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Space Story Contest  

Topic:    

“He/She was the lone survivor, there was no one on the Mars base station, when 

He/She heard a violent knock at the main door... “  

  

She was the lone survivor. In the revolutionary Redbird Base Station, she was by 

herself. Though the space was vast and the halls spacious, the walls of the base closed 

in on her.  

 She felt suffocated. 

 All alone, the station felt daunting and overwhelming. Her emotions were toiling 

uncontrollably, in the expectation of her inevitable fate. The fate of her comrades, soon 

to be hers. 

 She was half-mad with terror.  

Her breathing quickened as the only thing she could do was to fold in on herself, think 

again and again about what had occurred, trying to make up an explanation. All she got 

was confused panic, clammy hands, and the loud pounding of her heart as an answer.. 

Just as she was about to spiral into yet another episode of dread, she jumped in alarm. 

Her body went stiff, paralyzed with fear as her heart hammered in her chest. 

Someone - rather, something – had slammed into the door, it sounded like. 

A moment passed. She slowly turned towards the crash, as the echo resonated through 

empty halls. 
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 The thud turned into two. Two into a conundrum of irregular thuds at random intervals. 

One here, another there. Up above, down below.  

She couldn’t breathe. Her eyes rapidly frenzied about, towards the different perceived 

sources of the noise. Pure terror coursed through her veins. She could feel nothing but 

blind terror. Every thud beat at her body, pushed her down.  

Her stomach lurched. She felt like she might throw up.  

The feeling of breathlessness turned into rapid gasping for air. She clambered at her 

throat, trying to desperately gulp air into her lungs. She felt the air going in, but she was 

drowning. 

 She wheezed harder and harder as dark spots gathered in her vision and her hands 

broke their grip, weakened, legs numbed. She knew this moment was her last. At the 

Mars Base, away from her kin. A whole planet away.  

Her panic died down, her wheezing subdued, until she fell still. Eyes widened in fright. 

At the Space Control Station, he watched her hands fall limp from his monitor. He 

somewhat sympathized for her. He imagined she was going through the same chain of 

feelings he went through when he almost drowned as an 11 year old. Her eyes were 

whizzing around so fast, she resembled a frightened lab-rat.  

His monitor read ‘Dangerous levels of CO2’. That was obvious, since it was 

intentional.  He supposed it was CO2 poisoning that she died of, since she was showing 

all the symptoms he read off the interweb. 

 His orders were to slowly increase CO2 levels, up to about 40,000ppm. Slowly, so she 

wouldn’t explode and make a mess of the station there. It was to be used for the next 

batch since this one had failed, but no matter. The rumors were true and he was excited 
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to tell the rest of his team about today’s happening. Maybe he’d get a raise for getting it 

done, he thought. 

 

 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


