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Pilot Cambrie
Jarvis smiled when she walked through the opened doorway into the
brightly lit and well stocked modern galley on S.S. Disco
Dancer. The standard grey walls of the galley, and the fresh,
odour free, circulated air made her feel safe and secure, and at
home.

Glad that the
two bench seats, designed to fit three crew members comfortably
either side of the cleared table, were empty at the start of the
morning shift, Cam crossed to the rear counter. She reached for the
opened packet of coffee beans, while she softly hummed a tune she
heard while exercising the day before. After she filled the coffee
grinder waiting next to the percolator, the tiny machine drowned
out her humming as it crushed the beans.

She glanced
along the wide counter that covered the length of the back wall
behind the fixed table and benches to the closed pantry door, to
confirm every implement was clean and ready to prepare the next
meal for the crew.

When she
switched off the noisy grinder the low hum of Dancer’s
engines returned.

She filled the
percolator with water, added the ground beans and turned on the
machine, leaving it to do its magic and fill the galley with smell
of cooked coffee beans.

Cam munched a
dry muesli bar while she checked the pantry for available fresh
fruit and vegetables so she could plan what to cook for the next
meal, and was surprised to find a large pumpkin waiting next to a
bowl full of salad leaves.

She loved
pumpkin salad, and could prepare it early and serve with protein
steaks.

After placing
the pumpkin and salad greens on the counter, she returned to the
pantry for a bottle of tomato sauce she made when she first arrived
on Dancer, and placed it next to the pumpkin, then set to
work peeling and dicing the pumpkin before placing it in the
steamer. She left it to cook while she prepared the greens, still
humming softly.

The smell of
percolated coffee filled the galley and drifted out into
Dancer’s main corridor before her brother, Ray appeared in
the galley doorway and breathed in deeply. His loose fitted navy
blue suit jacket, offset with a pale blue shirt, covered his tall
thin frame, and black boots peeked out from the bottoms of his suit
trousers. She decided not to comment, even though his outfit would
be uncomfortable for working on a space ship.

“Just what I
need.” He smiled at Cam after he slid onto the bench seat. Then he
raised his eyebrows and widened his eyes.

Cam laughed at
his antics, remembering the many times he did the same thing when
they were children in their grandmother’s kitchen, before he was
forcefully taken away by the government and tested for his psychic
abilities.

She grabbed a
mug, poured a cup of black coffee and placed it on the table, then
stepped back to study her brother. He was too thin, but other than
that, he had the same twinkle in his eyes, same thick head of long
brown hair, with one strand that dropped onto his forehead no
matter how much he combed it back.

“So this is
where you work?” Ray sipped the coffee before he glanced around the
galley.

“Everyone
takes turns preparing meals, but mostly everyone uses the food
dispenser for quick meals.” Cam pointed to the large machine in the
opposite corner to the table and bench seats.

“Jamie
explained the slop machine yesterday. It sounds like the meals the
guards dished out between sessions.” Ray shrugged, dismissing his
misfortune at being locked up and tested by government for most of
his life.

“You will get
used to dehydrated powder mixed with water, as it is the only way
to carry food in space. We are lucky Captain Benson insists on
sacrificing storage space for ’ponics. At least, we have fresh
vegetables at least once a week.” She smiled at Ray. He had so much
to learn if he was to survive on the space ship. “Every day Gran
contacted someone, trying to get you released. She only stopped the
day before she died.”

Cam wondered
if she should remind him of everything he missed over the years,
then decided to wait until he wanted to talk about it. She turned
back to the bench and gathered the ingredients for bread.

“I figured if
I followed my nose, I would find the kitchen. And here it is.”
Parker Wilson, dressed in a pale brown sweatsuit and brown
sneakers, walked into the galley, saw Ray sipping coffee, and slid
onto the bench seat next to him.

His pale blue
eyes followed every movement Cam made as she placed four coffee
mugs and the coffee pot on the table.

“Help
yourself.” She was not sure if she trusted Ray’s friend, but
studied his features including his bushy eyebrows, frown lines,
pale blue eyes that unsettled her, wide jaw bones and small dimple
on his chin, so she would recognise him if she dreamed about him.
His strawberry blond, curly hair needed a trim, and his two day
growth of blond hair on his face would make a thick beard if he let
it grow.

“Thanks,”
Parker flashed a quick smile towards Cam before he poured coffee
into the closest mug. “Sweetener?”

Cam retrieved
the honey and sugar from the cupboard and placed them on the
table.

“Real sugar!”
Ray grabbed the sugar and poured some into his mug while Cam
retrieved plastic spoons and placed them on the table next to the
honey container.

Parker stirred
his coffee and dropped the plastic spoon on the table before he
raised the mug. He savoured the smell for a moment, then took a
cautious sip, realised it was not too hot, so took a mouthful of
coffee. He heaved a loud sigh. “Perfect.”

“What is
perfect?” Captain Anakin Benson walked into the galley, nodded to
Cam while he retrieved a muesli bar, then slid into the bench seat
opposite Ray and Parker.

“Cam’s
coffee.” Parker raised his mug, allowing the smell to drift towards
Captain Benson, then took another sip. “If you are here, and Cam is
here, who is flying this ship?”

“Pilot Blayze
Kim.” Captain Benson poured coffee into one of the free mugs, then
left it to cool while he ate the energy bar.

Dravin
Castaneda, the older and quieter of the two crew members, walked
into the galley, retrieved a bar and slid onto the bench seat next
to the captain. He nodded at the others, poured a mug of coffee and
sipped, ignoring the sweeteners.

Cam finished
placing the ingredients into the bread machine, set it to kneed,
then poured her own mug of coffee. She elected to stand, leaning
against the bench next to the food dispenser, so she could see
everyone at the table. She sipped the coffee and waited for the
others to talk.

Dravin smiled
at Cam then returned to stare at his coffee, ignoring the muesli
bar. She guessed he was tired. “Where is Jamie?”

“In ’ponics,
waiting for you.” Dravin sipped his coffee.

Captain Benson
glanced at Dravin. “A down shift for you, when you finish your
meal.” When Dravin nodded, the captain glanced at Ray and Parker.
“You two need to learn all the areas of the ship, and the safety
rules, then we will do a drill so you can practice what you
learnt.”

“Yes, but what
can we do?” Parker looked around the galley. “I can’t cook,” he
looked at Cam, “or pilot, or anything else. What do I need to learn
to help run this ship?”

“You and Ray
will learn ’ponics to free Cam, so she can concentrate on piloting
and training both of you to do what you do best.” Captain Benson
waved his left hand. “All that psychic stuff. When she figures out
what you can do, you will use your abilities to help us locate rich
streams of dust, or other planets worth mining, or whatever else
you can do.”

Cam
interrupted before the captain continued. “They are citizens, so
first, they need to learn all the safety rules passengers
learn.”

“Yes,” Captain
Benson nodded. “Jamie and Dravin can teach them that.” He looked at
the two psychics. “You will be tested and drilled in evac
procedures, before you progress to normal joat duties.”

Ray looked at
Parker.

Parker
shrugged and answered the silent question. “Have no idea what he
just said, but I am willing to learn if it means I don’t have to go
back to prison.”

Ray
nodded.

Dravin raised
his head. “The Captain said you have to learn how to survive in
space which you will be taught, just like every other passenger
learns. Then you will help Jamie and me with all the mundane tasks
to keep this girl,” he looked at the walls and the ceiling of the
galley, “running smoothly, so the pilots can get us from here to
wherever we need to go to earn our wages gathering rare
metals.”

“But, what is
evac and what is joat?” Parker looked from Dravin to the captain,
then across at Cam.

Cam placed her
empty mug on the counter beside her before she answered. “Evac
stands for evacuation procedures, and that means getting from
wherever you are on Dancer to the closest rescue pod ready
to leave the ship. Joat stands for Jack of All Trades, which is the
term for crew, who have to handle maintenance and repairs, and all
other tasks required to run a ship.”

“Oh, is that
all. I am willing to learn all that.” Parker finished his coffee
and placed the empty mug on the table. “Right, where do I start?”
He slid off the bench seat and waited in the doorway for Ray.

Ray slid off
the seat and stood next to Parker. “Where do we go?”

Captain Benson
answered. “I suggest you go to ‘ponics first and help Jamie finish
up there. Then help or just watch Jamie until the end of this
shift. Cam should have something figured out by then, and if not,
Dravin will take you through safety. Until then, don’t touch
anything or do anything except as told by Jamie.”

“Okay.” Ray
and Parker walked into the corroder, then stopped.

Parker turned
back, a grin on his face. “Where exactly is ‘ponics?”

Dravin stood.
“I will take them there.” He walked out and turned right. The other
two followed him.

Cam looked at
Captain Benson. “I think it will be a case of the blind leading the
sighted.”

“I think you
meant to say the blind leading the blind.”

“No,” Cam
shook her head, “I have no idea how to train them. They certainly
must know what to do, since they were tested the whole time they
were locked up.”

The captain
nodded. “It needs to be you who trains them.”

“Why?”

“You need to
work out what you will teach them or what to test the day before
you plan on testing them. Then you can sleep, and if you dream of
any danger before it happens, you can change the testing to remove
the danger, to either them or the ship.”

“Oh.” Cam
thought over the captain’s suggestion. “That might work.”

“Speaking of
dream warnings, remembered any from last shift?”

“Not exactly.
Just a sense of working contentedly for the next week, while the
rest of you seem happy.” Cam shrugged, then smiled. “I will tell
you if I do dream of danger, if I remember it when I wake.”

Captain Benson
slid off the bench seat walked across to the steamer.
“Pumpkin?”

“For a salad.
I was planning on serving it with steaks. Oh, I need to visit
‘ponics to look for any fruit to plan the second course.” Cam
gathered the empty mugs and stacked them in the washer, then closed
the lid, without starting the cycle. She would wait until she
finished cooking, to fill the washer with the used utensils.

“When you have
finished here, come to the bridge.”

Cam turned and
looked at Captain Benson. “Why do I need to test them?”

“To prove they
are not dangerous to ordinary citizens.”

“What
citizens?” Cam frowned.

“Why, us, of
course.” The captain smiled, before he left the galley.

She glanced
around the galley. The bread machine mixed the ingredients, the
pumpkin slowly cooked. She placed the coffee pot back on the
heater, to keep it warm for when she finished in ‘ponics.

While she
walked down the corridor towards hydroponics she wondered how she
could train Ray and Parker quickly. She knew the captain had a
vision of placing a psychic on every ship in his fleet because he
had the idea they would be an asset to the crews and the company.
Not that she could see how their abilities could help. At least,
when she dreamed of danger, she could prepare the captain and crew
to be ready for the danger.

Until she had
some idea what Ray and Parker could do, she could not see how they
could help, other than take some of the maintenance duties off
Jamie and Dravin.

She though
over what she already knew. Ray said he found things and when he
told Parker, Parker manipulated others to bring the things to Ray
or him. That was not really legal. In fact, it was criminal to
force others to do things against their will. She really needed to
figure out how that could help run a space ship.

She reached
‘ponics and palmed open the door.

Ray and Parker
stood beside Jamie in front of the mixer while he showed them how
to program for the different rows of vegetables.

She stood just
inside the closed door and listened to Jamie talk about the dangers
of over-mixing powered fertilizer with fluids, loud enough to be
heard over the hum of the mixers and pumps.

What duties
could the two new crew members do? Work in ‘ponics. Help with
maintenance. Help Jamie and Dravin with their joat duties. She
agreed with all that.

Which left her
wondering how she could test their psychic abilities. Record what
they already knew they could do, then record details of how they
did it. Why would she do that. They already know what they can do.
No, she remembered, the captain needed records to prove to the
Earth governments that psychics were not dangerous to ordinary
citizens, so more could be released from prison.

Then what?
Fill every space ship and every navy vessel with psychics?

Cam worried
about finding time to test her brother and his friend when she
already cooked, piloted Dancer one shift a day, worked in
hydroponics, and needed to sleep for eight hours every day so she
could dream of any danger that was about to happen. That was, if
she remembered what she dreamed when she woke so she could warn the
others.

“Cam!”

Cam looked at
Jamie, waiting with his hands on his hips. She guessed he had
called to her a few times from the expression on his face.

“With us
now?”

Cam
nodded.

“I was telling
Ray and Parker about you accidentally killing a crop of seedlings
because you were not paying attention to the programming.” Jamie
smiled at Cam.

“Yes, I did.”
She walked over to the three males. “Did you also tell them I was
worried sick about the crew facing danger at the time?”

Jamie nodded.
“So what are you worried about now?”

“I was
wondering how I was supposed to train these two.” She look at Ray
and Parker.

Jamie looked
at the two new crew members. “That is easy. I will teach them all
the joat duties, then you can test them.” Jamie flashed a quick
smile at Cam. “Leaves you time to think of how you can use their
unique abilities to help the rest of us.”

“What if we
don’t pass the joat tests?” Ray raised his eyebrows and looked
directly at Cam.

“Then you keep
learning until you do.” She smiled back at Ray.

“So,” Jamie
glanced at Cam, “are you here to help us?”

“No. I came to
collect any citrus or other fruit, so I can prepare second course
for tonight.”

“Good.” Jamie
turned to look at Parker and Ray. “Cam is a really good cook.” He
waited for nods from both of them before he turned back to Cam.
“Help yourself.” Jamie waved towards the rear wall where the citrus
trees grew in large tubs, before he turned back to the program for
the dispersal tanks.

Cam heard Ray
reply softly to Jamie, “I remember eating what she cooked,” as she
walked to the far wall and the row of citrus trees.
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Cam entered
Dancer’s bridge and breathed in the faint but distinctive
smell of leather coming from the real leather chairs, while the
door slid shut behind her with a slight hiss of escaping air.

The faint
metallic taste emitted from the computers, monitors and other
machinery present on all bridges coated her tongue. She felt at
home and smiled, taking a moment to remember how lucky she was to
be a permanent member of Dancer’s crew.

She remembered
when she first entered the bridge after she was rescued from one of
S.S. Desert Run’s escape pod. She had noticed how dust free,
tidy, and up-to-date the control panels were compared to her
previous ship, and her opinion that Captain Benson ran a safe and
tidy ship had not changed from her first glance around this bridge.
She now knew that no expense was spared to keep Dancer’s
equipment up to date every time Dancer returned and docked
at ISS, Earth’s main space station.

Captain Benson
sat in the co-pilot chair, monitoring the control boards in front
of him. The pilot chair was empty, as was the third pilot
chair.

Blayze should
have been piloting the whole shift. He had to be in the ready room,
or taking a quick break, because her shift of piloting did not
start for another fifteen minutes. She glanced at the open ready
room door in the rear wall of the bridge on the opposite side to
the bridge access from the corridor.

That lead to
her thinking of her first interview with the captain in the ready
room, and her asking for a position on his crew, and once employed
how Maslynn McGowan, one of Dancer’s pilots, overstepped her
authority by displaying her jealousy of Cam in front of
Dancer’s crew. Thankfully, she now piloted for S.S. Disco
Drummer under Captain Frank Robertson, well away from Cam.

Cam forced the
memories away, and walked across to the third pilot’s chair, on the
left of Captain Benson. She sat, and settled a headset over her
head against her left ear. She moved it around until it was
comfortable before she opened communications to silently monitor
all the crew, while she took note of the instrument boards in front
of her.

Everything was
running smoothly, so she relaxed.

“Finished
preparing the meal?”

“Yes,” Cam
answered Captain Benson’s question. “Jamie can program the steaks
to go with the pumpkin salad and fresh bread when he finishes his
duties. I made two lemon meringue pies and one lime tart, to be
served with either ice cream or custard.”

“Sounds good.
I am sure the crew will enjoy the meal.” The captain’s eyes
twinkled as he smiled.

Cam knew he
loved her lemon meringue pies, so was pleased there were enough
lemons to make her grandmother’s recipe, even though she used
powered egg white for the meringue instead of real eggs.

She glanced at
the overhead monitor displaying the scoop sails fully extended in
front of Dancer. “Already collecting baryons?”

The captain
nodded. “But not as much as I would like.” He tapped the control
board displaying the calculated space in the collection bins in the
hold where the sails funnelled all the space dust, before it was
sorted and processed.

“Where is
Blayze?”

“In the hold,
checking the intakes are not jammed. If they are not jammed, then
we need to search for a new area to mine.”

“What metals
are we looking for?” Cam glanced at the monitor in front of the
captain, displaying different streams of colour representing
different metals in the space in front of the scoop sails.

“I would like
to find Antimony and Tellurium, since we need to manufacture two
more solar sails, to replace the damaged ones.”

Cam shuddered,
remembering the sense of danger she had felt before the solar sail
shredded when small rocks slammed into them.

“More
dreams?”

“No, just
remembering.” Cam realised she felt contented and happy. “Nothing
to worry about at the moment.”

“I am hoping
we can collect the needed metals to manufacture our own sails,
rather than returning to the space station to purchase them. Too
dangerous to take Ray and Parker back until they familiarise
themselves to living and surviving in space, so I can transfer them
to one of the other ships.”

“Captain?”

Captain Benson
turned to look at the smaller of two monitors in front of him.
Blayze looked directly at the camera, but Cam could see the corner
of the large sorter that filled the middle of the hold behind
him.

“Yes?” The
captain answered Blayze.

“No
blockages.” Blayze floated out of view, before he came back into
view of the hold com unit. “I am returning to the bridge.”

“Thank you.”
Captain Benson flicked off the monitor.

“Blayze is not
suited?” Cam tried not to let any emotion show in her voice.

“No. Only
gravity is off.” Captain Benson smiled at Cam. “I like to keep the
air circulating in the hold while scooping, in case one of us needs
to enter to clear blockages.”

“That could be
dangerous.” Cam tried to remember everything she was taught at the
academy about hold procedures while scoop sails were extended.

“The only
danger is radiation if the dust escapes the bins before it is
sorted and treated.” He gave a half amused, half sarcastic grin. “I
am not in the habit of losing crew members by bypassing
procedures.”

“Oh, I never
meant to imply you were.” Cam tried not to blush. She studied her
control boards until she got her emotions under control.

She heard a
faint chuckle, and glanced at the captain, who was staring at her.
He laughed loudly. “Relax, Cam. I know you did not imply I was lax
in my responsibilities.”

Cam did not
know what to say, so kept quiet.

“I will show
you the hold after Blayze returns, to set your mind at ease
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