
We Repair Spaceships  
 

The rain fell cool and clean from the unmercifully ornery sky, pitter-

pattering gently on the dry, crusty floor of the plateau. The rare event had brown 

and green lizards and shiny insects skittering around in a giddy dance; at once 

dodging and then embracing the wondrous nectar. It took but a few of the 

bombastic drops battering their tiny selves before they realized the nature of the 

gift they were given. By the fourth or fifth meteoric smash they found shelter and 

licked and sucked at their skins and shells not knowing who to pray to and thank 

for this glorious gift.  

Nor did they care… 

It had been weeks, many weeks, since anything but unrelenting radiation fell 

from the heavens on this desolate part of earth. This desert, the Atacama, so far 

from the rest of the world and so dry, as dead and desolate as its namesake oceanic 

trench is deep and dark and wet; and just as inhospitable. Almost the only moisture 

available to sustain life is through the consummation of other life and because of 

that, there is very little moisture (and little life) to be consumed.  

This is a place where sand and rocks feel uncomfortable… where cacti grow 

uneasy… where the wind blows warily and where it is too dry for even moon- 

shadows, some nights, to be cast. It’s also a place where scientists love to play… 

Like the extremes of Death Valley (or those of the Atacama trench), the 

excessive height and unrelenting dryness of Atacama provides an undeniable 

temptation to learned, curious folk. Much closer and easier to get to than the 

tortured surface of the moon it is just as strange and alien… just as unexplored and 

shrouded in mystery. At once as foreign as an unimagined work of art it can be just 

as obtuse and barren; an empty and dead canvas awaiting the first colored 

brushstroke of a sunset. 

Thousands of miles stretch in unforgiving foreverness, disappearing into the 

shimmering horizon, while the mirages tease and tempt. Not a place for humans; at 

least not those without a life-support system. Dotted almost imperceptibly amongst 

the grains of sand and mirage pools are caves and tunnels born into the ancient 

rocks of these high, desert hills. Now, just home to bugs and dust and lizards and 

bats, they were once home to something very different and strange.    

 

                                          

“My word,” said Prof. Connor Caitlin looking up at the crying sky. “What do 

we have here?” 

“Got me chief!,” chuckled his assistant, Jinx. “I’m just a post-grad 

archeologist. What do I know?” 

They were both smiling and looking up at the down-coming rain. 

“Hey Brock!” she yelled towards the entrance of the cave they had been 

excavating. “Brock!” 



“Yea?!” Dr. Driver yelled as he popped out from the cave. He was wiping his 

hands on a cloth and then looked up. 

“What do you make of it?” 

“Ho-ly…” he smiled. “I’ll be…” 

“When was the last time you think, professor?” 

“I don’t know Jinx. Go on and get a beaker, quick! What time is it?” 

Jinx looked at her watch as she jogged towards a trailer. 

“Ah, 8:14!” 

She quickly returned with the beaker. 

“Ok, let’s say 8:13 and we’ll take a measurement.” Dr. Caitlin stated, pulling 

a notepad from his vest pocket and noting the rare event. Jinx stood looking up at 

the mottled pink and purple sky as the rain fell and tickled her cheeks. She held the 

beaker and smiled as Dr. Driver approached, trying to gather every precious drop.  

“Can you beat that?” Driver opined. 

They’d been at the site for nearly five weeks and this was the first real rain 

they’d seen. Of course, there had been a few mornings where they awoke to find 

their tents and trucks and the rock faces slightly damp from nocturnal 

condensation, called “camanchaca”, but no rainfall. This was an event and needed 

to be recorded. 

“Brilliant! Brilliant!” said Caitlin, smiling and holding out his hands. 

“When was the last time it rained up here?” 

“I don’t know Brock! Perhaps Coronado might.” 

“I’ll get him” and he turned to go back to the cavern to get their Atacamenos 

companion when he popped out himself, somber as always. He gazed up at the 

weeping heavens, the drops running down the creases of his cheeks like tears. 

“Coro! Come here!” Brock gestured with a wave. 

Coronado joined them and a hint of a smile bent his leathery face. 

“Are those tears of joy I see?” 

He chuckled slightly, “No, my friend. Eyes too dry to cry.” 

They all laughed as the heavy rain misted around them. 

“How long since the last one you reckon Coronado?” 

“Oh, a long time Professor… maybe nearly a year… maybe longer.” 

They stood there a moment longer before they thought about the fifth 

member of the team, Hilton Swank, their mechanic / engineer / all around handy-

man.  

“Where’s Hilly?” Prof. Caitlin inquired. “He should see this.” 

“I’ll go see!” Jinx said and jogged off towards the trailers. There were three 

of them not far from the cave; two for eating, washing and sleeping and the other 

used as an office for mapping and storage of delicate samples and equipment. 

Hilly’s trailer was the first one and Jinx ran up to it and threw open the door. 

“Hilly! Hey, Hilly!” She burst in and found him curled up on the small couch 

snoring away. She banged on the table in front of him shaking the plate of mostly-

eaten supper. “HILLY!” 

He jumped. “WHA…?” 



“C’mon and check this out! C’mon!” 

“Errrrr…Check wot out?” He rolled over and scratched and shook his head. 

“Jes c’mere.” she smiled and signaled with her hand as she headed back 

through the door.  

Hilly sat on the edge of the bench for a bit and contemplated falling back 

down (it was a good thought) but then became aware of the sound pitter-patting 

above his head and wondered what it was. “Locusts?! Dust?! Radiation?!!!” 

Despite the fact that Ms. Logan had woken him from a deep sleep (which he was 

mightily tempted to return too) he hoisted his weary self up and stumbled to the 

door. He pushed it open and looked out and up and then out again and burst into 

incredulous laughter. 

“Haha! What is this?!” 

He stumbled out the door and ran to his colleagues who were smiling too. 

“Is this rain Pile?” 

“I think it is Hill”, replied Dr. Driver.  

“When was the last time it rained up here?” 

They all bit their lips and turned to Coronado who tried not to laugh but 

couldn’t help himself. 

“At least a thousand years, Mr. Swank!” 

…and they all laughed and Hill looked around with a quizzical smile. 

“Really?” 

They laughed some more and just like that the rain turned back to mist and 

then stopped. They were still looking up when Professor Caitlin looked at his 

watch. 

“It’s 8:17 –ish. Jinx, what time do you have?”  

She checked her watch. “8:17” 

“Oh, I wish we had brought a weather-station with us but who knew?” 

“It’s not your fault Professor. There’s really no weather up here.” 

Caitlin chuckled helplessly. “You’re right Pile. Anything in the beaker Jinx?” 

She held it up and swirled it and tried to make it level. “hmmm, maybe a 

millimeter or two. I’ll try to measure it.” She started to head towards the trailer.  

Caitlin pursed his lips. “Ahhh… it won’t matter. We didn’t record it from the 

start and it’s not an official reading but…ok, go ahead. It will be an interesting 

addition to our logs. Well then.” He turned and looked at his crew and the rarely 

damp ground they stood upon. “That was like seeing an eclipse or…or a shooting 

star, no?” 

“Pretty cool professor.” Jinx agreed 

“Yes. Very rare.” replied Coronado. 

They stood another moment tapping their boots into the rapidly drying earth 

beneath their feet and gazing around as the low-hanging sun cast its rays through 

the neon mist. They were mesmerized by the orange and pink and purple rainbow 

that colored the plateau. 

“Oh my… beautiful…” 

“Jinx? Would you get the camera?” 



“One step ahead Professor.” She said as she trotted to the trailers. 

They stood there in awe humbled by Gods whimsical brilliance, thousands of 

feet above the Earth in a colored-light golden cathedral. 

 

Another half hour went by, and two hundred pictures taken, before the 

magnificence of the moment passed and became part of the past. The golden sun 

slipped to the horizon and twilight cloaked the cragged vista and it was time to go 

back to work. They walked back towards the cave on the slightly squishy soil into 

the glowing maw of the cavern. 

It was nearly nine o’clock by the time they returned. 

“I know it’s late but let’s get back to work if we can.” 

“Sure doc. What can I do?” 

“Well Jinx, I’d like to take a look at that discolored area in the back that we 

looked at this morning. Brock! Where are …” 

“Yea boss! Over here.” Brock walked over. 

“Brock, I’d like to get your opinion of that spot in the back.” 

“Sure chief.” 

They headed to the rear of the chamber, well-lit by the many work lights that 

were installed, to examine the strange dark area that appeared incongruous on the 

nearly uniformly dust-grey floor. At the base of the almost twenty-nine meter wall 

they stood and pondered the spot, nearly four meters in diameter and almost not 

there. And yet, it was there piquing their curiosity. 

“What do you think, Brock?” 

“Well professor, my initial guess would be water.” 

“Mine too, but where from?” Professor Caitlin looked up curiously at the 

ceiling. “Have we noticed any dripping from the ceiling since we’ve been here?” 

“No chief.” said Jinx, as she looked at Coronado for confirmation. Everyone 

turned and looked at their guide. 

“No. Not from up there…” 

Coronado’s voice trailed off as he gazed at the ceiling and then paused and 

looked at the wall. “No water up here.” 

The others looked at him and then each other and then not knowing where to 

look, they looked around. 

“Are you saying this is not caused by water?” 

“Mr. Conor. There is no water up here.” 

“Well, what do you think this dark area is caused by?” 

Coronado looked at the ground and shook his head. “I do not know. Water, 

maybe, down there.” 

“Well.” Caitlin huffed. “I aim to find out! Jinx, will you lay a grid out here? 

Let’s go at least two meters square around the furthest point.” 

“Sure chief! I’ll get right on it.” 

“Good! Coro…come with me.” Caitlin gestured to his old friend to walk with 

him and they wandered off to the other side of the cavern leaving Jinx and Brock 

to prepare the dark area for exploration.   



“What is it, professor?”  

Caitlin stopped in his tracks and turned looking at the floor. Then he looked 

at Coronado and pursed his lips.  

“Five years ago, when you first told me about this place, we discussed its 

possible purpose. Yes?” 

“Hmm.” 

“You told me about the legends… about what the people said this cave was 

used for… “ 

“Hmmm.” 

“I’m beginning to change my hard-hearted thoughts about your story.” 

Coronado looked at his friend and almost forced a smile. 

“I recall you said something about fuel and I scoffed at what you said. Do 

you recall?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

“Of course.” Dr. Caitlin chuckled. “You said that if they came here they’d 

need a fuel source and that fuel source would be something easily found and in 

abundance.” 

Coronado nodded. 

“I’m beginning to see what you meant.” 

Professor Caitlin smiled and looked at his friend over his wire-rimmed 

glasses.  

“Hydrogen?” 

Coronado smiled. 

“And oxyg…” 

Just then a loud pop reverberated through the cave as an electric blast 

shattered the quiet. Caitlin and Coronado jumped in the near darkness and turned 

to see a metallic gray cloud rise up from the main generator and ascend to the 

ceiling of the cave. 

“Oh damn!” Professor Caitlin barked. 

They all rushed over to the stricken machine hoping that the worst was over. 

Apart from some static-electric hisses and ribbons of sulfur smoke curling out of 

the manifold there was nothing more said from the overworked work-horse. It sat 

quietly like an iron bull that had finally had enough; tired and angry smoke drifting 

out of its nose. With its demise almost all of the lights and sundry electrics went 

with it. 

“DAMN! Why now?!”  

Just before the professor could complete his second invective Hilly came 

jogging into the near dark cavern. 

“What happened?!” 

“The generator blew!” whined Brock. “I thought it was a piece of junk!” 

“Not a piece of junk.” He replied. “Too much runnin’ off  it. I told you guys 

didn’ I?” 

“Yes you did Mr. Swank.” Caitlin agreed. “We should have listened.” 



Hilly was taken aback. He’d always felt a bit unappreciated around the 

“brain-trust” up at the dig; being the blue collar brave amongst the chiefs. Most of 

what they talked about amongst themselves (when he overheard) went over his 

head. It seemed that when they did talk to him it was about mundane, mechanical 

stuff. 

“Well…um…(cough) yes sir!. I’ll see what I can do. Um… in the mean time 

we might be able to run some lights off of the back-up…” 

Dr. Caitlin looked around and considered. “No… I think we’ve done enough 

today. Why don’t you see what you can do and the rest of us can call it a night. It’s 

nearly ten and …” he paused in his thoughts feeling frustrated by this set-back. “Of 

course you can all stay up as long as you like.” 

“Lemme see what I can find”, said Hill as he moved towards the dead 

generator. There were still a few glowing lights interspersed around the chamber 

working off of the second generator and reserve batteries. He grabbed a lantern and 

went to work. 

“I’ll check in too.” Jinx said. “I’ve got notes to work on anyway.” 

In time they all wandered away leaving Hilly to the machine. Over the next 

hour he tore it down as best he could in the green and yellow glow and determined 

that a piston ring and gasket had blown and needed to be replaced. Not having 

replacements for the parts he called down to his contact in Cabo San Piede but 

received only a pleasant and reassuring answering machine reply that he would call 

back as soon as possible. He then called his friend, Jess Hodge, at the University of 

New Mexico who were sponsoring this dig.UNM was paying for this foray so he 

knew they’d be mindful of the money. Hodge assured him there would be a new 

generator in Cabo San Piede within twenty-four hours and asked that he not be 

bothered again that night as he was entertaining one of the Benton twins and he 

would absolutely take care of it. 

“You’d better Hodgey. I have your boss’s number you know.”  

“I will Hill! Send you an email a.s.a.p.” 

With that Hilly Swank left the broken down machine and wandered off to his 

trailer. When he arrived Brock was still up and on the computer. 

“Any luck?” 

“Naw…it’s shot. I’m hoping we can get another delivered to town 

tomorrow.” 

“Hmmm.” Brock said half-heartedly as he gazed at the screen. 

“Anything good?” 

“Nope.” 

“Hmmph.” 

Hilly walked back to his cube and peeled off his stinky-stiff cloths. He was 

tired but thought a quick shower would be just right. He grabbed a towel and 

stepped into the three-and-a-half foot square plastic box and showered off in the 

barely more than lukewarm water and felt good. After twelve minutes he stepped 

out and dried off and saw that Brock was off of the computer. He slid his towel-

clad self into the bench and logged on and saw a note from Hodge. 



“Got a new generator for you and parts! Will be in Cabo by 3pm tmrw the 
24th. Tracking # 336MKJ2217SEC829. Call me if you need me! (but not tonight! 
Lol) 

Hilly chuckled, shut down the computer and went to bed… 

 

The next day the sun blinded from below as it echoed off the mica-rich floor 

of the plateau, shooting like a dagger through Brock’s curtain announcing the 

dawn. The big man growled and turned away from the offending luminescence but 

after a short while realized that he was awake and that he could hear others moving 

about the trailer.  

By the time his feet hit the floor he gazed out the window at the crystal blue 

and orange sky, looking like it was nearly midday as he smelt the early morning 

bacon coming from the kitchen. He cracked his back and shuffled off to join the 

crew  

“Bacon.” 

“Hey Brock.” Jinx chirped looking up from the tiny stove. 

“We have bacon?” 

“A bit left…enough for today.” Dr. Caitlin muttered over his coffee. “We’ll 

get more when we go to town. And we will be going today.” He took a sip of the 

black gold and sucked a tired breath. “Hilly informs me that a replacement 

generator is being shipped A.S.A.P. and we need to get it this evening.” 

“Where is he?” asked Brock. 

“He and Coro are in the cave with the old generator.” 

“Oh” 

After Jinx finished sizzling the bacon on the tin pan and they ate they went to 

the cave to join the others. They found Hilly and Coronado sitting with their backs 

against the dead generator conversing. 

“Morning gents.” Professor Caitlin waved. 

“Aye prof.” Hilly replied. “Bring any bacon?” 

“You could smell it?!”  

“Sure chief! Smell it a mile away! If my nose is workin’ it’ll smell bacon.” 

They laughed. 

“So’d ya bring any?” 

“No I’m sorry Mr. Swank. But I promise to bring some back from town for 

you.” 

“Aw, thanks boss.” 

Dr. Caitlin smiled and continued. “So Hilly the new generator should arrive 

in town around three o’clock?” 

“Yup.” 

“Well then, judging by the time if we leave within an hour we should get 

there around then. Brock? Would you like to come?” 

“Sure, of course.” 



Dr. Caitlin continued. “We can fit three in the truck so…” He paused and 

looked at the others. “Hilly, Coro, I’m sorry. Would you like to come too? You’d 

have to take the other truck.” 

“Na… that’s o.k.” Hilly said looking anxiously at Coronado. “You stayin’ the 

night?” 

“Well, it is a five-plus hour trip. It’ll probably be easier to stay there and if 

we leave at five or six we’ll be back by twelve-ish.” 

“Yea…makes sense.” Hilly agreed. 

They went back to the trailers to get organized and then Brock, Jinx and 

Caitlin got in their GMC and headed down the mountain towards town. 

Hilly and Coronado stood waiving at the receding taillights. 

“Welp…” 

“Yup.” 

“There they go…” 

“Yup. So?” 

“So?” 

“So?” Coro turned to Hilly and chuckled.  

“Now what?” 

“Did the professor leave us with anything to do?” 

“Naw, not really.” 

“Well then…” Coronado continued. “I thought I might take Flor down to 

Mulheresdocoveiro today, see some of my people.” 

Hilly smiled at his friend and then looked at the donkey standing in the 

makeshift pen near the cave and scoffed. 

“You want to take Flor down? It’ll take you four or five hours yourself! Why 

don’t you take the truck?” He nodded towards the other pickup. 

“Hmmm. No. If something comes up you may need it.” 

“Ya…yer right.” He shrugged. 

“Yup.” 

Hilly stared momentarily at a large wasp buzzing the sand near them. 

“Yuh going now?” 

“Yes. If it’s ok with you.” 

“Sure.” 

Coronado went to his bunk and put together a knapsack of supplies and bid 

Hilly adieu as he mounted his donkey and headed west down the mountain towards 

the town. It was near ten-thirty and Hilly found himself all alone in the middle of 

an archeological dig in the middle of one of the most inhospitable places on earth. 

He looked around the immense expanse of nothingness and was happy for the 

trailers and radio and food and water and relative comforts he had. It was the first 

time he was alone here and couldn’t imagine being alone without them.  

He felt very small. 

He found himself whistling in the near infinitely open silence. 

He took out his phone and called Professor Caitlin. 

“Hello?” 



“Hey! It’s Hilly. Can you hear me?” 

“Yes Mr. Swank. What is it?” 

“Uh, um. Everything’s fine here. Coronado went down to 

Mulheresdokodo…uh.” 

“Are you ok, son?” 

“Yeh…uh. How far are you?” 

“We only left less than an hour ago.” 

“Oh yea. Um. Everything’s fine here.” 

“Good!” 

“Call me when you get down there.” 

“Will do Hill. Let us know if you need anything.” 

Hilly paused and looked around at the hazy horizon. “Will do.” 

He hung up and was alone again and decided to get to work before he 

thought too much about his aloneness and then thought about all the projects he 

could occupy his time with. He headed towards the cave and the Geiger-counter 

that needed recalibrating… 

He sat with his back to the generator and took his time twizzling the knobs 

and capacitors. He was trying to keep his active mind idle. When he was done he 

looked for other time consuming chores. It was nearly noon and time for lunch. 

Hilly walked back to the trailers in the hot, mid-day sun hearing every step 

crackle on the dry ground. The wasp was back, buzzing a sun-baked rock at his 

feet and he imagined himself the rock and the wasp being nearly his size and he 

shivered. The heat buzzed in his head like a hornet’s wings on a rusty screen.  

Looking at the empty cave he’d felt a sense of uneasy foreboding ever since 

they arrived up here…the isolation; the strange, flattened top of the cave-mound 

with the barely discernible markings; professor said they were some sort of 

writing; the unusual, perfectly flat floor of the cave and the back where the twenty 

meter, parallel ridges ran on either side of an old filled-in depression (reminding 

him of a service station well). He knew, they all knew, that some ancient 

civilization had used this cave for something and it was a bit creepy as well as 

fascinating. But now, all alone up here, it became less fascinating and more creepy 

the aloner he felt. 

He made a sandwich for lunch and popped open a frio beer. (“hmmm 

good…real…normal…) and thought about the cave. What was it used for? Who 

used it? What happened? He thought of ancient tribes and human sacrifice and 

wished he wasn’t alone…wished, at least, Coronado was still here. At least he 

could talk to someone. He turned on the radio and searched for a ballgame. That 

would be the ticket! But, where he was there were only a few radio stations that 

could be pulled in and they were all in Spanish. He did find what sounded like a 

soccer game and he closed his eyes and sat back on the bench, sucking his beer and 

imagining he could picture the action. 

The game droned on and the droning led his mind down an uneasy path to a 

dream-world. He was in a strange town of mist and ruins, wandering through 

foreign, unfriendly streets. There was nowhere to run in the fog; he knew not 



where to run to. He thought of standing still but was too afraid. Then he saw 

Coronado walking Flor in the distance followed by a beautiful, blue-haired woman 

carrying a shovel. And then he remembered the name of the town nearly nine 

kilometers down below this plateau, the town that Coronado left for. Mulheres Do 

Coveiro. Coronado told him what it meant once. He followed the woman through 

the fog, careful not to be seen as she seemed to stalk his friend. Coronado turned a 

corner and the woman followed as the fog swirled in her blue, empty vortex. He 

ran to catch up and they were gone! The alley was empty of both people and fog 

and sound and life. It opened to a field of golden grass and a church in the near 

distance. He took a step and was next to the church standing in its graveyard where 

the woman was standing with her back to him holding a dirty shovel. Her blue hair 

blew in the soundless breeze. He couldn’t move. He couldn’t see Coronado but 

saw Flor standing in the distance grazing at the edge of a tombstone. The woman 

stood with her back towards him and he stepped forward, one step… two. As he 

got closer he saw that she was standing in front of an open grave and knew why 

her shovel was dirty. As he got close he knew that Coronado would be in the 

bottom of that grave. As he got close the beautiful blue- haired woman turned and 

smiled a slight, bloodless smile at him. His heart pounded as he stood at the edge 

of the grave and looked in, afraid to see what she had done to his friend. But, what 

he saw shook his bones far worse. The blue-haired woman laughed as he looked 

into the muddy void and saw himself looking back. 

He jumped in his sleep and shook himself awake, pawing his sweat-soaked 

shirt. He was in the trailer and he was alive. He checked his watch. It was just after 

two-o’clock. He sat there for a bit longer catching his breath and laughing at the 

way the dream had unnerved him. 

(“stupid fool I am…”) 

He got up and left the trailer for the fresh, thin air of the Atacaman afternoon 

hoping it would help calm him down. It did, barely. He was still alone in the 

middle of nowhere with nowhere to run if he needed to. But, what was he 

thinking? The trucks were there. He could always get to one if… 

(“stupid! Get a hold of yourself!...) 

He kept himself busy alternately losing himself in his work and then thinking 

of the time. He expected them to call around three assuming they made the six 

hour trip in that time.  

It was just past three now… He would wait until four. 

The sun was getting low at this high altitude. The sunsets were odd up here. 

Sometimes they started and were done in a minute and other times they lasted for 

nearly an hour; depending on how clear the night sky was. This late afternoon the 

sky was crystal clear and the sun, getting low, was starting to grow and cast an 

orange hue over the plateau. 

Hilly’s heart began to pound a little harder again. He had managed to slow it 

down but had trouble keeping it there. Now, the darkening sky brought fresh, 

mischievous thoughts to his over-active mind. It was bad enough when it was crisp 

and clear out and he could see for miles; it was another when he could see far less. 



He tried to control himself and slow his breathing when his phone buzzed and he 

jumped.    

It was the professor…He fumbled and nearly dropped the little bugger… 

“Hello?!” 

There was an unnerving delay and Hilly yelled again… 

“HELLO!!! HEL…” 

“hello?” 

“Professor?!” 

“Yes? Hilly?” 

“Right here chief! Where are you?” 

“We’ve just arrived. There was a delay near Tacalapcha.” 

“Yea? You’re ok?” 

“Yes, we’re fine. We’re at the Post Office. Listen…the part’s not here yet.” 

“What?” 

“The part isn’t here. I’m afraid we’re probably going to have to stay the 

night. The delivery truck should be here in an hour or two…” 

“Oh…” 

“How’s everything up top there?” 

“Uh…fine. Everything’s fine. Coro went down to the village but should be 

back tomorrow morning.” 

“Oh…you’re alone then.” 

He paused… “Yup…all alone.” 

“Eh well. Try not to be too bored then. Can we bring you back anything?” 

“Um…” He was looking out at the setting sun and the vast emptiness that 

was closing in on him. “Um…ah…dunno chief…dunno” 

“Well my boy…we’ll bring you something. How about a cigar?” 

“Sure chief.” 

“Ok! Call if you need to. Take care.” 

“Sure. Take care.” 

He snapped the phone closed. The moon was out in the orange and pink sky 

as was Jupiter and Venus. In an hour the deep purple clouds would be joined by 

Mars. The breeze kicked up a bit too and rippled his shirt and trousers. He looked 

at the trailer and thought about heading back inside but then thought how tiny and 

closed it was. He saw the faint glow in the cave from the few lights that were on 

and headed towards them. 

The cave invited him in and there was just enough light and space and 

security to calm his nerves and when he saw the machines he smiled. They would 

keep him busy like old friends trying to help a pal through a tough time. He went 

over to the dead generator and picked up the busted servo on the rolling cart next 

to it and decided he would break it down and rebuild it. That way, when the team 

returned with the new part it would be completely clean and almost like new.  

He went to the back corner to retrieve some of the lights that were working 

and bring them up to the machine. He took the first one and brought it forward but 

when he went back to get another he stopped and looked at the ground. It seemed 



darker than it should be and an odd feeling wheedled through his head. He knelt 

down and touched the ground and then pinched up a bit of the dirt. It felt tacky! 

Wet…up here? 

It didn’t seem right but he wasn’t a scientist so what did he know? What he 

knew was machinery so he grabbed another light and brought it up to his work-

space. He got his tools and a chair and began breaking down the machine.  

After an hour he realized that he forgot he was alone and began to feel 

hungry. He looked up and out of the entrance to the cave and saw the same golden 

twilight that began an hour earlier; the never ending sunset. Hilly got up and 

headed towards the trailer to grab a bite and a drink. He looked up at the 

sky…deep blue and dotted with stars and the horizon a bright and dazzling orange. 

He went and grabbed a sandwich and a beer and eating as he walked, headed back 

to the cave. 

By the time he returned the sandwich was gone and he took another swig off 

the beer and got back to the machine. Minutes slid by as he became lost in his 

element. To him the machine was like a woman, elegant in its design but also 

brilliantly stubborn; every little perfectly engineered part working only because 

they fit together so ingeniously and yet it took just one little chink to throw it out of 

whack.  

He looked out of the cave mouth and the sky was nearly dark. 

What time is it? 

He dug out his phone and saw that it was nearly seven o’clock. The sky was 

in its hours-long shade of orange-purple; it would stay like this for some time 

before the visible horizon would disappear and give way to the black of space. But, 

for now the meager light in the cavern didn’t spill too far out on the plateau. Hilly 

got up and went to the cave entrance and spied the lonely and dark place. The 

breeze blew quietly across the silent campsite. Outside the glow of the cave-mouth 

the ground grew dark to nearly match the deep, dark-purple sky yet the horizon 

held a bright light, almost like a one-hundred watt light bulb, that showed the 

silhouettes of the hills and trucks and trailers. 

A gust of wind blew a small tumble weed across the edge of the cave-light 

and Hilly clenched his jaw. 

It was dark and empty. 

He turned to go back into the cave when he caught a star in the corner of his 

eye moving across the sky. 

(A shooting star?) He thought. 

He watched the star move over his shoulder and head towards the horizon, 

not quite as fast as his untrained eye thought it should, and then he thought maybe 

it was a satellite. But then the hairs on the back of his neck stood up as the 

star/satellite seemed to reveal a strange color that didn’t jibe with what he thought 

a satellite should emit; a blue-orange glow that reminded him of the glow of re-

entry or… or an engine. If that wasn’t disconcerting enough the next moment 

nearly dropped him to his knees. As he nervously considered the strangeness of the 



star/satellite’s odd color, it slowed in its trajectory and then came to a stop as it 

grew larger in the sky. 

Hilly’s head pounded as his imagination taunted his sensibilities. He wanted 

to run but to where? He wanted to stay and see if what he saw was real but a terror 

tingled up inside him. The glow grew slowly larger as a discernible, metallic hum 

rose ever so slowly until it became quite obvious; like that of a jet engine in a far 

off wind-tunnel.  

The glow grew and grew coming closer in a slight zig-zag pattern and then it 

crossed through the horizon’s glow and  he thought he saw what looked like a 

flattened ball, like a football, pass through the light and then fade into the inky 

black and stop about a mile away. His breath grew short as the thing began to come 

towards the camp, slowly and deliberately, skimming the earth and as it did it grew 

from the size of a football into something much larger. When the flying machine 

was thirty meters from the mouth of the cave it was as big as a house and hummed 

in a low drone that was nearly painful to hear. The machine stopped and hovered, 

its pressure pushing waves of soil out in a supple plume and five large legs 

descended slowly to the ground. 

Hilly’s legs were nearly jelly and he’d wished he’d had brought his gun with 

him. As the machine settled and the whir began to tone down he thought about 

running into the seeming safety of the cavern but then looked towards his trailer 

just one-hundred feet away. He started and stopped and then ran towards them, 

willing his shaky legs to get him there. He raced past the humming black hulk and 

bounded up the steps of his trailer in one leap and throwing open the door dove 

into the false safety of his tin box.  

He slammed the door shut and peered out through the blinds. The machine 

sat there like a massive bloated ink-drop; so black that it nearly disappeared in the 

fading light; only given away by its still faintly glowing underside still giving off 

heat from its reentry into the earth’s atmosphere. Fear dripped off his face in panic 

fueled beads of sweat as he glared at the steaming beast sitting there like a 

monstrous spider. He tried to control his breath when he remembered the gun! 

He ran back to his room and opened the drawer under his mattress and rifled 

through his underwear. His heart leapt when his quarry wasn’t immediately found 

but then his fingers touched the cold, hard barrel of his .45 Colt. He popped it to 

make sure it was full and then snapped it closed and felt a little surge of courage. 

He went back to the window and peered out again. The beast still seethed in the 

darkness. He looked down again at the heavy and formidable weapon in his hand 

and felt the heat still radiating from the spaceship through the window of the 

trailer.  

The gun didn’t seem so formidable after all… 

He thought about hiding, he thought about running into the wasteland but 

then he thought about the pickup truck!  

(Where were the keys!) 

They should be on the hook near the corkboard and when he saw them he 

grabbed them and went to the door and opened it slowly. The area where the 



spaceship sat was nearly dark now; the glow from underneath nearly completely 

cooled. He crept down the steps with gun and keys shaking in his hands and started 

gingerly towards the truck. It was on the other side of the cave and behind the ship. 

His heart was in his throat as he walked a wide arc around the ship until he was 

nearing the cave and heard a sound! 

He stopped in his tracks and turned toward the black space. First a dull 

‘click’, then a low, dense ‘dum’ and then a mechanical ‘whir’ emanated from the 

space in the dark. Hilly couldn’t move as he stood staring at the horizontal slit of 

blue-ish, yellow light that appeared out of the dark and grew into a rectangle and 

then a square. He stared wide-eyed and then looked towards the truck off in the 

distance and then again at the light lined ramp that descended fifteen meters in 

front of him. 

He couldn’t move, he couldn’t breathe. He wanted to cry but didn’t have the 

strength to do that or to fall down. He was frozen. The gun and key became 

weights in his hands as he waited. Then a shadow appeared at the top of the ramp 

and grew larger as a carpet of fog poured down ahead of it and then a thing 

appeared behind. It followed the shadow and mist and appeared to hover as it 

descended down the ramp; floating heavily in its artificial atmosphere.  

At first, in the silhouette of the ship’s back light, the thing appeared to be 

nearly seven feet tall and broad shouldered with a flattened head and two 

appendages on either side. It was still too far away in the abysmal glow. It looked 

to be a brownish color but the way it came down the ramp scared him more than its 

appearance. It appeared to glide more than walk; appeared to move more like a 

ghost as if it were on a sled. There was no apparent up and down movement to the 

thing. It appeared to be floating on the cloud!  

As it came ever closer he held up the gun and pressured the trigger but then 

was overwhelmed by the moment. He wondered if he had the strength. He 

wondered if he had the guts. He wondered if it would make a difference. As the 

thing approached he did begin to cry and his tears finally gave him strength! He 

held the gun up and aimed at the creatures head as it now began to enter the faint 

light of the cave. The thing moved towards him in the mist, now thirty feet, now 

twenty-five, and he began to see what it was! The top half of a wasp sitting atop 

the back half of a fat, bloated centipede! 

He held the gun up and pointed at the things head and started to step back 

slowly as it continued to move forward. The fog crept towards him and an odd 

scent began to fill his nostrils…the smell of … of chlorine? … and tar? 

The further he moved back the more light shown on the monster and as it 

crept closer he could make out more of it. The upper body appeared to be of a 

heavy leather-like hide that seemed like a snake but with an insects shape. The 

appendages were articulated like human arms with the top pair being nearly a 

meter long and having four or five long fingers. The lower pair of “arms” was only 

half as long and ended with flat, flexible pads, like mittens. The creature appeared 

to have a protective plate that covered its back and part of its abdomen which was, 

as far as he could tell through the fog, as big as a small couch with a series of legs 



running down each side. However, it was the head that was the true horror. It was 

easily twice the size of a human’s with two massive black eyes as large as softballs 

and split by an iridescent purple line. Below them and to the sides appeared gills of 

some sort and at the end of the long, praying mantis shaped head was a series if 

mouth-parts that were like stacked grinding plates surrounded by a dense mat of 

hanging, writhing tendrils. 

The sight of the monster in full light was now nearly too much for Hilly. He 

considered two options; shoot the thing or himself. The gun now seemed so small 

in his hand, compared to the thing creeping towards him, and he became terrified 

of the thought of it not killing the beast and what it would do to him if he tried. He 

put the gun to his head and squeezed the trigger and then… 

And then… 

And then something strange happened. The creature stopped moving and 

held up its long arms as if to surrender. It began to back up slowly while Hilly 

panted to near unconsciousness and held the gun to his head. He squeezed the 

trigger to within a millimeter of eternity but couldn’t pull it any further. The 

monster held up its arms and the fog pulled back and as it did a blue light-like 

barrier covered the beast. As it slowly enveloped it the fog drifted back into the 

ship and the creature spoke. 

“Cronxlkt” 

Hilly blinked and nearly fainted. Did he hear what he thought he heard? He 

shook his head but kept the gun pressed against his head. 

“Cronxlkt. Poorii… caaaa ixtlergg.” 

Now he wasn’t sure what was real. He waved the gun at the creature and then 

put it back at his head and then pointed it shakily back at the creature. He was now 

as much confused as he was scared to death.  

“Wha-wha-what?” 

Silence ticked as the two regarded each other.” 

“Cronxlkt” 

He was sure he heard it make a sound. Was it talking? 

“Cronk?” 

“Wot?” 

Hilly nearly dropped dead right there in front of the first and only creature 

from space he’d ever encountered. He shook his head again and was almost sure 

the thing said “what”. But that was impossible! It was! He was sure of it. 

“Did you say ‘what’?” 

An uncomfortable pause followed and he nearly burst out laughing as he 

stared at this impossible creature standing in front of him. He was sure it was real 

but he might be dreaming. 

“Did… you say… wot” 

It was too much for him to believe. Could this thing be friendly; something 

that looks like this? He lowered the gun but didn’t drop it. He thought about the 

camera but couldn’t move. Then he remembered the device he usually carried with 

him for work. He reached into his pocket and turned it on. He looked at the 



unblinking, blue glowing creature and it at him, waiting for the next move.  He 

wondered if he was alive only because he had the gun. Then considered that a 

being that could come to earth from another world probably wasn’t afraid of it.  

“Can you understand me?” 

“Can you undr…snnn …meh” 

The creature’s voice was a distorted, metallic wheeze and Hilly’s heart raced 

anew but not from fear! No! More from unbridled exhilaration!  

“My name is Hilly!” He said excitedly as he tapped his chest. “Me! I am 

Hilly. Who are you?” 

“Iyam Hilly... Woo …rrr you” it buzzed. 

Now he was so excited he laughed and cried. He could hardly catch his 

breath and tried to go slow and think. 

“I” he said touching his chest. “Am” he said touching his chest again with 

two hands “Hilly” he said brushing his hands down his body and again touching 

his chest. He mouthed the words “Who are” and the pointed to the alien “you?” 

“Hilly?” 

“Hahahaha!” He laughed at the sound of his name coming from the creature. 

“Where are you from?” 

When he said this he noticed that a light on the creatures chest blink with the 

cadence of his words. The thing wore a mechanical plate across its chest area and 

on it was a bulge about the size and shape of a computer mouse. When Hilly spoke 

one side of it pulsed a reddish glow. When the creature responded the other side 

staccatoed  green.  

“Where …are you… frmmm” 

“This is Earth!” He spread his arms out and swept them back and forth. “This 

is Earth.” He knelt and patted the ground. “Where are you from?” 

The creature looked up slowly and pointed towards the North Star. 

“I …am frmm. Karcxtlnqn” 

“Carcleton? Where’s that?” 

“Where is …in …Druhlrnmn” 

Hilly could hardly contain himself. He was talking to an alien and it was 

talking back. He stepped towards it with an idea. Slowly he approached and went 

to one knee. “Hey now, check this out.” He drew a small circle in the dirt and then 

larger circles around it until he had nine. Then he put tiny circles on each ring and 

explained the solar system to the creature. “This is our sun…” He began. “And this 

is Mercury and Venus and Earth…” The creature made a clicking noise that he’d 

not noticed earlier but it seemed to be pleased. 

“Say, what is your name?” 

“Say name?” 

“Yea, what’d they call you? I’m Hilly.” He touched his chest. “Who are 

you?” 

“Calprcra.” 

“Calprica? Calper. Caliper?” 

“Calprcra.” 



“Calpro?” 

The creature looked down at Hilly without any sign of emotion because of its 

bugish face but Hilly seemed to notice that the tendrils surrounding its mouth 

pulled back a bit. 

“Calprogh.” 

“Awright! Calpro it is! So, Calpro, we are here on Earth. Where are you 

from?” 

Hilly gestured his arms all around and patted the ground and pointed to the 

third circle from the big one in the center. 

“Earth.” 

“Grilnot.” 

“Gril-WHAT?” 

“Grilnot…(click brrzzz)…Earth” 

“Haha! Yes Earth!” he counted them out. “Sun, ah Star. Mercury, Venus, 

Earth, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn…” 

Calpro interrupted him just then. The blue light layer receded from his right 

claw/hand and he pointed his first, elongated finger at the forth circle on Hilly’s 

map. The creature pointed at it and looked at Hilly. 

“Gowr” he shrilled. 

“Gowr you say? We call this Mars.” 

“Marzz?” 

The more they spoke to each other the more Calprcra’s voice computer 

understood. Its translation computer system (TCS) processed every note, letter, 

syllable, inflection and bit of dialect Hilly uttered and built up a word base until the 

two were able to speak relatively well; albeit in a stilted, mechanical way. The 

creature told of his life and his people and why he was out here. Hilly spoke of his 

mother and father and his brother and home town. He spoke about why they were 

up here on this desolate plateau and how much he missed being home.  

It was then that the conversation changed; then that a veil was lifted. Despite 

the seeming pleasantness of the last ten minutes Hilly had kept his finger firm on 

the trigger and had mapped out an escape route if things turned for the worst. If the 

creature made a move towards him he had three shots at it before he ran and then 

had two more shots before saving one for himself if he needed it.  

If this dream became a nightmare that was his plan. 

But then the creature did the unthinkable! The clever, mischievous beast. It 

spoke not about bloodlust or pride or unfettered accomplishments and conquests. It 

spoke not about the grandeur of its race or its goal to dominate man. No! It pulled 

out a tablet and showed images of cities and buildings and of equally terrifying 

beasts…creatures he called his family. His mate and his children. He cooed and 

hummed over their images and told Hilly how much he missed them and how 

much he wanted to return to them…before they were too old. The more he spoke 

the more Hilly began to see them for what they truly were. Not of his Earthly 

vision but Calpro’s children and his wife…his family. The gun weighed heavier in 

his hand as he saw the images become ever less ugly as the creature spoke.  



There was nothing to be afraid of! The space creature meant no harm. No 

more than any other earthling would towards him. It wasn’t here to fight but for 

help. 

“What can I do for you my friend?” 

Calpro looked up from the picture-pad with his huge bug-like eyes. Perhaps it 

was the angle of the tentacles or the shape of its eyes or the color of its iridescent 

faceplate but something changed and Hilly smiled as he regarded his counterpart. 

“I need …fuel.” 

“Uhhh. Fuel? Uh gas? Gasoline?” 

“Fuel. Here… is fuel.” 

Hilly looked around at the long stretches of sand and air and nothing and 

wondered what the creature was looking for. 

 “What fuel?” 

“Come with me…” 

The beast walked around Hilly and ventured towards the cave. It glided in 

with Hilly following it and went to the far corner in the rear of the cave, where the 

strange, dark earth was. When it got there it stopped and looked down and Hilly 

thought he detected a look of grim resignation, if not in the creatures face but in its 

overall demeanor.  

“What is it?” 

“This was our …fuel …source. This was…a well of …never-ending Hydrogen 

and …oxygen. We …drilled this well …so very long ago; long before… there was 

any… terrestrial life… The conditions were… perfect…Dry and… cool and of… 

the right elevation. When… my kind …built this station it …was the per…fect 

halfway point… between …our …world and Phlotay 4.6B in… the Epsilon Eridani. 

A …perfect place… to refuel …and replenish our…selves. But, we …haven’t come 

here for …a long…time. I was hoping…” 

“Why did you come?” 

“My ship …is low …fuel. A gamma …blast outside ….of Rei-Orolon slowed 

my ship… to the …point that I …couldn’t reach our new… way-station. I …had to 

stop …here.” 

“Where is your new way station?” 

“Your planet, Mars.” 

“MARS?! You folks are landing on Mars?!” 

“Yes. Perhaps …a… thousand years a…go when your …people began to 

come near… this area my people… knew we …needed to find a… new place. 

Marzz …wasn’t as ideal …as your Earth but …there was …the necessary fuel 

and… we managed to adapt some… mountain …caves to our …uses. We… of 

course… fear… that you will one… day invade …that planet…” 

Hilly considered Calpro’s dilemma and stared forlornly at the barely damp 

floor… Then remembered the truck outside. 

“You need … water?” 

“Water?” 

“Yea! Water?! H2O?!” 



“H2O! Hydrogen and… Oxygen. Not much... Just to… reach Marzz.” 

“I have some! Come! Come with me! Come” 

Hilly led him out of the cave and towards the water truck near the trailers. It 

wasn’t completely full but held a good amount. 

“This is full of water. Will it be enough?” 

Calpro stopped in its tracks and appeared to be humbled and grateful. 

“I …hope.” 

“Here, I’ll drive it over to your ship. You have a tube or hose to suck it up 

with?” 

The creature waved to Hilly and went off to its ship. Hilly ran into the trailer 

to get the keys and drove the non-potable water truck next to the steaming black 

teardrop. He climbed on top and undid the caps to the tank. Calpro came out of the 

top of his ship and produced a two inch diameter hose of a material Hilly had never 

seen before; soft as silk yet rigid as plastic, almost like one of those aluminum 

tubes one connects to a clothes-dryer but with a velveteen cover. He cricked the 

segments into shape and shoved the end down as far as he could into the water tank 

and heard the ship suck up the invaluable liquid. He chuckled as he imagined what 

he could have charged his friend for this water. 

When the last sip was sucked Calpro retracted the tube and tucked it into its 

stowaway. Hilly pulled the truck away and came back as fast as he could. The 

creature was crawling over the top checking outlets and hatches and lights. Hilly 

stopped in his tracks, twenty feet from the UFO and pondered the monster that 

crept upon it. What a find it was! What a historical, world changing revelation he 

was witness to! A little more than thirty minutes earlier he had become the first 

human to encounter an extraterrestrial… The first man to have ever truly 

encountered what had been dreamed about since Neanderthals rose to walk and 

yet… 

 As the time approached for the creature to leave he thought about the 

possibility of it staying. He thought about how famous he’d be if it did and he 

brought it to the world. He contemplated the... the idea that he could become the 

most famous man who’d ever lived! The great discoverer of the extra-terrestrial! 

He reached again for the gun in his pocket and imagined! (If it won’t stay…A bullet 

would kill it, wouldn’t it?) Imagine bringing this to the World?! 

But, at what cost? After the fame and cocktail-parties got old; after the 

governments fought over the discovery and he was forgotten how would he look 

back on what he’d done? How would he feel about killing an innocent being and 

father for his own ego and glory? He shook the thought out of his head and then 

had a new one…What if Calpro went to Mars and told his people about his Earth-

friend, “Hilton Swank”? What if this act of friendship and kindness turned out to 

be the greatest event in intergalactic history?! What if his name became famous 

throughout space?! What if Cal’s people came back to Earth one day to seek peace 

because of this?!! What if…? He smiled at this new, better thought and released his 

grip on the gun and took a breath of good air. The bad thought passed through him 

quickly and yet he still felt shame for having thought it. 



It didn’t matter then anymore. Calpro looked up at him from on top of the 

ship and raised his spiny arm at him in a sort of salute and Hilly smiled back with a 

“thumbs-up”.  All looked good from up there and then the creature disappeared 

into a hole and came out the gangway. 

“Can you stay awhile? Can you stay until tomorrow when my friends will 

return?” 

“No…my friend… I can…not stay any…longer.” 

“But…” Hilly looked around trying to take in the absurd fantasy that was 

playing out around him. 

“In less than… three of your… quarter… hours the orbits of here… and… 

Marz will be drifting too… far away… for me to reach…” 

Hilly’s face sunk and he nodded. 

“I must go if…I’m to…reach our base…in time to repair…ship.” 

“I wish you could stay.” 

“Thank you…Hilly.” 

They stood not two meters apart regarding each other; two creatures… 

beings… friends who looked completely different yet had an understanding of each 

other that transcended the heavens.  

“Thank you Calpro.” 

“Thank you Hilly.” 

Calpro took a short step forward and Hilly leaned towards the other and stuck 

out his right hand. For a moment Calpro’s mantis-face looked passive as it tilted 

slightly but then the frilly-tendrilly things around its mouth tightened and rose in a 

smiling-kind-of-way and it reached out its upper right arm and retracted the 

glowing blue shield from its “hand”. Hilly reached tentatively towards it and 

wrapped his soft and long fingers around the hard appendage and for the first time 

an earthling shook hands with a visitor from another world. 

They held onto each other for a moment or two longer than might have been 

comfortable between two humans but, perhaps, they both realized the amazement 

of the moment and wanted to remember what the other felt like. To Hilly, Calpro’s 

hand felt like plastic or stiff vinyl; a bit cool but not cold; a bit stiff but not like a 

shell. He had no idea what he felt like to the space-traveler but he imagined Calpro 

was trying to imagine what, on his world, he could compare Hilly’s hand to. 

Then, after another moment they let go of each other and Calpro bent his 

head forward in a bow and turned to glide back up the ramp.  As Hilly watched 

him go a thought popped into his head. 

“Hey, Calpro!” 

The creature stopped and turned. Hilly waved and pointed up at the side of 

the mountain; where the strange hieroglyphics were. 

“What does that say?!!” 

Calpro looked up at the fairly lit work-site near the peek.  

“A…sign…” 

 Hilly stood up straight and proud and smiled. “I knew it! I knew it! Like a 

billboard!” 



“Bill…board?” 

“Ah … ah beacon! Like… a signal!” 

“A sign …?” Calproe looked at Hilly and tilted its head. “It says… We 

Repair …Spaceships…” 

Hilly’s face drooped and a smile slowly bent his floppy face. He blabbered. 

“We re-repair spa-spaceships!!! WE REPAIR SPACESHIPS?!!!!” He and his eyes 

popped up. “HAHA! WE REPAIR SPACESHIPS!!! Hahahahaha…” 

“What is so… funny …Hilly?” 

“Oh man! Nothing! Oh wait till the professor hears this! Haha. Oh I wish you 

could stay Calproe. I wish you could stay…” 

I can’t Hilly. You know why. I must leave now. I need to.” 

“I know my friend…I know…Tell them Hilton Swank of Earth is a friend!” 

He waved again as did Calpro who turned and disappeared behind the closing 

ramp and in less than two minutes the black tear-drop rose on a hum of dust and 

disappeared into the night sky. Hilly looked up at the stars, slack-jawed, for five or 

ten minutes, he didn’t keep track, until his neck and back ached. He wondered 

which one of the thousands of twinkling lights might have been his friend’s. Then 

he went off to his trailer and fell down, exhausted, into his bed. 

He slept and dreamt and tossed and turned. He dreamt of living on Mars in a 

bug-suit and tears formed when he thought of his family so far away. He prayed 

that his friend would return to them one day; he prayed he had enough water.  

He woke up sweaty and tired in the light of the new day. It was ten-fifteen 

but it wasn’t enough. He could barely rouse himself up but he managed to stagger 

and blink his way to the door and stumble out into the blinding light. The plateau 

looked different than he remembered. Was it only yesterday he was here? The sky 

seemed different too; and the sun? Was it smaller and further away? 

He walked over to where he thought Calpro’s ship had been. He found the 

truck tracks and followed them and there it was…faintly seen in the ground… a 

barely discernible oval depression and near the front, perhaps five or six meters 

away a perpendicular, straight line where the ramp pressed into the dirt. He smiled 

with a gingerly heart as he gazed down and saw Calpro’s tracks; lines of holes in 

the dirt like fingertips pressed in, going back and forth. He followed them towards 

the cave and then sat down in the shade of a cactus and looked up at the reddish 

sky and waited. 

A little more than an hour later the team’s truck came over the ridge and hit 

the plateau about a mile away and, after a few minutes, they drove up to the site 

and parked in front of the trailers, happy to be home and expecting to see Hilly 

giddy and happy to see them. There was no welcoming party. They called to him 

but it was quiet. Then Jinx saw him near the cave. 

“Professor!” 

Caitlin and Driver turned to look at her and then followed her pointing finger 

towards the cave. They saw him sitting in the shade, his right profile towards them, 

with nary an acknowledgement of their presence and they rushed over. 

“Hilly?...” professor Caitlyn called. “Hilly?” 



He turned to face them; slowly…stoically. He turned his face up to look at 

Caitlyn and Caitlyn, as well as Jinx and Brock, were taken aback by his 

appearance. Although, none could say specifically what they saw (when discussed 

at later times) they agreed that there was something different about the jovial 

mechanic whom they had left the day before. His hair seemed obviously grayer 

than they thought it had been but there was something else… 

“Hilly?...are you alright?” 

He smiled weakly. “Yes, of course. Why wouldn’t I be?” 

The professor looked at the others and shrugged. “That’s good son! We’re 

back and we have the parts.” 

Hilly looked up at the explorers and then out at the iron-laden dust of the 

planet surface.  

“I’m glad your back.” He said as he slowly stood. “I have a story to tell you.” 

The others looked back anxiously at him, waiting.  

“Has Coronado returned?” the professor asked. 

“Not Coronado…” Hilly bent a smile and put his hand on the professor’s 

shoulder.  

“Someone else.”  

He pointed up at the mountain…at the mysterious hieroglyphs. 

“We Repair Spaceships…” 

“What?” 

“We repair spaceships it says. I know what this place is.” 

He reached into his pocket and removed the pocket recorder whose batteries 

had died at some point and pondered what it held. 

“Let’s go inside. I have a story to tell you. A story of Grilnot and Gowr.” 

They looked at him and each other. 

“Earth and Marzz.” He smiled and patted Caitlyn on the shoulder  

“You’re sure you’re o.k.?” Brock asked tilting his head. 

“Never better Pile!” His black and purple eyes twinkling. “Never better!” 

…and he led them across the iron red sand to the trailers and a fresh set of 

batteries… 

 

 

 


