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Terrifying and deafening, a high whistle sounds through the dark room. The only light comes from a red light that blinks restlessly; on - off - on - off…

“Indispensable stuff… DUCT tape,” Timothy Sweek laughs seemingly unperturbed. “I closed the leak in your suit Attilio. You can breathe quietly again…” Tim hangs the tape back on the belt of his own suit and searches in the dark for his commander. “He will make it; his space suit caught the heaviest blows,” says Sweek to the barely recognizable shadow that stands in front of him.

The flashing red light reflects nervously in the helmet of Kenny Britto. “Well, then the three musketeers are still in the race,” grunts Commander Britto as he watches how Attilio Gaudant is resting exhausted on the heavily damaged control panel of the space cruiser.

“The race?” Sweek asks without comprehension while he carefully places Gaudant on the floor.

“We are still living Sweek,” sighs Britto, who becomes increasingly annoyed by the lingering whistle and the endlessly flashing red light. “We still have a chance to cross the finish line together; with the three of us.”

“Oh,” Sweek replies uninterested.

“For heaven’s sake, first put out that fucking alarm.”

“I would not know how…”

“Smash it; kick it, whatever. I don’t care; just make sure that this fucking noise stops and that damn lamp does not flash anymore!”

Sweek reaches with his hand under the broken control panel next to Gaudant’s motionless body. “Don’t you bother Attilio,” he complains to his wounded colleague. “Stay right where you are, I will find it myself…” By touch he finds a small fire extinguisher with which he breaks the red lamp. “One down…,” he notes with satisfaction. Now that it is completely dark, he clicks the knob to turn on the lights on his helmet and carefully walks through the chaos on the bridge. When he reaches the source of the whistle, he breaks the alarm carelessly. " Mission accomplished ,” he says smugly to Britto.

“Hmm, too bad your lamps are now reflecting your red hair Sweek.”

Invisible to Britto, Sweek shrugs in his space suit. Heard that joke before, he thinks. “Where do you think we are?” Sweek asks his commander.

“On the bridge of the space cruiser ‘Celestichthys’,” replies Britto.

Sweek briefly closes his eyes. “Maybe you could try to be serious Kenny?”

“Are we informal Sweek?” says Britto.

“How so? Afraid that it’s being recorded… commander?”

“Rather afraid that the flight recorder is never found.”

“You mean…?”

Britto looks at his fellow astronaut. In Sweek’s helmet he not only sees the nervous gaze of Timothy Sweek, but also the even more concerned looking reflection of himself. “I have no idea where we are Tim. What I do know is that the communication equipment is not working.”

“Damn!” says Sweek. “No contact with the control room… We are on our own.”

“Given the distance between our ship and the earth, we were already on our own Tim.”

Frustrated, the red-haired Sweek slaps the glove of his space suit on one of the damaged computer desks. Both men startle when the screen of the computer suddenly flashes.

Desperately, Britto looks at Sweek. Frightening thoughts crisscross through his head like unguided missiles.

“How do we ever get out of here Ken?”

Kenny Britto feels his heart pounding. “How do we ever get out of here alive Tim? That question seems even more important to me.”

Sweek stares at him in silence. His eyes go red. A mission in space is never without danger. He knew that. But now… For the first time, he realizes that this may well be the end of the road. That they will never reach the earth; never see the blue sky again; that he will never feel his wife and children in his arms again… He tries to swallow his tears.

Britto clenches his glove to a fist and slowly takes him to Sweek. “Box!” he says softly.

“Why?” Sweek asks with watery eyes.

“Because we have to move on. Together.”

Sweek hesitates. Then he also clenches his fist and taps gently against the commander’s glove. “OK. What do we do?”

“Check for damage. See what we can fix…,” sighs Britto. “Find out where we are and come up with an alternative plan,” the commander says as if he is reading a text from one of his instruction books. “You go to the engine room; see if you can restore the power. I will check the lifeboats.”

Britto stares at the exhausted astronaut who is still resting on a computer panel. He has the worst condition of the three-man crew. “What do you think Attilio? Are you able to walk?”

Squeaking and gasping, Gaudant stands up. Does a few shaky steps but quickly sits on the floor. “Just leave me here.”
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When Sweek wants to leave the bridge, he automatically stops in front of the door that leads to the elevator. He pushes all the buttons in vain.

“The stairs, Sweek. The lift does not work without power,” says Britto, who is slowly approaching his colleague.

Stupid, thinks Sweek. He wants to tap himself laconically on his head, but the clumsy thick sleeves of his spacesuit prevent him from moving smoothly. Instead of his helmet he accidentally taps into Britto.

“Please look out what you do Sweek. An elephant is more cautious.”

“Well excuse me, Mighty Mouse,” Sweek jokes as he manually opens the door to the stairs. “How can it be that we are not weightless?”

Britto makes a powerless gesture with his arms. “Don’t know. But not our priority Sweek. Not now.”

Timothy stares down the staircase. Carefully he taps the stairs with one foot; the staircase seems undamaged. Like a ballerina performing in the wrong dress, he slowly walks downstairs. One floor beneath he encounters a big chaos that blocks the narrow corridor to the engine room. Almost all ceiling and wall panels of the Celestichthys have come loose due to the impact. What a mess, he thinks. Just before he goes into the hallway, he suddenly feels a hand on his shoulder.

He looks around upset.

Scared to death.

“It’s the shortest route to the engine room, Sweek,” says Britto, taking his hand from Sweek’s suit. “You’ll have to clear up a bit of debris along the way.” Britto points in the direction he’s heading and sighs: “My side of the road is not much better…”

Cursing, Sweek struggles through the narrow corridor to the engine room. Hundreds of times he had walked here already but this time his heart beats his throat just like it did when he made a spacewalk for the very first time. Tensed as if he is boarding a roller coaster; but anxious because he knows that this ride can be fatal.

Suddenly a screaming, heart-rending sound screams through the spaceship. The steel wall of the spaceship seems to sing like a whale in distress.

“Ken? What was that?” Sweek exclaims in his intercom. The shivers run over his back. The only answer he gets is a long-lasting noise. “Ken? Attilio…?”

They are either out of reach, or the equipment has cures, thinks Tim.

Cautious and insecure he goes further into the hallway. The space suit, which all three astronauts had put on as a precaution when the problems started, now hinders him from moving quickly and easily. Thank god; there is the hatch of the engine room. He is startled when he sees the wet floor in front of the engine room access hatch. Water? Here? That is not a good sign, but he does not have time to find out where the water comes from. First he must restore the power.

Due to the crash, the access hatch is completely distorted. With a lot of effort Sweek succeeds in loosening the locks. Sweat runs over his face. God, how he would love to sweep himself over his head. Now that he is wearing a helmet, he cannot do anything but try to blow away the sweat. When the hatch comes loose, he starts to doubt. That water on the ground… Does it mean that behind the hatch…?

“Ken? I have a problem… Ken?” Sweek exclaims.

Still there is only noise in the intercom. And again that shrill chilling sound. Sweek almost shrinks from fear. The corridor behind him is dark and abandoned. No light that betrays the presence of Britto. Nothing but emptiness and the chilling sound of scraping metal. The breath stings in his throat. Damn! He is all alone! What should I do? he thinks. When I open the hatch and I see water behind it, I am fucked.

“Ken? Do you hear me? You do not answer, but I have to move on…” says Sweek with a slight vibration in his voice.

He waits, but there is nothing but silent noise.

Hesitant, he forces the lock; after that he opens the hatch with trembling hands. With a dull blow, the hatch falls on his shoes and then rolls into the dark corridor. Startled, he shouts: “Damn!” He carefully inspects his dimpled shoes. Fortunately, the steel noses have protected his feet. He quickly checks the pressure of his suit. To his relief, the space suit seems to be intact.

The sound of scraping metal makes him startle again. He quickly looks at the dark hole in front of him; the entrance to the engine room. To his relief, the space behind seems to be dry. The lights and the camera on his helmet follow his head that slowly rotates the space so that he can absorb all damage.

“Ken? Kenny? Can you see it?” Tim asks through his intercom as he enters the engine room.

No noise this time. “I can see it Sweek. Compared to the damage on the bridge and in the corridors, it is not that bad,” says Britto, who looks at the images on the small screen on the inside of his helmet.

“And there is more…,” says Sweek. He turns around and puts his head back through the hatch so that Britto also gets a look into the hallway. “There is water on the floor in front of the engine room.”

“Strange,” Britto says questionable. The commander doubts what to do. Priorities Britto, he says to himself in the coercive tone to which he was addressed by others during his intensive training. “First focus on the power supplies Sweek and then see if you can find out where that water comes from.”

When the call is finished, Britto slowly goes further to the ship’s hold to check the lifeboats. Suddenly the ground moves under his feet; he petrifies. Britto manages to stay in position by leaning against the wall. Again the scratchy sound of ripping metal sounds
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