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The Cube
 I walked toward the black--thing. It was about 40 meters away, and yet it filled my field of vision. 
It was pure black, no visible futures at all. For a minute, it almost reminded me of my house way back 
on Earth, but larger--much larger. It appeared square in shape, but I can’t be sure at this distance. My 
metal leg crunched on the gravel-like, rocky ground. I stopped, wanting to get a better look. I stood 
there, staring at the object. This thing better be more than a big rock, I thought, or this will be a 
complete waste of time. I stopped on an uncharted planet to look at what, a big rock? No, it appeared 
too square to be natural, although nature can make some near right angles.
 My name is Will. I’m what other people call an “Earther,” meaning I was born on Earth. With 
reddish blond hair, green eyes, fair skin, and a 6 foot 4 stature, I’m instantly recognizable as one. 
See, many years ago Earth was hit by a meteor in Southeast Asia. I was in a space station at the time, 
working as a scientist for the government, and I used a shuttle from there to escape. Humanity, or 
what was left of it (about 10% of the population of Earth fled in small spacecraft or were already off-
planet), set up around a number of habitable plants. What followed was a full-scale war over oxygen, 
the very thing we need to survive. I was drafted into the service and forced to be a ground soldier. I 
learned a lot about combat, teamwork, and tactics during that time.
 In several of those battles, over the years, I have been injured and now am partially robotic. My 
eye, arm, leg and part of my chest have been replaced with metal analogs. Well, one side of the war 
won, thankfully the side I was on. That was 50 years ago. I now serve voluntarily as the captain of a 
medium-sized combat ship charged with peace-keeping and exploration.
 This structure, or whatever, was huge. I wondered if anything could be inside. After about ten 
minutes of walking, I arrived. There was nothing on the surface. It was black, just as I had thought, 
and it was smooth. Not smooth like metal, as we think of it. Just so perfectly flat you couldn’t get 
even the slightest feeling of a texture at all. It felt like air, it was so perfect. I walked along the side 
of this thing, looking for an entrance. There was nothing on that side--or that one. There was nothing 
on any side of this thing. Although I did find out that all sides appear to be square. This thing was a 
giant cube; therefore it had to be man-made. All I had to do now was see what was on the top. I peered 
up, dwarfed by this monolithic structure, wondering how I was going to get up. It was quite a ways. 
Well, that’s what grappling guns were invented for. I took it out, took careful aim, and fired the rocket 
propelled hook. It zoomed up, unwinding a thin coiled cable behind it. There was a faint chink when it 
hit the top. It stayed, and I gave the wire a tug to see if it was sturdy. It was not at all. The top must 
be as slick as the sides. I stepped aside to dodge the falling hook, which hit the ground with quite a 
thud. Now what? Well, I could just fly up there; I was already getting sidetracked from patrolling the 
sector. I decided to do it the quick way, so I pressed a button on my robotic arm and called my sphere. 
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It flew silently to me. Spheres are single person short range craft; they’re handy for getting to a 
planet’s surface from a ship in orbit, and for moving around once you’re on the ground. I came down 
here alone, even though my crew advised me not to.
 Soon I was sitting in a nice comfortable chair inside flying towards the edifice. “Would you like 
some entertainment?” the cool voice of my ship’s computer asked.
 “No thanks, but I would like to see the object.”
 “Windows opened.”
 “Thanks.”
 “You’re welcome,” 
            As I was approaching the object, I saw a faint gray line on the top. It was almost black and 
blended in quite well with the rest of the object, and when I got right above it, I could see a faint 
square outlined. I stepped onto the surface of the cube and almost lost my balance. No wonder my 
hook never stuck; the top was as smooth as the sides. After a half hour of walking, I found it. It 
was about 2 meters wide, and it extended in both directions as far as I could see. Well, this has to 
be something, I thought. I bent down and touched the line. It was the same texture as the rest of the 
cube, but was dark gray in color. I heard a creaking sound, and jumped back. I looked around, and 
instantly took out the pistol I was carrying. Years of training had made this a subconscious reaction 
to anything unexpected. I stood in awe as the square outlined by the gray rose up. It rose up only a few 
meters, just as high as a person. A fine black dust blew out as it came up, as though it had not been 
opened in a very long time. I cautiously walked towards it.
 There was an opening in the side of the risen part. I walked up towards the opening and noticed 
that the doorway was simply a rectangular hole. I looked inside and saw only darkness. What have 
I got to lose, I thought. Let’s see what’s inside. I stepped into the door, and found that there was 
a floor there. That’s good. I started to go inside, but stopped. I had no idea what I was going into, 
besides darkness. I couldn’t see a thing inside. The light from the doorway didn’t seem to reach inside 
even though it was right behind me. I had only taken a few steps and it was pitch black. My robotic eye 
automatically switched into light-amplification mode. I still didn’t see anything. There was no light 
whatsoever in this place. Well, there always is the old fashioned way, so I took out my flashlight, and 
shined it in front of me. The beam just stopped less than a meter ahead. Not as if it hit an object, but 
as if the beam just lost all its energy. It was like a fog, only there were no particles and no gas. The 
air inside was amazingly clean. I kept walking in one direction. I took another step and felt nothing. I 
must have reached an edge. Then I felt that there was a platform below it. I stepped onto that platform 
and felt its edge. There was yet another platform below it. I was on a staircase. I continued to walk 
down the staircase for what seemed like hours, blindly feeling my way through, always reaching out in 
front of me to make sure I wasn’t going off of some cliff. Abruptly, the stairs ended. I felt a wall, and 
closer inspection revealed it was indeed a solid wall. It was a dead end! I turned around, but as I did a 
voice said,“This is not the end, but rather a door.”



 Who said that? No one else was around. I must have heard it in my head. Sensory deprivation is 
causing me to hear things, I told myself. But, the voice did have something interesting to say. I walked 
back up to the wall, and touched it. Nothing happened. Then I got a crazy idea. I had used my robotic 
hand to feel the line on the top, and that activated it. Why not? I touched the wall with my metal hand. 
The wall suddenly disappeared, as if it wasn’t even there. Behind it was more darkness, but this time I 
saw a faint light ahead. So there is something inside of here. Besides that light, everything around me 
was still pitch black. The light also appeared to be subject to the limitation. As I got closer, it got 
brighter, until I couldn’t look directly at it. In a few minutes of walking I had gone from pure darkness 
to very intense light. Then I felt another wall in front of me. Again, I put my hand to it and this time 
there came to me a blinding light and a voice. A dark, ominous voice, deeper than anything I have ever 
heard.

 “I am needed again”

To be continued...
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