
 

 

 

 

The craft touched the ground with a gentle bump sending small puffs of the 

surface matter into the air. Alex checked the reads on the instruments that lined the 

walls of the control room. He flicked a switch to begin recording his assessment. 

“Gravity comparable to Earth’s moon, atmosphere…” he said, consulting a 

manual laid open before him, “won’t support human life, but not too toxic. It meets 

the parameters for entering in a standard space suit.” 

He scanned the terrain through the tinted windows. The darkened aspect never 

helped with a visual assessment, but the protective shield was deemed necessary. The 

planet his craft rested on was reminiscent of the desert near his hometown in 

Australia. The surface was reddish and appeared to be similar to sand in texture. 

Small rocks were scattered in groups and in the distance larger rocks stood upright in 

a random pattern. 

‘Standing stones?” he muttered, reaching up to pull the magnifier in front of 

his eyes. He peered through the lens, his eyes squinting as he surveyed the distant 

formations. The rocks loomed large through the lens, their surface uneven, almost 

creased. Dropping the magnifier, Alex stared out at the scene before him as he 

thought. 

“The large rocks appear to be made of a similar substance as the smaller ones 

close by. I will take a sample before I leave,” he stated. 

He leaned forward and clicked off the recorder, checking twice it had actually 

turned off. He’d had his butt kicked the previous week when it had continued 

recording and picked him up swearing as he’d fought his way into his spacesuit. 

Satisfied it was off, Alex walked to the storage unit at the rear of the cabin and 

pulled out the suit. He held it up, he’d done a few walks in it now during this 

exploration phase of the mission, but climbing into it never seemed to get any easier. 

Twenty minutes later before he was fully dressed. “Back on earth soon,” he 

said, consoling himself as he lumbered towards the hatch. “Going for a walk will be a 

lot easier there.” 

He gave his shoulders one last shrug to settle the suit, and then hit the record 

button again. 



“Test, test,” he said, checking it was picking up the communication from 

inside his helmet. The screen obligingly showed the voice pattern, confirming it was 

working. Alex nodded. Time to go outside. 

“Captain Alex Jamison, preparing to depart the craft and take samples from 

moon Delta, planet 4872. Time is 11:00 Zulu, date, 29 May 4214.” 

He unclipped his collection kit from the wall, reattaching it to the ring on his 

suit, headed for the air lock. One door, seal, second door and the surface opened once 

more for his inspection. 

Alex stepped off the last rung of the ladder with care. He’d seen a fellow 

explorer jump once onto apparently solid ground, only to sink up to his neck in purple 

mud.  Not something he could risk happening on a lone mission like this. The surface 

of the planet was solid underfoot, with a thin layer of loosen material. 

“Surface has similar consistency to earth’s soil,” he said for the benefit of the 

recording. “It’s covered by a thin layer of sand like material; a reddish, orange colour. 

I am taking a sample now.” He bent down and using a small trowel from his kit, lifted 

a sample into a labelled container. Once the container was sealed and back in the kit, 

along with the trowel, Alex took a long look at his surroundings. The similarity to the 

Australian outback of his home was remarkable. A quick glance up at the black 

atmosphere above reassured him that he was indeed on another planet, and that it 

wasn’t some prank set up by his Admiral. 

“Heading for a nearest rock to examine it and take a sample,” he stated to the 

recorder. The gravity of the planet was similar to that of the moon. Alex had been 

there for his training camp, and again to prepare for this mission. This planet had a 

slightly stronger gravity, but it was still low enough for taking skipping steps. A smile 

twitched his lips for the first time that day. This was one of the times he enjoyed the 

otherwise mundane process of moon assessment. 

Two hops and he was at the first rock. Alex recorded some images, and then 

stooped to examine the rock before gently touching the surface. The rock looked 

rough, like granite, but had a more chalky consistency. He examined the fine powder 

that had come off on his gloves, rubbing the fingers together. Not for the first time he 

cursed the inability to feel properly through the protection he wore. The material 

seemed powdery, so it probably didn’t really matter. Kneeling beside the rock, he 

pulled out another container and scraped the powdery material into it.  Once that had 



been stored, he gave the rock a gentle nudge. It rolled easily, stopping as it hit another 

rock. 

“The rock is approximately sixty centimetres in diameter, and of a rough 

spherical shape. Texture of the surface similar to granite, but with a powdery coat.” 

He sighed. It would be nice to do a more thorough examination, but this mission was 

all about speed. A quick touchdown, a fast assessment, and then onto the next moon. 

In the last month Alex had visited the moons of five different planets. They were 

lucky to be able to gather any information from the surface in the time they were 

there. Many moons were flown over and scanned, and that was that. Anything that 

had potential for supporting human life was visited for a brief sample gathering 

exercise. Alex had no idea if anything would come of these missions, but he wasn’t 

going to turn down the opportunity to see other worlds – even if it meant putting on 

the stupid suit he currently wore. 

He stood up again and once more looked at the large rocks in the distance. It 

was tempting to take a closer look. There was something unusual about the way each 

group of rocks stood, but Alex couldn’t put his finger on it. His gaze moved across 

the landscape taking in the clumps of standing stones. He shrugged; maybe this was 

normal for this moon. 

“There is no evidence of life, and the scan of the surface showed no water, 

frozen or otherwise.” 

He let the recording run in silence for a few moments, but he could think of 

nothing constructive to say. “End of assessment,” he said, and turned back to his craft. 

He’d just put his boot on the first rung of the ladder when something caught 

his eye. He glanced up at the reflection of the surface showing in the crafts darkened 

windows. Had something moved? 

Alex spun as fast as the gravity allowed him, his heart pounding. Echoes of horror 

stories shot into his head, words ringing in his ears – sucked into the creature’s 

mouth; she didn’t see it coming; erupted right under him. Alex took a shaky breath, 

but the moon’s surface spread out as it had before - peaceful, unmoving. He 

swallowed. Nothing had changed from what he could tell; the surface remained 

undisturbed. 

“Been out here too long,” he whispered. “I’m starting to see things.” 

He took another deep breath and resolutely turned his back once more and 

climbed the steps to the door of the craft. Nothing moved in the reflection, and he 



made it into the air lock without any problems. Outer door sealed, air equalised, and 

then through the second door into the control room. 

* * * * 

As the surface of the moon settled again after the departure of the alien craft, 

the rocks in the distance began to move… 


