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DELIVERED DAY ONE

HEADLINE: Ana Marie Alberghetti Destroyed!

{SOL, 2681.96} As the conflict continues to heat up, the first victims of the Alien war of aggression are recognized by the Confederation.

Thousands of mourners turned out to offer good-byes to the deceased passengers of the luxury cruise liner the Ana Marie Alberghetti, which was destroyed by hostile alien forces.   

The Guinterin Combine has ceased all civilian transportation aboard their cruise liners until the situation with the remaining Aliens is resolved.  Guinterin officials have stated that another cruise liner, The Blue Horizon, is also missing and presumed destroyed. 

Once again, we here at ISDN wish to stress that no individual or group should take it upon themselves to travel within the no-fly zone.  The Confederation is doing everything it can to resolve this situation, and as their progress continues rest assured we will be the source of information you can rely on to tell when it is safe to travel freely again. 

Official/ICIS

DELIVERED DAY ONE

The document entitled INCIDENT REPORT.DOC This should have been included with the Episode Documents. Should be delivered to the public in this section the first day. 
DELIVERED DAY ONE

LECTURE TRANSCRIPT

TSY 

TB-80a Devastator: Class A Torpedo Bomber

Guest Lecture to Confed Flight Academy

2681 2nd Semester

Given by 2nd Lt. Ernest “Moof” Gibson
     Good morning everyone.  Today, I’m going to give you an overview of the worthy successor to the now retired Longbow: the TB-80a Devastator.  When you got a big capship you have to fry, this is the big gun you want to be flying.  It’s my job today to show you how to fly this lumbering armored beast.  So, all of you wet-behind-the-ears plebes: sit down, live it, love it and learn it.

     The first thing that everyone notices is the really, really big gun.  The plasma cannon along with the huge missile loadout makes the Devastator the perfect ship for slamming enemy caps.  This is where the teamwork comes in and experienced bombers have to rely on plebs like you.  Don’t think for a second that the enemy fighter cover will just let you waltz in and do your business.  There are two different ways to hit the caps.  Some prefer to use the Devastator’s complement of heavy and light torps.   It can take about thirty seconds to get a torpedo lock and you have to make several strafing runs as you avoid fire.  This is “by-the-book” and if the men watching your back are good, and your four auto-turrets don’t get knocked out the job’s as good as done.  This is the safe way and the way that most of you should fly during your careers.

     Now me, and maybe a few others here, can take a different approach.  I just switch over to the plasma cannon, and ready my anti-fighter missiles.  Hey, if you spend all your time firing torps, the other ordinance can go to waste.  So I pump all my power to my gun and shields and burn straight in blazing away.  While I’m doing that, I’m cutting loose with my pilums, imrecs, and the kitchen sink if they loaded it up! I gotta earn that ‘Ace of Aces’ medal somehow!

     Don’t think just because the heavies go boom that your jobs over…not by a long shot.  Every time I go on a run, a newbie bomb-boy keeps sending “I’m in a bomber! I can’t fight the fighters.” Whine.  Whimper.  Cry me a freaking river.  I wish I could reach my hand out of the cockpit and slap them on the back of the head.  Your buddies are out there risking their hides for you.  You have to do the same.  And that means firing your tachyon cannon, using your remaining missiles, or ramming the enemy.  Spit on them and call them names if you have to!  That is the important thing to learn about the Devastator.  First, your men protect you.  Then you help protect them.  Remember it.

     But, you have to be sorta careful when you start any kind of dogfighting with the Devastator.  That’s because it turns about as well as an old fashion bus.  Don’t fly into a bunch of pirate ships thinking that you’re about to pull some razzle-dazzle.  You can’t.  Sure the big gun can cut through the enemy formations like a hot knife through butter.  But its low refire rate means that if you miss, you’re going to pay.  The shields and armor will protect you, but concentrated fire means that you are digging yourself a hole.  Engage enemies one at a time.  Or two at a time if you feel brave.  But make sure you get some gunnery practice in, because the Devastator can be an unforgiving mistress.

     Hey you, no stragglers.  You can wait outside. Next time, buy a watch, plebe.  I’m really not interested in excuses. This is a Confed Flight Academy, not some penny ante college course.  You’re interrupting the most important lecture these guys are ever going to get.  Amscray.  What did you say?  Give me your name and ident number right now…<expletive deleted> <expletive deleted> <expletive deleted>

<Remaining file censored>

-End of transcript

Edited by order of Headmaster Walter Mcduffie 
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EYES ONLY

Now the next phase of this trip is pretty damn critical.  We managed to get out of Luyten, and we just have to push through to Proxima.  Intel says that they believe the Aliens are up to something in Proxima, God only knows what, but something.  As far as I’m concerned that something revolves around a bunch of humans getting killed, so we’re going to have to teach them a lesson.

Now, I’ve been hearing some grumbles and groans about shift length lately.  Well allow me to reassure you children with the knowledge that these creatures have not only introduced a particularly lethal plague on us and threaten to stamp out the Earth, but there have been some reports of fluctuating shifts in the scans of Proxima’s two stars.  This indicates that whatever the aliens are doing it is affecting the energy output of the stars.  This could threaten the entire system.  

So now you aren’t trying to protect a transport or even a star base, you’re trying to save the inhabitants of an entire system.  Remember that.  

There are some Eyes Only material about the Blue Horizon that I expect all of you have read.  This alien virus is a threat that is going to be with us for some time.  Any and all encounters with alien craft should be treated as Level 4 containment situations.  I don’t want us eaten alive before we’ve had the chance to ram a few more bolts into the face of these alien bastards.

You folks are the best in Confed and I have the highest confidence we will prevail. 

Whoever kills the most bugs on this push gets an unlimited tab at the bar.

DELIVERED DAY THREE
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I’m a little distracted.  Well, I’m a lot distracted.  Jean was trying to ask me something and I blew up.  I know she knows that the stress just kind of came out of me, but…well I hope this flyboy hasn’t blown it. 

She just…it’s just when you hear this voice that sounds like a teenager trying to sound bloody, you can get annoyed. Even if you know the person behind the voice is one of the most precise killers in Confed, you don’t always think about it.  So, not thinking about her and only hearing the voice I…well…went BOOM.  

Anyway, a good apology should help.  I’ll get to that right after I’m done finding ways of delaying it.

This next push should take us through to Proxima.  This is where the ‘sects are supposed to be massing.  I hope so.  The more I can cut through, the more sparks of dying fighters that I leave in my wake, the more of these bastards doesn’t live to breed…I gotta calm down…

Maybe these tranqs will help me sleep.  Haven’t yet, just made me see things behind my lids that I want erased.  

Oh, yeah...>Jean<…Can’t forget that…

Sleep is overrated anyway. 

EMAIL

DELIVERED DAY ONE

DELIVERED THIRD DAY

TO: Lt. Jean Talvert

FROM: Lt. Lance Casey

SUBJECT: Invitation

Hi,

I know you’re mad about…

Anyway, you know what you’re mad about. 

I’m sorry.  

I was never that scared during our first alien campaign.  I just dove in and tried to overcome the shadow of Dad.  I felt a lot of pain, and guilt, over Hawk and Blair, and Dallas, and the countless others; but I never felt scared. 

Getting the letter from Mom didn’t help. Sort of punched me in the stomach. 

I could see her and could see the price of failure. For the first time I really felt the burden, you know?

Then I thought of you.  

The price quadrupled, and the fear made me shake.  I’ve been keeping it in, and even now am forced to type it rather than recognize it.  It built up, and came out when it saw a way.  That way just happened to be aimed in the wrong place.

I know it’s okay to be scared, I can handle it, just not used to it yet. 

It’s not okay having you angry, and I’m sorry I was responsible for that. 

Meet me for a drink?

---------------

Casey

TO: Lt. Lance Casey 

FROM: Lt. Jean Talvert

SUBJECT: RE: Invitation

Listen, we have better things to be worrying about right now. 

You were mad, I was mad, we’re both scared, and the work hasn’t stopped coming at us.

Neither of us have time for complications like this, the last thing I want is our friendship to be impacted in any way.  

When I took control of my first fighter, I was a scared teenager with so much sweat that I got a heat rash under my helmet.   When I waxed my first pirate, I threw up in the cockpit.  

It takes time to control the adrenaline and carry the weight of being a hero.  You’ve done incredible things, Casey, but you’re still human.  I’m glad to see you know that. 

You buy the drinks. 

{stiletto}

