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     The ship sprang to life and led the fleet into Titelthian space.  We were traveling along 
the edge of the old Saldiacus Empire, trying to avoid detection.  Then suddenly we 
stopped. 
     "Captain," said the ensign, "we have reached sector two." 
     "Very good," replied the captain.  "Begin scanning for a man-made satellite." 
      "There is a satellite five thousands yards from our position," answered the ensign. 
      "Bring us right up to it," ordered the captain.   
      He looked over to an officer standing nearby, "you know what to do, John!" 
     "Yes Sir!" he answered, and then he left the bridge. 
     "What's going on, captain?" I asked. 
     "We are examining one of the satellites that make up the Saldiacus Defense Grid.  
First we must determine if the Titelthians have reactivated it for their use.  If they haven't 
then we are going to reactivate it so we can tract their ships.  John, whose going out to 
look at the satellite, is from Droford.  He's an expert on the defense grid." 
     "Captain," said John through the communicator, "the defense grid is still off line.  
They've not been using it." 
     "Good," responded the captain.  "Go ahead and activate it." 
     "Okay, it'll be just a minute." 
     We watched on the view screen as John fiddled with the satellite.  Suddenly the shell 
around the satellite retracted, revealing its control panel and sensors.  The satellite 
remained dark and quite.  It's lights remained off it did not function. 
     "Captain," said John, "I have successfully turned off the satellite's protective 
hibernation system.  I am attempting to restart its power systems.  Standby." 
     John continued to fidget around the satellite's control panel.  Suddenly two arms shot 
out its sides, almost knocking John off its service platform.  The arms unfolded into two 
large solar panels. 
     "John, are you okay!" exclaimed the captain. 
     "I'm alright," replied John, almost laughing.  "I knew it was going to do that!  It's 
charging the energy core." 



     We waited for a few minutes, and then the satellite's lighting beacons turned on.  They 
colored space with their little flashing red and green lights.  John left the service platform 
and returned to the ship. 
     "Captain," he said.  "Give it about ten minutes to talk to the other satellites, and then 
the defense grid should be fully activated." 
     "Good work!" exclaimed the captain. 
     We waited patiently, but nervously, for ten minutes.  The captain led us to the Tactical 
Room, where there was a large screen with a map of the old Saldiacus Empire.  If the 
satellite worked, we would be able to link to it and all ships in the area would appear on 
the map. 
     "It's time," announced John. 
     "Link us up," ordered the Captain. 
     John went to a computer terminal and typed frantically on the keyboard.  He paused, 
waiting for a response, and then typed some more.  He stopped. 
     "We have a connection," he exclaimed. 
     We waited.  Nothing happened. 
     "Give it a minute," said John. 
     Erinyetha squeezed my hand.  Tension filled the room.  The captain paced nervously 
back and forth.  If this didn't work, this mission would be jeopardized. 
     Suddenly the hologram generators activated and several ships appeared on the map.  
The room filled with cheers!  We watched the ships move across the map.  A large 
number of them were heading towards the battle at Drighten.  Then I watched as one of 
the ships disappeared as it neared Planet Riggerton.   
    "Captain," said John.  "One of the satellites is not responding.  It is causing there to be 
a hole the detection grid at Riggerton." 
    "Is that the only hole?" asked the captain. 
    "Yes sir." 
    "Well, that's not bad.  We can assume, based on the other ships positions, that there 
can't be more than one of two cruisers around Riggerton.  Our plan seems to be working.  
They've deployed most of their fleet to Drighten.  We've got a pretty clear path to follow 
to Saldiacus!" 
     "Your orders, captain?" asked the Navigations Officer. 
     "Set a course to Planet Saldiacus, taking us along the outer rim of the Empire across to 
Riggerton.  From Riggerton take us straight through the heart of the empire to Saldiacus.  
Ahead full impulse!" 
     "Aye, Captain." 
     An air of excitement filled the bridge.  We were all hungry for war, but more so for 
the peace it would bring.   We wanted our home back!   
     Our ships glided through enemy space, avoiding detection from their ships thanks to 
the detection grid.  We swept silently past the first three planets.  Several hours passed, 
and we grew weary of our anticipation.  This was taking to long.  We were ready to fight, 
now! 
    "Captain!" exclaimed the Communication's Officer, "The Stallion's Battle Fleet has 
failed to make contact at the scheduled time.  All attempts to reach them have failed.  
They're not responding." 
     "Is the signal reaching Drighten?" 



     "It is." 
     Silence filled the bridge.  Nobody wanted to think why they would not be responding.  
The captain broke the silence. 
     "John, do they show up on the detection grid?" 
     "The satellite near Drighten has been destroyed," answered John.  "Nothing shows up 
in that area." 
     "We must hope for the best," replied the captain.  "Watch the grid closely.  If they 
start pulling their fleet back, we need to know right away." 
     "Aye, Captain." 
     Erinyetha sat down next to me and squeezed my hand.  An air of sadness filled the 
bridge.  There was little chance that the Stallion's Battle Fleet survived. 
     "Captain," spoke the Navigation's Officer. "We are reaching Riggerton, where the hole 
in the grid is." 
     "Proceed forward, but with caution." 
     We watched on the view screen of Riggerton grew larger and larger.  I could feel my 
muscles filling with tension.  A pain sunk deep in my stomach and burned in my gut.  
Erinyetha noticed the pale look on my face and wrapped her arms around me.  The screen 
ahead showed clear space around the planet, but still I felt very sick. 
     "Captain," I finally spoke out.  "Something's wrong.  I don't know what."  Fear and 
anguish filled my voice.  "I just have a really bad feeling about this!" 
     "Mr. Rodgers, reduce speed to fifty percent," replied the captain.  "Signal the other 
ships, I want all shields at maximum and all weapons fully charged." 
     We all watched intently as the planet drifted across the view screen.  We were close 
enough to it to see a great storm spinning around in a ferocious cloud, consuming large 
sections of the planet.  The planet drifted off the screen as we entered the space beyond it, 
but then something else began to fill the screen.  A wall of ships!  Thousands upon 
thousands of them!  There were at least twenty starships, countless battle cruisers and 
billions of fighters. 
    "Full stop!" yelled the captain.  "It's a trap!  They knew we were coming!" 
    "Captain," said the Communication's Officer.  "We are being hailed." 
    "On screen." 
    "Well, well," spoke a man now appearing on the view screen, "Captain Carvard.  This 
isn't your war, you know." 
    "Jonathan Caltrain," replied the captain.  "Sold out, did you? Why am I not surprised?" 
    "The Titlethians rule the galaxy," responded Caltrain.  "You either join them or you 
die.  What's your choice?  Besides, what business does the Stallunda Empire have here?  
We have no qualm with you." 
     "Yea right," said the captain. "The Titlethians won't stop with Saldiacus.  When they 
find out the curse have been lifted from Stallunda, they'll come after us too." 
     "I'll make this simple.  All I want are the two princesses, Rachel and Erinyetha.  
Deliver them, and the rest of you will be allowed to leave unharmed.  Resist, and my fleet 
will destroy yours." 
     "We fight to the death!" exclaimed the captain with boldness.  He then turned to the 
Communication's Officer.  "Cut the transmission!"  Caltrain's image disappeared from the 
view screen.  "Open a channel to the fleet." 
     "Channel open," announced the officer. 



     "We are engaging in battle!" began Captain Carvard.  "Spread the fleet out and create 
a distraction.  I've got to get the princesses safely out of here.  God be with us." 
      Billions of small fighters descended upon our fleet like a swarm of bees defending 
their nest.  They stung their lasers cruelly into our vessels, leaving black streaks and 
gaping holes on our ships.   The Battle Ship Stallunda II flew in front of us firing madly.  
Hundreds of the small fighters exploded in a brilliant flash of debris.  The Stallunda's bay 
doors opened and several Stallunda Class A Fighters dropped into space to engage the 
enemy.  Then the Battle Cruiser Superior soared across our bow in the opposite direction, 
also firing wildly at the small fighters. 
     "Captain Carvard," came Commanders Stacey's voice.  "We've got your back.  Get the 
princesses out of here!" 
     "Thanks Stacey!" responded the Captain.  He then turned to the Helm Officer.  "Get us 
out of here!  Full reverse.  Put us on the other side of the planet." 
     "Aye Captain," responded the officer. 
     The Defender yanked backwards out of the battle, and then snuck quickly behind the 
planet.  We could see the explosions burning just above the planet's atmosphere on the 
other side!  We were greatly out numbered!  The captain knew that we couldn't win this 
battle; that's why he wanted the princesses off the ship.  If they were captured - If 
Erinyetha, the Key of Saldiacus, was captured there would be no hope left! 
     "Okay," began Captain Carvard.  "Princess Rachel and Princess Erinyetha, we have to 
get you off this ship.  Take a shuttle down to the planet's surface.  There is only one small 
outpost there.  As long as you avoid that area, you'll be fine.  King Rochard, go with her 
and protect her." 
     "I should go also," said Mr. S. 
     "Very well," replied the Captain.  "Keep them safe." 
     "Captain!" interrupted the Communication's Officer.  "The Battle Cruiser Shallington 
has an engine core breach!  They are requesting permission to fall back." 
     "Yes, by all means, tell them to fall back!" 
     We watched the Shallington come around the planet, leaving the battle.  Several 
fighters continued to pursue it.  Smoke poured from their aft engines and fire raged from 
its broken hull!  Though greatly wounded, it's weapons still shot back, destroying the 
fighters that continued to pester it. 
     BOOM!  She exploded unexpectedly into a great fiery inferno.  Debris from the ship 
rushed towards us and smashed across our hull, making horrible crashing noises.   
     "We've got to get the Defender back into that battle!" yelled the captain.  He turned to 
the Princesses, Mr. S and I.  "Go, take a shuttle and get out of here.  Quickly!" 
     We ran as fast as we could down the ships corridors towards the shuttle bay and into 
the shuttle.  The engines roared in we left the Defender.  As we disappeared into the 
atmosphere, the Defender roared off towards the battle. 
The puffy clouds surrounded us and blinded our descent.  Then the winds began to push 
the shuttle around like a merciless bully.  We descended out of the clouds into a pounding 
thunderstorm! 
     "I can't tell where the ground is!" yelled out Mr. S, who was driving.  "The sensors are 
offline!" 
     Lightening flashed in cruel arcs of terror all around us.  The thunder crackled at 
deafening decibels, shaking the shuttle with its gigantic rumble.  Mr. S was still yelling, 



but I couldn't hear him over the sound of the rain pounding against the roof and sides.  
The loud explosions of the thunder made my ears pound against my head.  Then there 
was an even louder buzzing sound.  The shuttle rolled out of control!  The computers 
exploded!  All of the light bulbs in the ships raged out a fiery flame, and then went dead!  
The shuttle had been struck by lightening! 
     The girls screamed in utter terror as we were tossed back and forth against the shuttle 
walls.  It was pitch black in the shuttle.  I couldn't tell where Erinyetha was!  I couldn't 
tell where I was!  The shuttle kept rolling faster and faster! 
    "We're going to crash!" yelled Mr. S.  "Brace yourselves!" 
    But there really wasn't anything we could see to brace ourselves with.   It began with a 
loud crashing noise.  The front of the shuttle caved in!  For a second, our momentum 
stopped suddenly, tossing us all forward!  Then the shuttle flipped over and slid across 
the ground upside down, making horrible scraping noises!  The noises stopped and for a 
second I felt weightless, and then the shuttled dropped straight down!  We must have 
fallen off a cliff! 
     We tumbled downward for what seemed like forever.  Flickers of fire and sparks 
repeatedly lit the shuttle and reflected off our bodies.  Erinyetha was clinging to the wall 
opposite me, Rachel had herself braced between the crushed cockpit and an inner wall, 
and Mr. S's body lay unconscious on the shuttle ceiling.  In the flickers of the firelight I 
could see that the shuttle was totally trashed.  Computer components were scattered all 
over the ceiling and wires were torn and strewn across the shuttle.  She would never fly 
again! 
     WHAM!  The shuttle impacted the surface, tossing us aggressively into the ceiling.  
Debris flew up and slammed across our bodies!  Then the shuttle continued to go 
downward, but this time very slowly.   
     "We're in water!" yelled Princess Rachel.  "We're sinking!" 
     "We've got to get out of the shuttle now!" I yelled back. 
 


