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    Night had just fallen, and a cold breeze blew off the mountain into the valley below. I had finished eating dinner when I felt a surge of anticipation. Tonight was the night for the final test, which would change everything. Leaving the dirtied dishes in the sink, I made some final calculations, my heart pounding with excitement, and then went out to the low shed behind the house.

I left the door unlocked. There was nothing of value within, and after tonight, there would be no need for me to return to this drafty, dirty hovel. I was about to show the world what a genius I was, and there would be no more need for me to stay here. I was ready to leave this place behind and embark on a journey that would redefine history, my confidence in my genius unwavering.

          Here in the old wooden shack was the culmination of my many years of research and work—the fruit of my genius, a creation that stood alone in its brilliance, crafted by me and me alone. 

                         As I walked the short distance, I gazed up at the stars. I thought of 

how far, yet how near they were tonight. A smile came to my face when I noticed the reflection of a weather satellite in transit across the evening blackness. It reminded me of the journey ahead of me. 

    As I approached the wide wooden shed, the scent of sawdust drifted towards me, and my footsteps echoed in the still night. This place, my workshop and lab, had witnessed the birth of my dreams and the toil of my ambition. Here, I spent most of my time crafting the spacecraft that would propel me into outer space and the history books. Every moment and every effort were a testament to my dedication and belief in my work.
   The rusting hinges protested with a low screech as the old wooden doors opened. I snapped on the light, illuminating the spacecraft in all its glory. There it was, resting on its cradle, waiting for me, its creator, to bring it to life. 

                       It didn't look like much. Small, slightly ovoid, built to accommodate one person. Yet, it possessed the power to transcend the boundaries of our solar system, and I dared hope the boundaries of the galaxy. An accomplishment none of the world's scientists, except me, would dare dream about, nevertheless, be able to do. I was confident in its potential and my genius, knowing that this small, unassuming craft held the key to the future of space exploration.
  Slipping into the hatchway, I strapped in and switched on ‑the primary power circuits. The aircraft came to life, pulsing with an energy source no one said I could harness. I entered a few last-minute software commands into its radically new guidance system, designed to fly almost by itself.  

 I waited a few seconds for all the systems to come up. Satisfied, everything was running. I raised it off its cradle. The altimeter showed a minute rise in height. My heart picked up its beat. 

           So far, so good. I eased the forward motion control ever so slightly. It moved, barely missing the shed’s doorway on each side. There was no noise, except for a soft pulsating of the dark matter transducers in the background supplying unheard-of energy and my heart pounding in my chest. Finally, I was out in the open. I remained there momentarily, hovering soundlessly a few feet over the ground. The night stood still.

         I accelerated slowly, the ground below me rapidly disappearing as I gained height. My invention took off smoothly. The cabin and shack were fast fading behind rapidly.


A whimsical thought passed through my mind. I imagined the looks on my colleagues' faces when I landed on the university campus. I may even rub it in dressed as an alien. This will rock the doddering old fools out of their seats, I imagined, while I applied more forward and vertical control.

In no time, I was above the tree-lined valley, rapidly gaining altitude. My heart began to race as I felt the G-forces pushing me deeper and deeper into my seat. In front of me, the panel lights danced as energy absorbed from the dark matter, a source of infinite energy flowing through the transducers. Below me, the darkened land fell further and further behind.

As I brought up the power, the exhilaration of flying with almost unlimited power at my command was intoxicating beyond my wildest dreams. 

I chuckled as I recalled how often I was ridiculed before the university and board of trustees, begging for funding for my experiments. How many times had they scoffed? With my invention, it will soon be my turn to scoff. 

I smiled when I thought of the many times my colleagues and peers called my theories unsound and hare-brained. Now, when I arrive with the proof, it will be them I can call unsound and hare-brained.

I put full throttle on the craft as it approached orbital escape velocity. Once free of gravity, I could test the craft. What should I do first? Bring some moon rocks back, flip around the sun, or perhaps pull a small satellite out of orbit and present it to my skeptics and tormentors when I land.

The thought was amusing. I couldn’t wait to see those fellows looking drop-jawed when I would show them proof of how sound my theories were. I snickered, wondering how they would confer honors and titles after spending so much of their time disparaging me. My glee intensified when I began to think how diminutive they would feel as I showed the world of science how puny they were compared to me, a giant in my field.

When I reached the upper atmosphere, I laughed out loud, thinking how I would be enshrined forever in the halls of science along with the other great minds of our time, while they lived out their puny lives and died unknown.

High up entering the Exosphere, the stars arrayed in a great celestial canopy; how many people would be able to do this as easily as I did? Who else could harness this unlimited energy? The thought of them wanting to share in this experience made me laugh uncontrollably.
I laughed out loud at how they would ever remain in their little academic worlds while I could travel across the solar system and beyond. 
Just then, the pulsing ceased. Warning lights lit up across the panel then went back to normal. 
Immediately, I switched to backup mode.
       Nothing happened.

       I tried switching back and forth to get by the automatic control system.

       Again, I didn't get any response.

      My craft started leveling off, then falling. I wasn’t high enough to go into orbit where I could work out the problem, nor could I safely glide back to Earth from this height without the proper attitude adjustments.

Desperately, I started struggling with the controls, trying to get a response from them. I was reentering the atmosphere and picking up speed. The dull gray color of my craft was rapidly turning red from the friction of reentry.

I carefully looked over the readings from the indicators in front of me. They all read normally, but I knew that wasn't the case. My downward speed was increasing, and the cabin interior was becoming hotter and hotter as I fell faster and faster.

Something had gone wrong, something I had overlooked or did not anticipate in my careful calculations. A flaw, a single flaw, was hidden somewhere in my carefully devised plans.

I was falling without control, and the ship was falling apart, disintegrating in the atmosphere with me inside. It would be only minutes before all my beautiful work, and efforts became nothing but a bright speck burning up in the upper atmosphere. There was nothing I could do to save it or myself.

        It suddenly struck me. Maybe I was wrong after all.

        I wasn't laughing anymore.
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