Rolling Thunder

t ĞΖƌĞƐƚƌĂŶĚĞĚ͘dŚĂƚΖƐƚŚĞŽŶůǇƚŚŝŶŐƚŚĂƚŬĞƉƚŐŽŝŶŐƚŚƌŽƵŐŚŚŝƐŵŝŶĚ͘, ĞůĂďŽƌĞĚƚŽĮ ŶĚĂƐŽůƵƟŽŶ͘, ĞĐŽƵůĚŶΖƚĨŽĐƵƐ
ŶŽŵĂƩ ĞƌŚŽǁ ŚĂƌĚŚĞƚƌŝĞĚ͘, ĞŚĂĚƚŽĐĂůŵĚŽǁ ŶĂŶĚƚŚŝŶŬ͘, ŝƐƚĞĂŵǁ ĂƐŶΖƚƚŚĞŽŶůǇŽŶĞƐĂďŽĂƌĚ͘dŚĞƌĞǁ ĂƐƚŚĞŐƌŽƵƉŽĨ
ƐƚƌĂŶŐĞƌƐĨƌŽŵƚŚĞŽƚŚĞƌƐŝĚĞŽĨƚŚĞƐƚĂƟŽŶ͘dŚĞǇŵƵƐƚďĞƐĐĂƩ ĞƌĞĚĂƌŽƵŶĚƚŚĞĂƌĞĂĨƌŽŵƚŚĞǁ ƌĞĐŬĂŐĞ͘, Ğǁ ĂŶƚĞĚƚŽŐŽ
to them soon. A search party would be formed and they could go out then. He thought of those lost. He felt bad for some,
love for a few others.

zŽƵǁ ŽƵůĚŶΖƚďĞůŝĞǀĞŝƚƚŽůŽŽŬĂƚƚŚĞŵŶŽǁ ͕ďƵƚƚŚĞƚĞĂŵǁ ĂƐŶŽƌŵĂůůǇĂĐĂůŵ͕ĐŽůůĞĐƟǀĞ͕ĂŶĚƐŵĂƌƚŐƌŽƵƉŽĨƉĞŽƉůĞ͘dŚĞǇ
ŬŶŽǁ ŚŽǁ ƚŽǁ ŽƌŬƚŽŐĞƚŚĞƌƚŽŵĂŬĞƚŚĞďĞƐƚŽĨĂůůƐŝƚƵĂƟŽŶƐ͘dŚĂƚΖƐǁ ŚǇƚŚĞǇǁ ĞƌĞĐŚŽƐĞŶĨŽƌƚŚŝƐ͘dŚĞƐĞůĞĐƟŽŶƟƉƐĨŽƌ
ƚŚĞƚĞĂŵůĞĂĚƐŝŶĐůƵĚĞĚƚŚĞĂďŝůŝƚǇƚŽĂĐƚŝŶĚŝǀŝĚƵĂůůǇĂƐǁ ĞůůĂƐĂƚĞĂŵ͘^ĞĞŵƐƐƚƌĂŶŐĞĂƚƚŚĞƟŵĞďƵƚŚĞƌĞŵĞŵďĞƌĞĚƚŚĞ
ƌƵůĞƐĨŽƌƐĞůĞĐƟŽŶǁ ĞƌĞŽĚĚ͘dǁ ŽĨƵůůƚĞĂŵƐǁ ĞƌĞĐŚŽƐĞŶ͘K ŶĞƚĞĂŵĂƚŽŶĞĞŶĚŽĨƚŚĞƐƚĂƟŽŶŝƐŽůĂƚĞĚ͘K ŶƚŚĞŽƚŚĞƌĞŶĚ͕
and also isolated was his team. They weren't told why they couldn't communicate. He expected it was a control expermiment
so he put it out of his mind. Now both teams would ﬁnd each other givin this terrible accident. There was nothing more to
do except to get that search team together.

I understood it all. That's what he told himself. The process was ﬂowing so smooth and reams of data poured in. How
a team of minds like theirs couldn't see it, he'd never know. They were close to ﬁnding the answers, but now days were
full of survival as opposed to solving the mysteries of life in zero G. He put that out of his mind for now. His total
commitment to surviving the next day would entail ﬁnding that other team. He gathered supplies and survivors. Time
is funny, he thought. His kids back on Earth. The last hugs. That was months ago, yet it was a few minutes to him. Well
what do we have here? He found a med kit. It was badly damaged in the wreck. The sides of the armored case caved in.
/ΖŵŚŽƉŝŶŐƚŚĂƚŝƚΖƐƐƟůůƵƐĞĨƵů͕ŚĞƚŚŽƵŐŚƚ͘, ŝƐƚĞĂŵŐĂƚŚĞƌĞĚ͕ĂŶĚƐƵƉƉůŝĞĚ͕ƚŚĞǇƐĞƚŽī ƚŽƐĞĂƌĐŚĨŽƌƚŚĞƐƚƌĂŶŐĞƌƐ͘
Thinking about his family, he would be extra careful and concentrate. He had to make it back for them.

Of terror and tragedy, one would think they are siblings twined about each other. For him, it was only tragedy. Once
ǇŽƵƵŶĚĞƌƐƚĂŶĚƐƉĂĐĞƚƌĂǀĞů͕ƚŚĞƚĞƌƌŽƌũƵƐƚůĞĂǀĞƐ͘ƵƚƚŚĞƌĞĂƌĞƐƟůůĚĂŶŐĞƌƐ͕ĂŶĚƚŚĞǇĨŽƵŶĚƚŚĞŵ͘E ŽƚĞĂŵŵĞŵďĞƌ
wouldn't want to go through that again. It was a miricle this many survived! They traveled for several hours. They would
ŐĞƚƚŽƚŚĞŽƚŚĞƌŐƌŽƵƉďǇƚŚĞĞŶĚŽĨƚŚĞĚĂǇ͘, ĞƐĂǁ ƚŚĞĚƵƐƚĐůŽƵĚ͘/ƚƚŽŽŬŵƵĐŚůŽŶŐĞƌƚŽƐĞƩ ůĞŚĞƌĞƚŚĂŶŽŶĂƌƚŚ͘
This place just had diﬀerent rules. The crater lip was several hundered meters to his two o'clock. They had walked
from their part of the wreckage to nearly the crater's edge in a few hours. He ran a quick mental list of their supplies.
ŶǇĚĞǀŝĂƟŽŶĨƌŽŵƚŚĞŝƌĐŽŶƐƵŵƉƟŽŶǁ ŽƵůĚƉƵƚƚŚĞŵĂƚŐƌĞĂƚƌŝƐŬ͘dŚĞǇũƵƐƚĚŝĚŶΖƚŚĂǀĞĞŶŽƵŐŚƚ͘D ĂǇďĞƚŚĞŐƌŽƵƉĨƌŽŵƚŚĞ
other wreckage would have enough to share. There were possibly several dozen people stranded here. He felt like the last
guy on this world.

