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To: The Parents or Descendants thereof, of Admiral James Roswald: 
 I understand that it has been several years since you heard from your son.  In 
fact if my record is correct it has been close to three hundred years. I apologize for the 
amount of time that has passed and realize that the parents of Admiral Roswald may 
no longer dwell among the living. In that case this letter is to any descendants of the 
Roswald family who may know the Admiral. 
 I understand that at the conclusion of the last letter you received, Admiral 
Roswald was scheduled to be set before a firing squad. I regret to inform you that due 
to the incompetencies of the people manning the guns James was not killed but 
brutally wounded. Someone, I don’t know who, recognized James’s ability and skill at 
command. How a person with intelligence was able to get into a position of command 
in those times is somewhat beyond me. Luckily for all of us this man took the body of 
James Roswald and flash froze him. The technology at the time was insufficient to save 
his life. 
 I realize that you don’t hear much about the galaxy and what’s happening in it. 
Nobody does. All the media companies are owned by the military. So I’ll tell you a 
short bit of history. Two hundred fifty years ago there was an uprising of the junior 
officers. It seems a couple of them got tired of being commanded to do stupid things 
and watching their friends die because the person next to them was too stupid or 
emotionally disturbed. I think there were only about two thousand of them, all ensigns 
in their second year, that got together and appointed two commanders. Then they 
overthrew the military government and sent the leaders off to mental hospitals. Not 
wanting civilians to know about the rebellion they changed the name to Earth Military 
Forces instead of Fleet, leaving the initials the same. 
 Because of the new government the technology and science research changed 
dramatically. Within the next hundred years our military technology had increased 
greatly (which is explained later). One hundred years ago someone stumbled upon a 
flash freeze chamber that was covered in dust. Nearly twenty men and women were 
frozen inside. None of them bearing high rankings. Found locked within the computers 
of the room were the records of each of these people. They had each been scheduled to 
be executed for seeming crimes against the Fleet. The thing noted though, was the 
exceptional ability to react positively under pressure. These officers were great 
commanders. 
 All of them were revived and given full medical attention to save them. But, 
alas, the Old Fleet was better at making accidents work than anybody; we were only 
able to save three of them. 
 As you have probably guessed, James was among them. He recovered quickly 
and soon was back in military service. His only problem was a mild case of post-
traumatic stress from facing the firing squad. The psychologists soon dealt with that 
and he did well. The other two officers we saved were both permanently emotionally 



damaged and were given military severance pay and released to their homes. 
 Shortly after entering back into service, James was promoted to commander 
and sent on an eighty year tour of duty to patrol the outer arm of the alpha quadrant 
of the galaxy. Eighty years seems like a long time to you but in ship time that’s only a 
five year mission. They experienced some hostilities and his commanding officer, 
Admiral Kushko, was killed by a giant cockroach that spit some kind of poisonous 
gelatin. Upon receiving news of this he was promoted to Captain by fleet command. 
 Shortly after all this happened, actually the next day, is when this account I am 
sending you takes place. It is his report on what happened that he filed with fleet 
command immediately after it happened. He was concerned about you and wanted 
you to know what he has been up to lately, and that he is actually alive after all. 
 I have omitted any classified information and he has altered the report 
somewhat so that you will understand the technological changes that are legal to 
explain to civilians. 
 That being said let me know if there is anything I can do for you.  I am always 
in your debt for allowing your son to serve in the military. 
 Thank you greatly 
 
Report from Admiral James Roswald, dated ---------:(omitted) 
 
 Command! So glorious. I was assigned an entire Dreadnought Fleet, which 
consists of five hundred ships in an assortment of Battleships, Destroyers, and Frigates, 
with a few freighters and assault transports thrown in. I was a Captain. I was, however, 
stationed out in the farthest corner of the Galactic Spiral from Earth. 
 Since the Revolution of Ensigns we have expanded our technology. Something 
that almost all cultures do when they are allowed to be lead by those who have the 
ability. 
 We still use Fusion engines, they are the most efficient thing to move a ship 
around in space. We have improved them somewhat however, they can now go to 
hyperlight (faster-than-light travel). We also developed defensive shielding, and what 
we call Microspace Tunnel Technology (MTT). MTT is used by opening a Microspace 
Tunnel and going into Microspace, then traveling to where we need to go. We then open 
another tunnel and it fairly well throws us out. 
 Now, back to what happened. I’m still kind of in shock myself, so just have 
patience with me as I recall the details. 
 We had just finished investigation of a solar system with no inhabited planets and 
hardly anything worth while. We were near the sun when it all happened. 
 “Captain, we’re picking up a funny reading on our sensors,” the science officer 
reported. 
 “What is it?” I asked. I was somewhat curious, ‘funny reading’ almost always 
proved more interesting than staring at a blank view of stars. Poetic people always talk 
of the beauty of the stars. To me they’re just twinkly lights and there are billions of them, 
therefore nothing to get excited about. 
 “The entire system is losing it’s mass,” he said. “I can’t explain, according to 
science as we know it, this is impossible but it is happening. I’ve reconfigured the 
sensors every way I know how, and then some. Every way I do it the readings are the 
same.” 



 I furrowed my brow trying to figure out why this was funny. “What does that 
mean exactly?” I asked, growing a little more interested, “What will happen as the mass 
drops?” 
 “Well, in theory, everything would explode when it’s mass reaches zero. The 
reason is that, every molecule has energy which makes its electrons move. If the mass is 
reduced yet the energy level stays the same, then everything would come apart at the 
speed of light or close to it. In other words, when the mass is zero,” the officer paused, 
“then...Kaboom.”  He yelled the last word suddenly and waved his arms in an explosive 
motion. 
 “That’s enough lieutenant,” I said. I didn’t like this officer very much, his little 
display was somewhat distracting. “Are we subject to the mass drop off also?” 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “Activate full thrusters, maximum acceleration, get us out of this system,” I 
commanded. 
 “Sir, we won’t make it out of the system in time,” the navigation officer said. 
 “What will happen if we go hyperlight in system?” I asked. 
 “The gravity well created by the G-type star will cause a reverse polarity 
singularity field and we will explode at hyperlight speeds.” 
 “Is there anything we can do to protect ourselves from the mass drop off?” I 
asked. 
 “Nothing but watch our destinies catch up to us.” the navigation officer said 
staring at the viewport. 
 “Raise shields,” the science officer said. 
 “Raise shields,” I commanded. Why hadn’t he said something before? 
 I noticed that I was slouched in my chair. I sat up straighter and found that it was 
difficult to move.  “What’s happening,” I yelled. 
 “The spin of the twin hulls is accelerating because of the loss of mass,” was the 
reply. 
 “What happens when the mass becomes critical?” I asked, although I thought I 
probably knew. 
 “Oh, I don’t know. But before then they’ll spin so fast that we’ll become some 
kind of chunky salsa all over the floor,” the science officer said. What was his name? I 
decided I would offer him a promotion, and a transfer to another ship. 
 “Stop hull spin,” I yelled.  My jaw didn’t want to close because of the increased 
gravity. 
 “Mass is reaching critical levels.  Mass is zero outside of ship.”  The science officer 
said as the hull rotation ground to a halt. “Mass inside shielding perimeter is one one 
thousandth of original mass.” 
 I breathed a heavy sigh of relief. We watched the solar system, the planets, the 
moons, the sun. All of us on the bridge were silent. Then the light from what had 
happened reached us. The Sun, planets, asteroids, comets, moons, all of it exploded 
simultaneously. The shock wave of their passage swept instantly aside as the matter 
spread out at light speeds. No longer matter but subatomic radiation as the protons and 
neutrons broke down into quarks and subnuclear particles. 
 The glorious explosion seemed to slow down. Then the expanding ball of nuclear 
gas that used to be a star began to draw in on itself.  I felt myself suddenly floating above 
my chair as the slow spin of the ship was no longer enough to simulate gravity. 



 Mass had returned. 
 “Sir, I am getting a funny reading slightly off-center of the system,” the science 
officer said. 
 What was it with him and funny readings? 
 “There is a subatomic nuclear mass assembling a couple thousand miles out from 
the star.” 
 “Put it on the viewer,” I ordered. 
 At first nothing could be seen. Then a massive hunk of metal appeared through 
the anomalous subatomic cluster. It emerged, seemingly at a slow pace, although the 
speed with which it was moving must have been extreme because as it emerged it was 
painfully obvious that it was more powerful than anything we’d ever seen before. 
 After an eternity of ten or fifteen seconds the ship (it was a ship, that much was 
clear) had cleared the anomaly. 
 It sat in space, floating directly above our fleet.  It was huge, bigger than anything 
I’ve ever seen before. It was so big that our forty-mile long Dreadnought looked like a fly 
underneath an elephant. 
 “There is no sign of a power source,” the officer at the tactical console stated. 
 My first thought was to wonder why he didn’t call that a funny reading. “Hail 
them on all known channels.” 
 “They are responding in an old radio frequency, sir.” 
 “Put it on the viewer.” 
 The image that greeted my eyes was that of an ordinary looking human body, but 
the head was that of a serpentine figure. A snake! 
 “Stand aside and prepare to be assimilated, forcefully if necessary,” the snake-
headed…thing...said. 
 I wrinkled my forehead, his statement sounded disturbingly like a centuries old 
mythological flat-screen show I’d watched once as a boy. 
 “I’m afraid I can’t do that,”  I replied. 
 “Then you will be destroyed,” the snake-headed demon said. I decided it must be 
a demon, nobody else talks that way. Of course I had no idea weather demons talked like 
that either, having never met one. 
 “Can they do that,” I asked the tactical officer. 
 “Apparently so, sir,” he said carefully, “their ship is over ten billion miles in 
length.” Indeed the ship was big, almost the size of a solar system in length.  It was 
longer than it was wide, somewhat cylindrical. On the bottom, what I assumed was the 
bottom, was a disc in approximately the center of the ship.  On one end was a spherical 
protrusion the size of Earth. The other end had three fins each the size of Jupiter.  On its 
starboard side was another cylinder about half the size of the bigger portion. 
 “I detect no external weapons, however,” the tactical officer was saying. 
 “Raise all defenses, launch all fighters, bombers, arm all nukes, power up all 
weapons,” I said. 
 The crew hurried to do as I commanded. 
 “Sir,” someone yelled. 
 I looked at the screen in response. The massive ship was flowing with electricity.  
Huge visible bolts of power coursed across its hull. Finally the energy coalesced into a 
huge ball of electricity and shot out from the gargantuan ship. The ball of energy caught 
the Dreadnought dead on. The lights went out and everything went dark, then the 



emergency lighting came on, casting everything in a blue, foggy haze. 
 “Damage,” I yelled. Almost immediately I realized how pointless the effort of 
yelling was, they could all  hear me just fine. I took a deep breath and tried to relax. 
 “Hull durability is very low. Life support: off line. Fusion engines:off line.  
Hyperlight drive: off line. All other electrical systems, except communications: off line.” 
 “Wow,” I though out loud, “They can hit pretty hard.” 
 “Fusion engines are coming back on, sir, they just shut down on an emergency 
shock indicator.” 
 “All fighters and bombers, launch nukes. Battleships form up a defensive 
perimeter. Destroyers fire plasma beam and particle laser strikes,” I commanded.  
“Frigates run in on strafing runs with armor piercing rounds and plasma beam strikes.”  
I looked at the crew, “I want retribution.” 
 “We don’t always get what we want,” someone muttered. 
 “This time we do,” I yelled back at whoever it was. 
 I watched the screen and saw what was going on outside as our own ship was 
being repaired. My fleet followed orders exactly. The bombs and nukes exploded 
harmlessly off the gigantic expanse of hull that was our enemy. 
 “Have the bombers launch five gigaton bombs,” I commanded, “Deploy them 
around the center of the ship,” I said. “Hail Earth, inform them of our situation and 
request any Dreadnought fleets in the area to come to our aid immediately.” I glanced at 
the screen, “Detonate gigaton bombs.” 
 “Sir, do I need to remind you that doing so will destroy the entire system?” 
 I snorted, “I know that better than anybody,” I said, “Look around, there is no 
system to destroy, it already exploded and the star is now a super-cooled chunk of heavy 
metals.” 
 There was no response as the officer silently relayed the order. 
 “They won’t detonate, sir.” 
 “Why not,” I asked. 
 “I don’t know, sir.” 
 “Detonate them manually,” I commanded. 
 “Aye, sir.” 
 A bomber running full stealth mode shot in toward the monstrous ship. Seconds 
later one bomb exploded, then another. They all went off at once in the biggest 
thermonuclear explosion I’ve ever seen. Space was lit with a flash of light and the 
viewscreen darkened to keep us from being blinded. Much more impressive than a 
bunch of stars. 
 “Brace for impact,” I yelled and grabbed my chair arms. 
 The shockwave that followed shook the Dreadnought like a rag doll. 
 When we finally stabilized, the ship on the viewscreen was broken in two. 
 Fire torpedoes and nukes into the breach,” I yelled, “Use whatever you have to to 
blow that thing out of space.” 
 Instantly a swarm of fighters streaked toward the breach in the massive ship.  
Small visible flashes could be seen as torpedoes were fired, bigger ones as they exploded. 
 “Sir,” an officer yelled, “the breech is closing up.” 
 “Put another gigaton bomb in it,” I said. 
 “We don’t have time, sir, it’ll be closed before we can get one out there.” 
 “Sir, we’ve received a communiqué from Earth.” 



 “Put it on screen,” I said. In my mind I pondered how a message could have 
gotten to Earth and back so fast. Had it been a half hour already? 
 A familiar face filled the screen, “We’ve gotten word of your predicament,” the 
fleet admiral said. He was an old friend of mine and the message was recorded because 
it would take a full quarter hour to reach Earth again. “We are not readily able to help 
you in any way since we have just finished a successful military coup de’tat against the 
government of Earth. Therefore we will call you back to Earth and you are to report on 
you situation. I will decide if it is worth more concern after hearing form you in person.” 
 I stared at the screen for a few seconds. I gritted my teeth in frustration.  Had he 
even listened to our message? The fleet admiral may have been a friend but Fleet 
command hadn’t changed as much in the last two hundred years as they liked to believe. 
 “Sir,” an officer said quietly, he could probably hear my frustration, “all systems 
are back online.” 
 “Inform the fleet,” I said, my voice choked with anger, “tell them to dock all 
fighters and return to Earth. Order a tactical retreat.” 
 I continued to watch the behemoth that was our enemy expecting it to fire again 
and finish us, wondering why it didn’t do so. 
 Finally word came that all ships were prepped for retreat. It had seemed like a 
long time but in reality only sixty seconds had passed since I’d issued the order. Our 
seemingly insignificant Dreadnought opened a Microspace Tunnel, the ships from our 
fleet streaked into it leaving the exploded system and its gargantuan ship behind. The 
swirling colors of Microspace twirled in an intricate dance through space and time, so 
complex not even our faster-than-light processor could make sense of it. At the center 
was a gravity well; very low gravity but dangerous to any ship that did not have engine 
propulsion units.  Moments later we emerged from Microspace into the Earth Star 
System. 
 Two other Dreadnought fleets awaited us, stationed permanently as guards. The 
military leaders were all paranoid. It was somewhat justified because they led 
revolutions and coup de’tat like there was no tomorrow and overthrew just about any 
planetary government that ever rose up on any planet within or without their 
jurisdiction. They had a lot of enemies. 
 Our fleet pulled into high orbit above Earth and the fleet Admiral called me to 
come down to his private base. He was probably the most paranoid of them all and lived 
in an underground military base that he had coated in so many layers of armor I 
sometimes wondered if the walls were thicker than the living space. 
 I was met outside by two Marines in full body armor. They frisked me and 
marched me to the office. 
 “Now,” the Admiral said switching off the screen on his computer, “why do you 
think we need to treat this as a serious threat?” 
 I gaped at him for a moment, then I handed him the datachip I carried, “Take a 
look at this and then tell me why you think that we shouldn’t.” 

*** 
 Here I must add in a short passage by a Captain Pablo Diezas.  He had an 
experience which proves to be very interesting in the future.  Also unfortunately this 
report was not received until after the rest of the events of this letter take place.  The 
reason is explained at the end of this short account. 
 



 I had been stationed in the galactic core for my first tour of duty as captain of a 
Dreadnought fleet. The tour was more of a scientific study and exploration than 
anything else and the eighty year tour had proved fruitful and interesting, but 
uneventful. Until recently that is. I had just received the communiqué from the 
admiralty about the invasion ship discovered on the outer arm and was thinking about 
it. Our tour of duty would be over in five days, perhaps we would be sent to fight the 
invaders. The thought sent chills up my spine. 
 “Sir, I’m getting a funny reading on the sensors,” my science officer told me. 
 I found this to be rather exciting, I’ve always like funny readings, from a scientific 
standpoint of course. 
 “What is it?” I asked. 
 “It’s a great big burning ball of gas,” he said. 
 I’d noticed on this tour that this particular lieutenant was not very poetic, or clear 
in his descriptions. 
 “A star?”  I asked somewhat confused. 
 “Well, sir, it looks like a star, but it isn’t,” he started to whine in frustration, “it 
has the same energy reading as a type G star but it’s bigger than that and inside it is a 
huge ship that’s the size of a white dwarf.” 
 My eyebrows shot up as I thought about the implications of that. Something that 
can withstand the heat of a star. “The ship is inside this burning…sphere of ... gas.”  I 
cringed, I’d been trying to offer a different description to his but it seemed to be kind of 
a lame example. 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “Put it on screen.” 
 The image that appeared was not one ship. It was a swirling, writhing swarm of 
insects. No, not insects, the scale was wrong. They looked like insects at this distance but 
they were in fact tiny fighter sized vessels racing through and around the massive energy 
sphere that was headed toward us. 
 “You didn’t mention that it was moving,” I said. 
 “Sorry, sir.” 
 “That doesn’t look anything like a star either,” I said, “That’s an energy wave.” 
 “Sorry, sir,” he said, “the sensors read it the same as a star and the amount of 
energy in it would tear any of our best shielded ships to pieces in mere seconds.” 
 “So in other words we better move out of it’s way,” I said. 
 “The vessels seem to be absorbing the energy wave into their own storage banks, 
sir.” 
 An idea suddenly occurred to me, “Hail them on all known frequencies.” 
 “Audio only coming through.” 
 “I am here in the Galactic Core to represent the Earth Military Force,” I said 
trying to sound calm, “we would like to commence peace negotiations with you as soon 
as possible, we can come to a noncompliance agreement.” 
 “No negotiations,” said a rumbling voice. It reminded me of a roaring waterfall or 
rolling thunder that seems to echo on and on throughout the forests and hills.  I smiled 
to myself at the thought, I knew I could think of something poetic. 
 As if to punctuate what he had said one of their ships fired a bright blue flash of 
energy and one of the frigates at the front of the fleet turned into burning debris. 
 “Please,” I said, they were scaring me, “I have just received word that the galaxy is 



being invaded by a huge ship which we can’t seem to do anything to. We might be able 
to use your technology to destroy this new enemy.  If you won’t help us then I fear all is 
lost.” 
 There was a long pause. 
 Then, “They are the Rath,” the voice said. “They have returned to take our Galaxy 
from us.”  There was a sharp his and a bubbling sound that could have meant anything. 
 “How do you know who they are?” I asked, my scientific mind kicking in. 
 “Your computer told us,” the voice said slowly. 
 Suddenly the swarm turned away from us and accelerated into space, then 
abruptly disappeared. 
 “Where did they go?” I asked. 
 “They are on a vector that will cross the system on the outer arm where the 
disturbances have occurred, somehow they have attained a speed that is actually faster 
than our own Microspace traveling.” 
 I whistled, amazing the things you can discover.  I yawned, I was ready for bed. 
 “I wonder why they’re called the Rath,” I muttered. 
 “I’ve been exploring those possibilities myself,” the comm officer said, “I have 
found several different meanings for the word, as well as several different spellings. For 
instance there’s wrath, spelled---” 
 “Just tell me what you think is pertinent to this situation,” I said. 
 “Well, I was getting to that,” he complained, “Wrath, spelled w-r-a-t-h is another 
word for expressions of anger. However, the word rath, spelled r-a-t-h is an old Gaelic 
term for a kind of demon which inhabited the spirits of men and forced them into acting 
with anger.” 
 “I think I need to file a report,” I said. “I’ll be in my quarters.” 
 I yawned again, maybe I would take a nap before I filed the report, it wouldn’t 
beat the swarm back to Earth no matter how fast I got it typed up. 

*** 
 Sorry for the interruption, I just wanted you to understand everything. 
 
 “All right, fine, I agree with you. You may take a Dreadnought fleet from Earth 
and we will choose four more of the sixteen sectors of our Galaxy to give up their 
protective patrols and abandon their charges of ensuring the safety of the citizens of the 
galaxy to come aid you,” he paused and I sensed there was more, I tried to ignore the 
more than mild suggestion that I was depriving others of their safety, “...if the need 
arises,” he finally finished. 
 “It will,” I said without hesitation. 
 “Now I know that the enemy ship is intimidating but I have every confidence in 
you as a commander,” he said. 
 I resisted the urge to snort derisively. 
 “Just be waiting,” I said, “because we’re going need all the help we can get.” 
 “Right,” he nodded in a way that made me think that he really didn’t believe me.  
“You may now return to your ship.” 
 I turned to go. 
 “Oh, by the way,” he said, “Your ships have been outfitted with a new technology 
as we spoke here.  I expect you will find it most useful.  It is based on the current use of 
Microspace Tunnels.  It’s merely a much smaller, lower powered Microspace motivator.  



It opens much smaller Microspace portals, small enough to transport weapons, 
equipment, people.  We’ve discovered that if you are standing on something solid when 
you enter a Microspace Tunnel then you will have something to walk on until you exit.  
Interesting don’t you think?” 
 I looked at him for a minute wondering if he was becoming senile. Why didn’t he 
see how dangerous these aliens were? 
 “Thank you, sir,” I saluted him. He wasn’t paying any attention, muttering to 
himself and mumbling about something that I couldn’t understand. 
 His Marine guards escorted me outside and a small Microspace portal opened 
right in front of me as I walked through the doors of the bunker. My heart pounded in 
my chest like a mallet on an anvil for several seconds before I was able to calm myself.  I 
stepped into it and immediately found myself on my ship, just outside the bridge 
bulkhead doors. 
 I stepped through the opening onto the bridge and walked down to my command 
center. 
 “Inform the other fleets that we will be departing within the hour and will be 
using a Microspace Tunnel,” I said, it was standard procedure to warn the guards what 
you were doing so they didn’t get jumpy and blow you to pieces. It still happened but 
usually if you told them what you were doing they wouldn’t get too upset. “Ignite fusion 
engines, engage warning beacon and accelerate out of planetary gravity well.” 
 An hour later we departed. All the ships, a total of one thousand poured into the 
Microspace tunnel, a huge fleet in perspective to most factors. When compared to the 
monstrosity that awaited us, they were nothing. 
 As we entered the destroyed system the first fact noted was that the two halves of 
the solar system-sized starship were gone. In their place was one ship. It’s front, what I 
assumed was it’s front, was opened in a massive coruscating wave of energy that looked 
like a maw of immense proportions.  The maw was halfway engulfing the super cooled 
remains of the star. 
 “Sir,” an officer reported, “I’ve got a funny...” 
 “Don’t say funny reading,” I cut him off, “Say a silly reading, say anything.  Do 
not ever tell me you have a funny reading ever again.” 
 He swiveled in his chair to look at me with a face that said very plainly that he 
didn’t know why I was so grumpy. 
 “There’s something moving towards us at a very fast speed; as far as I can tell it’s 
impossible to travel that fast. Whatever it is, it’s crossing normal space faster than we 
can cross the same area using a Microspace Tunnel.” 
 “Put it on screen,” I said. Sure enough there was a huge energetic hive of ships 
bearing down on us. 
 “They’re hailing us,” an officer reported, he wasn’t the comm officer, I wondered 
where the comm officer was. “Audio only.” 
 “Hello,” I said, wondering if people before full-motion video communications felt 
as stupid saying hello to an invisible person, “Who are you?” 
 “We are the Swarmies,” said a deep voice that seemed to reverberate around the 
room. Something about it sounded different. “We are here to offer our aid to you in 
destroying the Rath.” 
 “Thanks,” I said drily.  The Rath, I guessed must be the name for the big snakey 
people. 



 “Sir,” another bridge officer exclaimed in surprise, “The ship.” 
 I looked up and the sphere at the one end of the ship blossomed open and 
fighters poured from the inside. 
 “How many fighters does that thing hold,” I asked. 
 “Well, sir,” a young ensign started, “according to my calculations: If all the 
fighters are the same size and the sphere is the only area that they are stored and the 
hull thickness of the docking bay is two meters and the fighters are stacked in layers 
with a two meter space between each fighter in all directions....”  She took a deep breath, 
“...then it will hold approximately four hundred quadrillion two hundred sixty seven 
trillion twenty two.  However, we seem to have gotten lucky and only four billion seventy 
three have left the bay.” 
 I gaped at her, my jaw hung slack. How did she calculate that fast. There was 
nothing approximate about the numbers she had just quoted. “Thanks for clearing 
things up.” I said, still dazed at the speed with which she had quoted those numbers. She 
was just making them up to sound good, she had to be. 
 “Sir, the ship is moving away from the star,” another officer reported. 
 “Fire into the maw,” I said, “Use gigaton bombs,” then a thought hit me, 
“Detonate manually.” 
 One small bomber activated it’s stealth mode and streaked toward the still open 
maw. 
 “Sir the energy in there is immense, approximately one billion twenty seven times 
the level of a G type star.” 
 I sucked in my breath, “So what are you saying?” 
 “They’re more than likely to just increase the energy level and cause negligible 
damage, if any,” the officer reported, “sir,” he decided to add. 
 “Try anyway,” I commanded. 
 There was something in my brain that told me if a ship opens up that is the key to 
destroying it. I must have watched too many holo-vids. 
 There was a huge flash and a shock wave as the bomber detonated its two gigaton 
bombs. The blast repelled outward toward the star.  The star rolled and bubbled, as if 
angry. The super cooled metals heating up to plasmatic temperatures. 
 This gave me an idea. “Deploy fifteen gigaton bombs around the star in a 
spherical array,” I commanded, “Prepare to detonate on my order.” 
 “Sir, the Swarmies are engaging the Rath fighters.” 
 “Contact Earth.  Tell them I need those four Dreadnought fleets,” I said, “fire full 
plasma beam on the maw area of the Rath vessel.” 
 “Sir, the maw is closing.” 
 “Fire anyway.” 
 “Aye sir.” 
 Our ship fired a bright white jet of superheated matter. The plasma hit the hull 
plates of the enemy ship and sparks flew in a blinding display, filling the screen. 
 “We got ‘em,” someone yelled in excitement. 
 I suddenly remembered what happened last time I had gotten excited over a light 
show when a bomb went off. 
 “Negative,” an officer said, “No damage.” 
 “Sir, the Rath ship is headed into the sun,” another officer reported. 
 “Detonate gigaton bombs,” I said, “Manually.” 



 “Detonated, sir,” the officer replied. It was an unnecessary thing to say although it 
was part of protocol. It was fairly obvious when the light reached us that is was a very 
large explosion. The bombs served to do exactly what I had wanted them to do.  They 
reignited the star and turned it into a burning inferno of plasma and hydrogen. Then the 
energy shock hit and the star bucked and exploded into a supernova of roiling hot gas. 
 The only bad part of the plan was that somehow the star only exploded on one 
side. Or, at least, it appeared that way.  The Rath ship was totally unaffected by the 
explosion. The star was going supernova and it was only expanding in one direction, 
away from the enemy ship. 
 “Shield another gigaton bomb and place it within the corona of the star,” I 
ordered. 
 “Aye, sir.” 
 I was going to see what would happen if a giant went nova. 
 “The Rath ship has started to enter the star,” an officer reported. The ship, 
although as long as a solar system was like a stylus in shape, it’s tapered end was small 
enough to go into the star, looking like an odd shaped ink-pen stuck in a cherry. 
 “Sir, I’m getting a fu...I’m reading a mass drop off in the system.” 
 I glared at the officer for a second. 
 “Sir, they have just fired on us.” 
 I glanced at the screen and saw two torpedoes streaking toward us, crossing time 
and space in a frenzy of burned fuel. 
 “Brace for impact,” I yelled. 
 No time to dodge. The torpedoes hit. The ship shivered slightly and the bridge 
went dark. It lit back up again as the emergency lighting came back on. 
 “Damage report.” 
 “Remember the electrical ball they used on us before?” the lieutenant asked. 
 “Yes.” 
 “Damage is absolutely the same as that time, except it did not weaken our hull 
strength as much this time.” 
 “Mass is critical,” an officer yelled. 
 I jerked my head around. Obviously the crew had slowed the spin of our cylinders 
without being told. Somebody must have kept our shields up or I wouldn't have even 
heard the warning. 
 “Detonate gigaton bombs.” 
 The bombs inside the corona of the newly  rechristened star detonated 
simultaneously with the explosion from the loss of mass. 
 Several of the ships in the fleet flew apart into dust because they could not 
maintain mass. 
 The Swarmie-Rath battle flowing throughout the entire system was totally wiped 
out in the initial matter blast from the exploding star. The Rath ship exploded, a long 
chain of reaction explosions ripped down the hull and throughout the system-long 
starship. 
 “Fusion engines stabilized,” an officer reported. 
 “Damage report,” I asked. 
 “Shields were overloaded with the initial matter-energy shock wave combination.  
One third of the fleet is destroyed.  Our own fusion drives were temporarily destabilized.  
They have however been repaired.” 



 If our shields were down then either mass had returned or we were dead. 
 If mass was back then that meant... 
 “Sir, there’s a fun....an anomaly opening in the center of the system.” 
 “Hit it with a gigaton bomb,” I said. 
 “The anomaly is subatomic particle groupings, a bomb will do nothing to it.” 
 “A Microspace Tunnel is opening directly to our aft.” 
 “Prep all fusion engines to fire on my mark.”  I said, the blast from a fusion 
engine would wipe out anything that came out behind us if it was an enemy. 
 “It’s our four Dreadnought fleets,” an officer said. 
 I sighed with relief. 
 “Sir, we are being hailed.” 
 “By who?” 
 “Apparently it is the Rath, sir.” 
 I looked at their ship, it now resembled a wooden twig with tooth marks from a 
dog chewing on it. 
 “Put it on the viewer.” 
 The picture  that came up was even more grotesque than the last one had been.  
This one was a vaguely human figure that was covered in wooden looking tentacles that 
seemed to be flexible while looking stiff.  The snake headed face was still prominent. 
 “Surrender,” was all he/she/it said. 
 “What do you want from us?” 
 “We desire your galaxy.” 
 “What do you want with our galaxy?” I asked. 
 “We desire to harvest your energy stores.” 
 Did he/she/it mean the stars? 
 “I don’t think I can just hand you this sector to ‘harvest.’” 
 “We do not desire this sector, we desire all of the galaxy.” 
 “Oh, sorry,” I said sarcastically, “Would you like us to just step aside and hand 
over our galaxy to you without fighting, or maybe you’d like to go somewhere else and 
take somebody else's galaxy?” 
 “Yes,” the creature said, “No.” 
 “I think he’s answering both your questions at the same time,” my 
communications officer said. When had he shown up? “He obviously doesn’t understand 
the sarcasm.” 
 I nodded, many species didn’t, in fact, sarcasm was unique to humans, as far as 
we had been able to tell. 
 “Then we will be forced to drive you out,” I said. 
 “Then we will be forced to drive you out,” the alien replied. 
 The screen went blank, “He’s cut us off, sir,” the comm officer said unnecessarily. 
 “Sir, we’re losing mass.” 
 “Again?” I asked incredulously. 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “Send a communiqué back to Earth,” I commanded, “Ask for the rest of the 
Dreadnought fleets to come here immediately.” 
 “Mass is zero.” The star that was beginning to cool again exploded again in a 
blaze of light speed particles. I felt sorry for it. How many times had it been blown up in 
the last twelve hours? 



 “Mass is returning.” 
 “Sir, another fun…nomaly is forming, it appears to be thirty times larger than the 
last one.” 
 “Rath ships emerging.” 
 “How many,” I rasped, my throat and mouth had gone totally dry. 
 “Fifteen, sir.” 
 “Sir, Microspace tunnels opening nearby.  Twelve of them, sir.” 
 “Who is it?” I asked. 
 “The rest of the Fleet.” 
 Had our communiqué reached Earth already? 
 “Good,” I said, maybe there was hope. Now we had eighteen Dreadnought fleets 
against sixteen Rath behemoths. 
 “Microspace jump a gigaton bomb into the communications center of  one of the 
Rath ships, transport one to the torpedoes storage section and one to the fighter bay.” 
 “Done, sir.” 
 “Detonate.” 
 Three successive explosions tore through space, the ship exploded in a chain 
reaction that would have made anyone happy, spreading throughout the entire vessel. 
 “We need to get more information on them,” I said, “transport a contingent of 
twenty five Marine troops to one of the ships with a tech team.” 
 “Done.” 
 “Sir, the Rath are moving.” 
 I looked at the viewscreen.  The ships had formed up into a circle.  Their hulls 
started to vibrate and fluctuate with stored energy being set loose.  They all fired at once 
and the massive balls of energy condensed together to form one compact electrical 
overload unit. The newly formed energy ball hit one of our tightly packed Dreadnought 
flees and the entire fleet exploded, lightning flashing between the chunks of debris. 
 “Spread out,” I ordered. What kind of idiot kept his ships that close together. 
 “Sir, they’re launching their fighters.” 
 “How many?” 
 “I can’t say at this point, but it would appear that all of them are coming out,”  the 
officer reported, “the bays are pretty big, as I told you before. But not all the fighters can 
come out of the bay at once, at least so far as I know.  they’re coming out too fast for me 
to get an exact count.” 
 “Transport a gigaton bomb to each of the fighter bays.” 
 “Aye, sir.” 
 Seconds later several of the fighter bays exploded. The maneuver didn’t work.  
The fighters inside were completely unharmed and were thrown about against each 
other as they were forced from their bays faster than was possible before we blew the 
walls off. 
 “They’ve fired on another group of ships,” an officer reported.  “They destroyed 
another Dreadnought.” 
 “Another Rath ship has exploded from our bombing. However, we have found 
that the Rath are shutting down our Microspace Tunnels in a quarter of a nanosecond 
after we open them.” 
 “Detonate gigaton bombs into the middle of their formation,” I said, “Try ten of 
them.” 



 “They are too far apart for that to cause them any damage, sir.” 
 “I know, I’m going to use the shockwave to break up their formation, they cause 
too much damage together like that.” 
 “Bombs are deployed, sir.” 
 “Detonate.” 
 At that instant they fired again and another Dreadnought was caught in the blast.  
Just as the Rath ships flipped sideways, tumbling out of formation, shoved by an 
invisible hand that spread them apart. 
 “Launch bombs into the Rath at hyperlight speeds,” I said. 
 “Sir?” asked the officer, horrified, “do you know what that will do?” 
 “Yes,” I said, “a bomb going faster than light, in a faster-than-light universe, is 
shot back into a universe where faster than light travel is not possible, still moving at the 
same speed.” I looked at him, “According to theory it will amplify the damage by several 
hundred times its original destructive power.” 
 He nodded slowly and a moment later said, “The other ships are informed of our 
plan.” 
 “Why did you need to inform them?” I asked. 
 “Well, sir, also according to theory, what you are planning could send out a 
subspace antimatter wave destroying everything in a seventeen parsec radius.  It’s part 
of the safety precautions, sir.” 
 “There’s safety precations for firing a bomb at hyperlight?” 
 “Yes, sir, there’s safety precautions for everything in this fleet.” 
 “I see.” 
 “Bombs are ready.” 
 “Fire,” I said. 
 All fifteen of our fellow Dreadnoughts fired along with us at the Rath, three 
Dreadnoughts for each Rath vessel. Five of the Rath ships exploded. Tearing themselves 
apart in an amazing show of colored lights. 
 “Again.” 
 Five more of the enemy ships exploded. 
 “Again,” I cried, maybe we had a chance. 
 “Our Microspace tunnels won’t open and the hyperlight accelerators on the 
bombs won’t activate.” the officer replied. 
 I slammed my hand into my head in frustration, “Only three more left.” I yelled. 
 “Sir, they’re firing on us.” 
 “What?” I asked. 
 “The Rath.” 
 “No, what are they firing,” I asked. 
 “Some funny looking armor piercing round, sir.” 
 “How many?” 
 “Several hundred toward each Dreadnought and most of the Battleships,” the 
officer replied. 
 I sucked air in between my teeth in frustration. “Brace for impact,” I yelled, “Full 
evasive maneuvers. 
 “Impact,” someone yelled off to my right.  I had less than a second to wonder if 
that was part of protocol or if he was just being stupid before the deck heaved. It pitched 
us all upward and hurled us to port as the rotation of the hull moved underneath us. I 



was flipped through the air, my back hit the ceiling and my head jerked back. The ship 
heaved downward and the deck rushed up at me head first. I put one hand out in front 
of me to catch my fall and felt my wrist crack and give way as the bone crunched. 
 I lay on the deck for a moment gasping in pain. As I stood and limped to the 
command center I asked, “Damage report?” 
 “All systems off line,” the officer reported, he had a huge purple bruise down one 
side of his face and one arm hung limp and bloody. I could hear moans as another 
officer looked down at a badly broken leg; I could also see several officers who were not 
moving at all, or making any noise. I guess they’re off-line, I thought to myself. 
 “Fusion drives will explode any minute without their coolant systems running, I 
suggest you evacuate the ship, sir,” the one standing officer said. 
 “Evacuate ship,” I commanded, “Give me a fleet wide status report.” 
 “Three other Dreadnoughts have survived the initial attack.  Two of them, 
including our own, will explode any time.  The other one has a chance of living long 
enough to be stabilized. Six Battleships have survived, all undamaged. The Rath fighters 
have turned into kamikazes and are decimating the rest of the fleet. Their weapons 
seems to be ineffectual against our shields and armor so they are ramming our fighters, 
bombers and frigates. Heavy losses reported due to defensive overloads of as many as 
eight hundred fighter kamikaze’s per ship.” He took a deep breath, “All of the fighters 
and bombers have been destroyed, two Frigates and one Destroyer remain, the 
Battleships have linked in a defensive circle facing inward and fired their thrusters on 
low power.  The enemy fighters can’t get past the fusion shockwave so they are currently 
safe.  Until the big ships fire again.” 
 “Relocate command to the nearest Battleship,” I said. 
 “Aye, sir,” he said, “You’ll have to shuttle, our Microspace motivators are all out 
of commission.” 
 We left the bridge then and stepped into the magnalev transport for the 
shuttlebay. “Magnalev currently off line,” the cheerful computer generated voice said.  I 
hate computer generated voices, they always give me a sense of deja vu, they also bring 
back some bad memories. 
 “We’ll have to take the elevators down,” the young officer said. 
 Somewhere he had found a med kit and was tying his limp arm in a sling. 
 I nodded and we headed for the emergency elevators. 
 “Shuttle bay four-seventy-two,” I told the computer as we entered. 
 The elevator plunged downward, I said a small prayer of thanks that the elevators 
motion dampening equipment still worked or we would be splattered all over the ceiling 
by now. 
 “Evacuate ship,” a computer generated voice said from the intercom, “Attention 
all crew member,” the voice had a generic, sweet, cheerfulness to it that you only expect 
to hear coming from the secretary of the bad guy in an old spy thriller movie. “Evacuate 
immediately. The fusion drive core has exploded and superheated plasma has washed all 
the aft engineering decks. People are getting killed instantly and suffering severe burns 
from touching hull plates. The plasma is working it’s way toward you so you better 
hurry.  I can hear....” 
 The door of the elevator opened then and we rushed out onto the shuttle deck.  
Mercifully there were no intercoms here to listen to that maddening voice. I suddenly 
wondered who had programmed that evacuation message, it sounded like something left 



over from my early days in the Fleet. It probably was. 
 We boarded a shuttle and the officer who was with me, his name tag read Jones, 
sunk into the navigator seat. He handed me a metal wrist splint and I gingerly put it on 
my right arm. It was designed to immobilize the wrist while keeping the rest of the hand 
free to do whatever was necessary. 
 The shuttle lurched once as it picked itself up off the deck and started toward the 
open blackness of space. Jones gunned the engines and punched in the fusion drives, 
not caring what kind of damage they did inside the ship.  I was glad he did because as we 
started to move the entire ceiling of the mile long shuttle bay collapsed from the 
superheated matter bombarding and melting the walls out from underneath it. 
 We streaked underneath the glowing red ceiling and shot through a hole in the 
floor.  One of the Battleships in the circle broke formation to allow us to dock. I looked 
out the rear viewport as lieutenant Jones locked in the docking clamps. Our 
Dreadnought was melting itself to slag; I suddenly wondered how many other people got 
out. 
 “Sir, we’re getting a communication from the boarding party we sent in to one of 
the ships,” the young man said as I unstrapped and stood up. 
 “What do they have to say?” I paused. 
 Jones unstrapped his restraints as well and followed me to the shuttle door. He 
read from a personal display as he walked. “They’ve found what they believe to be a 
secondary control center,” he reported, “the tech team has not succeeded in finding any 
way to control the ship from there. However, they will inform you immediately if they 
do.” 
 “Good, see that they do,” I said, “Let’s head for the bridge.” 
 A moment later I stepped onto the bridge of the Battleship with lieutenant Jones 
right behind me.  Jones nudged the on-duty comm officer out of the way and took over 
the controls to send my message to the infiltration team. 
 “Sir,” he said, “the tech team.” 
 “What is it?” 
 “The ship is controlled by a head set that communicates directly with the brain 
waves of the person operating it.” He paused, “However, there is no way it can be 
modified to fit the head of a person.” 
 “Good, inform me of any furth-” the Rath ships flashed and were gone.  “What 
hapened?” 
 “They’ve gone to Hyperlight,” the tactical officer said. 
 “What’s their course,” I asked. 
 The officer punched a couple of buttons on his console then his face turned 
ghostly pale and he stared at the screen. 
 “Lieutenant,” I said. 
 He jumped.  “It...it..” he turned to face me.  His face was contorted with fear and 
his complexion totally white, the colored lights of his console reflected off his pale 
features and made him look grotesque. “It....they’ve...they’re..headed... to.......Earth.” he 
whispered, in a gasp of breath. 
 “Jump to Microspace!” I yelled. “Take us to Earth, we’ve got to warn them.” 
 Moments later our decimated fleet pulled into the Earth system. 
 “Plant a gigaton mine field throughout the system,” I ordered, “Raise the outer 
systemary defense shields.  Activate all the inner defenses and defensive weaponry.  



Raise defensive planetary shields, and power up the solar laser lens.”  Our ten ship fleet 
streaked toward Earth, huge system spanning spheres of shimmering blue shields 
snapping into place behind us as we rocketed toward our home planet. 
 “How long till they reach us?” 
 “Two hours ar present speed.” 
 “Hail Earth,” I said. 
 “Responding.” 
 “On screen,” I said as the fleet Admiral’s face filled the viewscreen, “Hello 
Admiral,” I said. 
 “What are you doing,” he raged, “What have you done to my fleet?  Do you think 
you can barge into my system and take over all my defenses?” 
 “What am I doing? I’m trying to save myself from getting turned into a gas cloud.  
What did I do with your fleet?  I was trying to get it destroyed, totally blown away.” I 
answered, “I almost succeeded.” 
 His face turned red, in contrast to his white hair. 
 “I fought against odds that it is impossible for you to ever understand,” I said, 
“Every soldier here who lives through this deserves a medal and free retirement.” 
 “We’ll see,” was his answer.  Then, “what do you mean when this is all over?” 
 “They’re headed here,” I said. 
 The Admiral turned away for a moment and then turned back to me, “I just 
received the communiqué you sent before you evacuated. Very impressive. You have my 
permission to use all of the Sol system defenses and resources you need to use, Rear-
admiral.” 
 “Rear-admiral?” I asked, “That’s the biggest promotion I’ve ever heard of.” 
 It was too, even in the old Fleet where promotion and demotions came and went 
like water through a fishes gills, captain to rear-admiral was unheard of. 
 “Regulations,” he said flatly, “I can’t let you control the Sol system defenses 
unless you’re a rear-admiral or higher.”  He looked at me and twisted his lip, “Don’t 
worry though, you’re facing a court-marshall when this is over for destroying 
government property.” 
 His face disappeared and I stared at it for a moment. So it was to be another 
court-marshall. I could still remember the firing squad clearly, the smell of the grass and 
the bricks and the dirt in the courtyard. I could hear the gun-butts resting against the 
shoulders of the soldiers, and then the stuttering bangbangbang as the guns all fired. I 
could feel the bullets and projectiles tearing into my body, and the ground underneath 
me as I fell.  Then I woke up and I was really sore... 
 I shook the feeling of approaching danger off. 
 “They’ve just accelerated, sir,” Jones said from the tactical station. He must have 
taken over when the other tactical officer froze up.  “They will arrive here in fifteen 
minutes.” He paused. “Still accelerating,” he said, “At present rate of acceleration we 
have approximately two minutes and closing.” 
 Two minutes! 
 Exactly two minutes later three huge ships appeared on the screen, two of them 
decelerated for the shield, the other one hit it head on, full speed.  The shield buckled, 
it’s blue haziness rippled like water. Mile after mile of the seemingly endless ship 
shattered against it’s coruscating surface. The shield fell almost instantly. 
 The two remaining ships passed through the outer defenses. The energy maw on 



the front of the two ships swirled into life as they approached the minefield.  None of the 
bombs went off and my shoulders sunk in despair. 
 They hit the Plutonian shield, (the one between Pluto and Neptune.) 
 “They’ve activated an energy shield on the front of their vessels, sir,” my comm 
officer said. 
 Then the energy in the maw opened up and bore down full on the shield. The 
impact was tremendous. A flash of blinding light. 
 “Energy buildup has reached four hundred sixty five billion times that of a type G 
star.” 
 The shield on the front of the Rath ship expanded outward. It hit the Plutonian 
shield, and punched through, and expanded. The shield fell. 
 I hoped the others would not be so easy.  Each shield was powered by the same 
kind of generator.  Which meant the farther in you got and the smaller the shield, the 
more powerful it was.  I hoped that would prove to be enough. 
 “Are there any planets in the system that are between the Rath and Earth?” I 
asked suddenly, as a cold fear settled into the pit of my stomach. 
 “Affirmative, sir,” Jones said his voice quiet, “Saturn and Mars.” 
 “They’ve reached the Neptunian shield now,” someone said. 
 “It’s gone,” another voice reported. 
 I watched as the huge ships continued their inexorable march inward toward 
Earth.  They reached the Uranian shield and it fell the same way as the others. 
 “The shields go down when the energy going through them is transferred into the 
shield and it washes back to the generator, which overloads and explodes.” 
 “They’re coming up on Saturn,” Jones informed me. 
 I focused the zoom controls on Saturn.  The gas giant with all of its rings and 
moons was suddenly swallowed by the huge maw of the lead ship.  It was totally 
vaporized almost instantly. The entire planet! Then the front of the ships hit the 
Saturnian shield and it fell. The Jovian shield fell. 
 “They’ve started into the asteroid belt,” Jones reported. 
 “Get some tugs our there,” I ordered, “pound their hulls with asteroids.” 
 Seconds later asteroids began to pummel the two ships. 
 “Damage is very slight.” 
 “Keep it up,” I said. 
 “They’ve disintegrated Mars as well, sir.” 
 “They’re attacking the Martian shield,” the officer paused for only a second, “It’s 
down.” 
 “Divert all power to planetary shields,” I said. I was frantic, there was now no 
defense between those ships and Earth.  “Fire the solar laser.” 
 The solar laser is a research station. The light of the sun is reflected through a 
huge planet sized lens then focused down to a beam that is only one proton in thickness.  
The beam is then laced with subatomic particles and then when it’s fired it passes 
through an acceleration chamber, a series of rings that force matter and energy to a 
faster speed. The acceleration chamber accelerates the light beam and the particles to 
three hundred times the speed of light. Because it’s moving so fast the light does not 
disperse. It’s just a scientific research test, but it makes a good defensive weapon. 
 A long slash cut across the viewscreen, the laser was invisible but the computer 
drew it in so that we could see it. The laser punched into the front of the lead ship and 



less than an interminably long second later it punched out the back. The beam sawed 
back and forth in a zigzag pattern up and down the enemy ship cutting it to pieces. 
 “Hit the other one,” I said.  A feeling of elation was welling up inside of me. 
 The beam hit and the other ship only absorbed the energy.  “They’ve adapted to 
it.” I muttered to myself.  Everything we’ve done they adapt to. “Fire again, wide 
dispersal,” I yelled, “Stop that ship!” The elation I was feeling was replaced by fear, 
frustration and a cold freneticism. 
 The laser widened as the focusing lens angle was changed.  The laser now bore its 
full power down on the front of the enemy vessel, it had widened out to the same 
diameter as the ship. 
 The ship groaned to a stop as the immense power of the solar laser pressed on it.  
The energy in its maw shot out in a wide beam at Earth.  It washed over the outer 
shields, flowed over the planetary shield, and blew into the Terran shield that separated 
Earth and Venus. 
 “Earth shield failing,” an officer cried, he sounded like he was almost overcome 
with despair. 
 I tried to calm myself, I was hyperventilating, I was panicking for the first time in 
my life. 
 “All ships in the system are ordered to do suicide runs at the enemy ship,” I said, 
“use autopilot and evacuate.” 
 “The solar lens is melting down from too much run-time.” 
 “The ship is moving,” someone said. 
 “They’re trying to get out of the solar laser,” I said. 
 “Earth shields have failed.” 
 The shift in the ship had cause the flow of energy to miss Earth directly but it was 
pushing swirling wisps of atmosphere and many chunks of debris into space. 
 “Sir, our suicide ships are causing no damage,” Jones said, even his voice 
sounded like there was no hope. 
 Suddenly an idea came to me as I stared at the seemingly hopeless battle. 
 “Refocus the laser on the energy wave,” I said, instead of on the ship itself.” 
 The wide laser beam moved to hit the front of the energy wave. The energy was 
suddenly turned back around. The flow of power reversed and splashed against an 
invisible wall and began to flow back toward the Rath ship. It hit the Rath vessel on the 
front of the hull. The energy wave disintegrated the Rath ship backwards, farther and 
farther. The huge ship began to list as it lost stabilizing controls. A huge explosion began 
to travel along the great expanse of metal hull. Several minutes passed as the flame 
traversed the miles and miles of the system-long starship. 
 There was a collective sigh of relief on the bridge as the Rath disintegrated into 
oblivion.  We might have cheered but we were all too tired. 
 “Contact the fleet Admiral,” I said, “Inform him of our situation.  Tell him we 
have won, but only one Battleship remains in the entire Fleet.” 
 “Sir,” Jones said, “the fleet admiral was killed by the energy wave.  His base was 
on the side of Earth that got hit.” 
 “Then inform the next highest ranking member of the EMF command.” 
 “Sir, you are the highest surviving member of EMF command.” 
 “Oh,” I said, surprised.  “Well, then our first fob is to gather some atmosphere to 
replenish Earth.  People have got to be getting lightheaded down there.” 



 “Yes, sir.  One third of the atmosphere is depleted.” 
 “Well then, let’s get moving.  We’ve go a lot of work to do.” 
 “Aye, sir,” he saluted and our ship plunged into Microspace with hope of life 
following closely behind. 
 
 That’s the end of the account. I look at it now and can scarcely remember it. It 
doesn’t seem like I was really there. But I was and here I am. Commander of all of the 
EMF. With a one Battleship fleet. One never knows how life will turn out do they? 
 
 With love and best wishes, 
 
 James Roswald 


