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Synopsis: A few months after the first
colonists have landed on Mars, something disastrous happens and the
survivor is left with the care of the colony until the next flight
of colonists is set to arrive in almost two years. After venturing
outside on her new planet, Helen finds a strange artifact that
provides a resolution to her problems and also the fact that she is
not the only life on the new red rock she now calls her home.

 


The colony was a cold, dark place, and
especially so after all of her one hundred companions died in a
disaster. She thought it was a Mars quake but hadn't felt safe
enough to venture outside yet. In any case, it was all hers now as
she was the only one left. Only the walls and floors and furniture
remained and were her new home. She dreamt of a future where she
would never be alone. That would be about two years from now, as
the repopulation couldn't be made before that time.

 


Two years before I hear a
human voice, or any voice, before the next ship,
she told herself, almost
crying from the thought. It didn't help that all communications
with earth had also been destroyed.

 


After burying her fellow
colonists, and hanging up a scroll with each of their names on it,
she went around to each individual housing pod and gathered up
personal belongings, knowing she'd eventually find a place for
everything. It caused pain when she touched each treasured
object. The housing pods were simple, but
spacious and comfortable, kitchen, bathroom and bedroom with a
shared living area that was a half-open space. There were
bookshelves filled with reading material and a terminal for
accessing the small colony's network.

There wasn't a lot because
the colonists could take a limited amount with them from Earth.
Helen had chosen a few photos and a favorite boardgame -
Monopoly. The boardgame was well-worn, the
plastic case faded and dented with time. She picked it up, caressed
the box, and opened it. Inside, the small plastic houses and hotels
dotted the board, as well as the plastic playing pieces and tiny
metal dice. She pulled off the rubber band holding the stack of
money together, and held up one of the bills. It was crisp and new,
but it had the appearance of being old and worn. Indeed, it was
money passed down through her family.

Plus, she had taken a stuffed toy cat, as
real animals weren't allowed in these early days. She loved cats
and had to leave her black cat behind with her family back home.
After bending down then getting something from under a bed, she
almost tripped over the rubble on the floor.

 


With a plan to restore power and water, she
donned her environmental suit before stepping out. As she ventured
further into an area she hadn't explored yet, her eyes fixated on a
metallic structure among the crater's rocks, which was sticking up
a few inches above the sandy soil. She dropped down on her knees to
investigate it, looking upwards into the sky as the structure rose
up and her spacesuit was soon caked in dust and dirt that shed off
it like rain. She got to her feet in a hurry and backed off, to
shield behind a rocky outcropping.

 


She struggled to regain her feet as the
structure spread and grew fast. The strange building was almost a
quarter-mile in diameter, a tower-like edifice made of several
tiers of large rings, except for the ground floor. The tower
vanished into the clouds. She had spotted the structure a mile away
and it felt like it was growing larger with each step. The
structure was silver, sharp and bright, save for one dark edge. It
was roughly the shape of a scimitar, but it was impossibly long, as
if designed for use by a species or entity of inconceivable
proportions. It was a huge edifice and she thought that the inside
area must be enormous.

 


It had been buried for millions of years in
the crater, she assumed, as there were no other sings of sentient
life on the planet so far, and upon its discovery, it began to move
slowly up through the red sands of Mars, creating a dust cloud as
its blade cut through the soil. Helen watched in amazement as the
structure slowly rose, shifting and changing in its orbit, like a
desert sunflower. She had never seen anything so beautiful and
grand, yet so lonely and strange. The structure moved slowly, with
light radiating from its core. She could see it emitting an eerie
glow in the now-dark night sky above her. It painted Mars’s barren
landscape with shades of red and orange hues that seemed to expand
and grow along with the structure itself.

 


She stood there for hours, mesmerized by the
combination of beauty and desolation present in this mysterious
structure reaching for the sky. For a moment, she felt connected to
something out of this world, something beyond her current
understanding of reality and technology. Helen was about to turn
away when she heard an odd noise coming from the structure. It
sounded like a girlish giggle... not quite human, but it reminded
her of the girls she had known back home. She hesitated for a
moment, then decided to investigate and stepped inside the
structure.

 


The interior was dark and dusty, illuminated
only by a few glimmers of light coming from above. The walls were
adorned with ancient symbols and carvings that seemed unfathomable
to Helen's mind, yet vaguely familiar, like pieces of a forgotten
language or clues to an ancient mystery. Suddenly, she heard the
giggle again, this time much louder and more distinct than before.
She followed the sound until she reached an ornate door at the far
end of the corridor where a tiny figure stood silhouetted in the
faint light.

 


Helen gasped as she realized that it was a
little girl - no more than five years old - wearing an
old-fashioned dress and hairstyle and peering curiously into the
darkness with wide eyes. Helen took a step back in surprise, but
after a few moments she realized that there was something strangely
familiar about this child-like creature standing before her. She
realized that it reminded her of herself.

 


Helen slowly stepped forward, not entirely
sure what to expect from this strange little girl. She was oddly
captivating, with a face that seemed too wise and eyes that shone
with knowledge beyond her years. The girl smiled back at Helen and
waved her hand gently, beckoning her closer. Helen cautiously
extended her hand, trying to touch the child's arm but instead of
feeling solid flesh, her fingers passed right through the arm as if
it were nothing more than a hologram. The girl adjusted something
attached to her arm and told Helen to try again. She did, and could
feel the soft skin like any other person she'd ever touched.

 


Helen took a step back in surprise until she
realized what must be happening - the girl was not real, but an
advanced projection of some sort. She wondered who had created such
intricate technology on Mars and for what purpose they had done
so.

 


She replied hesitantly, unsure what to say
in response to such an unexpected greeting. She asked Miija who she
was and why she was here. The little girl explained that she was
the guardian of this ancient structure on Mars - one built by an
older species who had come to the planet long ago when it still
supported life - and she had been programmed into the structure's
systems eons ago to watch over it ever since.

 


She took a step back in surprise until she
realized what must be happening - the girl was not real, but an
advanced projection of some sort. She wondered who had created such
intricate technology on Mars, and for what purpose they had done
so. The girl spoke then in a warm voice that filled Helen with
comfort and curiosity. "Welcome," she said in a gentle tone. "My
name is Miija." Her voice sounded ancient yet familiar, like
something from another lifetime, or another world entirely. When
she'd seen and sensed that Helen was approaching, she formatted her
program to make her look like her so she would be more
comfortable.

 


Helen listened in wonder as Miija told
stories of these distant ancestors - tales of brave explorers and
daring adventurers, until, at last, Miija turned to Helen with a
knowing look in her eyes and told her that it was now time for her
own journey to begin. With that parting statement, Miija vanished
from sight leaving behind nothing but traces of light in the air
where before she stood.

 


To one side, Helen spotted
an ancient looking spacesuit. It was other worldly. She found the
mysterious, old space suit in an adjacent room and knew that it
wasn't one of the former colonists who had suddenly torn off the
protective gear, risking instant death from the almost airless
environment of Mars. It gave her an idea, though. The walls of the
structure looked solid and she detected some anti-radiation-looking
material attached to the walls. Perhaps
this will do for my new shelter, she
thought. After one final glance at the
child and her survey of the various compartments inside the
shelter, she began her journey back to the ruined base camp that
her team had built together.

 


Over the next few weeks, she became more
familiar with Miija and they played Monopoly together and Helen
found that the miniature houses and tokens that you played with in
the board game reminded her of some form of civilization at least.
Miija also taught her some of the language which was inscribed on
the walls and she began to understand, but not completely, some
part of the unusual history associated with the structure. The
figures and inscriptions reminded her of Ancient Egyptian
hieroglyphics, which she had seen many times.

 


One
day while gathering supplies, Helen stumbled upon a strange set of
carved symbols on the walls of another old building. Miija
recognized them as an ancient Martian language, and with her help
Helen slowly translated the words until they read like a story. It
was the tale of a great dust storm that had swept through the city
many years ago and it was what had destroyed it completely.
It was then that Helen and Miija discovered that
their new home wasn’t just a place for them to survive—it was also
a place where they could learn from those who had gone before
them. At night, after another long day's
work, Helen found solace in playing Monopoly with Miija again.
Playing together brought back memories of a time pre-dust storm
when society had been thriving and full of life again. The game
also made her realize how mundane everyday tasks such as buying
property or paying rent can become so meaningful if you are
surrounded by people you care about - even if it is only two
inhabitants on an uninhabited planet such as Mars.

 


She wanted to know what kind of strategies,
if any, they had used to survive and thrive in such a hostile
environment. The stories told of how some brave survivors had
created new villages in different parts of Mars, despite facing
seemingly insurmountable odds. These people had found strength
together by forming communities where everyone helped one another
out; sharing resources, teaching each other trades, and even
creating makeshift entertainment areas during times when morale was
low.

 


Most encouragingly, it seemed that no matter
how dire things became for these settlers, there still remained
hope that one day things would get better - and it gave Helen faith
that if these people could do it, then so could she! Inspired by
this story, Helen decided that she would use her own experiences to
create something similar here in this forgotten corner of Mars -
somewhere people could come together for shelter and friendship
even during hard times.

 


Still, playing Monopoly with Miija felt like
an adventure and she couldn't help but smile when she rolled the
dice and moved her token around the board – something she hadn't
done in a long time. The game made her feel close to civilization
again, even if it was just for a few hours each night. Although
their stay at this peculiar structure hadn't been long term, being
there with Miija gave Helen some solace during this trying time.
She knew that despite all of life's uncertainties, some things were
still constant; like friendship and having someone to play Monopoly
with no matter how far away from home you might be.

 


With renewed energy, Helen started working
on setting up a community center where people could come together
for activities like cooking classes or art projects. When the new
group of colonists arrived, there would be much to do! She
scrounged up any leftover chairs and found a bright rug or two,
plus set up a coffee area as she knew that every meeting place had
to have a coffee bar.

 


The morning air was crisp as she trudged
back to the ruined base camp. She had been able to salvage some
furniture from the space capsule and ship
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