
Spacelocked 

I had put it off. Shut it out entirely, ignoring the voice that had been in the back of my 

head for the past week. Father told me I needed to start coming to terms with it, but he was 

always met with my indifference. I just couldn’t, no matter what anyone wanted. 

“Attention, Citizens of the Republic,” 

I wanted to keep it out of my head. I really did. 

“Resources are hitting critically low levels…” 

The monotone voice sent chills down my spine each time it played back in my head.  

“We are forced to begin Project ReHoming sooner than expected.” 

My eyes were clenched shut now. I could barely handle thinking about it. 

“All Government Personnel Levels 3-5 and their families will be the first to go.” 

I finally snapped out of it, teardrops welling up in my eyes. I brushed them away, 

knowing there was nothing I could do. My fate was sealed, locked away in a tiny metal box 

hurtling toward Mars. I had six days before I’d be forced to leave my home.  

“Harper, you can’t ignore me forever,” my father said, standing outside my bedroom. He 

was right. I sighed, tossing my legs over the bed frame. I unlocked the door, hesitant to let him 

in. He was good to me, but it was hard for him to understand me. He’d never been a fourteen-

year-old girl with troubling thoughts than he could handle. We had nothing in common. 

“Harper?” 

The voice sent me back to the present. I turned the lock, the once cool metal lukewarm 

from my fingertips. The door opened, and father walked in. I couldn’t pay attention to what he 

was saying. Too much was going on and he saw right through my attentive facade. Realizing he 

was getting nowhere, he sighed, and left the room, leaving me alone to drown in my mind.  

The days passed quickly. I walked through the goodbyes like a zombie, apathetic to the 

well wishes from those around me. I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful, I just couldn’t find the 



strength to muster up another smile. I had accepted reality and the pain, and just wanted to move 

on. 

The drive was the worst part. During the hour-long ride, we drove past some of the places 

I held close to my heart. The knowledge that I’d never see them again hurt me deeply.  

Upon arrival, Father and I were escorted out of the car and ushered into one of the 

buildings. I didn’t get a good look around, but from what I could see, the facility was small. It 

consisted of a semicircle of gray buildings and a launch pad, which already had a rocket loaded 

onto it. Once inside, we were met by a guard and a metal detector.  

“Mason family of two?” the guard asked.   

“Yes sir,” replied father, shaking the man’s hand. The exchange was quick and seemed 

meaningless. We went on, through the metal detector, and into an auditorium.  

The auditorium was nearly empty. Just fifty seats were filled. Me, father, and the other  

48 people we’d be spending the next five months barreling through space with. After some 

waiting, three suit-clad men walked to the center of the stage and began briefing us on 

everything we needed to know for the trip. 

The walk to the ship was eerie. It unsettled me to know that this was the last time I’d ever 

be on earth. The feeling never shook, following me aboard the spacecraft. 

The ship was beautiful. Not in a traditional way, but in the way an architect would see it. 

The attention to detail was impeccable, and it was extremely well-designed. Maximized storage 

space, large living quarters, and a pleasant feel. This calmed my nerves, knowing at that at the 

very least, this place would be bearable. Launching, too, was painless and calm. It wasn’t 

perfect, but nothing unexpected. In fact, once we hit orbit, I smiled for the first time in a while. 

The weightlessness was instantly entertaining. 

The feeling soon got old, though. I longed for standard gravity, normal food, and mostly, 

my friends. The broadcasts went on about how everyone would be evacuated eventually, but I 

knew that wasn’t going to happen. Too many people, not enough ships. Only the important and 

the rich would be given the privilege of life. About a month into the journey, I was starting to 

feel particularly down. I was having a crisis of sorts, thinking about my best friend, tears 



streaming down my face as I stared at the vortex around me through the plexiglass window. A 

girl’s voice startled me and pulled me out of my depressive state. 

“Are you okay?” 

“What?” 

“I asked if you were okay.” 

I stared at her. She was gorgeous, the kind of girl that you’d see on T.V and long to be. 

Her hair was dirty blonde and flowed to her waist in gentle waves. Her eyes were a striking 

shade of sapphire, a deep blue hue that reminded me of my father’s eyes. 

“I’m fine,” I said, flatly. I wanted the exchange to be over. However, she wouldn’t give 

up. She sat down beside me, staring at the world outside our ship just as intently as I was. She 

seemed genuine, like she was just as curious about the world outside the window as I was. Soon, 

I felt myself begin to stare at her instead of the passing stars. There was this mysterious quality 

to her. She was different, in some kind of way. I couldn’t explain it if you asked me to. 

Suddenly, she interrupted the silence. 

“Ellis,” she said. I looked at her for a moment, confused. 

“Ellis. My name’s Ellis,” she repeated. I felt stupid for taking so long to respond. 

“Oh-“ I stammered, ”I’m Harper.” 

“Cool name,” 

“Yeah, I guess,” 

We continued to small talk for hours that day, and the meaningless conversation soon 

turned into deeper, thoughtful interactions. We talked about our parents, our dreams, our hopes 

for the future. Time melted away when I was with her. 

And it did. For the next four months, I spent every waking hour with her, talking, playing 

games, and causing some trouble where we could. We were excited for our arrival on Mars. Life, 

for once, was peaceful, and good.  

Until it wasn’t.  



The Mars settlement had been obliterated by a meteor shower. Nothing was left of it but 

rubble. Headquarters had lost contact with it a month ago, but didn’t bother to tell us. They 

thought it was just an outage and nothing to worry about. They told us to stay calm, but the 

moment the bombshell was dropped, the ship descended into chaos. 

Arguments ensued. People were fighting over rationing, leadership, and resources. 

Headquarters tried to control it via radio, but they were ignored. The only thing from 

headquarters anyone paid attention to were the updates on the rescue ship’s location. 

Five Months away. 

Four Months away. 

Three Months away. 

It was during the third month of waiting that my sanity started to chip away. I barely 

noticed it at first. I tried drowning it out, reading books, spending time with Ellis. Nothing 

worked. Fights were getting increasingly intense. I just kept slipping farther. Even Ellis, my 

anchor for the past eight months, couldn’t help. We both knew it. My inner demons were like a 

fire, and neither of us had an extinguisher. 

I remember the day. October 24, 2089. 85 days until the rescue ship would arrive. I had 

seen father beaten today for raising a voice against the man who had become a tyrannical leader. 

Seeing that happen to someone I cared about so dearly completely broke me. I had made up my 

mind. I didn’t want to be here anymore.  

I walked down to the airlock, opened the inside door, and resealed it. I took a breath in, 

and began to bring my fingers to the button controlling outside release door. Before I could push 

it, though, something made me turn around and look back. 

Ellis. She had a look of horror on her face. Her eyes were pleading with me. She was all 

the way down the hall; I’d have time to open the release door if I wanted to. I looked her dead in 

the eye, searching for an answer. Do I push the button? I knew she was silently begging me not 

to.  

I clenched my hand into a fist and began to sob. I couldn’t do it to her. Ellis caught up to 

me and practically pried the inside door open. She grabbed me by the wrist, pulling me out of the 



airlock and closing the door behind us. Once she knew I was safe, she pulled me into the most 

reassuring hug I’ve ever been in. In that moment, everything was okay. I was okay. The ship was 

okay, the mars settlement was okay. 

We were okay. 

 

 

 


