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“Ramon, when is the supply ship due to arrive from Mars?” he asked, realizing his
coffee supply was low.

“Two days, Sir,” Ramon6 said without looking at him

“I guess I'll have to drink tea until then.”

The cargo ship came from Mars once a month as part of his agreement with the Space
Force and Detective Blackhawk. Even though his ancestor sent a robot three hundred
years ago to build this compound on an asteroid, buildings and resources will deteriorate.

The shuttle craft he flew here was travel-worthy, but only for short trips to water and
gas-laden asteroids in the belt. Since asteroids travel in the belt between Mars and Jupiter,
he has to send his coordinates to Mars every month so the cargo ship can locate him.

“Ill be glad when that cargo ship arrives. The cargo ship, hmm,” he murmured.
“Ramon, leave that project for now,” he said, withdrawing a packaged meal from a supply
crate for later. "We can use these parts if another android breaks down.”

“Yes, Sir,” Ramon6 replied, turning and sitting in his charging chair.

As Rosorio reclined into his cushioned chair, his comphone beeped. The only people
who called him were either his son, Adrian, or an official from the Space Force, making
sure he was still here. He viewed his son’s face on the comphone's screen.

“Hello,” he answered, pressing his device to his suit chest receiver.

“Hello, Father. How are you doing?” Adrian asked.

“As well as expected. How's your work going?”

“No complaints here. The supply ship should arrive in your sector in a couple of days.”

“Good. | don't suppose you've heard from your sister.”

“Actually, | just talked to her. She’s settling into her new responsibilities on Earth. | wish
| could come and visit you.”

“So do |, but it's a dangerous trip out here,” Rosorio replied. “One of my androids
broke down, but my Ramoné6 here is working on the repair.”

“Do you need anything more than the usual supplies?”

“No, | think | have what | need.”

“Take care, Father, | have to go.”

“Will do. Bye,” Rosorio said, disconnecting the call.

Two days later, the cargo ship hovered over Rosorio’s asteroid. As the ship extended
a metallic rope, lowering a large container to the ground, he ordered Ramon6 and another
android to ascend to the cargo ship.



The robots drifted upward to avoid any heat-seeking cameras on the vessel. Two other
androids stayed with Rosorio to receive the container and guided it to the ground. The
supplies were unloaded and packed away into a storage building.

Per Rosorio’s orders, they gathered two empty fuel canisters from storage into their
arms. Ramon6 and the other android unlatched two full nitro fuel tanks from the
underside of the vessel. They affixed the empty ones in place. As the ship withdrew with
the empty containers upward, the two androids propelled down with the full containers
in their arms.

Once the ship completed its mission, it rose and flew away. Roseorio inspected the
tanks. Satisfied, he smiled and ordered Ramon6 to return with him to his enclosure.

“Well, Ramon,” he said, removing his helmet and gloves once inside the oxygen rich
enclosure. “I'll have a different project for you to work on.



