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Chapter 2 Part 2

      The Delta V streaked through the galaxy and slipped into the atmosphere of earth.  It 
coasted down towards a landing labeled “Bright Light Deliveries.”  The landing bay 
doors slid open, and the Delta V gently flew inside and set down on the hard cement. 
The doors closed.
      “Alright Delta, I have to go take care of some business,” said John.  “Stay here on 
the ship...”
      “Uh, yeah, dad;  I'll try not to go wandering off,” replied Delta humorously.
      John laughed a little, “that's my little girl...”
     “I'm not that little any more, Dad,” interrupted Delta, “or at least I wouldn't be if I 
had a body!”
     “Sorry sweetie.  And I'll fix up that hydraulic problem when I'm done talking to 
Jack.”
     “Okay dad.  I'll be here waiting.”
      John left the ship and joined jack around a table just inside the main building.
      “You know it's not healthy, John,” spoke Jack with concern.  “You need more people 
in your life.  You talk to that ship's computer like it was your wife...”
      “More like a daughter,” interrupted John.
      “It's just not normal,” replied Jack.
      “Listen Jack, there are just some things that you just don't understand.  That 
computer isn't like any other...”
      “I know, it has a personality, but...”
      “It's more than just a personality.”
      “Anyways,” Jack said, changing the subject.  “We have a serious problem.  With 
PacCo in control, we may never be able to get a permit again!”
      “No doubt, that's PakCo's plan; bankrupt the competition.”
      Just then John's phone rang.  John reached down the side of his leg to retrieve it.
      “Hello Delta,” he answered it.   “You know I'm in a meeting.”
     Jack shook his head, “You know, it's really creepy that your computer calls you.  I tell 
ya, if you weren't the best darn pilot in the galaxy...”
     John closed the phone and put it back on its holder.  “Just put the TV on channel 7.”
   A newscaster appeared on the television, speaking in that announcer type voice that 
they often speak in.   “Tomorrow begins the preliminaries for  the Admiral  Davidson 
Pilots' Competition where one pilot will be named the best pilot in the galaxy, and this 



year's competition comes with a very special prize; an unlimited, lifetime flight permit. 
The winner will never again have to file for flight permits with the SFRA.”
  “That's it!” exclaimed John.  “I'll just have to win the Admiral Davidson Competition!”
    Jack shook his head with disappointment.  “They don't allow cargo pilots to compete. 
They're all military pilots.”
    Then John's phone rang again, and he reached down and picked it up.
    “Yes Delta,” he answered and then listened to her talk.  “Perfect.  I don't think I tell 
you enough what a great girl you are.  I'm proud of you!”
     “Okay, I don't know what bothers me more,” said Jack, “that the computer is listening 
to everything we say or that you just called it a good girl.”
     John laughed, “No, I called her a great girl.  And you'll have to forgive her for 
eavesdropping, she gets bored sitting in the hanger.  Anyways, Delta checked the rule 
books for the competition and found out that it clearly states 'any pilot that can pass the 
preliminaries must be allowed to compete in the competition.'”
     “Well, okay then.  It is our best chance to save this business.”


