
Face of Insanity 

By: Tyler Laroche 

[Initiating Transmission] 

Day 120 

So far I’m getting used to the spinning of the ship’s new general electric gravity simulator. They 

say its purpose was to generate a similar gravity to that of Earth; however, I still feel lighter than 

a feather. When our home planet was still in view, the spinning was more than a little 

disorienting, yet now that it’s simply blackness in every direction it has become a source of 

comfort in the never ending void. 

I haven’t updated this log in a couple of days but the reason I am now is because Thomas has 

been acting strange. We are all coping with the isolation differently. I have taken to tinkering with 

the ship’s computer systems, tampering with her coding to make it more functional. Amy has 

been playing chess every 24 hours with Spencer, which is insanity in its own way, and Sherry is 

always reading when she isn’t keeping the outer hull of the ship intact. Everyone has a place. We 

all do our job. 

Thomas used to be the leading engineer on the team. He knew every equation linked to every 

physical phenomenon and could calculate most in his head with little issue. Over the last few 

days however, we all have noticed a major shift in his behavior. He talks to himself on a regular 

basis. Before he left, his son gave him his favorite toy, a green dinosaur, and made him promise 

he’d keep it safe and bring it back. A little boy’s way of ensuring his father would return. We all 

thought it was sweet when he put it on his nightstand, and maybe a little creepy when we started 

noticing it in his bed, but he hasn’t let go of his son’s toy in days. It’s almost as though he’s 

talking to it. 

[Terminating Transmission] 

 

[Initiating Transmission] 

Day 134 

We haven’t been trained for this. Thomas is losing it. He laughs hysterically in the worst 

moments and yesterday at dinner he pulled his knife on me. With Spencer’s help we were able to 

detain him and now he’s locked in his room. None of us know what to do. We can hear him 

mumbling to himself, sometimes begging for his toy dinosaur which was tossed from his grip in 

the scrimmage. 

When I went in later to return it, he stared gloomily at his feet, all signs of aggression gone. The 

way he glanced up at me though was nothing like before when he attacked. I really know 

something is wrong because he directly addressed me as his son, Gram. 

“Don’t worry Gram,” he comforted, “I’ll take good care of it and return it to you when I get 

home. You’ll see,” he said, clutching the toy to his chest. “I’ll be back.” 

[Terminating Transmission] 



 

[Initiating Transmission] 

Day 160 

The last few days have gone without a hitch. Thomas was up and even enjoying our company 

again. We all had to put our personal projects on hold to help him through the day, but it was 

worth it. He even left his son’s toy in his room, and hardly mentioned life back home. We’re 

trying to keep it that way. 

Only Amy seems uneasy with his swift recovery from madness. 

[Terminating Transmission] 

 

[Initiating Transmission] 

Day 174 

There’s been an accident. No one could have prepared for this. 

Sherry is dead. 

She was doing some outside work on the ship and her suit got punctured by a screw that was shot 

with pressure. We couldn’t even retrieve her body as it drifted off into the emptiness of space. All 

we could do was cry and listen to her scream quickly cut short. 

Thomas took the news the worst it seems. I never knew he and Sherry were so close, in fact I had 

my suspicions that it was he who was responsible for the accident. Now he’s back in his room, 

clutching that toy. 

I’m sorry, I don’t want to talk about it. 

[Terminating Transmission] 

 

[Initiating Transmission] 

Day 189 

It’s hard to keep this log going. We lost our lights twenty-something hours ago, and many other 

forms of power with it. We’re still checking the different stations but so far we seem to have 

breathable air and refrigerated food. Other than the lights the ship seems fine, more eerie than 

anything. The mission still seems on target. 

Amy, Spencer and I had a long talk a couple hours ago and they seemed to think Thomas has 

passed the worst. True he’s back to talking and keeps reminding us he’s getting better. He has 

been eating civilly again and has even started taking up Sherry’s old job outside. He’s pretty good 

I’ll have to admit. It has been a huge help since the lights have gone out, but I don’t like it. The 

way he acted before can’t just go away and be forgotten. We need to watch him. 

“I’m better, much better,” he keeps saying, “and soon you’ll be better too.” 



[Terminating Transmission] 

 

[Initiating Transmission] 

Day 200 

This must be short. Thomas lost it again. While checking the new coding in the computers to try 

and fix the lights, I was choked from behind. Thankfully I passed out; however, when I woke 

Spencer had been stabbed mercilessly not far from me. The pointed green tail of the dinosaur toy, 

thick with red, lay amongst a crimson tide next to the stab wounds. I almost threw up at the sight. 

Frantically, I searched for Amy in the dark but heard her screams further down in the ship’s hull, 

followed by Thomas’s frenzied laughter. 

Like a coward I am hiding in the broom closet, the door barred with one of the mops. I’m alone. 

The door is rattling. 

[Terminating Transmission] 

 

[Initiating Transmission] 

Help me. 

[Terminating Transmission] 


