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Hi guys! Wow, it’s been such a great journey on Mars but I think I’m feeling a little tired now. My wheels are rusting and my camera’s not so reliable anymore. This may be the last update you’ll get from me. We’ve had a lot of fun, haven’t we? Learned a lot about Mars, seen some great pictures. Thanks for coming on the journey with me!

I’ll miss you guys. Beepy out!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

DON’T WORRY ABOUT IT




[image: ]


Dingy basement office, ASS Headquarters

Roger Franken, 59, scrolled through social media, becoming increasingly baffled. It’d been a couple hours since the post, and he was curious about the reactions. Purely from a marketing perspective, mind. He was wholly unprepared.

These people were nuts.

They were talking about throwing themselves off of bridges, throwing other people off of them, and some other weird and insane shit unrelated to bridges. They were crying their eyes out. They were comparing this to the loss of their parents.

He didn’t have a single clue what was going on.

He blinked a few times, exhaling some air. Roger was a businessman, had been his entire life. Advertising was his thing. He was a sucker for a good graph or ooh, a pie chart! He understood people. More than that, he understood what they wanted to buy. He believed first and foremost that keeping the customer happy was the number one priority.

His customers were not happy.

He shook his head, trying to figure things out. He was a smart man; he thought so, at least. He’d gotten through life with few known controversies and almost zero demotions. Working in various offices his entire life, he appreciated how things worked. Had he always believed in every task he’d had to undertake? Hell no, he wasn’t some brownnoser. Obviously, some of his work had been completely pointless and inexplicable but that was just the job. It came with the territory.

But this? This was going to be the end of him.

Why had he taken up that offer? Why hadn’t he stuck to his old, boring job for an easy life? Okay, he knew why. The money was a big factor. The only factor, if he wanted to be honest. Because the rest of it? That was a steaming pile of crap.

American Space Society. What a stupid name for a business. And a business that thought it could compete with NASA, no less. Who the fuck’s competing with NASA? Why would anyone else want to build rockets and satellites? They’re expensive as hell. You can’t make a profit off of those things. It was insane. Not only that, it was the most ridiculous, inane concept for a company that Roger had ever heard of. It was idiotic. The entire thing was ludicrous. ASS had no right to exist.

Still, the money, though.

Roger had ignored his ex-wife’s opinions about it and agreed to switch. That had been the last straw for her.

So, overall, an excellent deal at the time.

But these people... Jesus. They needed professional help or a punch in the face, or something. There had to be something he was missing. He’d never seen such an outcry before. He was out of his element here. Puzzled, he pressed his intercom.

‘Josh, could you get in here?’

Dutifully, his unpaid intern Josh came into his office, already nervous. He must’ve known what he was going to ask.

‘What the hell is this?’ Roger asked him, gesturing to his computer screen. ‘Have you seen this? I mean, what is this? I’m speechless.’

‘It’s social media, it’s what it’s like,’ Josh replied, which was something Roger had gotten sick of hearing months ago. He batted his explanation away.

‘Yeah, yeah. Heard you the first time you pulled that one. That doesn’t explain these reactions. We have grown adults in literal tears.’

‘They’re not really crying, it’s hyperbole. Look,’ Josh sighed gently, ‘there are millions of people on social media. Hundreds of millions. And the way to get attention and likes is to say these outlandish things. It’s funny, it’s a thing, you know?’

Roger didn’t know. Josh did not disguise his eye-roll well enough.

‘Don’t get yourself beat up about it. They’re not going to storm the building anytime soon. This is exactly what I told you would happen, remember? Trust me. It’ll blow over really quickly. You just need to let that happen. Do nothing. We’re good.’

God, he hated this kid. He thought he knew everything, but the problem was, he was barely twenty and already jaded. All these kids were. They didn’t give a damn about work and keeping customers happy. Do nothing? The hell kinda advice was that? That was a surefire way to lose control, and he didn’t like that. Pah, do nothing.

Still, he supposed it couldn’t hurt for one day. He’d keep an eye on things and see where that led.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

NO, REALLY, DON’T WORRY ABOUT IT




[image: ]


Dingy basement office, ASS Headquarters

Roger was living in a nightmare. They were still talking about it, and somehow the reactions were even more unhinged. He watched, transfixed, as a grown adult cried on camera for eight minutes and fifty-two seconds. There was no other sound. It was grotesque. He watched it again. He read possibly the worst combination of words in the English language in the supposed form of a poem. He just about managed to stop himself listening to a melodica tribute. Even he couldn’t go that far.

He buzzed Josh back in, and repeated the same conversation they’d had the day before.

‘It’s fine, forget about it,’ the kid told him through gritted teeth.

‘Fine? How is this fine? We’re one step away from a benefit concert for the little fucker.’

‘This is how these things go. It will die down tomorrow or the next day, I guarantee it. Trust me on this. Social media is my major.’

‘That’s the most depressing thing I’ve ever heard. No, wait. This is,’ Roger clarified, turning the melodica song on. Desperately, Josh pulled the plug on his speakers.

‘Rog, I’m begging you. Please stop finding this weird shit. You’re giving them views. It’s what they want.’

‘No, what they want is Beepy to still be alive,’ Roger argued. ‘I get it. I mean, I don’t get it, but I get it. Look, our job in this crap box of an office is supposed to be simple. We’re the transition team. The company’s moving onto the next guy. Beepy’s gone, let’s not waste any more time or money on it. Yada yada, you know the drill. We’re supposed to be keeping the customers on side. We need them to like us because the next rover’s got more expensive bells and whistles. More buttons, brighter lights. Fantastic pair of tits, remember?’

‘I swear, I will leave if you ever mention that again,’ Josh grimaced.

‘Alright, but if you’d seen them- Josh, wait! Fine, I’ll stop telling you. Yeesh, back to what I was saying. We have to do something. Say something to them. A post or whatever.’

‘No! That’s what they want. Think of it as a fire,’ the intern tried to explain. ‘It burns, it’s terrible, and then it goes out. But if you toss gas on it, what happens? Boom! Acknowledging this is gas. Reacting to this will cause everything to blow up. Remain calm. The storm will pass very quickly.’

‘Maybe that works for the other space guys, but not us. ASS is built differently. We are a company, first and foremost. We have customers and profits to make.’

‘That’s the problem,’ Josh sighed, exasperated. ‘This whole thing was a disaster from the start. I advised against everything related to Beepy, and you went and did it anyway. I have been biting my nails watching this. Please, don’t stress me any further. I can’t handle it.’

Roger grimaced, feeling really put out by his negative attitude.

‘You know what your problem is, Josh? You want us to fail. Everything is no, no, no with you. I mean, this hasn’t been a disaster at all. We have the highest engagement on all social media platforms, the president got voted in so we could do this; we’re gold, baby. Think about your resume. You had a big part in this. You were his voice. And thanks to you, that little fucker has overtaken the other cartoon-eyed moneymaker to be the biggest mascot in the world.’

‘Well, the “other mascot” has one thing that Beepy doesn’t: immortality. Beepy’s dead. You’ve cultivated an environment in which millions of people love that guy more than their kids, and we’ve just told them he’s a fucking corpse. That is the disaster that I foresaw.’

‘Which is why I think we should say something-’

‘No! It’s the worst thing you could- ugh, I’m not going through this again,’ Josh groaned, pinching the bridge of his nose. He took a breath. ‘Roger, I am begging you on this. Do not do anything. Let it go. It will die down. Trust me.’

He waited a moment, making sure Roger wasn’t going to say anything else. He nodded to himself.

‘Good,’ he continued. ‘Now, it is a Saturday tomorrow. I will not be coming in, and I will not be answering my phone. I know that you usually come into the office, but don’t. I mean it. Don’t. Take the day off. Take the weekend, in fact. Go to a strip club, or whatever you do in your spare time. On Monday, it’ll all be well. I promise you. Just listen to me this one time. Please?’

Roger frowned to himself. Maybe he was being too hard on the kid. He seemed to have his heart in the right place, in any event. He took one last look at the melodica video, still silently playing, and nodded.
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Maddy Lee’s house, Los Angeles

She scrolled through TikTok absent-mindedly, eating chips and making mental notes. She had a few ideas kicking around for quick sketches. That rover thing was pretty funny. She could do something with that. She took a quick glance around her kitchen, thinking. She guessed her salt shaker would work. Sure, grab a Sharpie and draw some eyes on it. Stick it all the way in the corner and slowly zoom out. Sad music. Bingo.
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Hort Wilson’s house, Illinois

His beard was perfect. His hair was parted and shiny. His camera, right in front his face. His mic, practically down his throat.

He was ready to go.

His food was all lined up. Ten Mars bars, ready and waiting to go down his gullet. He hit the play button, and did what he was best at: eating down a mic.

All done, and feeling only slightly ill, he uploaded to his channel.
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Professor Powell’s house, Scotland

Her emails were full of it. Sadness and grief over that little rover. She clucked her teeth. Poor little guy, all alone up there. She wiped away a tear. She ought to feel embarrassed, really, but she wasn’t. It was a loss; a huge loss to the scientific community. She’d spent her whole life trying to encourage children to learn about space, and Beepy had surpassed her entirely. He’d done wonders for the world, much more than she’d ever could. And now it was all over, if the contents of these emails were anything to go by. Children throwing away their space Lego, refusing to go to space camp. They’d lost faith in everything. They’d lost trust in science. It was heartbreaking. Oh, ASS, what have you done?

She was annoyed; very annoyed. She hadn’t liked that bloody place from the start. They hadn’t cared about the pursuit of knowledge like NASA had. No, they were all about the money. And, well, this is where that path led. Ruin, misery and heartache. She tutted to herself.

How could this situation be fixed? She wasn’t sure, but she had to put something on her website. The parents were asking.

‘Like many of you, I’ve followed Beepy’s story from birth to now, the inevitable. I feel a tremendous loss. I do feel rather pathetic saying that, but it’s true. I’ve seen the joy he brings people. I’ve seen countless children eager to come to the museum just to see Beepy’s pictures. Frankly, this is breaking my heart. I hope the children will one day trust in science again, but I don’t see how they could. This is truly a dark day for us all.’
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Dingy basement office, ASS Headquarters

There were no strip clubs open except the ones he really didn’t want to set foot in, so Roger had no choice but to come into work. Hey, this was a business. They were here to make money. And Roger was here to wheedle his way back upstairs. Upstairs, where the paint wasn’t peeling, there weren’t suspicious carpet stains and where there was an actual working coffee machine. Pure luxurious bliss. Roger pined for those things. Josh had failed to hide his derision on being told Roger’s dreams.

Do nothing.

Sounded simple, but Roger was getting antsy. When there was nothing to do except “doing nothing”, thumbs began to twiddle. The mind craved engagement. Roger needed to do something to get those creative juices flowing. He did the only thing he could: he let the internet guide him.

An hour into scrolling, he’d fallen down a Beepy-shaped rabbit hole. Beepy wasn’t real, it was a cover-up for aliens. Beepy was real, and everyone else wasn’t. Beepy was an alien, and the reasons for this were long, varied, and completely at odds with reality. His brain was frazzled. Needing a break, he found himself reading erotica fanfic. It had the dubious title of “one of the top ten”. It did not mention what the top ten signified.

‘Hello Sanderella’ he beeped sexily. His sexy, muscular metal frame glistened sexily.

‘Hello’ I husked back. ‘Oh no your hurt, let me take care of you.’ His heavily-oiled arms surrounded me and I was tingly all over.

‘You’re the only one who can save me.’ His voice was really husky and he was struggling to breathe. So was I, looking at him because he was so hot. We breathed heavily together in sink.

‘I will save you. We will make a new life together. On mars.’

‘Oh Sanderella, I love you,’ he bulged hornily, his 12-inch robotic dick spurting oil as I spread my legs-

Roger jumped up and paced, silently urging his confused boner to go away. Faced with new and alarming questions, he quickly searched “does Beepy have a dick”? Surely they hadn’t built one onto the family-friendly little fucker? He was confronted with a barrage of upsetting images, each more, well, girthier than the last. Why were there veins?! More importantly, why was he still scrolling?

He took a deep breath and controlled himself. These people were not backing down. They were making conspiracies and porn about this. He couldn’t sit back and do nothing.

He had to sit back and do something.
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Beepy’s Facebook

Hello everyone. I would like to say I’m happy to hear from you. I love you too. ASS has been a great company and Mars is a great place to be. Yes, my battery’s are running out, but don’t worry! I’ll soon be joined by other friends! You can name them too! Be sure to keep a look out on social media!
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Josh Meyer’s house, Georgia

He let Roger ring another eighteen times before gritting his teeth and answering.

‘Josh! Why the fuck weren’t you answering?’

‘Because it’s past fucking midnight, you asshole,’ he retorted.

‘I don’t care. You said you’d answer in an emergency. Well, this is an emergency.’

‘Roger, our job is to maintain social media accounts for a box with googly eyes on it. There’s no such thing as an emergency.’

‘There is now!’

Josh felt time slow down. He looked at the caller ID. Roger wasn’t calling from his phone.

He was calling from work.

‘Why aren’t you at a strip club?’

‘I posted. I had to do something, your advice was garbage. Turns out, your advice wasn’t garbage. What do we do?’

‘It’s okay. This can be salvaged,’ Josh said uncertainly, feeling violently ill. ‘As long as it was written in the same tone and style that I use, and you also put it on his other accounts, and it didn’t sound too corporate or- Roger, what did it say?’

Roger went quiet.

His fingers feeling heavy, Josh brought up the app. He did not need to search for it. It was right there, everyone was talking about it.

‘Right, we’re fucked.’
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Dannie & Dani podcast, San Francisco

Wearing a t-shirt that was simultaneously offensive to half the country and not entirely clear to the other half, Dannie Kay nodded thoughtfully to what Dani Edison was saying. They’d spent the last half hour discussing various human rights deficiencies in the world, a popular subject on their podcast.

‘Speaking of capitalism,’ he said, ‘what are your thoughts on what ASS is doing right now?’

‘Oh, man, did you see the thing?’ she moaned, face-palming. ‘That was so embarrassing. I knew something like that would happen. They’re a fucking business, you know? All about the bottom line. And they realized that their golden goose had gone, so they quickly tried to advertise all the new shit. So embarrassing.’

Dannie laughed.

‘I literally couldn’t believe it. Some poor intern’s getting fired over that. So, were you a fan of the rover? I don’t really keep up with that kind of thing. The president defunded NASA or something over this completely new company, right?’

‘Yeah, that’s right,’ she nodded. ‘I mean, I didn’t really keep up with it, either. I’m not interested in that corporate crap.’

‘Same.’

‘But this is totally the problem with America today. Not just America, the world,’ she corrected. ‘It’s a throwaway culture. They spent billions on the robot, essentially pimping it out for their own gain, and now that it’s not useful, they’re literally throwing it away. It’s not enough that we have trash islands on Earth, now we’re creating them on Mars, too. It’s so disgusting and barbaric, and it makes me sick.’
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Buck Major Stanley’s TV studio, Nebraska
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