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“Zoom, zoom, zoom

we’re going to the moon

If you wanna take a trip

Come onboard my rocket ship

Zoom, zoom, zoom

we’re going to the moon”









-- a child’s sing-along song

A Fantastic Voyage

by Paul Ashcroft

Hello, world citizens, this is Paul Ashcroft recording these words some 384,000 KM away from Earth.  Yes, that’s right, I’m writing to you from the moon…

I’m in the visitor's lounge of the massive Armstrong-Yukio Space Port, waiting for the moon rover taxi to come transport a dozen or so other people and me to the Moonlight Hilton, where I have made reservations to stay…

There is an Indian family sitting next to me; they have one child—a boy—who jovially and energetically runs around the benches, his arms outstretched like wings, perhaps in an attempt to mimic the space craft we took to arrive here…I ask the father, out of the blue, what are his plans here on the moon.  Before he has time to respond, the mother pipes in, saying that her husband has been hired to work on the computers at the Moonlight Hilton.  He nods his head, and it is then that I notice that his forehead has been surgically enhanced.  This man is clearly a high-level computer scientist, for he has chosen to have a neural link implant…

The little boy returns, slightly exhausted, and sits on his father’s lap.  He looks at me with his big, round eyes.  He seems to be very excited.  And, to tell the truth, I feel the same way…

In the dense darkness beyond the windows comes the moon rover taxi.  It is a large vehicle with circular side windows and a trapezoid-shaped windshield.  Written in black, against its gold and white chassis, are the words “Moonlight Hilton.”  An orange light atop its roof flashes.

The moon rover ride is unbelievably smooth.  The road crews must have mastered altering the powdered charcoal surface into something similar to asphalt.  Perhaps Earth road crews could learn a thing or two from road crews here…

As the ride continues, the little Indian boy marvels at what he sees outside.  His nose and hands are pressed against the tinted window.  Every few seconds, he points at something in the distance—another moon rover, a staggering mountain range, mysterious flashing lights—and asks his mother in a loud cry “What’s that?  What’s that?”  Amazingly, I too have similar questions, but I stay quiet, saving the questions for later.  Still, I can’t help pressing my face against the window, straining to see as much as I can to make sure I miss nothing.  There are simply so many wonderful things to look at…

The Moonlight Hilton is in sight…the moon rover makes a 180-degree turn, backs up a few feet and then stops abruptly.  From my vantage point, I see a long metal tube, almost worm-like, emerge from the side of the Moonlight Hilton and extend toward our rover.  The tube runs to the rear of the rover.  There is a shudder as the tube connects to the rear exit door…

The rear door opens with a hiss.  A male and female Moonlight attendant stand in the tube’s corrugated body: they motion for us to follow them.  We gather our luggage and follow... 

The brightly lit tube is lined with a red carpet, and invisible speakers utter “Welcome” in several languages.  At one point, the Indian family shares a laugh.  Then, seconds later, so does a Chinese businessman…

The reception area of the Moonlight Hilton is vast…the dome ceiling is covered with star maps...

I stand in the reception line until a chime and a computer voice usher me to counter number nine, where I come face to face with a petite Oriental woman with long black hair cascading across the padded shoulders of her blue-and-green uniform.  Her face beams a fantastic smile, and her dark, almond-shaped eyes glitter like sparkles.  She is clearly an android--a popular made in Japan model.  It is nice to see androids return to the working world after being condemned to the "underground" for so long...But I am sure they still face that ancient, poisonous question: "Are they human or not?"

At the counter I sign a few documents, then the Oriental clerk asks me to stand very still.  A small black box with a camera lens rises from the counter; it stops as it reaches eye level.  A painless green light combs across my face.  “Your key has been made,” says the clerk.  “Simply look into the black hole on your door and the door shall open…”

The silent elevator takes me to the fourth floor, opening up onto an equally silent hallway.  It is dimly lit, long and cavernous.  The black carpeting is embossed with the crescent moon logo of the hotel.  The walls are made of silver and black metal.  Along the walls, at five foot intervals, are thin, luminous light panels that emanate a soothing Xenon blue light.  There are rails running along the walls as well; two “Annie-Maid” room service robots roll on them silently, most likely to service a guest tucked inside his or her room…

I arrive at my door, and, following the desk clerk’s instruction, I stare into the black hole on the door.  The door opens with a click.  Inside my room the air is crisp, distinctly air-conditioned.  A holographic image of a woman in a blue-and-green uniform (not the Oriental desk clerk, but a pre-recorded clerk of unknown origin) appears in the middle of the room; she asks if I need any help.  No, not now, I say, but maybe later.  The holographic image fades into static distortion…

Dropping my heavy bag, I dash toward the window...

The surface of the moon is so white, as though electrified by the morning (or is it afternoon) sun.  The stars are intense, like flares rather than points of light.  The landscape is punctuated by a multitude of mountains…and is that the Earth, like a blue and white palette, out there on the dark horizon??

I think about that little Indian boy again, his joy, his excitement, his curiosity.  I am filled with similar innocent emotions.

How awfully long as it been since I last felt this way?
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Please download the latest issue of the New New Yorker to read the conclusion of Paul Ashcroft’s trip to the moon.
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