garlic in your soul,
Doctor Smi-ith!

The three words that best describe you
Are as follows
And I quote: “Stink! Stank! Stunk!”

My mind's eye saw the comically vile creature of the song, and I saw it across from me.  In spite 
of myself, a sardonic smirk turned up the corner of my mouth, and I fairly leered at Smith across the 
table.  My attention made him uncomfortable, and he fidgeted awkwardly.  He tried glaring back at me, 
but his efforts were too obvious, and only amused me more.

Finally, he cracked. “Young man, hasn't anyone ever taught you that it is impolite to stare like  
that?  Particularly at your elders?”

I  let  a  derisive  snicker  puff  out  through my nostrils,  but  kept  him pinned under  my gaze. 
“'Doctor Smith,' is it?  What exactly are you a doctor of, may I ask?”

“More things than are dreamt of in your philo–”

“All right, that's enough!” rapped John Robinson from the head of the table.  He stood leaning 
over,  hands resting on the table.   The rest  of our company were seated; Penny and Maureen (my 
mother-in-law!) had just scooted into their seats bearing cups and the coffee pot.  Maureen filled the 
cups unobtrusively and started passing them.  I needed mine, desperately.   



John looked around. “Where's the Robot?  Robot!” he called.  A moment later the venerable B9 
rolled in from the perimeter. “Robot, you're as much a part of this –group– as anyone, I suppose, even 
if you aren't put together quite the same way.”

The Robot stood there without responding.  With mechanical and digital punctiliousness, it had 
been given no statement to respond too.

John continued. “I want you to record these proceedings in their entirety, but more than that, I 
am inviting you to participate in them.  As an equal to any of us.”

Now, back on Earth, robots had been getting more common, and a lot brighter.  Certainly a lot  
more useful than this ungainly contraption.  But at the end of the day, robots were still nothing more 
than tools, highly evolved computers on wheels or legs, which you switched off when you were done 
with them.  That Robinson was inviting this machine to actually participate in a conference which was 
likely to have results almost literally world-shaking seemed as absurd as – well, as asking the coffee 
pot its opinion.  He had called this machine his equal!

The Robot still stood silently, except for the whirr of gears and relays constantly about it.  It still 
had received no cue to respond to.  With only the slight twitch of an eyelid expressing annoyance at the 
Robot's silence, John finally asked, “Do you understand?”

“Affirmative,” responded the Robot, finally.  There was a flurry of thoughtful humming, and 
“Thank you for your consideration, Commander Robinson.”

I glanced over to Penny.  She sat next to her mother, with both Will and Major West between us.  
As far as I could tell, any mark of her father’s slap had faded, at least it was drawing no scrutiny.  I  
turned my attention and thoughts back to John Robinson.

I recalled the respect –even the affection– I had felt for him yesterday.  I'd never been a father,  
of course, but I imagined it must take great fortitude for him to stand there now.  Brief minutes ago, he 
had wrestled with the idea that his youngest daughter had been, if not actually raped, at least deceived 
and seduced by an interloper.  An interloper who had then promised him murder, who now sat before 
him among family and friends.

 I was still a bit stunned at myself for that promise. Not just for the saying of it, but for meaning  
it, and knowing it was a promise I could keep.  I wondered what other dark depths I might harbor 
within myself.  

My coffee cup was empty already.  Discreetly, I nudged Will, next to me, and passed my cup to 
be refilled.

John  sat,  and  after  some  shuffling  of  papers,  spoke  without  preamble.  “We  have  had  one 
unexpected milestone within the last day.  Penny, would you care to make an announcement?”

Penny looked up, startled.  She was not expecting this, not suddenly this way.  I was proud to  
see my wife rise to the challenge.  



“Daddy.  Mother.  Judy,  Don, Will.  Dr. Smith.  Oh, Robot, of course.  Last night, according to  
ancient law and custom of Scotland and Scots everywhere, Bobby and I became husband and wife. 
And . . .” She hesitated for a moment. “And that's all I have to tell you!” she finished, demurely.

There was a stunned silence.  Then Don West stood, and started applauding, then Judy and 
Maureen. Will  quickly followed, and Dr. Smith too, contributed polite but unenthusiastic applause. 
Behind me, the Robot was cheering “Huzzah! Huzzah!” over and over, arms waggling up and down, 
torso swiveling back and forth.

      Don turned to shake my hand, as did Will; both of them spoke polite platitudes.

From across the table, Dr. Smith addressed me. “May I offer you my congratulations, young 
man.  Allow me to shake your hand, and offer you a word of paternal advice.” He extended his hand, 
and despite a certain reluctance, I shook it.  He beckoned me lean over to him; doing so, he whispered 
in my ear, “I care for that dear girl as if she were my very own child.  Do her no wrong, or you will 
suffer the wrath of Smith.”

Although my first instinct was to guffaw at his pretensions, I withheld any outward amusement. 
Drawing back enough to look into his eyes, I was surprised to see none of the oiliness or cunning I had 
seen before.  Rather, his gaze was shifted toward Penny, and there was bittersweet tenderness in them. 
Could this vile person really care for Penny as he said?

Meanwhile, all three of the women had been hunkered down together, arms about each others’ 
shoulders, furtively whispering and giggling, shooting glances my way.  Once Maureen turned her head 
to stare with shocked eyes.  I wondered what Penny had said.  What could she have said?

John alone remained seated, watching the little uproar with distaste.  Finally he rapped on the 
table with his knuckles. “Can we bring this meeting back to order please?” Clearly, he was still not a 
happy man. “Robert.  Is there anything you would care to contribute to this log entry?”

Yes,  you miserable SOB, I  thought.   You can show a little joy,  a little  happiness,  for your 
daughter, can't you?  I turned toward my bride. “Penny, all I can say is, I wish I'd crashed here sooner.” 
Polite chuckles. “These last twenty-four hours have been quite literally the fulfillment of my wildest 
dream.  And if I ever fail to live up to the promises I made to you – if I ever fail you in any way – may 
I be struck down dead where I stand.”  

“Entry noted. Thank you.” Damn you, cold fish! I thought. “Robot, open a new journal, titled 
“Vital  Statistics  paragraph Marriages comma Births comma Deaths.  Make entry for this  date.”  He 
hesitated. “Correction. Date of yesterday.  Marriage: Robert W. Cain and Penelope Robinson.  Hold 
journal open.”

“Affirmative.  Entry made as directed.”

“By what names do you wish to be known?”

That caught me slightly by surprise. “Umm. . . .”

“Penelope Robinson Cain,” she announced.



Taking my cue, I said, “Robert Winslow Robinson Cain.”

“Robot, note those as legal names of record, close journal.”

“Affirmative.”

“If we can move on now please.” Cold fish, I thought.  “After consultation with the newest 
member of our party, Ensign Cain, I would like to submit for discussion a matter of utmost importance. 
I  hardly  need  remind  you,  we  have  been  shipwrecked  on  this  planet  for  more  than  seven  years. 
Possibilities for escape or rescue have become increasingly slim.  Therefore, I would move that we 
discuss abandoning our original mission to colonize Alpha Centauri,  and commence the permanent 
colonization and reclamation of this world as a colony of Earth.”

Dr.  Smith  was  on  his  feet  instantly.  “Are  you  mad,  Professor  Robinson?   Are  you  truly 
suggesting that we abandon all hopes and dreams and instead resign ourselves to inevitable exile on 
this miserable orb?”

“Dr. Smith –and everyone– we have few choices left.  We are far from regular spacelanes, out 
of touch with Earth or any other colonies.  Right now, I am convinced –I have been convinced– that our 
best hope is to abandon our original mission and commence terraformation of this planet.  A necessary 
consequence of that is that we dissolve our current status as a ship's survival crew, begin transition to a 
form of civil government, and commence construction of permanent housing on the planet's surface.”

There was a hush over the small company, except for a subdued, wordless whining from Dr. 
Smith.

I understood that this was, as they say, my baby.  I looked at the sun rising above the horizon.  I  
stood. “Professor Robinson, and others.  I'm sure that this idea must come as a surprise, even a shock, 
to some.” Dr. Smith's head rested on the table.  He was keening like a basset hound now. “I move to 
recess  this  meeting  for  a  short  time,  to  allow for  informal  discussion  amongst  ourselves,  and for 
breakfast.  I'm sure after we've all had a bite to eat we'll be ready to look at this sensibly.”

John spoke: “A motion has been made, do I hear a second?”

My Penny spoke instantly. “Seconded!”

“All in favor?”

“Aye!” came the near-unanimous response.  

“Nay!” came the plaintive wail of Dr. Smith, raising his hand.

“Meeting recessed!” said John.

“Well then!” piped up Maureen. “Who'd like pancakes?”        
     
                   



affrettando        
                        

Even the most interesting meetings – scratch that.  There are NO interesting meetings.  After 
breakfast,  the  meeting  reconvened,  and after  brief  discussion,  we voted  to  abandon the  shipboard 
command structure, and recognize ourselves as individual or family groups, as we preferred.  Penny 
and I were one family.  After a brief, but spirited, exchange of views, John, Maureen and Will remained 
together as one; Will's move for free agency was shot down quickly.  Don and Judy, of course: although 
Don, for some reason, seemed somehow reluctant to formalize the easygoing relationship he enjoyed 
with the older  Robinson daughter.   The Robot,  in a unique situation,  pledged himself  to remain a 
general help and friend to all.

Dr. Smith curled himself under the table in a fetal position and wailed about his dear friends 
abandoning him.  

Upon my motion,  the  colony was  to  be  named “New Plymouth,”  and John Robinson was 
elected governor.  He was elected almost unanimously – Smith, under the table, effectively abstained 
from voting, or in fact from participating in any meaningful way at all.  A side note, which may be of  
interest to future historians or sociologists: this was probably the first time in human history a robot  
cast a ballot in a civic election.  

We drafted a very rough charter, which did little but continue the way things were done before 
my arrival:  John,  as  governor,  was  in  charge,  but  did  not  act  without  advice  and  consent  of  the 
“Governor's  Council”,  i.e.,  the  rest  of  us.   Theoretically,  any  of  us  could  move  off  and  set  up 
housekeeping anywhere we chose: practically, we were still residents of the Jupiter 2.  All of us had 
access to the use of the ship's facilities, tools, and equipment.  John’s term as governor was for a 
maximum of  two years,  subject  to  dismissal  upon unanimous  vote  of  the  Council.   John,  or  any 
governor, was limited to two consecutive terms in office.  The meeting broke about mid-afternoon. We 
were all  getting hungry,  wanting lunch,  and I  don’t  think any of us,  at  the time,  realized the full 
significance of what we had just done.  

The ladies put a quick table together.  I spoke with Don about the practical questions of cutting 
houses out of rock.  He thought the large defensive laser cannon, tied in to the Robot and guided by the  
right software, could do a very neat job of cutting foundations, cutting lateral spaces into hillsides, and 
cutting blocks of stone for general use.  

gioioso

I noticed Penny slip over to her father at one point.  Although I couldn't hear the conversation 
(nor would I have tried), it was fairly evident she was offering him an apology, and it looked like he 
gave one in return.  I saw him put a single finger to her cheek, and hang his head.  They shared a quick  
hug, and Penny stepped back inside the ship.  

A few minutes later, I heard a mechanical roaring sound.  A cloud of dust kicked up from the far 
side of the Jupiter 2, and a moment later, an unlikely-looking contraption rolled around to the front of 
the courtyard.  Of course, a Chariot!  This was one of the few unqualified successes to come out of 
those early days of the Colonization Project.  A true all-terrain vehicle, it could cross land or sea with  
relative ease.  Penny was at the controls.  



“Come on Bobby, we have to go over to the oasis!” she called over the roar of its engines.  I ran 
to the side, and heaved myself in to the front passenger seat.

“Why? What's over there?”

“You clunk!  You promised we'd go over today and start building a house!  Don’t tell me you've 
forgotten already!”

I hoped that sketching out some lines in the sand would satisfy her criteria for starting to build a  
house.  I still had only the vaguest idea how that might be done, trusting that Don could dig up all the  
appropriate resources out of the ship's data banks.  As a colony ship, I expected it would carry all of 
that type of information.

Penny had great fun driving that thing over to the oasis.  Me – it reminded me too much of a 
crash landing.  I held on tight and grinned, and hoped I would keep my lunch where it belonged.  It was 
only about ten minutes this way, and a lot easier than my first trip over from it two days ago.  She 
parked it inches from the edge of the pond.

She jumped out and started walking around, pointing at outcroppings of rock, yes, tracing lines 
in the sand, and just loving every moment of planning our home.  I had an odd insight: girls at home 
(no, make that girls  on Earth,  this was home) loved to “go shopping”,  even when that  meant not 
actually buying a thing.  I never understood that. You need a new shirt, you go down to the All-Mart 
and buy a shirt.  What's the big deal?  But the girls I knew would make a day-trip of it, literally, an all-
day trip, and never spend a dime!  

Maybe this was satisfying some deep womanly instinct for Penny – maybe she couldn't actually 
“go shopping,” but running around, marking the limits of a still-imaginary home fulfilled the same 
need for her.  Meanwhile, I looked at the rocks and the ground and tried to figure out what might 
actually work.

I walked around slowly, trying to visualize how a house might be cut in to this terrace or that 
bluff.  Then, my heart dropped as I heard Penny shriek!

I raced to the sound. “Penny!” I called. “What's wrong?” I didn't see her, and started to panic.  I 
saw her clothes piled up on a large, flat rock. “Penny! Are you all right?!”

“I'm f-f-f-fine, j- just the wa- a- a-ters a li- little c- cold! C- come on in!”

My head whirled a moment until I understood.  I looked out at the water, and was only slightly 
startled to see that Penny had jumped into the water naked.  I closed my eyes.  I knew that water was 
cold, and didn't see any way it was any fun!  Just the same, I took a deep breath and a good look around 
to make sure we were alone, then stripped off my jumpsuit and skivvies and plunged in.

Oh my.  Two days ago, my finger had not lied when it told me how cold this water was.  All my 
other parts were now telling me the same, some more emphatically than others.  A part of my mind was 
asking how it was even possible to be this cold.



“Oh, p- please, Penny, let's get out of here, I can't stand this!  It's just too c- cold!”

“What a baby!  I've been swimming here for years, and it gets colder than this!”

“Where – where are you?” I saw a swirl of water where she had ducked under the surface.  I felt  
hands clutch at my ankles, and they pulled! I slipped under the water with just time enough to suck 
down one breath before the water closed over my head.  I was horizontal, maybe a meter below the 
surface.  Mermaid-like, Penny swam up over me, wrapped her arms and legs around me, and kissed 
me.  I might have enjoyed it more if I had any sensation left, but I was completely numb.  I don't know 
if she was expecting any sort of physical response from me, but she sure wasn't going to get much then. 

I needed to breathe.  My faint movement airward alerted her, and with a few kicks, she had my 
head above the water.      

                             
I gulped air ravenously, freed an arm, and pointed to the shore. “N- n- now!   P- please!”

A few more kicks from my darling put us to where we could stand, and I pulled myself out of 
the frigid water.  She followed, laughing.  I collapsed onto the large rock that held our clothes –even 
then I would not have lain down in the brown dust and sand– and Penny stretched out beside me.  For 
once, I welcomed the fierce burning of the small, bright sun overhead.  We lay almost motionless for a 
long while, as our bodies warmed and shook off the chill of the water.  

As my body warmed, my brain worked: how could this be so cold? Underground glaciers?  And 
more interesting – could this icy water be channeled to cool a house?  My thoughts were interrupted 
then, as my wife rolled over on to me and began kissing me passionately.  

I wrapped my arms around her, and reveled in the heat of the sun overhead, the rock below me,  
Penny on top of me.  

She pressed urgently against me.

“Penny, have I turned you into some sort of Frankensex monster?”

“Grrrrmmm!” she growled into my ear.

Some time later, we stumbled out of the Chariot and into the courtyard in front of the Jupiter 2.

Penny spoke languorously. “Dear husband, I'm going to go below and get some fresh clothes. 
This dust is all over everything.  I may need to lie down for a little while, too.  For some reason, all that 
swimming's exhausted me.” After one lingering kiss, Penny strolled away into the ship.  

Don, fiddling with some equipment, had observed all this, and sauntered over to me with an 
eyebrow cocked up in amusement. “You're one helluva operator, Cain.  Did you get the house all laid 
out, too?”

Any other  man,  I  might  have blacked his  eye right  there.   But  this  was Don West,  I  only 
pretended to.  Then I headed inside; all that swimming had taken it out of me, too.



In our cabin, Penny was back into a bathrobe, stretched out on the bed.  As I walked in, she 
opened her eyes, smiled, and stretched.  She reminded me of a kitten, as I picked up her hand and 
kissed her fingers.

“Shove over,” I said.  

“Wow. The bloom's gone off this rose pretty quick.”

“Well dammit, I'm cold again! I need to get under this cover.” She rolled on over. I stripped 
down to skin, and slipped under the silver spread.  We rolled to face each other, although she stayed on 
top of the cover.  We clasped hands, drew as close together as we could, and shared another long-
lingering kiss. “Ya know what I'm thinking?”

“Tell me.”

“These metal-film blankets are OK. They keep you warm.  I use them –used to use them– on the 
ship to wrap up survivors to keep them from hypothermia.”

“What's that?”

“It keeps them warm and stops them shivering to death.”

“Oh.”

“But I miss a real blanket.  Once we get properly settled, and have some food growing, let's 
plant some cotton or wool to make real blankets.”

Penny stared at me for a moment. “You're not joking!” she screeched, and started beating me 
with the pillow, laughing hysterically until tears were in her eyes.  It was nice to see happy tears.  She 
explained to me some of the facts of life I'd missed growing up as a city boy.

Sheep?

I guess we dozed a bit then, then woke together. “Come on, get under the covers with me.  You 
make me feel like I'm wearing the wrong cologne or something.” She did.  We lay there a long while, 
doing nothing, just holding hands and cuddling and looking at each other.  I wondered about miracles.

flebile

Then, about darker things: “Penny?”

“Bobby?”

“Unless it's just none of my business . . . what was all that earlier about Judy and your father?”



“Oh. That.” She sighed sadly. “I never should have said it.   It's just that – I mean honestly, look  
at her, she doesn't look like the rest of us, but she really is my sister, our sister, Will and me, all the 
same two parents.  She's actually a dead ringer for Gramma, I mean Mother's mother, she’s the one all 
those blue eyes come from.  Will takes after Mother, and I take after Daddy's side.  But – well, you 
know how mean kids can be, and back home, at school, there was a terrible rumor started that – you 
know.  It was just a schoolyard thing at first, and Will got into fights over it, and I got teased endlessly,  
and poor Judy was in tears almost every day for months.  

“Somehow, the rumor got legs, and it became more than schoolroom gossip.  I suppose kids 
talked about it to parents, and parents laughed, and then wondered. And after they wondered, they 
talked, and eventually it got around town –it was a small college town, but you probably know all about 
that– and it became a serious issue for Daddy for a long time, with people smirking and snickering at 
him behind his back.  It was even worse on Mother.  She was very depressed for a long time, even  
taking pills for it.

“So, when I said that. . .well, it's just the most hurtful thing I ever could have said. I shouldn't be 
surprised he blew his stack like that.”

“That's still no–”

“I know. And Daddy knows too.  He apologized and so did I.”

 “Hmm. Well, you both know I mean what I said, and that goes for anybody, not just him.”

“Oh, my wonderful star knight!  But really, my love, I wouldn't want you to hurt anybody for 
my sake, especially Daddy.” She gazed into my eyes with sadness, even pity. “I couldn't live with that. 
Did you ever think of that? ”

I thought of that for a moment, and grunted noncommittally.

“Anyway, I've got a pretty good right cross. Don taught me that a long time ago.  Really, my 
heroic darling, don't think you have to hurt anyone for me.”

I grunted again.

“Besides, remember what Daddy said that first night you were here: we're trying to make this a 
better place than the one we came from.”



glissando

“Penny? My sweet? You know something?”

“No, what?”

“This,” I said, slipping a hand inside her bathrobe.  My fingers touched warmth, soft and round; 
I stretched over to kiss her.

“We're going to miss dinner if you do that again.”

“It's OK.  We're free citizens now.”

intimo

And the evening and the morning were the second day of me being a married man.  A recording 
of birdsong woke us at 730.  This time, Penny was wrapped firmly around me, to the point I could 
hardly move.  Her fingers reached up to pull at my hair.

Without opening her eyes, she murmured, “I'm awake, and I'm not gonna freak out on you this 
time.” A half-smile touched her lips. “This morning I want to cook breakfast for us myself.  I'm – we're 
not Mother's responsibility any more.  Come on, let's get stirring.”

The plan to use the spare cabin as the rest room seemed sound. We took turns scooting over in 
bathrobes.  When I came back from my turn, Penny was in the shower.  There was still no curtain.  

“I guess you're OK with that, huh?”

“Hmm?  Oh, of course.  Just no ideas right now, right?”

“Maybe just one idea.  Anyway, I want to hose off a little, too.”

“There's barely room in this thing for me.  But I'm done, hop on in.”

We squeezed by each other, with just a perfunctory kiss.  I was feeling like an old hand at this 
marriage business already.  I washed up quickly, and when I stepped out Penny was already dressed.

“OK, Bobby, I'm going to go scratch some stuff together in the galley, and then cook outside. 
Go on out and get comfy.  I think Mother's already started, I think I smell coffee.” She certainly was 
acting like an old hand at marriage!

Obediently,  I  put  on  my  jumpsuit  and  headed  up  and  out.   I  wondered  if  their  clothing 
synthesizer still worked, and if it had enough raw material to make up something for me.  Of course, I  
could hike back to my Thundercloud and salvage the rest of my clothing.  Might not be a bad idea to go 
back, see what more I could scavenge out of it.  Besides, I thought, Penny and I were an independent 
family now.  The Jupe's resources were freely available, of course, but the more we relied on those, the 
less independent we really were.  



Meanwhile, this jumpsuit was getting pretty obnoxious.  The only reason it was at all tolerable 
was that this world was so hot and dry that any sweat dried on your body before it could even get to  
your clothes.  Well, I'd run it under some water later and wear a robe until it dried – in this climate, that 
would  be  about  ten  minutes.   Dammit,  I  thought,  I  should  have  just  gone  into  the  pond  with  it 
yesterday.

melancolico

As my perceptive bride had suspected,  Maureen was already up and about  with the coffee 
going.  

“Good morning – Maureen.” I thought of something as she handed me a cup. “Sorry if this 
sounds weird, but – what should I call you now?  Is 'Maureen' OK, or do I call you Mom or something 
now?”  I guessed I did still have a few things to learn.  

She chuckled merrily. “That's a good question, isn't it?  You're certainly welcome to call me 
'Maureen,' but–” She eyed me speculatively.  Maybe she sensed a need in me that I didn't even realize. 
“The children have always called me 'Mom,' or 'Mother' as they got older.  I think that's something a 
little special to them.” She took a long, meditative sip at her coffee. “I think if you'd like to call me 
'Mum,' that would be very nice.  That’s a family name.  Anybody can call me 'Maureen.' ”

Something inside me felt funny. “Thanks – Mum.”

Maureen –Mum– grabbed me suddenly in a hug.  I put my head down on her shoulder, and she 
ruffled my hair. “You're not much more than a child yourself, are you?” she whispered. “You must miss 
your parents, don't you?”

Suddenly I did.  I felt every inch of all the cold light-years between here and Earth, and the 
despair of knowing that I couldn’t get any closer to it than I could jump in the air.  It's one thing to  
come back home at the end of a hitch in space and know your family is something you can easily 
avoid.  It's another thing entirely to know that you likely will never see them again, and that they will  
never know anything more of you, except the polite form letter from the Rescue Service, with the 
uncomforting words, “Missing and presumed lost, in space.”

“Oh, Mum.  Mum.”

“It's all right, Bobby.  We all have to be strong here, but none of us can be that strong all the 
time.  You learn how to take turns. It's all right, really.” She pulled a handkerchief from her pocket. “I 
think you have some dust in your eyes,” she whispered. “You might want to wipe it out before Penny 
sees.” I did need the handkerchief, just a little bit. “You be sure Penny knows it's all right to take turns  
with you, now.  I think sometimes she tries too hard.”   

“I know.  Thanks, Mum.” She darted her eyes beyond me; I turned, and there was Penny with a 
bowl of – something that would be breakfast.  I sat down with my coffee.  Maureen ruffled my hair one 
last time.  

“The cooker's all yours, honey,” Maureen said to Penny. “What are you fixing?”



“Omelets or scrambled eggs.  I'm not sure how this recipe is going to turn out.”

Maureen smiled. “I'll be inside for a bit.  Just shout if you need help.”

Penny sat down by me and took a sip of coffee from my cup. “Mother is a wonderful lady, isn't 
she?” I nodded silently.  She glanced sideways at me, reading my face. “Dusty this morning, isn't it?” 
she asked gently.  I nodded again. “It's like that sometimes,” she said. Penny placed her hand on mine 
and squeezed.  

I took another deep breath, shook my head, and turned to my wife.  She'd been here more years 
than I'd been here days.   I  picked up her hand and kissed it  softly.  “Whaddya mean,  'Omelets  or 
scrambled eggs'?”

piacevole

Sometime later, a large batch of something that could have been either omelets or scrambled 
eggs was on the table.   Although not particularly appealing to the eye, it smelled and tasted good.  As 
Penny and I ate, we were joined first by Don and Judy, then Dr. Smith.  Will and his parents evidently 
had their own meal in the galley.  

There was plenty, and Penny served out the others, as I set another pot of coffee to brew.

Judy spoke, with mild reproof. “You know, Penny, we do feel a little bit cheated.  Some of us 
thought that when you got married, we'd get to give you a little bit of a party, at least.”

“We can have a party or something tonight if you like.  Will that give you time to go shopping 
for presents?”

The two girls looked at each other and laughed.

Dr. Smith spoke. “Penny, my dear, I must confess, it did break my heart waking to the news that 
you were a bride, without as much as single grain of rice thrown at you.  Dear heart, if you have any 
consideration at all for your old friend Zachary, please do allow us to celebrate your conjugal bliss in a 
manner befitting the affection which we all feel toward you.”

I still didn't understand the bond Penny –and Will, too, evidently– shared with this seemingly 
loathsome character.  A surrogate grandfather?  Possibly.  I couldn't imagine that I could ever warm to 
him like that.  

“Although I have little, if anything, of material value to offer you, Penny dear, by way of a 
wedding or housewarming gift, I can certainly extend to you all the best wishes for happiness which I 
can.”

He sounded like a cheapskate, too.

I wished there was something I could give Penny as a wedding present.  I remembered I had a 
photo of the Jupiter 2 in my cabin back on the T-Cloud.  Would she appreciate that?



“Well, Dr. Smith, you could loan me some of your CDs to copy.  You have some I like, you 
know, and most of mine are getting pretty beat up.” CDs! I thought.  Those were things in secondhand 
stores, in the same bins as 8-tracks and videotapes.

Suddenly, a couple of wheels turned in my head, and the cogs slipped in to the right place.  Of 
course, I had practically the entire music library of mankind back on the T-Cloud!  I jumped up in 
excitement. “Penny!  I've got all the music you could ever want to listen to for the rest of your life on 
my ship!  Most of that equipment should be intact! We can take the Chariot down, strip it out, and bring 
it all back, all the music, all the video, hundreds of books, everything you could ever want!  I've got 
new music and shows you've never seen, too, from after you left! Oh my God, I'm such an idiot!”

Penny's face lit up like sunrise. “Oh, do you really think so?  That would be wonderful! You 
really think it will all work here?  Oh Bobby, that's about the only thing I could really ask for!”

“I'm sure!  I'm certain!  Even if the equipment is damaged, the storage drives should be fine, 
and I'm sure between Will and the Robot, we could rig up some way to make them work.  It's all  
basically the same digital storage, just a better way than you had when you left Earth.  I'm certain!”

bellicoso, con fuoco

Dr. Smith raised a disapproving eyebrow.  I think he disliked that his meager offering was being 
undercut. “You must have some remarkable gear if it survived a planetary crash, young man.”

 “Trust me, I do.”

“Well,” said Smith. “You seem very sure of yourself and your gear.  From what you've said 
before,  it  seems  highly unlikely your  poor  little  Thundercloud  came down with  much  more  than 
yourself in one piece.”

“Really.  It's rough-duty gear, made to survive just about anythi–” I stopped. “What did you just 
say, Dr. Smith?” I asked.

“I said, dear boy, that you were very fortunate to have survived the crash of your ship, and it is  
probably a vain hope to imagine that much more is still  in anything remotely close to serviceable 
condition.”

Penny spoke up. “What's “Thundercloud,” Bobby? Was that the name of your ship?”

I stared at my breakfast.  A pregnant silence hung in the morning air.

Across the table from me, Dr. Smith suddenly had an extremely guilty and apprehensive look on 
his face.

I had not uttered the name “Thundercloud” since being here.



I honest-to-God do not remember the next few seconds.  The next thing I knew was being 
sprawled across the breakfast  table,  with plates of egg flying about and my hands around Smith's 
throat.

I  never  knew  my  voice  could  hit  such  a  high  register.  “YOU  MISERABLE 
GOATPOUNDER!!!  YOU VISCIOUS NO-GOOD –   YOU HEARD IT! YOU HEARD IT!!!   YOU 
HEARD MY MAYDAY!”  

I remembered that last ambiguous garble to come over the radio before I strapped in for the 
crash.   “AND YOU CALLED BACK!  WHAT DID YOU TELL ME?  'TOUGH LUCK, SEE YOU IN 
VALHALLA'?”

Smith was screaming incoherent protests and denials; Don, Judy and Penny were all over me, 
trying to pull me away from Smith.  In all the world, in all the Universe, there is no graver crime, no 
wickedness greater, than ignoring a Mayday.  

“GET OFF OF ME, GET OFF OF ME ALL OF YOU, GODDAMIT, I'M GOING TO TAKE 
HIS HEAD OFF!  NOBODY – NOBODY! BLOWS OFF A MAYDAY!!! YOU ROTTEN NO GOOD 
PIECE OF–”

“Bobby, stop it, now!” Penny screamed at me. “Please, Bobby, you're – you're really scaring 
me!” That was what cut through the blood-fever.

For more than a hundred years, that Mayday call has been near-sacred, from seafaring days 
right through to spacefaring. Nobody ignores a Mayday call.  And that was my business, or had been. 
My work was people living and dying on the strength of a distress call, and too often dying.  Ignoring a  
Mayday was murder, in my lights, it didn't even matter that it was me on the lousy end of the stick.  

Judy was tending to Smith. He was still gibbering hysterically. “Come on, Dr. Smith, let's get 
out of here,” she encouraged.  She hustled him inside.

Penny took me by the shoulders. “Bobby, look at me!” She spoke commandingly. “You must 
calm down now.  You're being – crazy.  Bad crazy.  I love you dearly, but you're really frightening me, 
and you have to stop it.”
  

I was shaking all over, but I closed my eyes and let the fury wash away.  Don asked, “You 
gonna be OK now, buddy?” I nodded. “I think we've all wanted to do that, one time or another,” he  
grinned. “You're just the first to actually try it.”

“Don, you understand, don't you?  We have the same job, you're a pilot.  Can you help explain 
to Penny why this is such a big deal?”

He patted me on the shoulder. He gave me his lopsided grin, but continued watching me closely. 
“Sure I understand.  I'll do what I can, later on.  Meanwhile . . . .” he gestured toward my wife.

I turned back to Penny.  Her eyes were wide, and still frightened.  I took a step toward her, and 
she drew back; it was a knife to my heart. “Penny . . . .” I didn't know what to say.  This was twice now,  
in as many days, I had discovered a far darker side to myself than I could have imagined.  How deep 
did it run?  



penseroso, poi ridicolosamente

We spent the rest of the day down at the oasis, Penny and me, Don and Judy, trying to figure out 
how to carve houses out of the rocks.  We figured out early on that my idea of piping pond water  
through the houses as a coolant wasn’t practical.

“Not that it isn’t a good idea, Bobby,” Don assured me. “Just that we don't have anywhere near  
enough pipe to do it.  There's no hardware store downtown to get more, either.”

“There has to be some way.”

“Don’t forget the winters are going to be just as dangerous.  Maybe even more so.  Just a little  
bit of shelter and shade are enough to survive the week or so when it really burns.  You need a lot more  
than that when it's a hundred below zero, and the winds are blowing sixty miles an hour.”

“Why is that water so damn cold? Seems like there's a mystery there, and if we solve it, we 
could take care of moderating the summer and winter temps both.”

Don shook his head. “It doesn’t maintain that same temperature through the winter, if that’s 
what you’re thinking.  It freezes solid just like it’s supposed to.  ”

“Winter, you can always build a fire.”

“Ha! With what?  There's not enough plant material here to feed a decent fire for two hours.”

I conceded the point. “But you have all kinds of seeds in storage,  right?  If we could start 
planting good fast-growing pine or something now–”

“It would die in the winter before it ever got near big enough.  Yeah, a good size forest would 
help moderate the local climate and give us firewood and building material.  But it can't grow in the 
climate we've got.  The old Catch-22.”

“We can borrow heaters  off  the Jupe and use the solar  chargers.   But  that's  still  leaves us 
dependent on the ship, which is what we want to get away from.  Let's get back to summer.  What do 
you think of this: the lowest level of a house –the basement– is basically a pool.  Cut channels to divert  
pond water in, no pipes, keep maybe a half-meter depth –about two feet– a natural heat sink.  It's not  
real air conditioning, but it would keep you alive and comfortable during Burn Week.”

Don scratched his head. “Sounds plausible.  Might make for some humidity inside though. I'll 
load up the architecture programs in the computer tonight, and see if we can start coming up with some 
actual designs.”

During this  discussion, Don and I had been meandering about the area,  while the girls  had 
slipped off another way.  I looked around to make sure they were all right, and saw them standing at the 
edge of the pond.  They were huddled together, in animated conversation.  I saw Penny point into the 
water.  Judy put her hand to her mouth, as if stifling laughter.  Telling tales, I imagined.  Penny then  
held  up forefinger  and thumb,  a  scant  inch  apart.   They both  doubled over  laughing,  heads  close 
together.  I cast an evil eye in Penny's direction; she saw my glance and waved at me coyly.



“What's going on over there?” asked Don, looking over his shoulder.

“Girls being girls.”

I looked back over.  My blushing bride gestured toward a certain large flat rock, and Judy's 
mouth dropped open, half amused, half shocked.  Penny looked over, waved again.  Judy glanced up 
and waved too.

“Bobby,  you  need  to  get  out  of  the  sun?”  asked Don.  “You look  like  you're  about  to  get 
sunstroke, you’re so red.”

I grabbed Don by the elbow and headed us up to the Chariot.  The girls followed a few minutes 
later.  They walked up, arm-in-arm, whispering back and forth.  The short ride back was thankfully 
quiet, save for the occasional sputter of laughter from the girls in the back seat.

imperioso
 

John approached me later that evening. “Heard about you and Smith.”

“There's something wrong with that guy.”

“I'd say there's something wrong with jumping over a table, trying to strangle an old man.”

I nearly retorted with something about men slapping around young girls, but decided to hold on 
to it. “Guess I have more of a temper than I realized.”

“Guess we both have a hot streak.  Funny, Don's always been the one for that.  Anyway, I 
wanted you to know I apologized to Penny for – yesterday.”

I nodded curtly.  “She told me.”

“And I apologize to you, for striking your wife.” He extended a hand which I met with my own, 
and that incident became a sealed book.

“Penny was asking me earlier about taking the Chariot down to your ship so you can recover 
some goodies.  I wondered, is there any chance there's still any fuel aboard her?”

I briefly explained how I had jettisoned my engineering compartment, how the fuel granules 
had fused into a solid mass, and that I wasn't certain my fuel would be compatible with the Jupiter 2's 
older-style deutronium engines anyway. “Not thinking of bailing out now, are you John?”

“No, not at all.  Honestly, I'm not even sure the ship is still space-worthy.  She's taken a beating 
here, and I wouldn't bet any lives that she wouldn't pop apart at the seams up in hard vacuum.  No, I 
just thought I might be able to get her aloft in atmosphere to do some scouting and surveying, maybe 
find a better locale for permanent settlement.”



Still procrastinating, I thought to myself, but it did spark an idea of my own. “I'll see if I can 
figure something out, John,” I replied. “Penny and I will go down to the old T-Cloud tomorrow, and I'll  
do a little brainstorming.”

con brio

I woke up and automatically counted the third day of my marriage.  I supposed the time would 
come when my first thought in the morning would no longer be the tally of this miracle.  I hoped it  
would be a long time before I could view it so nonchalantly.

I realized I  had woken before the alarm went off,  and lay there quietly.   It sounded a few 
minutes later – this morning it was a waterfall.  Penny stirred, and I playfully spanked her bottom. 
“Come on, angel, let's get going.  Today's the day I show you the old neighborhood I grew up in. Or 
crashed down in. Something like that.”

Under the covers, she wriggled her bottom teasingly.  I gave it another light swat.

“That's a lot nicer than a slap in the face,” she smiled at me.  Her eyes twinkled hungrily.

“This morning it's  my turn to say, 'Save it for later.' C'mon, let's grab some coffee and hit the 
road before it gets too hot.”

“Sure you can find your way back?  There aren't many landmarks, and the wind will have wiped 
out any footprints by now.”

“Pretty sure.   I  do remember a couple of landmarks,  and isn't  there some kind of radar or  
scanner in the Chariot?”

“Yeah, but it can be erratic, it's getting old.  You have a metal hull, or polymer?”

“Polymer/graphite composite.  About the worst thing for radar to find.  Because my job, you 
actually want to be seen, I had some good radar reflectors to make it show up, but I don't know if they 
survived re-entry and crashing.”

“Oh well.  I think we can count on some luck.” We had been dressing through this, now she 
faced me, clothed. “I think we've been pretty lucky together so far, don't you?”

I pulled her close, inhaled the scent of her hair.  “The luckiest,” I  agreed, pulling back just 
enough to kiss her cheek lightly, the one her father had struck.  Impulsively, I pulled her tight against 
me again, kissed her rollickingly on the lips.  When that was done, I put my lips to her ear, whispered, 
“Have I told you that I love you yet, this morning?”

“Not yet.”

“Well, I do.  So there.”

We raced up and out.  Maureen was already there with coffee ready and a basket. “I made you 
some sandwiches to take.  Food pills aren't enough when you're traveling.”



“Thanks, Mum,” I smiled. “You think of everything, don't you?”

Penny was already in the driver's seat, revving up the engine.  I wondered if she'd let me have a 
turn driving it today – it looked like fun.

“Just go to our oasis and head due south,” I shouted over the roar of the engine. “How fast can 
this thing go?”

Inside, with the doors all shut, it was much quieter. “She'll do about thirty-five miles an hour 
over clear sand.” I did some quick conversions in my head.  They still tended to use the old measures,  
not metric, and rather than make an issue of it, I was trying to re-acclimate myself.  Even the US had 
gone over to metric about five years ago, so it was a while since I'd thought in miles and inches and 
pounds.

“So maybe an hour, hour and a half, if we don't have to waste too much time searching.  Two 
hours tops.  About an hour back. Let's cap time there at two hours.  That'll leave us plenty of daylight to 
get back in.” She nodded.  Already we were cutting below the oasis, and the terrain was leveling off. 
With a near-manic grin on her face, Penny jammed the throttles to full ahead.  The treads grabbed sand 
and the vehicle shot forward.

veloce

It was a rolling, bumpy ride as the Chariot flew over the uneven dunes.  I laughed aloud.

“What?” asked Penny.

“A week ago, I would have thought half light-speed was too pokey.  Now, thirty miles an hour is 
breakneck!”

Penny laughed wickedly. “Push that button on the dashboard there, the black one with the ‘S.’”

“What is it?”

“Superchargers!” she replied, as I thumbed it.

The engines howled like banshees and the Chariot kicked up to nearly forty m.p.h.  We hit a low 
ridge and I swear we went airborne.  Another one, a steeper one, loomed into view, and Penny steered 
straight at it!

“You're nuts!” I screamed over the engine noise.  She looked over at me, laughing harder than I 
had seen yet. “You're just love this, don't you?”

She nodded her head. Her eyes gleamed as she took the ridge,  and that time we definitely 
caught air under the treads.  The Chariot hit the ground with a bone-jarring thump.  I was panicking a 
bit. “You got seat belts in this thing?”



“Chicken!” she called. “I've been doing this since I was a kid!  Just don't tell Daddy, OK?  He'd 
kill me if he ever caught me beating on this thing like this, it's his baby!”

“Not the greatest word choices there, my darlin'.”

“Oh.  Well you know what I mean.”

“Um, really, could you slow down a tad? I've already survived one crash in this desert, and 
although I believe in luck, I don't believe in pressing it.”

She gave me an amused, exasperated look, but pulled the throttles back – slightly.  She left the  
superchargers engaged. “Better?” I nodded. “You've nothing to worry about when you've got the Luck 
of the Scottish riding with you.”

“The what?”

“The Luck of the Scottish.”

“That's funny.  Don't you mean 'Luck of the Irish'?  That's all I ever heard on Earth.”

“You're kidding. No?  Hmm.” Penny looked about the landscape, and pulled the throttles back 
another notch.  The remainder of the trip was somewhat less thrilling.

mesto

We found the ship with little trouble.  She showed up nicely on the scanner after all.  But the 
Thundercloud was an alarming sight in person.  Penny looked horrified. “You survived a crash that did 
that?  Who are you, Ironman?”

Even I was shaken, seeing the damage.  I didn't appreciate it at the time; I suppose I was still in  
some shock.  If I ever got a message to Earth again, I wanted to thank the company that made that bunk 
crash-shell.  I'd even volunteer to do commercials for them.  

Most  of  her  hull  was  gone,  what  remained  barely hung together.   The  parawings  drooped 
lifelessly; their fabric already shredding. Not even the week or more of wind had completely erased the  
skidmark in the sand; it stretched off as far as I could see.  

I took Penny's hand and together we carefully stepped into the flight deck.  I looked around with 
some bittersweet nostalgia.  I bit my lower lip wistfully. “Racked up a lot of flight hours with this girl,” 
I murmured. “And she took care of me, right to the end.  Thank you, sweetheart, well done,” I said, 
running my hand along the contours of the control console.

I pulled open a small compartment.  Inside was a stack of storage disks in their cradle. “Here 
you go, my love,” handing one to Penny.

She frowned and studied the disk, about the size of a quarter, and a dark, flat black in color. 
“What's on this?”



“Well, you can't tell just by looking at it.  It has to be in the cradle, see?” I showed her the 
others, neatly lined up. “This is what reads them, and the output jack over here plugs into any standard 
sound system.  This cradle holds up to 50.  You put it all together, and the system screen will give you 
each disk's name, then all the subfolders and contents when you want to see.  Or you just hit the “Play” 
button and it'll run through the whole collection.”

“Wow, how much is on this?”

“Lemme see . . . hey, I think I know what this one is.  That was the one on this end, right?  I 
tried to keep my stuff alphabetical, so I think this would be The Beatles.”

“Neat!  What songs, or what albums?”

I looked at Penny with slight amusement. “You weren't listening before, were you?  That's “The 
Beatles.” Everything.  All the albums, all the singles, all the movies.”

She stared at the disk, and the cradle with 49 others just like it.  “Classical too?  Schubert?  
Tchaikovsky?”

“You bet.  Oh, maybe not lined up there, ready to go.  That's there's just the power rotation. 
Here's the rest.” I opened another cabinet. Inside were two dozen disk cases, 50 per case.  

Penny put her hand to her mouth in astonishment. “Holy–” She stood blinking in disbelief.  
“Movies too?”

“That's what I said.”

“This stuff better work, that's all I can say.  Well, I'm sure Will can fix anything up.”

“Hey, come here, let me give you something.” I led her off the flight deck and into my cabin.  I 
pointed out the crash-shell. “That gizmo there is what saved my life.  Believe me, I'm no Ironman.” I 
pulled open a drawer and found my portable media player. “Gimme the disk.” She handed it to me; I  
slipped it in to the slot and watched the player light up. “Yeah, I didn't think you'd be dead so quick. 
Here, Penny, pop the headphones on.”

Eagerly she slipped the headpiece into place and grabbed the player from my hand.  I could 
already hear the sound.  Her whole face lit up, and her mouth opened. “YAAAAAHHHHHHHH!” she 
screamed. “You say you want a revolution, we-ell you know–” She went silent, but continued nodding 
in time with the music, hair flying about, like an old-timey headbanger.  

I tapped her on the shoulder. “Come on, love, you've got the rest of your life to listen to that. 
Let's strip this place and head back.” Reluctantly, she detached herself from the player and handed it  
back to me.  I switched it off and tossed it on my bunk. “Hey, I forgot, I've got a real blanket here to  
bring back.”

“Did you grow the wool yourself?”



“Smartass.  It's synthetic.” I spread it out on the bed. “Here, toss me the clothes out of that  
dresser.  Please.  Oh, there's a few real books in that cupboard over there.  Take a look and if there's one 
you like, pass it over here.  Oh hey, let’s not to forget this.” I pulled the old photo of the Jupiter 2 down 
and placed it carefully in the blanket.

She took the whole half-dozen or so books without even looking at them, and placed them in 
the blanket.  A few minutes work was all it took to collect the remains of my previous life into a small 
bundle.  I gazed around the cabin longingly, and sighed.

impetuoso, poi freddo

“Let me take this out and I'll be right back.  We’re not finished.” I stepped directly out through 
where hull once was, loaded the Chariot, then back in to the cabin. Penny was stretched out on the 
bunk.  I sat down on the edge. “Tired, my love?”

She  gave  me  a  certain  smile.  “No.  Not  tired.”  She  took  my hand  and  softly  pressed  my 
fingertips with her teeth. “I wouldn’t say I'm tired at all.”

I  blinked  awkwardly,  then  leaned  over  and put  a  perfunctory kiss  on  her  forehead.  “It's  a 
wonderful thought, my angel, but let's finish business here and get back home.  I don't want to be 
barreling around the desert in the dark with Crash Gordon at the throttle.”

I walked back out to the flight deck, found some tools. “We need to get this part stripped out of  
the console.  This is the main player unit, and the connections should fit your own video and sound 
gear on the Jupe.” Penny sprawled in the pilot's seat, looking slightly miffed. “Do me a favor, you see 
that vacuum-tight port over there, the one about a meter high – I mean, three feet high, a foot wide?  
See if you can get that handle turning for me, there's something I want out of it.”

Penny eyed me, then silently stepped over to the port, figured out the mechanism, and swung 
the hatch open.  I was almost finished with what I was doing, just one last nut to unscrew –there it 
went– and the player unit slipped out easily.

Inside the port Penny had opened was something that looked like a small missile, about four 
feet long.  Fair enough, that's essentially what it was.  It was my last Mayday drone.  Hopefully it 
wasn't damaged.  They're built sturdily, and the way it was stowed in foam cradling could protect it 
from some pretty severe shock.  

I pulled it out, and balanced it on my shoulder. “My love, if you want to grab the player unit 
there, we can go.   I've got this OK.”

“Whatever you say.”  She picked up the music almost disinterestedly, and followed me out.  

I paused just long enough to pat the hull of the Thundercloud in farewell. “So long, old girl,” I 
whispered.  



I pulled myself up into the passenger seat again, while Penny took the controls of the Chariot.  
There was a wind blowing now, and I could see the shattered hull of my T-Cloud swaying with the  
gusts. “Almost wish I could give her a proper burial,” I mused. “All shredded open and wrecked like 
that, she almost looks – indecent.  You know?”

Penny was still strangely silent.  She glanced back and forth between me and the broken ship. 
Finally she spoke, in a tone flat and bitter. “That ship.  That ship was like a girlfriend to you, wasn't it?”

The other shoe dropped – Penny was jealous.  I almost wanted to laugh, but I knew that would 
be a potentially fatal error.  Besides, she had a point.  Ships have been “she” since antiquity, and just 
because they started flying in space instead of sailing the oceans made no difference to the men who 
worked them.  Ships have personalities, they’re individuals.  In their own way, they’re alive, with some 
spark in them that makes them more than just the sum of their parts.  Don, I knew, would understand.  

Yes,  T-Cloud  had  been  mistress  and  mother  and  protectress  and  teacher  to  me,  all  rolled 
together.  Yes, a man can love a ship.   

“Yeah.”

“Just looking at how you were touching it – it was like the way you touch me.”

“I'm sorry.  Penny, really, it's just a wrecked spaceship.”

“Am I being a silly, jealous girl?”

I sighed.  That was a trick question. “Don't say that.”

“That's why I wanted you, in there.  I wanted that ship to know that you belonged to me, now.”

“I understand.” A pang of guilt stabbed my gut.  And that's why I wouldn't, I didn't say.  I looked 
out again at my Thundercloud's battered body.  Penny didn't want to make love with me in there, she 
wanted to look my ship in the eye and spit in her face.

“What a perfect girlfriend. Always there for you, no matter where you go.  A wild, free spirit,  
just like your own.”

I reached over and took Penny's hand.  She resisted ever-so-slightly, then yielded, wrapped her 
fingers  around mine,  and squeezed.  “In  case  you  didn't  notice,  my angel,  I've  been  domesticated 
recently.  The siren call of the spaceways is no more than cosmic static to me now.”

Penny looked over at me, and started grinning.  A familiar sparkle had returned to her eyes. “Do 
you pay somebody to write that crap for you?”

“It is pretty sad, isn't it?” I asked.

“What's really sad is that I'm buying it.”



We swiveled the seats inward to face each other, hugged, held hands. I reached out and let my 
fingers trail sensuously along the curve of her cheek, and down the graceful sweep of her neck.  How 
beautiful you are, I thought.  I glanced at the clock.  There were still a good 3 or 4 hours of daylight  
left.  I looked my wife in the eyes. “Would you still like to . . .?” I nodded toward the ship.

Penny regarded me thoughtfully. “No. Not now.  I don't need to.” Almost imperceptibly, she sat 
up straighter, tossed her head up a little higher. “Let's go home.” She thumbed the starter button and the 
Chariot roared to life.  

She glanced sideways at me. “But ask again a little later this evening.”

We shared a certain smile. “As if I'd have to,” I murmured as an aside, and took the consequent 
slap on top of my head.  

veloce, encore

Penny jockeyed the Chariot around, and jammed the throttles forward.  With a manic grin, she 
aimed right for a depression. “Yowww-oh!” I grunted, as my stomach tried to jump up through my 
head.

“Hey sweetheart, maybe now we can have a little chat about your relationship with this crazy 
toboggan!”

Penny hooted wildly, and kicked in the superchargers.

serioso

Another brand new day.   

After breakfast, I showed Will the sound system and asked if he could tie it in to the Jupe's 
equipment.  

He favored me with an almost condescending smirk. “Piece of cake.”

I showed John the Mayday drone. “I want to get this high enough for a launch.  I'd really like to  
let Earth know we're here.  We're going to need to get more colonists here, and establish trade with  
Earth and the other colonies.  I can tack any message into this I want.  But it's gotta . . . .” In frustration, 
I stabbed my finger repeatedly skyward.

“This is something from after my time, Bobby.  Explain to me.  This can't be launched from the 
ground?”



“Nah.  Air's too thick for it.  It'll burn all its fuel just trying to make escape velocity, pushing 
through soup like this.  It's designed low-mass so you can carry a few of them and not worry about 
compromising your primary payload capacity.  It has to carry all the same components as any ship – 
reaction chamber, photon jets, hyperdrive converter, and guidance computer.  Fuel is the only place you 
can skimp.  The theory is, most emergencies are going to be up there, so it's designed to launch in 
space, or upper atmosphere at the most.  I launched my primary at I think, five kilometers, maybe what, 
fifteen thousand feet?  Hell, plain old airliners at ho- on Earth fly twice that high.  I mean, it's not 
definitely too low.  I'm just hoping our atmosphere is thinner at that altitude than on Earth.  But if I had 
to make odds, I'd bet that drone went dry some time before escape, and is either dead in orbit right now, 
or already crashed somewhere out there.

“So yesterday when you asked about my fuel, and getting the  Jupiter 2 aloft, I realized that 
might be a good chance to get this baby back to civilization and invite everyone by for a housewarming 
party.”

John shook his head. “But your fuel is lost.”

“If Will is the miracle-worker he seems to be, I bet he could get the T-Cloud’s tracking system 
back in order and charged up.  The engine module should be transmitting a beacon for at least a month  
or two.”

“What frequency is the signal? I'm not sure our regular equipment would pick it up, but the 
Robot can scan frequencies Marconi never imagined.”

Of course.  There was radio equipment all around me. “John? Do me a favor. Kick me hard.”

He laughed. “Don't worry.  We all miss things once in a while.”

“Speaking of the Robot: could he tolerate opening up the cylinder and chopping that stuff up? 
This isn't your deutronium, John, by the way, this is 115.”

John's eyed widened in alarm. “Element 115?!  I don't wonder you jettisoned the stuff.”

“Yeah.   Come to think of it,  I  wouldn't  even want  to  crack that  cylinder  unless  the whole 
operation was under shielding.”

“One thing at a time, Bobby.  Let's see if we can get a signal first, and worry about the rest later. 
I'd suggest giving the frequency to the Robot first. If he picks it up, he can move around to triangulate 
and tell us exactly where it is.”

“All right then.  Sounds good.”



vittorioso

Don came trotting over. “Bobby, guess what! We found a perfect place to start cutting in houses. 
There's bedrock from a bluff right up to the pond.  We can have a permanent channel bringing water 
right into the house.  Cut it, then cover and seal it.  Elevation is perfect too, it's a slight downgrade run, 
so it'll be gravity fed.”

“Sounds great!  What are you thinking, two completely independent buildings? Or side by side, 
sharing the water channel and foundation? That would save a lot of effort.”

“Right, like a duplex.  Makes sense.  That's what I'd suggest.”

“It's a plan, then.”

“Whoo-hoo!” we shouted together, and bumped our hands together in a number of different 
ways.  

Just then the three ladies emerged from the ship.  They looked like they'd been up to something. 

I stepped over to Penny. “Did you hear Don, m'love?  We have a home site, and tomorrow we 
can really start building.  Isn't that great?”

She threw her arms around me. “It's wonderful, you big clunk.”

“Huh?”

She sighed. “I hate to dwell on it, but Mother and Judy were giving me one of those long girl  
talks.  This was the one about men, and their cars and trucks and boats and spaceships and motorcycles  
and snowmobiles and airplanes.  I'm very much relieved to learn you're a perfectly normal man.”

“Oh, and is that a fact now?  I could have told you I'm perfectly normal.  What? Your husband's  
word isn't good enough for you?”

“Hush up, you, and hold me tight.  Pretend I'm a tube of toothpaste and you're squeezing the last 
little bit out of me.” I happily obliged.  

I glanced over to Mum. “Do I get a long talk about girls and their Chariots?”

“Ohhh, shush, what did I tell you?” Penny demanded, kicking my foot. “Hope Daddy didn't 
hear that.”

Maureen stepped closer. “What about girls and their Chariots?”

“You kidding?  Any idea how this kid drives?”

Mum's face cracked into a grin and a wicked chuckle spilled out. “Are you kidding?  Any idea 
who taught this kid to drive?”



con somma passione

Evening arrived then, quite cool.  There was definitely a change of seasons in the air.  I guessed 
we would start eating indoors soon, at least at the ends of the day.  

I went on in below decks, to stow away the gear I had brought back.  I spread the blanket –a real 
blanket at last!– on the bed, and tucked my clothing away.  No, wait.   I  stripped down, showered  
quickly, and put on all clean clothes.  What a relief!  I hadn't realized before how grubby I must have 
been.  

There was some commotion out in the galley/lounge area.  I looked out.  Will was stuck under 
an equipment bank, and Dr. Smith was nearby, uttering meaningless bits of encouragement to him, and 
fumbling with tools.  Every so often Will asked for some tool or component, and Smith would fumble 
more, passing down a random assortment until Will got what he needed.  Shortly, the Boy Genius 
popped out from under.  

Seeing me, he grinned. “All set!  I think it's gonna be movie night!”

Smith snuck a glance in my direction, and pretended I wasn't there.  Suited me; I returned the 
silent treatment.  

The women were in the galley, putting the finishing touches on dinner; John and Don arrived, 
and our group was complete.  Maureen announced, “Every once in a while, we let ourselves have a  
nice casual dinner.  Now, everyone find a seat over in the lounge, because tonight is dinner at the 
movies, followed by a wedding reception!”

She and Judy started filling and passing out plates; Penny brought over one for me, one for her. 
We sat together in a large single chair – a bit of a squeeze, perfect for lovers.  Judy sat in a chair, Don  
on the floor at her feet.  Will was showing his mother how to run the player: evidently she took the 
privilege of selecting the first movie.  She grabbed her own plate and turned down the lights. “Oh, I  
nearly forgot.  Robot!  Come on in and watch this with us.  I know you have a little bit of a human side  
in you, and I think you'll like this.” The Robot obediently wheeled in and parked himself unobtrusively 
to the rear of the room.  

I turned around. “Just try and keep the noises down, OK?”

“Affirmative,” he whispered back.

Maureen hit one last button and sat down.  It was an old movie that I had seen once or twice 
when I was little; I seemed to recall it was one of my grandmother's favorites.  I'd noticed the title in 
the catalog, but hadn't bothered watching it.  It was called The Sound of Music.

There was lots of singing and dancing and kids running around and bad guys and more singing, 
and I had a bit of a hard time following it.  Soon, empty plates had quietly moved to the floor, and 
Penny had quietly moved onto my lap.  Our hands squeezed, and she seemed to be quite moved by the 
show.  I guessed this was what they call a “chick flick.” There was another scene with a lot of kids 
singing.  I squinted at the screen, then poked Penny in the ribs. “That little one on the end looks kinda
like you,” I whispered.  



“Shush, don't tease.”

There were more bad guys then, and more running around, and running up mountains, and more 
singing.  Finally it ended.  The sudden silence was startling.  I heard Penny sniff.

“Sententious slop,” muttered Dr. Smith.

Abruptly, there was a horrible wailing behind me.  Everyone jumped in their seats and turned. 
“Oh, wah!  Wah, wah!” came the electronic voice.  The Robot was…crying?  His torso spun helplessly, 
and his arms flailed about. “Oh, that was the most beautiful thing I have ever seen!  Oh, how stirring!  
What pathos!  It is just too much for my processors to compute, oh wah, wah!” He spun and rolled 
hurriedly away. “TIL YOU FIND YOUR DREAM!” he croaked unmusically.

We  all  stared  at  each  other  in  astonishment.  “That's  the  nuttiest  thing  I've  ever  seen,”  I 
whispered to Penny.

“Will, what in the name of Orion's Belt have you done to that monster?” demanded Don.

omaggio

Mum shook her head in disbelief, and turned up the lights.  She beckoned Penny and me over to 
stand by the galley table. “You two aren’t getting away tonight!” she teased. “Bobby, you go put on the 
best uniform you have.  We’re taking photos.”

“But I just put this one on!”

“I don’t care, you go change clothes.  Maybe you don’t have Class A’s or full dress or whatever 
you call it, but see if you have something with a little gold braid and no rips.”

“Oh, Mum!” I said, and darted over to the cabin.  I found one which met her criteria. Gold pips 
on the collar, and cuffed sleeves.  It was in good condition, as I was rarely called upon to wear it.  I 
changed quickly, and went back out.

I caught my breath.  Penny wore her regular clothes, but from somewhere, Mum had come up 
with a little square of lace and wrapped it into her hair.  It fell down over her eyes just enough to be  
called a veil.  A smallish orange-and-yellow blossom was pinned to her blouse above the right breast.  

For a moment, I didn’t dare speak.  I stepped over to her and hugged her carefully.  I touched 
the flower. “Is that–?”

She nodded. “Of course I saved it.” 

Don called to us, “OK, turn this way so I can take a couple of pictures.” We did, lights flashed. 
Don  caught  us  in  a  few  different  poses,  formal  and  otherwise.   Penny  and  I  collected  hugs  or 
handshakes or kisses from the rest.  Dr. Smith –briefly– dropped his mask and let what was almost his  
second personality shine on Penny.

Everyone was happy that night.   



tempo rubato

Winter was laborious drudgery.  

We  moved  the  laser  cannon  down by the  oasis.   The  Robot  was  programmed with  CAD 
diagrams.  Networked to the laser, he directed the slow carving out of the stone.  Another trip to the T-
Cloud yielded some wireless components, which freed him from being hard-wired in to the laser.  The 
job still occupied most of his capacity, but it saved us from the necessity of hooking him up every 
morning and disconnecting him at  night;  he could also move out of potential  hazards  on his own 
without needing us to tend cables.  Along with cutting out space, he also cut blocks of stone to build 
with.  He finally got a signal from my engine compartment, and fixed a position for future reference.  It 
was too far to travel at this time of year.

Don and I spent hours each day in the ship's libraries, researching ancient building techniques: 
we assumed we would have nothing like cement to hold the blocks together.  We re-discovered arches, 
vaulting,  flying  buttresses,  columns  and  pediments,  and  other  techniques  dating  from the  Roman 
Empire and the Middle Ages.

The Robot carried stones for us as much as he could, but placement could only be done by us – 
he couldn't climb a ladder of course.  It was months of the hardest work I had ever done.  John and Will  
worked with us too.  We had to break for a week at the dead of winter.  It was so cold we had to seal off 
the upper deck of the Jupiter 2 and huddle below.  Dr. Smith griped interminably.  We ate and drank, 
watched movies, listened to music.  

Penny and I snuggled in bed often, made love, ignored the rest of the universe.  

The Robot gave his life for us.  Well, not really, but it seemed like it at the time.  The batteries  
which ran the heating system were running low.  For three days, there had been no sun to tickle the 
solar panels and recharge them.  We expected only another day or two of the worst, but mere hours  
without  heat  could be fatal.   The Robot,  entirely  on his  own initiative, plugged himself  in  to  the 
batteries to transfer his remaining charge.  

We watched silently as his lights dimmed and his sensors slowed their spinning.  Soon he was 
sagging over, almost completely inert.  Will, of all people, let out a sob.  With his last volt, the Robot  
pulled himself upright, and spun to face the boy. “It is a far, far better thing I do, than I have ever done  
before.” Then he collapsed with a groan of static.

We got him charged back up as soon as possible after the week of Deep Winter.  He couldn't 
have known for certain that his act of self-sacrifice would be enough to keep us alive to revive him.  As 
far as the Robot knew, he was giving up his life for us.

Home construction resumed.  Some of the work had to be redone, as wind and ice had collapsed 
parts of our still-precarious structures. “Don,” I asked, “Are we really going to be able to keep these 
things warm enough? I'm starting to worry you were right about that.”

He shook his head. “I just don't know.  Sure would be nice to get that drone of yours up and 
make contact again.  There's simple enough equipment that would do it.  We just can't buy it in this  
neighborhood.”



We didn't talk much along those lines afterward.  The weeks became a blur.  We planned work, 
did work, judged work. Sometimes we tore down a half a day's work because of some flaw, and worked 
again.  In the afternoons, after it was too cold to be outside, we planned new work.  

We ate, drank, loved our women.

Even with the thickest of gloves, my hands grew rough and cracked from the cold and the stone. 
I had to stop work for three days when they got infected and so sore I could hardly stand to touch 
anything.  

John was ten feet above the ground, straddling an arch, when he closed his eyes against a howl 
of wind, and found them frozen shut moments later.  He jumped, trusting Don, Will and me to catch 
him.  Will drove him back to the ship, Don and I worked.

Then one morning, someone realized the sun was above the horizon and shining through the 
windows of the upper deck, before breakfast.  Spring was coming.  The whole company of us, the 
Robot too, stood at the window to watch the sunrise, like ancients worshiping at Stonehenge.  

I had survived my first winter at New Plymouth.

magnifico

At breakfast,  there  was  a  vivacity  to  our  group which  had  been missing  for  many weeks. 
Conversation  approached  an  excited  chatter,  rather  than  the  dispirited  monotone  drone  of  late. 
Bumping of elbows or hips was acknowledged with bright “Oops, sorry!”s rather than surly grunts. 
Coffee and pancakes tasted like newly-discovered delicacies.

As the meal wound down, John stood and made an announcement. “I'm going to exercise my 
privilege as governor and declare today a holiday!  It's been a miserable few weeks, and I think we 
deserve a break.”

“Hear, hear!” piped Dr. Smith. “All work and no play–”

“Oh put a sock in it, Smith,” said Don cheerily. “Around here, every day is a Smith National 
Holiday already.”

“Insolence!  Bah!  Someday, you'll all appreciate what I do for you.” He stalked off to his cabin. 

I jostled Penny's elbow. “Come on, angel, let's just go lie down and listen to some music for a  
while.  Later on, we'll walk down and I'll show you our house.” She walked over to the player system, 
cued up some music and directed it to our room.  We stretched out, still dressed, as exotic-sounding 
music filled the room like incense.

“Hey, I like this. What is it?”

“It's called 'Scheherazade.'  It's Russian, and a lot of Russian music is bold and powerful like 
this.”



“It's very . . . sensuous.  Sounds like music for dancing girls or something.”

Penny turned and faced me. “Sometimes, you can be very perceptive.” She favored me with a  
mysterious smile that matched the mood of the music.  

We lay still, just holding hands a long while as the music played.  Finally it ended. “Take me 
down to the oasis and show me our new house, dear husband.  I want to walk outside and get some 
fresh air.  I've hardly been off this deck in two weeks.” She smiled hugely, grabbed my elbow and 
rocked me back and forth. “Some of these days I've hardly been able to drag myself out of bed in the 
morning, now I want to run around outside!  Come on!”

She pulled me to my feet, and on outside.  We walked over slowly, but as we drew nearer, she 
finally broke into a run. “Oh my God, look at it!” The house did look impressive – for being here.  It  
was a single story above ground, but another full floor below, and the cooling water pool below that. 
The pool was still dry; it would be a while yet before we blasted open the channel to flood it.  She 
stood staring in silence for a bit.

“We think we'll be able to use the laser to fuse sand into glass for windows.  Not sure about a  
door yet.  May be able to cannibalize some sheet metal off the Jupe for that.”

“Or some of the Thundercloud's hull, maybe?”

“Maybe.” I looked at her to see if she meant that as a gentle poke at me, but I thought not.  
“That's a good idea.  Come to think of it, there's a couple doors on her still that we might be able to fit 
in.”

“It's going to be wonderful, my love, I'm sure.”

We stepped inside the unlit gloom of the stone walls. “Don and I are figuring bedrooms and 
such downstairs, regular living area up here.  Careful, there aren't any proper stairs yet.  Just look over 
the edge.”

“Bathrooms?”

I hesitated. “We're still trying to figure that out.  Modern plumbing is the hardest part.  We may 
end up with little more than outhouses for a while.”

“Eww.” She peered down into the lower floor again. “Nice big bedrooms?”

“Exactly as requested.”

She smiled, then turned abruptly. “Come on, let's go back to the ship.  It's still pretty chilly out 
here.”

We walked back completely unhurriedly.  As we reached the ship, Penny said, “I'm going to go 
lie down for a little bit longer.  All that good fresh air made me sleepy again.” I went down to the cabin  
with her, and watched her stretch out.  She displayed a very contented smile, which was impossible not  
to kiss.  



“I'm going to talk to Don about planting things.  We need to get seed down and stuff growing as 
soon as possible now.”

Penny gave me another of those mysterious smiles. “You do that,” she said. “I'll be right here.”

en pressant

Another month went by.  In that time, I'd gone with Don and Will to salvage electronics, hull 
fragments and doors from the T-Cloud.  I knocked together something like a plow, and used the Chariot 
to drag a few irrigation channels into the sand off to the west side of the oasis.  Later, we used it with  
sheets of hull to drag loads of hopefully-fertile soil from the boglands that lay to the north, spread it on 
the sand, and began planting.  

As a colony ship, the Jupiter 2 had extensive stores of seeds and starters, which had been left 
mostly untouched.  Together, we decided to try growing mostly small vegetables: tomatoes, turnips, 
onions, potatoes, carrots.  This on the principle (more accurately the hope) that they would grow fairly 
quickly and ripen before the height of the summer burn, and maybe even allow a second planting and 
harvest before winter.  We considered and discarded plans for grains, as we didn't have the equipment 
or experience for the tedious threshing and milling required.  

After another month, the house was as complete as we could hope for.  We had so far failed at 
glassmaking, so the windows were simple open squares.   The T-Cloud's  galley door was now our 
shared front door.  About an acre of ground was planted, and green shoots were appearing.  It was work 
as demanding and backbreaking as building the houses, if not more so.  

espansivo

Spring advanced,  and the weather  was comfortably warm.  Penny had started bringing our 
personal  effects  to  the  house,  and  was  almost  absurdly  cheerful,  the  very  image  of  the  happy 
homemaker.  

I was walking back up toward the ship when I saw Penny coming down the ramp with Dr.  
Smith.  As they stepped into the courtyard, Smith saw me, and pointed me out to Penny.  Their odd 
bond again: she turned and lavished a long, rollicking hug on him, as he kissed the top of her head and  
patted her on the cheek.  She was smiling like sunrise as she turned and skipped over to meet me.  She 
met me with the same rollicking hug, then stood at arms’ length, hands on my shoulders.

She took a deep breath. “How's all that planting and growing business coming along, darling 
husband?”

“Ah.  Very nicely.  All looks good.  I think it'll be a decent harvest, for first-timers.”

“Good, good.  Bobby, I've just seen Dr. Smith.  I've been. . .feeling a little funny lately, and I 
asked him for a check-up.”

“OK.  Everything all right?”



“Very all right.” She was almost dancing.  She grabbed my right hand and placed it on her belly, 
squealed, “Guess what else we're growing!” A moment passed. “Bobby? Are you OK?”

molto gaudioso

I hardly remember walking back to the ship, except for the sensation of walking on air.  Mostly 
in the good sense, but also in the sense of the feeling a man must have when the trap of a gallows opens 
underneath him.  

Of course this was inevitable, but still!  I wonder how well any man receives that news the first 
time.

I know that by the time we had returned to the ship, I had my arm around her waist, holding her 
elbow with my other arm, and babbling about letting me help her and being careful.  Back inside, I 
looked around.  The upper deck was empty. “Does anyone else know yet?”

“No, just Dr. Smith of course.  I wanted you to be the first.”

“Let’s go tell your folks.” My heart was pounding, and I felt a silly grin growing on my face  
that wouldn’t go away.

I let Penny knock on the door of her parents’ cabin, and she walked in almost before John’s 
“Come in!” was spoken.

“Daddy, Mother, guess what!” With my crosseyed grin, and Penny standing there with her hand 
resting on her belly and an ecstatic smile, guessing was hardly necessary.  John’s jaw dropped a bit, 
Maureen stood with a look of wonder.  Penny was nodding and smiling, and bouncing up and down 
from the knees.

“Oh Penny!” sighed Mum, grabbing her in a hug. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, Dr. Smith just told me.  Still another six months off, he thinks.”

John smiled broadly, then looked pensive. “I wish we had better medical equipment, is all.  Just 
in case–”

“You hush now, John Robinson,” scolded Mum. “We have first-rate equipment, we have Dr. 
Smith, and we have a strong, healthy young woman here.  That’s the trouble with you men; a woman 
having a baby is the most natural thing in the world, but you immediately have to red-flag it as a 
medical crisis!”

I knew she was right, but I suddenly clutched hard at Penny’s hand.  I didn’t know much about 
this business, but I knew enough to think that Mum was being a bit Pollyannic, maybe a bit too much.

John looked up at me. “Bobby, let’s really try and get that drone of yours launched.  We’ll talk 
about it later. For right now, though, congratulations, both of you.” His eyes glinted. “But as for you 
young lady, I warned you kids long ago that the first one to make me a grandfather was out of the will.”



With my arm still around her, I led her back to our cabin.  She protested that she didn’t need me  
to support her all the time like that, advice I ignored.  Finally I made her sit down on the bed, insisted 
that she lie down.  I pulled off her shoes, sat down and rubbed her feet.  They seemed terribly hot, 
maybe even swollen; I put some cold water on a cloth and rubbed them down.

Penny laughed. “I’m enjoying this so much I hate to tell you it really isn’t necessary! Mother’s  
right you know, I’m not an invalid.  Just pregnant.”

I shook my head.  Those two words sure didn’t seem to go together!  I tossed the cloth back 
over to the sink.  My heart had gone from bass-drum pounding to fluttering palpitations, and I stretched 
out beside this marvelous woman.

Our fingers played lightly as I gazed into her eyes for a long while. “How long have you known 
now?”

She grinned mischievously. “Oh, probably since that first day of spring.  I don’t mean I really 
knew, of course.” She whispered into my ear the one topic she was still a little self-conscious about. 
“So I was about a week overdue then, but we’ve all been a little funny with that since being here.  Then  
I had a few days of morning sickness, not bad, and that’s when I was all but certain. Then another  
month went by, and I’d be about 2 weeks late for this one by now, so I figured it was time to see the 
doctor, and here we are.”

I thought back to a few conversations that had stuck out in my mind.  Light dawned. “You’ve 
been dropping hints ever since that day, haven’t you?”

She laughed her silver-bell laugh. “The next one, I was going to grab you by the face and stick 
it on my tummy and say, ‘Say “KNOCK KNOCK!” ' But knowing for sure now, I figured it was time to 
pop the big news.”

She punched me in the arm then. “Anyway, you big clunk, has it crossed your man-brain that 
you haven’t heard me say ‘Not tonight’ lately?”

“Oh.  Yeah.  Go ahead and smack me again, I think I deserve it.” She did.

“That’s not because you deserved it though.  That’s just because I like being mean to you.”

“Have I ever told you, you can be a real jerk sometimes?”

“Never so that I believed you meant it.” Penny snuggled her head on to my chest.  

“Have I told you lately how much I love you?” I asked.

“Not enough,” she pouted.

“That’s only ‘cause there aren’t enough words for it.” I ran my fingers through her hair.  

“You buy that corn by the bushel or is that your homegrown stuff now?”



I pulled up the hem of her blouse, tugged at the elastic waistband of her slacks, and let my hand 
rest on her bare midriff.   “Is there anything moving yet?”

“No, no.  Not for another month or so.  I don’t think he’s any bigger than a walnut yet.”

“He?  Could Dr. Smith tell that already?”

“Oh, no, I don't think he has the equipment to do that, I just said it.” She paused. “Promise you  
won’t call me a silly girl?”

“Promise.”

Penny smiled, almost smugly. “I’ve had a few dreams about the baby, and in the dreams it’s a 
boy.  I think maybe it’s him telling me so.”

“Or maybe it’s a girl and she’s trying to trick you.”

“You just leave my dreams to me, Robert Robinson Cain.”

Her  skin  under  my  hand  was  soft  and  warm,  her  belly  still  flat.   It  may  have  been  my 
imagination, but I thought it did look like it was stretched the tiniest bit tighter than normal.  I let my 
hand slip just a little lower.

“I’m psychic now, too, Mr. Cain, and I know exactly what you’re thinking.”

I started guiltily, and took my hand back.  Penny grinned at me wickedly. “I just made you 
blush!” she bragged.  She put her lips to my ear and whispered, “Unless there’s some kind of problem,  
which there won’t be, you may continue ravishing me at your pleasure right up until the last month.”

I leaned up and bit her earlobe gently. “You have a little snooze now, angel.  I’m going to talk  
with your dad about all kinds of stuff.  Maybe even you.”

“Mmm-hmm.  I really am sleepy now.  Come get me for dinner, OK?”

I caressed her face. “You sleep as much as you want, and whatever else, my angel.  You’ve just 
become the most important thing on this whole planet.”

“Wasn’t I always?”

tempo giusto

I had abandoned any plans for recovering my fuel cylinder, at least for the foreseeable future.  I 
just didn’t see any way we could open it up without risking a major radioactive incident which could 
contaminate half the planet: a terrible catastrophe, and even more so with a baby on the way.  I worried 
enough already about the strange forces loose on this world that might affect an unborn child.  I kept 
these worries strictly to myself. If there was a potential problem, I’m sure they already knew it.  If not,  
I would only cause the others unnecessary worry– especially Penny.



I should take a moment and note that it was about this time that we regularized our odd calendar 
system.  Maybe not so odd, since most of the colonial worlds seem to have since followed our model.

 John was insistent that we adhere to the Earth-standard calendar as a primary measure. His 
rationale was that this would ultimately give all the colonies a common frame of reference, and help to 
maintain a positive connection with Earth itself.  The master computer was therefore kept to the regular 
Earthly calendar, and official records were dated according to it.

The actual astronomical year on New Plymouth was about fifteen Earth-months long, due to a 
combination of slower orbital speed, and the orbit itself being that absurdly radical ellipse.  It was not 
just distorted, but actually stretched out and lengthened by some still-uncertain gravity well at the rim 
of the system.  Another consequence of that shape was the short and extreme summer and winter, but 
relatively long moderate seasons in between.

Rather than try to construct a whole other calendar of months, John broke our local year up into 
weeks, which were referenced simply by number.  The way the numbers shook out, the local year was 
74 weeks of 6 days each, with a bit left over.  The days too were numbered, not named, but I privately  
decided it was Monday we had omitted from the week.  

We decided our local year would start on that first day of spring:  Governor Robinson simply 
defined it as the first day the sun was up and shining in the window before 0630.  That day would  
always be Week 1, Day 1, and an official holiday.  Any days left over from the previous year would be 
discarded.

We adjusted our clocks as well.  A day here was a few ticks more than 19 Earth-standard hours. 
After considering a number of possibilities, we simply reckoned the day as 24 short hours, each about 
50 Earth-standard minutes long.  An hour remained sixty minutes, and a minute, sixty seconds, all  
proportionally shorter than Earth-measure.  It was a simple matter to program any clock to run on this  
accelerated time.  We were only slightly surprised to learn, much later, that this had been a common 
approach to local timekeeping since the days of the very first ground drones on Mars: “rovers” they 
called them then.

Another reason we kept an eye on the standard Earth calendar  was to  keep better  track of 
Penny's pregnancy.   

 
al rustico

The long spring was progressing, and already we could feel the burgeoning heat as our world 
plunged along the sunward leg of its orbit.  We had already taken in some harvest.  Now, we would be 
facing a careful, day-to-day watch: how long dared we let our crops stay in the ground before the 
burning of High Summer commenced, and ruined all?  By calculation, we estimated a week, but the 
Robinson's experience of past years told us that the onset of the burning could vary by as much as 2 or 
3 days either way.  Evidently some other powerful, unknown forces were at work in this system which 
could affect orbital dynamics to such an extent.

Don and I stood in the field, surrounded by the harvest.  Here, due to the irrigation ditches, the 
humidity was higher than the surrounding area.  Sweat poured off of us.  Judy brought us water from 
the pond.  Thankfully, it was still running ice-cold.  We drank greedily.  



“Still keeping cool in the house, Judy?” asked Don.

“Cool as a cucumber!” she replied. “It's actually cold down at the bottom.  Feels a little damp, 
but not bad.  I think it's going to be fine.” We had finally blasted out the sluices that filled the basement 
pool a couple weeks before.  The difference was noticeable almost immediately.

The four of us were living nearly full-time in our house now, but still spent a good amount of 
time up on the ship.  We were all still family, after all, and sometimes the Jupe's air conditioning system 
was a welcome relief from the weather, especially for Penny.  

Penny's  belly  had  swollen  startlingly  within  the  last  two  months.   Although  she  was 
irrepressibly happy and cheerful, the extra weight was clearly a burden to her, physically.  She was 
frequently tired, constantly hungry, but her only –very occasional– complaint was the heat.  Also, we 
had not entirely solved our plumbing puzzle, and she was grateful for the ship's facilities, which she 
needed much more frequently now.  Our old cabin was being converted into a maternity ward, and 
Penny would frequently spend the day in there.  The original bed was still in there; we had scavenged 
my bunk from the T-Cloud for our bedroom at home.  

Judy poured us out more water, we drank again. “I'll put this inside the door, in the vestibule,”  
she said, indicating the pitcher and glasses. “I'm going to go on up to the ship and sit with Penny and 
maybe watch a movie.  I'll be back to fix lunch in a while.  Need anything else now?” Don and I looked 
at each other for mutual confirmation, then shook our heads. “ 'k then, see you later.”

We raised our hands in a silent good-bye.  Talking was too much effort right now.  Don and I  
dropped back to our knees, crawling through the rows of vegetables.  Although there seemed to be no 
insect pests here to damage our crops, there was an aggressive, noxious weed, evidently parasitic.  It 
could spread over a couple of square feet during a single day, then explode exponentially, and ruin 
whatever  it  attacked.   It  didn't  actually  kill,  but  we found it  infesting  some of  our  tomatoes  one 
morning: the tomatoes themselves were shriveled to half their previous size, and what remained was so 
bitter it couldn't be eaten.

Twice a day, Don and I crawled the entire acre, ensuring no tendrils of this pest –we called it 
simply bitterweed– had  sprouted.   Maureen,  a  biologist  and biochemist,  was  making  a  project  of 
teasing out bitterweed's secrets, the better to protect from it.  This was our afternoon bitterweed crawl. 
We were nearly finished when I heard a familiar roaring sound.  The Chariot was racing down from the 
ship, with Will at the controls.

scordatura, tempo tronco

Judy jumped out. “Bobby!  Come quick to the ship, it's Penny!”

“Come on Don,” I yelled.  I dove into the back seat and hauled him in after me. “Go go go!” I 
shouted at Will. “What's wrong?”

Will just shook his head. He spun the tracks and we raced up to the ship. “Judy!” I yelled over 
the engine noise. “This can't be right, it's still too soon!”



Judy shook her head. “Maybe not.  Don't worry, I'm sure everything's OK!” she called back. 
Don rested a hand on my shoulder and gave it a reassuring squeeze.

“But–” I protested.

“Hush! There's no point worrying about anything yet!” said Judy

I didn't like her choice of words, and my heart started pounding.

“What's wrong, Judy!?”

She shook her head again and refused to speak.  

“Easy, rocket jockey,” said Don beside me.  I looked over and realized I was holding his hand 
tightly and squeezing.

“Sorry,” I muttered, letting go. “Don, I don't like this.” I caught my breath. “I think I'm scared.”

He patted my shoulder again. “Don't go to pieces.  Whatever this is, she's gonna need you now, 
more than ever.”

I was damn near hyperventilating by the time we got up to the ship.  I almost pushed Don onto 
the ground exiting the Chariot, then raced up the ramp.  I dropped straight through the ladderwell to the 
lower deck without bothering with the ladder.  I looked around frantically. “Where is she, where is 
she?”

  
Don and Judy followed down in the elevator.  She was whispering in his ear.
  
Maureen  popped out  of  our  cabin/maternity.   She  was  gowned medically,  with  scrub cap, 

gloves, and mask.

“Bobby, first thing is to calm down.  We're doing fine.  She's a little early, maybe three weeks. 
That's not unusual for a first baby. Or maybe we just didn't figure the timing right, and she's right on 
schedule.  Go sit down and relax.  Dr. Smith is in control, and no matter what you think of him, he 
really is an excellent doctor.”

I was shaking all over. “Mum.  Mum,” I repeated.  It made me feel better to say it. “She's really 
OK?”

“She's doing well now and I'm sure she'll be fine.”

Mum led me over to a chair and sat me down.  John was there too.  He was gazing fixedly into 
space, and chewing his fingernails.  He didn't look worried, he looked – vacant.  He was a man I hardly 
knew.  My mind raced again, and I was sure there was something they weren't telling me.

Suddenly, a high-pitched scream shattered the fragile calm, and we all jumped a bit.  



Mum put her hand on my head, started talking about contractions and dilations and effacements 
and I didn't hear a bit of it.  Looking at her face told me she was just saying words.  There was another 
scream, trailing off pitifully into almost masculine lower pitches.

“Maureen! Maureen, come quickly!” Dr. Smith's voice rang through the compartment, resonant 
with unaccustomed authority and confidence.  

Undisguised alarm brushed Mum's face and she trotted into the maternity ward.  Seconds later,  
she thrust it back out, raw fear showing.  She fixed Don with her eyes and jerked her head in my 
direction.

affannato

Before I could move or react at all, Major West had yanked me up out the chair; my
father-in-law jumped to my side, and the two of them frog-marched me to the elevator.

“TELL ME WHAT'S GOING ON, GODDAMMIT!!! TELL ME WHAT'S GOING ON!!” I was 
shaking with nerves and thrashing back and forth, trying to slip the embrace of my two friends.

“You need some fresh air is all, Bobby,” said Don. “Maureen thinks you need to come outside 
and clear your head.  Now come along.”

STOP LYING TO ME!!! I wanted to scream.  I ceased resisting as they dragged me outside.  I  
collapsed in the sand, Don standing over me.  John grabbed a bucket of water and poured it over me.

“Touch of heatstroke, son,” said John. “You'll feel better in a minute,” then turned and trotted 
back in, still chewing his fingers.  

My insides were shaking with the certainty that I was about to hear news that nothing would 
ever  be better  again.   I  surrendered,  curled up in  the sand under  the uncaring sun.   They weren't 
thinking, I was a Rescue Survey Scout.  I knew how you handled someone who was skating the knife-
edge of sanity, and who was about to be pushed over the edge.  

I lay in hell for an eternity.  Finally I heard calm, measured footsteps on the ramp.

ohgodnononopleasegodnononotthisgodanythingbutthispleaseanythingbut

“Penny's fine, Bobby,” said Judy softly.  I looked up from the ground. “Everyone's fine.  You 
just have to clean up a bit and you can go in and see her.” I was afraid to believe her, afraid I was  
hearing another one of their lies. “She said to tell you that's the 'really really truth.'”

My head snapped up at that.  That was one of our private catchphrases, hearkening back to 
something she had said on our first date.  I allowed myself to hope, and got to my feet.  My reflection  
in the window of the Jupiter 2 appalled me.  I looked around.  Don stood waiting.

“That was pretty bad, wasn't it?” I asked.



“Just about the worst, to tell ya the truth.  Here.” With no further ado, he poured another bucket 
of water over me, sluicing off the dust and dirt and sweat and blood.  Blood?  My knuckles were oozing 
red; I didn't know why.  He tossed me a towel. “OK, dry off now. You look presentable.  Marginally 
sanitary.” I nodded and complied.

“How's John?”

“He had a little nervous problem, too, didn't he?  I think he's all right.”

“Don, you’re my best friend here, tell me what’s going on.”

He shook his head.  “I honestly don’t know either.  Judy just warned me we might need to get 
you clear for a bit, and that’s all I know. Word of honor.”

I entered the ship, keyed the elevator. Don was still sticking close.  Below, he guided me to a 
chair.  My whole body twitched, and I refused to sit. “You said I could–”

“Hush, Bobby,” said Mum, placing a cool hand on my forehead, making me sit. “You can.  I  
just want to tell you what's happened.”

I held my tongue on a scathing retort to the effect that it was about damn time someone did.  

Suddenly, my nostrils alerted me to something, another legacy of my Rescue Scout experience. 
I knew the smell of blood, and it was permeating the close air down here.  I felt cold again.

Mum maybe noticed this, she put her arm on my shoulder to keep me seated. “I'm sorry we 
deceived you.  Dr. Smith thought it would be better if you weren't right here just in case – just in case.”  
She took a deep breath, and for the first time I noticed that she was shaking, too.

“There was – a problem.  I'll let Penny or Dr. Smith tell you the details, later.  She bled a lot.  A 
lot.” Mum's voice almost broke; I took my turn being strong, and reached up to grasp her hand. “I  
didn't think one little girl could–  Dr. Smith stopped the bleeding and got her all stitched up in time.  
She's going to be fine, Bobby.  But right now, she's very, very weak.  She's going to have to stay in  
there for, I don't know, a long time.  You can go in and see her now, but I wanted to warn you that she  
doesn't look very well just now.”

I was still shaking all over. “The baby?” I whispered.

“Just fine,” said Mum.

I nodded my head slowly a few times. “I think I'm all right now,” I said.  

“Go on then.  Dr. Smith is still in there, he'll be keeping a close eye on her for a while.”

I steeled myself, and pulled the door back slowly.  The stench of blood was appalling.

 



estinto

At first, I almost didn't see her.  Her face was as white as the pillow beneath her head, except for 
purplish  rings  around her  eyes.   Her  arms,  too,  were snow-white  as  they crossed  in  front  of  her,  
protecting a small bundle.  

I looked beyond the bed and gasped aloud in horror.  In the shower stall was a pile of towels,  
sheets, any kind of cloth, two feet high – all soaked and running red.  I went weak at the knees, and 
carefully sat at the foot of the bed.  I had not spoken yet: Dr. Smith had a stethoscope to her chest, was  
observing a stopwatch.  

“Penny. . . .” I whispered.  I reached up and let my fingers caress the back of her hand.  Oh God, 
but she was cold!  I didn't dare think how close she might have been to not being here at all.  Doing 
Rescue, I'd stuffed body bags with things that looked more alive.

Penny smiled weakly. “Bobby,” she mouthed.  Her voice was a scant whisper. “I didn't do a 
very good job, did I?”

“Don't talk nonsense, my darling.  You've done wonderfully.”

She smiled a bit wider, and laughed, a sickly, weak cough.

“I'm afraid that's the best she can manage for a little while, my boy,” said Dr. Smith. “But she  
will be fine, and so will . . . .” He gestured toward the bed, and smiled. “Congratulations, sir, you're a  
father.”

Penny shifted slowly in the bed, and moved her arms to reveal what was underneath.  At first I 
didn't know what I was seeing.  Then I understood.  Two little bald heads, each affixed to a breast, four  
tiny hands, clutching and waving.  I put my hand to my mouth.  

“Twin boys, lad.  Each perfect in every detail.  Perhaps slightly on the small side, but that's only 
to be expected.”

I looked up at Penny. “You did one  helluva  job, my angel.” I touched her hand again, softly, 
then ran my fingers over two little heads.  Each one made a squeaking little sound of annoyance at the 
unexpected sensation.  

“They're kinda busy right now,” Penny whispered. “You can hold them in a little bit.”

Zachary Smith, M.D., arose. “I would characterize her condition as serious but stable.  I'll leave 
you alone for a time,” he said, and poked his finger at my chest. “Summon me at once if anything 
seems the least little bit amiss, especially any kind of bleeding, or if she feels faint or dizzy.  I shall be 
in my cabin, cleaning up and resting from my labors – or should I say, Penny's labors.” He took a step,  
paused, then turned and faced me. “I had almost forgotten what it means to be a doctor,” he muttered.

Smith slid the door open; rising, I put my hand on his shoulder to restrain him. “Well, yes, now 
what is it?”



This man, who I had held in such contempt, had just saved Penny’s life, and our babies’ too.  I  
vowed I would forget all else. “I don't know what I would have done–”

Smith scowled slightly. “How many times do I have to tell you, young man:  Never fear. Smith 
is here.” He walked off with a flourish.

 I sat in the chair at the head of the bed, in silence.  I touched Penny’s cold cheek, and felt the 
pulse in her neck, faint and fast.  I twined my fingers gently into her hair; it felt and looked flat and 
stringy.  The babies still clung to her breasts.  “Good thing it wasn’t triplets,” I murmured.

Her eyes twinkled with a familiar light, and a laugh began on her lips.  It ended up a prolonged,  
wheezing gasp.  I disentangled my fingers from her hair and caressed her cheek again.  She turned her 
head and rubbed against my touch. “I’m in pretty bad shape, aren’t I, Bobby.”

“You were, for a little bit there, I guess.  But you’re going to be fine now.  I promise.”

“I was scared, Bobby, really scared.” It was the voice of a little girl. “I thought I was dying and 
they weren’t even going to let me see you.”

I didn’t tell her, I was really scared, too.  But while you were in here, fighting, I was rolling in 
the dirt.  Another day, I’ll tell you what I coward I was, while you were being so courageous.

One of the babies was fidgeting.   Penny pulled him away, and wrapped him up in a small 
blanket.  His eyes were closed in sleep, and his face was a mottled, fiery red, in shocking contrast to his 
mother. “Here,” she whispered. “Go say hello to Daddy.”

I panicked slightly as she passed the small, still bundle over. “Keep one hand under his head,” 
she cautioned me as I took him.  I let him lie down in my lap.  There was just a wisp of dark hair on his 
forehead; I knew some day it would be black as raven’s wings.  I trailed my finger along his cheek, as I 
had touched Penny’s.  Still asleep, he turned his head toward the touch and his lips worked furiously.

“Don’t, silly,” Penny reprimanded me in her hushed voice. “That makes him want to eat.”

“Oops, sorry, pal.” I ran my hand softly over the top of his head, looked at his hands and fingers 
in wonder. “So tiny. . . .”

Penny fiddled with the other one, pulling it off her breast.  “You need to take a break, little  
piggy.  I’m empty and you’re making Mama’s titty sore.”

“Penny!”

She wrapped up the other baby. “Think you can hold both at once?” I nodded, and took the 
other twin.  It was a bit of a juggle, but I managed without an accident.  She closed her eyes and 
stretched back on the pillow. “Oh, whoops!” she whispered huskily.  Her eyes flew back open and 
glanced at me.  She pulled the covers up over herself, raised a limp arm, gestured toward the door. “Tell 
everyone they can come on in and say hi.”



con molto esperanza e gaudioso

Rather than trying to get up and walk and open a door while holding babies, I simply called,  
“Mum! Mum!” The twins squirmed and scowled furiously at the noise, but didn’t wake.

The door opened and Maureen stepped in. “Visiting hours, Mum. Start the parade.” The rest 
came in a couple at a time, milled about, “Ooh”ed and “Ah”ed and squealed at the babies, fussed over 
Penny, clapped me on the shoulder.  Someone noticed the wisp of dark hair on the one, and an all-but-
invisible fringe of reddish-gold on the other.  

Even the Robot peeked in the door.  His dome top started popping up and down frantically, and 
he sped off, babbling about things not computing.

Will approached me: “Bob, I’ll take over your share of the field work so you can stay up here 
with Penny, for as much as you want.”

“Thanks, I appreciate it.  I won’t dodge work for too long, promise.”

John stood there, staring down at his grandsons.  

“Congratulations, Governor. Your first brand new citizens.”

He stood there, nodding his head, speechless.  I think he was pleased.

Maureen asked, “Have you picked out names yet?” Penny and I looked at each other and shook 
our heads “No.” “Make them good, they’ll probably be in history books someday!”

Mum put her hand on my head. “You all right now?” I nodded. “I’m sorry we had to do that to  
you, but we knew things would be a lot worse if you were down here then.”

“You're right,” I nodded.  

She leaned down and gave her daughter a kiss on the cheek, then I received one on the top of 
my head. Mum picked up each baby in turn, hugged and kissed him, and returned them both to me.

“Now you wait just a minute, and I’ll get you something to eat and a cup of coffee.  Penny, do 
you want to try getting something down now?”

“Can’t yet, Mother. I’ll try some juice later on.”

Mum swept out of the room, closing the door.   

“My angel, what happened?”

She gazed at me silently, then gestured toward our children. “Those two little thugs got into a 
fight about who had to come out first, and one of ‘em pulled a switchblade.”

I dropped my head and laughed quietly, even as tears stung my eyes.  Penny was going to be all  
right, and so were our sons.



Solenne, a due

“Husband dear–”

“Yes, my angel?”

“I want a little nap now.  You OK holding the babies?”

“I think so.”

“'K. Let me sleep for about half an hour, then call Dr. Smith. He's going to need to change 
bandages and thingies for me.”

“I will.”

“Just scoot over a bit so I can hold your hand.”

I did.

Oh, yes.  Names.

The one with the dark wisp of hair we named for his grandfathers, Arthur John.

The one with the golden-red fringe is Robert Zachary.

fine
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The original manuscript of this and many more of the late Governor Robert Winslow Robinson Cain's writings are now on  
display at the New Plymouth Historical Society Museum, as part of a special memorial exhibition celebrating the 150th 

anniversary of his birth.  This exhibition features many of his rarely-displayed possessions, along with a selection of Lady  
Penelope’s.  His collected writings will be available for sale in historically authentic book form, as well as all modern  

formats.

It is uncertain exactly when Governor Cain penned this manuscript. It appears to follow naturally from his first, and seems  
to have been put to paper immediately thereafter.  However, the odd (one might even say eccentric) affectation he adopted  
of captioning various segments with orchestral directions, and the title itself, seem to indicate the period after his second  

term as governor, when he became an enthusiastic aficionado and patron of the arts. This was about 5 years after penning  
his first manuscript.  However it is difficult to accept that he would have delayed so long in committing to paper the most  

momentous events of his life.  This may remain one of many such small mysteries left behind by this remarkable man.

Visitors and migrants alike are invited to visit our newly-completed display, the Jupiter 2 Pavillion.  The original Jupiter 2 
has been restored to period condition, and is located inside a large, comfortable, climate controlled Visitor's Gallery, on the  

exact site of its first landing.  The upper flight deck is open to the public, and many fine mementos of your visit may be  
purchased in the Pavillion Gift Shop. Tickets to this exhibit may be purchased at our main location in

downtown New Plymouth as part of a package, or at the Pavillion itself.

A glossary of the musical terms used by Gov. Cain in this MS follows.

New Plymouth Historical Society and Museum is located on
New Plymouth High Street, two blocks west of Government House.
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A guide to the musical directions used in Symphony of an Angel

a due for two; a duet affrettando pressing onwards

affannato anguished al rustico rustically; as a peasant

bellicoso ,con fuoco aggressively, with fire brillante, poi accentato brilliantly, then with emphasis

con amore with love; tenderly con brio with spirit

con molto esperanza e gaudioso  with great hope and joy con somma passione with great passion

en pressant hurrying forward espansivo expansive; effusive

estinto lifeless; barely audible fine the end

flebile mournfully gioioso brightly; happily

glissando a gliding impetuoso, poi freddo  impetuous, then cold

intimo intimately magnifico magnificent

melancolico  melancholic mesto mournful

molto gaudioso great joy omaggio celebration

penseroso, poi ridicolosamente thoughtful, then silly piacevole pleasant

scordatura, tempo tronco out of tune, time cut short scherzo, poi furioso playful, then with fury

serioso serious; somber solenne, a due  solemn, in duet

tempo giusto time kept strictly tempo rubato time stolen; very slow time

veloce (encore) as flying (again) vittorioso   victorious
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