
Preface

Welcome to this story set on a distant, harsh moon — a place once alive with the rush of diamond mining, now long fallen silent.
No one stayed here by choice. They simply couldn’t leave when the boom collapsed, and time slowly forgot them.

I wrote this story to follow one of them — a wandering merchant, and the few companions who still move across this quiet, broken land.
They live where every resource is precious, and every human bond becomes a kind of survival.

It’s not a story of heroes or grand victories.
It’s about those who keep walking when there’s nowhere else to go, and still manage to find warmth in small moments of kindness and hope.

Through silence, friendship, and quiet courage, this story looks for what it means to search for home and meaning — even when the world has moved on without you.

If you ever find comfort in stories that carry a small light through the dark, I hope this one walks beside you for a while.

— Peace

[Sol-III | Orion Arm | Milky Way]
November 2025
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The Moon
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This place is dying. 

Once a thriving hub of diamond mining, this space colony on a distant moon now lies abandoned and forgotten. 

The large towns around the mines are now very quiet. The streets are empty, and the buildings are falling apart because no one takes care of them. This is a faraway moon that orbits a big gas planet. Many people came here to find diamonds and start a new life. But those days are over.

The surface diamonds, the life's blood of this colony, have been depleted. What remained beneath could not sustain the operations, and so the mines shut down — one by one, the towns that serviced them emptied. Families packed up and left, guided by promises of better opportunities closer to the active trade routes. The mass exodus was swift and unforgiving.

For those still stranded here, hope is a distant memory. The space highways are silent; the once-bustling merchant routes that connected this colony to the universe are nothing but ghost lanes now, abandoned when the mines closed.

Leaving this moon is not easy. Unlike on Earth, where you can just call a taxi, no ship is waiting here to take you away. The nearest trade route is ten light years away—ten light years of empty, endless space.

Isolation here is absolute. The vastness stretches, indifferent to the few who remain. Each day is a battle against time and hope, as the dwindling population clings to survival amidst silence and desolation, waiting for a chance—any chance—to leave. But until then, this place remains a graveyard of dreams, a testament to the fleeting fortune that once shone bright beneath the barren soil.

Well, if you are like me, who didn't get off this moon in time what it started to crumbled 5 years ago, there is still good things down here, for example, the air is breathable!, which is quite a big plus, but nothing else really,

there is a lot of dust causing respiratory diseases at times, we see only a few hours of sun because of the dust storm, the food is scarce, neighbors are looters, want to go to the Central City? only if you want to risk your life, own a lot of food? someone is coming for you.

Basically, if you are here with me, we are fucked, and if I meet you in person, you are my customer or we are about to rob each other


Elaron

Today’s another dusty day, but at least no sandstorm—makes the job a bit easier. My job? Like you see, I drive from town to town buying and selling goods. Each town doesn’t have much, but if someone buys local products from one town and sells them at the next, that town gets more variety than what they have locally.

And that’s my job: a stray merchant, driving a loop through twelve towns encircling the old mining colony. I buy what the locals have, sell what they need. My pride and joy is the truck—three sections strong—called “The Deadlight.” When I roll into town, folks come out to gather, and kids cheer, their eyes lighting up at the sight of my arrival.

How did I come by this beautiful truck? It was just sitting there, too big for the company to haul off to orbit, so they left it parked on the moon. Out here, nothing is ever wasted, so I made it mine.
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I'm in the middle of the way to the next town, should reach there in about 3 hours or so. I'm having a cigarette in the driver’s seat—laying down, actually—but don’t worry, this ride's got an autopilot system. The plus side to not having a proper road is, I don’t have to worry about staying on it, because there isn’t one—just a 30-ton metal beast hurling through the desert.

the first section is a living quarter, me, the boss, and Josy, his name is actually Josh but with his plenty of earrings for the whole village, I like to tease and call him Josy, a young and strong teen who is the muscle for heavy lifting

I radio to Josy "Josy, how its like in the back?" I shouted to the radio, is has been quiet for a seconds "Dusty" he reply, I sighed. 

"I mean, things is not falling off? the straps still ok?" I said, he reply "All is good" 

"Great," I say. "I thought the water distiller fell down and we wouldn't notice it." There is a quiet on the radio for a whole minute, and Josy finally says, "What water distiller?" I hit the button on the truck console, the truck slowing down.

"please tell me you are joking" I said through the radio "no jokes boss," 

The truck slowed to a stop. I jumped down, grabbed the respirator mask hanging around my neck, and pulled it up to cover my face. The desert dust swirled thickly around the truck as I made my way to the back. Josy jumped down too, quickly pulling his own mask into place. I stood there, watching the straps that had held the water distiller sway loosely in the restless desert wind.

I stand there, hands on my hips, and ask, "When was the last time you saw it?" Josy scans left and right, then shrugs, "Honestly, I’m not sure I saw it at all after we took off."

I sighed, it must have fallen off a few hours back, sometime after we left the last town. At this point, I was torn—wondering if it was even worth turning around to look for it. "Should we turn back...?" Josy asked, his voice heavy with guilt. "Not worth it," I said, shaking my head. "But if something else falls off and you don't catch it, I swear, I'll send you back out here to drag it across the desert yourself." I said that as I started walking back toward the front, leaving the swirling dust behind us.

'What a waste,' I think. We spent two hours digging it out of the sand and loading it onto the truck, all to fix and sell it. Now, it’s just lying somewhere under the desert sands again, lost to the wind.

I start the engine—another good thing about this truck is that it uses solar power, with a solar array good enough to work under this murky sky.

Still thinking about the loss of the water distiller, I decided to take a nap. We should arrive at the next town just before dark, and we'll rest there for the night—just in time for the month's market in the morning.

We arrived at the next town as the sun slipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the barren landscape. The truck rolled to a stop at a small motel on the outskirts—a simple setup, but the utility fee here was cheap and it even boasted a modest bar. The motel's name felt a little grander than its function: it was little more than a dusty parking lot scattered with a handful of trucks, mostly carrying tired travelers like ourselves.

The motel’s utility setup was worth a mention—a single cable rigged to connect directly to trucks, providing water, electricity, and even a surprising amount of fresh air pumped through the lines. A subtle comfort in this harsh environment where every resource counted.

I stepped down from the truck, do some stretch to relief myself from a long drive. it is getting dustier when it's evening, I saw Josy came down and try to relief himself from the long ride too, I adjust my respirator mask and walked toward the registration kiosk, a battered, dusty structure standing alone in the vast parking lot. Knocking gently on the window, it slid open to reveal Rob, the old man who managed this place. His wide smile, though missing several teeth, was earnestly welcoming.

"Hey Rob," I greeted. "One night as usual?" he asked.

I nodded, and I handed him a digital wallet—a relic from better times, but still useful enough in these parts. I took the opportunity to ask, "Are many merchants joining the market tomorrow?"

Rob paused, the dusty wind stirring around us, then nodded slowly. "More than usual," he replied.

Good news. The more merchants coming, the livelier the market. It had been a slow haul in the last town—few trucks and fewer buyers milling about.

"What did you bring this time?" Rob asked, still processing the transaction.

"Stuff," I replied. "A village from Elaron made a good batch of fabric bags—thought they’d be useful here."

Rob handed back the wallet with a grin. "Starting to sell purses now?"

I smiled in return. "Whatever can be sold," I said, then turned and walked back toward the truck. The market awaited, and with it, the hope of a better day.

I walked back to my truck where Josy was waiting. Our payment arrangement was unusual—I didn’t pay Josy daily but rather when we reached a new town. It wasn’t much, but enough for us to get by. I transferred his share through the digital wallet, and Josy nodded in thanks.

"Tomorrow, we’ll start at 7," I told him. He nodded in agreement, and I let him continue with his day. I figured I’d see him again at the motel bar later.

Josy disappeared into the murky wind as I circled the truck to check if it was still in good shape since leaving the last town. Everything looked fine. I muttered to myself, "I should install a perimeter sensor—it would make parking in remote areas safer and even alert me if something fell off."

I stopped and stared at the faint light piercing through the murky air. It was the motel bar. The mechanic shop on the other side of town might have what I needed, but first, I needed to see how tomorrow’s market would go.

Shaking off my thoughts, I lit a cigarette and headed toward the bar to grab something to eat.


Black Fort
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The next morning, the alarm from my glass woke me—a glittering piece of tech that looked like a shard of glass but worked as my screen and connection to the local network. It was like a phone back on Earth, but here, the internet was limited—only connecting within the moon, nothing vast or cosmic. Still, it was useful to check local news and messages.

I got up slowly, barely steady when a bottle of local beer slipped off my bed, clattering loudly against the floor but somehow staying intact. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes; it was 6:30 a.m.

Stepping out of my living quarters—the front cabin of the truck—I spotted Josy already up, smoking quietly.

"'Morning," I greeted him. "Ready?"

He just nodded. Together, we unplugged the motel’s supply cable feeding our truck, packed up, and started the engine for the day ahead.

We headed towards the other side of town where the monthly market was held, our routine a simple endurance test against the barren dust-filled dawn. The market operated on a strictly first-come, first-served basis when choosing where to set up.

I picked a spot near the entrance, some trucks already parked and unpacking their crates. The open air felt refreshing today—less dense with dusk particles than usual.

Setting up was straightforward; the truck was basically a neatly stacked assortment of crates locked in place with safety bars. I released the bars, carried crates to the ground, and arranged them in tidy rows beside the truck before posting prices. My haul from the last town was a batch of sturdy fabric bags, soon to gain popularity if word spread. After the market, I planned to trade local specialties here to the next -- strong local moonshines.

The setup done, thanks to Josy’s help—the market swiftly roused to life. Customers come and go, eager to trade.

Goods moved fast today. I allowed myself a small smile, thinking that if this pace kept up, we’d earn enough to restock the moonshine and maybe finally afford that perimeter sensor I’d been wanting. The market closed at noon, and it only came once a month, on the Good Friday.

For now, though, I kept my spirits light and my eyes on the passing crowd. Each sale was a small victory.

Josy proved to be a great help when it came to handling transactions. Even though he was a man of few words, when the shop was open, he had a way with customers that felt both sincere and persuasive. "You see," he explained to a curious buyer, "these kinds of bags come with mini pockets inside. You can keep your glasses there—no one will notice." Then, with a small grin, he added, "And they’re washable. You can toss them in with your clothes without worry."

The customer ended up buying two bags, pleased with the demonstration. Josy glanced at me, and I nodded in approval.

"Josy, I think I'll get a perimeter sensor for the truck after we stock up on moonshine," I said. He simply nodded.

"So I can know if you fall off when you get too drunk," I teased, knowing that everyone on this moon seemed to drink like there was no tomorrow—which, in some cases, was true.

As the market edged toward closing, many people still wandered the stalls. I decided to take a walk myself to check on other merchants and maybe catch up with some contacts. We had a message group, useful sometimes but often just a reminder of rivalries and hard times in this harsh world.

"Hi, how’s business?" I greeted the vendor at the stall next to mine, a truck selling vegetables and herbs.

He turned, remembering me. "Not so good today, pal," he admitted, gesturing toward the dwindling greens. "Unlike your goods, these will spoil soon."

"Well," I said, "you can still sell them to the local shops. They’re skilled at preserving vegetables—drying or turning them into pickles."

He nodded thoughtfully. "Yeah, I’ll look into it."

I pulled out my glass and sent him the location of a shop in town. "Here—this is where I bought a crate of pickles before."

His eyes lit up. "Thanks," he said gratefully. I winked and walked off. Information was valuable, and now he owed me one; it would make future favors easier.

The rest of the market was a mix of goods—used electronics, clothes, fresh meat and greens, perfumes, bedding, respirators, even machine parts. The food stalls were gathered on one side; I wasn’t hungry yet, so I started back toward my truck.

Josy was still by the truck, preparing to close up. "The market manager’s already collected the fee," he informed me. I nodded. Every market charged merchants for their stalls, and we paid more because our truck took up extra space.

I helped him pack the remaining goods back into the truck. Merchants around us were still wrapping up; it wasn’t time to leave just yet. "Josy, you’re free now. Go have a walk if you like. We’ll leave in half an hour," I said. He smiled and handed me a cash pouch. Not everyone used digital wallets here, and he always liked to stroll the market and greet the local girls in every town we visited.

I climbed into my truck’s living quarter and lay down. Counting the cash from Josy’s pouch, I felt relieved—he was trustworthy with money, another of his many quiet strengths.

Doing the math, it looked like we had enough to stock up on moonshine, but I wasn’t yet sure if we could afford the perimeter sensor.

I sent a message to the merchants’ group: "Anyone got a contact at the Ironclad Garage?"

Within minutes, one of the merchants posted the information. I thanked them and reached out to the garage to inquire about the perimeter sensor.

Finally, most of the merchants had packed up and left the market. Josy was still busy in the back of the truck, so I began my departure from the market, heading toward the moonshine settlement. They quickly loaded bottles of moonshine into my empty crates, preparing them to be sold at the next town.

The moonshine settlement was like a small cluster of about ten houses grouped close together, situated farther away from other habitation. Almost all the residents were relatives, bound tightly by family ties that stretched back generations. 

They moved with a quiet familiarity, transferring crates of moonshine from the storage sheds to the truck. The air was filled with the sharp scent of homemade liquor and the faint hum of conversation as Josy waited patiently.

While I was settling the payment, exchanging a few coins with the settlement's elders, I casually asked, "Any news around here?"

There was a pause, then an old lady stopped and thought for a moment before replying, "Someone found an abandoned mining equipment next to the south cliff," she pointed in the direction. "Not sure if all the good stuff is gone yet; they found it two days ago."

I glanced at Josy, gauging his reaction. After thanking the lady, we drove off with the moonshine loaded.

Once we left the settlement, I radioed Josy in the back, "Hey, what do you think about that mining equipment?"

After a brief pause, he replied, "Worth checking out."

"Alright, let’s check it out then," I said, turning the truck toward the cliff.

The trip to the cliff took longer than expected, and then I wondered why it had taken so long for anyone to find the equipment, considering its size. When we arrived, it towered high above the truck—at least thirty meters tall. Josy joined me outside, standing beside the massive machine.

"It's huge, isn’t it?" I remarked.

Josy simply nodded, his eyes tracing the outline of this building on wheels.

"Think you can make it work?" Josy asked.

I shook my head. "No. The fuel cells for these kind of miners can't last this long without maintenance." I retrieved a tool bag from the truck. "But let’s see if we can scavenge something worth taking."

Leading Josy to a ladder, we climbed up to the operator's cabin. The door was unlocked, indicating we weren’t the first visitors. Inside, the cabin served as the control room, relatively spacious at around three by three meters. Several monitors were missing, with wires dangling from where they should have been. Josy paced the cabin while I examined the console, finding it dead—no power.

I signaled Josy to follow me and whispered, hoping to teach him a trick useful for the future. "There’s no power here, but there should be a backup battery at the back of the engine. If we turn it on, we might be able to access the vehicle’s logs and manifest."

We proceeded to the back of the vehicle, where a maintenance access door blocked the battery compartment. It was locked, so I used my tool to pry it open. Inside, the space was narrow—we couldn’t stand fully upright. I walked to the far end, where a control box sat. Flicking a switch, machinery whirred to life, catching Josy’s interest. I gestured for him to return to the cabin.
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