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Chapter 1: Conscription
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My life is in shambles. It’s fallen apart, tearing all of my plans for the future to shreds. I had plans to work for a think tank, earning a big government pay check. Doing little more than showing up to the occasional meeting, and maybe making a comment or two, if the conversation piqued my interest. Who could have foreseen that they would choose me for the Proxima Centauri mission, deeming my specialty xenobiology mission critical?

One letter, from my former professor, with a glorious recommendation attached, doomed me. The government drafted me not to act as an advisor, to be a part of the exploration team. They immediately denied my refusal.

If the government wants you, they won’t take no for an answer. Worse, if you push back, they will destroy you, and the lives of your family and friends. I learned that the hard way, by turning down the job. The agent pressed me to reconsider my decision, “The first ask is me being polite. If I have to ask again, it won’t be. Consider this before answering. We have ways of getting you to comply. The agency will start with your parents. They will lose their government pensions, then their home, and everything of value. Where will that leave them?”

I gulp, “Homeless, living on the streets, begging for handouts.”

“Yes, it will, and with your father’s health, it won’t last long out there.” He stares into my glasses, peering through the windows into my soul, then continues, “After that, we’ll conscript your brother into the military. His choice will be service or prison. If he chooses the military, we will be sure he gets deployed to the front line. Prison, well, accidents happen all the time in the joint. Don’t they?”

The Anglo Chan war is on a long list of proxy wars the government has been fighting for decades. Todd is a pacificist; he won’t last a week on the front line. And in prison, even less. The agent knows this about him.

The agent smiles. He still isn’t finished with me yet. “Next, we have your sister. I’d hate to imagine the things done to her. To start, she will have a new boyfriend, one who drinks, uses drugs, and abuses her. We call it a special assignment.”

“You can’t do that!” I push back.

“The agency can, and will, Jack, and you will sit on the sidelines watching helplessly while we ruin your life. Knowing everything we do will be your fault. The guilt will slowly eat away at you like a metastatic cancer. Accepting the job is all it takes to save your family from these torments. When our boy finishes with Diana, we will continue with your neighbors and family friends. You have an hour to reconsider your decision. Oh, and don’t even think of taking the easy way out. We have ways of bringing you back.”

My choices are what again? Comply or suffer, nothing to decide then. “You win, I’ll do it.”

The agent smiles. “I knew you would come around to the right decision. Now, get in the car. We are already late.”
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Chapter 2: The Fear of Sleep
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My space training is minimal compared to the others assigned to the mission. I am pushed through courses while others compete by earning top scores for the seats being still up for grabs. Only the top performers advance to the next level and potentially get the slots. Ironically, they think I’m lucky. If only they knew!

None of the skills I learned in university prepared me for becoming a crew member. A team player assigned to a deep space exploration vessel was not on my dance card. The space agency clearly doesn’t bother with extraneous training. I learn basic spacesuit function, and simple ship system operations. I am told where the emergency manuals are, but not what they contain.

After all, I am receiving the bare minimum, enough to function as a mission specialist. But when the subject of escape pods and life-boat operation comes up, the instructor has my complete attention. Not because of any genuine interest. It is my survival instinct, kicking in and taking control. If something were to happen, those things might be my only means of staying alive long enough to be rescued. Fat chance!

I press the instructor for more information. After the course ends, I am bothered by one unanswered question. If the crew must abandon ship, who will come to our rescue? Escape pods have limited life-support and supplies for two or three occupants. Life-boats have better equipment, but they still have a limited survival duration. About thirty days, give or take, depending on the number of people onboard.

The mission I am assigned to is interstellar, way out of reach of the patrol range of search and rescue vessels. So, an escape pod or a lifeboat are just coffins. Will the people of Proxima B come to our rescue? Do they have advanced technology? Spaceflight? That’s debatable. Even if they did, would they bother?

The instructor tells me, “Don’t worry about it. Just do as you are told, and follow the instructions given. You’ll be fine.” As far as he and my classmates are concerned, my designation is the equivalent of an over glorified passenger whose only responsibility is to stay out of the way until first contact. From the beginning, they made it clear I am not an essential part of the mission. Then why was I coerced into accepting the Proxima Centauri job?

Is there intelligent life on Proxima B? I ask myself. Of course, there is. I know that the space agency and our government leaders are in communication with them. I laugh, imagining the comm tech sitting on his seat and waiting nearly eight years and six months for a reply. Real upward mobility in that role.

If there was any doubt about there being intelligent life on Proxima B, they wouldn’t have gone through the trouble of funding the mission and outfitting a deep space cruiser for an interstellar voyage. Then forcing an envoy, me, to greet the aliens in person. I’m not a linguist. Nor am I a diplomat, so why was I selected? Cannon fodder?

Every member of the crew passed the medical exams, psychological testing, and our ability to cope with stress. There is no way I passed. Medically, I am physically fit. Well, at least I’m not sick.

The psyche testing was a breeze for me. After all, I am a xenobiologist. Tentacles, suction cups, and multiple eyes don’t bother me the least. But when it comes to coping with stress, I am a bundle of nerves, sweating profusely, and jittery. Either the examiner thought I intentionally failed the test, or they ordered her to rubber stamp the clearance and pass me. The closer it gets to the launch date, the more nervous I am.

Spaceflight scares the crap out of me.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DREAM A

LITTLE DREAM
2

<
- ’(
{ > N
s £
s ¥
f @
&l Gy “

JAY TONEY





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





