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200 years in our future, in New Washington DC

Sometime in our distant future, on a street in what is now known
as New Washington DC, a man walks in a neighborhood where
most people would not venture. He is an Admiral of the United
Earth Special Forces (UESF). As he walks down the street, the
look on his face reveals that he is not in the mood for anything,
or anyone. He walks past an area that looks more like a war
zone than most. His feet know every step as he passes burntout buildings. In the air, there is a lingering smell of sulfur that
stings the eyes, and sounds of explosions can be heard far off in
the distance.
Thoughts from the past few hours swirl around in his mind,
trying to settle on something that makes sense. What could he be
thinking, dealing with those murderers? What if they try to take over
our world? Why or how would he think this could work? What if it
could really work? We could change everything, but are we able to
pull this thing off? “Nah,” he says aloud, shaking his head. I do
not believe I am even thinking this plan could really work. He tries
his best to force the thoughts out of his mind, but the questions
keep returning to plague him as he continues on his way down
the street.
He slows his pace when he notices a group of children playing
among some ruins of what used to be a school – how ironic. The
children run off as he goes past. Looking in the direction where
the children run off, another thought comes to mind. If this plan,
1

Anthony B. Smellie

or whatever they want to call it, can actually work, our children would
have a much better life than this one. He continues going down
the mean, beaten streets toward his destination, when three men
confront him. Quickly, the admiral assesses the situation. This
one in the middle must be the leader, he reasons, looking at them.
Then leaning his head to one side, he asks, “Gentlemen, is there
something I can help you with?”
The men blocking his way look at each other and laugh. The
one in the middle says, “Look here old man, we don’t want to
hurt you. All we want is the disc.”
The admiral looks at them in surprise. How could these
ruffians know about the disc, and what would they possibly do
with it? As if I am ever going to let it out of my possession. But
more than that, how did they know where to find me? As he
studies them, he replies, “Gentlemen, I really don’t think you
have any need for this disc, so if you don’t mind stepping aside,
I would like to continue on my way.” His hunch proves to be
true.
The man in the middle answers sarcastically, holding his
hand out, palm up. His insolent drawl provides evidence of the
lawlessness of the times. “Look, old man, give us the disc and we
promise we won’t hurt you – much.” Turning to his companions,
leering in a toothless smile, he nods his head for them to get
ready for action. His mocking grin more like a grimace, they
grin back, preparing for action. With his hand still out, waiting
for the disc, he doesn’t see the admiral positioning himself for
the attack.
Suddenly, the admiral grabs the man’s extended hand, steps
into him and bringing the hand up hard over his head, forces the
man down on his knees. The other two men rush in, swinging
wildly. The admiral releases the leader’s hand and turns to fend
off the other two.
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As the leader regains the use of his cramped hand, he joins
in the attack, yelling at the top of his lungs, “Give up the disc,
and we will go!”
Pushing his knee into the abdomen of the man nearest to
him, the admiral asks them, “Who sent you?” Then, blocking a
strike to his face, he swings back, countering with a resounding
blow to his attacker’s face.
The leader shouts out to his men, “Hold him!”
They move quickly to obey their boss, grabbing the admiral’s
arm.
When he sees that the situation is becoming serious, he
shifts back slightly to his right. This puts him almost behind the
man to his right. Neither of them expects him to do anything
while they are holding him. When he twists his body, the
movement forces his right arm down, pulling the man holding
his left arm in closer to him, and in one swift motion, he jerks
his hands loose from their grasp. He strikes the man at his right
in the back of the head. He then elbows the other in the nose,
bringing a spurt of blood. In a quick move, he uses the side of
his open hand and chops the leader in his throat as the man
comes charging in.
This strength coming from a man older than all three of them
together leaves them standing in a group around the admiral,
gaping with uncertainty. Unnerved, they watch as the admiral
repositions himself for another strike.
The leader, still holding his throat, wobbles back and calls his
men in a rasping voice. “Let’s get out of here.” Turning back, he
points to the admiral and continues, “We will be back.”
The admiral watches as the three men, still slightly dazed,
weave their way unsteadily down the block as fast as they can
manage. Coming out of his stance, he brushes himself off,
thinking again, I wonder who sent them? Better yet, how did they
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know about the disc? Thinking back over his recent movements, he
retraces his steps. Then it hits him. The President’s office is bugged!
Man, isn’t anything sacred anymore?
He continues on his way down the street until he comes to a
building. At first glance, it looks abandoned. The wooden door is
badly scorched by fire, its wounds deeply etched into the wood.
To the right of that door, there’s another door – this one made
of iron. Just to the left of the handle on this second door, in the
corner of the doorway, a small sign barely visible says, “D’s Pub.”
From the looks of it, a plausible assumption would be that this is
yet another deserted building. One would not think of it as being
a real working bar.
He opens the door and walks in, making his way to the
counter. Casually, he glances to his right and then to the left. Not
a lot of people in here. Good. After what just happened, I am not in
the mood for a lot of people, he thinks, all the while, still observing
the other patrons in the bar. As he reaches the counter, he turns
his attention to the bartender who promptly walks over to him.
“How are you doing tonight, sir?” the bartender asks, knowing
the admiral does not like to be called “Admiral,” so he just refers
to him as “Sir.” He waits while the admiral takes off his coat and
drapes it over a barstool to his left.
“Not so good today, Sam,” the admiral replies.
“You want the usual?”
He looks at Sam and just nods.
Reaching down below the bar, Sam pulls out a bottle. The
bottle looks as old and as neglected as the building. Next, he
reaches for a small glass and places it in front of the admiral.
Then he opens the bottle and fills the glass with a brown-colored
liquid.
The admiral picks up the glass and swallows the liquid in one
gulp. Whatever the mysterious concoction is, as it vanishes down
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his throat, he shakes his head vigorously. He clenches his teeth
and closes his eyes tightly. Immediately, he places the glass back
on the counter, saying, “Give me another.”
Sam remarks, “You must have had a really bad day.” He pours
the admiral another drink and prepares to retire the bottle, but as
he reaches for it, the admiral grabs the glass, quickly swallowing
the liquid in it.
He closes his eyes for a moment and says wearily, “You may
as well leave the bottle.”
Sam looks at him curiously, but he nods, leaving the bottle
on the bar. He walks away, smiling knowingly.
Gradually, the admiral appears to regain his composure, and
this time he reaches for the bottle and pours for himself.
“You look as if two glasses won’t be enough,” a female
voice comes from behind him. Without turning around, the
admiral seems to know the voice of this newcomer. She was
a young lieutenant when she boarded his ship for the first
time. It was his first command as well, and because of who he
was, the other officers showed him no respect. This disrespect
originated from an unknown source and continued down to
the entire crew.
This young lieutenant did not like the way things were going,
so during an officers’ meeting, knowing that what she was going
to do might backfire on her, she did it anyway. Standing up
in the meeting, she spoke out and without blaming anyone in
particular; she broke the mold of disrespect surrounding the new
admiral. When she finished what she had to say, the silence in
the room was deafening. Later, he thanked her for what she did.
The word spread amongst the rest of the crew and slowly, things
began to change.
However, what really broke the barrier was the time he saved
the ship and all aboard from disaster. Ever since that time, both
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of them had become inseparable. As for the rest of the crew,
wherever they went from berth to berth, the crew followed
loyally, as best they could. Much later, she found out that it was
another young lieutenant named Littlee, who had started the
blackballing, and ashamed that his duplicity was uncovered, he
transferred off when the ship docked for repairs.
She remembers how hard it had been for the admiral to
move up in the ranks because she went through the same thing.
She had read his file before she joined his command, and it was
what she read there that made her request his command. She
read about his struggles after his parents died. His mother was
the Admiral of the Eighth Fleet, a total of ten ships under her
command. The records say that they were on maneuvers when
they were attacked. But if one reads between the lines, one can
tell they were ambushed.
The records indicate that three ships were destroyed almost
instantly. If not for the quick thinking of the admiral’s mother,
the others would have been lost as well. She was able to save six
ships and her own berth with most of her crew. The records also
indicate that her ship was badly damaged, so she used it as a
distraction in order for the others to get away.
All this reminds the lieutenant of her own life; the difference
is that her parents died when she was only one year old. Like
Hawkens, she too grew up in an orphanage. All parents put their
children in an orphanage when at war. In fact, it was the same
institution, but she never knew him then because there were so
many kids in that orphanage, and especially since there were so
many such homes at that time.
While she was there, she had to fight for everything. Being
among the youngest of the children in the orphanage, the
older ones always took advantage of her. They would push her
around, tell lies about her, and when she didn’t obey their orders,
6

A Conflict of Interest

they would beat her. Then one day, they just stopped beating her.
She never found out why, but she was thankful. Later, after she joined
his command, she discovered that the boy had who stopped the beatings
was none other than the admiral. At present, she is a Commander
of the UESF, and a particular friend of the admiral.
Now, the admiral, ignoring her voice, pours himself another
drink.
“Well,” she continues, “Aren’t you going to offer me a seat?”
Putting the bottle back on the bar, the admiral sighs, putting
on a show of reluctance before he asks gruffly, “What are you doing
here?” His tone is not a welcoming one. Perhaps his reluctance
may not be all pretense.
The commander takes off her coat and lays it over his. She
takes a seat next to him, ignoring his obvious appearance of
displeasure.
Finally, he glances in her direction and repeats his question
in a sterner tone, stressing the question, “Again, what are you
doing here?”
Smiling at him sweetly, she replies, “Oh, I believe the phrase
is, ‘What is a lady like you doing in a place like this?’ I think that
should be the question to ask.”
His hands make a circular motion as he speaks. “Well, next
time I’m in this place and I see a lady, I’ll ask her,” his voice
dripping with sarcasm.
Ignoring his tone, the commander repeats her request with a
soft, teasing voice, “Aren’t you going to offer me a drink?”
The admiral tilts his head in her direction and puffing up,
replies, “You’re not going to be here long enough to finish it.”
“Yeah? Well, I’ll be the judge of that.” She looks over at Sam
and signals him to bring over another glass.
However, before Sam can take another step, the admiral
holds up his hand, palm out and stops him. Then turning to the
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commander, he asks this time in earnest concern, “Seriously, what
do you think you are doing? In case you did not understand, I
want to be alone.”
Again, she pretends he has not spoken, and catching Sam’s
eye, she beckons to him. “I’ll have that glass now.”
Sam looks at the admiral, who shakes his head for him to
stop, but seeing she is determined, turns to her. “Okay, you’ll
have one drink, and then leave.”
“Yes.” She pauses for a moment, and continues innocently,
eyes twinkling, “But what if I want two?”
The admiral glares at her.
She smiles, and reaches out to Sam, signaling him to bring
over the glass. She looks toward the admiral. “I saw the look on
your face when you left his office. Oh, and by the way, that was
sloppy.” She shakes her head with a comic look of sadness.
He turns to look at her, surprised that she had seen the fight.
He asks, “You actually saw the fight? That is incredible.”
She nods, waiting for Sam to bring her the glass.
He continues, apparently angry, but inwardly feeling a
strange sense of comfort. Grudgingly, he asks her, “Why are you
spying on me, and why didn’t you come to help?”
Smiling, she answers him, satisfied that she finally got his
attention, “A little sloppy, but you looked like you were doing
okay.” She adds mischievously, examining at her hands, “Besides,
I just had my nails done. Do you know how hard it is to keep your
nails in good condition doing the work I do? And furthermore,”
she says, looking directly at him, “someone has to keep an eye on
you.”
Sam walks over with the glass and places it in front of the
commander.
She reaches for it, but moving it out of her reach, the admiral
says, “I asked what you are doing here?”
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She waves her index finger from side to side, as she looks at
him, taking her time before replying. “I am here for a drink, so
if you don’t mind, I would like to have one now. Can you please
pass me the bottle? Then we can both sit here and sulk together
and think about that ridiculous fight.”
As he reluctantly hands her the bottle, he sits there, just
looking at her and thinking, I wonder how she knew I would be
here? Finally, he asks her, more than a little frustrated, “Okay,
what do you want?”
Again, the commander replies with a mischievous smile, “All
I want is a drink, and just to sit here with a friend who seems
more than a little troubled.”
The admiral glances at her and reluctantly pushes the bottle
toward her. Taking it, she tilts it, pouring herself a stiff drink. She
puts the bottle back on the bar.
He retrieves it, turning his full attention to her for an
explanation. “Okay,” he says, “You’ve got your drink, now
drink it; then go and leave me alone. I have a lot to think
about.”
“Hey, wait a minute,” she says reaching again for the bottle.
“I would like to have another.”
The admiral points to the full glass still sitting in front of her,
and says, “Finish that one first, and then I’ll give you another,
maybe, and then maybe we’ll also talk.”
The commander looks at the brown liquid in her glass. Her
eyes shift toward Sam for help.
Almost laughing out loud, Sam lifts a pretend glass to his
mouth and swallows hard.
Slowly, she raises the glass to her nose and smells it. The
aroma makes her eyes pop wide open, and she looks toward the
admiral, who says without any sympathy, “I did not say to smell
it. I said drink it, and then maybe we would talk.”
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The commander looks back at the glass and taking a deep
breath, she puts it to her lips, grimacing. She takes a mighty
swallow. Sam quickly hands her a glass of water to wash down
the powerful brown liquid. Gasping for air, she takes the glass
from Sam gratefully as she glares at the admiral. “I hate it when
you make me do that. You know I don’t like the stuff.”
Relenting, the admiral replies, smiling, “Yeah, but I like it
when you beg.”
Sam laughs too as he makes his way back to the other end
of the bar.
She wipes her mouth and turns to the man beside her. She
has to admit that he cuts a fine figure in his uniform, tall and
handsome with a hint of gray streaking his hair. She asks with a
pretended frown, “So, are you going to tell me what I am begging
for?” At the same time, she struggles to keep the drink down. She
takes a deep breath, puts the glass of water to her lips, and takes a
huge sip, while the Admiral pours himself another bracing shot.
As she dabs the excess moisture from her lips, a strange man
stumbles up to the bar, placing himself between them.
Putting a heavy hand on the commander’s shoulder, the
stranger turns to the admiral and asks, “Excuse me, but who do
you think you are?”
Anger bubbling in every part of her, she places her hand over
his and lifts it, not too gently, off her shoulder.
Drunkenly, the stranger slurs, “Sorry, allow me to introduce
myself. My name is Paul, Paul Holland.” He holds out his hand
in order to take hers.
Instead she just looks down at his hand, and then up
into his eyes and asks politely, “And what can I do for you,
Mr. Holland?”
The man looks at her through slightly bloodshot eyes and
replies in a slushy voice, “I was sitting over there with my friends,
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and I saw the way this guy was treating you. I have to say I didn’t
like it one bit.”
The commander turns to the admiral saying with heavy
sarcasm, “Great, my knight in shining armor.”
At this, the admiral leans back to get a better look at her
knight, and glancing at her, he leans back on the bar and replies
dryly, “More like a court jester.”
They both giggle as Mr. Holland continues, unaware of the
intended insult, “A lady like you should be treated gently. The
fact that he makes you take a drink which is not fitting for a
woman, and then does not offer to pay for it, I felt a gentleman
should step in and do so.”
While Mr. Holland sticks his grimy hand in his pockets,
the admiral watches him. The commander looks at the admiral,
asking him in obvious boredom, “Why do I always attract these
types?”
The admiral lifts his glass in a mock salute before putting it
to his lips smiling. He observes dryly, “It must be your charming
personality.”
“Funny, very funny,” she replies, turning back to Mr. Holland,
who now places his hand on her shoulder. Sweeping his hand off,
she says, “Thanks for your concern Mr. Holland, but I am sure
I don’t need your help, and it is not necessary for you to pay for
the drink.”
Mr. Holland leans back on shaky legs, he answers in what
he thinks is a sarcastic tone, “Ouch! If I was not a gentleman, I
would be insulted.”
A loud noise very much like a chuckle comes from the
commander’s left. She turns to the admiral and gives him a
dirty look. He shrugs his shoulders and putting the glass to his
lips, takes another deep draught. She leans in toward him and
whispers, “You’re no help.”
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A bigger smile appears on his lips as he tries not to spill the
drink.
Once again, Mr. Holland puts his hand back on her shoulder.
“Well?” This time, he looks at her, his eyes crossing in the effort.
She turns around and brushes his hand off her shoulder, trying
to be as polite as she possibly can. But by now, her patience has
begun to wear thin. She replies, trying not to let her increasing
annoyance with the man show, but hoping he will finally get
the message, “Sir, I appreciate your concern and I don’t want to
bother you . . .”
Before she can finish her statement, Mr. Holland’s hand
again rests on her shoulder, and it hits his chest from the force with
which she throws it off. He stumbles back, grabbing her chair to
steady himself. Still, he continues talking right through, as if
nothing has happened. “I assure you,” he continues, “It is no
bother.” This time, getting bolder, Mr. Holland places his hand
on her knee.
Again, she replies, sweeping his hand away in such anger and
with such force he almost falls, “Look, I said I am very capable
of handling this, so if you don’t mind, sir,” this last she says
witheringly, “We were having a private conversation,” pointing
to her reluctant companion.
Mr. Holland steps back toward her, leans in, and then
unsteadily stumbles back a little. Taking advantage of this, she
pushes him slightly. He catches his balance just in time to keep
from falling flat on his back. However, instead of taking the hint,
he leans even more into her.
She holds up her hands in order to keep him from falling on
her. Looking helplessly toward the admiral sitting next to her,
she asks again, “Please, tell me. Why do I attract the wrong sort?”
Laughing aloud, the admiral replies, “As I said, it’s your
magnetic personality.”
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The commander tilts her head toward him and says with a
smirk, “You are not very funny. Not funny at all.”
Mr. Holland comes at her again, and this time he puts his
hand high up on her thigh, giving it a slight squeeze.
Turning quickly, the commander snaps at him, “Hey, I would
suggest that you remove your hand, NOW!”
The last words are a command, in a tone that makes the
admiral look over and say to Mr. Holland, “I would do what she
says, if I were you.”
With his hand still heavy on her thigh, Mr. Holland turns to
the admiral, replying in a dismal attempt at being scornful, “Sir,
if I wanted your opinion, I would ask for it.”
The admiral shrugs his shoulders, responding, “Suit yourself;
just trying to give you fair warning.” He then returns to his drink,
totally ignoring the situation.
“Excuse me,” the commander interjects, past completely
irritated by now, and past caring. Looking from the man’s face,
down to his hand on her thigh and back to his face again, she says to
him as calmly as she can muster, “ Your hand, sir.” Her head swivels
slightly toward him.
He answers, licking his lips, completely oblivious to his
danger, “Yeah, it is,” grinning lopsidedly. Slowly, the stupid
grin spreads over his face, and he continues, “Now, look
here, little lady, it’s not doing any harm just sitting there,
is it?” He gives her thigh another squeeze, this time a little
harder.
Her eyes widen as she attempts to slap his hand away. “For
the last time, move it,” she orders. Finally giving up trying
to be nice, she puts her right palm on his chest and pushes
him away, not too gently. Mr. Holland falls back against a
table, which flips up, sending him heavily to the ground on
his rear.
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“Hey, take it easy, little lady. I’m just trying to be friendly,” he
protests. At a nearby table, his two friends are sitting, and when
they see what is happening, they get up and walk over to help
him on his feet.
“Well, Mr. Holland, I suggest that you take yourself back
where you came from, because I am not in the mood for you and
your friendship.”
“Okay, little lady, I get the point,” he says as he is helped to
his feet by his friends.
Finally, she turns her attention back to the admiral and her
glass of water. She looks from the glass, to the admiral and asks,
“So, where were we?”
He looks in her direction, gesturing to her with his drink in
a warning.
Quickly, she puts her glass to her head just as a sound comes
from behind her. Without turning around, she asks the admiral,
“You don’t think he’s stupid enough to come back, do you?”
The admiral looks over his shoulder in the direction of Mr.
Holland, smiles, and then back to the commander, nodding his
head. “So, he’s stupid.”
Putting the glass on the bar counter, she turns around to
see the three men wobbling toward her. She shakes her head in
disbelief. “Man,” she says, not believing her eyes. “Some people
never learn.” She takes the bottle from the admiral’s hand and
pours herself a stiff drink. Putting the glass to her lips, she
swallows hard and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.
Now, she is past caring about this idiot and his group. Turning
back to the admiral, she comments, “Three, is that all?”
He nods his head, yes. Then the admiral responds with dry
humor, “Yeah, I guess they think they can take you.”
“I’m insulted,” she says, her voice dripping with contempt.
He laughs out loud at what he knows is about to happen.
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Again, Mr. Holland puts his hand on her shoulder. This time,
before he can even open his mouth, she spins around, and in one
motion, she plants her feet firmly on the ground with the glass
still in her right hand, and smashes it in Mr. Holland’s face. Then
she back fists the man to her extreme right, and punches the man
to her left in the solar plexus, causing him to fall to his knees.
Then pulling her gun, she then puts it in Mr. Holland’s mouth.
His eyes pop wide open as she slowly pulls back the hammer.
She tilts her head toward him and takes a deep breath before
saying softly, “Now, take your friends out of here, and teach them
some manners.”
Shaking like a marionette, Holland reaches for his friends,
pulls them up, and turns toward the door.
As she puts away the gun, she turns back to the admiral and
says in a tone of impatience, “Now, where were we?”
While the three men wobble toward the door, Mr. Holland
stops. “Look, I was only trying to help. Now, I think you owe me
and my friends an apology. If it wasn’t for that gun, I think we
could take you out.”
“WHAT?” Turning around now past annoyed, the
commander finds the three men about to surround her again.
She takes a deep breath and resigns herself to treat these men
as they deserve. “Okay, you’re right. Why don’t the three of you
go and wait for me over by the door?” She points to the door as
if they are children, and the three men turn and start walking
toward it like obedient robots.
Completely satisfied, Mr. Holland says, “Don’t take too long,
Missy.”
Winking at the admiral, and her eyes glistening with impish
delight, she replies, “Believe me, I won’t.”
Then Holland turns and follows his friends out the door.
The commander also turns to the admiral, who raises his glass in
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a toast to this unpleasant chore and takes another drink.
She grabs the glass out of his hand, putting it to her own lips and
swallows hard, making a horrible face.
She asks him, “Are you coming to help?”
The admiral shakes his head no, as he busies himself pouring
another drink.
“Okay,” she responds, grumpy, “Then, I’ll be back shortly.”
The admiral raises his glass to her as she storms off toward
the waiting men.
Sam walks over to the admiral and asks, “Aren’t you worried
about her?
Again, the admiral shakes his head. “Nope,” he replies.
“Those are some bad men,” Sam responds.
“Yup.” The admiral puts his glass to his mouth and drains it,
relishing the harsh burn coursing down his throat.
“Will she be alright? They might hurt her, or even worse?”
Sam continues anxiously.
The admiral takes a long look at Sam, as he is finishes
emptying his glass. Then pushing the bottle toward Sam, he
places the glass next to it and says, “It’s not her I am worried
about.”
Turning, he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a credit
disc. Ever since the war, the use of money has become extinct,
now everyone pays using a disc with credit. He hands it over to
Sam and grabs the two coats.
Meanwhile outside the bar, there is a big bang, as of someone
hitting something or vice versa. Everyone in the bar looks toward
the admiral still standing at the bar, and then to the door as it flies
off the hinges, followed immediately by Mr. Holland. Everyone
in the bar turns to look as Holland lays there, not moving.
Again, the admiral turns to Sam and says, “Take enough for
the door, too.”
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Turning, everyone watches in astonishment as the commander
finishes the last of the drunken men.
Sam walks up to the admiral. “Here’s your disc, sir,” handing
the card back.
The admiral takes the card from Sam and walks to the
door, stepping over Holland. He heads toward the commander
holding out her coat. As she reaches for it, she hits Holland’s
friends one more time.
“You’re enjoying yourself way too much,” the admiral tells
her. “Come, let’s talk.
She steps on the last man as she walks by him. The two of
them walk away from the club and off down the street in silence
for a while.
Contented, she slaps her hands together. “Wow, I have
not done that in a long time. Do you remember how it used
to be?”
The Admiral nods, agreeing with their shared memories.
They walk down the street a little way and she continues;
now her voice takes on a far off quality. “Speaking of having fun,
how’s Jennar?” she asks.
He takes her hand as they continue down the street, and
several more minutes pass before he responds to her question.
Unable to take the silence anymore, she breaks it by repeating
her question, now with a touch of concern, “Is Jennar in
danger?”
Shaking his head, no, the Admiral replies, “No, no, she is
doing fine.”
Relief floods her face and she takes a deep breath, exhaling
slowly. This time, her tone is a far happier sound from the earlier
one, as she asks now tingling with curiosity, “Okay then, are you
going to tell me what is going on, or do I have to pull my gun
again?”
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While she fumbles with her coat, the admiral stops, turns to
her, and grasping her shoulders says in a serious note, “Okay, okay.” He
rubs his hands together tensely. He looks at her. “That’s why I’m here.
What I am about to tell you must not go any further than the both of
us, at least for now.” Then taking her arm, they continue down the
street. Shortly, he asks, “Do you know how this war started?”
Shaking her head, she answers, “No,” curious about where he
is going with this. She says, “No, not really; just what was taught
in the schools and what I heard. Remember, most of the facts
were destroyed in the first attack.”
“Yes, yes, I know,” he interjects impatiently. Then pausing for
a minute, he continues, “Yes, yes, lots of stories have been told.
The schools were instructed to teach it the way it was supposed
to have happened.”
“They attacked first,” she says now, straightening the coat
she had put on and pulling it tightly as a brisk breeze suddenly
blows up.
The admiral continues, “Yeah, that’s way the schools were
told to teach it. However, I know better.”
She looks at him sideways, waiting for the joke, but the look
on his face tells otherwise. They strolled leisurely down the wartorn street, arm in arm, and neither one saying a word until they
get to his hovercraft. Reaching down, he presses a button and the
doors begin to rise slowly.
Suddenly, he hears a familiar voice. They had been so
absorbed they did not sense or hear anything out of the norm
until the man spoke. “Hello again, sir. I hope you didn’t miss
me too much. This time I brought more friends with me, and I
see you brought reinforcements, too.” The man smirks, looking
around at his friends with a lewd wink.
Shaking his head in disbelief, the admiral turns around to see
the leader of the earlier attack and ten other men with guns drawn.
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Turning to her companion, the commander asks, “I take it
you know this man?”
He nods wearily. “Somewhat. He was the one who attacked
me when you were watching.”
The commander replies in a joking manner, her eyes
twinkling, “Oh yeah, that’s right, he was one of the guys you
were dancing with earlier.”
The admiral looks at her. “Seriously? You got jokes?”
The leader screams out at them, “If the two of you have
finished,” he said, “I will take the disc now.”
The admiral looks at the man and says with the heaviest tone
of boredom he can muster, “Again with the disc. You still haven’t
told me who you’re working for.”
The commander looks at both of them, asking no one in
particular. “Disc? What disc? Turning to the admiral, she repeats
the question, “What disc are they asking you for?” Now, her curiosity
has piqued and she wants the full scoop on what this disc thing is.
Instead of responding to her question, he gestures to her
with his left hand, raising his arm in an up and down motion. At
the same time, he slips his right hand into his coat, saying in a
low whisper, “Not now.”
Seeing the movement of his hands, she did likewise.
The leader holds out his hand, pointing his gun at the
admiral’s head. “I will take the disc now,” the man orders gruffly.
“Move your hands out of your pocket. Slowly. You too, lady. I
would sure hate to shoot a pretty lady like you.”
Slowly, the admiral pulls his hands out of his jacket, holding
his right hand high above his head, a disc in his grasp. He asks
almost conversationally. “When I give you this disc, what will
prevent you from killing us?”
A sly smile spreads slowly across the man’s face. “Nothing. You
just have to trust me. Besides, my employer does not want you dead.
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If he did, trust me, you would be. He just wants you out of the way
for a while. It’s just unfortunate that the lady will be involved.” Then
he holds out his hand, palm up. “I will take the disc now, please.”
The admiral hands him the disc.
The leader takes it and turns to walk away when the
commander asks, “So, does this mean we can go?”
The leader stops, turns around, and answers her as if he wants
to apologize for what he is doing, “It’s like I said; he doesn’t want
you dead, just out of the way. That’s why these guys are here; to
make sure that you stay put for awhile.” Then the leader walks by
his men and quietly gives them an order that both the admiral
and commander could not hear. The men put away their guns
and start to surround the pair.
Promptly, the two officers move back to back in attack
position, and with a big smile on her face, she says dreamily,
“This reminds me of Mobak.”
He turns slightly to her with a wry smile. “We were almost
killed on Mobak.”
She shakes her head, retorting, “Yes, I know, but boy, it was
exciting.”
He looks up in the air and shaking his head, replies with a
chuckle, “You know, you really need to see a doctor.”
She agrees with him happily, nodding in agreement. “Perhaps
you’re right.” Then she gets back to business. “So, suppose you
take five and I take five?”
In answer to that, he starts peeling off his coat. “That sounds
good.”
They move apart in order to split up the men. Once they
were a good distance apart, she faces the men in front of her.
“Who is first?”
The men also separate. Six men come at her and the other
four men go toward him. Two of the six rush her, and in two
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quick strikes – one to the throat and the other to the back of
the head – within seconds, they are flat out on the ground. One
tries to get up, but she kicks him in the face, knocking him out
completely.
Looking at the next two who position themselves, she says,
“Next!”
Hesitating, the other four men look at each other, and back
at her, while the admiral positions himself and waits for his
attackers. Seeing what she has just done to the two men, his
group decides to attack him all at once. The admiral positions
himself in the middle of them as they rush in. The first man to
his left, he kicks his kneecap, sending him falling heavily to the
ground, while almost simultaneously back fisting the man on his
left. The force sends him flying backward into the man directly
behind him, and both fall to the ground. Then he turns to the
last one to his right. By punching him in the throat, he quickly
dispatches that one, too.
Next, the admiral moves toward two of the men facing the
commander. He smashes his fist into the closest man, catching
him on the right side of the head, while he elbows the eighth
one on his left to his temple. As the men hit the ground, he
repositions himself to face the last man nearest him. After seeing
what these two have done to their comrades, the last two facing
the commander pull their guns. As soon as he spots the men
pulling their guns, the admiral yells to the commander who beats
them to the draw. She fires two shots, striking them both in the
center of their foreheads.
“Don’t . . . kill . . . them,” his voice trailed off just a little too
late in his request.
Shrugging her shoulders, she points her gun at the men who
are still conscious. “Oops,” she says. “Sorry. I didn’t know you
wanted them alive. I guess this means I can’t kill this one.”
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Shaking his head, the admiral says, “Just hold your gun on
the rest while I question this one.” He turns to the man and asks,
“Who sent you?”
The man’s response is a careless shrug of his shoulders. Then
he says, “I don’t know. We were hired by the leader, the one who
left.”
The admiral frowns as he looks at her.
“What do you want to do now?” she asks him.
The look of disappointment that settles on his face tells her he
has only one move left to him. He looks her. “Let them go. They
cannot help us.” He looks at those men who are still conscious
and commands, “Drop your guns on the ground and go. Take
them, too,” he says, pointing to the others on the ground.
The men get up slowly. Pulling out their guns, they leave
them on the ground.
As the last one leaves, the admiral walks over to the hovercraft
and tells her, “Come on, get in. There’s something I have to show
you.” He enters the craft as she walks around the other side. He
closes his door. She follows suit.
Turning to her, he says, “What you’re about to take part in,
see, and hear is not to be repeated.”
She looks at him with anticipation, realizing that this is far
more serious than she thinks. He reaches toward the console of
the craft and pushes a button. The windows darken and a screen
opens. Reaching into his inner coat pocket, he pulls out a disc,
and places it in the console.
The look on her face is puzzled as she asks, “I thought you
gave them the disc.”
He winks at her and replies, “It’s all in the wrist.” He bends
his hand back and forth and then he pushes another button.
The screen comes on and a movie starts. However, it appears
to be an old movie, a very old one. It shows a few ships out at
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sea. Some of them are military and the others are civilian. One
of the civilian ships looks to be a fishing boat, and in its net is an
aircraft of some sort. By the looks of the craft, it seems to be in
good condition.
Looking up at him, she remarks, “This just looks like one of
those old movies they use to show when I was a child.”
Looking at her keenly, he points back at the screen. “Look
again. This time I want you to look closer.”
Reaching down the he presses a button. Her eyes fixed on
his face. I know that look, this must be very important to him, she
thinks, as she slowly turns her head to the screen again. Her eyes
dart quickly back and forth in order to see what he wants her to
see. It takes her only a few moments, and then her face lights up
when she sees what is in the net of the fishing boat.
“It can’t be!” she exclaims, exhaling slowly and staring at the
screen, but not believing what she is seeing. Then her eyes widen
as the camera zooms in closer on the net and evidence of her
eyes stuns her mind.
“Oh my God,” she breathes. Slowly, unbelievingly, she turns
to him staring, with her mouth open. “How . . .”
Looking at her, he says, “This is what we have to find out.”
A sparkle appears in her eyes at the thought of the coming
adventure. She is all ready for action. “Is this real? This can’t be!
This has to be something someone put together as a joke.” Her
head swivels between the screen and the admiral, again and
again. Slowly and in wonder, she shakes her head. “This has got
to be a joke. Someone is trying to trick us.”
She looks at him again, waiting for him to say something
like, Yes, you’re right, it is a joke, but the look on his face reminds
her of the time they were ordered to capture an enemy ship.
Even then, they thought the mission was crazy. They lost many
men doing that mission, but they got the ship. Now, as she looks
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at his face, and by his grim countenance, she can tell this is going
to be another one of those missions. She is curious. “Will you
level with me? What is this all really about?”
“All will be revealed, and your questions will be answered,”
he tells her.
She sits back in the chair, staring at the screen for a few
moments more before she finally asks him the question burning in her
heart, “Is this going to be one of those crazy missions?” She just
has to know for sure.
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