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The Artemis-Apollo Project 

 

“Another traffic jam,” I heard Dad say. “At this rate, the streets will be paved with cars when we enter 

the city, if we enter the city,” he joked. 

 There was no hope for us. I was certain of it. The space debris pollution was nearing its peak. As 

of eleven years ago, when I was 6 years of age, I remembered a sudden epidemic of panic among the 

population. It seemed that the space debris had fused into a dense layer of metal and waste and was 

starting to cover the earth. 

 Now, the pollution is so bad that there are only a total of two hours of sunlight per day. 

Government had set up large cities with artificial sunlight. Soon we will live in a world without sunlight; 

the heartwarming light that was so abundant in the past but is now merely a legend. Sunlight, the light 

under which plants can grow, animals can eat and people can live happily.  

 Or so I’ve heard. Now, at age 17, I had completely forgotten how I used to be elated under the 

sun. I had no hope for a bright future. We can’t all fit into the few bases of artificial sunlight. 

 Ticked, I glanced around. In my front, on the passenger’s seat, was my mom. To my left was my 

baby sister, Hanna. Mistaking my dad’s chuckles as a cue to smile, she started cooing.  

 Hanna was born the very year of the announcement: They were going to draft an adult from 

each family into the air force. This time, war wasn’t on another country or terrorists. War was turned to 

our garbage. Their job was to take down the space debris that was created from the many space 

stations that were created during the Race to Colonize space.  

 “Quiet already!” I screamed at Hanna. She looked at me with her watery puppy dog eyes and I 

couldn’t help but to feel sorry that she had never experienced the joy of the sun’s rays. 

 There was a knock on my car window so I turned and saw our neighbor’s kid, Benny and his 

spoiled tabby cat. Their hybrid hover-pods have been our neighbors for the past couple of days. 

Normally, when there was a traffic jam, Benny would come over to our car to take his mind off those 

hundreds of thousands of tiny ultra-fast specks above us, attacking the debris dome, desperately trying 

to relieve earth of its unnatural blockade from the sun. My elder brother was drafted in the air force.  

Mom worried for him every day since she read the news-file article on how fighters will die daily, 

because of debris turning into meteorites and colliding with the planes.  

 “Carl! Let’s play Attract-a- Debris! You’ll be a Metal and I’ll be the Magnet!” said Benny. 

 “No, not today, I’m too tired. Let’s just watch the planes. Hopefully, we can see one go BOOM!”  

 My mom heard me and she jerked her head around and yelled “Carl! Don’t be such a sadist. One 

of those BOOMs can be your brother.”  

 Ignoring her, I decided to go walk around till the traffic moves again and Benny followed.   

 “So, where to now?” asked Benny. “We’ve been here on this patch of grass a thousand times 

already!” 
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 “Sshhh…don’t rush me. I’ll find something to do.” I peered around at my surroundings. Nothing 

but wilted grass and flowers, dying trees and fallen leaves and people, setting up camp, knowing that 

the jam will take awhile to settle. Even though it’s supposed to be morning, the day is dark, with only 

the streetlights to illuminate the paths.  

 “Look! Over there!” exclaimed Benny as he pointed to our left, “I think that’s the city! We’re so 

close to the city! Let’s go!” 

 “What? Wait!! That’s not Chicago! We have around 18 miles left till we reach the city!” 

 Being an overexcited little kid, he dashed across the field and down the hill. Of course, I had to 

follow. It would be a disaster if I went back without the kid. My knees were numb from sitting so I was 

amazed at how strong his curiosity is to have driven the little boy down the hill with his stubby legs.  

  When had reached the town, we were astonished. It wasn’t a town. It was actually some sort of 

a colony of labs. I could tell that it was pretty high tech and heavily guarded. On the gate, circumscribing 

the town was a big name plate. Under what looks like a logo the shape of a moon on top of sun’s rays 

with grass on the bottom, was the name “Artemis-Apollo Project”.  

 We began to pear through the gate when a voice spoke.  

 “Visitors? Are you here to observe and experience the ways of the people of this project?” 

 Without returning an answer, we were let in and Benny pranced in. Sighing, I followed to make 

sure nothing utterly stupid happens to him.  

 “Welcome. I am Dr. Betty. Follow me and I will explain to you what this place is for,” said a 

sophisticated and well bred looking lady in a white lab coat. “We usually give visitors a tour around the 

area to see if we can gain new recruits.” 

 We followed her to a dome labeled, “Lab Facility A- Artificial Sun”. Inside were around four 

hundred people scurrying around working with sheets of metal, chemicals and big machines.  

 “The purpose of this project is to settle environmental problems. Here in this lab, we are trying 

to perfect artificial sun. I’m sure you’ve heard of it. The artificial sun is created using radioactive 

elements but we are currently trying to develop ways in which the radioactive rays won’t harm living 

cells. Our latest idea was the Ozone Dome Model 6BH3-Z. It acts like the ozone layer to block most of 

the harmful rays. The downside of it is that it will take up more than the needed earth’s natural 

resources to create enough domes big enough to surround one continent, “she explained.  

 By now, Benny was on my back, already asleep from her speech. Well, what can you expect 

from a six year old? Truthfully, I was falling asleep too, and I couldn’t care less about radioactive 

substances, but I followed her again. 

 Next, she showed me the statistics lab where they store and receive data on bio life.  

 “This place is extremely neat because we base our next objectives using the data recorded here. 

That graph marked with green and red shows the CO2 and the oxygen levels. Since the debris are being 

taken down by being shot with laser from the aircrafts or are returning to earth as meteorites, the 

carbon-dioxide level is increasing and is causing a major problem to people. The particles from the 
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debris also falls down to the world’s water sources thus contaminating the water. To solve these 

problems, we have also in this facility, prototype machines to filter the carbon-dioxide and the filth from 

the water which I will show you later…”  

 At that time, she might have realized that I was dozing off.  

           “Hello, what is your name anyway? Why aren’t you paying attention to me?”  

 “It’s Carl and this one who is sleeping on my back is Benny.” 

 “Well, Carl, that was rude of you. I was explaining something to you that would be crucial to our 

future. Someday, we will perfect this, solve all the problems, wait till all of the debris is cleared up, and 

then live our lives normally again!” 

 “Why do you care so much about it? There is no hope for us! Do you really think that these 

things will help alleviate the problem? Our only hope is to clear the debris in the sky which is practically 

an impossible task since they orbit around the earth at a few kilometers per second which is too fast of a 

speed for those pilots to keep up with.” 

 “Since it’s so hard for them, we have to do something on earth. We can’t just sit there, being 

gloomy and pessimistic. There are ways to help. Like this facility for example. We can’t help with the 

layer of junk floating above us, but we can make people’s lives better down here.” 

 Then it struck me. She was right. What is the point of just sitting here? My brother is up there 

doing his best, shooting and vaporizing the dangerous garbage dome. I should also do my best down 

here to keep everyone happy. Maybe I’ll start a tradition while camping out here on the road.  

 Smiling, I said “Thanks. You have really taught me something. Sorry I yelled but I really have to 

be getting back now” 

 “No problem. Come back or tell others to come!” 

 I waved to her and walked up the hill. Just then, Benny woke up.  

 “Carl, why are you smiling? What’s so funny?” 

 “Nothing, really. Hey, let’s go play that game of Attract Debris!” 
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