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Oh say can you see by the Dawn’s early light… 

 

Dawn Go away I’m no good for you… 

 

Dawn dishwashing soap, for a shine that… 

 

Red Dawn… 

 

Predawn’s light… 

 

It dawned upon Rex that in space there was no dawn. Well, at least in the traditional 

sense there was no dawn, as there was no atmosphere for the sun’s light to beam into 

creating the myriad of colors that so foreshadowed the day. 

 

Pink sky at night, sailor’s delight. 

Pink sky at morning, sailor’s take warning. 

 

“With the dawn comes the morn, and so comes the enemy to our gate.” Theodore 

Arbuckle III upon observing the camp of the Rynesland hordes from the towers of Nard. 

 

That was such an epitaph to his job… floating in the void of space some millions of miles 

from the planet on an outpost labeled ‘Gate One’… just watching. There was no cycle of 

time here, other than the numbers on his clock. When they reached 2359 and rolled over 

into 0000, he knew it was another day of black speckled by the stars. In its own right it 

was pretty. 

 

“Pretty as a midsummer's morn, they call her Dawn” …. 

 

The tinny sound of a song about Dawn somebody stopped playing as a flat sounding 

voice cut in, “Fox three calling for Gate One, you there Jess?” 

 

“go away I’m no good for youuuuu”… 

 

“Yeah, I’m here. Where the heck else would I be?” 

 

“Oh Dawn, Stay with him, he'll be good to you”… 

 



“We’ll be passing your location in approximately three minutes on our way to supply 

Gate Three and then Gate Two. We’ll stop for you on the way back. Be sure to wave as 

we go by.” 

 

“Go awayyyy” … 

 

“Sure, sure… watch me wiggle my fingers at you. Anything good happening back 

home?” 

 

“Although I know, I want you to stay. Dawn go away” … 

 

“Only the usual political things. Nothing is for sure anymore. We’ve got a larger voice 

than ever before as a species, but that’s about it. The humans still don’t trust us, even 

though we came from their closest friends in history.” 

 

“Think, what a big man he'll be” … 

 

Rex adjusted the radio a small amount, and then said, “Well I’m happy at least for that. 

Funny they rely on us so much for out here, but won’t recognize our value back home. 

You ever wonder what it would be like if the tables were turned?” 

 

“Think, What a big man he'll be. Think, Of the places you'll see”… 

 

“Tommy; did you copy that?” 

 

“Now think what the future would be with a poor boy like me” ... 

 

“Yeah Rex… I copied. I think about it a lot. Wave now, I’m passing by.” 

 

“Dawn go away, Please go away. Baby, don't cry. It's better this way” … 

 

Rex raised a paw and wiggled his fingers at the small dot of light passing in the distance 

and smiled. 

 

“Hey Tommy, did they arm your ship by any chance?” 

 

“Ahh, ahh, ah.  Ohh-ohh-oh” … 

 

“Sure they did,” the other Dog replied. “I’m armed to the teeth with twenty tons of kibble 

and pooper scoopers for the in close and heavy stuff. What makes you think anything’s 

changed?” 

 

“Girl we can't, change the places where we were born” … 

 

Rex smiled. “For once I’m glad that it hasn’t Tommy” he replied. “When you get to Gate 

Three, don’t panic, and remember to roll with the punches.” 



 

“Think, What your throwing away. Now think what the future would be with a poor boy 

like me” … 

 

“I’m a little confused there old buddy… what the heck are you talking about? That one 

makes me think maybe you’ve been out here alone a little too long.” 

 

“Dawn, go away I'm no good for you” ... 

 

“You’re fading out Tommy… I didn’t copy that last… God Speed and see you on your 

way back.” 

 

When the big German Shepherd secured the radio’s microphone, the song ended, and he 

switched off the little contraband player tied into it. He had no idea why he liked the song 

so much… so much so he’d named her Dawn. 

 

Turning he regarded the alien preparing his dinner of kibble. She looked up and wagged 

her tail. Barring the language, she was just like him; black fur, sharp teeth, and eight 

wonderful tits. 

 

Earth was going to be in for a huge surprise. The gatekeeper wasn’t asleep… he was in 

love.   

 

“Now think what the future would be with a poor boy like meee-ee” … 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


