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     The rest of our flight went smooth and without incident.  We arrived at the remains of 
Soulthian III within six hours.  I was asleep in my chair with Erinyetha resting her head 
in my lap.  The bridge was quiet and still.  Only a few knights remained awake, 
maintaining the ship.  Everybody else was asleep.  Captain Langleton had gone to the 
captain quarters to lie down.  We were all jolted awake by a loud announcement. 
    "Captain to the bridge!" roared loudly through the ships internal intercom system. 
     I lifted my head up and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes.  I helped Erinyetha lift her 
head up straight, and we yawned our way to consciousness.  After a few minutes, the 
captain appeared on the bridge. 
    "Report!" he commanded. 
    "Sir," began one of the knights, "we've reached Soulthian III." 
    "Have we taken orbit yet?" 
    "No, sir," he responded.  "There is already a ship in orbit around the planet!" 
    "Have you identified it?" 
    "It's not in our database.  I've never seen it before." 
    "Show it to me," commanded Langleton. 
    The view screen turned on and the ship appeared orbiting around the planet.  Then the 
screen zoomed in on the ship until it filled the whole screen.  It was a very unusual ship.  
It appeared that every piece of the ship was made out of a triangle!  It was made all 
together of four hundred some triangle pieces. 
     "It's okay," said Langleton.  "They won't bother us.  Set orbit on the opposite side of 
the planet." 
     "You know this ship?" 
     "Yes," he replied, "an old friend.  He won't bother us, but he is best left alone." 
     We watched as the planet grew larger and larger upon the view screen.  The ship 
gently rocked into orbit and the engines powered down.  What remained of Soulthian III 
was a large chunk of rock with jagged edges.  There were no remaining signs of life.  It 
was all just dust and ruins. 



     I froze.  For a moment I felt overwhelmed with grief.  This had been my home!  Now 
it was a lifeless mass of rubble! 
     "Are you okay, Rochard?" asked Erinyetha with concern.   
     I paused and caught my breath.  "I'll be alright," I responded.  She wrapped her arms 
around me and held me tight. 
     "Don't keep it all wrapped up inside, Rochard," she said softly.  "If you don't let it out 
it will destroy you inside." 
     "Don't worry sweetie," I whispered back, "I'll be okay, I promise." 
     "Sir Marcus," said the captain. "Assemble a landing party.  We will all meet in Shuttle 
Bay Four in ten minutes." 
     "Aye, aye Captain."  Sir Marcus turned and faced the crew.  "King Rochard, Princess 
Erinyetha, Sir Charles, Sir Larry, Princess Rachel, and Mr. S meet the captain and I in the 
shuttle bay in ten minutes.  Sir Justin, you are in command of the ship." 
     We all gathered in Shuttle Bay Four.  The captain entered and gathered us all together 
outside the Shuttle Caliber.   
     "This is the moment we've been waiting for," began the captain. "Today could very 
well be the day that the tide turns against our enemies.  The day that we rise up and 
conquer and claim once again all that is ours!  The Fountain's Fire is the most powerful 
weapon known to the entire universe.  It will give the edge we need to win this war!  
Let's go!" 
    We piled into the shuttle and took our seats.  The cargo bay opened and we soared out 
of the cruiser and into space.  The lump of rock that was once my home planet floated 
beneath us.  Slowly we descended upon it.  As we approached the surface I could see the 
remains of thousands of homes, the rubble of miles of roadways, and the skeletons of 
millions of people!  My stomach sank, and I struggled to keep my food down.  Erinyetha 
noticed my pain and took a tight hold of my hand.  She looked into my eyes and I found 
strength in hers. 
     "Over there!" I pointed toward a large pile of rubble and rock a few meters to the 
right.  "That's the palace.  That's where we need to go." 
     We set the shuttle down outside the ruins of the palace.  The landing was a little 
rough.  The shuttle shook as the debris gave way under its weight, but finally it settled 
and rested solid on the ground.   
     "Atmosphere?" asked the captain. 
     "It's breathable," responded Sir Larry. 
     "Open the hatch!" 
     The shuttle's door open and we stepped out into the wasteland.  Dust permeated the air 
and cruel winds swept upon the ruins.  In my head, I could hear the cries of thousands of 
people as they were hunted to extinction.  They had been my people, and now I was the 
only survivor.  Had I let them down?  Could I have done something more?  Could I have 
prevented this! 
     "Rochard," said Erinyetha with concern, "are you okay?" 
    "I will be," I replied. "I will be." 
    Moving several large chunks of debris out of the way, we made our way into the 
remains of the palace.  Most of the palace walls still held the weight of the ceiling above 
them.  The glory of the crystal marble floors was lost in an array of dust and dirt.  The 



great glass chandeliers that once hung proud from the ceilings now lay shattered in tiny 
fragments on the dusty marble floor.   
     I led the way through the palace's entranceway towards the stairwell that led down to 
the underground floors.  The palace was a four-story building, but two of those stories 
were underground.   The weapon could be reached from the lowest floor.  We turned 
down a hallway that had a large hole in the ceiling.  Large chunks of the walls and roof 
littered the walkway.  The others set to work clearing a path, but I just stood there staring. 
     "Rochard?" said the captain. 
     I didn't respond.  All I could do was stare. 
     "AHHH!" Erinyetha screamed. 
     "What is it?" demanded the captain. 
     "Look!" She pointed to the floor in front of her.  In front of her lie a pile of bones 
forming a ribcage.  They found the bones of an arm several feet from there, and they 
found two legs on the opposite side of the room.  Then Erinyetha understood why I was 
frozen.  She found the other arm.  It had no hand on it. 
     "It's the remains of Princess Susan Elizabethia," Erinyetha whispered silently, and 
then she turned her eyes toward me with great concern. 
     My eyes didn't connect with hers.  It was too late.  My mind was gone!  I drifted out of 
consciousness; bright light glowed all around me.  I must have fallen to the floor, but I 
never felt it.  In my mind I was standing.  I was standing in the walkway of an awesome 
palace.  The ceilings glittered with diamonds, and large crystal chandeliers hung 
brilliantly above me.   
      For a moment I heard Erinyetha's voice, but I couldn't understand the words.  Then 
her voice faded, and I was completely immersed in the fantasy around me. 
     "Rochard! Come on! We'll run out of daylight!" spoke a delightfully sweet voice.  I 
hadn't heard it in so long that it just made my heart sing with joy. 
     "I'm coming Susan!" I yelled back.  "I just have to grab the picnic basket!" 
     As I picked up the picnic basket, my father tapped me on the shoulder.  "Make sure 
you're back by four for the Royal Ceremony.  Have fun!" 
     I rushed down the hallway with the basket in hand, anxious to see that beautiful face.  
I turned the corner, and there she was, Susan Elizabethia.  She was the love of my life.  
Really our love was quite an unusual thing.  Only in rare cases have young couples who 
know that they are going to be forced to marry each other fall in love so deeply.  Most 
arranged relationship start off in despair, and then over time they learn to love each other.  
Not us, no I fell in love with Susan the first time I was introduced to her. 
     We walked down the street to the royal stables, hopped on our horses, and rode 
bareback into the countryside.  The horses galloped gallantly through the woods, and into 
the Great River Valley.  Grass in the Great River Valley never grew more than half an 
inch tall, but it spread out in a green blanket for twenty miles.  A wide river flowed gently 
through the center of the valley.  There was some natural chemical in the water that kept 
anything in the valley from growing more than half-inch tall. 
      We found a nice spot near the river and spread out are blanket.  I set down the picnic 
basket and sat next to Susan on the blanket.  She wrapped her arms around me, and 
laughed as I tickled her.  Then we laid down on our backs and stared up at the sky.  She 
wrapped her hand tightly into mine as we admired the beautiful colors of the atmosphere. 
      "Rochard," spoke Susan, "It just doesn't get better than this, does it?" 



     "No," I responded, "it doesn't. All those races out there with their spaceships, 
technology, and wars, but nothing beats a simple, primitive life with no worries." 
     "I love you," floated through the air.  Wait, that didn't sound like Susan's voice.  
"Rochard, please come back to us!"  It was Erinyetha.  I was hearing voices from the real 
world, where I was unconscious. 
    "We've got to get him back to the ship," spoke Sir Langleton.  "The doctor will be able 
to help him." 
    "The doctor won't be able to do anything for him," came a voice I didn't recognize.   
    "Ellisha?" asked Sir Langleton. 
    "It is I," responded the voice.  "It's been a long time my friend.  The wounds of time 
run deep." 
    "Don't you think it's time those wounds healed," responded Langleton.  "You did what 
had to be done.  It's been three thousand years; you have to forgive yourself!" 
     "Five Trillion lives gone!" replied the man angrily. "I helped build a weapon that 
destroyed an entire galaxy!  Six inhabited planets, six races, completely wiped out.  The 
Fountain's Fire left the Netrite Galaxy a hole in space; an empty blackness with no stars, 
no planets, no life.  How can I ever forgive myself!" 
     "All six of those planets were homes to warrior races.  They terrorized the universe 
with their constant fighting.  How many lives did they take without remorse?  They had 
to be stopped." 
     "I don't know.  Surely, there must have been a better way.  Well, I won't rest until the 
Fountain's Fire is completely dismantled." 
     "Dismantled?" replied Langleton.  "I thought you said it couldn't be destroyed." 
     "Destroyed, no, but dismantled, yes.  I know you came here to get it, but you know it's 
too dangerous, too powerful to use." 
     "Are you going to stop me?" said Sir Langleton cautiously. 
     "I don't have to," replied Ellisha.  "The Fountain's Fire isn't here.  This planet was a 
decoy.  There is nothing in the secret chamb..." 
 


