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Chapter 3 Part 2
 “Trials”

     At two o'clock the next day, John was sitting in front of the Admiral Davidson Pilot's 
Competition Rules committee trying to get into the competition.
     “Well, we've never allowed a cargo pilot to compete before,” spoke a person on the 
committee, “but as you pointed out, the rules very clearly state that any pilot can 
compete.  If you can pass the preliminaries, you're in.  Congratulations.”
     “Thank you,” replied John.
     “Okay, let's get you to simulator.”
     John followed the person from the committee down the hall to a hallway of rooms 
with simulators.  They entered the third one on the right. 
     “Your preliminary session will begin in ten minutes.  Plug your tactical computer in 
here.  Your computer will receive a map for the route to follow.  You must successfully 
navigate the route and face off against an indefinite number of enemy ships.  Only the 
pilots who destroy more than any other will move on to the competition.  Good luck.”
     “Thank you,” replied John.  He plugged Delta into the system.   “Let's do this Delta!”
     “Let the games begin!” replied Delta.
     Inside the simulator, John's ship started on its journey.  It was a small vessel with 
short stubby wings and double tail but armed to its teeth.
    “Guide me, Delta!” exclaimed John.
    A map appeared on the screen.  “We have to head through these caverns, across this 
volcanic land, and then face off against an armada.” informed Delta.
    “Let's do it!  Full speed ahead.”
    The ship accelerated into the caverns at alarming speeds, twisting and turning to avoid 
the rocky walls.  John flipped the control stick back and forth as he skillfully guided the 
ship through the labrinth of tunnels.  Left, right, up, and down the ship twisted through 
the insane maze.  Then it bursted out into a land with fountains of lava shooting high in 
the air.  John and Delta carefully navigated through the burning blasts, and then 
approached an armada with an impossible amount of ships!  The vessels spread out, 
darkening the sky before them.  
    “Weapons at maximum power!” commanded John. “I'll take the full spin laser canons, 
and you control the others.”
    “Okay,” responded Delta. “I recommend we go under them as low to the ground as 
possible; hopefully out of range of their scanners, and come up at them from directly 



underneath.”
    “Sounds like a plan. Go!”
    Their simulated ship dove down towards the ground and leveled out just before hitting 
it.  The ground was rocky and hilly, making their ground run particularly challenging. 
Boom!  The ship rattled and shook as it scraped the ground and fought to go out of 
control!  John kept his cool and held the control stick tightly, maintaining his course. 
The ship scraped the ground a few more times, but continued on.  The armada appeared 
to be unaware of them as they soared underneath its massiveness.  
     “It's time,” announced Delta.
     “God be with us!” yelled John as he yanked the ship up into the blackened sky 
straight into the metal net of space ships.  
    They shot up at the armada with their canons blaring!  Several of the armada ships 
exploded in a ball of fire before they could react to the surprise attack.  Suddenly the 
armada ships scattered and dove towards their attacker.  Lasers streaked wildly across 
the sky!  Fireballs consumed ships and lit up the darkness.  John flew straight through 
the armada like a kamikaze pilot.  The enemy vessels fired wildly and despeartely at 
them, but because there were so many of them they kept hitting their own ships! 
Explosions ripped through the sky all around John and Delta!  They were nearly 
engulfed in burning ship wreckage.
     “Delta!” yelled John.  “I can't see anymore!  There's too much debris!  Get us out of 
here!”
     “Yes, sir!”
     The ship darted through the tangled web of fighters with its canons blaring, 
explosions burned around them and then suddenly empty space appeared before them.
     “We're out!” yelled John.
     He yanked the ship around to face the trail of fighters that shot out of the debris field 
with them.  Boom!  Boom!  He fired shot after shot into the enemy ships, enlarging the 
cloud of debris.  Then an alarm went off!
    “John!” yelled Delta.  “We have another fleet of ships incoming!”
    “What!” screamed John as he looked at the oncoming slaughter.  It was another 
armada of uncountable fighters that just filled all of space.  So many ships you couldn't 
even begin to count them!
    “It looks like this is it!” yelled John.  “But we're not going without a good fight!”
    Fighters shot at them from all sides!  They came from the left, they soared at them 
from behind, they fired from underneath, and they soared violently to the right.  John 
and Delta were surrounded!  They fired repeatedly, shot after shot.  Ships were 
exploding around them in all directions!  Flames appeared to be burning the very 
emptiness of space!  Debris was everywhere and visibility became nonexistant!
    “Delta!” yelled John, “you have to drive!  I can't see a thing!”
    “Roger!”
    Delta navigated their way through the endless graveyard of burning fighers as an 
equally endless armada of ships continued to fire on them!  Ship after ship exploded 



around them, but no matter how many the destroyed there always seemed to be an 
zillions left!  Another alarm blared in John's ear.
    “What's that!” screamed John.
    “Bad news!” yelled Delta back.  “The laser weapon's core is overheating.”
    “What!”
    “If we don't power down the weapons it's going to explode!”
    “We're finished either way!” replied John.  “So let's just take out as many of them as 
we can before we blow!”
     They fired even more aggressively than before!  Ship after ship engulfed in the rage 
of their lasers.  Then a strange purple glow over took their ship...  Boom!  A massive 
explosion tore John and Deltas ship into dust particles!
    Suddenly John was back in the simulation room.  He sat a moment, letting the 
excitement settle.  It took several minutes for his brain to accept that none of it was real. 
Then he unplugged Delta and exited the room.  The man from the rules committee was 
waiting outside the door.
    “Well, how did I do?” asked John.
    “Terrible!” replied than man.
    “Really? That bad!” John said, disappointed.
    The rules committee guy laughed and replied, “No, actually you passed.  In fact, 
you've gotten the highest score I've ever seen!  Congratulations!  You're in!”
    “Yes!” responded John.  “Thank you.”
    Later that evening a news report about John came on the television.
    “For the first time in over a decade, a cargo pilot will compete in the Admiral 
Davidson's Pilot Competition,” spoke the reporter.  “The entry of John Hakleson in the 
competition has created quite a stir, and not everyone is happy about it.  With me, is four 
time champion Commander Douglas Collinger.”
     “This is a competition for professionals,” said Mr. Collinger.  “Those cargo pilot riff-
raft types don't belong here.”
     “Do you think John has any chance of winning?”
     Mr. Collinger laughed, “He won't even make it through the first five minutes.  I've 
won this thing for four years, and I am going to win it again this year!”
    “Well, there you have it.  A very confident Douglas Collinger is certain he will win. 
John is still considered a long shot, despite his record breaking preliminary score.  In 
other news, Galactic Council Representative Daniels died tragically in a pirate attack. 
He is the third council member to be killed by pirates in the past month.”
     Back on the Delta V John was relaxing, trying to calm down from all the excitement 
of the day.
    “So, what's on your mind Delta sweetie?
    “Oh, I guess I'm rather excited about the competition.  I think it's going to be a lot of 
fun.”  It's hard to imagine a computer changing demeanor, but Delta did, very suddnely 
as she said something very odd for a computer to say, “I wish mom was here.”
    “I know what you mean, sweetie,” replied John as if there was nothing odd about a 



computer saying it missed its mom.  “I miss her terribly.  Our world fell apart so fast. 
Everything's so different now.”
     “Mom will be watching from heaven though, won't she?” replied Delta.
     “I'm sure she will,” John reassured her.  “I'm sure she will.”


