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 Prologue
     Once, the Light shined brightly throughout the universe, but things change.  It never 
takes much.  It starts with a just a tiny speck of darkness.  Then it grows in small, little 
increments.  The darkness crept in so slowly that no one even noticed as it consumed 
everything.   But hope still remained.  In the farthest reaches of the universe, in a remote 
galaxy known as the Milky Way, a faint flicker of light remained...

Chapter 1
 “A Good Pilot”

       It was a fairly routine delivery.  The cargo ship Delta V (five) sat proudly on the 
landing pad of Earth Colony Number 7 while its cargo was carefully unloaded by LDR's 
(Loading Dock Robot).  The Delta V was unlike any other cargo ship.  She was much 
larger than a standard cargo hold and bore the wingspan of a battle cruiser.  In fact, there 
was no other ship like her in the entire galaxy.
      Her captain, John, was in his mid thirty's.  Although he was somewhat overweight, 
he was still in pretty good physical shape.  Around his head he wore a head band with 
red yarn-like hair hanging down.  It wasn't ever a style of any kind.  It was just 
something he wore; nobody knew why.  His tunic was old and worn, and bore the faded 
logo of his delivery company.  He stumbled onto the bridge lazily and slouched down 
into his captain's chair with a groan. 
     “What's our current status, Delta?” he asked very sloppily with a long sigh.
     “The last crate is being unloaded now.  We should be ready for take off within five 
minutes.”  The computer answered in the voice of a female child.  Delta's computer 
remained a mystery to all except her captain.  It had the ability to act and respond in a 
very human way.
      “Very good,” sighed John.  “So what's our next assignment.”  John's voice carried 
the hint of a troubled man who was full of pain.  There was something in the way he 
spoke that just made you certain that this was a man who had suffered something 
horrible.
      The computer chimed back cheerfully in it's girly voice, “I have not received any 
transmissions from headquarters.”
      “Well, that's odd,” responded John.  He sighed again and continued, “Better put Jack 
on the line.  Even though I would love to go home, we really can't afford to be wasting 
fuel.”



      “There's no signal.”
     “None at all?”  James sat up a little bit with concern.  “Well, that can't be good.”
     Indeed, it was very unusual not to be able to receive transmissions across the galaxy. 
A few years back an extensive network of communication satellites were setup so that 
all colonies and space craft could easily communicate with earth at any time.  The 
network was well constructed and had never been offline since its creation.
     Suddenly a beeping noise interrupted and a light began flashing on the console.
     “Mayor Richardson is calling,” announced Delta.
     James quickly straightened his posture, trying to look more professional as the mayor 
appeared on the view screen.  “Uh, Mayor I hope the shipment is to your satisfaction.”
     “No! It's terrible” replied the Mayor with a smirk.
     “What!” exclaimed John in disbelieve.
     “I'm just messing with you, John,” the mayor said has he chuckled.  “These supplies 
should keep the colony safe for quite a while.”  The mayor paused and his expression 
changed to concern as he looked at his friend on the view screen.  “But, John, what I'm 
concerned about is you.  How are you doing?”
     John sighs again, almost as if he was annoyed by the question.  “Eh, I'll survive.”
     “I know it was rough losing your wife and daughter,” replied the mayor, “but it has 
been ten years.  It's time you moved on; got yourself together.  Go out and find someone 
and settle down again.”  
     The odd thing was that nobody had ever met John's wife and daughter, nobody the 
mayor knew anyhow... and he knew a lot of people.  It seemed like John just 
mysteriously appeared ten years ago just after he lost his family.  Nobody seemed to 
know where he was or what he did prior to that.
     John replied with a groan.  “Nah, Don't worry about me...”
     An officer interrupted to deliver a message to the Mayor.  The Mayor's demeanor 
changed and became more urgent.  He turned his attention back to John, “John, you 
better get out of here!  We've got two pirate ships bearing down on us!
     “But you just got your artillery refills,” replied John, “they can't possibly be loaded 
and ready to use yet!”
      “We still have a handful of rounds in the old stock.  We'll manage.”
     John's slack and depressed expression suddenly changed, and he took on a rather 
heroic demeanor.  “No, I'll take care of these pirates on the way out,” he stated very 
boldly.
    “You're joking right!  Have you lost your mind?  Thanks to the Unarmed Cargo Vessel 
Act they passed last year you have no weapons!”
     John replied with a laugh, “Who needs weapons?  A good pilot can win a battle 
without them!”
    “You're crazy!”
    “Yes, yes I am!” Johns entire personality seemed to have suddenly changed in an 
instant.  Now he appeared calm, confident, and cool with no signs of his previous 
depressed personality.



     “Just be careful,” replied the mayor.
     “I'll see you on the next delivery,” John replied casually.  “Take care.”  The view 
screen powered off and John faced the front window of the ship's bridge.  The bridge, 
itself, seemed far too massive for a cargo ship.  It was the kind of control room that you 
would expect to have at least five officers to run, but only John occupied it.  “Delta, let's 
go!”


