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A short story by Angelos Drampalas

I had just finished the daily check and returned to the station to record the morning report. It was funny that they kept calling it that – morning report. It had been almost a year since I had turned off the Earth time clock; since I had seen André launch into space. Everything now follows my own rhythm. I suspect the bosses at the Agency have figured it out, but they stay true to protocol to nudge my sense of responsibility. I have not forgotten my purpose. It's just that, where I am, it's a sweet luxury to be able to have the formalities written down.

Before entering the station, I glanced at that pebble where I once thought everything was. But from this distance, lost in the blackness of space, the Earth looks lonely and vulnerable. 

Three notices were waiting for me in the control room. One on the main console and two on the communication terminal. The recording would have to wait. I opened the Agency’s message:


Morning report 92189 refers to the damage of the solar panel’s mounting bracket, for which detailed records have been sent for its repair. Material inventory has been received as normal and stock is being built up for the next scheduled shipment. New arrival of supplies and equipment at the station in 30 days from receipt of message.



They may have been frugal in their words, but their records were too thorough. Over forty pages on how to unscrew a bolt and replace it with a new one. Okay, they were paying attention to me, I was only one person after all. Luckily, it wasn't something urgent because I didn't feel like studying.

I turned my chair to the right and approached the communication terminal. It was a small screen and a keyboard, used exclusively for the stations to talk to each other. The Agency supported this kind of informal communication. A way to take our minds off the mission. I opened the first of the two messages:
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