
Dogs in Space 
 

By 

 

Vixyy Fox 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“You have to be there to lay the keel, but you don’t have to be there for the launch.” 

“With this proclamation, my father left my mother on the dock when his ship left port. He’d 

smuggled her into the country, got her pregnant; and then, of course, she never saw him again.”  

There was an unexpected quiet in the room, so I ‘launched’ myself into the rest of the routine I’d 

practiced. “Hello everyone, my name is Boris and I’m an astronaught.” 

There was soft laughter at that, and someone in the back of the room yelled back, ‘Hello Boris!’ 

“I could give you all sorts of mundane details about my early life as recounted by my mother. 

She was a full blood German Shepherd and being that it was shortly after the war, no one had 

many good things to say to her. The one reoccurring theme was ‘go back to where you came 

from’, but being she had no money or support, that wasn’t going to happen.  

She kept me fed, and I was too little to understand much about that. I remember long lines and 

rooms full of people who didn’t smell all that good. When we were given our one bowl of soup, 

meant for the two of us, I remember the serving lady always giving me a smile and a wink. Then 



a cookie was palmed over to my mother. She would tuck this away in her blouse and give it to 

me just before I went to sleep for the night, tucked away in a hiding place within the alley we 

called home.” 

I let the room think on this image for a second, and then gave them the gut wrencher. “One 

morning I woke up and she wasn’t there. I don’t know what happened to her, and I will always 

wonder what happened to her; even after I arrive on Mars. Mom, if you hear this, know that I 

love you.” 

The rest of my talk was more upbeat and there were moments when I actually had the whole 

auditorium laughing; but that first part was for my mother. I knew they were recording me, both 

openly and not quite so secretly with telephones. I was going to be the first Dog on Mars; a 

world hero. Everything I said was going to be put out there… after I arrived at my destination.  

If things went wrong, all recollection of my existence, save one ignominious picture in the Hall 

of Memory, would be erased and the process would begin again until someone actually did make 

it to Mars. 

If either of my parents were still alive, and ‘if’ I too were still alive, my speech would be on the 

tele, and they would hear what I had to say and know I was gone away. Mars, you see, is a 

barkingly long ways from Earth. If something went wrong… well, it really didn’t matter much. 

In truth, my mission was actually planned out as ‘one way’. That’s how I got selected for the 

program. The ‘Space Dude’ came around to the orphanage where I ended up and gave his big 

Space Family spiel about the joys of being in the program. He especially pushed the idea of the 

program being an actual ‘family’. The idea behind this sort of recruitment policy was so those in 

charge could feel less guilty about sending someone ‘out there’ being that we ‘volunteers’ truly 

did not have any relatives. Also, if you had no family there was no one to pay out insurance to in 

case something dreadful happened. In more than one way that was just evil, but, in the words of 

our ethics councilor, ‘What is evil, yes?’  

The win/win here was, we volunteers would feel good that suddenly we had a pretend family to 

rub elbows with, and the space program didn’t need to feel guilty. The ironic downside could be 

seen in the Hall of Memory which already had a good deal of framed images of those who had 

‘gone before’. This memorial was there for two reasons; it gave us a quiet refuge from our 

constant training, and it was also an encouragement for us to continue on. It was a place of 

reflection complete with a large brass plaque that said, ‘Don’t Let Them Down’.  

We were allowed to quit the program any time we wanted… but no one ever did. 

During my mission, it was up to me to set things up. I was to create a base camp for those 

coming after, and then I would hitch a ride home on the mothership they came in on. At least that 

was the plan presented to the public. 



You can imagine what my surprise would have been if I’d lived long enough to find out there 

were no engines on board the lander meant to get it back up into space. Like I said, it was one 

way all the way. 

***** 

The launch actually went exactly as planned. There were not even any hiccups.  

“That went smoothly,” said a voice in my helmet radio speaker. 

“Roger Control,” I replied, “Everything went A-OK.” 

“Say again ‘Rocky One’?” 

“I said, everything went A-OK.” 

“You know they’re a bunch of idiots.” 

“Whose an idiot?” I responded without thinking. 

“Rocky One, this is Control, please use proper radio protocol. Is there a problem? Please check 

your cabin cameras as all of them seem to be not working.” 

“Roger Control… proper radio protocol. Give me a few minutes and I’ll unstrap and check the 

cameras.” 

“Don’t bother,” said the strange voice again, “I disabled them.” 

There was a knocking sound on my helmet like someone wanted to come in. Turning my body 

towards the sound, I was surprised to find another astronaut floating above the other seat. The 

ship, though I was to be the only passenger, was made to transport ten program volunteers. In my 

case, I was to be the first, so this gave extra space (no pun intended) for equipment, extra food, 

and whatever else those in charge felt I might need. I had no idea there would also be a 

stowaway. 

“Rocky One, this is Control, any luck with the cameras?” 

“Ahhhhh…” 

“Tell them ‘no’.” The voice said in my ear, and I saw her lips move behind the glass of her 

helmet. 

“No. There’s no circuit breakers popped. The cameras all seem to be in perfect shape.” 

The other Dog… actually, she was a full blood Russian Wolf… reached out and tapped the gage 

showing the cockpit atmospheric conditions. After this, she depressurized her suit and removed 

her helmet. She then helped me do the same. I began to say something, but she placed a finger 



over my lips. Reaching out again, she looked for and then pulled the circuit breakers for the 

radios. Looking closely at the control console, she also found the secret microphone and covered 

it with several layers of duct tape she dug out from the supplies. Once this was done, she leaned 

over and gave me a very sensuous kiss. 

“We don’t need them,” she whispered after our lips parted. “They were all too willing to 

sacrifice us, eh? I say we begin on our own.” 

“On Mars?” I asked. 

She winked at me. “It’s all ours if we have the guts to do it.” 

“I don’t even know your name.” 

She smiled. “My name is Natasha, and you are Rocky, yes?” 

I actually chuckled, “Nahhhhhh… that’s just the call sign Control came up with. My mother 

named me Boris. So what do you propose we do now?” 

She began unbuckling her space suit. “Everything is on automatic, is it not?” 

“Until we reach Mars,” I replied. “That’s when we go manual and I land the ship. 

She smiled that Wolfish smile again. “Perhaps we will think of something to do then, while we 

wait?” 

And so we became a real family. I am pleased to say our landing went well and we set up exactly 

as we were supposed to. Now… if they send up a Squirrel and a Moose in their next trip… 

Nahhhhhhh… ain’t gonna happen….. 

 



 


