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      Cass Reynold touched the bent silvery foot joint of her flute. Damaged in the incident. The joint was had been squashed from circular to slightly-egg shaped, and the gizmo key had been bent practically right around.

      The flute was never going to sound right again.

      C7 would be tough.

      The case had been crushed. The wood was splintered, blades of it poked through the leather covering. Some pointed into the fitted hollows below, disturbing the velvet.

      Cass hung in her tiny, spherical cabin, one foot in an elastic loop, preventing her from drifting around. She held the case in her right hand, and the foot joint in her left.

      The air still held the faint odor of plastic smoke.

      Her cabin, like the other five, was a shade over two meters across. Lit by soft white light hidden behind wall padding. Her zip hammock was stowed in one of the small lockers the padding covered.

      Every space was crammed full. Mostly it was her personal effects. Clothing. Her journal and pencils. Toiletries. But also a full medical kit. Emergency food and water. A simple E.V.A. suit in case the San Rafael’s hull got punctured.

      The cabins could become tiny safe rooms all of their own, in a way. Independent power and life support. Full comms systems. Access to the main ship systems.

      Small comfort, really, two hundred million kilometers from Earth.

      Her cabin hatchway was open, and the sounds of the ship hummed and clicked and whined at her. People talked about how quiet space was—had to be, right? No air equals no sound. No one had mentioned that ships are noisy things.

      The pumps and fans blowing the air around. The constant creaks and ticks of the hull and superstructure adjusting to changing heat regimes. The crackle of intercom systems.

      “Cass,” someone shouted. “Are you back in your cabin?” Ndero, the navigator.

      Who needed an intercom anyway, when you could just shout? The crew-occupiable volume of the ship wasn’t that large anyway.

      “Yes,“ she said. Ndero was fine, but he’d become agitated since the accident. Frustrated by his own inability to restore communications with Earth.

      Not as if any of the rest of them would have better luck.

      He appeared in the hatchway. One of the ship’s spiderbots scrambled out of the way, vanishing into the companionway.

      There were a dozen of them aboard. Smart eight-legged things the size of Cass’s hand. They swarmed around gathering dust and monitoring the ship’s health. Ndero called them white blood cells, which seemed to fit.

      They had dome-shaped bodies, with eight triple-jointed legs spaced almost equally around, with a slightly wider gap at the front, giving them a kind of ’face’ with slots and holes where all kinds of sensors were stored.

      Their feet were circular sticky-magnetic pads so they could get around anywhere. They were like gymnasts, able to bend and scuttle and even leap from point to point.

      Ndero watched it go. “Boy, we are going to need them,“ he said.

      At nearly six feet, Ndero was the biggest crew member. Somehow he managed to get around the confined spaces of San Rafael as easily as anyone.

      He grinned at her, his teeth bright and white against his skin. His eyes were a bright blue and his hair was knotted at the back of his head.

      Like her, he wore dark blue ship overalls, with orange piping along the sleeves and legs. Apparently the feature made them more engaging for the folks back home when they did video feeds.

      Quite possibly they’d made the last of those.

      “What are you doing?” Ndero said. “Goofing off?”

      “We all get thirty minutes of goofing off time per day.”

      “Right.” His smile broadened. “Captain says that he’s rolling that over so we can all get to work on the ship now. What’s that you’re holding?”

      “My flute.”

      “Oh. Wrecked?”

      “Pretty much.”

      “Like a metaphor for the ship, huh?”

      “No.”

      “So you can repair it?”

      Cass closed her eyes. The flute had been her grandmother’s. A Trevor Hutton. It had his name embossed on it. There weren’t many of them. Gramma had brought it from her home in New Zealand when she’d married a Canadian and ventured into the still frozen wastes of the Yukon.

      “I needed a moment,“ she said. “I thought this might provide it.”

      Remembering her grandmother showing her how to make her embouchure. How to adjust the angle of the flute to change the sound in subtle ways.

      “Say,“ Ndero said, breaking her reverie. “Can you play Syrinx by Debussy?”

      Cass blinked at him. “I... well, of course.” She held up the bent foot joint. “But not with this.”

      “We can repair it in the machine shop. Then, you should play it for us.”

      “I play for myself.”

      “We could all use some release on this. A flute interlude would—”

      The bright, bellowing sound of a klaxon cut him off.

      “Back to work.” Ndero fled, vanishing from the hatchway.

      Cass hurried after.
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      San Rafael’s main hull was a sphere sixty meters across. Above, pointed at Jupiter—at least where Jupiter would be when they should have been arriving—were the long cylinders of the deceleration fuel tanks, and, beyond them, stood the huge bell of the main nacelle.

      Below, facing back toward Earth, spread the vast acreage of the laser-collection sail.

      In the first briefings, in a tired old classroom outside of Houston, with a view out across the gulf and the smell of chalk and furniture polish, Adam Miller, the program head, had held up and umbrella for them.

      He’d set it on the desk, open and with the handle poking up. It had had fat black plastic a hook at the end. Taking a pair of bolt cutters, he’d severed the central rod, just below the locking slide.

      “This is how you explain your voyage when you visit schools,“ he said, turning the umbrella over. It had a three inch spike at the end.

      The deal with traveling to Jupiter was, beforehand, that you also went traveling to schools. You were part scientist, part educator, part P.R. monkey.

      “This section,“ Adam said, pointing at the spike “is your ship. And this part“—he pointed at the taut fabric of the umbrella—”is the sail.”

      “So what’s the laser?” Monica had said. Monica was all of twenty-three, the mission expert on all things Jovian, and very dangerous when playing poker. She had beads in her hair and a row of rings running up her left ear, from the lobe to the crown.

      “Glad you asked! Come with me.”

      Adam had led them down and out into a courtyard where a shopping trolley was waiting. The kind of thing Cass’s mother would have used back when people actually went to the supermarket.

      The sky was a brilliant blue and a pelican stood on the building’s guttering fanning its wings. The bird pooped on the courtyard’s concrete.

      Adam jammed the umbrella’s spike into the trolley’s mesh at the back, so that the opening pointed horizontally like a dish looking for a low to the horizon satellite. He did something with zip ties to hold it in place. He’d had this all prepared.

      “This is the laser,“ he’d said, heading to the side of the building.

      A fire hose. On a red reel.

      He hauled it out. The bearings squeaked and water dripped from both the nozzle and the joint on the wall.

      Adam planted his feet. One forward. One back.

      He aimed the nozzle at the umbrella.

      “This,“ he said.

      He opened up the nozzle.

      The jet of water blasted into the umbrella. The trolley took off across the concrete. Water sprayed back at the crew. Mostly at Adam.

      The trolley rattled and bumped and turned at a sudden angle.

      It tipped over with a crash.

      Adam shut off the water.

      “For demonstration purposes only,“ he said.

      “Kids will love it,“ Calvin said.

      “That’s the idea.”

      Water dripped from the nozzle. The pelican had vanished.

      “We’re going to soak kids with water to explain our voyage to Jupiter?” Monica said.

      “It’s great,“ Cass said. “After this, it’ll be almost a let down to leave.”

      “Huh! Right.”

      The umbrella had made a cracking sound and popped itself closed.
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      And there was the problem.

      The flight to Jupiter, carefully calibrated and timed, with lines and vectors, millimeter and millisecond precision, cross-checks and double cross-checks, had ended up going less like a well-planned space voyage and more like some guy spraying a firehouse at an umbrella zip-tied to a shopping trolley.

      At least, now, the klaxons had shut off.

      Cass followed Ndero past the other cabins and through to the central control room. The bridge.

      There was smoke in the air. A crackling sound coming from some of the consoles.

      The bridge was larger than their cabins by a linear factor of three. Six meters across.

      Monica was hanging under one of the consoles, shoving a cloth in against the wall.

      “Good news is,“ she said, “We have hull integrity. The misfiring laser failed to penetrate.”

      The laser, Big Bright Light, was nicely settled at the L5 Lagrange point, circling the Earth in a stately orbit. Easy to service and fuel. It had its own vast array—an umbrella of solar panels gathering the sun’s energy to power the laser that fired at San Rafael’s sail. Trillions upon trillions of photons bombarding the surface, each giving a tiny bit of impetus for the voyage to Jupiter.

      Practically a free ride.

      There would have been more free rides coming after burns on the nacelle too. A little aerobraking across Jupiter’s atmosphere, and some working of the complex gravity fields of the planet and the Galilean moons. Just a
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