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Please understand this book is a work
of fiction. All characters and events contained here in are
fictional. Any resemblance to anyone, living, or dead, is
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The attempt to colonize a distant
planet, could result in the ultimate extinction of the human
species.

 


 



Preface

A short encapsulation of episodes one
through four.

 


 


As long as man has inhabited this
speck of dust in this infinite cosmos, he's been concerned with his
meager existence and mortality. He's speculated about how life on
Earth would end, and wondered what catastrophic event would bring
about his extinction. Beginning thirty years ago, he nearly had
those questions answered.

Not once did anyone in their wildest
dreams envision the events that unfolded back then as possible
threats to man's existence — yet it happened, and it wasn't by
being struck by a large asteroid, or being cooked by unprecedented
solar mass ejections. It happened from within, and proved extremely
difficult to halt.

Thirty years ago, a distant alien
race, whose home planet was in danger because of their failing red
dwarf star, tried to invade Earth and kill off all life using mind
controlling, nanobots. The attack was orchestrated from their home
world as they remained well out of reach of humankind. They had
visions of eventually coming to a lifeless Earth and begin
terraforming the planet to suit their needs.

Thanks to the unusual talents of
Dorothy Keets, an inspired physicist, the world was spared from the
almost unstoppable alien weapon, but the aliens were nothing if not
persistent.

Ten years following the first attack,
they tried again, this time coming to Earth while ensconced in
their nearly indestructible vessels, and using several alien
techniques and different weapons — they nearly
succeeded.

The world's armies, after failing to
so much as slow the second attack, called upon the same brilliant,
slightly older, scientist, who helped stop the first attack, and
she, while devising a unique, devastating, weapon, was not only
able to stop the attack, but able to send the aliens scurrying back
to their home world in utter defeat.

Behind her second victory, she was
recognized as a worldwide hero, but her weapon "The Orb Weapon" was
so unique — so overpowering — so maniacal, and possibly world
ending, the President of the United States ordered it deactivated,
and secured inside a vault deep inside the bowls of Area 51 where
it would remain to never be used again — at least, that was the
plan.

Meanwhile, Dorothy Keets, the inspired
physicist, along with the assistance of a Doctor Kim, the director
of Area 51, who together, successfully, designed the second world
saving weapon, were beginning their second victory celebration —
but it would be a short lived festivity.

The aliens now repelled for the second
time, were already making plans to return — and they did while
bringing with them new weapons, but their attack, again, was
thwarted.

Dorothy's unconventional fearful
weapon was un-crated, dusted off, and with a few modifications and
enhancements, implemented to save the world once more. Not only
were the desperate aliens repelled for the third time, but while
retreating to their home world, accidentally left behind one of
their own, who was quickly captured by the United States military
and then sequestered in Area-51 to be studied.

Dorothy was able to gain access to and
establish a line of communication with the extremely intelligent
alien, and while displaying sympathy for the creature, gave it a
name, George.

While sensing Dorothy's compassion,
George became friends with her, and taught her the secret of deep
space travel. He taught her how to construct stable wormholes,
while unintentionally giving humankind the ability to strike back
at his home world and the still antagonistic, aggressive, alien
species.

Norman Wells, the then President of
the United States, now becoming exasperated behind the repeated
alien attacks, and using the newly learned wormhole technology,
sent a flotilla of orb weapon armed space fighters to the offending
alien's planet while totally destroying it with only a few of the
alien species able to escape the destruction to become orphans in
the cosmos, and to never be able to attack Earth, again.

The final defeat of the aliens being a
global effort, all of humankind united in peace.

President Wells, being a visionary,
wasn't content with the victory over the aliens — he had grand
plans for the use of the newly learned alien technology. While
wanting the worldwide peace to continue, he proposed a plan to
build a massive deep space exploration vessel, later dubbed,
Messenger Two, and while enlisting the efforts of virtually every
nation on Earth, his design to maintain global peace succeeded as
the entire world came together to build the space going
city.

With the building of Messenger,
humankind's dreams of becoming a galactic explorer were finally
realized. Now having the ability to go anywhere they wished, it was
decided to find another planet in the galaxy suitable for human
colonization, and enlisting the aid of George, that planet was
discovered, and named Novus. A call was placed for anyone wanting
to move to the new, beautify, world, and millions applied. It was
decided to send a compliment of one-thousand breeding couples to
begin with, and then add to those numbers later. However,
eventually, more than two million were moved to Novus with the
assistance of a benevolent alien race whom Dorothy was acquainted
with from a previous adventure.

Unfortunately, the much anticipated
colonization of Novus failed. Besides having dangerous virus
infected beast roaming around, there were microscopic insects that
pestered the volunteer colonist to no end while flying up their
noses, into the ears, or simply between accidentally parted lips.
There was no respite from their constant tormenting. Once in full
swarm, the industrious, smaller than gnat-sized bugs appeared like
clouds of smoke, and like smoke, were able to penetrate the finest
of netting. Many thought a swarm of mosquitoes preferable to the
tormenting insects. At least mosquito netting would keep the larger
biting insects at bay.

To add to the other problems with
colonizing Novus — it was feared the water on Novus might not be
potable — a major problem with no plausible solution.

Eventually, while realizing none of
the problems could be easily solved, an evacuation of Novus was
called for until a scientific team could be sent back to do a
feasibility study. However, Dorothy felt that, while controlling
the irritating insects might be possible, finding a way to live
with the extremely virulent virus would not . . .


Prologue

 


 


 


"Come on dad. Everyone in the world
will be watching," Kathy said to her father. "Mom would want you
to. At least have the strength to watch her save the world. As a
matter of fact, I think I'll record it. Oh, gee-whiz, my phone is
nearly dead. Can I use yours?"

Phil only looked at his daughter. He
was obviously heartbroken. He tired to say something, and changed
his mind — his eyes, again, filling with tears.

"I understand, dad — me too," Kathy
said, as she hugged her shaking father, her head resting on his
shoulder, and shared silent tears . . .


Chapter 1

THE LAST DAY ON NOVUS

 


 


 


When the announcement of a meeting
being held in the incomplete town hall to decide whether or not to
stay on Novus, the people began arriving at sunrise after another
sleepless night of being tormented by microscopic bugs, now
returned to where ever they went during daylight. Hundreds of
tired, sleep deprived, colonist poured into town, some walking,
others on their carts. They were the ones hoping to find a place
inside the hall while determined to express their opinions about
leaving Novus. Despite being angry about having spent another night
while being assaulted by microscopic bugs, the crowd was relatively
quiet and orderly. Some of the younger breeding couples joked about
how they couldn't engage in what they were sent there to do — make
babies, and lots of them.

When Commander Brewer, an aging,
retired, Air Force, General, now Commander of the Novus project,
arrived, after spending the night in a shuttle to try and sleep
while away from the pestering bugs, he thought he was getting there
early, and was surprised to see the earlier arrivals. Even as he
made his way through the boisterous crowd they were already
expressing their discontent.

Doctors Dorothy and Philip Keets, the
lead scientist of Novus project, had the same plan of arriving
early. Having not spent the night on the planet while sleeping in
the orbiting Messenger to avoid the swarming insects, they like the
Commander, were also surprised to see the throng of people waiting
for the meeting to begin. They were also happy to see so many
people ready to help convince the Commander to order the evacuation
of Novus.

Eventually, the hastily constructed
but not finished log cabin style hall was filled to capacity, and
the Commander took his place at the podium on the stage with Dot,
and Phil, sitting on one side and a biologist, Doctor Ethan,
sitting on the other.

"Okay, folks, let's quiet down for a
moment," Brewer began the meeting while speaking loudly to be heard
by everyone. "You all know why we're here, so let's get on with it.
This is how we will conduct this meeting. I'll allow anyone wanting
to make a statement, to do so. Please try to keep it short, and
please be patient — everyone who wants to speak, will have a
chance. After everyone has had their say, and because this is not a
dictatorship, we will take a vote by the show of hands and vocal
acceptance or decent as to whether or not we stay or go. Of course,
I being military, can't vote, but will honor your decision. I must
remind you this is not a forced colonization. Most of you, except
the military, volunteered for this mission, and it's up to you as
to whether or not you want to continue. Okay, that said, I'll begin
the comments with our most esteemed, Doctor Dorothy Keets. Doctor
Keets, you have the podium."

Dorothy, a short woman with a round
face and thick glasses, stood to a round of applause, and smiling
sheepishly, walked to the podium. She forgot there wasn't a
microphone and the acoustics in the wooden hall weren't the best.
"Good, morning — " she began in her normal voice, and was
interrupted.

"A little louder," someone yelled from
below. "We can't hear you back here."

"Sorry," she, said, a little
embarrassed, but louder. "When this mission began, I, as I suspect,
most of you, were excited to begin life on a new world. We all had
visions of building a crime free society — of becoming an exemplary
people free of war and envy, and all the ills of greed, while at
the same time setting up an alternate home for the people of Earth
should they need another planet to move to in the future. When I
was informed of this world, I was told it was perfect for our needs
— was told it had air we can breath, water we can drink, and a
gravity similar to Earth's including a similar climate, but wasn't
told of the dangers. Maybe the alien species who guided me here,
didn't consider the monsters in the ocean as major problems, or the
gnat like bugs that won't allow us to sleep, or the possibility of
the water having microbes that can be injurious to us all. I don't
know? Maybe they didn't consider the fact there is little on this
planet in the way of protein to sustain us a monumental hindrance
to be overcome? They should have because we are the descendants of
their genetic experiment performed on the great apes on Earth. We
are their progeny, and they should been aware of our needs as a
species. I don't know what they were thinking or were aware of, but
I can say that as nearly perfect as this planet is, it lacks a few
essential elements necessary for human existence, particularly, for
newborn babies, which, buy the way, was the point of the whole
mission in the first place. It's because of the lack of those
elements, and the inability to safely navigate the ocean, let alone
harvest from it, I recommend we put an end to this experiment, and
return to Earth as soon as possible. I must remind you we won't
quit searching for a planet that we, you and I and the people of
Earth, can call an alternate home, but it must be at least half way
right for us, and right now, it appears that Novus isn't that
planet. Thank you," Dorothy, said, and returned to her seat, again
to a thunderous applause and Phil grinning like he'd discover how
to turn lead into gold.

After Dorothy concluded, Commander
Brewer took the podium. "Thank you, Doctor. Now, is there anyone
else wanting to comment?"

"No — she said it all!" someone yelled
from the crowd, and everyone half-heartedly laughing as if in
agreement.

"Okay, okay, folks, quiet down. I
guess it's time to take a vote as to — " Brewer, began, and was
interrupted by Doctor Ethan.

While standing, Ethan said, "before
you take a vote, I have one point I'd like to present, if you don't
mind, Commander?"

"Of course, Doctor. Please come
forward," Brewer, invited while glancing at Dorothy.

Ethan, a particularly nerdy type,
pushed his glasses up on his nose with an extended index finger and
walked forward to stand behind the podium. He knew he was proposing
an issue none of these people cared about, but felt compelled to
say it anyway. "Thank you, Commander," he began. "I know there must
be a few scientist out there in the crowd somewhere, and it is you
who'll understand why I'm saying what I'm about too. First, I agree
with Doctor Keets, it appears this planet does not have everything
we need to survive, however, we can't be absolutely sure. We
haven't explored fifty-percent of this world. We don't know what's
on the other side. It's possible there is a paradise waiting for us
out there, but we'll never know because we're giving up much too
soon — " He paused, as Brewer stood to correct him.

"Ah, Doctor Ethan — I'm afraid you are
mistaken. You aren't aware we scouted most of Novus before finding
this location, which, by the way, was found to be the best site to
set up this town."

"Oh, okay. I wasn't aware, however, it
doesn't matter as far as I'm concerned. I have discovered a species
of animals warranting investigation that shares a symbiotic
relationship with a virulent virus. I think we should invest the
time necessary to do so in the interest of science. Studying how
the animals survive while infected with such a virus could lead to
the discovery of newer, more potent, antibiotics. I'd like for any
of you scientist who feel as I do to remain here to help me with
the exploration of this planet and new species of virus —
anybody?"

"I agree," someone said from the back
of the crowd, "this planet does merit more exploration, and I, as a
hortacologist, might be tempted to stay to study these most unique
and useful trees, but we are not prepared for an extended stay.
Take for example the small irritating and invading insects — are
you sure you want to battle them every night? I know I don't. And
for God's sake, Doctor Ethan, what do you plan to drink once the
water stored on Messenger is depleted?"

"I admit the insects and potable water
are a major problem, but we can find a way to cope with them,"
Ethan, persisted. "Maybe we can set up airtight sleeping
arrangements, possibly inside shuttles and can distill drinkable
water. However we do it, it must be done in the name of science. We
have the opportunity to learn so much that can benefit mankind over
the long run. We must give it our best effort and not run the first
time we encounter a few minor problems."

"Yes, that is possible," the voice
continued, "but, as Dorothy suggested, we have the option of
returning while better prepared to conduct a thorough examination
of this planet. The trees and virus aren't going anywhere. There is
no reason to remain here at this time."

Ethan had no counter for that
argument, and relented. "Yes, a valid point for which I have no
counter point. Ah . . . that's all I have to say, I guess. Thank
you," Ethan, said, and returned to his seat to a silent room. He
wasn't disappointed. He felt he was speaking to the unwashed
masses, anyway.

Before Brewer could stand and take the
podium, someone from the crowd yelled, "Enough of this talk, let's
take the vote!"

"Yeah, take the vote," another man
yelled, and was echoed by someone else, who repeated, "Vote . . .
Vote . . . Vote," while trying to get more people to follow him in
a chant, but was the only person. He eventually quieted, and the
meeting continued.

Brewer came back to the podium with
both hands up. "Okay, folks, quiet down for a moment. Before I take
the vote, I want to tell Doctor Ethan, should we all decide to
return to Earth, a scientific team will return here and he is
welcomed to return with them if he wishes. Okay, that said, let's
vote. All in favor of remaining on the planet, raise your hands and
say, yea."

The room was dead silent with not a
single vote to stay, as everyone looked around to see if anyone had
their hand up. Not even Doctor Ethan voted for
remaining.

"Okay," Brewer, said, "I don't think
it necessary to vote for evacuation, but I'll take it in the
interest of formality. All in favor of leaving, raise your hands
and say, yea."

The crowd exploded in a resounding,
yea, followed by a round of applause, whistles, and cheers. After
it quieted somewhat, one fellow yelled, "Was there any doubt,
Commander Brewer?"

"No, I can't say there was. That
settles it. We leave today. We will not spend another night here —
" Brewer said, and was interrupted by another resounding cheer.
"Okay, okay, calm down, everyone. I have directives to issue to
make this departure an orderly operation. I want all of you to
return to your huts and begin packing. Pack only what you brought
with you when we first arrived. Be back here in front of this hall
by eighteen-hundred-hours. That's six o'clock this evening, Earth
time, for you civilians. I'll have shuttles waiting to fly all of
you up to Messenger. You'll be flown up in the order you return. It
will take a while to transport all two-million of us, but we should
be finished before the coming nightfall. You don't have to be
concerned about disassembling your huts. I plan to leave them,
along with the generators and carts for the use of the scientific
team that will probably return. As I said, pack only your most
chariest valuables. Because we have wormhole technology, the flight
back to Earth will only take a few minutes. For the members of the
breading couples, don't' get too comfortable. We may be ordered
back here once we return to Earth, but I doubt it. Keep in mind
there is no rush. As long as you leave your hut by six tonight,
even if you have to walk the ten-miles from the outskirts of town,
you'll have plenty of time to board a shuttle. If there is a delay
for any reason, I want the couples whom are pregnant, or with
newborns, to occupy the cabins on Messenger. There aren't enough
rooms for all two-million of us, but for such a quick trip, we
won't need a lot of cabins. Of course, you, Doctor Keets, and your
husband will keep your room," Brewer, said, while turning to look
at Dot, who blushed in embarrassment. "You're our most esteemed
passengers, and deserve excepted consideration. Because everyone
couldn't fit inside this hall, I want everyone here to inform
anyone you encounter outside of the evacuation plans. Is there any
questions?" Brewer, asked, while facing the crowd,
again.

One man in the crowd asked, "
Commander, you mentioned the breeding couples might be ordered back
here. My wife and I are one of those couples. Will I have an
opportunity to decline returning to this God offal planet? I don't
want to ever come back, even if the scientist say it's
okay?"

"I can't answer that. It's not my
decision. Although, if it were left to me, I'd say you wouldn't.
When you volunteered for this mission, in my eyes, it was the same
as volunteering for the armed services, and should be viewed as
such. In my opinion, once you sign up, you're in for the duration.
However, I'll add this caveat — when you sign up to protect your
country, at least you know you might be going to war where you
might die, but this is different. When you signed up for this
mission, you were expecting to help populate a new world based on
the promise the new world would be safe for you and your progeny.
You did not sign up to put yourselves or your families in harms
way. You weren't told you might be pestered by tiny, sleep
depriving, insects, or might be infected by an alien life ending
virus for which there is no cure. If you had been told or known of
those things, I have no doubt you wouldn't have volunteered, and
therefore should not be held to your enlistment. Any other
question?"

"Yes, Sir, I have a question," said,
Doctor, Ethan, "Do I have the option of staying here? I'm a
biologist, and have discovered a new kind of virus and want my name
listed in the science books as the discoverer — something I'd never
have the opportunity to do on Earth. There is nothing on Earth I
want to return too. I'd like to stay and wait for the scientific
team you said might return."

Brewer looked down at the floor before
answering, "Doctor, I can't promise a team will return, however, if
you want to stay at your own risk, I don't see why not. It's your
call, and your skin. Any other questions?" Brewer asked while
facing the crowd.

"Yes, Commander. I have a question, a
young fellow dressed in a hazmat suit without the helmet, that he'd
bought on Earth to bring to the new world just in case, stood and
asked, "I sold everything I owned on Earth to buy stuff I thought
I'd need for this mission including this hazard suit. I wanted to
be prepared for any emergency. Will I be reimbursed for my loss
because the mission is ending, but not because of anything I
did?"

"Listen," said, Brewer, now annoyed by
questions that had nothing to do with the evacuation. "I can't
answer that. Why don't you take it up with an attorney when you get
back on Earth?" He then turned to ask Dorothy, "Doctor Keets, do
you have anything to add?"

"No, Commander, you've covered
everything I can think of," Dot, said, from her seat.

"Okay," Brewer, said, "I'm calling
this meeting to an end. Remember, be back here, or on your way by
six tonight, and God speed."

The noise level rose several decibels
as the crowd filed out of the hall. Several people were seen to
high-five each other while glad to be leaving, while others left in
silence, not knowing what to expect once back on Earth. As they
came out of the hall, several people who couldn't hear everything
going on inside, asked the exiting crowd what happened. "Are we
leaving?" asked one desperate looking man, as he stood next to his
pregnant wife, and when told they were, he hugged his
wife.

Brewer sat heavily in his seat as he
watch the crowd leave. He was concerned about his career after
having been put in charge of a failed mission. He felt he should
have investigated Novus more thoroughly before bringing all these
folks to the planet. He wanted to send a message back to Earth
telling mission control of the abortion, but knew, because of the
great distance between Novus and Earth, over
two-hundred-light-years, Messenger would arrive at Earth
two-hundred-years before any message he'd sent.

Now glad she didn't have to convince
Brewer to call an end to the colonization experiment, Dorothy
grabbed Phil's arm and pulled him towards an exit. She wanted to
see if she could catch an early shuttle back to Messenger. She
wanted to tell George, the friendly alien more or less responsible
for finding Novus, they were leaving, and, also, secure her room.
They didn't so much as bother to return to their small Quonset hut
on Novus.

 


It is now ten-o'clock and the two suns
were high overhead while leaving plenty of time to complete the
upload of everyone. Considering the number of people being
transported, the move went surprisingly well. Everyone seemed to be
in a good mood, and didn't mind standing in a line approximately
ten across and a mile and a half long. But with all the shuttles
pressed into service, the people in line hardly paused as they
progressed towards the boarding site.

Brewer stood in front of the town hall
watching the people quietly board the shuttles as they became
available.

Doctor Ethan stood next to Brewer
while watching the evacuation, and appeared on the verge of
changing his mind about staying on the planet alone, but kept to
his decision.

 


Eventually, everyone was up on
Messenger except Brewer, his shuttle team, and Doctor Ethan. The
town seemed eerie without people walking around. Even the constant
dust from the dirt road was absent.

"Are you absolutely sure you want to
remain here alone, Doctor?" Brewer, asked Ethan, as he looked over
his shoulder at the deserted town sprawling off to the
east.

"Yes, Commander, and thanks for
leaving a shuttle behind and having that nice pilot teach me how to
fly it. If I change my mind I can always fly it back to Earth. You
did say the coordinates were programmed into the navigation
computer, right?"

"Yes, Sir, that they are. All you have
to do is hit enter on the navigation computer and a wormhole back
to earth will materialize. Of course, only do it while out in space
and not on the planet, but I'm sure you know that. Is there
anything else you think you might need before I leave?"

"Yeah, a nice female to help pass the
long nights," Ethan joked. "Just kidding. Thanks, Commander, but I
think I have everything I'll need for the next ten-years if needed.
By then I hope the powers to be on Earth will have decided to send
a team back here to do a feasibility study. Thanks, again,
Commander."

"Okay, Ethan, I guess that's about it.
I'm out of here. I'll see you later down the road, right?" Brewer
said, as he glanced up and down the dust filled dirt road to make
sure no one was left behind and saw a small tornado like dust devil
kicked up by a gentle breeze.

"That you will, Commander. That you
will," Ethan, said, as the men soul hugged while shaking
hands.

Ethan waved as Brewer climbed the
steps into his shuttle. He stood back and watched the shuttle climb
out of sight on its way up to Messenger, and then a little longer
after the shuttle was out of sight. Yeah,
you'll see me again, and next time you see me, I'll be known as the
renowned Doctor Ethan, he thought. This new virus will make me famous.

 


On Messenger, Commander Brewer asked
the helm if he was ready to form the wormhole back to
Earth.

"Yes, Sir. I'll have it exit at a
thousand miles from Earth, Sir,"

"Very good. Captain Phelps the ship is
yours."

Captain Corey Phelps was granted the
honor of Captain of Messenger behind his heroic destruction of the
menacing alien's planet. "Proceed, helm." Corey ordered, as he
turned to sit in his captain's chair.

The now experienced helm operator turn
to look out in space through the forward looking monitor. Although
he'd done it several times before, watching the wormhole form still
fascinated him. He pressed the enter key on the navigation
computer, which automatically located the destination of Earth, and
which had been previously programmed into the computer.

The Commander and everyone on the
bridge watched the ship's navigation computer gather the negative
energy and exotic matter used to stabilize a traversable wormhole.
Thanks to George, the process was now fully automatic, but
constructing wormholes wasn't always so simple, even for George's
alien species. It was then, a radio transmission from Novus was
received . . .

With George being what was called a
navigator when he served on his species' ships, he was aware of the
dangers of attempting to build wormholes, and because there were no
humans with his innate talent, he knew they would need a more or
less automated method of constructing the wonders of the universe,
and with Dorothy's aid, was able to do so.

As George also watched the wormhole
being automatically constructed on his pool mounted monitor, he was
reminded of his service as a navigator on his now destroyed ship,
and felt a twinge of remorse as he remembered his service . .
.

 


. . . It was a time before George was
captured during an earlier attempt to concur Earth and before the
attempt to colonize Novus.

While serving on one of the many
invading ships, and with his three eyes, the navigator, now called
George, peered at his monitor as if he could actually see something
out there in space in front of the ship. The alien Captain couldn't
see what the navigator saw. The only thing apparent to the Captain
was distant stars and the cold black void of the seemingly empty
space — the reason why navigators were so valued.

Navigators, including George, were
born into their trade, and had abilities unique to none other of
their species. Although the Captain had seen his ship's navigator
perform his little understood abilities, he still couldn't fathom
what the navigator focused on ten-miles in front of the ship, but
to the navigator, it was very evident. He moved this control,
adjusted that lever, all the while watching the elusive exotic
matter begin to be gathered. At first, all he could see was a
slight distortion in space, evident by a minimal wavering of
starlight from a distance sun, much the same as when heat rising
from hot pavement causes the light passing through it to shimmer
and waver. Once the shimmering reached a certain magnitude and
intensity, only evident to him, he stopped manipulating the
controls, and waited. At just the precise moment, he'd inject a
touch of the dark matter being harnessed by the ship's anti-gravity
engines — the alien ship's basic mode of propulsion.

Many millennia ago, his species had
learned to utilize dark mater to propel their ships by removing the
ever-present dark matter permeating the whole of the cosmos, from
the front of their ships, and place it at the rear, thereby,
causing a supper vacuum in the near absolute vacuum of space in the
front of the ships. By doing so, their ships were being pulled
through space by the super vacuum in front, as well as pushed by
the buildup of dark mater in the rear, thereby propelling the ships
at velocities near lightspeed. Actually, the ships weren't moving.
The ships were inside a dark matter bubble and it was the bubble
that moved.

Traveling at near lightspeed had its
advantages, but limited their range within any reasonable time span
— after all, the unbreakable laws of physics were the same
everywhere in the universe. So, when, many years later, the alien
ancestors discovered how to construct wormholes, all attention was
directed to perfecting the technique.

At first, they were inept and clumsy
with their attempts. They would sometimes accidentally create
dangerous black holes. They, at a time before the navigators or
their special skills were discovered, and not having the ability to
view the exotic matter being collected, frequently waited until too
much had gathered. Then, when they injected the dark matter, it was
usually too much, causing a massive black hole to form before their
eyes. Many a ship had been swallowed by the monstrous, devastating
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