Girasole Occluded

By Alex Beck


The fusion generator burned red with heat. I quickly put my vacuum tight helmet on. “Computer” I demanded. “Eject the fusion generator immediately!”


“Ejection in 9, 8…” droned the computer.


I wrapped my arm around the emergency bar and attached the carabiner to my belt. The emergency door opened. The belt cut into my side as all the air was sucked out of the room. I was being pulled violently towards the eject door. I waited for the beryllium sphere to fall like a rock from the ship. Three out of four of the clamps holding the generator in place released their grip. But the fourth was fused to the metal. The generator now burned as hot as a white dwarf. The bulkhead started to buckle. While I saw this a radiation shield came over my visor. I pressed the button that would pump liquid coolant into the room. The computer whined back “All emergency functions were non-operational”. 


“Computer!” I yelled. “Sound the alarm siren and detach and jettison this section of the ship” I heard the annoying sound like the fire alarm at my old middle school blaring in my helmet. I climbed the ladder to the emergency escape hatch, opened it. I grabbed the bars and locked my feet into the ceiling and waited for this part of the ship to be jettisoned into space. Silently the entire room flies by me, almost ripping me away from the hatch. Since the generators traveled at the same speed as the ship and were only floating away at an alarmingly slow rate, I knew that if I stayed with the ship, I would be I would be killed in the explosion yet to come. I released my shoes from the hatch and used my oxygen tank to propel me towards the exterior escape pod. I entered the space pod, closed the door and released its clamps from the ship. I said, ”Computer, fire forward retro rockets at full!” I watched as the back of the ship went by. After a few seconds of waiting I removed my helmet and breathed the air in the escape pod. 


A massive explosion destroyed the section of the ship with the fusion generator. I could see only white light that looked black as night through the radiation screen on the escape pod. I was hit by a huge shock wave. The light dimmed. I saw only debris in the distance where my ship had been. The computer advised “Sir, you have approximately two minutes of clean air.” 


“Crap! Do not radio a distress signal. Chart a course to Sirius Four.” I screamed.

“Sir, it will take more than three years to reach Sirius Four in the escape pod”

“Commence the cryo freeze.” It was about to begin.

“Prepare for cryogenic freeze in 10, 9…”

I became nervous as I remembered the numbness I would feel when the freezing began. I thought of my home on Sirius Four.

“3,2,1…”

“Oh great”

“The bright light” I thought  “ The dry wall room was as clean as a laboratory, which is very abnormal for a quarantine station over Sirius 4.” I sat up, completely restored. I looked to my right and saw the robot that had temporarily shut down my pain receptors during my defrosting.

I noticed the large thick doors. “What the hell!” I said out loud. I thought about all of this for a moment and realized I was in a decompression chamber, which was very weird because I was completely acclimated to the atmospheric pressure on Sirius Four.

“Computer” I said “Why am I in a decompression chamber.”

“You are not in a decompression chamber but a complete environmental adapter…”

“What the hell I have all the environmental acclamations and genetic implants to live on Sirius 4.”

“Sirius has been conquered by the alien race deemed ‘The Demons.’ And you are in the Aphrodite Quarantine Station ”

“Are they the ones who the UN has been receiving the alien microwave transmissions.”

“Yes”

I thought about that for a moment and realized that most of the friends I have ever known were probably dead. Damn those fucking alien bastards. They are so obsessed with their compulsive conquering of weaker species.

I’m sure that a lot of my friends escaped from the planet before it was overrun. “How many Sirius 4 citizens escaped before it was…was”

“Overrun?”

“Yes”

“ Approximately 0.34 billion of the 1.65 citizens.”

Well I guess some of my friends could have survived.

“So I assume that the escape pod I was in intercepted a distress signal from Sirius and turned around and came here.”

“Yes, except the escape pod diverted its trajectory and ‘slingshoted’ around a large asteroid.”

“Have you already vectored the right DNA into me so I can live on Aphrodites 2”

“Yes, Alex, the DNA for your super hemoglobin has already been implemented to all of your red blood cells and is starting to produce the necessary protein. You are being slowly acclimated to the low atmospheric pressure and low oxygen levels inside this chamber and you will obtain partial acclimation to the new environment of Aphrodites.”

“Can I see the news section on the destruction of Sirius 4”

“Abridged or unabridged.”

“Abridged.”
2 days later

“Music” I thought “guess its time to get up.” I sat up in my bed and wondered what kind of music it is. The music suddenly stopped.”

“Hello, Alex, you have been acclimated to the lower atmospheric pressure and lower oxygen levels. Your quarantine is complete.”

“Computer was that music Mozart”

“Yes”

“And if I return to a planet like Earth with a higher oxygen level will I need another genetic implant”

“Yes, you would need too have your respiratory system toned down with normal hemoglobin.”

“Ok, could you open the door.”

“Of course sir.” As I walked out the door of that tiny little chamber I looked down at my expensive digital wristwatch and said to it “Watch display a holographic map of the Aphrodites quarantine station. And what is the date.”

“The date is March 43, 2834 for Aphrodites 2.” Said my wristwatch. It projected a 3D holographic model the space station I was on the air in front of me. I am really glad now that I bought this watch instead of the cheaper model. “Alex I would suggest you first go to the Chevy Chase bank to sell the escape pod and the surviving equipment. And collect your credit card…”

“No, where’s a restaurant.”

“Go to the inclinator at the end of this hall and go to level 9.” I twisted the dial on the watch that turned it off and walked down the hall to the inclinator. As the inclinator went up I started to weight less and when I got to the food court I weighted almost nothing. That was because of course that as the inclinator got closer to the center of the space station my velocity was changing less and thus less artificial gravity effected me. As the inclinator doors opened I walked out looking at the beautiful stars that shined through the Plexiglas space dome. I noticed that this wasn’t a dingy old food court but a zero-g recreational facility with a cafeteria to my left. When I took one step I was like Kneel Armstrong on the moon. I wonder what would happen if I jumped. I jumped with all the power my legs could muster and flew high above the floor below me. I jumped so hard that the other side of this “room” was coming towards me or I was coming towards it very fast and head first. I tried to do a flip and land on my feet but I couldn’t move enough so I landed on the floor like a belly flop.

I felt a horrible pain in my heart. “HELP HELP” I gasped. I clutched my heart realizing I was having a heart attack. I remember reading about how rare complication occurred when you have been acclimating to lower oxygen levels but why me? Every thing was starting to fade. No thought in my mind was clear. I could no longer hear any thing. I knew I was going to die in a matter of seconds. And then I could no longer think.
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I. Setting- Same quadrant as Earth, 2834.

II. P.O.V.- First Person through Alex’s eyes.

III. Characterization- the main character is Alex, computer, and watch.

IV. Plot

Narrative Hook- when he realizes his home planet was destroyed.

Climax- when his heart attack starts.

Resolution- when he dies.

V. Theme- don’t jump across space stations and don’t try to get hemoglobin producing genetic implants without proper time and resources to enable the genes to become a phenotype.

