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CHAPTER 8 – Part 1
“Meeting Resistance”

     The Delta V was pulled along by the galactic fleet, helplessly stuck in a tractor beam. 
Her power levels were minimal as she struggled to maintain her functions.  John tried 
repeatedly to contact the Galactic Fleet vessel that had them in tow, but the 
communications system was offline.  
     Realizing there was nothing else they could do from the bridge, John and Jack 
returned to the Hydraulics room to try and make more repairs.  Using duct tape, they 
began slowly and tediously piecing together the puzzle of torn pipes that the robots had 
piled neatly in a container.  John decided this was a good time to start a conversation he 
had meant to have with his friend a long time ago.
     “Jack,” began John.  “I think it's time I told you where I'm from and what happened 
to my family.
     “Okay,” replied Jack.  “Where are you from?”
     “I'm from Travellia,” answered John.
     “I've never heard of that city.”
     “It's not a city; it's a planet.”
     “What?”  Now Jack was confused.
     “It's a planet twenty galaxies away.”
     “I don't understand,” replied Jack.
     “Jack, don't you see what I'm trying to tell you?” insisted John.  “I'm an alien!”
     “That can't be!” replied Jack.  “We have explored the far reaches of our galaxy and 
even the two closest to us and found nothing to indicate that there were other planets 
with life.”
     “Actually, the Milky Way is considered by my people to be one of the most remote 
areas of the universe.  There are seven galaxies between here and where the rest of the 
universe lives.”
     Jack paused.  “You're really an alien?”
     “Yes.”  John finished putting the last piece of pipe into place and turned his attention 
to the task at hand.  “That should do it, Delta.”
     Delta stuttered her reply, “Y...y...yee....yeeeessss.”
     “Delta, do a complete reset of the hydraulics system.”
     Suddenly everything went dark.  Even the emergency lights shut off.  For about thirty 
seconds it was completely silent and pitch black.  Then a steady hum filled the air and 
then faded into the background as the lights came on and the engines powered up.



     “Yes!” John yelled in utter excitement.
     “You did it!” replied Delta, now functioning normally.  “Hydraulic pressure is 
holding at ninety-five percent!”
     “We better get back to the bridge,” suggested Jack.


