
  
    [image: Terrarium Blues]
  


  
    
      TERRARIUM BLUES

    

    
      
        SEAN MONAGHAN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Triple V Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY SEAN MONAGHAN

          

        

      

    

    
      SHORT STANDALONE SCIENCE FICTION

      The Molenstraat Music Festival

      Barrens

      Aelonee

      Little Voices

      Designated Driver

      Cami, Metta and The Cube

      Dangerous Machines

      Fubrelli’s Ghost

      Lydia’s Mollusk

      Load Bearing Member

      A Cultural Exchange

      Life Span

      The Film Adjuster

      Problem Landing

      The Chule

      Sail Man

      

      Visit seanmonaghan.com for more.

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 Sean Monaghan

      All rights reserved.

      Published by Triple V Publishing

      

      Cover art by © Adobe Stock | Dreamstime.com

      

      Paperback isbn:9798242376526

      

      Discover other titles by this author at:

      www.seanmonaghan.com

      

      This is a work of fiction. All characters, places and incidents described in this publication are used fictitiously, or are entirely fictional.

      

      No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, except for fair use by reviewers or with written permission from the publisher. www.triplevpublishing.com

      No AI training: this work was written by a genuine human and is unavailable for the training of AI large language models and the like.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Other Books By Sean Monaghan

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      The glass was pitted and scratched, and Marcy had never seen something so big and solid and transparent.

      There was no way through.

      Of course.

      What crap of a situation. She was going to write her congresswoman, for sure. That’s what Marcy’s mom would have done.

      Serial letter-writer, that woman.

      Marcy rapped her knuckles against the glass. She got a knocking sound back, but no sense of how thick it might be.

      If you knocked against a thin sheet of glass you’d would hear a kind of chiming. A ringing as those wonderful, clever spreading waves bounced from the margins and interacted.

      When she’d been a kid, Marcy’s father had bought her a glass chime xylophone. She must have been about six.

      Quartz glass. The thing must have set him back a week’s salary. Still feeling guilty, no doubt, over cheating on Marcy’s mom, and leaving the pair of them right there in Santa Fe.

      It had been a glorious thing, that xylophone. It had lifted her spirits with the wonderful, fabulous tones it could make. Just twelve notes, but she’d quickly learned Mary Had A Little Lamb, and Hey Jude, and Twinkle Twinkle.

      Twinkle, twinkle, little star.

      And here she was, out there among them. Trapped behind this wall of glass with the other members of her expedition.

      Marcy put her face up to the glass, cupping her hands around. The glass was transparent, but so thick that the green-blue color had built up so much that she couldn’t make out much beyond.

      Turning, she leaned back against the glass. She stared back into the murky, dank forest. The air was busy with clusters of tiny black insects. They swarmed like those gigantic flocks of swallows, creating marvelous swirling shapes.

      The air was rich with a thick, heavy organic scent. Lush, fast-growing plants, and layers of rot and humus. Fungal growths quickly turning the material into rich nutrients the plants could recycle.

      Six days they’d been here. All that original excitement had evaporated.

      The ship, the Puerto Limón, was wrecked. Their equipment smashed into ten trillion pieces.

      Not a good start to exploration of a Goldilocks planet, right?

      This had been Marcy’s first chance to actually get away from the camp for a minute. The place was wearing on her, that was for sure. Long days, stressed-out colleagues and uncooperative equipment.

      Should have stayed back on Earth. There had been that great job going with CubeAntarctic teching glacial rebuilding projects. Some of the stuff they were doing was brilliant. They’d already brought sea levels down by almost six inches.

      But nope. She had to chose adventure. Had to throw herself in and just hope someone would toss her a life ring, as her sister would say.

      Callie was two years older, and a teacher in Missoula. With a husband and two kids and a nice house with extraordinary views of the Rockies. Yep, when they handed sensible, they gave Marcy’s share to Callie.

      Which was how Callie had put it.

      Marcy put her hands to her face. She was grubby and sore. Hungry too.

      Harv had been cooking up this odd kind of nutritional dough. It was sustenance, but it didn’t count as food. Not really. Barely palatable. It would keep them alive, but probably it was half the reason for everyone’s irritability and grouchiness.

      Marcy took a breath and stood again.

      It was easy to get despondent.

      She’d made her independent little recce and it was time to get back to the camp.

      She would face Broll’s wrath, momentarily, for going off alone. But frankly no one was making any headway with getting them out of this jam, so someone had to start taking the lead.

      There were six of them. Marcy, Harv, Broll, Natalie, Chow and Birjette. Crew of the Puerto Limón. A gorgeous vessel. Like a glorious flower that would wrap you up in her lovely petals. Safe and warm and perfect.

      Now little more than shredded plastic, splintered glass and rended metal. Shards of her lay scattered across the jungle.

      It was only Broll’s quick thinking that had ejected the bridge as the ship broke up around them.

      The spherical bridge had gently come down, on wide chutes. Inside they’d been protected by a burst of gel. They’d wound up upside down, but that wasn’t so bad.

      They were alive. Unhurt. And the bridge had a modicum of supplies they could exploit.

      Now their little camp was becoming livable.

      Now they were starting to accept that they might be here for the long haul.

      Now Marcy felt like punching something.

      The ship’s gym had boasted a punching bag, and a pair of sparring arms for boxing against. Maybe she should be searching the scattered wreckage for those.

      “You shouldn’t be out here,” someone called.

      Chow. He could be a little brusk, but he had a wicked sense of humor. Sometimes.

      “I needed a break from you lot,” Marcy said.

      He laughed, still somewhere hidden in the trees. “I know it. That’s why I’m out here.”

      Chow appeared. Bald and rangy, he was a good five inches taller than Marcy. One of the pockets had been torn from his ship overalls. At the left breast. The overalls were designed to be light and easy to work in while aboard the Puerto Limón, but really not up to the rigors of camping out in a jungle. If they could find an intact supply pod, then maybe they could all update their outfits.

      Thankfully they’d all been wearing decent shoes. High-top hikers with organic, self-repairing soles. The little slippers for shipboard wear would have fallen apart on the first day.

      “I don’t remember this,” Chow said, looking up at the glass wall.

      “Nope. But then, your memory is not that great, right?”

      “Ouch! There are some prickly plants around, but none as prickly as you.”

      “Oh, funny.”

      “That’s me. The ship’s comedian. This thing is huge.” Chow looked left and right. “Has it been here the whole time?”

      “I guess so. I looked along the base and there’s no evidence of recent work. There are lichens and mosses and creepers growing along the base. A little bit up onto the glass.”

      “Glass.” Chow came closer and rapped his knuckles against it just at Marcy had done. “Pretty huge piece of glass, don’t you think?”

      “Yep.”

      “Alien?”

      “Nah, I’m thinking it’s natural. Like a volcanic dyke or something.”

      “A volcanic...” Chow trailed off, smiling. “You know what they say about sarcasm and humor, right?”

      The lowest form.

      “I am but an amateur,” Marcy said. “And I defer to your mastery of comic timing and so on.”

      “Again, you’re mocking me!”

      Marcy smiled. Even in this situation, they crew could remain upbeat. Or perhaps it was just a way of deflecting and avoiding having to really think about how badly up the creek they were.

      “How big do you think this is?” Marcy said.

      “We should get some ranging equipment on it.” Chow looked up, and left and right again. “Ten meters tall, perhaps? And it runs off vaguely north to south a good kilometer or so.”

      “A fence,” Marcy said.

      “Pretty fancy fence.” Chow knocked on it again. “It’s a little scratched and scuffed. Old. It’s been here a while. How come we didn’t see it as we came down?”

      “Busy with other things.” Like ejecting from a vessel that was splintering around them.

      “Oh, that’s right. But not from orbit?”

      They’d spent a few days above Kirchall, the planet, scanning and gathering as much extra data as they could. The scans from the early remote orbiters had been useful, but there was still nothing like getting human eyes on the feeds.

      And on the ground.

      The whole reason they were here.

      “It’s big,” Marcy said. “I’ll give you that. But I think it would be easy to miss. We covered a lot of ground. And then our deorbit went all kinds of wrong.”

      “It did, it did.” Chow sighed. “If only there was some way to use this to our advantage...” He gazed off through the glass.

      Thinking.

      Marcy shut up and let him do it. Sometimes it was as if Chow had a clockwork brain and it just needed to get all the cogs lined up to spit out an answer.

      From the trees came the chirrups of birds. Bright and cheerful. Long, complex songs, mixed in with single bells and clunks and short arpeggios.

      Marcy had seen dozens of different birds. Brilliant, fabulous colors, and with long decorative plumes from their tails or heads or wingtips.

      It was like an aviary, really, the variations were so amazing.

      A chill ran through her.

      “We need to map this,” she said.

      “What?” Chow said, interrupted from his thought process.

      Already Marcy was heading back to camp. This was what they did, after all. They were an expedition. They would have had little remote fliers and vehicles to get around and explore, but all of that had been lost in the wreck.

      So this would be on foot.

      “Where are you going?” Chow said. “I had an idea.”

      “Walk with me,” Marcy said, pushing her way through the damp foliage. “Tell me your idea.”

      Chow caught up quickly.

      “We could move the camp,” he said. “Set up in an open space along the glass wall. That way it gives us a hundred and eighty degree protection.”

      They had no idea yet of the kinds of predators they might be dealing with. The early surveys had made it clear that this was a vigorous and dynamic environment. It was scary to think of some of the gigantic predators that might come strolling by.

      Marcy’s head went to dinosaurs too often. Good old T-Rex with its tiny little arms more than compensated for by those massive jaws filled with massive teeth.

      Save for the Yucatan asteroid, Earth might still be populated by those kinds of killing machines.

      “Let’s map it first,” Marcy said. “Then maybe we can relocate.”

      Chow muttered something about cartographers, but he followed along.
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