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Chapter 3 Part 1
 “Trials”

     Deep in the bowels of the mighty cargo ship Delta V, John was hard at work duct 
taping hydraulic ducts together.  Hydraulic fluids were splashing out all over the floor 
and all over John's head as he forced the damaged pipes together.  The futuristic super 
sticky duct tape rolled into place over the last pipe and the fluids stopped.  Several small 
hatches opened on the wall at floor level and some small robots came out and began 
cleaning up the mess.
     “Alright Delta,” said John, “that should hold it until we can afford to replace those 
pipes.”
     “It looks good,” replied Delta.  “I am getting a reading of ninety-nine percent 
pressure.
     “Excellent,” responded John.  “So, how did you sleep last night.”
     “For the most part I slept fine,” replied the computer named Delta who never 
sounded like she was a computer.  “I had that nightmare again, but just once.”
     John replied in a very odd manner as if he was talking to a little child, “Oh sweetie, I 
wish I could do you better than this.  This is no way to grow up.”
     “I may never feel the warm breeze of a summer's day on my face again or run 
through the tall stalks of a corn field,” said Delta, “but at least I'm alive.”
      “But is that enough?” spoke John with concern.
      “As long as I still have you, it is,” the computer continued the very unusual 
conversation.
      “Oh, I wish I could hug you,” replied John.  “I miss your hugs.  I miss your smile 
and that look you use to get in your eye when...
      “Dad, it's gonna be okay,” interupted Delta.   “...There's an incoming transmission 
from Jack.”
       “Put it on the screen down here.”
       An image of Jack appeared on a screen near John.  “Okay John, the Admiral 
Davidson Pilots' Competition Rules committee will hear your case at 2 o'clock 
tomorrow afternoon.”
      “Thanks Jack,” replied John.
      “Well, this is our only hope of staying in business.  If you don't win us that flight 
permit we're finished.”
      “No pressure then, huh?” 



      “None at all.”
      “We'll make it; don't you worry,” replied John and then the screen went blank and 
John turned his attention to Delta.  “Oh, Delta.  I've got a transfer box for you so I can 
take you with me, and you can be my tactical computer in the simulator for the 
competition.”
     “Excellent!  Sounds like fun!” exclaimed Delta.


