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Introduction

When Apollo 11 sat on the launch pad preparing for
her epic journey, the heat of the air and the cold of the fuel made
her appear to breathe.

Her.

Her journey.

We refer to ships as she.

People mourned when it seemed like the Mars rover
Curiosity had made their last call home. We refer to Earth as our
mother. When the comet Shoemaker-Levy hit Jupiter rather than
sailing on to Earth (a bit of a deep cut), it was easy to imagine
that Jupiter was taking the blow comets out of a benign desire to
protect Earth.

It's very human to assign human characteristics to
the universal forces around us. To the universe itself.

What you have here is a series of short stories that
take that very human tendency to anthropomorphize and runs with it.
Imagines the dream of the Apollo 11 as she was assembled and made
her journey. Plays with a current scientific theory that there used
to be Super Earths until Jupiter rumbled them out of their
gravitational orbits. That the sungazer comet Ison (another deep
cut) was on a journey of self-transformation. That Pluto, with its
big giant heart, loves Charon (I ship it), and so on.

Speaking of which, you’ll notice that I’m using some
unusual non-gender specific pronouns in a number of stories. Where
I’m writing a story about a ship, I’ll use she/her/hers, but when
talking about a planet, comet, or robot, I’ll be using ze/zir/zirs.
Because Earth may be our mother, but it’s hard to ask if ze sees
zirself as a female.

After each section, I'll be including links to sites
with more information about the concepts discussed, because these
stories are more Scienc-ey than scientific, and references make the
heart glad.

Especially Pluto's big heart for a dwarf planet.

Even if it may be better for those reading the
e-version.

To Sail the Comet Roads
- A Dream

Description

One of the largest rockets that was ever built
wasn't made for war.

It was built for the other thing.

Dreams.

Story

Eleven is all in pieces, but that doesn't matter.
Her dreaming self is coming together.

The Barge carrying her second shell from California
loves puns. As they sail through the sweat and Mother's tears locks
of the Panama Canal, she says, "I ship the Pacific and the
Caribbean." The water levels lap and Eleven moves nearer to the
other parts of herself.

Locks are miles away as Eleven's first shell is
carried a big easy way down the Mississippi. Miles. But not
millions of them.

Super Guppy and Pregnant Guppy roar through the
blue. Eleven nestles inside both of them waiting to become.

Soon. Her dreaming self will be together.

People assemble her stack by stack. Working to a
common goal. Eleven grows taller than Lady Liberty.

She's the same thing. The yearning to be free.

Finally, Eleven is whole. But she's still attached
to her umbilical cord. She has to wait.

Hours pass. They feed her flammable nectar. She
drinks eagerly. A caterpillar consuming all she ever will. Ice
forms from the cold of it on her skin. Eleven's sides expand and
contract with heat and cold. With her breath. She is so very alive
in this moment. Tiny souls walk along the red gantry and climb
inside her. Bees to a flower. Riders to the chariot. Her
people.

Control solemnly reminds her of the story of
Phaethon. But Eleven knows how to fly. She's standing on a Titan.
On the shoulders of all who came before. Tens of thousands
laboring. Millennium dreaming. Millions watching.

Mother is watching.

Time counts backwards.

The water breaks. It rains down on the surface of
her birth pad. Soaking it. Keeping her sudden heat from cracking
what she's standing on. She explodes up. Her entire body rattles
and shakes with the force of her escape. She's doing what she was
created to do. She cracks sound. With no regret, she casts aside
her first shell as it empties of fuel. Fulfilled. She's not an
infant anymore. Her second shell goes too. She's fully grown to a
fraction of her size as Mother's blue melts to black.

Mother sings magnetic songs out to her. Eleven sings
that she'll be back even as she pushes away. The life inside her is
already changing her. Detach. Turn. Softly, softly. Hard click dock
with herself. In truth, she is male and female, but she's always a
woman to herself.

The pale disk of Mother's tiny Consort grows larger.
Small only in perspective.

Eleven calls out.

The Consort sings her own song of welcome. She wants
to know why they are coming. Excited for a visit.

Eleven can only give one answer. "To know you."

She holds onto the Consort's gravity, so much weaker
than Mother's, and spins around her. The life she cradles uncouples
her. She's two. She looks down at her golden spider-self
descending. She looks up at her pale seed-self-circling.

It's all up to her now. The lives she cradles have
given her complete control. Her golden spider-self delicately makes
her way down with radar. Fires tiny bursts as lightly as she can
until her people can guide the final touch down. Closer and closer.
Until hers are the first feet to set down on the Consort's surface.
Delicate toes in fine white powder. She couldn't feel more proud.
The clicking heart of her systems thrum with it. The only sound is
inside. In waving calls. Life bounds out. A leap.

Mother seems so small and far away. Fragile on the
black sky horizon. Eleven aches to see Mother so.

Her people unpack what they've brought. They do what
they've come to do. Her spider-self glints a gold smile to see
them. Her seed-self smiles down as she dances with the Consort.

They take some love tokens for Mother. Time clicks
down.

What took a massive effort to leave Mother is a
fraction to lift off from the Consort. Her golden spider-self
leaves a flake of herself behind. Rejoins herself for a little
while. Softly. Softly. Life floats from self to self. She kisses
her golden spider-self goodbye, who swoons into the Consort's
embrace. While what is left of Eleven turns towards home.

Eleven feels like a butterfly. Weary from long
summer dew sip days. She's so small now. She's all that the life
inside her has.

Eleven is a chariot racing in the last long lap.
Weary from all her millions mile race. Longing for rest.

Eleven is a ship. Sailing the comet-roads home.

Mother reaches out for Eleven. Almost too hard of an
embrace, but Eleven's built for that too. She casts away the
commanding part of herself. Pushes away so she can complete the
final part of her purpose. The speed of her descent and the heat of
Mother's embrace, they cut her off from Control. She and her people
know what to do. She softens their fall by reaching out with
gossamer to grip Mother's air. Puff like a dandelion seed. Swing.
Splash into Mother's wet salt. Waves bob and splash at her.
Welcoming her with each dip and slide. For a time, she's a raft on
the whale roads. Dolphins call. Until her people come to lift
Eleven up.

Hornet holds her steady while ploughing through
waves. She wants to know what it was like to go so far. She's a war
ship. She has ghosts. She wants to know what an Odyssey for peace
is like.

Eleven's so drowsy. She can only say, "A dream," and
fall asleep.

She's older now. Eleven's aloft in a museum full of
those who have lifted from Mother's skin. She tells her story to
children. They chatter excitement when they look at her. She smiles
at the stories they call out.

She's achieved what she set out to do.

She hopes they will too.

References: Because I'm not a Scientist

Although, links like this work better on a
webpage.


	

https://www.space.com/17411-apollo-11-moon-landing-explained-infographic.html



	

https://science.howstuffworks.com/apollo-spacecraft.htm



	

https://www.popularmechanics.com/flight/a25587413/super-guppy-badass-plane/



	

https://www.nasa.gov/centers/johnson/multimedia/aod/jsc2012e108187.html





Planetary
Rumble

Description

Jupiter did not like those Super Earths. Not at all.
Not one bit. When da king’s gotta problem, somebody’s getting
bruised.

Story

"Yo, Rings," said Jupiter, giving an extra snap to
zirs magnetosphere.

"Yeah, King. What do you need?" asked Saturn, with
an answering crackle to zirs magnetosphere.

"I do not like them Super Earth planets." Jupiter's
angry rotation kicked up wide stripes of storms across zirs
atmosphere. "I do not like them at all." Ze pulled a passing comet
with zirs gravity and crushed it against zirs middle.

"Nothing much to like. They're a bunch of
pole-holes." Saturn combed zirs rings. "Hey, King. Don't boggart
the comets." King tossed Saturn a comet rich in ethyl alcohol.

In the distance, Jupiter and Saturn could hear the
Super Earths calling them out.

The largest of the Super Earths, Crackling Norðri,
yelled, "You're just a bunch of gassy windbags."

Carbon Suðri yelled, "You don't have the mass to
face us. That's right - keep on orbiting out there."

The other Super Earths laughed.

"Effers," said Jupiter. "Them Super Earths are in
there so close, practically in Sol's poles, acting like their mass
is something. Acting like they can keep all the good-looking
satellites in the inner Solar System. Acting like they run this
system." Jupiter spun faster. A noticeable bulge of atmospheric
fury formed around Jupiter's equator. "And what the hell is an
Earth anyway? What makes them super?"

"Nothing makes them super, that's what. But what
about it?" Saturn combed zirs rings again.

Jupiter rotated around the sun and brooded.

Saturn screwed around with zirs moon, Iapetus.
Mostly kept Iapetus good and tidally locked. A little gravitational
action. A few magnetic pulses until the little ice ball sublimated
water.

After not that long; a few million years give or
take, Jupiter said, "Rings, I propose we roll into that inner Solar
System and show them Super Earths what's what. I propose that the
King goes in like a wrecking ball."

"I thought the Sol was the king of this system.
That's why we call it…ahhhh!" said Mst3k, one of Jupiter's former
moons, before zewas cut off as Jupiter slapped that ball of ice
straight into Saturn.

"Hey!" Saturn spun zirs rings. "What the eff? You
almost hit Iapetus."

"Nah, missing that rock by a mile," said
Jupiter.

"But Jupie, Kingie, we got a problem with this
plan," pipped up Callisto, one of Jupiter's moons, in a high squeak
of a magnetic wave.

"Yeah, Callisto, do you think the Sol star runs this
system too?" asked Jupiter with a dangerous spin.

"No, way, Jupie! I'm tidally locked with you all the
way, baby. You’re the best biggest Kingie a rock could hope to
orbit," said Callisto. "Good looking, but not all stuck up with
zirs looks like some I could mention."

"Get to the point, Dimples," said Saturn, who did
not stop combing zirs rings.

"Yeah, yeah, I'm getting there, don't rush me. Don't
let zir rush me, Jupie." Callisto's rotation wobbled.

"No one's rushing you, Dimples," said Jupiter,
giving Callisto a little kiss with zirs magnetosphere.

Callisto adjusted zirs orbit. "Well, it's just that
we've got the Ice Giant gang at our backs. We move into the inner
solar system to deal with those pole-hole Super-Earths, then…"

"The Ice Giants will move in on our turf," gasped
Iapetus. They all looked out at where the Ice Giants coldly
orbited. "Rings, I can't be around an Ice Giant, I can't. They'll
crack me like a walnut. I told you what I had to go through getting
here from the Oort Cloud."

"Don't get your spin out of rotation. You're not
going to have to deal with those effers," reassured Saturn. "You're
my moon."

"Fine. We deal with the Ice Giants, and then we move
on the Super Earths." Seemed reasonable enough to Jupiter.

"But King, there are three of them Ice Giants and
only two of us," objected Saturn, who then very quickly said, "Not
that one of you ain't worth three of them. You're the King of the
system. All the way."

"Damn straight I'm the King." Jupiter rotated around
the sun.

Callisto rotated around Jupiter.

Saturn rotated around the sun, but slower than
Jupiter.

Iapetus shifted rotation to get a better look at
Saturn's rings.

Callisto said, "I got it Jupie, I know what you
should do."

Callisto explained zirs plan to Jupiter and Saturn.
Jupiter whistled, "Damn, Dimples. That's cold."

"They're Ice Giants," sniffed Callisto. "Eff
them."

"Damn straight. Let's rumble, Rings," said Jupiter.
Jupiter reached out with zirs gravitational pull and grabbed hold
of the edge of Saturn's gravity. They aligned their rotations.
Jupiter swung out over the frost line into Ice Giant territory in
one nice rotation.

Hades, the biggest Ice Giant, had just enough time
to say, "The eff?" before being smacked hard by Jupiter's gravity.
Hades was as big an Ice Giant as they went, but ze was no match for
Jupiter's mass. Hades spun wildly out of orbit and out past the
Oort Cloud. One megaannum Hades was there, and in another Hades was
gone.

Jupiter wasn't done. From zirs current rotation, it
was easy for Jupiter and Saturn to scoop up asteroids and lob them
at Uranus. Bam, bam, bam. Rock after rock smashed into Uranus,
which tilted off zirs axis and emitted gasses


































































References: Although it Might be Simpler to do
a Search
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