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Forward

In 1869 Jules Verne wrote “Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea.”  His description of a submarine was so elaborate it was thought he invented the submarine.  To put things into perspective, there were experimental devices, forerunners of the submersible concept, for example, two Greeks submerged and surfaced in the river Tagus near the City of Toledo without getting wet, back in 1562.  

The submarine was actually conceived by the British mathematician Wiliam Bourne in 1578.  The first submarine was built in 1620 by the Dutch inventor Cornelis Drebbel. By the mid-18th century, over a dozen patents for submersible boats had been granted in England. 

The first attempt at a military submarine was built by David Bushnell in 1775.  However, modern submarine technology did not come to fruition until the early nineteen hundreds during WWII.  And certainly those submarines had nowhere near the capability nor creature comforts of Captain Nemo’s Nautilus. The first submarine anywhere near comparable to Jules Verne’s Nautilus was not built until 2004, over a century after Jules Vern wrote his novel, when the USS Virginia was launched.  

I mention Jules Vern’s novel and point out the relationship between his novel and actual technological development, because it exemplifies my thinking when I wrote Infinity-1.  I would assume Jules Verne came across some submarine patents and asked, “What can I do with this concept in my novel?”  He imagined his magnificent Nautilus and created a great futuristic adventure. 

My story developed as I happened upon varied scientific theories described in magazines and books.  In keeping with the basic concept of each new technology I came across, I used the technological descriptions, sprinkled in some pixie dust, and tried to make my novel sound like I was presenting a real scientific applications as I developed them into attributes of the Infinity-1.  

I’ll have to say I had a lot of fun with this book.  I enjoyed that there could be no limits to what I could invent as long as I could back it up with enough scientific terminology to make it sound like a convincing application of some technology. One reader criticized Infinity-1, saying it would have been better had I known what I was writing about.  He thought my imagination was too imaginative?

Maybe he was right. When I applied the concept that time and space are separate, I’ll admit even after listening to an hour documentary on this subject I could not say I truly understand the principals of this theory.  However, I did feel I understood enough about the concept to be able to employ it in my novel.

When I got to thinking about the speed of the Infinity-1, I started out conservatively at twice the top speed of the fastest then known Star Trek spaceship.  After I got into it, I asked, ‘What difference does it make if my top speed is 2x or 10x or even 500x the speed of current science fiction’s fastest spaceship?’ Well, none at all, really!  I’m writing fiction.  I’m creating a story to fascinate my reader’s mind.  This is not a classroom textbook on any technology.

On occasion I ran into technological problems. When I did I searched out and applied yet another technology to get my problem resolved.  For example, has anyone asked how people on spaceships in movies mange to walk on the ship’s deck?  In the space station people float about.  It just seems to be generally accepted that there is some sort of gravity. 

I got to thinking, if I was going to have my spaceship going this fast maybe I better find some explanation of how the ship’s gravitational system is going to keep the crew from being trashed about.  I’ll assume futuristic space ships will discover how to simulate gravity inside a spaceship.  

For the time being, in my story, with these exceptional high speeds, I felt I needed to take spaceship gravity one step further and create some sort of three dimensional gravity to keep people in a more stable state.  I came across an article about creating equal and opposite frequencies to eliminate noise. Based on the idea of cancelling sound waves I imagined, having three dimensional gravity so that all ship motion could be equalized to eliminate the crew sailing into bulkheads when the ship goes and stops from high speeds.  

And so it went.  Each time I came across some interesting technology I thought, ‘How can I use this on the Infinity-1 and for what purpose.  I hope you enjoy this story as much as I enjoyed writing it. 
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Chap​ter 1
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Admiral Mark Cohen momentarily stopped at the entry to Bubba’s Bar.  The derelict façade of the bar was not inviting.  He couldn’t imagine eating in this place.  Worse yet, the music, if one could call it such, was painfully loud. He could hardly hear himself think let alone expect to carry on a conversation. Why Senator Bob Johnson would want to meet in a place like this for dinner was beyond his understanding.  He wondered if he had the wrong address.

The room was near pitch black with minimal light coming from the dim glow of the bar.  He chuckled watching the fat man behind the bar waddle about serving drinks. Bubba? There were some sconces on the walls, but they had been dimmed too low to provide much light.  

He stood in the doorway to allow his eyes to adjust to the dark room.  Surprisingly the place had a good crowd.  The couples on the dance floor clung to each other hardly moving.  Some patrons were seated at tables and a few stood anchored to the bar as if for support.  Most of the women looked like hookers.  Most of the guys looked like this was the best they could hope to connect with.

The senator would never come to a place like this, he was sure. He looked around the room just in case. When he spotted the senator sitting alone at a table at the back of the room Mark was as surprised as he was happy to find him. 

He moved through the disarray of tables, chairs and people toward to the senator’s table. The Senator was reading a menu and did not notice Mark’s approach. “Good evening, Senator,” Mark shouted over the raucous noise. The senator did not look up. Mark reached down to touch him on his shoulder to get his attention.

“Do not touch him, Admiral,” a voice from behind him commanded as arms grabbed at him and held him fast.

Startled, Mark instinctively tried to rip himself free, but knew immediately the strength of the arms restraining him it would be to no avail. “Who are you?” he snapped in a voice long used to giving commands.

One of the men accommodatingly reached into his jacket pocket and flipped an identity card. “CIA,” he answered, in a surly voice.

“What’s going on here?” Mark demanded.

“That’s what we’re hoping you’ll be able to tell us, Admiral.”

Mark looked down at the senator for backup, but he continued to sit reading the menu oblivious to what was going on behind him.  

“The senator is dead, Admiral. Murdered.”

“Murdered?” Mark looked at the body sitting in the chair reading a menu.  If this was some kind of frat joke he’d expect the senator to have suddenly hopped up and they would have had a good laugh.  But the senator never played jokes.  It wasn’t his style.  “Murdered?” he questioned again to be sure he understood what the agent had said.

“That’s right, sir.”

“And you just left him sitting there? Dead?”

“We were waiting to see who was going to meet him.”

His arms still held fast, he asked incredulously, “You think I had something to do with his death?”

Without saying another word Agent One muscled him out of the bar and onto the street. Everyone’s attention was drawn to the fracas, but no one came to his aid.  Outside, the CIA agents stood close as if they expected him to try to escape. 

Agent One said, “We’d like you to come down to our office where we can talk about this in private.” It was not an invitation.

“What about the senator?  Are you just going to leave him there?”

Ignoring Mark, the agents cautiously scanned both directions of the street as if they expected a car to appear from nowhere and run them down. “I don’t want to stay around here any longer than we have to, Bill, just in case someone’s watching us,” Agent One said to his partner.

“Watching us? What’s there to see?” Mark asked.

No answer.

“How long has the senator been dead?” Mark asked.

Agent Two, lips in a tight line, indicated he was not going to answer any of Mark’s questions, either. 

“We’re out,” Agent One, said.

“I don’t mind going with you if I can be of any help.” Not that Mark felt he was going to be given an option. “But I doubt there’s anything I might know about the senator’s death.”

A black van sped up to them and came to a quick halt. The rear door swung open. Agent One hurriedly slid in and across the seat. Mark was pushed in and shouldered to the center as Agent Two jumped in. He was trapped between them. The door slammed shut and the van sped away.  

“Is this the type of place you normally dine with the senator?” the CIA agent stated more than asked with a seemingly accusatory overtone to his question.

Mark answered, “Hardly.”

“Then why tonight?”

“I have no idea. Bob asked me to meet him here.  I certainly did not expect he would have wanted to meet in a place like that.”

“Would you have come had you known?”

“That we’d meet in a place like this?”

“This is not the type of place I’d expect an admiral and a senator to be having a night out.”

“The senator and I have been friends for years. Yes, I would have come.  I have never been in that place before, so I had no idea he’d set up our get-together in that dump.”

“No mention of the purpose of your meeting.”

“He did sound urgent, as I think back. I guess under the circumstances there might very well have been reason for urgency.  I have no idea what might have been on his mind. He told me nothing about why he wanted to meet. Frankly, I assumed it was to get together to welcome me home. I’ve been away for ten years.  A few drinks.  Catching up.”

“We’ll get more information when we scan his PCC,” Agent Two commented, more in passing.

“How will his computer help you?” Mark asked.

“You’ve been away for a while, Admiral. The CIA has developed a personal computer on a chip that’s small enough to implant on the inside the ear canal. Anything he said or heard will be recorded in its memory.

“I remember reading something about such a device, but I didn’t know it had been perfected. I thought there was a problem with batteries not lasting long enough to make them practical.”

“Yeah,” the agent answered. “It wasn’t until they were able to operate the PCC with bio-electric power. The chemical action of the body produces more than enough electrical power to operate it. The trick was developing the interface. They’re remarkable devices: cell phone, internet access, music, you name it. You’ll want to get one.”

Mark thought about this a moment. Such a capability was extraordinary, but there certainly seemed there could be a second side to convenience.

*   *   *

When Mark arrived back at his hotel room it was three am and he was worn out. The CIA agents could not get it through their heads he knew nothing about why the senator wanted to have dinner with him, and in particular, why at such a rundown dive. They went around and around in circles getting nowhere. He wondered if it was more their intent to detain him than to learn what he didn’t know. It had been a strange evening, for sure.

As he approached his hotel room his programed key fob automatically opened the door. He noticed an envelope sitting on the floor when he opened the door. He reached down to pick it up half expecting hidden arms would reach out and grab him again. He looked down the hallway to see if anyone was watching him.

Inside his room he made sure the lock was engaged on the door. He searched his room. Then he checked his drawers to see if it appeared anyone had gone through his belongings.  Satisfied, he sat at the desk and opened the envelope. He took out the letter, unfolded it and started reading. 


Admiral,




Be careful of who you speak to because you won’t know whose wearing a PCC. Resist getting your PCC as long as you can. You are more useful to us without one. We need your help urgently. I can’t give you any details at this time as the information would only further endanger your life. Getting you onboard will take a bit of doing, especially after the incident with Senator Johnson this evening. Watch yourself.  They don’t want you around any longer than it takes for the news media to lose interest in your space mission. Destroy this letter and flush the ashes.



The letter seemed overly ominous.  But then with the senator dead maybe it was what it appeared to be; a warning.  Bob’s death and now this mysterious letter were putting a foreboding aura on Mark’s homecoming. The hair on the back of his neck involuntary rose. Subconsciously he reached back and massaged the area. 

Having been away for ten years he was not always able to keep abreast of what was happening at home. What news he read or saw had not provided much detail. It’s a big universe and news tends to be localized. Something obviously was wrong, but he hadn’t the foggiest notion what it might be.

He noticed the message light blinking on the room terminal as he walked across the room. “Mail,” he commanded the terminal. The first few messages were about debriefing meetings scheduled for him to give presentations on various aspects of his space mission. 

The forth was from his longtime friend, Bill Jennings. 

Welcome home, hero. Sorry I couldn’t make it to the docking station to greet you, but I’m flight testing a new ship. Actually, the reason I’m contacting you is to invite you for a ride in my new toy. An old retired space jockey like you should find it very interesting. 

The message went on to give the details of Bill’s schedule and some glowing adjectives describing his baby. Bill is the VP of Design and Development at Conners Spacecraft Corporation Earth (CSCE). CSCE has been one of the foremost designers and builders of spacecraft for decades.

Mark dictated his answer to the computer. “Thanks good buddy. I’ve been out and about for too long. I want to see what it feels like to be home. See you when you’re back in town.”

After twenty years of service, the last ten on a special mission, he was looking forward to some land time. “I’ve got a lot more to do here to keep my interest than see another pitanium hulled space marvel no matter how interesting you make it sound. By the way, I was supposed to have dinner with Bob Johnson tonight. When I got to the restaurant he was dead. The CIA said he’d been murdered. They gave me a thorough working over. You would have thought they thought I had something to do with Bob’s death. Bob was a good guy. I’ll miss him as I’m sure you will.”

Mark started to move away from the terminal when an incoming message tone sounded. It was from Bill. He must have been sitting at his terminal. 

Sorry to hear about Bob. This is particularly bad news. I think you might want to see my ship even more so now... in remembrance of Bob, if nothing else.

The message sounded cryptic. In remembrance of Bob? Mark did not understand the connection. ‘Why would Bob give a hoot if I went to see Bill’s ship?’ He responded. “Maybe in a couple months if your invitation is still open.”

How about if I throw in a vacation trip on the Crystal?

“You’re going to pay?”

First class. 

“You must want me there pretty bad.”

ASAP.

This interchange was also taking on an ominous tone. In remembrance of Bob? And now a trip on the Crystal, the most luxurious cruise spaceship ever built? The fare was at least ten grand. First class, maybe as much as fifty?
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Chapter 2
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I apologize for not having made my introduction earlier, but as you might have noted a lot was happening. My name is Admiral Mark Cohen, retired. I was promoted to Admiral rank a few days ago and simultaneously I was retired. I have been a starship captain, serving aboard the EUSS (Earth Union StarShip) Moonbeam – a Constellation class starship, for the past ten years. I have served in the Earth Space Corps (ECS) for twenty years total. With my new admiral’s retirement I should be able to live the rest of my life comfortably. However, whatever is going on is beginning to make my retirement highly questionable.

The year is 2193 based on Earth’s method for measuring time. Other Worlds have their own calendars. In space there is no measure for time so we had to accept one of the various Universe calendars and time keeping formats in order to have a reference. Earth’s still uses a calendar was created in the sixteenth century. It is called the Georgian Calendar introduced by the Holy Roman Church. It took until the beginning of the twentieth century for all the nations on Earth to get onboard. 

Some nations had calendars which predated the Georgian Calendar, but it was the influence of the Church that enabled the Gregorian Calendar to become the standard. I apologize for belaboring this interesting piece of history, well interesting to me anyway, I’m a history buff, but this really is irrelevant to the story.

My last mission was a fascinating adventure. My assignment was to take my starship into the yet to be explored areas of the universe, locate previously uncharted galaxies and look for new worlds supporting civilizations and those yet uncivilized worlds which might be capable of supporting civilization within solar systems. 

As far as modern technology has thus far been able to take exploration of the universe, the totality of the universe is still seemingly endless. If there is an end we do not presently have the instruments to measure it nor the technology to get to where ever an end might be. We found twenty-eight new worlds with civilizations on this voyage; twenty-nine if you include Earthopia, though it is technically a world it would be considered a new territory of Earth and not have any independent world status. This brings the total known worlds to eighty-eight. 

Earthopia was a particularly interesting experiment. We were responsible for preparing for the introduction of civilization to an uninhabited planet. The objective was to find havens that could be used to assure the continuance of Earthly humans should Earth become endangered. 

Programmable naonbot technology has advanced to the point we can leave behind a Colonization Habitat Package (CHP) and let the little buggers do their thing. We found a planet that could sustain Earth humans and dropped off a CHP. We returned to see the results seven years later on our way home. It was absolutely astonishing what the damn bugs did. The nanobots were able to build a habitat capable of supporting a population of one hundred thousand humans. This included agricultural support for feeding the population, as well as, all the necessary manufacturing facilities. 

The nanobots were programmed for supporting all human needs on a new planet. Conceivably this left the humans who would be brought to populate the habitat with virtually nothing to do to make it livable. The nanobots did it all for them. They built and operated manufacturing facilities to provide all the conveniences of human life on Earth. 

Over the years the population of the Constellations families had grown considerably. While it was not in the original plan of this experiment to populate a new world, after seeing the marvelous habitat many onboard requested they be allowed to populate this new world habitat. Who wouldn’t! At one point I was worried no one would want to remain onboard.

After examining the habitat it was deemed safe to leave people there. After being away from Earth for eight years most of our people felt they had lost connectivity with their Earthly homes. Groups spent time living in the habitat to make sure they would like living there before we left them. It was agreed every effort would be made to bring family members to Earthopia; so named because it was an Earth like Utopia. The Earth Union government thought it would be an excellent time to take the experiment to the next level so we left behind about eight thousand people. 

It is interesting to note, contrary to science fiction movies, we continue to discover the populous on all worlds all look pretty much alike. The differences between civilizations is about the same as those that were once apparent in the varied nations on Earth before they got blended. It is also interesting to note all of the presently known civilizations seem to have started about the same time as it is estimated life started on Earth. Even though this is unexplainable, this is what scientists have thus far concluded. 

It is also interesting to note technological development on each world is about the same. We did find a few worlds which lagged, but this can be likened to the early disparities between nations on Earth. For example, much of the early history of Earth found the nations on the African continent were behind the technological curve of those in Europe and the offshoot of European nations onto the North American continent. 

While I’m discussing history I’ll take a moment to remark on the geopolitical status of our currently explored galaxies. Intergalactic travel from Earth began in 2103 with the launch of the first starship the EUSS Enterprise. As we have seen throughout history, as the varied worlds came into contact there were attempts to expand empirical control of newly discovered worlds. The fighting between worlds was fierce at times and there were a lot of casualties. While this would seem to be a good reason for finding a way to stop wars, it was the high cost of doing battle that was the ultimate motivation to end fighting.

Similar to the creation of the United Nations on Earth in the nineteenth century, about thirty years ago an organization named the Union of Worlds (UW) was created. As on Earth the history of the United Nations (UN) organization is paralleled by the concern of those who did not want to see a dominant interstellar governing organization. There are those who still feel this was a bad move, but it is generally agreed upon it was cheaper than maintaining larger and larger armies.

As they did on Earth when they created the UN, world governments transferred their military might to the UW. Technically I work for the UW; make that worked. I‘ve been retired. Of the twenty-eight worlds I reached during my mission twenty-four have joined; four are pending. The total membership including those pending is seventy-eight. Those worlds which have opted not to join have created their own alliance. They refer to it as a defensive alliance. It is presumed they are concerned with defending themselves against the UW, which has not been an aggressive organization, to date.

As you may have surmised there is something happening on Earth and possibly beyond. The murder of the senator was shocking. The note under my door mysterious. The call from my good friend Bill Jennings highly suspect. His offer of a luxury cruise to entice me to come see his new spaceship equally questionable. I have a lot more on my mind, but the cruise ship is approaching the space station and I have to get ready to leave. 
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“Yes, Bob, I’m positive the admiral will take the assignment when I ask him,” Bill Jennings assured his boss, Bob Worthington, President and CEO of Conners Spacecraft Corporation, back on Earth. His annoyance with having to answer this question for the umpteenth time was probably obvious in his voice.

“When is the cruise ship you put him on scheduled to arrive?” Bill had already answered this question several times, as well.

“It arrived about an hour ago, Bob. J.B. Glebbing came on the same ship. So, they’re both here now. As soon as they’re onboard we’ll get underway.”

“Glebbing is there! You didn’t tell me he was coming. I thought we side-tracked him. He’s bound to be trouble. Other than you, Jack Conner, a couple of Jack’s closest friends and myself, he’s the only other one I know of who knows what’s going on. How did he find out? Don’t you find his showing up suspicious?”

“He seems to get into a lot of things,” Bill admitted, trying to be noncommittal. He did not know how much Jack Conner had told anyone, even Worthington, about the mission the Infinity-1 was about to embark on; probably very little if he knew Jack.

“I guess it really isn’t surprising. He mixes in a lot of scientific and political circles, though it beats me why he would be welcome anywhere,” Worthington grumbled. “He probably picked up on what was going on and put it together for himself. I don’t know. There’s something about the man I just don’t trust.”

“He’s been involved with this project since it started, Bob. Except for the few months he took off to do some research for a book he’s writing he hasn’t missed a day. I can’t think of any reason why you feel he shouldn’t be trusted, now.”

“Bill, I just plain don’t like the man and I don’t like this situation.” Worthington said. 

“If it makes you feel any better I’ll keep a close eye on him.”

Getting back to the purpose of his call, he cautioned, “I don’t know how much longer I can keep things Scotch taped together here. Garr’s people are working overtime on enough Earth Union delegates to finally get things his way. They may just be able to swing the votes he needs to stop us this time. You know he’ll do whatever he can to get the Infinity-1 out of his way. He cannot afford not to at this point. If we can get the Infinity-1 certified his company will be bankrupted. We’ve had a lot of sabotage to contend with during the manufacturing of the Infinity-1. There’s no telling how far he’ll go now that the ship is finished.”

“This is exactly why I was happy to hear Cohen was back, Bob. He has the kind of experience we need. Believe me, Cohen is the best man there is. Whatever happens I know he’ll be able to handle any situation,” Bill said to assure the CEO.

“I don’t doubt your opinion of the man. And I’m not about to go up against Jack on this, but I’m not totally comfortable with his decision.”

“Bob, he’s the only man I know I can trust. I’d bet anything they haven’t gotten to him, if for no other reason than he hasn’t been back long enough.”

“Yes, yes, I hear you but this could just as well work against us.”

“You think we’d be better off taking a chance we’d get one of Garr’s cronies for the certification?” Bill said incredulously.

“No, of course not. That’s not my point. It’s just that he no longer carries the support of the Earth Union governance he used to. Hiring him may wind up being more of a liability for us than an asset. What good is he if no one will listen to him after he takes the Infinity-1 through certification?”

“And then there’s his quick promotion and retirement. Very suspicious.”

“Have you found out what was behind the fiasco of his getting promoted and retired?” Bill asked.

“We haven’t a clue. That alone makes me suspicious. It may very well have been a quick buy-off.”

“I doubt it,” Bill said with defensive indignation.

The CEO sighed, “You’re probably right, Bill. I’ve been watching him very closely on the newscasts. He acts more like he’s totally in the dark when they ask him about his retirement. It could be he’s not worth going after. That he hasn’t simply disappeared like the rest of them, you could be right. He’s of no value to anyone.”

“Don’t sell him short, Bob. Mark’s got a lot of smarts and a lot of integrity. Most important, he’s not afraid to stand up and put things right when he can. Garr can’t risk having a man like him around. I think someone made a mistake when they killed Senator Johnson the night he was meeting with Mark. I think it was Mark they were really after.”

“Possibly. I was surprised when he was allowed to get on the Crystal. I would have thought they’d have detained him from boarding long enough for him to miss the sailing. But then... maybe Garr figures he can eliminate him and the Infinity-1 at the same time. In any case, I’ll bet anything what you find when you get to Platapose will prove Garr is a fraud. You know, if he’s behind it your life’s on the line, but I guess there’s no need for me to have to warn you about that again.”
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A week of travel on the Crystal cruise ship was marvelous. Mark felt rested and ready to see his friend’s prodigious new toy. As the cruise ship approached the space station he could only see a somewhat worked-over looking remake of a Constellation class starship. He looked in all directions. It was the only starship in port so it had to be Bill’s. He was disappointed. 

Bill Jennings’ message had whetted his expectations for something ‘radically new and different’. From the outward appearance of this ship there was no reason to believe his expectations were going to be met. The only difference he could see was the surface of the ship had a somewhat translucent look to it. He figured this may be some sort of a new stealth coating. But then the Constellation starship was a proven design. Even though it was almost a half century old this did not dictate a reason for trying to reinvent the wheel. It had proven itself to be one of the most reliable and powerful warships in the universe. “If it’s not broken why fix it,” Mark sighed to himself.

As Mark materialized in the transporter room aboard the Infinity-1 he was surprised to see Bill Jennings standing at attention with a somewhat ragtag assemblage of men and women dressed in various styles of civilian clothes standing behind him. They gave him something mimicking an admiral’s greeting. Any service admiral would have taken offense at the sloppiness of the gesture. Mark did! He was about to dress them down, but fortunately came to himself and remembered he was a civilian on a civilian spaceship. He resigned himself to laughing inwardly at the clownish ceremony. 

“Thank you, Bill.” Nodding to the band of misfits, he said, “The official welcome wasn’t necessary. I’m retired now. I travel incognito as a civilian,” he added, chuckling at his own joke. He returned a sharp salute to Bill respecting the gesture in which it had been given.

“In my book you deserve an admiral’s welcome, buddy,” Bill said. “Welcome aboard, Mark,” Bill Jennings greeted warmly.

Since Mark had last seen Bill ten years ago the man had not changed much; still lean and tough like a middleweight boxer. He probably still worked out regularly. If anything was different it was a lesser amount of brown hair now turning salt and pepper at the sides. 

With a proud sweep of his arm Bill said, “Well what do you think?”

Mark was not sure how to answer Bill’s question. He did not want to offend him, but he had not seen anything on which he could make a particularly favorable comment. The transporter room was admittedly as grand as the best hotel like lobby he’d ever seen. It was considerably more richly appointed than any military starship, including an admiral’s starship. 

“It seems pretty much like a Constellation,” he answered. “Nice transporter room,” he added looking around as if taking in the grandeur.

“Yes, of course...” Bill groaned inwardly. He was proud of the Infinity-1. The grand atrium was a mere pittance to appreciate. "I guess there really hasn’t been much to impress you, has there,” Bill smirked.

They left the transporter room and started walking down the corridor. “Not really, Bill. I got the impression from your message I was going to see something, quoting you, ‘new and radically different’ and... I...” 

Mark’s response trailed off as the corridor seemed to begin to swirl about him. At first he thought he was either hallucinating or getting a touch of space sickness; the latter most unlikely since he had not had a case of space sickness since he was a young cadet out on his first space voyage. Maybe it was something he ate on the Crystal.

Bill smirked. “What’s the matter, Mark? Feeling a little woozy? Not getting a touch of space sickness, I hope.”

Bill’s words portrayed concern, but the devious smirk on his face indicated otherwise. In any case, Mark was feeling too sick to question anything at the moment. “Why does the room seem to be going into orbit?” he asked feebly, straining to hold down the contents of his stomach.

“Let’s just say it’s one of the thousand surprises I have in store for you. Something ‘radically new and different’ if I may quote myself.”

“If swirling rooms are your distorted idea of a welcoming aboard surprise I’m ready to get off.”

“Say uncle?”

“I’m going to say something all over you in a minute if you don’t turn off whatever you’re doing.”

The swirling motion stopped. It had bothered Bill, as well, but he wasn’t going to let Mark know this. “What you saw is a transpositioning of the ship’s structure,” Bill explained. 

Mark took a deep breath to settle his stomach then repeated this strange word... “Tanspositioning?”

“That’s what her designers call it. You see, this vessel has no real form. It’s made of a new kind of gel which can be molded by a holo-formic beam. It’s called a nano-gel.” He motioned for Mark to look at a video screen displaying the outside of the Infinity-1. “That’s this ship.”

Bill was totally confused seeing a picture of a cruise ship. “Isn’t that the Crystal? I thought it had already left.”

“It did. No, that’s the ship you’re on. I had it transpositioned into a cruise ship.”

“Is this some kind of joke?”

“This is no joke, believe me Mark. What you’ve just witnessed is one of the most, no, the most, technologically advanced concept in spaceship design, yet. We have the capability for changing the ship’s physical appearance. There is nothing like the Infinity-1 anywhere in the universe.”

Mark was totally confused. He said, “I’m not sure I see the point of it. I don’t know what or how you did it, but don’t you think your claim might be a bit of an exaggeration? I know how you engineering types feel about your creations.”

“I’m proud to say if anything, it’s an understatement.”

“Okay, sock it to me, buddy,” Mark challenged. “Just no more swirls, I’m beginning to get my space legs back.”

They continued to walk down the corridor. “The ship is made from something called a nano-gel. It was conceived based on two things... actually three things. You had a holo-theater on your Constellation, so you’re familiar with creating solid forms inside a holo-theater. If you understand the principles behind the operation of creating forms with a holo-beam then you can understand why forms can be created within the confines of a room. The Infinity-1 employs the same principle technology except our scientist, Bob Enscort, who created the nano-gel, also figured out how to form objects with it in open space.”

“The second aspect of this radical departure in design is the gel. It’s a rather old technology, actually. It was created back in the twentieth century. It was called an aerogel then. Due to a lack of interest in developing the technology the aerogel was never put to any commercial application and it was eventually forgotten. Bob saw a documentary mentioning the gel which piqued his interest. Then applying two centuries of advances in technology, in particular his work with nanophase materials, materials made from nanometer-size clusters of atoms, he found the new material had an excellent application for making spaceship hulls. Conners took it from there.”

“While these aspects of the process are extraordinary in themselves, it is the third part of the application which is the most phenomenal. There was a problem in casting the material into the form of a particular type of spaceship such as a starship. It wouldn’t hold a form. Fortunately for us, Bob wouldn’t give up trying to find a means for forming up the material. When Bob figured out how he could form the gel into a shape he hit upon the most astounding leap in spaceship construction you can ever imagine.” Bill was excited.

“He figured out a way of applying the principles of the holo-theater in an open space environment. Shaping the gel with, what we now call a holo-formic beam, he was able to create an external shell around the ship. The concept of the shell is basically a sophisticated offshoot of the internal confinement principle involved in the implosion of a heavy-hydrogen bomb. The result is a vessel without, or maybe better stated, with any physical form you program into the computer.”

“So, what does this get you?”

“Simply put, it’s an extremely economical manufacturing process. You can create a one size fits all spaceship with the gel. You can form a starship, a cruise ship, or a freighter, virtually at the flick of a switch. We can build anything you need on the same frame. Can you fathom the manufacturing potential? ”

“Another aspect of the process is it does not require a sub-structure; no framework. It takes a lot of time to build a spaceship’s hull frame and lots of money for very expensive metal and fabrication costs. The selling price of an Infinity-1, full up, will be less than half the cost of the least expensive Constellation the Earth Union has ever purchased from Garr Industries. This leaves something in the budget for a few creature comforts.”

“In operation, the ships will require little or no maintenance and fuel is virtually free.  This makes a freighter very cheap to operate.  They’d be impervious to attack by pirates, a big problem in space, thereby, reduced insurance or no insurance cost.  You’ll begin to appreciate all of this as you become more familiar with the Infinity-1.”

Mark was in a mental quandary. He did not know what to believe at this point. He had never heard of this design concept and it seemed improbable an undertaking of this magnitude could have come to fruition without something being mentioned about it in one of the many scientific journals he subscribed to.

Bill continued, “I know all of this sounds farfetched. I didn’t believe it was possible when the boys at Conners decided to go with the project, even though the Earth Union and Union of Worlds governances and everyone else, particularly the financial types, thought it was pure folly. But go with it we did and this is the result; a glob held together by electron beams focused by a laser pulsing itself against an artificial field.”

“Is that anything like a large balloon filled with mush?” Mark asked, making a joke out of Bill’s description of the ship’s hull.

Bill laughed and nodded. “Yeah, I guess it’s something akin to that, though not the best marketing description.”

“What happens when the balloon pops?”

“If that should happen the vessel’s form simply becomes non-discrete; a blob.”

“What keeps the whole thing from just tearing itself apart and floating off into oblivion?”

“The structural integrity of the nano-gel is stronger than any previous known hull material. Another hull attribute is that it can withstand heat ten times greater than any Constellation hull material and do it without supplemental cooling. We heated a piece of it with the hottest laser we could crate, three times the heat of the sun, and it didn’t even begin to scorch the surface of the gel. A mere three inch thick slab of the gel reduced the internal surface temperature to room temperature.”

“On top of that, the gel’s able to turn heat and light into energy, thereby providing the principal source for powering the Infinity-1; free energy. Further, the whole glob of gel, not just the surface, as with more conventional solar energy producing materials, is capable of absorbing energy from any spectral source, even distant stars or reflected light from a moon or other objects in space. This is what gives the hull its translucent appearance.”

“I was wondering about that when I saw the ship from the Crystal.”

“To tell the truth, the guys who designed this ship still don’t know the limits of the capabilities of this new material. We don’t have any experience with it. It’s just the most fantastic thing to come about in centuries.  It just keeps surprising us!”

“Actually, Bill, you lost me back when I thought I was going to up-chuck my breakfast. I’m having trouble absorbing all of this. But tell me, how did all this happen without the technical journals getting wind of it?”

“They were given every opportunity to report on the Infinity-1. They didn’t because it sounded too farfetched. They worried their readers would laugh at them for reporting such nonsense. And of course, there were political ramifications to take into consideration, as well. When it looked as though we might really have something, our competitors, Garr Industries to be specific, hoped by back-shelving the project – making sure news of our project was never made public – it would eventually die for lack of government or public interest and support.”

Mark laughed. “I guess the joke’s on them. Has Conners invited any news people aboard since Infinity-1 was completed?”

“Why bother. They didn’t want a piece of the action when it was offered, so why give it to them now? Jack decided it’s best as little as possible be reported on the Infinity-1 at this time for other reasons. Politics, changing as they have in just the past five years, he decided he wanted to make as much use of this technology as he can in secret.”

“That doesn’t make sense. I would think you’d want as much publicity as you can get. You guys still sell starships, don’t you?”

“Yes. But there are other ramifications.”

“I don’t understand.”

Bill was sorry he got off on this tangent and quickly switched back to the ship. “Yeah... well, I was pointing out, the ship can transposition into any shape you want it to be in the blink of an eye. Actually, much faster.”

”What happens when the gel goes whizzing around at this colossal speed? Do you just duck and hope it misses you? Or are you going to tell me next the crew is transformed into jello, as well?” Mark chuckled. 

“No, no, nothing like that.” Bill smiled and said, “The living areas of the vessel are made of conventional material. The connecting corridors between compartments are elastic so the compartments retain a continuity. The choice was between conventional corridors or use a transporter type of technology to get from compartment to compartment. It was deemed to be too stressful on our bodies. Taking into consideration the psychological negatives it was decided it was better to stick with a more conventional means of inter-compartment movement.”

Mark threw up his hands in a gesture of utter amazement. “Why be concerned about such a minor detail. What about the psychological drawbacks to living in a swirling mass which makes you feel like you’re having a space sickness attack?”

“It isn’t that bad. The little episode I exposed you to was somewhat exaggerated to get your attention. A little theatrics to impress you, but in operation, the ship normally changes in a much subtler manner because of the speed it changes. The combination of quickness and being inside a compartment rather than a connecting corridor also makes a considerable difference.”

“I guess my next question is, How do you keep the crew from being thrashed about when the gel is... uh, transforming, I think you called it.”

“Transpositioning,” Bill corrected. “Good question. Gravity fields are altered. Infinity-1’s ‘tri-field’ gravity system is a step up from the Constellation’s ‘base field’ gravity system. Negative and positive fields in three planes are simultaneously maintained to compensate for relocation instead of the single source approach on a Constellation, which merely hold bodies to the deck. Tri-field technology is a little like the technology used to eliminate noise and vibration. You create a negative but equal frequency for changes of direction to be compensated. We do this with gravity fields in x, y, and z planes, so there are no adverse forces in any direction under any circumstances, even speed changes.”

“I can appreciate the basics of what you’re saying, but not as it’s applied to such a large mass. A what, five hundred thousand ton ship, I would guess, is an entirely different matter.”

“The ship weighs one tenth of a conventional Constellation. The gel has virtually no weight.”

“That’s unbelievable,” Mark said, wide eyed with astonishment.

“Yes it is. And I know what I tell you next you are going to find even more astonishing,” Bill paused for effect, “We don’t have a defensive shield.”

There was a moment of silence before Mark asked, “What do you do to protect the ship?”

“You know, I thought you might ask that,” Bill said enjoying yanking on Mark’s mental chain. “Our computer is constantly searching for anything which might impact the ship. And I mean anything! The smallest detectable particle to a massive asteroid, whatever, it will simply pass through the ship... in a matter of speaking.”

“In a matte of speaking, Bill?” Mark gasped at such an absurd statement. “I hope there’s more to it than that.”

“Well, this is bit more complex then the nano-gel. We have a collision avoidance system far superior to a defensive shield. It works on the basis of the theory of “planes of reality”. This is a complex application of real time and spatial dimensions; going back to Einstein’s theory of relativity.”

“I’m not familiar with his theory.”

“Do you remember any of your lectures on the principles of holography?”

“That’s a fairly ambiguous question,” answered Mark.

“Yes... well, in holography you can record more than one picture on a plane by changing the angle of the plane and the frequency of the light source. I’ve seen a medium with a thousand superimposed pictures on it. The principle used here is somewhat similar to that in concept, but a little more complex, in a matter of speaking.”

“There you go with that ‘in a matter of speaking’, again, Bill. You sound like a politician... ‘in a matter of speaking’.” Mark smiled.

“I hope I haven’t gotten that bad,” Bill said laughing.

“You must be Admiral Cohen. I’m Edward Vega,” a slightly portly, middle-aged man in a stylish business suit rudely interrupted as he approached Bill and Mark. “I’m the manager of the Infinity-1 program, that is, as soon as Bill turns it over to me.” Ed extended a businessman like handshake.

“Glad to meet you,” Mark returned.

“Well, it seems like Bill has you tied up. I just wanted to take a moment to introduce myself. I’ll get back with you when he’s through with you. We’ve got a lot to talk about.”

There was an undefinable surliness about Ed Vega’s manner, which made Mark feel more inclined to want to avoid any further meetings with the man, but he smiled accommodatingly. 

“Got to get you straightened out as soon as possible so you understand how things around here work,” Vega said and then turned and walked away.

“Yes... See you later...” Mark said to Edward Vega’s back. “What was that all about?” he asked turning back to Bill.

Bill was embarrassed and angry. “Ed’s one of those top management types who thinks when he has a bull by the horns he has control of the two thousand pound beast. One of these days he’ll find one of the bull horns gored into his gut.”

“Problem?”

Bill considered explaining, but thought better of it. He did not want to give Mark something unnecessary to think about. He returned to his lecture on the Infinity-1; a much more enjoyable subject. “Anyhow... as I was saying, I may not be making as much sense as I’d like describing the ship’s systems, but it’s only because I’m not an expert in the field of physics. It’s a bit hocus-pocus to me. However, as I understand it, we’ve come to learn to control an impact with matter by changing the reality of the planes in which the approaching matter and the Infinity-1 lie. That is, we have learned to adjust the dimension of an object so both the ship and the object may seemingly occupy the same space at the same time. After the point of collision is passed the object returns to a contemporary state. The theory behind this lies in quantum physics, the notion of “to be” is actually more subtle than what we tend to perceive in our everyday experiences. The fact is, physical systems can indeed exist in super-positions of alternative states.”

“Sorry, I don’t understand how changing what you can see keeps a collision from occurring.” 

Bill scratched his head. “In a matter of speaking, it’s kind of like you just walked down this corridor. You will walk down this corridor again at another time. The only thing which keeps you from waking into yourself is timing  . Make sense?”

“No, but I’m all ears,” Mark said with trepidation, but he did not expect Bill was going to come up with something he would be readily capable of understanding.

“Based on Alan Goth’s inflationary theory for creating a space-time protuberance, physicists have long ago figured out if you could change one aspect of a collision, in our specific case, a time dimension, then you could control a collision thus collision avoidance. There was apparently never any question two particles could occupy the same space at the same time if the relativity of the time of one with the respect to the other could be controlled. In a matter of speaking, it’s all a matter of cooperation.”

“They’ve been able to demonstrate this phenomenon on a small scale in a laboratory for quite some time. Then about five years ago our team learned to do it with starship and asteroid sized objects. The objective is to change the reality of the time of an approaching object so it will avoid coinciding with our projected time in that particular point in space.” Bill could see the questioned look on Mark’s face. He could tell he was not making headway. “I think I’ll just introduce you to John Raymond. He’s the mastermind who dreamed up this concept. I’ll let him explain it to you.”

“You’re telling me you can put a colliding object into another time dimension; say a time zone like the past or the future?”

Bill pursed his lips and slowly bobbed his head while digesting the question. “In a matter of speaking. But not future and past in the sense of time... more like position with time, but not in time. If that makes sense to you?”

Mark was perplexed. “That sounds remarkable. So then, say in a battle, your collision control system can place a laser blast from another ship into another dimension?”

“Actually, lasers are handled more efficiently. Instead of wasting this gift of energy the Infinity-1 can capture and store it. The incorporation of films made of copolymer, polyvinyl alcohol, commercially known as Lumeloid, polarizes the light and converts some ninety-nine percent of the laser blast into storable power. The process by which this film works resembles photosynthesis.” Bill explained. “Lumeloid is cheap to manufacture and extremely safe to operate.”

“I feel like a kid back in my first science class. I don’t really understand the process, but I think I did hear you say something which does not make a lot of sense to me. You said the process provides an unlimited supply of power; theoretically. Then your storage units would have to be limitless, as well.”

“Well,” Bill conceded with a chuckle, “I guess there are some things which are not quite so infinite on the Infinity-1. When the power banks are saturated we can channel a laser blast back at an attacker or fall back on our conventional collision control system.”

Mark snickered, “Conventional! Is anything about this ship conventional?”

“You get used to new technology pretty fast aboard the Infinity-1”

“I guess. But, why not simply rely on the defensive shield the Constellations has proven to be reliable? Then you wouldn’t need all of these gismos and gadgets.”

“The tradeoff for not having a defensive shield means a considerable savings in energy requirements can be realized. The cheapest defense is no defense. Besides, in your career, in battle have you never had your shields become weakened due to a great number of laser blasts using up your power banks?”

“Point taken. I’ve had some close moments.”

Bill got a reprieve from class lectures with the approach of two beautiful women. “This the new captain, Bill?” Linda Harper asked.

“Mark, these two lovely ladies are Linda Harper, our cosmologist and Leona Kay, the ship’s nurse.”
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