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Mission Unknown

(A Solar Federation Short Story)

By J Alan Erwine

 


The ship lifted off from the dock at Mare
Insularum, pushed off the surface of the moon by magnetic beams.
Onboard the ship, Captain Rick Jamieson monitored his crew and the
various displays that surrounded him on the bridge.

10 kilometers away, safely under the dome of
Lanaberg City, dozens of government representatives of the Solar
Federation watched the ship rise from the surface. Many of them
shifted from foot to foot, others chewed on nails, while others
simply stared. Milling about the government officials were hundreds
of Lunar citizens, trying to go about their day to day business. To
them, it was just another launch, but to the officials, it was so
much more. The citizens had no idea where this ship was going, but
the government officials did. Only they and Captain Jamieson knew
the true mission of the SFS Lincoln. Even the captain’s crew didn’t
know, and he wasn’t the least bit eager to tell them.

Once the magnetic pulse beams had disengaged,
and the SFS Lincoln was clear of the moon’s gravity, Cap. Jamieson
entered the coordinates of their destination.

“I’ll need a fifty-minute burn, Jenkins,” he
said to the pilot.

Lt. Andrew Jenkins turned. “Fifty minutes,
sir? Where are we going?”

Jamieson could see the concern on the young
lieutenant’s face, but now wasn’t the time to talk about their
mission. Not for the first time, Jamieson realized how much Jenkins
reminded him of a younger version of himself. The young Lieutenant
had dark hair, like the Captain used to have. He now realized that
a few dark strands among numerous gray ones couldn’t be called
dark. He had gray hair, end of story. The Lieutenant also had the
joyful enthusiasm on his face that the Captain remembered he used
to feel. Now the Captain feared he’d become too jaded. Jamieson
repressed a sigh realizing that mostly Lieutenant Jenkins reminded
him of the young man he used to be, a young man he could never be
again.

“We’re going where the Federation tells us to
go,” was the only answer he could give.

Jenkins nodded, turned, and engaged the
engines.

Cap. Jamieson pushed the intercom button
beside him. “Sit back and relax, everyone,” he said. “This is going
to be a long burn.”

The crew was used to working in zero or low
gravities. The 1.5 G push of the ship’s acceleration would be
uncomfortable for most of them, but it was necessary.
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