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STAR BORN: Part One – Living Things



Father’s corpse burns under an alien moon.

I find comfort in the superstitions that he is now reunited with our mother, dancing under

an equally unfamiliar sky.

Sister finds resolution that these emolliating remains mark the end of a journey, and the

end to his pain.

We thought the shoulder pains were a result of his removing the sun shields from the

rover last spring. No, something was there. An ever-expanding tar within his blood that

soon burrowed into his bones. He remembered that the name for it was “cancer,” and

was perplexed, as that was the one life form from Urth he was certain he left behind.

Apparently, mother had a theory that cancer was in every mammal. Either it is agitated

awake by abuse and intake of poisons, a healthy life is lived and it emerges regardless,

or it remains dormant.

I should process the theory and accept it as true or worthy of further study. But I am

human, not just the spawn of scientists. I cannot help but attach value to things; and the

notion of her theory chills me. Is cancer, then, the dominant life form, and we mammals

merely exist to see it fed? The egg to the terrible tar monster?



I’d like to think I’m worth more than that.

The organisms that brought about our mother’s rest were my sister and I, if only

indirectly. Conditions become cramped when the rover is transformed into a space boat.

That small cockpit was our birthing nest. My twin and I blossomed out from our mother

and into the weightless heavens. My first memory of life was looking out the window at

the universe and reaching to grab a star.

Their bliss of colonizing a new Urth had begun in earnest! But space only held promise,

not promises, for my parents.

There were conflicting schools of thought among their scientific peers. The prevailing

theory was that the closer you travel to the origin site of the Big Bang, the more chances

for habitable worlds you will find. Those planets would possess the purest, raw,

unadulterated stuff perfect for world building.

Father told me he and mother were among the minority who felt that more inhabitable

planets, perhaps those even ready to become inhabited, would be found further from

the blast site, due to the fact that the further the particles traveled, the more friction was

created, the more materials were collected – the more chances to combust and collect

and create.

My parents rocketed away from dying Urth with samples of every life form. They would

find a world and plant a garden. What a beautiful Urth they would make.

But our mother’s breast milk had become infected. The balms they had, the treatments

they knew, it wasn’t enough.

Aja Fujimara is buried on a moon, but not the moon that looks down on you, father. We

have come very far from that.



STAR BORN: Part Two – Runaways



These were like no trees on Urth, but father still called them trees. There were so many,

in fact, he called them the woods. Father was overjoyed to the point that he transformed

the rover one last time. Our sailing days were done.

Father admired my sister’s skepticism about this planet, but was able to stave her

concerns with fact: when trees breathe, we breathe. Where trees drink, we will drink.



When we first landed, father was careful to set us in a clearing so as to disturb as little

of the natural order as possible.

We felled a tree. Just one, father promised. We would use it to build a homestead. It is

strange the feel of wood and soil when I have only known steel for so much of my life. It

is difficult work to hew a thing already formed into something remade. It has not become

any easier, we are just quicker at it now.

He administered the homestead’s building from his deathbed. I remarked to sister that

had we not completed it, father would still be alive, wishing to see it so. She remarked it

was a stupid thought. I’m still waiting for an apology.

Sister smiled today, and it was nice to see. Despite our considerable labors to build the

farmstead, she thinks it would be fun to sleep in front of the campfire tonight. It will

make her happy, so we build the fire, then set our beds on either side of it.

Why do campfires give off light when all you do is stare into them, warm and

mesmerized. I am lulled to sleep by its flickering shadows.

A finger presses upon my lips and my eyes awaken to Gemma. These depressed lips

smile.

We discovered her planet about the year my voice had changed. It looked deserted

because all the life was underground; endless caverns, rapids and waterfalls. And, at

last, people. Sister and I had heard of society – indeed, it was our goal, our parents’

goal, to create one – but to actually see one, to experience one with all its hustle and

noise and superstitions – it was all too overwhelming for me.

Our races were not wholly dissimilar. Their skin was smooth in that it was hairless, but

had an exciting, reptilian texture.

Sister deigned the planet “Lizardo” as sarcasm was her chief method of expression,

then.

This was a decent society that opened its arms to us weary travelers. It is the only time I

recall seeing my father cry. He shared with them the great historical document from

dead Urth, the Intergalactic Magna Carta, which spoke of all the good humans would

bring into space and onto other worlds; concepts and words that are useful to a society,

but just school lessons on winged memories, to me.

Father told the Lizardo of his mission, and the remnants of the human race and planet

contained in the rover. He introduced his children, Diana and Mercury, calling us the

first humans born in space.

The Lizardo children were mostly nice. Some were not. Sister soon led her own faction.

I took to myself, exploring the cavernous wonders, alone, or so I thought. I don’t recall



the moment I realized I had a fellow traveler, but I do remember we played the game

for9 what? Maybe weeks on end?

She was much better at rock climbing than I was. So, one day, she showed me how.

She gave me the confidence to achieve. I made her smile and I’m still not sure how. It

was more than that, of course. I was unaccustomed to gravity and she dreamed of a

world above.

The moment I kissed her, I knew all of the superstitions in the universe were true.

I found society to be madness, but Diana thrived in its order. Father was uplifted to be

among likeminded kind. But Gemma and I were restless lovers and knew this was not

our home.

Sister was confused, at first, when she discovered the mobile communicator I’d left for

her, but quickly deduced my fateful action when she found the rover missing.

The rover bucked as Gemma and I raced across the rocky terrain of the overworld. We

needed to be miles away so I could have the undisturbed time to safely transform the

rover into the space boat.

It was father’s voice I heard over the communicator. I expected anger, to be shamed,

and instead was offered understanding. He and mother, after all, left to find their own

star.

I stopped the rover and listened to his only request. Bring the remnants of Urth back. He

had to fulfill his promise to mother to cultivate all of the species and knowledge of dead

Urth into a new world.

Gemma cried and looked away. What superstition is this, I thought? I should have

voiced that question.

The rover bounded back to the underworld’s maw. One of the front tires slammed into a

deep divet, and everything was a flurry as the vehicle rolled as fast as it ever travelled.

I awoke under the care of healers. Gemma’s people bury their dead under a pile of

stones, I discovered.

It took a lonely year to repair the rover.

Gemma’s were a decent people. And the only decent thing for my family was to leave.

But you live again, my Gemma. What does your smile have to tell me?

DIANA: Brother9 Brother9



MERCURY: Mmmmmm – why did you wake me? Let me sleep!

DIANA: Oh9 I thought you were having a nightmare.

MERCURY: Now I close my eyes, and I’ve lost her.

DIANA: It’s just your mind, anyway.

MERCURY: 9thank you, sister.

I sit up, to sister’s consternation.

DIANA: Get to sleep. Tomorrow we have a garden to grow.

MERCURY: And you mock me for chasing ghosts.

She sits up, cracking her knuckles.

DIANA: Your girlfriend died so this garden could grow. Do it in tribute to her, if not our

parents.

MERCURY: They’re all gone, sister. Gemma. Our parents, their world. The seeds we

plant from dead Urth will join this soil and create something new, anyway. Or they’ll be

rejected, and then it all will have been for naught.

DIANA: It wasn’t for naught, brother. It was for love.

She exudes warmth, briefly, before her eyes wince to say I-told-you-so. She rests her

head. Better let her sleep, or she’ll get cranky.

No doubt sister is awake by now. She’ll see my walking stick missing and reason I’m on

a hike to clear my mind of ghosts. Wearing father’s jacket. Well9 it’s a fine jacket.

Keeps out the wind. Not too hot. Zipper’s busted. And it has my favorite patch,

Peppermint Midnight. Our homeland. Well, their homeland.

Wish I could recall the name. Eng9 English? English land? Or English is the language?

That distinction was important for some reason.

Oh, and Franch! Father was going to teach us Franch, but he wasn’t that good, and9

we didn’t know it, at all. Mother was going to teach us Franch.

Yes, there were three lands. Franch, Peppermint Midnight and English. They were all

born together, or had wars, or9 I don’t know. No matter now.

What I would give to taste peppermint again!



Father was not superstitious, but he enjoyed the idea of a tradition where – at least for a

day – all things were at peace. People gave thanks. In the world mother and father

wished to make, those traditions could be enjoyed without9 dog mouth? Is that the

word? He cursed it enough, early in our travels.

But once every year, father would retrieve the striped stick from the cold storage, and

he’d cut off two small pieces as a reward for my sister and I being good all year – a

taste of peppermint! Sweet, stinging clarity.

And now I have wandered too far9

Something is rustling in the woods. I hear whispers, but these are no ghosts.

I hear English.

A beast tackles me from behind and I roll and roll and – Gemma! GEMMA! I am sorry!



STAR BORN: Part Three – The Intergalactic Magna Carta



I awake, immediately aware I am a prisoner.

My wrists are shackled behind my back. I am on the clean floor of a space rover, but I

can see our woods behind the three nervous humans assessing my destiny. She of

golden hair is the first to speak.

HEIDI: I am Dr. Heidi Vonn. These are my colleagues. Dr. Mavis Murphy, and Dr.

Declan Ouilet. We9 we are from Earth.

She smiles and I do not feel scared.

HEIDI: And we are not here to hurt you. Do you have a name?

MERCURY: I9 I am brother. N, no. Wait. Mmmerkery. Mercury. Mercury Fujimara.

MAVIS: Fujimara?

The three consort. Vonn looks at me with a small, concerned smile.

HEIDI: You resemble an Earth scientist of the same name.

MERCURY: He was my father. Dr. Aja Fujimara was my mother.



HEIDI: Yes9 I9 I knew them. But they did not have children.

MERCURY: Not on Urth.

Vonn is visibly trembling, but I am restrained from offering comfort.

HEIDI: May we see them?

I explain why not.

In return, they explain that my father was a very reputed Urth scientist, for a time.

MAVIS: The spacecraft your parents were developing, we’re still catching up to it. They

refused to share any more of their ideas, though, until the nations all agreed to signing

an Intergalactic9 Magna Carta?

HEIDI: Magna Carta, yes.

MAVIS: Your parents did not want the mistakes mankind made colonizing Earth to be

repeated on any other planet the race might inhabit.

HEIDI: It9 was to the point of zealotry. Your father, especially.

MAVIS: He didn’t want advertising, or religion, or instruments of war polluting space. It

was a chance to start over. Your parents wanted rights for all things and peace in all

places.

HEIDI: And for this, they were ridiculed. Disgraced. Then they9 simply disappeared.

We in the scientific community, I was just starting out, we thought, Oh, they must have

been murdered. Their voice must have been gaining listeners and ran afoul of the

wrong fortune seeker.

She is quiet for a moment.

HEIDI: I am ashamed to say we had more belief in murder than in imagination; that they

could have taken to the stars, hoping and dreaming9

She barely finishes the sentence before the tears do.

MERCURY: Did you leave soon after them? Before the Urth died?

Silence is never a good response to any question.

I am glad I am chained and the floor when I am told the Urth is thriving.
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