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So That Others May Live 
 

 Kevin and Gerald, twin brothers, and both pilots, volunteered for the job. Both so 
mentally attuned to their fighters that they were the best the fleet had to offer. The two 
brothers stared simultaneously at the dark expanse of space – each in his own fighter. 
 “Be prepared to fall back to sub-light on my mark,”  Kevin, the commander of the 
mission ordered. 
 “On your mark,”  Gerald repeated, “Standing by.” 
 “Mark,”  Kevin said. 
 The blackness around them slowly swirled into white spirals, then streaks, then 
dots, then they were down to sub-light drives. Finally they saw the end of their 
destination, the final resting place, the place were they would both lose their lives to 
allow others to live on in peace. It was one of those cases when if they failed, all would 
be lost, literally. 
 “All right, Gerald,” Kevin said into the communication channel that linked the 
two ships, “We’ve got to get to that power core somehow, we have to live on the way in, 
after that it won’t matter.” 
 “I know the drill,” his brother replied, “If we don’t destroy this fleet here they will 
hunt us to extinction.” 
 In his cockpit Kevin nodded although he knew Gerald couldn’t see the action. 
 “All right, my scanners have the core plotted onto the forward navigation 
computer,” Kevin yelled as a flashing point appeared on his screen.  The spot glowed 
with stored energy. It was a massive power core that was being used to charge billions of 
ships in the largest armada that either of them had seen before. The view of it was 
intimidating in itself. If these two small fighters could survive and shoot down the power 
core then it would trigger a chain reaction for several hundred thousand kilometers 
destroying the fleet gathered around it. 
 “I see it,” Gerald said, he had always been the calmer of the two. Now he felt a fist 
of ice clenching his stomach. Neither of them expected to get out alive. 
 “All right, we’ll start in, full throttle. I’ll go first, you cover me.”  Kevin said.  
 “Why not vice versa?” asked Gerald. 
 “Because you’re a better pilot, this all depends on whether or not you can keep me 
safe long enough to make the shot.” 
 Gerald said nothing, just grimly accepted the charge. 
 Then Kevin punched his throttle up to full and shot in toward the fleet. Less than 
a second later Gerald copied the maneuver. 
 The two sleek fighters accelerated toward the huge fleet in front of them, the lead 
fighter headed straight into the front of the closest ship. At the last second Kevin banked 
to port and skimmed along the outside hull of one of the ships. The fighter’s bottom was 
only twenty centimeters from one side of the ship. 
 Then with precision that can only be learned from years of practice the second 
fighter shot in and flew along directly behind and above the engine exhaust of the lead. 
 Suddenly the lead fighter spiraled out from the side of the ship in a spinning, 
twisting arc. The second fighter matched the maneuver perfectly staying in the same 
relative position behind and above his brother. 
 Gerald saw the blips begin to appear on his screen like a tiny trickle, then it was a 



2 

flood. 
 Fighters poured from the docking bays of the ships. Thousands of them. The blips 
arced across his screen and began an intercept course with him and his brother. 
 “Kevin,” Gerald said. 
 “I see them,” Kevin said, “Cover me.” 
 The fighters struck. The two pilots flew as if their minds worked in tandem. They 
twisted and dove in intricate patterns of death. Their powerful energy guns stuttering 
out a staccato of bright red heat, stitching across the hulls of any fighters that came too 
close. They moved in such a complex dance of evasion that they proved almost 
impossible to hit. Space and ships and bright energy beams flashed around outside their 
cockpits. They continued on, holding true to their course as they fought their way 
through the wall of enemy fighters. 
 “Gerald,” Kevin said suddenly, “the ships are forming a perimeter.” 
 Gerald jerked on his flight stick frantically, his finger twitching on the trigger 
button.  “I see them. 
 The enemy ships were drawing together around the power core, forming a sphere 
of interlocking hulls. If they completed the perimeter then the mission would be a 
failure. 
 “We’re almost there, I think I can make it before they close it off,” Kevin said. 
 “I don’t think so,” said Gerald. “They’re closing pretty fast.” 
 Then the enemy fighters were all around them again and he pulled back on his 
stick frantically. Gerald spun his fighter around, twisting, and juking, and spinning as he 
targeted the enemy with deadly accuracy, struggling to keep his brother safe as Kevin 
raced for the closing sphere. 
 “You get this job next time,” Gerald said as he felt a trickle of sweat run down 
between his eyes. They both knew there wasn’t going to be  a next time. 
 “Sure,”  Kevin said, “Be glad to.” 
 Gerald looked at his display as he threw his fighter into a tight rolling spiral.  
“They’ve closed the perimeter sphere,” Gerald said, the fist of ice in his stomach 
suddenly becoming an overwhelming feeling of despair, “they’ve clamped together, 
there’s not a chance of anything getting through them now. There aren’t holes, not even 
big enough for a fighter.” 
 “Maybe we can make a hole,”  Kevin said, “We can’t give up now, we’re dead 
anyway, I’m going in. Arming torpedoes now.” 
 “Good luck,”  Gerald murmured as he turned another of the enemy into an 
expanding cloud of debris. His guns pounded into the enemy hulls, his reflexes pumped 
beyond normal levels by the amount of adrenaline running through his veins. He 
dodged down, to port, to starboard, down again, then up and around and fired, fighting 
desperately to give Kevin enough time. 
 His display showed two torpedoes leaving his brother’s fighter. They hit one of 
the perimeter ships and exploded on the hull. It wasn’t enough, they didn’t have enough 
firepower to get through. This is the end he thought.  It’s almost over. 
 “Kevin, are you all right?” 
 “Yes, I’m fine, you?” 
 “My shields are low, I think my hull looks like swiss cheese, I can’t keep them off 
much longer.” 
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 “You won’t have to.”  Kevin’s voice was surprisingly calm, “I’ve got an idea, I’m 
going to give you a chance at the core, I want you to take it.” 
 “But....” 
 “That’s an order,” Kevin said and the communication went silent. 
 Suddenly Gerald realized what Kevin was planning to do. He twisted out of the 
dogfight he was in and threw his throttle to full, charging toward his brother’s fighter. 
“No, Kevin!” he screamed into the dead comm, “No!”  He was frantic, what was Kevin 
thinking, it wouldn’t work, it couldn’t. He turned off his shields to get more speed. 
 He watched in horror as Kevin’s fighter accelerated toward where his torpedoes 
had exploded, faster and faster, the exhaust from his engine’s glowed white as the 
motivator began to overheat into plasmic intensity. 
 The small ship slammed into the breach at near light speed, like a dart hitting a 
giant balloon. On impact the motivator detonated in a blindingly brilliant blaze of flame 
and superheated metals. 
 “Kevin!” Gerald yelled again. 
 The explosion had accomplished it’s purpose. There was a small hole in the 
perimeter, it was only about two meters wider than Gerald’s fighter but he could make it 
through if he turned sideways. 
 He altered his course slightly but did not slow down as he dove into the small 
breech. His tiny ship jerked to port once as his port side clipped the edge of the hole on 
his way through. Most of the enemy fighters behind him exploded on collision as they 
attempted to squeeze through behind him. 
 The power core was in front of him, as big as a small moon it pulsed with stored 
energy. Without waiting he squeezed the firing button on his torpedoes and felt the jolt 
as they ignited and tore away from his ship. He twisted his fighter around and headed 
for the opening.  It was blocked by debris and enemy fighters pouring through.  He 
would never get out before the core exploded. Oh well, he thought, he hadn’t expected to 
live anyway. 
 He pushed the throttle up even farther and shot toward the perimeter. The core 
behind him exploded in a blinding flash. Gerald could see nothing, the brightness hurt 
his eyes even through the almost completely blackened viewports. Then he saw the 
perimeter ships begin to explode also. The one in front of him turned into a flaming pyre 
of vaporized hull metals. He shot through the superheated gas and debris. He watched 
his shields go from yellow, to red, and then to black. Then his hull integrity gauge 
dropped like a meteor to critical limits. Then he was through. Ships exploded 
everywhere, fighters and escape craft crashing into each other in complete chaos. 
 He punched the hyperlight drive activator, knowing that he would probably crash 
into something surrounded by this much mass. He gritted his teeth as orange explosions 
and white flashes of plasma became streaks of death flying at him as he accelerated 
toward Earth. 
 Then by some miracle of chance he was past the exploding fleet and alone in the 
blackness of hyperlight travel and he was alive! He buried his face in his hands and wept 
bitterly as his ship hurled through the darkness that surrounded him. The time would 
come for rejoicing but for now he would mourn the loss of his closest friend.   


