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I have absolutely no idea why humanity decided to try and build a machine that converted living flesh into wood, but hey, if I know anything about humans it is how... persistent they are in pushing their knowledge into some pretty extreme realms.

And now I was going to die today (or tomorrow or just some time very, very soon) because of it.

Well I suppose that I can’t moan too much because I was one of those nutters, but unlike my nutter friends, I was stupid enough to ignore the sign outside the lab which said very clearly do not take off your safety glasses for any reason.

I was very, very stupid and I did.

Now I am completely made from wood. I have long smooth wooden arms, wooden legs and a wooden chest. I actually don’t mind those things so much because I can still hear, see and taste things.

But I absolutely hate my face. You know I use to be called one of the hottest male scientists in the galaxy. Women loved my long brown hair, my striking blue eyes and my killer smile. Well now women just ran away from me.

And as I sit in my cold metal cockpit on a metal chair that no one should ever have to suffer through with nothing but an oval dashboard filled with switches, buttons and computer screens, I really don’t like how everything turned out. 

Granted there are a few advantages, I get to spend my days sitting watching the stars, planets and other space phenomena flash past my little squid-like ship on my little computer screens as they constantly scan my surroundings.

I’ve actually seen some pretty cool stuff like inhabitable planets, a wick nebula and plenty of other things that my old nutter friends would have loved to see.

And the amazing smell of lemony tea, poorly recycled air and cinnamon constantly filtered through the cockpit giving off the strangest, but nicest, of smells. Reminding me of delicious cinnamon rolls with lemon icing like my mother use to make when I was a wee boy.

Because of how disgusting I looked with all my wooden knots, nobs and cracks, the Earth Government thought I would be perfect for space missions to transport supplies to our far, far away colonies that would take human-manned ships centuries to travel to.

Of course most of those humans on the ships would age so much during that time that they would be, I quote, ‘old and fat and useless by the time they completed the journey’. 

But hey, let’s send out a wooden man instead because no one cares about him.

Fuck them is all I want to say!

The sound of my cockpit slowly popping, humming and vibrating made me sit up a bit more in my awfully cold and uncomfortable metal chair, I quickly checked the readings to see if the ship was experiencing any problems.

I’ve probably been on this ship now for a good seventy years and when I’m not playing some quiet music in the background, the ship’s own sounds are barely audible.

In fact until now, I don’t think I ever really knew what the ship sounded like, but the humming, popping and vibrating of the ship was getting louder and louder and louder.

I swiped away at my computer screen for a few more moments and I just had a feeling that I needed to check my speed, since my nutter friends told me once that these transport ships always become louder before they slowed down to dock at a planet.

Shoot! Shit! Fuck!

Of everything that could have gone wrong with my little squid ship, as I liked to call it, I seriously hadn’t wanted the engines to slow down, and now my computer screens weren’t responding to my touch. I couldn’t even find out where I was, what speed I was going and how close I was to my final destination.

I was lost.

I was actually lost in space with no one knowing where I was and my biggest concern was I was easily twenty years away from the nearest habitable planet with any space fleet big enough to come and search for me.

Now if I was a normal fleshy human then I would probably be concerned about food, water and all that stuff (granted I could probably just look at my cargo and find those things), but as a wooden man I had a much, much bigger problem.

If I didn’t get any wood polish, varnish or whatever crap you use to treat wood, I was going to start splintering very, very soon. So much so that I might start falling apart and there was even the risk of my wood being infected.

My long hard wood might be no more!

Now that was truly a problem.

A problem I needed to solve yesterday.

Because time was running out fast.
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“Dilation’s Past has disappeared my Lord,” 

Of all the things Lord Commander Camila Bell had not wanted to hear this morning (or was it night? She had been working so hard lately) she seriously did not want to hear about the Dilation’s Past going missing.

Camila just folded her arms as she stood in the massive oval bridge of her circular space station. She had never liked how cold the bare metal walls made the bridge but given how everyone here in rows were just hunched over their holographic computers relaying communications, giving orders and monitoring ship movements. She supposed it could have been worse.

Camila just had to find that ship. Especially because that sexy wooden man had been on the ship. Camila just couldn’t help but smile to herself, she had really loved running her hands all over that hard sexy wood and him making her laugh like she was the most important woman in the galaxy.

Hints of bitter burnt coffee, harsh cleaning chemicals and pine-scented recycled air filled the bridge and Camila just wasn’t sure what to do.

The Dilation’s Past was almost like a cruel joke amongst humanity, the whole idea of it was that the ship would have such advanced engines that time dilation would basically be a thing of the past if it kept to its extreme speeds. But clearly that was never going to happen.

And now a poor innocent man was drifting in space because others deemed him too non-human to have around.

“Last reported location?” Camila asked.

A very short man stood up and bought Camila over a holographic tablet that showed everything they knew about the Dilation’s Past.

“Unknown Lord,” the man said. “We were monitoring the ship as it made its seventieth year on its trip then its transponder beacon just failed,”

Camila hissed as she felt her stomach knot at the realisation that her sexy wooden man had been gone for so long. Their wooden and fleshy bodies together only felt like yesterday.

“Have you tried scanning for the ship?” Camila asked.

The man looked as if he was going to laugh. “You do know how vast that sector of space is? He was basically travelling through a dead zone for our scanners, we only managed to track him as far as we did because of his beacon,”

“And that’s gone we have no way of tracking him,” Camila said.

The man nodded. “Should I order a fleet to start searching the area?”

As much as Camila wanted to shout yes and how badly she wanted to send every single available fleet to find the wooden man she probably loved. Camila just knew that she couldn’t, not only would it be a waste of resources, but she could lose her job.

The Earth Government had wanted to get rid of the wooden man so badly, they would never accept one lonely woman (that wasn’t really liked in the first place) wanting to find the man they wanted to die out in the cold void.

Camila just shook her head slowly. She really didn’t want to give the order but she just had to. 

“No,” she said, “no fleets will be sent out. Contact Earth Command and see about a replacement ship for those supplies,”

The little short man bowed and quickly went off to his holographic computer.

As Camila stared out through the massive floor-to-ceiling windows of the oval bridge and back out into the stunning stars, she just hoped that in a few decades if any new technology was developed to help her find her wooden man. She just hoped he was still alive.

Camila really loved him.

And all she wanted to do was save the wooden man she really loved.
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I think it took about two hours for me to realise that I was going to die here. I was out in the middle of space, no one knew where I was and I was just travelling through space at an unknown speed in an unknown direction. 

Yep I was going to die.

But if I was going to die then I was going to make sure I died living the sort of life that I had always wanted. And that was where the absolutely amazing cargo and supplies I was carrying came in.

I went into the immense cargo storage area that was easily the size of a large city and I went straight over to the Lab section which sounded really fancy and everything, but it was nothing more than three incubators that were big enough for a normal human to stand up in for the colonists to grow some animals for themselves.

Because I’ll tell you that I have wanted to be a farmer. I just think there’s something so cool about growing your own food, harvesting it and just having fun. And it seriously beats the dehydrated crap that I was given for this mission.

So I went back over to the cargo, grabbed some of the chicken eggs, frozen goat embryos and some cow embryos, because every farm needs a cow, right?

I carefully placed them in the incubators and turned them on. Thankfully these incubators were cutting edge back in the day so my animals should be ready in about three days.

This was going to be amazing fun!
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[image: ]


The Dilation’s Past had been missing for twenty
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