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“It’s a suicide mission, sweetie, but you’ll be a hero.” 

The first half of the sentence slipped my mind as I perked up at the second. Hero? Surely there’s 

a mistake. “A hero for what?” I murmured back, after a moment’s pause. My voice was hoarse and small. 

I don’t think he heard me, but that was okay. “How could I ever be a hero?” I pressed. 

My companion was a blond middle-aged man adorned with round glasses and a queer, lopsided 

smile. Around his waist was a belt fastened with various tools. He tilted his head at me mockingly and 

cooed as if I was a child. “Aww, poor little yapper we have here, eh?” The incomprehension of my 

previous inquires was evident. I have yet to find a person who could converse with me in a normal 

fashion. 

“This is for you, of course.” The engineer placed down a tray full of what was supposed to be 

food, except I knew it had a bizarre texture unlike anything I’ve ever eaten in the wild. Had I not been 

hungry, I would have refused the outlandish meal. 

The blond engineer slipped into a monologue as I began to eat. “Can’t wait to beat those 

American assholes. You’ll show them, all right. First creature in orbit. Where no one has ever set foot 

before.” His gaze was traveling now, towards the paperwork that littered the nearby bulletin board. He 

tapped absentmindedly onto one particular sheet that held my portrait on it. “I’d love to see all those 

Capitalist-lovers’ smirks wipe away when they find the news tomorrow. They’d be gawking at the sky, 

damn straight. Acting like chickens. Squawk! Squawk! Ha! It’ll teach them a lesson—that you can’t mess 

around with us unless you want to get your asses kicked…” 

I’ve felt weakness before. I’ve endured the bitter Siberian sub-zero nights. The Moscow winters 

sharpened my senses and forced me into playing a game called “outlasting the cold”. I’ve always won. 

My friends and siblings, however? Some were snatched away by the cruel claws of General Frost, never 

to return. 

What I felt here, in this strange facility, wasn’t weakness like that. It was a different kind of 

struggle. The goal was no longer of survival, but rather of escape. I missed the feeling of gnawing on 

small city mice and snatching scraps that good Samaritans threw my way as I strolled down the streets 

without thinking about things like obedience and cramped cages. As I bit down on the repulsive gel, I 

only grew a stronger desire for the old. 

Some time passed by before I ended up licking the container clean. Although I had zoned out in 

the middle, I caught on to the end of the engineer’s speech. “…if all goes right—which of course it 

would, being that we have the top engineers in the entire world—then everybody in the universe would 

know your name. You, a mutt. Now, wouldn’t that be something?” 

He leaned down with a rough hand, unlatched my lock, and scooped me into his arms. “We have 

business to do today.” 



– 

 “Laika. Laika! Ah, there you go. Good girl, good girl. What a good dog.” 

I meekly blinked back at the man who was strapping me tightly onto a harness. I could tell that 

the air was growing tense with anticipation. I’ve never seen so many people in a single room before. Most 

of their gazes were fixed upon my figure, which triggered an intense dose of self-consciousness to flow 

through my veins. I held my tongue because I knew they’d slap me if I screamed too much. 

I’ve always prized my self-control. Other dogs at the facility—they never stopped yelling. 

Whenever the slightest misfortune came their way, their eyes became livid with fearlessness. They hissed 

back like snakes and bit down on human fingers hard. I figured that it’d be better if I stayed quieter, and 

at the time, it seemed like it was the best decision. The men would be gentler to the touch and speak in 

soothing voices rather than a bellowing screech. I’ve always liked to please. I liked making others happy. 

I’ve zoned out again. Only when I saw the men begin to lower the hatch did I dare to make a 

noise: a small yelp escaped from my lips. “Hey! Where am I going?” 

There was no response, which was to be expected. I saw one man’s mouth twitch. He was the one 

that brought me out of my cage today. Perhaps he would be kind enough to explain. 

“What’s going on?” 

Nobody was going to act, it seemed, so I settled down into a laying position and closed my eyes. 

They never hurt me, those humans. Sometimes they did strange things, like force me in tight corners, but 

it never hurt like famine or winter used to— 

“Alright, Sputnik 2 is preparing for takeoff…” A muffled male voice said. I heard other sounds, 

of technicians and engineers and scientists, but they all became a blur. 

 

BANG! 

 

Panic, panic, panic! Whatever happened, I did not know, but there was a drastic change in feeling 

that my eyes could not pinpoint. There was no visual stimulation here, because I couldn’t see anything 

change, but the physical sensations were overwhelming. My heart must have leapt into my throat. I 

immediately perked up from my resting position, frantically pacing around the tight perimeter of the 

capsule I was enclosed in. “Help!” I felt like I was floating upwards, like a water bubble rising to the 

surface. I tried to figure out what had happened, but alas, it was no use. I continued pacing. “Help!” 

My nerves would not settle. I was, undoubtedly, alone. There was nobody who could save me. 

“Help!” It was a desperate cry that would not be returned. I don’t know how much time I spent trying to 

grab the assistance from an ally—whether Soviet or American or whatnot, it didn’t matter at this point—

but it must have been hours, because my brain felt like it was on fire. 

Something else was smoldering in the capsule, too. 



All at once I became aware of the heat. It was too hot, too hot for anybody to handle; I’ve never 

felt myself sweat so much in my entire life. Panic, panic, panic! I wanted to get out. Outside. Anywhere 

else but here. I’d rather be back in the Moscow cold, with snow up to my belly, and hail pelting my back; 

or back in the rain and slipping in puddles as a stray; or back in my cramped cage in the center of the 

laboratory, where humans would stare at bulletin boards and boast about Soviet takeover and coax me 

into eating strange-looking gel. 

I found it very hard to breathe. Was my body shutting down? It was shutting down. The people let 

me down. This was it. This was it. Why would they let me bask to charred ashes? Why would they make 

me suffocate? Was this hatred? 

The engineer had said something to me in the beginning of the day. 

“You’ll be a hero.” Yes, that was it. That was the very line. I choked, trying to seize the little air 

that remained in my capsule and ignore the blistering pain that engrossed my quivering form. 

I sure hope I am. 


