THE captain stared out into the vast emptiness of space.  He stood, with his hands behind his back, his tired eyes barely open, looking through the halogen-plasma ‘windows’, seeing the most incredible sight of all creation.  The intricate weaving of planets and stardust swept him away.  


“Peace,” One word echoed in his minds ear.  The only thing he wanted, as it seemed.  


“I’ve gotten into yet another war,” The aged and wise leader sighed.  All he really wanted was for it to be over.  The dark observation deck was his sanctuary.  He casually leaned over, onto the railing.  His weary eyes watched as the ship passed a planet, revealing a large gas constellation.  No-one ever bothered him in here, and for good reason.  Whenever the captain needed to be alone, he came here, and the only reason he needed to be alone, was either emotional troubles, or just feeling unsafe, and if the captain felt unsafe, then no-one was.  


