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GAZING OUT THE WINDOW of the Airbus S2200 lunar transport at the round blue disk of his home planet, Thomas knew that the Earth was flat. And yet he realized that it couldn’t be. He could see the evidence right there before him. He understood the logic of Kepler and Copernicus. But logic and evidence slipped through his brain like water through a colander because nobody added the pasta.  

It had been that way ever since the debriefing. Thomas gently touched the window glass, marveling that only a dozen centimeters away was vacuum, the cold emptiness of space. That at least he believed.

The mission had been successful. Hooray. But after all, it had not been his mission. In his life, at age 27, the contract was nothing more than a way to stay out of the vacuum, to keep Nutrivirtue on the retractable eating surface, to pay the oxygen bill for his Livingspace, as well as the bills from other numerous entities that clung like leeches.  

For some leader in the military, the accomplished mission was a paving stone to a higher rank and even more astronomical pay. For some politician, it was another talking point. So much talk. Funny how those who were so eager to send troops out into armed conflict were always the same ones who refused to compensate for injuries when the troops returned.

Why do the talkers get to make all the decisions, while the doers are always left out of the discussion? Why is the winning candidate chosen by those ignorant of the job qualifications? Voters hypnotized by fake drama and frilly verbiage of blathering morons.

Thomas scanned his ringwatch. 14:23, Paris Mean Time. They would be landing in about a half an hour. Then he had seven hours of layover on Luna. A wealthier traveler could have flown more directly, picking up the Neptune connector within a few minutes of landing. But the Veterans Administration had failed to recognize the nature of his injuries, and thus denied his insurance claim with the ludicrous excuse that they were a preexisting condition.

No, he had not believed the Earth was flat before the mission, but since he had no written documentation of the fact, he could not prove as much. He clearly remembered a time when he had studied the planets and the solar system along with everyone else in his elementary school classes, and he didn’t seem to recall expressing or feeling any disagreement with the model of the universe that placed the sun at the center of a collection of spherical planets orbiting, which included a spherical Earth. But he had no recordings of any kind that would establish his previous beliefs.

That meant he was on his own to cover not only travel expenses, but the fee from the only known specialist who, for some obscure and probably ridiculous reason, chose to inhabit a lab in the cold deep space orbiting Neptune. Hence, a seven-hour layover in the Tycho spaceport, during which the local commercial enterprises would assiduously pursue their obsession with luring Value Units from his wallet by means of irritating animated advertisements on all sides, in an astounding array of colors chosen from the loudest parts of the spectrum.

A chime sounded through the loudspeakers in the familiar minor melody he had heard already countless times on this voyage. “This is your captain speaking. We will be landing at Tycho Spaceport in approximately seventeen minutes. Please ensure that your seat belts are fastened and that all weightless items in the compartment are secured for landing.”

He hoped he would be able to find a place in the spaceport to sit down to rest, at least. Given that those in charge knew in great detail exactly how many travelers would be on each flight and how long their stays in the spaceport would be, one might imagine they would provide sufficient seating based on this understanding. But it would be pure imagination.

He watched the grey mountains from above as they approached, concentric rings formed from explosive meteor strikes millions of years ago. It was surreal to see the same flat shapes one could see through binoculars on Earth as they emerged into three dimensions.  As if some giant had sculpted them out of clay.  

He couldn’t tell whether he believed that the moon, too, was flat. Apparently the patterning mask hadn’t been that detailed. Either that, or the emergency de-patterning they had executed had succeeded on that point.

A chime sounded the familiar minor melody. “We’re now entering the approach for Luna South,” said the Captain. “The sulit portion of the lunar day is at about 75 percent now, meaning we’ve got about four more Earth days of sunlight left before the 14 days of lunar night. Average temperature is about 93 centigrade, so your water left outdoors with Earth atmospheric pressure won’t quite come to a boil. We’ll be landing at launch pad D, so you’ll need to take the stairs to get up to the main lounges, as the elevator pod is currently under maintenance. Prepare for landing gravity configuration. Flight crew, commence final check.”

The attendants came floating through accompanied by the whoosh of their little air-driven jet packs, picking up random items that happened to be floating around.  Shortly after the flight personnel had departed to secure themselves, he heard the roar of the ship’s jets and felt the gravity pressing him into the back of the seat. The craft would land vertically with the passengers in a supine position, winding up at 1/6th Earth gravity, then would slowly angle down to a normal horizontal position as it lowered into the climate controlled inner harbor and the giant circular outer airlocks shut like an iris.
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