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United Earth Exploration Force

Earth year 2315

Welcome to the world of the future, as part of the “United Earth Exploration Force (UEEF)”

I was not sure at first how or what I wanted to write about. So, I stuck with what I grew up loving, Science Fiction. Yup, I grew up on Captain Kirk in Star Trek, Commander Adama in Battlestar Galactica, Will Robinson, and Dr. Smith, and of course, the Robot in the original Lost in Space. A lot of it was far-fetched, but we didn’t care. We wanted the excitement each week. So, I wanted to keep my writing, at least for now, off in the future. Not just because I love the thought of exploring space, or other worlds, but if I wrote about something here on earth in our present or past timeline, even as fiction, I would eventually cross paths with actual history.

However, if you write about the future, how do you keep it believable enough nowadays to keep your readers interested? The days of super far-fetched technology don’t cut it anymore. What I tried to do was look at today’s technology to see where I see advancements going and try to calculate how many advancements for the period about which I am writing. For example, the “Mag-Car” transportation system. Is it far-fetched? No. We have that tech today. You are in a moon base on Titan in an enclosed environment. What would make sense to not overload your inside atmosphere production?

As for the “Bio Bed,” we have sensors today that clip on your finger and can give you your heart rate, respiration, the amount of O2 in your bloodstream, and so on, all by just skin contact with your finger. We have MRIs. Yes, they are bulky and the size of a room, but who is to say that advancements in medicine would not evolve enough that these sensors aren't built right into the bed, or that MRIs are small like the light bar in a computer scanner, as it scans a document when it passes. In the year 2315, are we going to be using technology from 2023? No, but how much advancement in this period was one thing I struggled with to keep it based on real technology, just more advanced.

The next biggest challenge I see in future Sci-Fi writing is two specific technologies. First, faster than light travel, and second, artificial gravity. We all know Star Trek with Captain Kirk, “Warp 7, Mr. Sulu!” The closest star to our solar system is over four light-years away (4.22 to be a little more precise), which means it takes 4.22 years for the light of our star to reach it. It would be awfully hard to explore space with our current technology. So, we make some concessions as writers, and our readers do as well.

My next concession was gravity. You are walking the halls of your space station. How are you not floating around? In Sci-Fi, it would be our “Artificial Gravity Systems.” I could say, sure, magnetic boots with metal floors, but then how do you eat or sleep or go to the bathroom without being like today’s astronauts? This is one of those areas again, as a writer and a reader, we kind of “assume” we have created some extra technology to compensate for the sake of the story.

As this was my first story, there was a tremendous amount of learning to do along the way. But in doing so, I have discovered that while my grammar, let us just say, lacks the refinement of a seasoned writer, I very much enjoyed the story itself, and it made it a lot of fun writing this book. It has also given me several new storylines that will be after the fact for more stories to come.

Thank you all, and I hope you enjoy the story you are about to read.
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Part I - Cannot wait until Retirement.
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Station log:

Date: October 12th, 2315

Captain Jonathan Brandon,

United Earth Exploration Force, Commanding.

It’s been six months since I took command, even though it doesn’t feel like I am in command of anything. There are more problems than there are solutions. The supply ship is almost a week late; progress has been slow in getting the new mining site covered by the station’s shields. The site is still understaffed and needs many more upgrades. The first shipment of Trillium should be ready in about 60 days, as long as nothing else breaks down. The refinery needs more shielding since the current shielding is inadequate due to high explosive dangers during the refining process. I’m starting to think that the UEEF made a mistake coming here. If any accidents happen with the current shielding, it could possibly take out the whole station.

~~~
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Chapter 1
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It was a typical day on Titan when Captain Jonathan Brandon looked out his office door. He regretted ever taking this assignment. Living on the station was way different than on a Starliner or back on Earth. It was pretty late in the day when Jonathan left to go back to his quarters for the night. He could not wait to hit his bed and close his eyes. He had been battling a headache all day and just wanted to get some rest. Jonathan had only been Commander of the Titan Space Station for six months, and he already hated it. He would much rather have finished his career in command of a freighter or even a different desk job, as long as that desk job was back on Earth. But none of that mattered now. It was too late to get out of this assignment, and all he could think about at the moment was sleep.

Upon entering his quarters, Jonathan noticed his computer console light was flashing, indicating that he had unread messages waiting. He started to skip it, letting it wait till morning, but decided that he better at least check to see who it was from. After logging into the computer, he saw that the message was from his wife. Ordinarily, she would have been allowed to join him on this duty assignment; however, she had no plans of spending twenty months, till Jonathan retired, on some ice rock floating around Saturn and decided to just wait it out at their cottage back on Earth. Jonathan’s headache was bothering him so much that he did not want to reply now, but felt it was better to keep the peace than to stir up more than a headache from his wife. After replying to her message, he took a quick shower and headed to bed, not even bothering to order dinner from the captain’s mess. Sleep, yes, sleep would make it all better in the morning.

~~~
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Chapter 2
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Ensign Randolph had been stationed on Titan for fourteen months now and had graduated top of his class in short and long-distance radar acoustics. Being the new kid on the block, he was getting all the details that no one else wanted, but he didn’t mind. He knew it was part of the game. However, his shift was almost over, and he could not wait. Twenty-four years old, bored, and a self-proclaimed know, it was a dangerous combination to leave unattended all night long. Lieutenant Evans would be here any minute to relieve him after a long night. He didn’t care too much for Lieutenant Evans; he was another self-proclaimed know-it-all, but in Randolph’s opinion, he didn’t know anything. But if anything, Evans was punctual.

Randolph started to compile his logs from last night’s shift and gave one more look at what appeared to be a magnetic storm that they had been tracking for a couple of days now.

“Ensign,” he heard as the door opened and Evans walked in, “How goes it?”

“Well, sir, it was pretty quiet last night. However, that storm did pick up some intensity and will track another three degrees in our general direction. But so far looks like it will still miss us,” replied Randolph.

“Notified Ops already?” asked Evans.

“Standard S.O.P. isn’t it?” said Randolph.

“Don’t be a smart-ass Ensign!” replied Evans.

Randolph left it at that without any more comments; he knew when not to push it, as Evans was still a superior officer and could be a jerk about that at times. But none of that mattered. In five more minutes, this shift would be over, just as soon as Evans logged in. One more day, and then it was three days off. After shift rotations, he’d be off midnights, at least for this cycle. All he cared about now was rack time.

Evans finished logging in, signed off on the shift logs, and was about to officially relieve the ensign. That did not mean he was going to take his word for anything. He quickly focused the radar on the Delta-7 quadrant to double-check the storm. Just like Randolph said, it had shifted three degrees closer and would now officially be re-classified from a Magnitude 2 to a Magnitude 3 storm, dangerous but not critical yet. He then focused back on Mars to check for any sign of the missing freighter.

“Any news of the Nimitz?” asked Evans.

“No, sir, not a peep.”

“Captain isn’t going to like that; those supplies are critical,” said Evans.

“Ok, Ensign, you are relieved. Get some rack time. Oh, by the way, I might need you in early tonight. T. wasn’t feeling too great when I looked in on him this morning.”

“Like I’m the only one on rotation,” mumbled Randolph.

“What was that?” snickered Evans.

“Yes, Sir!” replied Randolph, as he headed out the door.

Evans could only think to himself, of all the posts out there, why did such a smartass have to get assigned here? He knew Randolph was one of the best there was, but he was never going to admit it ... at least not out loud.

After the second scan of Mar’s sectors, Evans refocused the radar sensors back to the Delta-7 quadrant. “Now let us see if I can do some projection simulations,” he mumbled out loud and started to input formulas into the computer.

~~~
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Chapter 3
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Morning came, but to no surprise, Jonathan’s headache still had not gone away. Maybe ... just maybe, some breakfast would do the trick. Before getting to the mess hall, Jonathan heard an all too familiar voice behind him, “Hey, Skipper! Wait up,” Lieutenant Commander Brock, his X.O., ran up behind him.

“You thought you could hide this morning, Skipper? You know we have a briefing in twenty minutes,” said Brock.

“Yeah, well, maybe you should conduct it for me,” Jonathan replied.

“Come on, sir, you know you can’t skip it.” Brock whispered, “... that’s why you get paid the big bucks and not me,” he laughed.

The daily staff meetings were something that Jonathan absolutely hated. He felt that his time was better suited for other and more important things, like thinking about retirement. He would do everyone a favor and disband the meetings if he could get around regulations that specifically called for them.

“Bob!” Jonathan put his hand on Brock’s shoulder, “What are you going to do when I retire, and they make you the Station Commander?”

Brock replied, “Enjoy the big bucks,” as they both laughed.

Lieutenant Commander Robert Brock was approaching the midway of his career and was an exceptional officer, and Jonathan knew it; top of his class at the academy, third in his class for Command School, and on the fast track to his own command. Jonathan just felt he needed a little more substance to his character. He thought Bob was too much of a kid at heart sometimes. Still, he really did know his stuff, and the station crew, as well as himself, liked him, so it would only make sense to pass the station on to him when he retired next year.

“Do I at least have time to get some coffee? You don’t want to see me without my morning coffee.”

Brock replied, “Well, you’re the boss, Skipper.”

“AND DON’T YOU FORGET IT!” snickered Jonathan.

After a quick cup of coffee, they both headed back to the operations center to start their day. Jonathan walked into his office and no sooner sat down and he tried to close his eyes to relieve his headache. Brock came in and said, “The senior staff is in the briefing room. Shall we get this over with?”

“Might as well,” replied Jonathan.

~~~
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The briefing was routine, daily engineering reports, mining reports, last known status, or, should they say, the unknown status of the supply ship, and so on. All except the radar officer, who reported a couple of days ago what looked like a Magnitude 2 magnetic storm that was now heading in the general direction of the station. Radar did mention that the storm picked up its intensity to a Magnitude 3 and that they would monitor it for the next couple of hours to see what course it would take. Johnathan could not help but think that ordinarily, a Magnitude 3 storm would not be all that bad. But with the current shield conditions and the new mining site not covered yet, it could be a major disaster and could also cripple the station. The fact was that on this ice rock, as his wife put it, magnetic storms were not something ordinary. Magnetic storms usually meant that Saturn was throwing a fit with her biggest floating rock, not something it did every day, but from time to time was not unheard of either. Still, all he could think about at the moment was this headache that just seemed to be getting worse. Jonathan then directed Ops to send a UEEF Priority Red-1 alert to the Nimitz, just in case they were receiving radio traffic but held up somewhere, “We need those supplies here as soon as possible!”

“A UEEF Priority Red-1, sir? Lieutenant Jenkins replied to confirm. This was the highest level of alerts that could be sent.

“Yes, Lieutenant, if the Nimitz doesn’t show up soon, that storm is powerful enough to take out the refinery, which would take out this station without those new shield generators.”

“Aye, Sir, alert being sent as we speak.”

As everyone left the briefing room, Jonathan asked Brock to look after Ops as he was going to pay a visit to the Med-Bay.

“Anything wrong, Skipper?” asked Brock.

“I don’t think so, just a bad headache that doesn’t want to go away.”

“Well, Skipper, you know you’re too stubborn to have anything else wrong with you.”

“Bob, it sounds like you've been talking to my wife again.” Jonathan laughed as he left and headed towards the access lift.

~~~
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Chapter 4
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The Nimitz supply freighter was one of the oldest freighters in the fleet, but she was a surprisingly good old ship, or at least thought Jamizen. He took command of her about two years ago, and she has been a handful ever since. It had been one breakdown after another, but still, she was his, and he was going to make the best of his first real command.

The ship shuddered with a large, smashing sound on the hull, bringing the captain back to his senses. The Nimitz had lost her hyperdrive in the middle of the asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter, and the old, weak shields were taking a pounding. A squeal was coming across the intercom, so Jamizen switched on the speakers.

“Jamizen here! What do you have, Reynolds?”

“Skipper, it’s pretty bad, the contact points on the plasma generator are burnt and fused together!” shouted Reynolds.

“How long?” shouted Jamizen.

“Will be at least another hour, maybe more; we don’t have another set; I’ll have to manufacture them,” said Reynolds.

Knowing his engineer was the best in the fleet, Jamizen knew to trust what she said. “Do what you can; these shields won’t last much longer!”

“I’m doing my best, Skipper,” said Reynolds.

Reynolds signed on about a year ago, and after this many repairs, she knew the ship inside and out. She knew she could fashion a new set of points in just a few minutes. The real problem would be getting them realigned. Now that would be the trick, especially with the ship being bounced around in the asteroids.

“Flip the breakers on the generator, I’ll be back in ten!” Reynold shouted.

The crew scrambled around the engine room, barking out orders and checks with a sense of urgency. No one had to be told their jobs; Reynolds had the engineering team working like a well-maintained machine. Every person was in the right place at the right time, the right switches flipped at the right time, the right everything. When the breakers were finally turned off, the room went quiet.

“Listen up, people,” shouted Reynolds as she ran back into the room.

“We've got to have these points installed in five minutes! The shields are down, and we’re a sitting duck without them.”

Reynolds had the points installed in about three minutes, but that was not the issue. They still had to be aligned, but at least with them installed, power could be turned back on and the shields back up. The crew wasted no time and at once started the power-up checks, and like clockwork, the breakers were back on.

~~~
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The captain had begun to panic a little but was trying not to show it. He knew that with the shields down, one direct hit would destroy the ship.

“Weapons! Make sure any close asteroid is targeted before it gets too damn close,” barked Jamizen.

“Aye, sir,” replied the weapons officer. Being the Nimitz was only a freighter, the weapons were mostly for deterring someone from trying to hijack the ship and blasting rocks from a navigation path. Most freighters didn’t even have that. When the Nimitz was first commissioned over twenty years ago, it was a troop carrier ship, before the war between Earth and the Mars One colony.

“Sir, I’ll only have enough power for about five shots on reserves.”

Come on, Reynolds, thought the captain, I need those shields! And after what felt like an eternity, Jamizen heard the helmsman say,

“Sir, power is back on; shields are charging back up at fifty percent.”

Jamizen could only think to himself, Reynolds, this is another time you saved my ass! Jamizen opened the intercom at his chair, “Reynolds, I owe you one. Let me know as soon as you have the jump drive back online!”

“Well, Captain, I think it’s a lot more than just one, but who’s counting? I should have the plasma generator back online in about thirty to forty minutes!”

Closing the com, Jamizen told the helmsman to plot a course out of there, “We need to clear the asteroids before we can jump.”

“Aye, sir,” came the reply.

As late as they were already with loading problems at the Mars One Colony and two other breakdowns, Jamizen knew it would be suicide if he tried to jump while still in the asteroid field, but once cleared, he could make the final jump, which would put him into the station in about fifty-five hours. The Nimitz was an old ION engine freighter, and while technically they had hyperspace capabilities, they did not have faster than light speed as Starliners did.

True to her word, in thirty-seven minutes the intercom buzzed, and Reynolds let the captain know that the plasma generator was back online. He could spin up the jump drive and get back into hyperspace. Normally, the final jump would be just a short hop, but with the delays, they were out of position to slingshot the jump, and they had a lot of distance to cross now.

“Ok, now that we are in the clear, get on the horn and let Titan know we had another breakdown, but we are back on the road and will be there in about fifty-six hours,” Jamizen told the communications office. “Yes, sir,” came the reply.

Of course, this would be a one-way message and would take about half an hour to reach Titan. Once in hyperspace, the Nimitz did not have the new subspace radios, so they would not be able to receive a reply once they jumped until they came back to normal space again. But before she could send the message,

“Sir, I have an emergency hail coming in from Titan, the message reads,

“Nimitz... Need supplies urgent... NO adequate

shields on the Trillium mine... Magnetic Storm

moving in fast... Need aid as fast as possible...

Declaring a “UEEF PRIORITY RED-1” ...

End of message!”

“Sir, isn’t the UEEF Priority Red-1 a life and death situation asked the comms officer.

“Yes, it is!” said Jamizen. He then opened a comm link ship-wide, “Attention crew, the Nimitz just received a UEEF Priority Red-1 Message from Titan. Be advised that this is no longer just a resupply mission; it is now a possible rescue mission. All departments, prep your Emergency Response Teams. We have a lot of space to travel, but we need to be ready for anything once we arrive! Captain out.”

Reaching the edge of the asteroid belt, the helmsman then turned to the captain, “Sir, we’re clear and can now jump on your orders.”

“Make it so, helmsman. We need to make up some time now.”

The helmsman replied, “Course already laid in, sir; we will jump on my mark.” He then opened the intercom, “Attention all stations, prepare to jump on my mark, three ... two ... one ... Mark!” and the jump drive once again came to life and started to hum with its normal shaky sensation throughout the ship.

“Captain, we’re back in hyper-space and should reach Titan Moon in fifty-five hours and forty-three minutes.”

Jamizen then replied, “Have all stations check in. We need to know what damage we took back there!” He was thinking to himself, after this trip, the old girl would need a month in dry-dock to pound out all the dents in her hull. Not that it would happen. As soon as this trip was over, he already had another trip planned. But for now, that would have to wait; Priority Red-1 would take precedence over all missions. And the closest Starliner at accelerated hyper-speed was a week away, surveying and mapping the outer edge of the Oort Cloud. The Nimitz was the only ship equipped and supplied in the sector. Getting the crew back to Earth was now on hold. The Nimitz was now, by law, on a rescue mission.

~~~
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Chapter 5
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When Jonathan reached the Med-Bay, it appeared to be empty except for the faint sound of something clanking in a back room. “Hey, old man,” Jonathan shouted, “You open for business today?”

“Not for you,” came a voice from the next room. At about that time, an older man came out wearing a long white medical jacket and smoking a cigar. Jonathan quickly sounded off...

“You know you can’t smoke in here, Ben, it’s against at least twenty different regulations.”

“So sue me!” replied the old man.

Doctor Benjamin Coddle was several years older than Jonathan, but they served many years together on different fleet ships. For whatever reason, Jonathan had always gotten his way to get him assigned to any ship he was commanding. This time was no different, with the exception that Benjamin had retired last year and was enjoying the good life back on Earth when he was called back to service.

Coddle grumbled, “If I knew you were coming down this morning, I would have stayed in bed, but being that you’re here ... what the hell do you want?” asked Coddle.

“Glad to see you too,” said Jonathan ... “I was hoping that you could fix this damn headache I have that I can’t seem to shake.”

“I suppose you think I have some magic pill for you. Well, I don’t. Sit down in the chair and let me take a look at that melon you call a head.”

Jonathan reluctantly sat down, grumbling, “Can’t you just give me something?”

“What, not letting me retire wasn’t good enough? Now you want to do my job too?” said Coddle. “Let me tell you what my friend, just because you pulled a few strings and un-retired me, this is still my Med-Bay, and if I say sit, I mean just that!”

Any other person might have taken offense to that tirade, but not Jonathan. They’d been friends for too many years, and he could tell when his friend was simply giving him a hard time.

The doctor pushed a few buttons on the chair console, and the holographic screen started lighting up with all the different kinds of medical readings. After a few minutes, Coddle looked up, “Well, I don’t see anything physically wrong. How long have you had this headache?”

“About two days now,” replied Jonathan, “For whatever reason, I just can’t seem to shake it.”

“Well, just so happens I do have some pills for you,” said Coddle. “They might not knock it out, but they should keep it at bay so you can quit bothering me about it.”

“Anything would be better than nothing,” said Jonathan.

Coddle then reached into one of the cupboards, pulled out a bottle of little red pills, and counted out six, putting them into a small dispensary bottle. He looked at Jonathan, handed him the bottle, and said, “Here, take one now and then one every four to six hours, and come back to see me tomorrow.”

Jonathan took the pills and swallowed one like he was told and started towards the door, “I have to get back to OPs, we’re monitoring a storm and still trying to track down our missing supply ship.”

Coddle chuckled and said, “Well, when you find it, make sure it has a nice young nurse that I can chase around.”

“You and me both,” replied Jonathan.

“Yeah, would Sarah like to see you chasing a nurse?”

Jonathan grinned, “Didn’t say I would, but at least it sounds like fun.”

After Jonathan left, Coddle went back to what he was doing in the back room ... “Ah, that should just about do it.” He poured a liquid from a small container into a larger container with a dark liquid in it. Coddle let the brew mix for a moment and then put it up to his nose. “MMMMM ... nothing like good Martian coffee.” He couldn’t tell Jonathan about it since he smuggled the coffee grounds onto the station. Knowing security would never check his equipment, it was marked MEDICAL. After all, just because they had a farming union dispute on Mars, what did that have to do with him? To his way of thinking, it wasn’t his fault that Mars farmers were idiots in his mind.
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Chapter 6
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Lieutenant Commander John Tucker was heading over to the refinery to inspect the progress made in the shielding and Trillium confinement containers. After the Op’s briefing, it was a little more urgent having that storm tracking in their direction.

As Tucker made his way to the refinery's entrance, he was stopped by two Security Guards from the Stanford Mining and Refinery Co., “ID please,” said one guard.

“Come on, guys, you know who I am by now,” said Tucker, thinking to himself, or at least they should!

“Policies Chief. You have yours, we have ours,” countered the guard.

“Ahh, whatever,” Tucker pulled out his ID badge for the guard to scan. He tried not to take offense at the request. After all, he knew the policies all too well, since he wrote most of them for the station’s secured areas.

“Thank you.” Said the guard as he scanned Tucker's badge, and the indicator lit up green.

“Anytime, guys,” Tucker said sarcastically.

He then headed to the transport station to catch a ride in the newly installed Mag-Car tubes out to the mining facility. It was normally a short ride, maybe six minutes from the entrance to the facility, but for some reason this morning it took twice as long. Tucker tried to make a mental note of it to look into the facility's power grid. It was just one more thing for him to fix when he got back to the office.

John Tucker was already at the peak of his career unless he wanted to leave engineering and go the command route, which he had no desire to do. He liked being an engineer and tinkering with things. Tucker came up through the ranks in the merchant fleet until he transferred to the UEEF ten years ago. He knew he was not ready for retirement yet and figured he had at least another five good, solid years and suspected it would all be right here on the Titian Station as the Chief Engineer, which, after all, suited him fine. Tucker wasn’t married, so he had nothing tying him down back on Earth. Besides, there were plenty of women around, so who needed to transfer out? Nope, Titian would be where he would retire from someday.

~~~
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The Mag-Car finally came to a stop inside the airlock at the mining facility, and the hatch opened, and Tucker proceeded to go inside.

As Tucker made his way inside, a young female engineer met up with him and escorted him to the Ops Center.

“Sam, when are you going to let me take you to dinner?” asked Tucker.

“Maybe when you start calling me by my NAME!” Samantha said with a smirk.

“Well, if that’s all it takes; can I pick you up at 19:00hrs., Samantha?” asked Tucker.

“What about all your girlfriends?” snickered Samantha.

“What girlfriends? You know I only have eyes for you.”

“And Brenda, Clara, along with a few others,” joked Samantha.

“Come on, Sam, you know me better than that; they’re just friends,” said Tucker.

“There you go again, calling me Sam. I worked hard to get where I am in a man’s field, and I prefer my real name so you all know I am all woman,” replied Samantha, knowing it would ruffle his feathers a little but not too much. After all, this was the first time in months now that he sounded serious about asking her out, and she really did fancy him a bit, although she didn’t know why.

As they entered the refinery Ops Center, Samantha announced, “Chief Tucker is here to see you, Chief.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, one sec, one-sec,” replied Peetree, who was making a note on his tablet. After a moment, Peetree looked up and started to comment,

“Are you here to tell me the supply ship has finally shown up?”

“Well, not exactly, sir,” said Tucker, “But I am sure it will be here soon enough.”

“Well then, what do you want? We’re quite busy over here, very busy today,” said Peetree.

“Well, sir, I came to tell you we’re tracking a Magnitude 3 magnetic storm that will be coming in our general direction and to see if you needed anything from Ops to prepare for it.”

Tucker now had Peetree’s full attention, “Magnitude 3, you say? You do realize we do not have full shielding on the refinery yet, and Trillium is very unstable once mined until it is fully refined?” Tucker was no miner. He had used Trillium in many applications but never managed it in its raw form.

“That is why I am here, sir, to help you in any way we can,” said Tucker.

“How close will the storm come to us?” asked Peetree.

“Not sure at this time, but if it does not change course again, it will only miss us by about twenty clicks, but even that will be close enough to rattle our cages a bit,” said Tucker.

“Pretty safe bet we should shut down mining and just concentrate on refining what we have already, so it can be locked down properly,” muttered Peetree.

“I’ll let the captain know,” said Tucker.

As he headed back toward the door.

“Does this mean no dinner tonight, John? Here I thought you meant it this time,” asked Samantha.

Tucker looked at her, “Well, you never said yes.”

“Well, I didn’t say no either,” Samantha chuckled.

“Alright then, it’s a date,” smirked Tucker. Samantha only chucked and turned to the Chief and asked what she could do to help.

“You can start by running the figures on the last run brought in to see if we can get it processed in time,” said Peetree. And they both turned to their computer consoles and went back to work.

~~~
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Chapter 7


[image: ]




Jonathan had made his way back to his office when the doctor’s little red pills finally started to take effect. The doctor was right, they did not take the headache away, but they did make it a little bit more manageable. Now, if only he could close his eyes and just rest for a few minutes. He could already feel the drowsiness coming on. His natural reaction was that he reached for his morning coffee, which was cold now. He was reminded again of why he hated this job.

Fourteen more months was all he could think about; he would be home. No more command, no more daily briefings, and certainly no more cold coffee. At about that time, the intercom activated,

“Sir, I have a message incoming from your wife. Should I route to your comm?” Jonathan’s mind went blank for a second. Sarah never called this early, and at once started thinking about what could be wrong. He was brought back to reality when the intercom chimed again, “Sir!”

“Yes, sorry, route it to my console.” Jonathan quickly activated his monitor. “Sarah, honey, how’s it going?”

“I’m good, Jon, but I have wonderful news and couldn’t wait till tonight to tell you.”

“Wonderful news?” asked Jonathan, “Please ... please tell me.”

“Well, you have to act completely surprised when Billy calls you later, but I just couldn’t wait.”

“Please, dear, tell me.”

“Jon, Billy has been accepted into the Academy; he reports for duty next semester.”

“Sarah, that’s wonderful, but I thought he wanted to take a year or so off and spend time with his friends before applying?”
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