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They found Jenny on Sunday morning. Her chunky form slumped against fabbed brick walls of the Temple Bar, a mile from her coffin-sized hab. No statues or grand parades. No plaques or Netflix biopics. Jenny died as she lived: poor but proud, alone but autonomous. Jenny’s mortal remains passed into the composting system to be reconstituted into valuable plant fertilizer within a day. 

None of this was a surprise. Her kids stopped taking her calls years ago and would probably say she deserved it. Those regrettable facts ignore the truth: Jenny saved my life. I’m writing this obituary to record the story that Jenny never got to tell.

A hundred years ago, Jenny would be a gear-jamming truck driver, drinking hundred-mile coffee and cussing like she meant it. To us kids, she was the sweetest angel. No kid ever went hungry in her line – half of her school employee salary went to paying off lunch debts. Maybe that doesn’t sound like much to you, but to a shivering first grader who grew up on peanut butter sandwiches and milk, it meant the world.

“Come sit with me at lunch.” She’d light up a thin brown cigarette, against the rules but nobody dared complain. Jenny wielded magical power against the rule-crazy adults of our lives. “How’s things at home?”

“Huh?”

“Did your daddy get you that bike he promised?”

“No, um, not yet.”

“It’s been a while,” Jenny said. “Six months if I recall. Is he working?”

“Um, well,” I wiped my red nose with a ragged blue sleeve. “He just went back to jail, so-“

“Oh, right.” Jenny seemed to know everything about my dad. His unemployment, how he screamed when he ran out of cigarettes, me hiding under the bed whenever he fought with his current girlfriend. 

Jenny finished her cigarette and held out a hand. “Come with me.”

Behind a locked door on the far playground, Jenny rolled out an almost-new BMX bike. “Here you go, honey. Someone left it behind, no reason you shouldn’t enjoy it.”

How do you give back to somebody who rescued your childhood? In my case, I was such a mess that I didn’t realize how much Jenny did for me
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I DIDN’T SEE HER AFTER sixth grade. Like, who stays in touch with the lunch lady, right? 
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SADLY, THE SECOND HALF of the 21st Century had no room for her brand of fierce independence. 
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DYING EARTH COMMUNITIES and growing communities of Mars needed cheerful servitude. Hungry kids, three ex-husbands, and an inability to ‘give up and give in’ weren't part of the trillionaire dystopian feudal state. After her fourteenth shoplifting conviction, Jenny was on a Moon-bound penal colony trip. That’s where we met.

“Line ‘em up,” I called. Our team of convicts, good-behavior gals, cleaned the day room to a spit-shine polish. The first time the President visited the Moon, everything had to be perfect. 

“What’s that sound?” Jenny asked. I
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