
Distant Music

Joarkhan stood at the edge of the vast cave complex watching the others mulling about 
on the sands below and cursed loudly to himself. He had been cursing a lot lately and 
wished his implants had more languages to draw from. He only had a few hundred but 
in truth he only knew one. The rest were just ersatz code lingering quietly in the hives of 
his metacortex's language modules until he summoned up the appropriate curse. He 
knew it was beginning to annoy the the crew so in the spirit of helping them avoid 
getting their britches wedged any higher up their delicate sensibilities he decided to 
keep them to himself.
 "How many damned homespun worlds has it been? What were those whack job 
aliens up too?" He sighed and the warm moldy wind from depths of the cave blew 
through him, pulling at his cloak and the half formed thoughts breaking loose in the 
recesses of his mind. He knew it was useless to judge an alien species by their artifacts 
but he couldn't help it. He and the crew had been on this dusty old planet for nine days 
looking for clues as to where the aliens went and why they left behind nothing but the 
geothermal powered transmitter dug deep into the planets crust. This was the seventh 
world and it had been left the same as all the others. A single 90 meter transmitter built 
into a rock face above a cave complex with conductive coils sunk deep into bedrock. He 
climbed back down to the grit and walked back to the ship.
 "Anything Joarkhan?" Andrea stood a head taller and a bit wider in the shoulders 
than him. Her skin had been transcribed to smooth hard scales and her hair to trim 
feathers. She out muscled him three to one but he paid it no heed, most of the time at 
least.
 "Nothing. The bastards didn't even leave a cockroach." He preferred to stay 
closer to the earth norm but all his enhancements were on the inside.
 "Let's get off this stupid dust ball then." She turned and stalked back inside the 
ship. Everyone else followed. They fired up the engines and blew off the rock at a 
smooth 5g's until they rolled off the planet's well and slowly out of the system. Once 
they left the ecliptic they asked the engines to bend and fold space in all the right ways 
and they happily complied. When all was said and done the ship came to rest in the 



middle of the Ptolemy star cluster where they had spent the past year exploring. They 
floated while the crew played and Joarkhan took measurements and scanned the 
signals from all the transmitters that the unknown aliens had left. The signals were 
erratic, each set at a different frequency and varying in periodicity. Day after day it 
plagued him as he tried to crack the code and night after night the signals haunted his 
dreams. One night Ptolemy came to him in a dream and told him about the music of the 
spheres. In the morning when he awakened he finally knew that the signals that the 
aliens had left pulsing on each of the seven worlds was a kind of music, a rising series 
arpeggios built on tetra chords. Instead of simply leaving a sequence of prime number 
they had left behind music.


