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At first there was no life on the land and everything was barren.  And then God said – ‘Let there be life’ and life was created on the Earth and it was good. Life multiplied greatly and improved itself and took on many different forms and varieties and all of the varieties of life on Earth supported the other forms of life.  And life eventually came to know of their Creator and show in many ways that they are thankful to him for all his gifts.
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No one had ever known about or experienced anything like this before.  When the first wave hit, no one could explain it in words and most of us never even noticed it.  It came out of nowhere, reversed the very fabric of space-time, silently flowed all over and around the planet in a matter of seconds, enveloped every living creature, and altered all of our lives.  

My name is Sam Harper.  I was in the middle of doing the closing accounting on a house that I was selling and so I was at my desk thinking about where to best allocate my commission check.  I was not the most prolific Realtor in town because I was mostly concentrating my efforts on authoring the next ‘Great American Science Fiction Novel’.  Everything else bored me to death and besides, there were hundreds of us running around town trying to land the rare houses that would come up for sale and become known as our inventory.  So whenever a pay check from the sale of a house that I had listed came around, I was generally ready to make it my last one, call it quits and find something more productive to do.

I’m thirty-nine years old.  I’m taller than most.  I have dark hair, always a little unkempt, brown eyes and a nose that’s just a little too big, but which also gives me tons of personality.  I always dress as casually as I can because the more clothing I have on, the less comfortable I become.

I love any kind of animal, dogs, cats, horses, giraffes, because they all seem to know me and appreciate my clever repartee faster than any of my own kind.  I never really worry about anything because I have always had a sense that God or something like that was watching over me.  Religious dogma always repulsed me and seemed extremely unnecessary and not credible in the least.  

My wife Lindsay is thirty-three, brunette with a lovely and friendly face and figure.  What I love the most about her is her voice that always reminds me of my favorite music played on the old fashioned turntable and needle.  Combined with the way she commands the room with the greatest care and self confidence I’ve ever seen in a woman, she really has no competition for what I would describe as the most beautiful woman in the world. 

I’ve loved her from the minute that I was introduced to her at a party, by my girlfriend at the time.  It was love at first sight, at least on my part.  I can never look at anyone else on the planet through the same psycho-social filters ever since that night.  She quickly made my life into something it never could have been without her.  Most importantly, she gave me the total understanding of what life is truly all about, why we are here and how much joy and happiness a human person is capable of possessing.

She knows that today is a settlement day, so she calls to find out how much I will receive in net funds and at what time I’m going to the bank with the check.

“By the way, Sam,” she says, diverting from the main topic.  “Did you feel something odd in the last few minutes?” She asks. 

And that’s when it suddenly hits me that yes, something did happen a few minutes before she called when I was working on making all the numbers come out right.  I suddenly felt woozy as if I had just chugged down a few Margaritas, doubly strong ones.  Everything went fuzzy.  My whole life, or what I thought must be my life up until that moment, flashed before my eyes.  Then suddenly, as if my brain flushed it all down some weird plumbing, I felt ‘normal’ again.

I brushed it off as a kind of flashback from the boozing at the party we’d thrown at the house with friends, even though that was several days ago and certainly if I was going to have a hangover, I would have felt it the next day, right?  

“Yeah, honey, something did wash over me a few minutes ago.  I felt like I was snockered for a few seconds,” I tell her.

“Yes, that’s exactly how I would describe it too.  I put it down to those vicious margaritas you made at the party, but I’ve never heard of margarita flashbacks, have you?” she queries.

“No, neither have I.  Hangovers are completely different.  I didn’t feel that it was a hangover at all.  And I’m certainly not hungover right now,” I brag.

Suddenly, I get an incoming call from the buyer’s agent.  

“Oh, I gotta go, honey.  That’s the agent on the other side, probably asking about the closing numbers,” I inform her.

“Go, go, go.  Call me back,” She says gently in what I like to call her harpsichord pizzicato.

“You got it,” I reply and hit the button that opens the caller’s line on my phone.

“Sam Harper,” I announce happily to my caller.

Somehow, in the back of my head, I’m wondering vaguely if that’s my real name?
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In the long, eventful arc of history, it is difficult for me to demonstrate exactly where this seemingly insignificant little event fits into everything else that has taken place so far.

On this planet, we’ve lived through millions of years where we barely knew how to talk.  We grunted at each other, pointed with sticks and pushed and shoved to get our way.  The loudest and ugliest in the group would get most of the food and attention.

After millions of years of this uncouth behavior, some genius finally invented the generally accepted coding of sounds that we make with our tongue and cheek that we call language around fifty thousand years ago.  Luckily this is right around the time we discovered how to make fire, which gave us the opportunity to sit around one every night and figure out how to talk to one another more calmly, politely discussing other things we might accomplish eventually leading to various primitive forms of a ‘Civilization’, the generally accepted rules of engagement in relating to one another and living in peace, at least part of the time.

We then suffered thousands of years during which time, we learned how to murder, rape, plunder and kill one another in greater and greater numbers using armies and navies and supersonic planes and now even threatening each other with nuclear tipped missiles powerful enough to destroy the entire planet.

In between the mass murders, rape and death from the many wars, too numerous to mention, humans have all lived through the economic ups and downs of booms and busts, the very easy life followed by the very hard life.  We would huddle together under hundreds of dictatorships, empires and attempted democracies of one weak recipe after another, which almost always dissolve back to a strong man (rarely a woman) of one brand or another.  

Sometimes a benevolent leader with a good, just and fair system of laws and policies and goals would arise out of nowhere, but these were so few and far between that they will have little impact on global history.  Sometimes some of these good policies would be emulated in other nearby nations but most of the time, they would be suppressed and maligned by those whose love of power and money superseded all else.

Sometimes the strong men and big money interests are merciless, power-mad and unrelenting.  Sometimes, such as in recent times, they become so powerful no one can turn the tide of history back in the right direction and all living things on our planet are thrust into a crazed helter-skelter, uncontrolled fall into oblivion.  

Yet, somehow we have survived all of this turmoil and we mostly live in relative peace and harmony and economic safety.

On this day, however, will mark the first day in our long eventful history as creatures of the Earth that we will start out on a totally new and uncharted pathway into the future.  It’s one that’s never been dreamed up by the best of our dreamers.  It’s a way forward that no one, not even the most omniscient of us could have predicted and so no one has.

When I get home later in the afternoon, I find her in her studio.  She’s in the middle of a watercolor painting of an aboriginal man in a canoe paddling across a lake.  At least that’s what she’s told me it will be when she’s finished.

She informs me she’s adding the sound and asks if I like it.

It’s a gentle, peaceful, paddling-through-the-water sound effect and I tell her how much I believe it fits into the painting.

Then, I tell her that I deposited the check and invite her out to dinner to celebrate.

She wipes her kinetic paintbrush with her smock, lays it down on the easel and happily accepts the invite with a kiss.  I go off into the bedroom to change into my usual outfit of jeans and one of my many Beatles t-shirts.  

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see the evening news guy who appears to be extremely excited about something on the TV screen, but the sound is muted.  He seems very worked up about something so I grab the remote on the headboard to turn up the volume.  

He is yelling about how someone has created a highly successful way to grow food on Mars and in such quantities that they may even be able to ship the surplus back to us here on the home planet.  He’s reading the story using verbs in the ‘future-historical’ tense as if this event has just happened some years into the future.  

I figure his teleprompter is on the ‘fritz’ which is why he’s looking around the studio nervously as he reads the confused information being broadcast over his own network.  

I have to shake my head and poke at my ears with my fingers to get the ‘wax’, as they call it, out of them.  I look at the top of the screen and the date of this newscast appears to be set at ten years into the future.  The reason the newsman is so animated is that he’s struggling to explain, as I’m struggling to understand, how any event is even possible on Mars, given that we have not landed as of yet anything on any other planet, other than robots.  

He appears to be having a complete nervous meltdown.  He can’t stop himself and no one behind the camera is helping him out.  He slavishly continues to read this complete and total lie simply because that’s what he’s trained to do, come Hell or high water.  

“It’s got to be some kind of prank, a hoax, an April Fools joke,” I mumble to myself and even manage a lonely guffaw.

I can hear Lindsay puttering around in the walk-in closet asking me what she should wear at our celebratory dinner.

“Honey, you getting this?” I shout loud enough for her to hear me over the newscaster’s odd chatter.

“What, darling?” She says, throwing a pullover sweater over her head and shoulders.  

She joins me in the bedroom as she adjusts her beautiful shiny brown hair through the neck opening.

“Is today April Fools, or ‘National be kind to idiot newscasters day’ or anything like that?” I ask her.

“What are you going on about?” she asks, playfully.

“We don’t have a human colony on Mars, do we?  Have I missed something?  And look at the date on this guy’s newscast over his head.” I tell her.

Lindsay shakes her head, grabs my face in her hands and slaps a big juicy kiss on me like I don’t remember.  I can feel the air sucked right out of my lungs.  

“Why are you kissing me?” I plead, gently pulling her off me, which I know I’m going to regret later.

She shrugs her shoulders and mumbles something I don’t understand. 

The newsman has finally gathered up the courage to stop reading the teleprompter and starts talking directly into the camera, avoiding the words that are scrolling before him.  He’s highly animated and is accenting almost every word with sweeping hand gestures.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, I have no idea who or what wrote that story, but it can’t be true.  I advise you all to turn off your television sets and call everyone you know and try to find out what the Hell is going on.  Get the time and date from everyone you talk to.  Get it in writing.  Call your state and federal representatives, call 911,” he rattles off his instructions rapidly.  

He’s out of breath, takes a second to pump some air into his lungs, opens his mouth to add more admonitions to his warning just as the screen goes dark.

Lindsay, who has finally stopped groping me, glares at the newsman’s frenetic performance on the screen, blesses us all along with the legendary Mary O’ Davis and then stares at me quizzically.

“Hey, this sounds like something in one of your crazy books,” she giggles at me, gleefully.

“What?  I can see why you would think that way, but I guarantee you I’m not that clever,” I declare humbly and emphatically.

“Oh, no?  Ok, then I’m stumped.  Let’s go have a few drinks and dinner and after that, woo-woo,” she sings, playfully pushing me forward, out of the bedroom and down the hall.

I especially like the sound of the ‘woo-woo’ part.
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In the Mars colony known as Jezero City, Mark Montalvo, a retired Captain in the United States Space Force, shuts down his tractor as he finishes laying down a five kilometer row of vegetables they’ve given the nick-name of ‘Marsy-Fartsy Beans’.  

It’s a kind of legume that has been genetically modified using Artificial Intelligence labs back on the Earth.  The highly nutritious beans have been modified to grow quickly in the hostile atmosphere of Mars which is still composed of far too much carbon dioxide.  One acre of the plant’s unique photo-synthesis adds two tons of oxygen into the air before it is harvested as almost pure protein.  Thus, this one little plant solves two problems at the same time, feeding the Martian colonists and terraforming the atmosphere so it is gradually more suitable for animal life there.

Mark and his fellow colonists have prepared the ground for months with a new microbial life form also genetically modified by A.I. to flourish in the depleted, highly radiated and sterile soil of the ‘Red Planet’.  This one simple innovation created by A.I. is thought to be the single greatest agricultural revolution in the history of the species. 

Today will mark the first day of a huge commercial planting of the bean that will eventually include an area almost the size of the United States.  

Captain Montalvo’s farm is an experiment that will turn out so successfully that most other farms on Mars will include some portion of their allotment for the bean.  There is talk in the agricultural community that this plant may soon result in a surplus of over five hundred million metric tons of nutritious protein sent back to the Earth within five to six years while at the same time, doing the lion’s share of the work needed to completely transform the atmosphere and climate on Mars for the better.

Wearing his pressure suit, Captain Montalvo dismounts from the tractor and proudly surveys the scene in front of him.  The sun is setting on the farm that covers nearly the entire crater valley.  It’s hard for him to believe that in just a few weeks, he should be seeing his bean stalks growing as tall as corn stalks on the Earth, each one of them bulging with food.

His cement dome hut is just a few steps away.  He walks over to the pressurized entry, pulls the lever that will close the doors behind him and pumps breathable air into the unit.  It crashes in with a loud hissing noise.  A green light on the panel tells him that he can remove his helmet, which he does and then turns the lever that will open the door to his comfortable, but small living unit.

“Honey, I’m home,” he yells out, sarcastically.

A cold white face sitting on top of a mechanical bipedal creature appears from the hallway beyond.  It looks like a small child but the servo-motors and gears grinding away quietly give it away as a robot.

“Good evening, Captain Mark.  Can I get you something to drink?” she asks, raising her right arm slowly.

“Yes, anything wet and cold and at about ten percent alcohol would be great, Angelina,” Captain Montalvo replies.

“Yes, sir.  I’ll bring it right away,” the robot replies and glides off to the tiny kitchen which is jokingly referred to as the Cantina.

As he watches the robot glide down the hall, he removes his space suit and places it on a hook on the wall behind his lounge chair.  He wanders into the bedroom portion of his living quarters and retrieves his favorite sweater and pants and puts them on.

Relaxing in his comfortable ‘civies’, but decidedly hungry after a hard day’s work, he’s ready for his dinner, a green tube of Space Force rations meant to taste something like a hamburger with fries, but actually tasting more like fertilizer, probably because it has been stored right next to the colony’s fertilizer supply for years prior to his arrival.

He notes to himself that the robot will only be able to bring him a glass of plain, unflavored, non-bubbly, non-alcoholic water, H2O, not even cold, directly disobeying his orders once again.

Leaning back in his lounge chair, Captain Montalvo happily fantasizes about his return to the Earth one day and being hailed as a great hero.

Angelina slowly delivers the glass of water and the tube of rations that is his dinner, then heads back out to her charging station in the kitchen pantry and shuts herself down.

Mark stoically watches his sole companion go through her normal daily shut-down routine as he consumes his meal as slowly as possible.  

“Good night, Angelina,” he says as is his custom every night.

He leans his head back and starts to relax.

On the TV screen across the room, he has the sound turned off so he can’t make out exactly what has the newsman so excited.  He’s too tired to lift the remote to find out.

As he nods off, the first wave approaches this part of the solar system.  First it encounters Pluto and Charon, then the outer Gas Giants and then Mars and eventually on to hit the Earth.

The wave will knock out all communications and power for a few minutes.  The life forms who are alive at the time will not feel it, but they will feel deep down that something about their own skin and bones as well as the world around them has changed, but not in any way, shape or form that allows for them to describe it.  

Mark awakens suddenly with a tremendously refreshed feeling, a sort of happy lightness, something akin to a margarita buzz.  

“Pretty good drink you brought me last night, Angelina?  Where’d you get the tequila?” He asks her which makes the robot stand up quickly.

“What tequila?  You know we don’t have any alcoholic spirits here on Mars, Mark,” she replies with just a hint of ridicule.

He knows she cannot tell a lie.  Groaning slightly, he pulls himself up and out of his comfy lounge chair and grabs his space suit and helmet.  

Angelina hands him a cup of stale warmed-over coffee which he gulps down fast so that he doesn’t have to taste it and follows it with a mouthful of his breakfast tube rations.

He pulls on his space suit and forces his body through the airlock and outside of his domed living unit with the intention of beginning another uneventful day on the farm.  

He’s shocked to the core and almost falls down as he looks up to view a bright cobalt blue sky.  All around the surrounding hills giant Redwood trees are standing tall, proudly reaching for the sky.

The valley where his beans were fully planted is now filled with row upon row of uniformly constructed residential ranch style homes that can only be family dwellings since they are laid out in a perfect array of streets that lead up to boulevards that again lead to wider roadways beyond.  

He is even more shocked to see hundreds of small, energetic humans riding bicycles around the streets or playing baseball in a nearby park.  He hears the smack of a bat hitting a baseball squarely for what must be a ‘homer’.  Then it hits him that not a single one of the people out there is wearing any kind of protective suit or helmet.

A honey bee hovers near Mark’s face plate.  How can a honey bee survive up here, he muses.  He quickly pulls off his helmet and takes a small and careful sniff.  The smell of the fresh air is intoxicating.  He fills his lungs.  The air is resplendent with the thick and delicious aroma of jasmine and heather, poppies, dahlias, lilies, apples, oranges and so many other wonderful things he hasn’t smelled since he was a small boy. 

A young red-headed woman notices Mark and cheerily walks up from one of the houses nearby.  

“Mark, it’s so good to see you out and about today,” she says with a warm smile.

“Do I know you?” he replies.

“Oh, Mark, you’re always so funny.  You only know me from the last twenty-five years that we’ve lived here,” she replies, noticing he’s wearing his space suit again.

“How do you explain all of this?” Mark asks her, urgently gesturing up at the clear blue sky.

“Don’t you remember, Mark.  You were one of the earliest engineers when you helped move Mars about twenty million miles closer to the sun.  They gave you the farm as your reward and so you were one of the first to see the changes, don’t you remember?” the woman asks him.

Mark stands in place staring around at the strange scene in front of him, struggles to confirm any of this information and scratches his head.

“No, I don’t remember any of that,” he mumbles, dropping his helmet on the grass.

‘Grass?  He even has grass?’ he wonders.

“Yes, they installed a dozen Anti-Matter Ion engines on the far side of the planet, fired them in unison so that they could all push Mars closer to the Sun,” she says.

“You say I worked on that?” Mark asks the woman.

“Yes, you were an engineer on that project.  Lots of people thought it would destabilize the orbits of all the other planets, but it didn’t.  A science guy, Sam Harper won the Nobel Prize for coming up with the idea and convincing everyone it could work,” she says, starting to tire.

“It made the planet almost a hundred degrees warmer, Mark and your farm here was just the start. With the warmer temperatures, we could plant lots of things here and then people started coming here by the millions.  My family was one of the first group,” she continues patiently, trying her best to comfort the old man.

“We’re like a giant greenhouse for the Earth now.  We owe so much of it to you, Mark,” she says warmly and patting him on his arm.

“Moved Mars closer to the sun?  What?  How’d they do that, again?” he asks.

“Well, with the anti-matter engines, Mark.  Everyone knows that.  You were one of the astronauts who placed them on the planet so that they could slowly nudge Mars into a tighter orbit.  Don’t you recall?  It took a little over five years before they got the planet closer to the sun and then stabilized the orbit.  But now, here we are.  Our orbit is only a few million miles from the Earth too so travel up here is quick and easy.  We feed over half of the people of the Earth and we even have a thriving tourist industry up here too,” she reminds him.

“It’s almost like living in paradise, thanks to you,” she says, shaking her head so that her hair sparkles in the sunlight.

Mark looks at her carefully trying to assess if she’s telling him the truth or if her story is all some kind of an extensive joke.

At this point, they can hear Angelina’s servo motors propelling her along the road behind them.  She stops and takes Captain Montalvo’s hand in hers.

“Come along, Captain, it’s time for your nap, sir,” the robot states, gently pulling him forward.

“You in on this joke too, Angelina?” he mutters in her direction.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Captain,” Angelina replies.  She looks at the woman and gives her a wink as only a robot can.

The woman turns and begins to walk back to her house. She mumbles the word ‘Alzheimers’ to herself and shakes her head sadly.
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“This is going to be so much fun, Sam.  I’m so glad you thought of this,” Lindsay says, squeezing my hand.  

We’ve just boarded one of the new space liners from Disneyland Space.  It’s the largest space vehicle ever constructed at just over six hundred feet long.  It carries more than five thousand passengers and a crew of nearly one thousand with more than twenty-five hundred private cabins that are stacked on top of each other along the sides of the ship like the old container ships that once ruled the oceans.

My wife and I have been escorted to our cabin.  The orderly shows us around and instructs us on how to use the toilets and the blast-off chairs that are protruding out of the wall of our cabin.

He points out the four Rolls Royce anti-matter engines denoted by four graceful nacelles high above the long cigar shaped upper deck and capable of bringing the ship to a small fraction of light speed.  

He tells us when the Blast-off sirens go off, we’ve got to be strapped down in our chairs or the ship will not lift off and then he shows us once more how to strap ourselves in.

The Disney people have designed a flight path from the ship’s base near Orlando Florida’s Epcot Center that takes the space tourists passing close to the Moon and then on to Mars in three days.

Using several recent science fiction movie characters as part of the crew, all Disney productions of course, they offer their space tourists seven days and nights of low-gravity adventures on the surface of Mars and below ground in a honeycomb of mysterious ancient caverns that have been excavated over the years.

“I’m glad you’re up for this, my love.  I’ve wanted to do this for years.  It’s odd, though.  I can’t seem to remember when we first inhabited Mars.  Can you?” I ask.

“No, I can’t either, but you have to admit, this is pretty comfy-cosy,” she says, playfully jumping on the bed, motioning for me to lie down next to her, which I do readily.

We get into a little canoodling, if you know what I mean, when what can only be described as the ‘blast-off siren’ screams at us from somewhere way too close to my head.

A hologram figure posing as a flight attendant appears in the middle of the room and instructs us as to how to get in the chair quickly and reminds us that the ship cannot lift off until all passengers are fully strapped in.

I help Lindsay up off the bed and into her chair.

“There will be plenty of time for canoodling, later, my love,” I tell her with a wink.

We carefully follow the instructions from the hologram attendant for getting ourselves strapped in for take-off.

They say that you cannot prepare yourself for a space tourist blast-off like this and I didn’t believe it until this particular moment.

There’s a brief count-down from the number ten and then at ‘Zero’ you suddenly feel your stomach go up into your brain and your brain actually stretches to several thousand miles in length.  I kid you not.  And oddly enough the math and science courses that you didn’t quite appreciate when you were a kid are all instantly clear and simple and you can’t understand why you never saw it all so clearly before. 

You know instantly that it was simply a matter of not stretching your mind in the right direction, which the incredible acceleration of the ‘Star Princess’ is now doing for us effortlessly.  What they don’t tell you is that the blast-off chairs wirelessly connect your brain to the computer network that is the brains for the ship.

The instantaneous wisdom and knowledge gained by all passengers from the blast-off will be the main topic of conversation at nearly all the dinner tables.  The individual enlightenment of each of us seems incredible and tops everything anyone has known before and yet this is just the beginning.  It’s also something so indefinable that the Disney people have to leave it out of the brochures.  My own story is one of the least amazing around our table.

The roar of the engines subsides a bit and the safety lights in the cabin turn from red to green which means we can unstrap from the blast-off chair and so we do.  Our hologram attendant is showing us where to locate our Velcro boots.

We’re immediately hit with the new sensation of weightlessness.  Lindsay and I immediately start floating about in the middle of the room.  We finally manage to grab each other and wiggle our way around the room until we find the boots, actually more like slippers, that will allow us to walk around the ship safely.  We quickly slip them on.

“Attention, passengers.  We’ll be passing by the Moon in about three minutes,” I assume it’s the captain’s voice coming from the intercom.

“You’ll want to get your Velcro boots down onto the floor as quickly as possible and start learning how to walk around in Zero G’s,” the voice informs us.

“By the way, I’m Captain Tom Baker and I’ll be yakking at you over your intercoms from time to time to call your attention to some of the sights along the way.  You’ve seen most of them in NASA photographs, but when you see them with your own eyes, they’re something to remember for sure.  So always have your cameras near at hand,” he tells us.

“If you look out your windows, you’ll notice the Moon is now passing us by on our starboard side,” he says.

“What?  Oh great, that’s the right side of the ship and we’re on the left side,” I complain loudly to my wife.

“Oh, no.  That’s not fair.  I wanted to see that,” she replies.  

As if he heard us, the Captain turns the ship sharply to the right and down, making a slow loop, or a low orbit, around the Moon just so that both sides of the ship can view it.

Lindsay and I rush over to the port windows to take a look.

“Amazing desolation,” I mumble.  

Lindsay says something like ‘Wow, what are those?’

Scattered across the gray rocky surface of the Moon are groups of small gray huts huddled together.  On their periphery are what can only be smoothed out landing fields.  One of the circular pads contains a boxy metal contraption that looks as though it could be the remains of the first lunar lander from decades in the past.

“What you see below is the old Astronaut lunar training facility.  It hasn’t been in service for years now since most of the old rockets have become completely obsolete.  Today, as you know, we train our astronauts in simulators and it takes about five hours in one of those babies to make an excellent astronaut, like all of you now on board the Star Princess today.  When you get a chance, go to the game deck and give yourself some astronaut training if you care to.  It could come in handy someday,” the Captain cajoles.

Soon the Moon is fading to a small speck of light.  Beyond the gravitational field of the Earth and the Moon, the cruise ship is able to pick up more speed and will soon approach their final cruising speed of 6.7% of the speed of light or roughly twenty-million meters per second.  

At this cruising speed, the ship will reach Mars in its current close, but not closest proximity, to the Earth in precisely seventy-six hours and fifteen minutes or a little more than three days.

The first thing they say you should do when getting on a space cruise ship like this is to go and find out where your assigned seating is for meals.  So, that’s exactly what Lindsay and I decide to do.  

Coming into the main entrance, the dining hall is so big, the opposite end is barely visible.  It bends around a corner following the outer walls of the ship.  I imagine it curving back behind us in one continuous looping hallway.  But I’m surprised that there are so few people here.  

We find our seats after a few minutes wandering between tables and decide that it’s not time to eat just yet, only recently getting our stomachs back.

Lindsay suggests we take a different route back to our cabin just for the exercise noting that the Velcro boots make it a better workout than normal walking because you have to literally pull your feet up and away from the sticky surface material at every step.

We finally reach the outer corridor of the C-level deck on the port side where we can guess that our cabin should be a few hundred feet away.

Looking out through the small port hole on the exterior wall I make out a small red dot way ahead in the darkness of space. 

“Look, that must be Mars,” I tell Lindsay excitedly.

“Where?” she replies.

I hold her hand and use her index finger to rub the area of the window where I believe I’ve spotted our destination.

“Over there.  See it now?” I ask.

“Oh, yes, there it is.  Isn’t that magnificent?” she says, squeezing my hand and putting her right arm around my waist.

We interrupt our walk to enjoy the amazing
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