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Chapter 2 Part 1

     John was fast asleep in his unusually large Captain's Quarters on board the Delta V. 
The draperies were of a fabulous material that flattered their glory against the walls, and 
the bed was of a brass-like metal with detailed decorate carvings and swirls.  The room 
gave the impression of sophistication and poise.  It was not what one usually encounters 
on a cargo ship.
     John immersed himself deeply into his dreams.  He dreamed of people he knew long 
ago; a beautiful young lady and a cute, adorable little girl.  A smile glistened across his 
face as he slept.  These two were very dear to him, and when he was with them in his 
dreams he was happy and at peace; all the pain just faded away.
     But he was jolted out of his peaceful dreams by a loud beeping.
     “Wake up John!” insisted the computer.
     “Delta?” replied John groggily, “Are we there yet?”
     “Uh... not quite,” said Delta.  “I had to put us in orbit around Pluto.”
     “I forget, and they've changed it so many times, is Pluto a planet or not?”
     “Currently it is not classified as a planet,” responded Delta, actually sounding like a 
computer for once.
      John laughed a little bit at the silliness of centuries of debate over whether Pluto 
could be classified as a planet.  “So, what are we in orbit around?” he asked jokingly.
      “Listen dad, we have a problem.” stated Delta plainly.  Strange as it may seem, it 
was not unusual for the ship's computer to refer to John as “dad.”
      “Oh, I'm sorry,” John's demeanor became instantly serious.  “What's wrong?”
      “I have a major hydraulic leak in Section 5 on Deck 3 in Access Panel 2.  It's causing 
a major power drain on the engines.”
      “Alright, I'll see what I can do, but first but Jack on the line.”
      “I can't,” replied Delta, “There's still no signals.”
      “Really?  That's strange.  The Galaxy Relay Satellite must be down.”
      John left the bridge and entered an elevator-like device.  The touch screen in the 
elevator-like device listed twenty decks.  He pressed “Deck 3”, and then the screen listed 
one hundred sections.  He pressed “Section 5.”  The elevator-like device powered up and 
slid horizontally through the ship for about ten seconds and then dropped down for about 
five seconds and stopped.  The doors opened, and John stepped out onto Deck 3 in 
Section 5 into a huge puddle of water.  The whole section was flooded with hydraulic 
fluid!  Section 5 was a hydraulic maintenance station where all the hydraulic pipes 



connect to a central computer where they can be monitored if the ship's computer, Delta, 
was off line.  The ceiling was lined with pipe after pipe after pipe, winding and 
interconnecting with each other in an insane maze of plumbing. 
     John waded through the knee-high water and searched the maze of pipes for the leak. 
It wasn't hard to find since fluids were gushing out of it like a large waterfall.  He 
reached into a drawer under the computer and pulled out some sort of large tape.  The 
tape looked sort of like duct tape but the name on it was in an unusual language.  John 
stared at the computer screen for a few moments, and then pressed on the screen a 
couple times.  The waterfall of fluids stopped and there was the fading out of a large 
hum as the engines powered down completely.  John took a ladder that was in the corner 
and set it up on front of the broken hydraulics pipe.  He climbed the ladder and began 
wrapping the tape over the break again and again.  He applied about fifty circles over the 
break with the tape and then climbed back down.
     “Delta!” he exclaimed.  The ship's computer could be accessed anywhere on the ship. 
“That should do it.  Do you have pressure?”
      “Pressure is at eighty-seven percent,” announced Delta.
      “That should be enough to get us by until we get home.  Power the engines back up 
and break orbit.  I will be back on the bridge in a few minutes.”
      John went back to the hydraulics computer and pushed on the screen a couple more 
times.  A loud fan activated and within minutes all the fluids were gone from the floor.
      The Delta V once again soared proudly through the darkness of space.  It stars spread 
out before it in streaks of bright light as it charged through the galaxy.  Then it stopped.
      “Was up Delta?” asked John as he stepped back onto the bridge.
      “Look,” Delta replied.
      In front of them, in the darkness of space, hung a giant contraption of metal and solar 
panels.  It's size was awesome and it hung black, cold, and dark against the emptiness of 
space.
     “It's the Galaxy Relay Satellite!” exclaimed John, “but it seems to be completely shut 
down!”
     “All my scans seem to indicate that there is nothing wrong with it,” announced Delta. 
“It appears to simply be turned off.”
     “Get me a connection to the airlock, sweetie.  I'm going on board.”
     “Okay dad.”
     A large cloth-like tube extended out from the Delta V and connected to the airlock on 
the satellite.  John left the bridge and took the elevator-like device to the airlock.  He 
fiddled with some buttons, a green light appeared, and then he opened the airlock door. 
Carefully he made his way through the tube over to the satellite.  He placed a small 
battery pack on the satellite's airlock to power it, and then opened it.
    Inside was pitch black.  Even the lights from the connection tube couldn't seem to 
penetrate past the opening.  The darkness consumed all light like the vastness of space. 
John pulled out a small flashlight and stepped onto the deck of the satellite.  The clank 
and creaks of stretching metal echoed around him.  The air was stale and slightly rancid. 



He stepped deeper into the satellite, trying to navigate on the little beam of light from his 
flashlight.  Then he saw what he was looking for, a panel was a series of large switches 
on it.  All the switches were in the down position.  
    “That's odd,” John said to himself, “it really has been just turned off.  But who would 
have done that and why?”
    He began flipping switches on.  The satellite began to hum.  Its solar panels extended 
and began to bathe in the warmth of the sun.  The lights popped on, and the quiet rush of 
air filled the deck as the environmental systems activated.  
     “Now that's more like it!” John exclaimed to himself and then made his way back 
onto the ship.
      John emerged back onto the bridge feeling very accomplished.  “Okay Delta, let's 
see if we can get a hold of Jack now!”
      “Already done.  He's on the line waiting!  I'll put him on the main view screen.”
      “Oh finally!” exclaimed Jack from the view screen. “I've been desperately trying to 
get a hold of you!”
      “What's up?” replied John.
      “Whatever you do, do not go to your Space Flight Regulatory Agency's Post 
Delivery Inspection.  They will arrest you!”
      “What!”
      “They revoked your flight permit yesterday,” explained Jack.
      John became angry.  “The can't do that!  They can not revoke a permit in the middle 
of the delivery!”
      “The can now,” answered Jack rather coldly.  “They can do anything they want.  The 
government pretty much sold the SFRA [Space Flight Regulatory Agency] to the PakCo 
Delivery Corporation.  They've been revoking permits all day yesterday; of course all of 
them were pilots from competing delivery companies.  They've been arresting the pilots 
when they come for their post delivery inspections.”
      “This is bad, and I've got a feeling it's going to get worse,” replied John.  “You know, 
the Galaxy Relay Satellite had been manually shut off.  I'm afraid these are just 
symptoms of much larger disease.  Something really awful is brewing!”
      “Just get here as quick as you can.  Come straight to our landing bay.  We've got a lot 
of things to figure out if we are going to stay in business.  See you soon.”
      The screen shut off, and John and Delta were left with the weight of the information 
they had just learned.


