
A Letter 
 
Dear Family, 
 
 I feel bad that I have not communicated with you recently.  My recent adventures 
in my military career leave me incapable of finding the time to write very often.  After 
what has recently happen I think it is a fair estimate that you will not be hearing from 
me in the future for quite a long while.  In order to explain what I am about to tell you I 
must first tell you what has happened to me most recently. 
 I sit here and write this and jump at every sound.  I fear I don’t have much time 
left. 
 
 I stood on the bridge of my frigate feeling the pull of gravity as the ship spun on 
its axis, I could feel the pulse of power in the deck plates from the fusion drives. 
 Although I am only the second in command, the captain gave me almost total 
control of the ship.  He was reclusive.  The military has degraded somewhat in the last 
several years and it now becomes possible for almost anybody to enter combat and 
command positions.  Something is wrong in a galaxy where the mentally unstable are 
rewarded with high paying jobs and most of the deaths in a battle are caused by our own 
side.  The Fleet command, however, feels that our population is large enough to warrant 
such losses. 
 In this case the captain was obsessive compulsive and dealt with an extreme case 
of paranoia.  He trusted no one but the dozen or so cats that he kept in his quarters.  
Somehow this always puzzled me, if he didn’t trust me then why was he satisfied to let 
me command? 
 I personally am still somewhat overwhelmed by the reasons that the Fleet uses 
for promotion.  Two weeks previous to being promoted to second in command I had 
flown a fighter directly into an asteroid.  Obviously I lived through the crash and for 
some reason still unfathomable to me I was raised three rankings to become a lieutenant 
commander. 
 We were stationed as part of a fleet sent from Earth at almost light speed.  We 
had been ordered to scout ahead of the fleet to search the area for enemy ships. 
 “Activate warning beacon and full acceleration,”  I commanded.  Full acceleration 
would pull us away from the other ships.  The warning beacon was to warn any ships 
behind us to get out of the way of the fusion pulse shock wave that propeled us. 
 We moved away from the fleet and glided toward a star system with eight planets, 
only one of which was habitable by humans.  We were several hours ahead of the fleet so 
we decelerated and set in a high orbit over the planet. 
 “Scans show no sign of life,” the lieutenant said. 
 “Launch space to atmosphere fighters with scanning sensors on full,” I ordered. 
“Half squadron.” 
 “Fighters launched,” came the reply.  Regulations must have been written by 
another of the eccentric types that seemed to be common in higher command.  They 
were obviously overcautious.  I’d never figured out why we needed to use fighters with 
very little sensors to scan a planet before we could do anything. 
 I watched as the fighters made brief glowing lines through the atmosphere before 
their ship hulls cooled. 



 “Monitor all fighter communications,” I said.  “Inform me of anything 
interesting.” 
 A few moments later I was informed of a communication. 
 I nodded and the pilots voice flowed into the bridge. 
 “...strange...something...firing...comm signal.”  Then an audible gasp sounded 
over the static.  “Alian...ip....on visual,” the pilot yelled into the static filled comm, 
“..iong ...in..to...vestigate,”  the comm crackled out of existence. 
 “He’s gone,” the lieutenant said. 
 “Alter orbit to investigate area,” I said.  “Launch the other half squadron, order all 
fighters to stay in pairs.” 
 “Reading the enemy ship closing on sensor scans.” 
 “Arm fighters with explosive torpedoes and launch,” I said. 
 “All squadrons launched,” I heard a few minutes later. 
 “Fire laser canons,” I commanded.  This was also regulation.  All alien ships were 
to be regarded as hostile vessels of war and fired upon immediately.  The enemy ship 
was visible now.  A huge raindrop shape.  Our deep red particle lasers lanced out and 
struck its hull. 
 “No damage,” was the report. 
 Suddenly the enemy ships fired, again and again, the ship rocked as huge chunks 
of our rotating hull sprayed out into space.  Then the enemy ship disappeared. 
 “Damage?” I asked. 
 “Our rotation has become overbalanced by the damage and our engines will burn 
out in six hours.” 
 “Stop rotation,”  I ordered. 
 “Sir, the planet is rich in vital minerals and heavy metals which are greatly 
needed to fuel our ships,” a junior officer said. 
 “Don’t you think this is the wrong time to tell me about it?”  I asked. 
 “Sorry, sir, just thought you might want to know.” 
 “Inform the Dreadnought and the rest of the fleet of our situation and of the 
minerals.” 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “What happened?” squeaked a voice behind me.  The captain. 
 “She’s about to blow,”  I muttered under my breath as I turned to face my 
commanding officer. 
 The look on his face told me he’d heard, his eyes were wide and his face was 
deformed with horror and fear.  The five cats he held squashed in his arms were 
obviously angry yet too docile to do anything about being squeezed so haphazardly.  
Suddenly he turned and sprung out the door.  He hurled down the hall with all the speed 
he could muster, plowed through a group of security guards and turned the corner.  
seconds later an escape pod launched from the ship; its fusion drives blazing away. 
 The Dreadnought arrived not long afterward just as our gravity was about gone.  
We docked on its space yard facility and took a short leave. 
 Just as I was leaving the ship a junior officer ran up.  “Sir, there’s a message for 
you.” 
 He handed me a small, personal screen and I turned it on.  the screen lit and the 
admiral’s face appeared.  The message was short and brief. 
 “You are being assigned to a four-man bomber.”  The face disappeared.  I stared 



at the screen.  I wasn’t particularly surprised, considering the other eccentricities of the 
Fleet command this was hardly irregular.  But how was I supposed to know which 
bomber, and what my mission was.  Did this mean I was demoted? 
 I stared at the screen for several second and then a written message finally 
appeared giving me the details of what I was to do. 
 Hours later I was on my bomber.  No gravity, limited maneuvering and only a 
four-man crew, with only light lasers for defense, and low power inertial dampers.  A 
demotion in all but name. 
 We were equipped with three bombs, two gigaton nuclear bombs (for balance), 
and one thermonuclear warhead. 
 Our assignment was to test the bomb on the largest mountain on the nearby 
moon.  Firing our fusion engines we streaked off at Mach ninety and entered the thin 
atmosphere of the moon. I inserted the key into the arm/detonation lock and held my 
finger poised over the firing button. When the clock read zero I punched the green 
button that was right next to the red button that armed the gigaton bombs.  We pulled 
up and out as the mountain behind us exploded.  In joy I slapped my hand down on the 
console.  Now that was just plain fun. 
 “Gigaton bombs are now armed,” the computer generated voice said. 
 “What,” I mumbled and looked down at where I’d slapped the console, I’d hit 
both of the buttons with my hand.  Slowly I pulled my hand away and looked for a 
disarming button.  There wasn’t one.  I pressed the launch trigger; it was the only way to 
save us from the explosion they would make.  The bombs dropped away from us. The 
gunner squeezed off a shot at one of them and disarmed the initial ignition sequence. 
 Unfortunately the computer on the other bomb sensed our firing and activated 
it’s stealth mode device.  Rendering it invisible. 
 “Inform all ships,” I commanded.  “Full acceleration.” 
 Somewhere out there was an armed gigaton nuclear warhead.  It could destroy an 
entire planet.  Or the whole fleet gathered around one! 
 Immediately after issuing the command I felt the acceleration, the inertial 
dampers were low power, so at full acceleration there was a total of six gees of inertia 
pushing on us, forcing us back into our seats, contorting our faces into hideous grins. 
 “Deeetoonaasssshhhooonnn....iiiiinnnnn...thiiirrrtyyy.... ssseeeecooooonddssss.” 
 I counted down in my head.  Right on time the bomb exploded.  A shock wave 
from on billion tons of explosive force expanded out ward.  a frigate was caught and 
slammed into another one which sent shards of shrapnel flying everywhere.  One chunk, 
the size of a small house, crashed into a destroyer which exploded sending off a shock 
wave of its own, which wiped out all its gunboats and another frigate. 
 By the time the shock wave hit us we had escaped far enough so that it did little 
damage, just weakened our hull structure slightly. 
 “The shock wave has disrupted the sun and it will go supernova in a matter of 
minutes,” the tactical officer reported.  already the remaining ships in the fleet were 
leaving. 
 “Full acceleration,” I yelled as we were again pushed down with several gees of 
force, “Heeeeadd...fooorrrr.tthhaaaaattt...ddeeeeeestroooyyyerrrr...” I yelled. 
 The Dreadnought was behind us.  It had just finished blasting away the planet 
that got in its way when it was knocked out of orbit. 
 “Sir, Centauri pirates coming from the other side of the Dreadnought.”  I looked 



and sure enough there was an entire fleet of destroyers and cruisers coming from in-
system. 
 Three squadrons of fighters launched at us, we fired at them with defensive 
lasers.  Three ships exploded.  A short fusion pulse disintegrated a few more.  We were 
struck by a missile.  I glanced down at the screen that showed the damage report.  There 
was a small hull breach that was easily patched by a force field.  The overall strength of 
the hull was rapidly decreasing though.  The ship was falling apart, literally. 
 Then we hit full speed and the inertial dampers had time to compensate and we 
were brought down to only on gee.  Finally the destroyer we had been headed for 
launched its fighters.  We were saved. 
 We decelerated and the six gees of force were pushing us forward this time.  
Finally we stopped in the grasp of a magnetic docking clamp.  I heaved a sigh of relief.  I 
was bone weary from fighting the acceleration and deceleration for so many hours. 
 My sigh turned into a gasp as the docking clamps smashed through our 
sufficiently weakened hull and the air rushed out of the cockpit and out of my lungs. 
 The cold depressurization lasted only a few seconds and then the docking bay was 
filled with air and we were able to leave our ship. 
 Just then a message came in and ordered us to report to the fighter bay.  When 
we arrived we were given atmospheric fighters, which was all that was left.  I was given 
six armor piercing torpedoes and two wing men each carrying two more. 
 We dropped into space and flew toward an enemy destroyer.  “Torpedoes locked 
onto destroyer engine exhaust,” the computer said.  “Torpedoes away,” I replied to the 
computer. 
 One torpedo was vaporized in the fusion drive and exploded, but the other 
impacted and the destroyer exploded. 
 We dodged the weapons fire of a nearby cruiser and I fired again, one wing man, 
the one to port, fired one of his also.  It just hit the bridge area, but both of my missiles 
hit him.  The destroyer was crippled, the starboard wing man launched both torpedoes 
and the destroyer exploded. 
 Another cruiser came upon us and we fired our last three torpedoes, which 
crippled it also. Then it launched its fighters, I was clipped and my aeronautical wings 
were blown off.  Both of my wing men exploded on either side of me.  Then I was hit 
again in the drives.  I shut everything down and cooled the engines so they would not 
explode.  Which left me dead in space. 
 I signaled the incoming Dreadnought and seconds later a friendly fighter grabbed 
me with a magnetic tow claw.  It towed me to a magnetic docking chute and the fighter 
left me to land on  my own.  I zoomed down the chute and landed on a pad. 
 As i climbed from the fighter an explosion rocked the huge ship as a flurry of 
armor piercing rounds pounded the outer hull.  The explosion  at the far side of the 
docking bay was expansive.  I sprinted toward the nearest exit and made it through, 
narrowly escaping getting cut in half by the slamming bay doors. 
 A security officer stood there and handed me a security uniform.  “Report to deck 
six,” he commanded. “On the double.” 
 I pulled the uniform on and hightailed it to deck six. 
 I arrived just in time to see the enemy break through the hull; we opened fire on 
them with our guns.  Tired of fighting I grabbed a plasma grenade and tossed it into the 
flow of people coming from the enemy ship.  Everything within a five meter radius of the 



grenade disintegrated, including the crate that another security officer was leaning on.  
He fell and all his grenades exploded, the small ship attached to the outer hull broke 
away from the resulting plasma explosion and crashed  into one of the destroyers which 
sent it off course and it crashed into a cruiser and they both exploded destroying one of 
our frigates. 
 “Report to bridge,” the chief security officer instructed as I took off my security 
uniform.  I sprinted to a magnalev transport which shot me to the bridge at top speed.  
we covered all four miles in less than a second. 
 I stepped onto the bridge and the admiral ordered me to sit at a tactical console, I 
sat and fired at ship after ship till suddenly the lights and everything went dead. 
 “Sun’s gone nova,” I thought.  Safety precautions call for a complete shut down of 
all electrical systems. 
 The shock wave washed over us and obliterated all the enemy ships that were left. 
 Suddenly I was surrounded by security guards.  I was restrained and lead away to 
the brig where I was held for two days before I was taken to a court marshall. 
 I was somewhat dazed and had not even been informed of why I was imprisoned. 
 “You are charged,” the admiral stated as I sat down, “with setting off a gigaton 
bomb and destroying a star system.  How do you plead?” 
 “Innocent?” I said somewhat confused. 
 “Who pushed the button that armed the torpedoes?” 
 “I did,” I replied. 
 “Who was responsible for the key?” 
 “I was.” 
 “Guilty,” was the pronouncement. 
 It’s been two days since then and I decided I must let you know what has become 
of me.  My sentence is for the firing squad.  I can hear them coming to get me now.  I 
will ask one of the guard to send this letter to you.  I pray that you receive it and are 
happy of my success in the Earth Military Fleet. 
 
 
      Forever, 
       
 
      James Roswald 


