
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


A RACE ACROSS MARS

 


 


 


By

Charles Thomas Zuendel












A RACE ACROSS MARS

 


Published by Sunset Publishing

 


Copyright 2017 Charles Thomas Zuendel

 


 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.







Table of Contents

Chapter 1

 


Chapter 2

 


Chapter 3

 


Chapter 4

 


Chapter 5

 


Chapter 6

 


Chapter 7

 


Chapter 8

 


Chapter 9

 


Chapter 10

 


Chapter 11

 


Chapter 12

 


Chapter 13

 


Chapter 14

 


Chapter 15

 


Chapter 16

 


Chapter 17

 


Chapter 18

 


Chapter 19

 


Chapter 20


Chapter 1

“If we do not
destroy ourselves, one day we will venture out to the stars.”—Carl
Sagan

 


This is Mars. The red planet. And red is all
we can see. Dune after dune of oxidized dust. And crimson sky. A
light wind blows. Timeless, deserted, lonely. . . beckoning.

This is Earth. Year: 2276. Human population
has finally covered the entire planet. Cities predominate all
landscapes. Mass transit, mass architecture. There are no more open
spaces. Once famous buildings and landmarks—the Empire State
Building, Big Ben, The Eifel Tower—now suffocate among giant
goliath skyscrapers, super highways, and heliports. The noise of
this endless metropolis is deafening.

Cornfields of Kansas and Ukraine alike are
now enclosed in gigantic, clear ceramic domes. San Francisco has
sprawled far into the ocean. Rot, decay; still more populace. This
is no utopia.

The dilapidated radio telescope array of the
Search for Extra Terrestrial Intelligence (SETI) is now crowded by
office and apartment buildings. A person hangs laundry from one of
the dishes.

At abandoned Edwards’ Air Force Base,
similarly sprawl-strangled, a group of kids now play on a junked
shell of a U.S. Space Shuttle. The “Atlantis” letters are barely
readable under centuries of grime and neglect.

Diving down into the heart of the California
megalopolis reveals a traffic jam of epic proportions, not of
individual automobiles long since outlawed, but of long
double-decked carriers resembling busses and trains alike.

We find one man, aged in his 50’s, on such a
carrier, standing wearily among the other passengers. One of his
hands grips a metallic bar overhead, and the other hand clutches a
toolbox. His identification card says HVAC. It also says “Floyd
Lassiter”.

Another passenger is staring at him. Floyd
catches him staring and turns away. The carrier comes to a stop,
side doors slide open, and the masses begin to file out.

“Excuse me—“ the staring passenger
inquires.

“I’m not him,” states Lassiter. “I get it
all the time. If you’ll excuse me please, I’m tired.” The passenger
continues to stare at Lassiter as he disappears into the crowd.


Chapter 2

Antarctica. A wide
plane of windswept ice and snow. The sun blinds. The wind howls. On
the horizon, there moves a tiny metallic spec. The object makes an
abrupt turn and accelerates at breakneck speed toward us. An
onboard, outward view of the object, shakes as we pick up in speed,
a whine of power and wind fills our ears.

The metallic object is no longer a speck. As
it moves toward us it begins to take shape—it is a car! Or is it?
It flashes by us, the force of speed rocking our view even more.
From the point of view of the car’s nose, it begins to slow, turn,
and come about. The whine dies. Inside the cockpit of this
mysterious object reveals the helmeted head of its driver. A
crackled radio voice can be heard...

“Nice work. 118 miles per hour, 12.37
seconds.”

“And the back-up?” asks the driver.

“Ran a 112, in fourteen flat. That wraps it
for the day, Gentlemen.”

“No, we’re going again,” demands the
driver.

“…We’re back up to speed, Mr. King. It will
be dark soon, if we don’t pack it in now, we could lose—“

“Again! We’re going again. In the dark, if
necessary,” demands James King, age 50-ish, strapped in, and
bundled up.

Bill Anderson, a gaunt, nerdy man in his
30’s and the rest of his ground crew, struggles against the wind
and temperature, under a makeshift shelter with frozen equipment,
scattered about, high and low tech, alike, from telemetry
computers, to open-ended wrenches.

“You’re risking lives out there. Just wanted
you to know that,” Anderson continues into his frosted headset.

“You think we’re risking lives now Bill?”
replies King.

“Good point, Sir,” relents Anderson.

“Its ok, Bill. I pay you to worry. And you
sound worried, haha. You’re doing a great job! Nope. Going again!”
demands King.

“Well, may I just say, Sir, that on behalf
of the crew, you’re crazy. That is—for what you are attempting
here. Or even contemplating. As long as you and I have that
understood between us.”

King replies, “That’s funny Billy! Because I
think I’d be crazy NOT to do this!”

The large, metal spiked tires of the
automobiles roll once again over a ground-level camera, but speed
and ice once again obscure the automobiles shapes. They race toward
the horizon, revealing a sprawling city has crowded into Antarctica
as well, where perpetually sparkling lights blaze to defeat the
beauty of a perpetually setting sun.


Chapter 3

The James King
mansion rises from the lush jungle of South America. His study is a
darkened room in rich, dark colors. At the end of a long, shining
mahogany table sits Mr. King, one of the richest men in the world.
His entire large frame seems consumed in the task of chewing his
fat cigar. His tall, wiry, bespectacled accountant approaches with
a large, flat screened computer tablet. He places it in front of
King.

“The complete test results from Antartica…
and your financial reports. Mr. King, it’s going to take every last
penny you have,” frets the accountant.

“And every last penny I can borrow,” says
King.

“Sir, may I say, if you don’t make it back,
you will probably not survive. And if you do make it back, well, as
a penniless man, you will probably not survive that either.”

After a moment of study, King closed the
computer screen.

“So you think I should sit around like my
contemporaries and wait until there’s some god forsaken, almighty
profit to be made from this?” demands King angrily.

“I didn’t say that, Sir, I—“

“Well, egomaniacal trillionaires ought to be
good for something. I’m making the calls.


Chapter 4

The inner orbits of
Earth. Silence. A whirling sea of mottled space junk scattered as
far as we can see. One of the pieces of junk comes to life with
lights and tiny impulsor jets. It rotates and moves off, to a
higher orbit.

The interior of Space Control Reconnaissance
And Planning (S.C.R.A.P.) control room M-3. A pair of hands flashes
over a keyboard. Screens display the piece of space junk, with
specifications: dimensions, speed, fuel, orbit.

The piece maneuvers a series of near misses
past other bulky items.

The hands now frantic on the keyboard.

The piece maneuvers.

The control room is dark, lit only by the
glowing green computer screens. The lone controller sits, typing
frantically, gnawing a pencil. He is sweaty and nervous. He looks
around to see if he is being watched. This is Jim Jenkins, mid 40s,
a chunky, over-grown kid in a sweat-stained ball cap.

“C’mon, c’mon…”

Suddenly, a supervisor enters the room.
“Jenkins!”

“Wha--?” Jenkins’ hand shoots to his
monitor, snapping the power off.

“There’s a call for you. On a Super Security
Com-Sat line. Highly irregular. Might I ask?”

“No, you might not. I’m doing some stuff for
James King, alright? Now move.” Jenkins pushes past the nosy
supervisor, to an elevator.

We go down over 100 floors and Jenkins steps
out of the elevator to a crowded hallway replete with workers all
wearing the same navy colored coveralls as Jenkins. Down another
hallway, and another, which is empty. Jenkins plops into a cubicle,
with a red phone.

“It’s Jenkins. Transmitting I.D. now.”

The voice of King on a crackling radio
transmission is on the other end. “Well it’s about time! Hello Jim,
how are you?”

“Mr. King. Sorry about that. Security, you
know.

“Nobody getting too nosy, I hope?” asks
King.

“Nah. It’s not a problem,” reassures
Jenkins. “I could build the ‘Death Star’ behind their backs and
they’d never know it. Thank goodness nobody cares about space
anymore.”

“I’m calling to tell you, we’re ready to go.
NOW,” says King.

“To go?” asks Jenkins, incredulous.

“I’m calling all owners and drivers and
transmitting a date. For the launch Mr. Jenkins, for the launch.
How long until the ship is ready to go?” he asks.

“I need a week at least… oh crap!” Jenkins
smashes his hand to his forehead, exasperated.

Back in space the neglected piece of space
junk Jenkins was controlling plunges willy-nilly into a massive
structure, utterly destroying them both. Fragments fly
everywhere.

“Uh, make that two weeks. Or, at least a
week and a half. And I have to get my ride together,” says Jim,
exasperated.

“You don’t have that long, Jim. The
25th is the date. I can help you with your car. I will
be sending a crew to your residence to pick it up this weekend. The
crew will give you the coordinates for the rendezvous, and
departure
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