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These are...uh, WILL be, the adventures of the Starship Hood! 

 

Space, the final frontier. These are the adventures of the Starship Hood. Her 

five year mission; to patrol the space-lanes of the Federation, to protect its 

newly-settled worlds and ancient civilizations, and to guard its citizens from 

fear, famine, malice and ill will!  
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ñBurdens of Command ò 
Chapter 1: The Calm Before The Storm 

 

 
 

A Constitution -class heavy cruiser, one of the ubiquitous workhorses of Starfleet in the mid 23rd 
century, cruised through open space at a steady pace. The markings on the forward part of her saucer 

section identified her as U SS Hood with the hull number of NCC -1707. 
     It was shortly after 0740 ship time, with the members of the Gamma shift on duty. The Gamma, or 

midnight shift was routinely quiet, with usually more junior staff manning key stations. On the Hoodõs 
bridge thi s particular day, a tall lean officer, his dark hair cut to a short length mi litary style cut, was 

seated in the command chair in the very center of the bridge. His blue -gray eyes, staring out from 
behind a pair of anachronistic thin -framed g lasses, focused on the stars streaking by on the viewscreen 
in front of him. The single stripe of metallic gold braid on the cuff of his yellow uniform shirt identified 

him as a lieutenant in the command division.  
     He was Lieutenant Scott James Larsen, a 27-year-old, six year veteran of the star service. His 

position in the command chair signified he was duty officer for the shift, responsible for everything 
that happened on that watch, for all routine decisions that had to be made, for anything that would 

not requir e direct handling by any superior officer.  
     Even on the late shift it was vital that no bridge station be left unattended, thus every one of the 

ten control stations around the circular command center of the powerful starship was fully manned, 
five of them by other full lieutenants, the others by more junior officers and enlisted personnel. With 

but one exception, all of the personnel on the bridge were the same age or a few years either side of 
Larsen, but their youthful looks were no indicator of the experience with which they handled the 

complicated and delicate controls of the powerful spacecraft.  
     Between the command chair and the viewscreen mounted in the forward bulkhead was the helm 

and navigation station, where all commands for the pi loting and maneuvering of the Hood were input. 
Here sat two of the other five lieutenants, both also wearing command division colours. The helm seat 



was occupied by Rupi Khalsa, a not at all unattractive woman of East Indian descent, whi le the 
navigation position  was occupied by Aji l Ranox, a representative of the Edosian species, a three -armed, 

three - legged race whose chiseled features and orange skin made him stand out amongst the bipedal 
crew.  

     Directly behind the center seat at the communications console s at Lieutenant Tessina ôTessõ 
MõRana, a female Caitian in a uniform of services division red. Her thick tan-colored mane, long tai l 

and piercing golden eyes gave her the appearance of a cat, and the sound of her purring breath 
accompanied by the occasional lazy f lick of the tai l as she worked her instruments only added to the 

image.  
     To her left was the science and library computer station, manned by the sole officer on duty in 

sciences blue. Lieutenant Dakota Kimmirut was a slender aboriginal woman wit h mysterious dark eyes 
and raven colored hair that was braided and adorned with beads and small feathers. She was studying a 

readout on the station, jotting notes on an electronic clipboard.  
     The station off Kimmirutõs left was the navigation subsystems console, currently operated by a 

young female ensign with delicate Asian features. 21 -year-old Shizu Haruna was truly the baby of the 
duty crew, less than a year out of Starf leet Academy on her first starship assignment tour. Her close -

cropped cinnamon hair and wide sparkling blue eyes made her look even younger than her already 
tender age.  

     The weapons systems station that adjoined the navigation substation was manned by the one 
exception to the bridgeõs current 20-something complement. Lieutenant Ke nneth ôKenõ Washington, a 

burly black man with not a trace of hair on his head, was at 45 almost double the average age of the 
rest of the bridge crew. With a solid quarter century of service in the f leet, he had climbed his way up 

to the commissioned rank s from the enlisted grades.  
     Between Washingtonõs console and the viewscreen was the defense systems half-station, a smaller 

console that had only four data display monitors and one overhead screen as opposed to the eight and 
two respectively of the la rger consoles. It was currently manned by Technician 1st Class (Phaser) 

Branson Thibodeaux, a small, wiry, fiery 23 -year-old Cajun lad from New Orleans. Where Washington 
was responsible for the shipõs offensive systems, Thibodeaux managed the shipõs defensive systems; 
shields, navigational deflectors and the like.  

     On the opposite side of the viewscreen there was another half -station, this one for the monitoring 
of engineering subsystems. On duty here was Petty Officer 2nd Class (Power Systems) Sven 

Lindenmayer, a hulking example of Scandinavian manhood. It seemed impossible for someone so big to 
handle delicate instruments or work in the sometimes confined spaces of the Engineering decks. 

Adjoining the burly Swedeõs console was the environmental systems station, manned now by Petty 
Officer 3rd Class (Environmental) Dae-Hyun ôDanõ Park, a native of the New Seoul settlement on Mars. 

The diminutive Korean looked even smaller alongside the bulky Lindenmayer  
     The last station in the ring, adjoining the tu rbolift doors was the engineering station, manned by 

the fifth of the lieutenants on duty, Rodney Richardson. A man slightly older and every bit as tall and 
lean as Larsen, the New Zealand born engineer was the shipõs senior power systems specialist and 

fourth in the overall chain of command of the engineering department.  
     The lieutenant in the center seat picked up an electronic clipboard and stylus of his own that had 

been resting on the arm of the command chair for the entirety of the shift. òAll right everyone, final 
status updates please,ó the young officer commented. òThe captain should be up in a few minutes. Ms. 

Khalsa?ó 
     òSteady on 150 mark three, Scott,ó the helmswoman commented from her position, glancing down 

at the astronavigation readou t that formed part of the console between her and the navigator, then 
brushed some of her jet -black hair from her face as she turned to report to the acting commanding 

officer. òHolding at warp factor four.ó 
     òThanks, Rupi.ó The lieutenant in the command chair acknowledged as he made the notation on the 

clipboard. òAjil, whatõs our ETA at Starbase 7?ó 
     òJust under six hours at present speed; weõre well ahead of schedule for our rendezvous with the 

Keppler at the Starbase.ó The alien navigator also turned from his instruments brief ly to make his 
report.  

     òUnderstood.ó Scott swiveled the command chair 180 degrees to address the communications 
officer. òTess, any new signals coming in?ó 



     The Caitian officer shook her head. òNothing, sirrr. The boarrrd is clearrr,ó she purred with a slight 
smirk after casting her eyes over the indicators brief ly.  

     òExcellent. Dakota, anything new on sensors?ó 
     òNegative, sir,ó Lieutenant Kimmirut, the shipõs senior stellar cartographer and member of the 

Okanagan tribe of western North America, noted with a grin, looking up from her own logs. òAll 
contacts within sensor range positively identified and verified, nothing out of place.ó 

     òFor Godõs sake, Dakota, will you and Tess knock off that ôsirõ stuff?ó the lieutenant in the center 
chair chuckled. òThat makes me feel so damn old.ó Larsen proceeded around the ring, one station at a 

time gathering status updates for the log. The only anomalous thing reported was by Dan Park, 
describing a f luctuation in a section of artificial -gravity deck plating on one of the lower decks of the 

saucer. That was noted by both Larsen and Richardson to be followed up on and repaired.  
     òThank you very much, ladies and gentlemen.ó Scott made this last note on his clipboard. òAfter 

weõre relieved, Iõm headed down for some breakfast. Anybody up for joining me?ó 
     òThatõs the best suggestion Iõve heard all night, sir.ó Lindenmayer commented in his unique accent. 

òI could just murder some pancakes just like Mother used to make. But Iõll settle for what our food 
processors can come up with.ó 

     òNo breakfast for me, boy,ó Thibodeaux commented. òI need me a nice big down home 
dinner...shrimp Clemenceau, duck sausage, bread pudding...ó 

     Across the bridge, Kimmirut made a r etching sound. òGod, Mr. Thibodeaux, how can you eat stuff 
like that all the time?ó 

     òThatõs the only kinda cookinõ I knew till I left home for tech school, lieutenant. And my ma cooked 
it the old -fashioned way, no food processors in her kitchen.ó Kimmirut visibly shuddered as the 

technician let out a chuck le.  
     òCount me out,ó Haruna commented, suppressing a yawn as she leaned back in her seat. òIõm going 

to bed. I canõt get used to this midnight shift stuff. How have you all managed it for so long?ó Haruna 
had only been detailed to Larsenõs supervision a few nights before, and the young girl had been having 

difficulty adapting to the odd hours.  
     òItõs just something you have to learn to adapt to, Ensign,ó Ranox offered his young subordinate. 
òYour personal time and habits may become a little disorganized at first, but it comes to you with 

time.ó 
     The banter in the command center paused when the turbolift doors parted, and out strode the 

imposing 6-foot figure of Captain Jake Guererro, the Hoo dõs commanding officer. The captain was in 
good physical condition with only his slightly weathered features and hair that was both retreating at 

the front and thinning on top giving indications of his age. The 45 -year-old Guererro had spent an even 
twenty -two years in Starfleet, rising through the ranks of the service in the small ship component of 

the f leet, eventually commanding first the tug USS Ibn Daud (NCC-3806) and then the destroyer USS 
Etzel (NCC-509) before transferring to become second in comman d of the Hood three years ago under 

her previous captain, John Russell. After two years as XO, Russellõs retirement had seen Guererro 
promoted to captain and appointed as Russellõs successor. 

     òCaptain on the bridge!ó the lieutenant in the command chair called, moving to get up to clear the 
seat for the captain. Captain Guererro moved down to the chair and settled into it as Larsen stood 

alongside it. Larsen handed the electronic clipboard over to his captain after the senior officer had set 
his steaming cup of tea down on the arm of the chair. òReport for the shift, sir; it was a quiet night.ó  

     Guererro looked the report over  and asked, òAny incoming communications from Starfleet 
Command?ó 

     òNegative, sir. Bits and pieces of subspace chatter only, more rumors about the state of the non -
aggression negotiations with the Klingons. Just rumors or not, itõs not sounding too positive, captain.ó 

     òOfficially, the rumors are not far off.ó Guererro replied, lowering his voice somewhat to keep the 
conversation between him and the young duty officer as much as possible. òA breakdown in the 

negotiations is more than likely imminent, and you know what thatõll mean.ó Since Larsen had first 
reported aboard Hood eighteen months ago, he had quick ly proved him self a capable, competent and 

dependable officer, and since appointing him a command duty officer the captain occasionally 
informed the lieutenant of normally privileged command - level information that could prove vital to 

Larsen when he was in command.  
     òDamn.ó 



     òMy sentiments exactly.ó The skipperõs voice returned to normal now. òI also see here weõve lost 
about fifteen minutes off our arrival time at the base. Were there problems with the engines?ó 

     òNo, sir. I stopped the ship briefly twice when the starships Tashik-Sotra and Pompeii passed close 
to us. I rendezvoused with both ships to exchange items of cargo, sir.ó 

     òI see. That cargo wouldnõt happened to have been assignment patches, would it?ó Guererro 
glanced down at the arm of the c ommand chair, where a small stack of the patches, which were worn 

by every starship crewman in the fleet and which identified the wearerõs department assignment, 
rested. Larsen was an avid collector of the items and took any opportunity he could to obtain them. 

Although he could easily collect every one  of them  in the fleet from his own shipõs fabrication data 
bank, the challenge of obtaining them directly from the other ships made the hobby more appealing.  

     òSir, I thought with the lead time we had on our mission schedule...ó 
     Guererro smirked at the younger officer. òRelax, lieutenant, its  fine. Weõre so far ahead of 

schedule Iõm sure someone at command must think weõre cutting corners on our assignments. Shaving a 
few minutes off for something so minor isnõt going to bother me. Now on the other hand, if you were 

stopping to pick up a cargo of Orion slave girls or something, then Iõd have a problem.ó He handed the 
clipboard back to Larsen and picked up the stack of eight patches, leafing through the m. There was a 

full set of four from each of the two starships, one each for the command, sciences, 
engineering/services and medical departments. The patch from the destroyer Pompeii (NCC-506) was a 

simple design consisting of an elongated trapezoid with a n oval containing a few small circles on the 
top, making it look like an erupting volcano. The patch from the light cruiser Tashik-Sotra (NCC-1865), 

which unti l the loss of Hoodõs sister ship Intrepid  (NCC-1708) about a year and a half previous had been 
the second- largest ship in the f leet with a completely Vulcan crew, was a far more elaborate design 

consisting of several interconnected geometric shapes which mimicked a pendant used in the Vulcan 
Kohlinar emotional -purging ritual.  

     òWhere do these bring your collection to now, lieutenant?ó Guererro queried. 
     òThe patches from the Pompeii were the last I needed to finish a set from the first run of Saladin-

class starships, sir. The Miranda-class ships are being somewhat more elusive; the Tashik-Sotra 
emblems are only the sixth set Iõve managed to obtain from them, sir.ó 
     The captain chuckled again. òIt amazes me that you can remember your entire collection of the top 

of your head like that, lieutenant. Very impressive memory.ó 
     òItõs my passion, sir.ó 

     By now, more members of the morning shift were beginning to arrive, and the ritual of changeover 
was beginning to move forward. Khalsa and Ranox were relieved by the chief helmsman and chief 

navigator, Lieutenant Commanders Gavin, a husky cur mudgeonly Tellarite, and Chris Carpenter, a 
average build soft -spoken human. Kimmirut was relieved by Commander KwynnõHagek, the shipõs 

slender Saurian first officer. Other more senior officers and enlisted personnel from the Alpha shift 
replaced the other  Gamma shift crew.  

     ò0800; Gamma shift, youõre relieved.ó Guererro called after glancing at the chronometer set in the 
helm/navigation console pedestal. Larsen turned to go é then paused. òOh, sir, I almost forgot. Captain 

TõNes of the Tashik-Sotra sent this over for you as well.ó He reached down and picked up a cylindrical 
container from the deck plate beside the center seat. òA blend of Vulcan herbs and spices for your tea, 

sir. She said you were quite fond of these.ó 
     òExcellent...Iõve been trying to obtain more of this stuff.ó Guererro took the container and settled 

back into the command chair. He popped open the cylinder and shook a small amount of the highly 
aromatic granules into his tea. The aroma was a pleasant earthy smell that wafted around  the bridge as 

the captain took a sip of the beverage with relish.  
     òGood stuff, sir?ó Larsen queried. 

     òThe best, Lieutenant. Nobody knows tea like the Vulcans.ó 
     Larsen smirked. òI'll tell my family members in England you think that, sir.ó Guererro made a noise, 

grinned slightly and waved him away.  
     The lieutenant had grabbed the patches from the arm of the chair and turned towards the turbolift 

to join his shift -mates when Lieutenant Commander Flynn OõCallaghan, the Dublin-bred chief of 
communications, who had now relieved Lieutenant MõRana, spoke up suddenly, swiveling in his chair 

and reported,  òCaptain Guererro, thereõs a priority signal coming in for you from Commodore Rains at 
Starbase 7.ó 



     The pleasures of his newly spiced tea were immediately forgotten by the skipper. òOn screen, Mr. 
OõCallaghan.ó 

     The viewscreen wavered from the view of the passing stars to show an image of a man in a 
command division commodoreõs uniform seated at a desk. òJake, itõs good to see you again.ó The two 

men had been classmates at Starfleet Academy years previous, but the years had been somewhat 
better to the commodore than to the captain. Commodore Rains was commander of Starbase 7 and all 

Starfleet forces in that part of the quadrant.  
     òYou too, Brian. What can I do for you?ó 

     òI assume youõre aware of our current negotiations with the Klingon Empire.ó 
     òThat I am. Iõve heard that theyõre not progressing very well.ó 

     òYouõve heard right. Theyõve been stalled for some time; a lot of people expect them to break 
down at any time now. Weõve still got them at the table, but not many people think we can keep 

them talking much longer. ó 
     òThe Klingons? Iõm honestly amazed the negotiations have lasted even this long.ó 

     Rains laughed without meaning it. òYouõre right there, Jake. Effective immediately, Command has 
order all ships and stations to step up to Defense Condition 4 as a precaution. Youõll be immediately 

notified by Red Two/Code One communication if things escalate further. ó 
     òUnderstood. Anything else I should know?ó 

     òNot yet, but keep your guard up. The Klingons arenõt exactly known for starting hostilities with a 
formal declaration of war. ó 

     òUnderstood. See you soon, Brian.ó 
     The commodore nodded,  òRains out.ó 

     For the time being, the one point increase in defense condition meant only modest changes to the 
routines of Hoodõs crew; an increase in the diagnostics run on the shipõs systems by each duty shift to 

ensure their readiness and more maintenance e fforts on those systems. No standing alert status, no 
double shifts, no orders for all hands to be armed. But that could change at any moment now, with the 

negotiations in such a precarious position.  

 
 

*  *  * 

 

 



Chapter 2: News from Home and A Ghost from his Past 
 
The late shift bridge crew members, minus only Haruna, made their way to the main Recreation Room 

down on Deck 8. The social center of the ship, it was already busy with several dozen personnel from 
other sections of the Hood when they arrived. T he bridge staff split up once they arrived, some getting 

their meals from one of the numerous food processors, others sitting immediately to socialize with 
friends, and still others to the locker areas off the starboard bulkhead, where they would work up a  

sweat in the adjoining shipõs gymnasium before having their meals. 
     After getting his breakfast favorite  of three scrambled eggs with cheese, toast and a tall g lass of 

orange juice from one of the food processors, Larsen made his way to a table with s everal of his 
shipmates off toward one side of the room. Setting his tray down, he first turned his attention to the 

port bulkhead, where his entire collection of assignment patches --quite literally numbering hundreds -- 
lined the surface, arranged in neat order by class of starship, then further organized into sequential 

naval construction contract number. When the collection was smaller, he had displayed them privately 
in his own quarters, but there were now simply too many patches for that. With the capta inõs 

permission he had moved them to the Rec Room where the whole crew could now take in the display. 
The lieutenant had left spaces in the neat orderly rows and columns for where he was missing the 

relevant patches, and now he used small pieces of adhesiv e to add the insignias from the Tashik-Sotra 
and Pompeii to the display. Stepping back momentarily to ensure they were mounted properly, Larsen 

smiled in satisfaction and moved back to his breakfast.  
     Ensign Ellis Lindsay, a warp drive specialist who worked the Gamma shift in engineering and friend 

of Larsenõs, shook his head full of curly blond hair and grinned as Larsen sat down across from him. 
òYou and those patches of yours Scottie-boy, I just donõt know some times.ó 

     òKeeps me off the streets and out of trouble, Lindy,ó Larsen smirked back as he dove into the eggs, 
covered in melted cheese.  
     òIõve always wondered how you laid hands of some of those patches, Scottie,ó Khalsa commented as 

she looked over at the collection. òI mean, youõve got patches there from ships that have long since 
been lost. Constellation, Defiant, Kongo, Intrepid, Quintillus  . . . some of them would be impossible to 

get now.ó 
     òSome of them were just blind luck, really. I made some connections during my hitch at Starfleet 

Command and acquired some that way, others in trades with other collectors, more than a few I came 
across digging through merchandise from space traders at starbases or space stations during my tours 

on Excalibur and here.ó 
     òSpeaking of starbases, didnõt you want MõRana and I to keep our eyes open for something when we 

got to Starbase 7?ó Dakota queried.  
     òYeah, there was; Iõve got duty tonight so I canõt take any time to go over there. I know you two 

and some of the other girls have plans  to check out the civilian bazaar on the base when we get there, 
so Iõd like you to keep your eyes peeled for some fabric for me. Anything you spot in pink or purple or 

combination thereof that would make a nice dress.ó 
     òNot for you I hope,ó Lieutenant Ben Pearson, one of Hoodõs quartet of surgeons quipped with a 

grin. A man in his late 30`s with an offbeat quirky sense of humor and a shock of prematurely silvered 
hair, he supervised the midnight sickbay shift. òYou havenõt got the legs for it, and pink and purple 

arenõt really your colours.ó 
     òItõs for my niece Becky, smart guy.ó The helm lieutenant replied around a mouthful of toast. 

Swallowing, he continued. òSheõs graduating from seventh grade this year, and would like to have a 
really sharp looking dress for the event. Last time we were back at Earth, I promised her Iõd keep my 

eyes open for some fabric in her favorite  colours while weõre out on patrol. We have plenty of 
opportunities with us being on core quadrant patrol and meeting up with so many civilian cargo ships 

and merchants at the starbases, but I canõt get away this time to check cause of my duty shift.ó 
     òCanõt she find something a little closer to home?ó Ranox queried. 

     òNothing she can afford to buy herself or that she likes. I figured out here the odds might be better 
with all the Merchant Marine ships and independent traders around.ó 
     òForrrgive me, Scott,ó purred MõRana, òyou might have explained this beforrre, but this girrrlõs not 

actually rrrelated to you by blood, is she?ó 
 



     òNo; sheõs the daughter of the woman my ex-girlfriendõs brother is living with. I call her ônieceõ for 
the sake of clarity, though I became so much a member of the fami ly when Mel; my ex; and I were 

together she and the other kids in the cla n may as well be actually related to me.ó 
     òWas she the one you bought that necklace for when we stopped over at my home world a few 

months ago?ó Another close comrade of Scottõs, Ensign Thala, a pretty Andorian girl who worked as a 
computer science te chnician, inquired.  

     òThatõs right. She got that for her 13th birthday during our stopover at Earth back in January.ó  
     òYouõre really good to her; to all of them from what youõve said.ó Khalsa commented. 

     òYeah, theyõre great kids. I never had any kid brothers or sisters growing up, so I kinda spoil them a 
little. Theyõve all gotten souvenirs from across the Federation for their birthdays and Christmas since 

Iõve known them; in fact, itõs Beckyõs brother Cameronõs birthday tonight. Iõm planning a subspace call 
to Earth during the party tonight to surprise them and hopefully watch Cameron open the gift I got 

him.ó The ship was kept on the same time as Starfleet Command in San Francisco, which was the same 
time as in Larsenõs hometown, a suburb of the city of Vancouver, Canada, so there would be no need 

to calculate a time to call due to a differential between the ship and Earth.  
     òWas that the away team jacket you shipped to Earth a few weeks back on that cargo ship?ó 

Kimmirut grinned.  
     òYep, thatõs the one.ó 

     The doors to the Rec Room slid open as two crew members from the midnight shift communications 
crew strode into the room, each packing a box of record tapes under an arm. òLadies and gentlemen of 

the Gamma shift, we come bearing g ood news.ó The senior of the two, an ensign named McEachern, 
called out. òMail call!ó There were a few cheers and applause from some of the personnel as the two 

comm specialists began to hand out or toss out tapes to the personnel from the night shift who were 
present. òAitken! Austin! Bloxom! Cunningham...!ó 

     òAll right, thatõs a way to brighten up the morning!ó Khalsa cheered as the two made their way 
around the room handing out tapes. Setting whatever they were doing aside for the moment, some 

members of the crew made for the viewing screens set on each end of every table to read their letters 
or scan the photos from their loved ones or friends on other ships. Others chose to save them for the 
privacy of their own quarters.  

     Ensign McEachern approached the table occupied by the majority of the bridge watch, leafing 
through the record tapes that remained in the box. òKhalsa . . . Kimmirut . . . Larsen.ó The 

communications ensign acted as though the record tape for the helmsman/duty officer weighed a  ton 
instead of a few grams when she removed it from the carrier. òThe data file addressed to you was a big 

one, lieutenant; looks like more family photos.ó 
     òYouõre probably right. Thank you Ensign.ó He placed the record tape on the edge of his tray, 

continuing to eat whi le he waited his turn at one of the viewing screens. The bridge watch crew had 
made it a habit to share their mai l with each other; spending eight hours a night together with 

generally very little happening had given the crew ample tim e to discuss their life stories with each 
other to help pass the time. They knew each otherõs families nearly as well as they did each other. 

     Unfortunately, the news from home today was not as positive as it usually was. With a war with the 
Klingons growing more and more possible with each passing day, the preparations for the conflict had 

begun to pervade many facets of daily life for the crewõs loved ones at home. More than one of the 
group had relatives who held commissions in the Fleet Reserve that  were being activated for duty, 

whi le sti ll others had friends or family in the engineering field who were being mobilized to help 
complete ships under construction at the f leet yards orbiting Earth and Mars, or to dust off and 

upgrade ships from the mothb all f leet for activation.  
     òWell, Scottie-boy, looks like itõs up to you for the good news today,ó Lindsay sighed after clicking 

off the viewer screen and withdrawing his tape. The lieutenant slid his tape into the console and 
flicked the display back on. A menu of photos appeared on the screen, and he selected a group shot to 

show his shipmates. òHere; this is the whole gang. This was taken at Beckyõs birthday.ó He began to 
indicate various people in the photo. òThatõs Mel there with her parents. Thatõs her sister Lisa, her 

brother Kent and his girlfriend Nicole, and Becky and her brother Cameron here. These three are Lisaõs 
kids; Harley, Storm and the little one pulling the shy routine for the camera is Maria.ó 

     òOh, Mariaõs so cute!ó Thala exclaimed, leaning in for a closer look.  



     The doors to the room parted again and two security officers stepped in. The leader of the two was 
Lieutenant Mehrdad Alkalamy, yet another friend of Lieutenant Larsenõs and a twenty-one year veteran 

of Starfleet who like Washington had come up through the enlisted ranks. The two men had become 
fast friends about five minutes after Larsen first set foot on Hood as her newest helmsman, when the 

security officer, after helping move Larsenõs collection from the transporter room to his new quarters, 
donated extra patches he had from his three previous starship assignments to the new officerõs 

collection. The two securi ty men, ready for integrity patrol of the ship with their sidearms on their 
belts, were getting a quick cup  of coffee before starting their rounds.  

     òScottie!ó Alkalamy called over after getting his cup. òHow you been?ó 
     òNot too bad; two new patch sets last night from the Tashik-Sotra and the Pompeii.ó 

     òTerrific! Oh, since all you Gamma shift crew are here; this is our new security officer. Heõs going 
to be assigned to your shift after I show him the ropes for a bi t, so I thought you should get to know 

him.ó Mehrdad gestured to the other security man, just starting to turn from the food processor bank. 
òThis is Lieutenant . . . ó Larsenõs face darkened as he caught sight of the face of the other man, a 

short stocky, brawny type, who also like Ken Washington, was bald as a billiard ball. òOh my God . . . 
Rob Komack!ó 

     The security lieutenant had a similar reaction. òI donõt believe it . . . Scott Larsen!ó 
     Then simultaneously, òWhat the hell are you still doing in the service?!ó 

     Things only got worse from there as the coffee cup was tossed unceremoniously aside as Komack 
stormed over. òI thought you were cashiered out of Starf leet for good after that mess during the M -5 

investigation!ó 
     òMe? Why should I have been the one to get kicked out? You were the one brought up on dereliction 

charges, remember!ó Larsen was on his feet now, shouting back at the security man, matching him 
decibel increase for decibel increase.  

     òYou were the one responsible for trying to load me up with that bogus charge! Iõm glad your career 
almost got buried! How did you manage to wheedle your way into that j ob at Command anyway? You 

were bound for Delta Vega from what I heard!ó 
     òDonõt pin it all on me, mister; I wasnõt the only one who thought you deserve the boot, and the 
actual laying of the charge wasnõt my decision! Youõre the one whoõs career should have been buried; 

that dereliction charge should have seen to that!ó 
     òI was cleared!ó 

     òBull! More like daddy bailed you out, and tried to get rid of anyone who he thought was trying to 
expose his incompetent son for the useless officer that he w as!ó 

     òWhy you son of a.. !ó Komackõs hand twitched slightly in the general direction of his belt, but then 
stopped and he went to lunge at Larsen across the table. He got about one step before he stood face to 

face with the entire compliment of the ta ble, standing between the arrogant securi ty man and Larsen. 
The security guard, quick ly regaining his composure after realizing any further move would get him into 

a fight heõd be hugely outnumbered in, cleared his throat, straightened his uniform and turned to go. 
Every person in the room was giving Komack a glare of contempt as he moved to rejoin Lieutenant 

Alkalamy. òCan we get on with those rounds, sir? Iõd like to get started right away.ó 
     òYeah, sure.ó Totally bewildered by the situation he had just seen, Alkalamy finished his coffee and 

put the cup in the waste reclamation unit, leading the new security officer out of the room. He cast a 
last puzzled glance at Larsen before the doors snapped shut. All the heads in the room now turned 

toward the du ty lieutenant, who had sat down to finish eating his breakfast as though the previous two 
minutes hadnõt occurred. 

     òHeõs the son of a bitch,ó Lindsay muttered to no one in particular. 
     òWhat the bloody hell was that all about, mate?ó Richardson said, in shock over the blowup heõd 

witnessed. Larsen could have a temper when seriously driven to it, but no matter how bad the 
situation, no one had ever seen the duty officer that  enraged. There had been fire in Larsenõs eyes as 

soon as the security lieut enant had been recognized.  
     òNothing, Rodney; nothing at all.ó Larsen didnõt look up from his repast. 

     òThat was not nothing!ó Ranox replied. òYou looked like you could have killed that guy given the 
chance!ó 

     òI wanted to shrrred him a bit myself,ó MõRana hissed, tapping her manicured claws on the 
tabletop.  



     òWho was he?ó Kimmirut persisted. 
     òHe mentioned the M-5 . . . you werenõt a part of that disaster with that lunatic computer, were 

you?ó Pearson queried. 
     Larsen looked up at his shipmates, their faces uniform with concern for their friend. He sighed 

reluctantly. òThereõs no way I can get out of explaining this, is there?ó 
     òNot after that display we witnessed.ó Thala responded. She reached across the table to take hold 

of Larsenõs hand. òCome on, if you canõt talk to your closest friends when somethingõs troubling you, 
who can you talk to?ó 

     òAll right. It all started at the end of my hitch on the Excalibur . . . we were headed along on 
routine patrol when we got orders to head to Starbase 6. The ship was going to take part in the M -5 

computer exercises against the Enterprise, though we didnõt know that at the time. I was going to miss 
them though, as the course I had wanted to take at the Academy to get my dual helm/navi gation 

qualification had opened up. A dozen of us in total were scheduled to leave the Excalibur at the base 
for reassignment, annual leave or training classes, and a transport/tug that was going to pass through 

the base soon after we got there had agreed to take us along on its trip back to Earth . . . ó 
 

3 Years Ago 
USS Excalibur (NCC-1664) 

 

 
 

     The starship Excalibur, yet another of the Constitution class, closed in on Starbase 6. On the 
bridge, the communications officer turned in his chair toward t he captain. òCaptain Harris, the 

Starbase has cleared us for approach to Docking Port 4.ó 
     òUnderstood, Ensign.ó Captain Travis Harris replied around the cigar that forever seemed to be 

clenched between his teeth. Harris was a 30 -year Starfleet veteran , a flamboyant, loud, opinionated 
old-school line officer who had served throughout the Klingon Cold War and innumerable scrapes 

since. Exactly what Starfleet had needed in those days, he had now become an anachronism and 
almost an embarrassment to the sta r service, his big mouth and bullheaded ways building him a solid 
career ceiling at the rank of captain. Two things that saved him from being retired were his many 

fellow officers from that era that were now senior flag officers, and his sheer capabilities  as a 
starship commander. òMr. Larsen, take us into the docking port,ó Harris grinned as he clapped the 

young officer at the helm station on the shoulder ,  òLast maneuver youõll make for six months son, 
make it a good one.ó  



     òAye, sir.ó Freshly promoted exactly one week before, Lieutenant junior grade Larsen manipulated 
the Excaliburõs helm and maneuvered the ship toward the indicated docking station. Two other 

Constitutions were already moored at the base; the Lexington (NCC-1703) and the Hood. 
     òClosing in to moorings . . . ó There was a slight rumble and a bump as the ship made contact with 

the docking gantry and the moorings engaged. òMoorings locked . . . establishing umbilical support 
connections . . . docking completed, sir.ó 

     òWell done, lieutenant. You better go and get packed son, the  Pythagoras will be through in about 
two hours to pick you and the others up.ó 

     òYes, sir.ó Larsen left his station and moved toward the turbolift doors, but not before pausing 
beside the command chair. òCaptain Harris, before I leave, Iõd like to say itõs been an honor serving 

under you, sir.ó He extended his hand toward Harris, who accepted it in a hearty handshake.  
     òYouõve made one fine helmsman, lieutenant; once youõve completed that stint at the academy for 

your dual qualification, thereõll be a place for you on this ship.ó 
     òThank you, sir.ó With that the lieutenant JG headed for the turbolift and headed to his quarters 

to get packed. After that, he headed to the transporter room, ready to leave Excalibur for the final 
time. The others of the group were either already there or arrived soon thereafter, ready for 

transport over to the Starbase.  
     òLike I said, there were twelve of us in all leaving the ship; I was the only officer in the bunch apart 

from Excaliburõs legal officer, a full lieutenant named Ben S lade. He was headed back to Command to 
take up a post at the Judge Advocate Generalõs office, which with his excellent service record would 

mean a promotion to lieutenant commander like  that. After we beamed over to the base transporter 
complex, we gave our orders to a duty communications officer, this rather disinterested ensign . . . ó 

     ò. . .named Rob Komack.ó Kimmirut offered. 
     òThatõs the guy, though we didn't know that at the time either, at least initially. When S lade gave 

him our orders tape, Komack was so busy hitting on some yeoman he didnõt even look at the 
lieutenant, and then he just tossed the tape on a stack to be transmitted whi le we waited for our ride. 

The Pythagoras arrived soon after and we left just as the Enterprise  was getting to the base. Of course, 
we all know what happened soon after that.ó 
 

*  *  * 
 

     òThe Enterprise is moving in, Captain ,ó Larsenõs replacement at the Excaliburõs helm, Lieutenant 
Diana Palmer reported , adding,  òDistance now 100,000 kilometers  and closing.ó 

     òStand by phasers, Lieutenant; 1/100th power. We just wanna get her attention, not do any real 
damage.ó 

     òAye, sir,ó she replied and made the appropriate adjustments to the p hasers. 
     òIncoming signal from Commodore Wesley on the Lexington, sir,ó the communications officer 

reported ,  òAll ships are to break formation, and attack at will.ó 
     òAcknowledge that, Ensign. Stand by, helm.ó 

     òSir, the Enterprise is firing her phasers at the  Lexington,ó t he science officer , Mei Ling,  report ed 
from the science station. Her  voice suddenly rose to a panic ,  òPower levels read full strength!ó 

     òWhat? Verify that!ó But Harris got all the verification he needed from the viewscreen when the 
blue beams of energy lanced out from  Enterprise and struck home on the  Lexingtonõs saucer, striking a 

powerful blow on the shipõs impulse engines and causing severe damage to the commodoreõs flagship. 
The Lexington sheared off and maneuvered out of the line of fire of the  Enterprise, which simply 

adjusted to a new target . . . the  Excalibur.  
     òShields, now! Helm, evasive maneuvers!ó Harris ordered even as the Enterpriseõs phasers lashed 

out again, striking the  Excaliburõs engineering section before anyone could do anything to protect the 
ship. The ship rocked violently and wallowed over to port, tossing most of the bridge crew from their 

seats. òDamage report, XO!ó 
     òDirect hit to the engine room!ó replied Lt. Cmdr. John Farrell from the navigation station,  

òTheyõre reporting heavy damage and fatalities! Warp drive inoperative, main power grid damaged.ó 
     òHelm, get us the hell out of here; best possible speed,ó Harris ordered, then  stabbed down on his 

intercom panel , shouting,  òEngineering, get those shields up now!ó 
 



     òIõd love to oblige you, sir, but we have serious damage down here. Unable to divert power to 
shields!ó 

     The Enterprise, under the complete control of the rogue M -5 computer, turned her attention on 
the  Lexington once more, striking her with another phaser salvo before turning back toward the  

Excalibur, which was trying frantically to reach safety.   Enterprise fired again, smashing the bridge, 
killing  nearly everyone there, and hitting the engineering hull a second time, destroying the main 

environmental system of the ship and knocking out what remained of her main power. Burned, 
battered, listing, her hull torn open in multiple areas, the  Excalibur shuddered to a halt, drifting 

helplessly across space. 
     Diana Palmer looked around the bridge.  There was a hiss of atmosphere escaping into space.  She 

could barely move, but she stood up and took her seat again, trying to get power to maneuver.  The 
systems were dead, but fortunately, at least for the moment, the tre acherous Enterprise had left 

them for dead.  Coughing, she looked around the bridge.  The Captain had been impaled by an 
overhead support.  He was dead.  To her right, John Farrell lay sprawled across the navigatorõs 

station, his neck twisted horribly.  Sh e felt the tears flow for her old friend and glanced past him to 
the sciences station where Mei Ling, Johnõs fianc®e, lay breathing shallowly.  Of all the bridge crew, 

only she and Mei Ling survived.  Hurriedly, Diana rushed to the communications console t o report the 
casualties to the Lexingtoné and to Hoodé. 

     òPlease hear me, Ray!ó she said after static overwhelmed the console which began sparking as it 
shorted out.  Diana rushed over to Mei Ling, and heard a whine from overhead.  The shell of the hul l 

wouldnõt hold much longer.  She put her arms under Mei Lingõs and carefully dragged her to the 
turbolift, praying it would open.  

     Thank the Lord, it did!   As soon as the doors shut, there was a shudder and boom from the bridge, 
then silenceé. 

     "Sickbay," Diana whispered hoarsely into the turbolift's microphone.  
     The turbolift lurched and whined, but it moved....  

 
*  *  * 

 

     òWith the environmental systems destroyed, what was left of the shipõs air that wasnõt lost through 
the hull breaches quick ly became unbreathable. Lucki ly some of the crew were able to get themselves 

into sealed compartments and use emergency life support systems, but they wouldnõt last long. But 
then Captain Russell and his XO at the time, Commander Ray Martin, moved the  Hood in close to the 

wreck of the Excalibur after the Enterprise  had backed off, and were able to rescue 75 people from 
her. Everybody else was later listed as KIA after the Excalibur was towed into the Starbase, and 

because our change of orders had never been transmitted by Ensign Komack . . . ó 
     òThe twelve of you that were actually on the Pythagoras were listed dead along with everyone 

else.ó Ranox mumbled, shocked by the story heõd heard. 
     òWait, wouldnõt they have counted the dead and realized there were some of you unaccounted 

for?ó Thala queried. 
     òSome of the crew were lost into space through the hull breaches, Thala; some of the bodies were 

never recovered. At the time, with the Excaliburõs computers wrecked, the surviving crew members 
either in too much shock, under treatment for serious injuries, or simply not knowing we werenõt there 

and with so much else connected to the aftermath of the M -5 going on, no one assumed any different 
than we had simply been ejected into space, never to b e recovered. All our families were notified 

officially we were dead. My mother and grandmother had to be rushed to hospital after hearing the 
news. All the while, we were tooling along onboard the Pythagoras, completely oblivious to any of this. 

No one tri ed to reach us, cause no one knew we were alive and well. Two weeks after we left Starbase 
6, we got back to Earth . . . and thatõs when things really started getting complicated . . . ó 

 
 

*  *  * 
 



     Lieutenant Larsen materialized in the transporter co mplex in his hometown of Langley, Canada, a 
suburb of the larger city of Vancouver. A quick ride on a transport and he was at the front door of his 

parentõs home, where he still lived whenever he got home to Earth. He buzzed the door chime and 
waited for a  response. After a few moments, his father appeared at the door, and something 

immediately struck the young officer as not right. The older man looked like an ex tra decade had 
been tacked on to his age, and the look he gave Scott wasnõt one the young man had ever seen on his 

dadõs face before. 
     òHi dad, Iõm home. Are you okay; you donõt look too good.ó 

     òWhat? What do you mean youõre home?ó 
     òUh, just that . . . Iõm home. I got into that training course I wanted at the Academy. . .for my 

dual bridge qualification.ó 
     òYou canõt be here. . .youõre. . .youõre dead! Starfleet told us you were dead!ó 

     òHuh? What are you talking about?ó 
     òAn officer from Starfleet Headquarters came here about two weeks ago and told us that there 

had been some kind of accident on the  Excalibur. . .all but 75 members of the crew had been killed in 
some kind of accident!ó 

     òWhat?ó Scott dropped his bags in the front foyer. òI didnõt hear a thing about that! I just spent 
two weeks on a transport/ tug coming b ack here from a Starbase, and when I left the  Excalibur there 

were 418 living men and women aboard her!  
     òNot any more. . .the officer from headquarters said that all but 75 rescued by another ship were 

dead, and that you were one of the casualties.ó 
     òOh my God. . .whereõs Mom?ó 

     òThe hospital. Both she and your grandma were taken there after we got word that you. . .had 
died.ó 

     òI gotta get up there, right now; Iõll check on them-- then get on to command and figure out what 
happened after I  left the Starbase.ó 

*  *  * 
 

      òThe whole incident was a complete mess. I contacted all the other members of the group to get 

together and try and figure out why weõd been declared dead. Five of us had relatives in the hospital, 
and it took two days t o even get through to somebody at headquarters to sort out our status and 

confirm we were actually not dead. By then, we were all angry and were ready to throttle someone for 
the situation we were in. The third day after we got back, Lieutenant Slade came to talk to me whi le I 

was visiting my mother and grandma in the hospital; heõd started his own unofficial investigation into 
our situation.ó 

*  *  * 
 

     òHey, Scottie, howõs your mom and grandmother?ó 
     òDoing better know that they know Iõm actually alive, but sti ll not out of the woods. Have you 

figured out anything yet?ó 
     òHave I ever! You remember that idiot ensign back at the Starbase who was slobbering over that 

yeoman?ó 
     òYeah.ó 

     òWell, I did some digging and found out that he never actually sent our change of orders. The tape 
is still buried somewhere in the pile back at Starbase 6.ó 

     òI figured that moron was somehow responsible. Whatõs the clownõs name?ó 
     òHang on to your hat for this one. . . Ensign Rob Komack.ó 

     òKomack?! Oh, just great; heõs a freaking admiralõs son. We might as well just give up any hope of 
him being punished right here and now.ó 

     òNot likely. Iõve talked to my new bosses at JAG headquarters, and I think I can persuade them to 
go for it anyway. Wi th that kind of proof, a charge of dereliction of duty is a slam dunk.ó 

     Larsen let out a slow breath. òI donõt know, Ben. . .going after an admiralõs son could bury us all. 
If you want to, go ahead, just leave me out of it. I just want to take care of  my family right now.ó 

     òAll right. Give them my best.ó 
 



*  *  * 
 

      òThe legal eagles at the JAG office filed their notice 24 hours later, and Komack was taken into 
custody at the Starbase. When the security guards arrested him, he was in rather a.  . . . compromising 

position with another female member of the base staff. Of course, about an hour after the arrest made 
the news, the avalanche came down. Vice Admiral Komack took over the investigation into the M -5, 

and pretty much became the bull in th e china shop. Anything that remotely connected his son to it he 
was determined to bury, and that included us.ó 

     òHow do you mean?ó Kimmirut queried. 
     òShortly thereafter, one by one, the twelve of us started to get new assignment orders. . .really 

odd ones, all directly from the office of Admiral Komack and ones that would certainly make our 
careers die a slow death. Lieutenant Slade, far from getting his job at JAG HQ, got assigned to 

supervise the engineering teams rebuilding the outpost on Cestus  III. Jess Fahey was assigned to the 
Oceanography section on Excalibur, and was due to take up an instructor post at the Oceanographic 

Studies School in Honolulu; instead she got packed off to the embassy on Vulcan.ó 
     òWhat good would a legal officer do on an engineering project or an oceanograph er on a planet that 

barely has a lake, let alone an ocean?ó Khalsa questioned. 
     òIt was a way of ruining their careers; stick them in a job where theyõd be out of their league, so 

there would be bad performa nce reviews and eventually separation from the service. I was the last one 
to get reassigned; I guess being a helmsman meant there was too many places to go where Iõd be 

useful, so Komack needed to come up with something really bad for me. I was about to b e shipped out 
to command the new maintenance staff assigned to the di lithium refinery on Delta Vega when one of 

my old instructors from the Academy, Commodore Muzzola, offered me a desk job on the staff of Fleet 
Admiral Porter. I spent the next eighteen mo nths testifying at M -5 inquiries, studying and training part -

time for my dual qualification and pushing paper at Fleet Operations.ó 
     By now, if the others hadnõt already disliked the new security officer and everything he 

represented, they did now. òAnd now, the prodigal son is onboard this ship and under your command,ó 
Thala remarked.  
     òYep, and with a war coming up. . . . This is gonna be interesting.ó Larsen sighed, leaning back in 

his chair.  
 

*  *  * 
 



Chapter 3: ñWhat Is It Good For? ò 
 
 

 
Two Days Later 

 

 
 
     Deep Space Station K-13 was one of the numerous K-series space stations scattered throughout 
Federation space. Usually constructed in remote areas as a way point and supply stop for independent 

traders and merchant ships, a K-station was  the kind of place that had it been set in a 20th century 
movie, it would be bui lt alongside a dusty remote road with a battered sign by it proclaiming it to be 

the last services for X amount of mi les.  
 

 



 
     K-13 was one of the numerous stations of various types built close to and right along the Klingon 

border and generally saw the same sort of traffic day in and day out; freighters, small private scout 
ships and the occasional patrolling Starfleet ship. Today though, was different; two Ptolemy class 

transport/ tugs were hovering near the station, each one towing two of the standard transport 
containers along behind it. Currently docked at one of the three moori ng arms of K-13 was the USS 

Sabine (NCC-3879) toting two Mark -1 liquid containers, whi le a short distance out orbited USS Donati 
(NCC-3825), with a Mark -3 refrigerated goods container at her tow pad and a Mark -5 products container 

behind.  
     As much as the ships of the Constitution -class were the swift strong stallions of the f leet, the 

Ptolemy-class ships were its rugged dependable pack mules. The hugely numerous type could be found 
throughout the length, breadth and depth of the Federation, working on e very conceivable kind of 

transport and towing assignment. Not meant to be explorers like the Constitution or the newer Miranda 
class, the tugs carried only a small team of sciences personnel in their crew, the majori ty of what 

would be science berths on larger ships were in the Ptolemyõs complement of 220 occupied by cargo 
handling and engineering specialists to sort, store and handle the freight they hauled and maintain the 

systems on the pods as they travelled.  
     The bridge of a Ptolemy was different t han a standard Constitution module, a smaller more 

compact design with a modified layout. A large master systems display dominated the bridgeõs aft 
bulkhead with a turbolift f lanking it on both sides. Three full stations and a half -station were set on 

each side, with engineering, environment and defense systems to port, communications, science and 
navigation subsystems to starboard. The two half -stations were dedicated to monitoring any transport 

containers the ship happened to be hauling. The center comman d module and the viewscreen in the 
forward bulkhead were the only design features carried over.  

 

 
 

     Commander Esperanza Buenaventura, commanding officer of the Donati for only the past six weeks, 
was seated in her command chair, using her foot to make the center seat swing gently back and forth, 

a much less irritating way to express  her current state of impatience with what was going on than 
drumming her fingers on the arm of the chair. Operating from the sector command base at Starbase 10, 

her ship and Sabine had been assigned to replenish the supplies of all the other stations in t he sector, 
both Starf leet and civilian -run facilities like K -13 that operated under Starfleet protection. Donati 

carried all manner of medical supplies, concentrates and raw materials for food processor units and 
countless containers of those multicolored nutrition cubes in the reefer pod she was towing, whi le the 

products container was packed from stem to stern with every spare part and replacement machinery 
unit imaginable. Sabineõs pods were loaded with high grade liquid deuterium, a fuel used in ground and 

station -based power plants as a standalone fuel and starship -based warp power plants as a reaction 
catalyst with antimatter.  

     At the Starf leet stations, the resupply process had gone off without a hitch; the fuel was 
transferred with the Sabine eit her docked or holding in geosynchronous orbit above the base, whi le the 

cargo from Donati was simply moved via cargo transporter after the ship had received a requisition 
order from the base.  



     At the civilian bases, the process had been nothing but hea daches. Each was run completely 
different from the next, with the civilian administrators insisting on following their own homespun 

procedures. Buenaventura had needed to bite her tongue more than once on this mission; a complaint 
from a civilian authori ty  would not bode well for her so soon into her tenure as a starship commander. 

With K-13, things were no different. This time, some fault had developed with the deuterium transfer 
process, either wi th the transfer pumps from the Sabineõs transport container  or with the baseõs supply 

conduits, depending on whether you asked the baseõs ragtag mix of civilian engineers or the starshipõs 
professional crew. It had been corrected, but with the result that the whole process was now forty -five 

minutes behind schedule. With the accumulated delays from previous stops, the total time lost was 
now nearly five hours. This newest delay, along with the stuffy arrogant manner of K -13's 

administrator, had taxed the commanderõs patience to near its limits. 
     Thankfully a re prieve was brought to her by her baby -faced chief of communications, a lieutenant 

named Ashcroft. òIncoming signal from the Sabine, skipper. Commander Rivers would like to speak to 
you.ó 

     òPut heem on de screen, Meester Ashcroft.ó Buenaventuraõs accent was thick, but understandable.  
     Ashcroft f lipped a toggle and an image of Commander Jordan Rivers of the Sabine filled the 

viewscreen. A dark haired man the same age as Buenaventura; in fact, they had been in the same 
academy class and were close frie nds; he wore a couple days worth of stubble to hide the fact that 

without it, heõd look closer to Ashcroftõs age than that of his fellow starship commander. òHiya, 
Esperanza. Weõre all wrapped up with the fuel transfer; your turn to deal with our Mr. Renfrew.ó 

Renfrew was the obstinate Englishman who administrated K -13.  
     òOh thanks, Jordan.ó She grinned at her counterpart. òI bet youõre glad datõs over, eh?ó 

     Rivers chuck led. òYou got that right. Thankfully that was the last of the civilian bases in the 
sector. From here on out, only Starfleet facilities.ó 

     òAh, efficiency; datõll be nice to deal weeth again. Whatõs next on your leest of bases?ó 
     òBorder Outpost Kilo 10-1. See ya there?ó 

     òYou know eet, Jordan. Catch you den.ó 
     òRivers out.ó His visage faded off the screen, replaced by an external view of K -13 and the Sabine.  
 

 
 
The other tug cleared moorings from the station and moved off, getting a respectful distance from the 

station before jumping to warp speed in the direction o f her next stop.  
 



     Ashcroft swiveled his seat toward Buenaventura again. òCommander, I have Mr. Renfrew standing 
by on Channel B for you.ó 

     òOn screen.ó 
     The image of the grey haired 50 -something station administrator wavered into focus. His vo ice was 

haughty, his accent thoroughly English, and his manners completely lacking. òWell, you took your 
bloody time responding to my hail.ó 

     Esperanza nearly bit through her tongue this time to avoid saying something smart to the civilian. 
Summoning all her professionalism, she stood up out of her chair and calmly responded, òWe are 

standing by for your supply requisition, Meester Renfrew. Just send eet over and I weell get my people 
started on delivering anytheeng you may need.ó 

     òI do hope youõll be more efficient than the crew of that other starship. They were absolutely 
dreadful at their jobs. Insisted on blaming my engineers for everything that went wrong, you know.ó 

Renfrew reached over and f licked a few switches on his desktop computer termin al. òMy requisition 
order is being transmitted now.ó Buenaventura glanced over at Ashcroft, who nodded confirmation of 

the requ isition.  
     òWeõll start assembling what youõve requested and begeen transporting as soon as posseeble, sir.ó 

     òVery well, commander. Renfrew out.ó The screen faded back to the external view of the base as 
the executive officer and chief helmsman, Lieutenant Commander Kaleden, let out a derisive snort and 

shook his head. òI donõt believe that guy!ó 
     òReal charmer, ainõt he?ó Navigation officer Lieutenant Moody muttered. 

     òNow, now, gentlemen, datõll do. Just because de man has a sizeable steeck wedged up hees butt 
doesnõt mean eetõs okay to tease heem.ó Grinning at the laughs that drew from her crew, the 

commander settl ed into her chair again and thumbed her intercom control. òBreedge to Lieutenant 
Oliver.ó 

     òGo ahead, skipper.ó The voice of Lieutenant Kimberley Oliver, the Donatiõs cargo control officer, 
filtered back.  

     òKeem, we have just received de supply requisition from Meester Renfrew; Lieutenant Ashcroft ees 
sending eet down to you now.ó The communications officer flipped a couple of controls. 
     There was a pause, then, òGot it skipper. Weõll get this filled out and shipped over ASAP.ó 

     òUnderstood. Breedge out.ó 
     Things proceeded routinely for the next half -hour or so. Lieutenant Oliver and her crew of cargo 

handlers, minus only one young technician who stayed on the bridge to continuously monitor the 
systems of the two containers, set to work g athering the supplies that Renfrew had requested and then 

transporting them to K -13. There was little on the list that needed to be retrieved from the products 
pod, so that was done first and then the entire team turned their efforts to moving supplies fro m the 

reefer container. Then, wi thout warning, the alarm light in the center of the helm/navigation console 
began to blink insistently, making heads snap around all over the bridge. Commander Kaleden 

consulted his instruments hurriedly. òSkipper, the automatic deflector controls just kicked in, but my 
scanners donõt show anything out there beyond the base.ó 

     Buenaventura, having shot out of her chair to peer over her second in commandõs shoulder at his 
instruments, turned now towards the science station . òEnsign SõVona, do de main sensors show 

anytheeng?ó The young Caitian junior science officer peered into his scanner hood. òNegative, 
commanderrr, I have nothing. . .wait, a sizeable space displacement rrreading now, bearrring 212 

marrrk 58, rrrange 10,0 00 kilometerrrs.ó  
     òPut dat area on de screen.ó The feline ensign made pressed the appropriate controls and the 

viewscreen adjusted to show that bearing. At first, nothing could be seen on the screen, then ,  a whole 
section of the starfield began to wa ver. The effect shimmered and f luctuated, forming into the shape 

of a Klingon D-7 Battlecruiser .  
 



 
 



 
     òHoly sheet!ó Buenaventura dove for her command chair and began barking out orders, opening the 

intercom as she seated herself. òRed Alert! All hands, man your battle stations, dees ees not a dreel!ó 
As the alert k laxon began to bleat, the commander turned first to the defense console, then to 

communications. òEnsign Belcarra, raise de shields and arm de phasers! Meester Ashcroft, put out a 
Priority One deestress call and den try and get ahold of de Sabine! Inform dem we need assistance!ó 

     òAye, maõam!ó Both men responded. 
     Her next order was directed to the cargo monitoring console. òMeester Richmond, alert de cargo 

crew dat we have to do an emergency ejection! Dey have seexty seconds to clear de container, or 
deyõll have to ride eet out dere!ó The technician looked over at his commander, startled. òMaõam?ó 

     òDatõs an order, meester! Keeck dose containers loose in one meenute! We canõt go into battle with 
dose elephants strapped to our back!ó 

 

 
 

     20-year-old Technician 2nd Class Richmond had been told nothing in training about ever jettisoning 
a cargo pod with a work crew sti ll on board, and even though there was environmental machinery on 

board to maintain survivable conditions, the pods had no shields and would be completely vulnerable 
when kicked loose from the tug. Sti ll he obeyed orders, sounded the jettison warning on the container 

as well as using his stationõs intercom to warn them, gave the crew the allotted time, then stabbed 
down on the jettison controls.  

 



 
 
     The pods separated from the tow pad and from eac h other as Commander Buenaventura and her 

crew finished squaring the Donati away for battle. Equipped with two twin phaser banks, one forward 
and the other aft, the modestly armed tug was hardly an ideal weapon to do battle against a D -7, but it 

was all th ey had for now. Hopefully the distress calls, now issuing from both the ship and the space 
station, would attract help.  

 
*  *  * 

 



 
 
     A short distance away, at least by intergalactic standards, the destroyer USS Saladin (NCC-500) was 
on a patrol of the  sector. These patrols had taken on an ever -increasing urgency in the last few days 

with the dark clouds of war looming ever larger. The job was not made any easier by several false 
alarms that had been raised, keeping the Saladin busy hustling back and forth across the area. Her 

skipper, Captain Ray Martin, was at present making the rounds of the bridge stations, pausing 
occasionally to closer study a readout or discuss something with one of the bridge crew.  

     Captain Martin had served a number of years  on the destroyer, working his way up through the 
ranks. Serving first as her helmsman, he eventually became her first officer under her former 

commanding officer, then Commander, now retired Captain, John Russell. The two men had then seen 
Hood through th e M-5 disaster whi le Saladin had been under refit, with Martin earning his captainõs 

stripes and being given command of the Saladin as reward for his part in the saving of the 75 survivors 
from Excalibur.  

 

 



 
     After completing the circuit, he turned t o his first officer/science officer, a Vulcan lieutenant 

commander. òMr. Xonac, any further sign of that intruder from earlier?ó Earlier, the Saladin had been 
called to investigate an unidentified ship reported orbiting an automated di lithium refinery near  

Starbase 10. They had pursued it most of the way back towards the border, unable to get close enough 
for a more detailed scan before losing the contact when theyõd had to change course to avoid an ion 

disturbance.  
 

 
 

     òNegative, captain,ó Xonac replied, consulting his scanner hood again. òNo unidentified contacts on 
sensors at all. Whatever that vessel was, it has not come back.ó 

     òKeep your eyes open for it.ó Martin ordered as he moved back to his command chair, but he had 
barely gotten seated wh en his chief of communications, Lieutenant junior grade Lisa Randall, suddenly 

spoke up. òCaptain, Iõm receiving a distress call from Deep Space Station K-13; they are reporting they 
are under attack by a Klingon D -7 Battlecruiser.ó 

 



 
 

     The series of false alarms, four in the last three days, gave Martin a brief momentõs hesitation 
about racing off towards another potentially bogus call, but a follow up from Randall cast aside all 

doubts. òThere is also a second distress call coming in now, sir, but the one from K-13 is so 
overpowering that all I can make out is the name of the transmitting ship; Donati.ó 

     òCaptain, the transport/tug Donati is listed as conducting a resupply operation in this sector.ó 
Xonac reported after hurriedly consulting his co mputer.  

     òTwo calls about the same thing; thatõs all the proof I need that this oneõs legit! Red Alert! Mr. 
Shea, arm all phasers and photon torpedoes!ó 

 



 
 
     òAye, sir!ó Lieutenant Commander Robert Shea, also known as Major Robert Shea of the Military 

Assault Command Operations, or MACOõs, the shipõs head of security and tactical officer, responded as 
the red alert klaxon began to blare. Sheaõs green uniform shirt and silver assignment patch made him 

stand out among the rest of the bridge crewõs gold, blue and red uniforms and gold assignment 
patches. He headed the 50-strong contingent of MACOõs; part Marines, part Special Forces; that served 

as the Saladinõs security team, boarding party and peacekeeping force for her patrol duties. 
 



 
 
     òMs. Palmer, alter course to K -13; maximum warp!ó Martin ordered his chief helmsman, Lieutenant 

Diana Palmer then turned towards the navigation console. òHow soon can we expect to arrive there at 
Warp 8, Lieutenant Ilia?ó 

 

 



 
     Palmer plotted the course and ex ecuted the necessary maneuver to point the Saladinõs bow toward 

K-13 as navigation officer Lieutenant junior grade Ilia consulted the chronometer. òIn just under 22 
minutes, captain.ó 

 

 
 

 
 

     òUnderstood.ó Martin pressed his intercom control. òBridge to Engineering; Mr. Singh, weõve got an 
urgent distress call coming in from Space Station K -13 and the starship Donati; I want bit of speed you 

can give me.ó 
 



 
 
     òCan do, sir.ó The voice of chief engineer Lieutenant Commander James Singh filtered back.  The 

Saladin was now racing towards K-13 with every bit of her warp power driving her forward, her total 
crew of 200, both MACO and line Starfleet, both officer and crewman, hurrying to their battle stations 

or already there. The destroyerõs firepower, with another bank of phasers and twin photon torpedo 
launchers, was far more of a match for a Klingon D -7 than the tug could ever hope to be. Sti ll, there 

was strength in numbers.  
     òLieutenant Randall, check to see if any other ships are responding to the distress call.ó Martin 

ordered.  
     òAye, sir.ó She consulted her console for a moment, working controls and with her earpiece pressed 

to her ear, then turned back towards Martin. òSir, I show the Sabine doubling back to assist, as well as 
the Molock on her way from near Border Outpost Kilo 10 -3; sheõs approximately an hour and a half 

away at maximum warp.ó Saladinõs sister ship Molock (NCC-522) had been assigned as her patrol 
partner for this part of the quadrant, and she was also racing to help K -13 and the Donati. òBut thatõs 

everybody in the immediate area, sir.ó 
     òUnderstood.ó Martin leaned back, contemplating the star streaks on the viewscreen as Saladin 

raced to the rescue. òWell then, looks like itõs up to us.ó 
 
 



 
 

     Donati shuddered under the force of a salvo from the D -7`s disruptors as she ducked and dodged 
around her only slightly larger opponent. So far, the Klingon had fairly evenly  split her salvoes between 

the tug, which had been able to dodge some of what was aimed at her, and the space station, but for 
the moment they seemed more interested in hammering away at the deep space station, which had 

obstinately continued to broadcast distress calls despite the Klingon initial attempts at jamming, then 
their intense firing at the station. Unarmed, K -13 had a strong sturdy deflector shield grid, but it would 

not last much longer under the intense pounding the Battlecruiser was dishing ou t.  
     òOur shields are down to 70 percent; K-13's are down to barely 20!ó Ensign Belcarra called out. 

     òContinue firing, ensign! Helm, breeng us about to 270 mark 5! Make a pass over top of dem, firing 
de forward phasers, den hit dem with de aft bank s as we clear de bow!ó 

     òAye, maõam!ó Kaleden adjusted his controls, swinging the ship in a hard port turn as Belcarra cut 
loose the forward phaser banks.  

 



 
 

     The blue bolts lashed at the Klingonõs ventral shields as she fired a reply disruptor salvo that 
slashed at the Donatiõs aft shields, which was answered by bolts from the tugõs aft phaser banks. These 

beams struck home on the shields protecting the D -7's primary sensor systems on the ôheadõ of the 
long-necked warship. Another disruptor salvo went wide as the tug sheared hard away to starboard, 

making a long loop in preparation for another pass.  
 

 
 
     As the Donati swung away, the commander of the Klingon Battlecruiser brought his fist down on the 

arm of his chair. òBah! This Earth captain handles that tug like a scout ship!ó He would have really 
been in for a shock had he known the true gender of his opponent. òCommunications, has that 

transmitter on the Earth base been silenced yet?ó 
 

 



 
     òNo, commander; it continues to send out distress signals!ó 

     òBring us about towards the station; I want a full salvo of all weapons on it! Disruptors and 
torpedoes!ó 

     òCommander, at this range a full barrage of all weapons could severely damage us as well. . .ó The 
weapons officer trailed off as he found himself staring down the emitter of his commanderõs disruptor. 

òDid I ask for a report on the risk to us, lieutenant?ó 
     òNo, sir.ó 

     òThen do as I ordered!ó 
     òYes, sir!ó As the weapons officer set to work, another officer spoke up. òCommander; sensors show 

another Earth vessel closing in! Itõs dropping out of warp!ó 
     òOn viewer!ó The viewscreen on the Klingon bridge, smaller and more an octagonal shape than the 

rectangular model on Starfleet ships, flashed to show the arriving vessel. òIt is another tug-class vessel, 
commander; identified as United Star Ship Sabine.ó 

     òI have eyes, Ensign!ó The new arrival had barely cleared warp speed when she jettisoned her two 
cargo containers, the residual momentum from the warp drive continuing to carry the pods forward as 

the ship charged towards the D -7, her forward phaser batteries blasting. òWeapons, fire a full salvo at 
the space station when it is ready, th en turn your attention to the Earth vessels. I want them 

destroyed!ó 
     òYes, commander!ó Working his controls, the Klingon lieutenant target his shipõs disruptors and 

forward torpedo launcher at K -13. òWeapons ready, sir!ó 
     òFire!ó 

 

 
 
     The green bolts of disruptor fire lanced out from the D -7's batteries, followed closely  by a brace of 

glowing orange orbs as her torpedo launcher spat forth its fury. Aimed directly at the space station, 
the full salvo of disruptors overwhelmed what remained of her shields as the torpedoes ripped into the 

stationõs superstructure, severely damaging the lower core of the station and starting raging fires. 
Burning furiously, the station began to break up.  

 



 
 
     òCommanderrr, the Klingon vessel has scorrred a dirrrect hit on the stationõs main corrre! Hull 

collapse is imminent!ó SõVona reported. 
     òCan we transport de people from de base aboard?ó Buenaventura queried. Before any of her crew 

could respond, there w as a sudden f laring fireball from the core of K -13 as the structural collapse of 
the main part of the station compromised her main power reactor.  

 

 
 
     With a final cry of shrieking metal and explosions, K -13 disintegrated. All three spaceships veered 

away in an effort to avoid the shockwaves and debris that began to f lare outwards from the destroyed 
space station. Donati and Sabine, further away, were able to avoid t he worst of it. The D -7, much 

closer, far too close in fact, took the explosion full brunt. One of the stationõs docking arms, torn free 
from the main core, slammed across the port side of the Battlecruiser as she attempted evasive action, 

brief ly overwhel ming her shields and in that moment striking both her port warp and impulse engines, 
as well as completely destroying her primary sensors. Green warp plasma began to vent from the D -7 as 

she shuddered under the blow. Although damaged, reeling and with her maneuverabi lity now on par 
with that of one of Donatiõs cargo containers, the Battlecruiserõs weapons still functioned and much of 

her crew was still able to perform their duties as they stabi lized the wounded ship and continued to 
fight, scoring a direct hit on the Sabine.  

 



 
 
      òWhat is our damage?ó The Klingon commander barked as his ship steadied. 

     òSevere damage to both our port side warp and impulse drive! Main scanners are now useless, and 
secondaries are functioning at only one -third efficiency! We have enough for weapons targeting, but 

the range is limited to 100 kellicams!ó 
     òContinue to fire as best we can!ó 
     òYes, commander!ó The weapons officer fired another salvo, striking another blow on the Sabine as 

the Donati continued to lash the D -7 with her phasers. The back and forth continued for some time, 
the Klingon crew holding their own. At one point during the battle, one of  the Sabineõs jettisoned 

Mark-1 containers drifted close to the Klingon vessel. òCommander, the Federation cargo pod has 
closed to within 5 kellicams of us!ó 

     òI am not concerned with it unless it bears weapons and is a threat! Does it or is it?ó 
     òNo, commander.ó 

     òThen pay it no heed! Focus on the Earth vessels!ó  
 

 



 
 

 

 
 

     This time both Donati and Sabine were hi t as the Klingons fired again, but shortly thereafter, t he 
Klingon scanners detected the arrival of another ship. òIt is difficult to read with the damage to our 

scanners, commander, but from the configuration it appears to be a scout -class vessel.ó 
 



 
 
     òAh, less of a threat than these tugs! Lock all weapons on the tug at 340 mark 12! Destroy it!ó The 

weapons officer went to fire, but was knocked off his feet as the D -7 shuddered violently. òThat was no 
phaser strike; that was a Fe deration torpedo!ó 

 

 
 

     Saladin swooped in, firing her phasers and photons at the wounded Battlecruiser . With her arrival, 
the two tugs regrouped and attacked again, multiplying the damage done to the D -7. She was still 

fighting hard though, as she was  able to get off that salvo the commander ordered just before Saladinõs 
arrival. The barrage of disruptors and torpedoes slammed into the Sabine, overloading her shields and 

doing considerable damage to the tug. Her engines disabled for the moment, she beg an to drift 
helplessly. As the Battlecruiser  turned s lowly to line up on her again, attempting to finish Sabine off, 

Captain Martin caught sight of the transport container that had drifted close to the D -7. Where the D-7 
captain had seen an object of incon sequence, Ray Martin saw a possible opportunity. He turned to his 

first officer.  
 



 
 
     òXonac, give me a scan of that transport pod. I want to know exactly whatõs inside that thing.ó 

 

 
 
     The Vulcan nodded and turned towards his scanner hood. òI will need to adjust sensors to 

compensate for the drive plasma leaking from the Battlecruiser --one moment, sir.ó The pulsating blue 
glow of his scanner i llu minating his face, the first officer reached down and worked several controls 

without taking his eyes out of the scanner hood for even a split second.  
 



 
 
     òI have it now, sir. . .a standard Mark-1 liquid transport container, contents read as approxim ately 

15,000 cubic meters  of refined deuterium. One of the tugs may have been on a refueling  mission when 
the Klingon attacked.ó 

 

 
 
     Martin leaned forward, intensely studying the Klingon ship on the viewscreen. òIf we were to fire on 

the pod with our phasers, could we detonate the deuterium and take out the Battlecruiser ?ó 
     Xonac shook his head. òUnlikely, captain. Our phasers would likely only melt the exterior of the 

container and cause the deuterium to be vented into space. And at phaser range, if we did achieve 
detonation, the resulting explosion could very well consume the Saladin and both tugs as well as the 

Klingon. However, a photon torpedo strike with us at maximum torpedo range would certainly cause 
detonation and keep us relatively safe a part from the resulting shockwave.ó 



 

 
 
     òWhat about the Sabine?ó As he spoke the words the question was answered as the Klingon ship got 

off what would be her last salvo even as phasers from both Donati and Saladin struck home, knocking 
out the D-7's primary power.  

 

 
 

     The last burst of disruptors and torpedoes impacted the disabled tug, destroying her in an instant 
cataclysmic burst of f lames; there were no survivors.  

 



 
 

     Rage filled Ray Martin as he helplessly watched the Sabine disintegrate. òLieutenant Randall, signal 
the Donati to back out to a distance of 150,000 kilometers . Lieutenant Palmer, back us out to that 

distance as well. Commander Shea, lock photon torpedoes on that transport container and fire when 
ready!ó 
 

 

 



 
 

     òAye, sir!ó All three officers replied instantaneously. The Donati moved clear of the engagement 
area as Shea reported he had target lock.  

 

 
 

     òFire!ó A red bolt shot from the Saladinõs torpedo tubes toward the container. In essence, a 
matter/antimatter bomb was now racing towards a container loaded with 15,000 cubic meters  of 
premium unleaded starship fuel.  

 
*  *  * 

 



 

 
 

     òCommander, a torpedo incoming! It is locked on that cargo pod!ó 
     òScan it! What is in there?ó 

     òIt reads as. . .deuterium, sir! In large quantity!ó 
 

 
 

     The Klingon commander had just enough time to utter one last curse before the missile struck the 
container and obliterated it and the Klingon vessel in one massive eruption.  

 



 
 

     There were cheers throughout Saladin and Donati as the enemy vessel was destroyed, but none of 
them were on the bridges of either ship.  

 

 



 
 

     òLieutenant Randall, contact Starfleet Command, Red Two/Code One. Inform them of whatõs 
happened here, and of the loss of the Sabine. Mr. Xonac, compile damage reports from the Donati and 

offer them any assistance they may need. Well, ladies and gentlemen, it appears as of now, we are at 
war.ó 

 

 
 

*  *  *  


