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1 Syllable Words Exercise:

Space for Us
“It’s just a rock. A sphere in the dark. It’s just Earth, filled to the brim with boys and girls,” she says. 
“With spare bits of blue, the rest all grey,” I say, the words slip out with no thought. I look out to her as we float in the dark, her white space suit blinds. She points at the steel base of our ship. The shell ripped – our ship took some wounds on our way out. She waves at me:
“Come one let’s fix this ship quick. We have no time to spare,” and I take the drill in my hand and start to drill the wall with sheets. “I don’t want to go back down there. There’s no space for me – for us now. None for the rest of our kind.” she says as she turns to face the moon at our backs. “Say, Earth looks just like the moon now.” Her voice frank.
“But it’s not. Earth still has our life down there.”
“Some live on the moon too you know.”
“That’s not what I meant. Earth is us. It has our whole life down there. From the first man and on.”
We float round to the south of our craft to see more wounds. Stones plunged in the holes of the ship. Was it space junk that hit us or were they Earth ones launched our way? She lays out a hand, points once more. I start to drill. 
“Do you think it will have our last?”
“Where else would our last be,” I say with my arms raised. 
“In space. On a sphere that will hold us. Some place with a new sun where new stars shine down. Where we wake to a new dawn with new ways for us to live. New ways for us to think.”
“What’s wrong with the way we think?” 
“What isn’t? Look at our rock down there. It’s nothing like it once was. It’s dull. It’s void of real life like space. Wars day to day, for land, for rights, for stuff, for peace. Why can’t there be peace – I mean we are all the same, mere specs on a sphere.”
We dwell in the dark. We float on, shackled to our ship, as it’s locked to our rock, as it spins round our star. I can’t see her face through her suit, but I can tell she has her eyes closed. Heart too. 
“Look at how far we’ve come. Look at where we are,” I say as I nudge her, and she meets me with cold eyes. I swing my arms as wide as my suit lets me – to the stars. “Say we find a new star, with a new rock-” she cuts me off.
“What if life is there?”
“Then we have more friends to share it with.”
 “Those friends will have met their doom if we land. We are known to force our ways.”
“But what if our ways could help them?”
“That’s the line we use to get in,” she turns to me with a sad smile – no, to call it a smile would be a gross lie. “That’s how we do it. We say you need our new ways. You need our help. We force in and mix their minds up. Mix, and mix, and mix, and mix till they turn to a shade of who they once were. Then, we leave, them in ruins, which they then are slaves to our ways. You know this – think of all the old tribes on Earth. Think of all the bonds man has had and you will see that one will be the slave, one will be the crack. Look at me and you.” She points to a hole in our ship’s walls that I missed. I drill it shut. 
Now we both look at our Earth. When I squint I can see trails of light burst from the Earths sphere, more of us leave our once true home. 
“So are we doomed then?” I say, then turn to see just her legs as they go in the ship. All I hear now is the ships hum. Some time goes on, then like the voice of a ghost, I her call out:
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