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Space Log, ESS Space-Barrow, 2332. 240. 59. Entry

Actually, my last entry wasn’t the last one. I collapsed right behind Frédi. My God, what have we done? What have I done? Below us, Earth was wallowing in clouds of smoke and blood. Our homeland was in flames—everything we ever knew as home.

Well, bugger. What is there to do now? Should I say we just put the dot on the 'i'? That we hit a hard reset? Has the fate of humanity always been self-destruction and a bloodbath? I’ve read a lot of history; for as long as anyone can remember, it’s just been one war after another. Probably just part of human nature—high blood pressure, who knows? Either way, we watched what was happening below with mouths agape. We couldn't get enough of it—or get over it. Frédi’s drool was slowly pooling on the floor. Everything on the comms console was flashing like mad; stations and ships in Earth's orbit were trying to reach us. I let them try. I picked Frédi up off the floor and sat him in my chair, comforting myself with the thought that there was nothing left for us down there anyway. Everyone here bought a one-way ticket; no one’s going to mourn this crazy planet. Our mission, therefore, has lost its meaning. So, I sucked up my snot and spoke to Margitka.

"Margitka, we’re moving on. We’re not answering anyone. Do you have the coordinates from where that message from my father came? (I still found it hard to believe I’d seen the old geezer)."

"I have it, Captain! It’s two light years away from us!"

Having no better idea: "Then kick the horses, Margitka! Let’s go!!!"

"Whoa, whoa, hold on there, let’s stop those horses. Where are you rushing, Captain? We’ve got a heap of problems here," Aladár’s eyes suddenly snapped open.

"Like what, besides the Earth burning beneath us?"

"Well, for starters, two light years is very far. And for seconds, it's not certain we even want to go there."

God, this Aladár is asking for a slap as usual. He’s got such a punchable face, especially when his mouth is moving.

"And where exactly would you like to go? Besides, if I recall correctly, I am still the Captain of this ship, and my name isn't bloody Aladár, it’s f@cking Bendegúz Kovács!!!" — damn, I really worked myself up — "I want to find my father because I’ve never seen him in my life. But I’m open—anyone got a better idea?"

In the middle of the heavy silence, a large glob of drool dripped from Frédi’s mouth onto my faux-leather seat.

"Right, so I see there are no other ideas. It’s also possible the first mission actually found something and that’s why they never came home. Don’t you want to find out what it was?"

"I want to find out, Captain!" Margitka piped up, the little overachiever.

"I wasn't exactly asking you, darling. And anyway, if you’re sh@tting yourselves over the long journey, the deep-freezers are right there in the med-bay. The pork supplies are running low in them anyway—just lie down next to two links of liver sausage and we’ll wake you up when we get there."

"But Captain, what about... this?" Aladár pointed to the big screen.

"Nothing, son. Nothing good ever came from it anyway."

With that, Aladár lowered his head, sniffing.

"So, Margitka, we’re good to go!"

Just as I barked the order to depart, Frédi suddenly lunged up from the armchair and, with his mouth still wet with spit, started pounding the red button...

Space Log, ESS Space-Barrow, 2332. 245. 60. Entry

We’ve turned around, again. Heading toward the great nothing once more. From nothing to nothing and vice versa. And the people just obeyed. Uncle Gyuri was comfortably simmering his mash in the back, glancing at the engines every now and then; Cinege had gotten dangerously cozy with the nurse (whose name was Julcsi Veres, by the way), and on the bridge, everyone was doing their job with a blank stare. As for the sausages, nobody laid down next to them. If I think about it, if I weren’t the Captain, I surely would’ve crawled into that freezer, hugged a nice slab of bacon, and slept through the whole trip. But of course, the brass can’t do that; the burden of responsibility must be carried incessantly. I made Frédi my tactical officer on the bridge; he sat beside me with glassy eyes, scratching the stump of his lost arm. You could see that he was broken—or rather, something had snapped inside him.

"Frédike, what’s the matter, eh? Come on, give me a double-handed high-five!" No one laughed. Frédi looked at me blankly.

"I am outraged, Captain. Aren't you outraged?"

"I am, son. Though I didn’t start scattering atoms all over the Earth, but yes. I am. Outraged."

"I don't see the outrage on you."

"I suppose that’s why I’m the Captain. If you could see every bit of sh@t on me, your attention would be diverted from my essence. And my essence is to lead this ship. Through thick and thin."

"I don't know what came over me. Just when I thought I’d found myself, I saw the Earth and that message, and I lost it again. Along with my arm. The thread snapped—it was thin enough as it was."

"I understand, Frédike, I understand. My thread snaps on a daily basis too, but I always tie a knot in it right away and don't start throwing atoms around. I thought martial artists were famous for their self-discipline. I’m sorry I shot you, but I had to do it—it didn’t yield much result, mind you, but at least you had a good nap." No one laughed at this either. Seems nobody gets my jokes anymore...

"I saw the Earth in flames, I saw my child in flames, and I lost my mind. Rage took over. Yet I charged that orb with a completely clear head, but now... now I am truly outraged. Was this why we had to come home, for this to happen again? Where did our homeland go, Captain?"

"Son, home became wherever we are now. It was always right here..."

"Captain!" Margitka spoke up. "I’m detecting a shuttle coming toward us. It’s one of our own!"

Space Log, ESS Space-Barrow, 2332. 246. 61. Entry

Margitka says that’s the same shuttle we sent Buci the bear home in; somehow we must have bypassed each other on the way back without noticing. There he was, drifting toward us—our sleeping bear, our beloved Nutella-crazed mascot—so we sat down to deliberate.

"I say we bring him in. There’s no place for him on Earth right now, and we’ve lost enough already," Frédi said, puffing out his chest.

"I agree. We tranquilize him and put him back in his place. What do you think, Captain?" Aladár chimed in.

"Me? What do I think? Just so he can nest in my cabin again and lick out the rest of my Nutella? No thank you."

"Captain, this is a sign from above, we can't ignore it. Buci belongs to our crew, and we've lost so many. Here’s a chance to get a piece of it back," Aladár persisted.

"Fine, boys, if you're so worked up about it. But I’m telling you, I’m sure as hell not standing in front of that shuttle door when it arrives. I’ll be sitting right here, sipping my hot coffee in my cozy armchair while you greet our furry friend. And if he charges and you can't handle him, I’m locking the hangar doors and you can settle it however you can. Your funeral."

"Understood, Captain!"

They’re stark raving mad. Buci or no Buci, I’ve had it up to here with that animal; the stench of his sh@t still lingers in my bedroom, and the last thing I need is him running loose on the ship again—yet these two want to welcome him with open arms. Mad, I tell you. Frédi and Aladár grabbed a tranquilizer pistol each and headed down to the hangar to meet the shuttle, while I, true to my word, didn't budge from my seat and pulled up the hangar feed on the main screen. Was I about to watch Buci tear them apart and trample them? Like I said, bloody idiots—facing a 600-kilo bear with nothing but little pop-guns.

Margitka skillfully took control of the shuttle and guided it into the hangar. Those two knuckleheads stood in firing position before the door as they opened it. Nothing happened. Suddenly, I see them lower their pistols before even firing. What the hell? But of course, the plot thickens: I see Buci step out on two legs, and they’re just standing there with lowered guns. What the hell, seriously!?! But that’s nothing—all of a sudden, I see Frédi give a high-five to Buci with his remaining half-arm, and then the two of them wave at the camera. I spilled my coffee all over my lap right then and there. My radio crackles, and Aladár speaks into it:

"Captain! Buci wants to talk to you!"

I'm gonna sh@t myself.

Space Log, ESS Space-Barrow, 2332. 247. 62. Entry

This is pure madness. I’ve lived through a lot of nonsense in my time, word of honor, but this? I’m sitting in the briefing room, and right across from me sits Buci the bear, and we're having a parley. Next to this, that bouncing, man-eating orb thing was a cakewalk!

"So, what’s the situation, pops?" Buci rumbles. His voice isn't quite human, but not entirely animal either. Somewhere in between. And he's grinning. That’s what set me off the most—he’s just sitting there in the chair, staring at me and grinning.

"I don't believe this; I must be dreaming. Margitka! Pinch me!"

"Captain, would you like me to have one of my robots fire an electroshock projectile into you?"

"What?! No, definitely not. I want an analysis. What happened to this bear?"



















































































































































































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
Secler Space"bdyssey II1.
"






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





