
Like Moths to a Flame 

It powers on, closer and closer, dwarfing everything in the solar system. The brightness…. it’s seared 
into my brain like a red-hot poker, worming its way into my head every time I blink. And then the 
explosion as the sun breaches Earth’s atmosphere, the shockwave rocking our shuttle. Next to me, 
Tom whimpers, hiding his face in his hands. “Oh God, please, please no.” And then Earth’s gone. 
Completely engulfed by the Sun’s body. 4.6 billion years’ worth of fiery hydrogen smashing against a 
crusty ball of spent rock. There was never any competition.  

                                                                                 ****** 

I sit on the exposed, dusty plains of Pluto, watching the sunset through the visor of my spacesuit, 
trying to recall some of my favourite memories from home. My real home. Not this desolate hell 
hole. I turn to see Tom waiting inside the airlock of our hastily constructed base. “C’mon,” he shouts, 
“It’s nearly dark out.” I sullenly follow, scouring the landscape for movement as he retreats back in. 
Paranoia I suppose. 

I squint as I enter the base, my eyes adjusting to the artificial light. Commander Alice types furiously 
on the generator keypad, cursing and swearing to herself, “Blast this damned machine!” 

“What’s wrong?” I ask.  

“The power generator, it keeps cutting out,” she says, the frustration underlining her voice. “It’s 
pretty serious, it’ll need looking at right away.” 

“Who’s gonna’ fix it?” I ask, hoping I wouldn’t have to, but knowing otherwise. 

“You, obviously. You’re the tech guy ain’t you?” she replies. 

“Yeah, well…. there was always a chance you might have a Plan B,” I grumble, suiting up and 
stepping towards the airlock. 

I exit the base, shivering from the cold, despite the suit. The thick clagginess of night time makes me 
claustrophobic, forcing me to turn on my helmet torch. I pinpoint the location of the generator on 
my computer and the dust billows up as I start to walk. I reach the side of the crater and scramble 
down to the generator, panting with exhaustion. I get to work. 

***** 

Many hours later, all systems are back in check. I swing my torch to the side of the crater and start 
my ascent. I curse as the batteries in my torch flicker and then fail. I climb blindly, panic building. I 
reach the edge and clamber out, making my way towards the homely, reassuring lights of the base.  

I radio Alice, “I’m back. Open the airlock.”  

“You’re nowhere near us,” comes the reply. 

The light goes out. “Quit messing around,” I snap, the panic returning.  

“We didn’t…. something’s wrong…. come back.” Static cuts through the silence. 

I hear a scuffling noise behind me. Perspiration runs down my face. 

 The light turns on. 

I back away in terror as I take in the slimy grey skin, the gnashing, rotten teeth, the groping hands 
bulging with veins, reaching out for me. But worst of all is the bulb hanging from its head. 

And the familiar, ‘homely’ light, shining out of it…… 

 

 

                                                         

 

 


