1
                                                Parry / A Passage Home /                                            


                      A Passage Home     

                       by G. L. Parry

     Academician Rjakku knew their long wait was over when the troublesome water-reclamation system broke down for the eighth time.  Resignedly, Lead-technician Tijrek unplugged the malfunctioning control unit and passed it up to him.  

     Rjakku turned the thing in his fingers, voice dull with fatigue.  “There’s no way you can bread-board a fix?”      

     “Not a chance, sir.  These microprocessor modules aren’t designed to be repaired.  When they fail, you junk ‘em.”

     The cramped equipment bay in which they knelt felt even smaller than it was, and Rjakku bowed his head in acknowledgment that the good fortune they had enjoyed up until that moment had finally deserted them.  

     He looked up, determined to maintain some semblance of Authority.  “So that’s it, then--the decision’s no longer ours to make.  How long until we run out of water?”

     “Two weeks if we halve the ration again,” Tijrek replied, licking dry lips, “and we’re barely coping as it is.” 

     “I thought perhaps...”  Rjakku stopped before he started to shout in anger and frustration.  “You might as well leave it as it is.  I’ll call the others so we can start making preparations to leave.”

     “Yes, sir.”     

     “In a way, it’s almost a mercy.”  Rjakku spoke as if marvelling at a newly-discovered fact.  “Three years spent cooped up in this Gods-be-damned box with nowhere to go and nothing to do.  Do you think it’s been long enough?”

     Tijrek’s ears fluttered like dying buzz-bugs.  “For things to’ve settled down enough so’s we don’t wind up lynched the moment we land?  Let’s hope so, sir.  Let’s hope so.”

