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      As the decades passed, New York City’s position as the gateway to the New World dwindled. The founding of the New World Order completely transformed this fair lady’s stature in economics, business, and politics. Called the United Earth Nations, it was established in the year 2103 AD. The only sign of the way things were a century earlier was the use of the much elegant General Assembly Building of the United Nations. This building was now the capital of this new superstate, which included the Americas, Northern Africa, the former European Union, China, and Australasia. Life in this massive country was good. Everybody contributed and cooperated. The scent of opulence emanated from mostly everyone’s breath. The economics were different, and the imperative now was to colonize Earth-like worlds. Overpopulation on Earth was still a surging problem, and new laws enacted for couples were occasionally to hold off having families until suitable colonies became established. There was one such world discovered, called Terra Horizon.

      It was a rare, dead, hazy day, and humid, and the multitude of raucous sounds from the heavy air traffic from sky vehicles that had replaced cars some forty years hence were unusually disrupting the usual tranquil skies. Their infernal sound agitated one old man, and it did not resonate harmoniously, as if the strident vibrations were charging through his nervous system. The sound hurt him, and as he remembered his youth where he played with his holo smart phone, he was now finding that the subject of his video games back then was becoming sure science fact. He, along with the rest of humanity, was facing the fact that humanity was not alone in the cosmos. There was a sense of uncertainty in this city, as if the universe was going to collapse and flatten like a surge of evil, imploding any day soon.

      Two months of intense debate and deliberation by the leaders continued over a certain discovery by a group of farmers in central Mexico. A meteorite shower containing alien remains became seared into the rocks from this celestial quandary and dropped by tears of the cosmic winds and rain. Alien civilizations come and gone, or beings out far beyond, could wait to make themselves felt, combined with a common aim like the people of Earth seeking habitable worlds in deep space.

      The cabinet debated for weeks and eventually, but somewhat hesitantly, brought in the space program to the proceedings. There was a furor of debating between ministers and the militaristic space administration. The question was, should the first mission of a completed space vessel called the Mentor, would its aim be a peaceful first contact or a preemptive strike? One man, who was a supporter of a militaristic facet to any such meeting. His name was Commander Rodger Davit. He was in his early forties and was tough. And saw himself as a balanced man. However, this was questionable. Davit was a borderline misanthrope until he met his wife, Captain Atina Morgan. She kept her maiden name not because she was a staunch feminist or anything like such but because as much as she loved Davit and his reciprocal love back to her, she just thought life would throw up some bullshit barrier from time to time, and so in the event of such nonsense, she would have to release the shackles of her husband like wet dirt sliding off the roof of a house.

      It was the last day of cabinet and space program deliberation. The First Prelate of the United Earth Nations was present. She was of African origin and saw herself as being involved in building a foundation to a more Utopian future between humans and whomever else shares the galaxy with us. Both Captain Morgan and Commander Davit were present. They were discussing who should be captain to lead a peaceful mission beyond the Terra Horizon colony to the outer Solar System in search of extraterrestrial life. They appointed Morgan much to her husband’s disdain. “With all due respect, First Prelate, I have strong objections involving the so-called ‘judicatory’ for who should be captain for this mission.”

      “I am sorry you feel that way, Commander Davit. Whom exactly are you referring to?” the First Prelate asked.

      “Politicians deciding deep space missions.”

      “May I remind you, Commander Davit, that it was the role of politicians who founded this new world order. Our borders stretch from Vladivostok to London and from there to Cape Town, and almost everywhere in between. Besides, since we have now just developed hyper-speed travel and the discovery of alien remains on meteorites from outer space, this mission takes on the utmost importance.”

      Davit sighed. He was finding this situation uncomfortable. “I need to be on this mission with my wife, Captain Atina Morgan, here.”

      Atina turned to the First Prelate. “First Prelate, if I may, it is a good sign that the government of the United Earth Nations works in communion with the space program. I wish to point out the risks and grave consequences an unqualified crew could endure if the mission becomes problematic. If there is life beyond our solar system, then the best crew are better equipped to meet any potential problems. It’s probably best we have a crew with no attachments to each other.”

      The First Prelate nodded her head in agreement, then she signed the relevant papers, stood up from her desk, and left with her cabinet ministers, leaving Davit and Atina together in the room. Davit moved closer to his wife and held her left hand. “I need to be on this mission if nothing else to protect you.”

      Atina patted Davit on the shoulder. “Rodger, It’s too risky. I need you here, besides your mother would never forgive me if something unforeseen happened to you.”

      Davit was not having it. He persisted. “After you, I’m the best candidate for the job!”

      He then had a realization. “Wait… you set this up to let me think it was the government. You don’t want me on the Mentor with you?”

      “No, I didn’t. I just don’t want to have to play babysitter for you in outer space. That problem you had with your last command, where I had to bail you out. I can’t afford the chain of command to be sloppy.”

      “That was years ago…”

      Atina was becoming impatient. “God knows what’s out there. Space is perilous. This mission is perilous. You’re remaining here because you’re not anywhere ready and that’s an order, Commander!”
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      Our pulsating moon illuminated the North American continent with its silver color that our ancestors believed triggered the neurotic mind with periods of mania and giddiness. The celestial light washed over this prosperous continent with its own orange light emanating from the urban conurbations was being deflected to a graceful, white, delicate glowing. Something would now dissipate this tranquil moment as the super, sleek, jet-like spacecraft called the Protégée thrust with a thunderous force from the surface. This vessel had short wings and propelled into deep space with three fusion-powered exhausts on her tail. This vessel and a crew of four people, including their captain, Rodger Davit. His second in command was Scott Brooks. He was of African American descent and followed by a Hispanic Lucy Hernandez and her fiancé Steve Robertson. They wore futuristic uniforms which were white and bore an emblem which featured the globe and a ship not too different from their own. Davit was in his late forties now and it was five years since the disappearance of the Mentor. Scott was also in his forties while the sweethearts were in their mid-thirties. The Protégée’s bridge was about the size of a long room with seating and alcoves where the crew members worked from.

      Davit appeared unhappy. He was diligently piloting the Protégé, however. He was pushing the relevant buttons on a small console, which was attached to the main control area, and this comprised two LCD monitors, two more consoles, and buttons. Davit and his crew were on a short-term rescue mission to find the ship’s predecessor and missing crew of the Mentor and her captain, his wife. Davit’s orders were to locate the Mentor and negotiate with whomever, their safe return to his custody.

      “There’s some unusual activity going on out there, sir,” Lucy said to her captain after studying her monitor’s readings.

      “Give me the details…” Davit said, sounding relaxed.

      “It’s probably nothing.”

      Lucy turned to her fiancé and said, “Darling, what is the hope we will find Captain Morgan’s ship considering it was on a mission to search for evidence of life beyond our solar system?”

      Steve smiled. Her curious nature was one of the attributes to her which he was very fond of. “If we come close to finding out, well then, it’s worth our mission.”

      He then placed his right hand on her right hand, and together they smiled at each other. “Don’t worry, honey. We will be back in time for our wedding.”

      Scott smiled and turned to them both. “It’s good to see two lovebirds looking forward to their bright future together. My wife left me three years ago. Good job, we had no kids.”

      Davit was not in the mood to being romantic or to be cheesy. “Scott, we have more important things on our minds right now instead of your trivia on the love lives of the crew. Are we ready to reach hyper-speed yet?”

      “Just a few moments now, Captain,” he replied, knowing he had hit a raw nerve.

      “Good. Steve. Let’s leave the personal stuff out of the ship, okay? So if all’s well, let’s do it!”

      Steve was a little rattled by what his captain had just said. “With all due respect, Captain Davit, conversation among crew members is not a breach against regulations or taboo on this spacecraft…”

      Davit was not happy with what he had just been told. He reasserted his authority. There had to be order, even on his ship. “Respectfully, I’m the captain and what I say goes, got it?”

      Steve sighed after Lucy nudged him. He, too, knew there had to be order.

      “Yes, sir. Of course, sir.”

      Lucy broke the ever-so-cold ice that was shrouding unintentionally across the bridge. “Just one thing. How are we going to keep these white uniforms of ours clean?”

      Davit saw what she was trying to do and played along with it. “Space may appear murky, but white has always been the color worn by all who went on missions like ours, and every mission, come to think of it.”

      Steve interjected, “We are ready for hyperspeed now.”

      The sleek, brand-new ship went into hyperspeed mode, and the distant planet Earth disappeared from the back window. Weeks passed, and the Protégé was now located just outside the Solar System. The murky space Davit talked about was putting things mildly. He was dreading the possibility of Scott or the two lovebirds pushing his wife’s disappearance. Over the last five years, Davit had developed tremendous self-control over Atina and her arrogance in not allowing him to be her second in command. All he could think of was telling her when he rescued her was, “I told you so.” It was like a leap of vengeance, and this fueled his every motivation.

      He wouldn’t allow anything else to come to the surface, even though he was crazy about her. He was an expert in denying these powerful feelings for her from himself. He was slightly cognizant that if he delved deep enough, he would certainly have a nervous breakdown. He dared not do that.

      Two hours had since passed, and Davit was relaxing in the ship’s cabin. This was a small room where the crew could have refreshments. He sat on a small orange-colored sofa. He heard the door signal, and he pushed a small gray button to allow his visitor inside. It was Scott, and it peeved him at his captain. “Captain Davit, if I may?” Scott said, as if he was going to explode any second now.

      “Please, Scott, call me Rodger when we’re not on the Bridge.”

      Scott didn’t really want Davit’s permission to speak. He was going to say this anyway. “If I can be as candid and frank as you, sir. I must point out that putting our crew at ease is one of the essential policies under captaincy, with all due respect.” Davit rolled his eyes and cleared his throat.

      “What exactly are you referring to, Commander Brooks?”

      “Not allowing us to converse freely. This mission is probably one of the riskier space missions the United Earth Nations have ever undertaken. If the crew is nervous about saying the wrong thing or letting something inappropriate slip, then it compromises their faith and esteem for their captain, thus putting our assignment in jeopardy.”

      “The crew trusts me, Commander. Do you trust me?”

      “I can’t believe you have to ask me that question. I revere you, sir. But—”

      “You think I’m putting my personal feelings before the good of the crew and mission?”

      Scott didn’t answer him. Davit was now becoming increasingly livid. “What is it when I try to do what’s right? First Atina, now you. I know what I’m doing here!”

      “Yes, Captain, I guess you do. It’s just your attitude towards authority, more so the chain of command.”

      “What?!” Davit laughed.

      “You don’t respect your subordinates, and you cannot be totally open with your superiors!”

      “We’re on a life-and-death mission, and you’re more or less telling me I have to babysit my crew?”

      “I understand the imperative of this mission, as do Lucy and Steve. Just try some humility for a change!”

      Davit took a moment of reflection. Scott had hit a raw nerve, and he was remembering what Atina once said to him. “Maybe you’re right. You’re not the first person who has said that to me. I know I can be arrogant. Atina didn’t want me on the Mentor because of that fact. What do you suggest, Scott?”

      Scott smiled, and Davit relaxed a little. The two men were old friends, and they each told each other the brutal truth occasionally. They showed mutual respect for each other, even though they gave the impression that they were just colleagues.
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