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Episode Two
Rocky

In retrospect, Jason Space—or, as he preferred to be called, Mr. Space—probably shouldn't have picked up that shiny rock.

He had no particular reason for wanting it in the first place. He and his friend, Captain Helena Galaxy, were merely visiting an uncharted planet in the Unexplored Regions because Galaxy was interested in studying a variety of fungus feet, an extremely rare plant in its own right, that was said to grow there. Space was not much interested in that kind of thing, but he did have an eye for drama and, in his opinion, the shiny rock—which he christened “Rocky”—looked dramatic.

After all, it was fiery red, curved like a knife, and gave off an aura that made Space feel even more dramatic than usual (either that or it was gas, although he liked to think it was the former). It was unlike any other rock Space had seen in his time, which wasn't saying much, as Space was only 28. Still, he'd been all over the universe in the last five years and couldn't say that this rock was exactly like all of the other rocks that he had seen.

When he showed it to Galaxy, she dismissed it as nothing more than a shiny, unimportant space rock. That offended Rocky; not Space, but Rocky. He couldn't explain how he knew that Rocky was offended by Galaxy's dismissive attitude towards it, so he merely thought that he was projecting his own feelings onto it, as he was wont to do sometimes with his physical possessions.

When Galaxy and Space returned to their starship, the Adventure, Space showed Rocky to Sparky, their resident robot assistant. Unlike Galaxy, Sparky did show interest in the rock, although Space didn't know if that was because Sparky was actually interested in it or if he simply did it to avoid harming Space's feelings. All Space knew was that Rocky saw through Sparky's insincerity and had since told Space not to speak to Sparky about Rocky ever again.

So Space put Rocky in a glass container in his quarters in the Adventure, which he placed on his bedside dresser. This seemed to please Rocky, because in the days afterward, Rocky didn't bother Space in the slightest. In fact, Rocky was so quiet that Space eventually became convinced that Rocky was just that: a rock. A pretty rock, maybe, but a rock just the same.

As the weeks went on, Space put Rocky more or less out of his mind, save for at bedtime, when Space had to return to his room. He'd see Rocky, but even then would not give the shiny stone much thought. He was usually too tired to do much else but take off his clothes (he preferred to sleep naked) and get into bed and fall asleep.

Such was the routine that Space went through until one day near the beginning of January, when he was aiding Sparky in repairing one of the Adventure's computers. According to Sparky, the computer refused to turn on. This was a big deal because this particular computer monitored and controlled the ship's air levels. If it was broken, they would have no way of telling how much air the ship had or when it would run out. That wouldn't be so bad for Sparky, perhaps, but for Space and Galaxy—who were air-breathing organic beings—that would be quite unfortunate.

Because Space could not reach under there, he merely stood by and handed Sparky whatever tools the robot asked for as he worked on the computer from the inside. Sparky had removed a panel under the computer to allow him to stick his head into its innards, a task he had little trouble doing thanks to his shortness and small head.

“What's the problem look like?” Space asked Sparky.

“Some fried circuitry,” said Sparky, his voice slightly muffled by the computer. “The damage is rather extensive, but I believe we have the necessary tools and material to fix it. It shouldn't take long now.”

Space looked around. “Why isn't Galaxy helping you? Doesn't she love doing this stuff?”

“Captain Galaxy is trying to repair a leak in the ship's engines,” said Sparky. “That is why she's not here.”

Space folded his arms as he leaned against the wall. “Two ship problems in one day? When did this ship become so bad?”

“The Adventure is an expertly-designed starship, Mr. Space,” said Sparky. “It is probably one of the best in its class, thanks in no small part to Captain Galaxy's expert knowledge of starship building. But even the best ship faces problems every now and then, sometimes multiple at once.”

“I don't like this,” said Space. He looked up at the florescent lights running across the ceiling, and sighed. “I want to be out adventuring, fighting evildoers, and discovering new worlds. Not helping a robot repair a starship.”

“Mr. Space, you cannot fight evildoers and discover new worlds without a working starship,” said Sparky, without pulling his head out from under the computer console. “So, unless you wish to be a lifeless hunk of meat within the next couple of hours, I suggest you hand me the pliers.”

Grumbling, Space bent over and reached into the toolbox. He dug through wrenches, laser wrenches, electric wrenches, various screwdrivers (including one that he remembered could emit sonic blasts), and various other tools, but did not find the pliers. “Um, they're not here.”

“What?” said Sparky, though his robotic voice did not make him sound very surprised. “Where are they, then?”

“I don't know,” said Space as he dug through the tools. “No pliers anywhere. They seem to have mysteriously vanished.”

Sparky made a strange robotic sound that might have been a sigh. “Then go to the storage room. There's bound to be an extra pair in there. We have extras of every tool in that toolbox; I should know, since I do the inventory on our supplies once a week.”

“Okay,” said Space. “I'll be back soon. In fact, I'll be back sooner than you can say, 'Mr. Space is awesome!'”

Without waiting for Sparky to say that, Space dashed out of the control room and down the ship's main hallway. As he did so, he caught a flash of red out of the corner of his eye, but when he looked in that direction, he saw nothing except a wall. That was strange. The flash of red had been exactly the same hue as that of Rocky, but Space dismissed it as nothing more than one of the flashing lights on the walls (even though there were no flashing lights on that particular wall, much less flashing red lights).

It took Space only a few minutes to reach the storage room and find a pair of old-looking pliers. With the pliers in hand (not in his pockets; his pockets weren't deep enough to hold the pliers), Space ran back to Sparky, who he found sitting up and looking around the area with that same blank expression the robot usually wore.

“Here are the pliers, Sparky,” said Space, handing them to the robot. “Say, what's the matter? You look like ... actually, I can't read your expression, but you seem a bit puzzled.”

“That is one way to put it,” said Sparky as he took the pliers. His metallic lips frowned. “My sensors picked up an unknown surge of energy nearby, but it was only for a very brief second. I can only assume that my sensors must be a bit bugged. I will have to run a diagnostic on myself once I am done fixing the computer.”

“Eh, I'm sure it was nothing,” said Space, leaning against the wall again. “I, too, feel surges of energy from time to time, but that usually means I just had too much sugar. Which Galaxy continually reminds me is bad for my health, but I've made it this far on sugar and I don't seem that bad, do I?”

Sparky didn't respond. He just gave the hallway a curious look before sticking his head underneath the open computer console again.

The rest of the repairs went smoothly, and in another hour Sparky announced that he had finished his work. At the same time, Captain Galaxy—with her long black hair tied back by a bandana—entered the control room, where Space and Sparky had been working, carrying a large toolbox. Her uniform was stained with red oil and she had a puzzled expression on her face.

“Did the repairs on the engine go well, Galaxy?” said Space, sitting down in his control chair.

Galaxy nodded, although she didn't appear to be listening. “Yes, yes, but I wonder ...”

“What do you wonder?” said Space. “Do you wonder if your clothes need a wash? Because I think they do.”

Galaxy rolled her eyes. “That's not what I'm wondering, Space, but thanks for your insightful opinion.”

“No problem,” said Space, leaning back in his chair. “Insightfulness is but one of my many talents and gifts.”

“Do you know what caused the leak, Captain Galaxy?” Sparky asked.

“It wasn't just an energy leak,” said Galaxy, shaking her head as she took a seat opposite Space. “One whole engine was completely inoperational. It looked like someone had ripped the wiring with a sword or maybe even with their bare hands.”

“Galaxy, are you suggesting that someone sabotaged the ship?” said Space, leaning forward anxiously.

“That's what it looked like to me,” said Galaxy. “That doesn't make any sense, though, because there's no one else on this ship but us three. And none of us would want to sabotage this ship.”

Something in Space's mind nudged him and he said abruptly, “Don't forget Rocky. He's a person just like you and me and Sparky.”

“Technically, I am a robot, not a person,” said Sparky.

Galaxy shook her head. “Rocky is a rock, Space. I don't understand why that's so hard for you to wrap your head around.”

“She may be a rock—”

“She?”

Space blinked and stared at Galaxy, unsure why she had said that. “Yes, I said she. Why?”

Galaxy tossed a puzzled glanced at Sparky, who merely shrugged. “Why did you call Rocky a 'she'? Where did that idea come from?”

Space scratched the back of his head. “Um ... I don't know. It just popped into my head while we were talking and I rolled with it. It must be my creative mind anthropomorphizing Rocky.”

“But Rocky is a male
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