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Close Encounters 
 

 
 
“Two vessels have been detected approaching our location.” 

“Has our presence been detected?” 
“Analyzing situation now. Both vessels are travelling at high 

sub-light velocities. Sensor data indicates the lead ship–now 
designated Vulture One–is heavily damaged.” 

“The secondary vessel–now Vulture Two–appears to be in 
pursuit.” 

The four figures sat in a close circle but the room was too dark 
for them being able to see each other’s faces already hidden beneath 
the silver hoods they wore. They did not need their eyes to see. Each 
one connected to the others through ultra-high speed optical wires 
attached to the back of their necks and feeding directly into their 
cerebral cortexes. One to Four made up the entire crew of the ship. 
Nobody else was required as their orders were instantly translated 
into the organic main computer core by the same wires which linked 
them to each other. There were no control panels on the dimly lit 
deck and no hierarchy among the Cooperative. To a stranger the 
system would have seemed perplexing but the truth was it had 
worked flawlessly for centuries.  

“Conclusion,” One said in a high and shrill sounding voice, 
“Vulture One and Vulture Two have not detected our presence in the 
anomaly.” 

“They are involved in an internal struggle,” Three said. 
One’s shoulders moved fractionally when he spoke. “We 

should initiate contact. Much could be learned from this unknown 
species.” 

“We cannot risk becoming the target of their hostilities.” 
“It is decided,” Three said. “We will remain hidden and 

observe before we engage them in any manner.” 
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There was no reply. As it had always been, the Cooperative 
was in agreement. 
 

* * * 
 
“Their shields are down to thirty percent, they have suffered multiple 
hull breaches and lost all warp capability.” 

Captain Michael Owens of the USS Eagle watched the view 
screen intently, his eyes narrowed as he focused onto the fleeing 
vessel. He wasn’t sure what the outgunned and overwhelmed vessel 
was up to but he was fairly certain that they were beat, running, for a 
desperate attempt to buy just a little bit more time until the 
inevitable. 

“He’s trying to get into the Poseidon Maelstrom,” Lieutenant 
Commander So’Dan Leva pointed out, sitting right next to the 
captain, filling in for the temporarily absent first officer. Leva, a tall, 
dark-haired half-Romulan was much more comfortable behind his 
tactical station, especially during battle but Captain Owens had 
insisted that he serve as acting XO for the time being. Experience, he 
figured, which could only benefit the tactical officer. 

“Sensors and shields will be useless in there,” said the 
strikingly beautiful Lieutenant DeMara Deen from operations. “It’s a 
pretty smart move.” 

Lif Culsten, the helmsman shook his head. “That ship is what–
ninety years old? They don’t stand a chance.” 

“He’d be better off surrendering,” Leva agreed and turned to 
the captain. “Have you ever met him? What’s he like?” 

“Who Sandhurst?” Owens said and then slightly shook his 
head. “No, I’ve never met him but I’ve heard that he’s not much of a 
fighter or tactician. I believe he’s an engineer by trade.” 

“Well he would have to be much more than a miracle worker if 
he hopes to repair his ship in there,” said Deen. 
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The aged Constitution-class ship had been on the run from the 
much bigger starship for nearly thirty minutes, ever since it had only 
barely survived their initial encounter. It had somehow managed to 
pump every last bit of power into its impulse engines and was now 
running for its life towards the Poseidon Malestrom, a Mutara like 
nebula which was notoriously difficult to navigate. 

Owens knew that if they made it inside this chase could take 
them the better part of the day. Much more time than he was willing 
to spent chasing the troublesome little ship. He stood up and took a 
few steps towards the screen. “Mister Culsten, is there any chance 
that we can intercept them before they reach the threshold of the 
nebula?” 

The silver-haired Krellonian shook his head. “None. They’re 
pushing their impulse engines way past design specifications. If 
they’re not careful they’re going to melt right off.” 

“At least we maintain the upper hand,” said Leva. 
Owens gave him a small smirk. “I don’t believe that is 

something we are at risk of losing, Commander.” 
The half-Romulan nodded and directed his glance back 

towards the view screen. A large expanse of blue and red swirls had 
appeared at the edge of the screen. It was pulsating with intense 
anger as if trying to warn off the ships that were now racing towards 
it. 

“The Gibraltar has crossed the threshold to the nebula,” said 
Lieutenant Trinik, the Vulcan tactical officer who was manning the 
station while Leva was carrying out different duties. 

A small sigh escaped the captain’s lips. “He’s not going to make 
it easy for us, is he?” He said and sat down in his chair. “Well,” he 
added, gesturing towards the angry pulsating mass on the screen, 
“follow them in, Mister Culsten.” 
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* * * 
 
“Vulture-One and Vulture-Two have entered the anomaly,” said 
Two, keeping his voice perfectly balanced.  

Four’s voice showed some signs of irritation however. “Both 
vessels are of similar design and have similar markings displayed on 
their respective outer hulls.” 

“A civil war, perhaps?” said Three. 
“Further study of this species is recommended,” replied One. 

“We should establish contact.” 
Two slightly turned his body towards One. It was an unusual 

gesture for the Cooperative. But One’s thoughts were not in line with 
the others. Something even more peculiar among them. “We will not 
reveal ourselves to a hostile species.” 

One did not reply. 
“It is agreed,” Three said. “Further observation is required.” 
The organic starship acknowledged the orders instantly. The 

natural cloaking device remained in effect as the ship maintained a 
safe distance well outside visual range of the alien vessels. 
 
 

* * * 
 
Leva’s fingers tapped the surface of his armrest impatiently. Most 
Romulans, he figured, were patient people. Cunningness after all 
required a certain serenity to be effective. But he did not share many 
of his kinsman’s attributes. While that usually filled him with pride 
he did wish for some more composure now. They had been in the 
nebula for nearly half an hour without any sign of Gibraltar. 

He wanted that ship destroyed and he wanted to be the one to 
deliver the finishing blow. That that feelings was more Romulan than 
human, escaped him at that moment. 
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“Dee, anything on sensors?” asked the equally frustrated 
captain who managed to keep his agitation hidden much more 
successfully. 

“We have tried to boost power to the sensor grid with little 
success,” she said. “Visual sensors are partially available.” 

Owens nodded. “Very well, we’ll have to do this the old-
fashioned way then and use our eyes.” 

Within moments the main view screen switched on to show a 
blur of intense blue and red colors, interspersed with pockets of 
blackness. A throbbing white pulse and sporadic static made it 
difficult to look at the screen for long without getting irritated. 

“I wouldn’t be able to spot a Borg armada in this,” said Leva 
with increasing frustration. 

“Keep your eyes open,” Owens said. “Dee, keep the visual 
rotating, give us a full picture of our surroundings.” 

The Tenarian officer nodded and complied. 
All eyes on the bridge were glued onto the main viewer in front 

as they carefully scanned the fuzzy image for any signs of objects 
which did not belong inside the Poseidon Maelstrom.  

Twenty minutes passed before their search finally bore some 
fruit. Leva nearly jumped out of his seat, pointing at the far corner of 
the screen. “There! Stop the image and magnify sector six.” 

Within seconds the screen shifted as it focused on whatever the 
tactical officer had found. Moments later the others spotted it as well. 
It was without doubt a man-made entity and the design easily hinted 
towards some form of spacecraft. 

“That might be her,” Deen said. “Sensors are detecting a 
presence but an analysis is still not possible.” 

“Considering it’s all we got I think we take. Set course to incept, 
ready weapons,” Owens ordered and watched as they closed in on 
the blurry object. 

“We are now entering weapons range,” Trinik said from 
tactical. 
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“Ready phasers. Quantum torpedoes, full spread. Let’s finish 
her off,” Leva said and shot a look at his captain. 

He signaled his approval with a short nod. 
“Fire.” 
“Firing.” 
There was a moment of silence on the bridge as the USS Eagle 

unleashed its awesome firepower in order to tear apart a fellow 
Federation starship. Nobody seemed particularly bothered by that 
fact. 

“What happened?” Leva wanted to know as the fuzzy image 
on the view screen failed to either deny or confirm a successful kill. 

“I am not certain,” the Tenarian at ops said. “But I’m getting 
more information on the target.” 

“Is it destroyed?” 
But Deen didn’t reply right away as she tried to focus on the 

information being fed into her console. “Yes,” she finally confirmed. 
Leva allowed himself a wide smile and sat down next to the 

captain. 
“But I just verified markings on the target’s hull. ‘NCC-1859’.” 
Leva nodded. “We got ‘em. That’s their registry.” 
“There is more,” said Deen. “’Heyerdahl’.” And then with much 

surprise: “’Gibraltar Ambulance Service’.” 
“What?” Leva asked, not fully comprehending. 
But Lif Culsten, the helmsman, understood. “We just took out 

one of their shuttle craft.” 
“Sir, sensors are detecting an energy build-up,” Trinik said, his 

report being emphasized by warning chimes coming from the tactical 
station. 

“I thought the sensors were useless?” Leva asked. 
“The energy build up is taking place in extreme proximity. Less 

than two-hundred meters, bearing two-four-seven mark one-seven-
one.” 

“Dee!” 
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The lieutenant at ops quickly rotated the visual feed to focus on 
those coordinates. Through the blue and red mist something large 
and gray stood out. It seemed to fill the entire screen.  
“De-magnify,” Owens said. 

And then it became perfectly obvious what they were looking 
at.  

Gibraltar was immediately below them, riding in the shadows 
of the larger Nebula-class starship, so close in fact, Owens could make 
out the ship’s name written across its saucer section.  

“They are opening fire.” 
There was no more time for orders. Eagle shook hard and 

Captain Michael Owens knew that at this distance his starship was 
doomed. With shields non-operational in the nebula, their enemy’s 
weapons would easily pierce Eagle’s hull at its most vulnerable spots, 
ripping right into the anti-matter storage and destroying the warp 
core. Eagle didn’t have a prayer. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
“Sensors confirm Vulture-Two has suffered a catastrophic 
matter/anti-matter system failure,” Three reported calmly. 

“It has been destroyed by Vulture-One,” added Two somewhat 
unnecessarily. 

“Nothing further can be learned from these aliens,” the third 
member of the Cooperative stated dryly. “We will depart to our next 
destination.” 

There was a momentary pause in verbal communications. An 
irregularity had been detected by the main computer core and was 
being quickly forwarded to the four individuals on the command 
deck.  

There was no agreement. 
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“We can still learn the reasons for the internal conflict among 
the aliens,” One said, his voice slightly higher pitched than usual. He 
wasn’t used to having an opinion not shared by the others. 

“They are obviously an immature and hostile species,” Three 
protested. 

“We could endanger our own existence by attempting contact,” 
added Four. 

“Danger to our existence is an acceptable risk and is part of the 
nature of exploration.” 

“Disagreed,” countered Two. “Obvious risks must be avoided 
at all costs.” 

“Agreed,” said Four. “Our continued existence is paramount.” 
“Agreed,” added Three. “We cannot explore if we do not exist.” 
One remained silent and for the first time in a few centuries the 

eyes of three-quarters of the Cooperative were focused on one of 
their own. 

It took a full minute before Two spoke again. “An agreement 
has not been reached. The Cooperative can no longer function. We 
must return to our place of departure and re-evaluate the mission.” 

“Agreed,” said Three and Four in unison. 
One still did not speak. He would remain silent for the rest of 

their one hundred year journey to the galaxy they called home. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Captain Donald Sandhurst sat comfortably in his lone chair at the 
center of the bridge. He had a small, self-satisfying smile on his face 
and his eyes were sparkling as if he still couldn’t quite fathom their 
unlikely victory over his imposing opponent. He had never been a 
man to wallow in his triumphs but he could not deny that it felt good 
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to know that his crew and his near-obsolete vessel could still hold 
their weight amongst the bigger and stronger competition. 

“Congratulations on your victory, Captain Sandhurst,” Owens 
said, standing in the middle of his own, yet brighter and more 
spacious command center. His voice failed somewhat to match the 
sentiment of his words. Nobody liked to lose, especially not to an 
opponent who had been so obviously inferior. But he had. Fair and 
square. 

“Thank you, Captain. But my tactical officer, Lieutenant Lar’ragos, is 
the one who really deserves all the credit here. It is thanks to his ingenuity 
that we were able to pull off that last maneuver.” 

Owens nodded. 
“You do realize, of course,” Leva said, probably even more 

upset about the stunning defeat than his captain, “that you clearly 
violated the rules of this exercise when you left the rest of the fleet.” 

The Romulan was correct. Part of the parameters of the fleet 
exercise which had pitted a total of twelve starships against each 
other was to remain within the neighboring solar system. A 
stipulation which Gibraltar had not adhered to after taking heavy 
simulated damage in the first rounds of the battle. 

“Is that how you justify your defeat, Commander?” asked Liana 
Ramirez, Gibraltar’s fiery first officer, not even trying to keep her tone 
non-confrontational. She stood firmly next to her captain and ignored 
his worried glance intended on curbing her taunting attitude. 

Leva gave her an exaggerated smile. “I’m not justifying 
anything – ma’am,” he said defensively. “Simply stating facts.” 

“Captain,” Owens said, taking a small step towards the screen 
before Ramirez could counter. “I’m not disputing the results of this 
encounter and I suggest we leave the official ruling to the referees.” 

Sandhurst nodded. “That suits me fine.” 
“Good. How about I invite you and your officers onboard Eagle 

for dinner once we have left this infernal place behind. Something 
tells me that a meeting under different circumstances might be a 
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much more pleasant occasion,” Michael Owens said, offering a warm 
smile. 

Gibraltar’s captain exchanged a quick look with his first officer 
before he replied. “We accept your peace offer, Captain,” he said with a 
growing grin. 

“I’m looking forward to meeting you in person. Owens out.” 
With that Sandhurst and his bridge disappeared from the view 

screen. 
“Mister Culsten set a course out of this nebula, half impulse. 

Mister Trinik, deactivate the simulated weapons and all mock sensor 
data output,” he said and then looked at his acting first officer who 
seemed visibly disappointed with the outcome of this encounter. 
“Cheer up, Commander. Believe it or not I thought this defeat was 
refreshing.” 

Leva looked puzzled. “How so?” 
“Perhaps next time we will not underestimate our enemy again. 

It’s not something we have done much recently,” he said, thinking 
back of the gruesome war years with the Dominion fresh in his 
memory. “Just because we’re not facing Jem’Hadar anymore does not 
mean that we can afford to let our guard down.” 

The Romulan nodded slowly. “I still believe–and I say that with 
respect to Lieutenant Trinik–that if I had been at tactical we would 
have won.” 

The Vulcan officer did not seem offended by the statement but 
couldn’t keep himself from cocking an eyebrow in response. 

Owens noticed and smirked. “Who knows? But you can’t stay 
at tactical forever, Commander,” he said and stood. “And I assure 
you, as a command officer you will have more responsibilities than 
leading a ship into battle. One is to be able to be graceful in defeat. 
The other,” he said and looked at the view screen which now showed 
the blurry but unmistakable form of a Constitution-class ship 
traveling alongside Eagle. “Is to be diplomatic even to those who 
have only just recently been an enemy. Polish up the silverware, 
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Commander. We’re expecting guests,” he added and then looked at 
the half-Romulan one more time. “You have the bridge,” he said and 
tugged slightly at his uniform jacket before heading straight for his 
ready room. 

DeMara Deen glanced at the deflated Romulan who now stood 
all by himself at the center of the bridge. Her purple colored eyes 
sparkled with her usual radiance. She turned back around to her 
station. “War games,” she said under her breath, slightly shaking her 
head. “Is there anything more senseless?” 
 
 
 
Author's Note:  
The characters Donald Sandhurst, Liana Ramirez and Lieutenant Lar’ragos as well as the starship 
Gibraltar used courtesy of Samuel Redfeather and are part of his Star Trek: Gibraltar fan-fiction 
series. For more information on this series visit UnitedTrek.org. 
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Who Saves The Saviors? 

 
 

“I know what you’re thinking, Michael, and I don’t blame you. It looks bad, 
I know. I have violated orders, I have not responded to calls and even my 
senior officers are beginning to question my sanity. But there is a perfectly 
good reason for what I’ve been doing. You have no idea how relieved I was 
when I found out that Admiral Throl was sending you after me. If there is 
anyone out there who’ll understand it’s you, I’m sure of it. I will explain 
everything once you get here. Donners out.” 

Captain Michael Owens leaned back in his chair as the face of 
his ebony-skinned friend and colleague disappeared from his screen. 
The message had not been exactly what he had expected and it raised 
more questions than it answered. What could have prompted Amaya 
Donners, the usually extremely reliable captain of the Agamemnon, to 
such an unusual act? 

“What do you think?” he asked the only other person in his 
ready room, sitting in a chair at the other side of his desk. 

DeMara Deen, the blonde-haired, youthful Tenarian was Eagle’s 
operations manager and his closest confidant. “She doesn’t look stark 
raving mad,” she said with a smile, referring to the colorful 
expression which Admiral Throl had used to describe Donners’ 
utterly unorthodox behavior. 

“What do we know about this planet?” Owens wanted to 
know. 

Deen glanced at a padd she held in her hand. “Preshneek II. 
Settled by human colonists around 2232 who were unaware of the 
already existing native population. The colonists and the natives 
eventually integrated but rejected formal ties with the Federation in 
order to pursue polices incompatible with Federation law. The planet 
experienced a period of economic and social prosperity until about 
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fifty years ago when the government formally collapsed. From our 
last reports numerous factions are struggling over the little arable 
land that the planet has to offer,” Deen explained and then looked at 
the captain. “It looks to me as if Captain Donners got herself into 
more trouble than she can handle.” 

“The question is: What will it take to get her out of it?” 
“Commander Star to Captain Owens. We have entered the Preshneek 

system and we are receiving a new message from the USS Agamemnon.” 
Deen stood. “I guess we’re about to find out.” 

 
 

* * * 
 
 
Amaya Donners’ message had been short and simple: Meet me on the 
surface. 

The exact coordinates had been provided. 
To their surprise, Captain Michael Owens and his security 

chief, the Bajoran Nora Laas, materialized in the middle of a busy 
settlement. 

Their arrival did not seem to draw much attention by the 
natives who as it turned out were very similar in appearance to 
humans except for their skin color which possessed a distinctly olive 
tint. They seemed to reside in hovel like dwellings, many of which in 
dire condition. The climate was hot and the tundra-like landscape 
dry and devoid of much of anything. 

Owens noticed that Nora seemed particularly interested in the 
inhabitant’s poor living conditions. He knew she could sympathize. 
Her own people had lived quite similarly when they had been 
refugees from their conquered home world. 

But then Owens noticed something else. Heavily armed 
Starfleet officers were patrolling the camp. No wonder the natives 
had paid little attention to their arrival. 
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“Michael?” 
It was Amaya Donners who was calling out for him, 

approaching them quickly. “Thank you for coming so promptly.” 
“What’s going on here, Maya?” Owens asked immediately. 
“I will explain everything but first there is a man I would like 

you to meet,” she said and began to usher them down the unpaved 
street. 

“These people,” Nora began as she watched a group of crying 
children, most likely hungry or thirsty or both. “Are they in danger?” 

Donners nodded. “That’s why we’re here,” she explained. 
“They need our help and they need it quickly before we doom this 
entire world to years of war and bloodshed.” 

Owens didn’t like what he was hearing. “Don’t tell me you 
made this a pet project of yours. Surely you realize that there are 
major implications of using Starfleet resources to aid with a planet’s 
internal–“ 

“I knew you were going to quote the Prime Directive on me, 
Michael,” she preempted. “But it hardly applies here. They asked for 
our help and they are offshoots of humans after all. We owe them our 
help.” 

They reached their destination, a central, round gathering area 
in the middle of the village. He immediately spotted the man 
Donners wanted him to meet. It was difficult not to. He was taller 
than most of his kinsmen, endowed with a marvelous physique. He 
was not imposing in any manner but instead radiated confidence and 
charisma. He was a true leader. 

“Tulur Laheen please meet Captain Michael Owens,” Donners 
said in way of introduction. 

The man smiled at the captain and shook his hand firmly. “It is 
a pleasure to meet you, Captain,” he said. “Amaya has spoken very 
highly of you.” 

“The pleasure is mine.” 



 18 

“I can see in your eyes that you have the same doubts that 
Amaya had at first,” Tulur said, speaking in a captivating tone of 
voice which begged to be listened to. Owens understood how he had 
managed to convince Donners. 

“Look around you, Captain,” he said. “We are a harmless 
people who ask only to be able to live in peace. We once had 
everything we needed and more. But greedy politicians and power 
hungry rulers destroyed everything. Now we all fight like animals 
over the little that we have left.” 

“You are at war?” asked Nora. 
“If you can call it that,” Tulur replied. “You see we are settlers, 

we believe in staying in one place and making it our home. But the 
Tribes think differently, they move from place to place, exploiting 
what they can. I know in my heart that we can all live together 
harmoniously but the Tribes are not interested in peace. They rather 
slaughter us all so that they can have the little water we have here. 
They have the soldiers and the weapons and they don’t hesitate to 
use them against our women and children to drive us away.” 

“What we need, Michael,” Donners continued with equal zeal 
in her voice. “Is to protect the Settlers from the Tribes. Make them 
understand that they cannot simply take what they want. I have 
about seventy armed men on the surface but we need more.” 

Tulur could tell that Owens was not convinced. “I know what 
you think, Captain. That it is not your place to help us. That the fate 
of one little village plays no role in global events. But trust me when I 
say that this entire planet is looking upon us now. What will happen 
here will have far reaching consequence throughout this world. We 
can change the course of history.” 

Donners stepped up to Owens. “He’s right. Michael, we have 
been through the cruelties and horrors of unrestrained war. We can 
give these people the chance to avoid decimating each other. We can 
get both sides to listen to reason and–“ 
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She didn’t get a chance to finish her sentence. A massive 
explosion nearby drowned out most of her words. Nora instinctually 
pushed Owens to the ground as dust and debris rained down onto 
them. 

Tulur however didn’t hesitate to rush towards the scene 
without giving one thought to his own safety. 

“What happened?” Owens asked even though his ears were 
still ringing. 

“It’s the Tribes,” Donners explained. “They keep firing artillery 
charges into the village to try and force us out.” 

Once Nora was satisfied that the immediate danger had passed 
she allowed Owens to stand again. The trio quickly followed Tulur to 
the origin of the explosion. A large building had been ripped to 
rubble. A number of Starfleet medics had already begun to treat the 
wounded which seemed to be everywhere. 

As Owens and the others approached, Tulur was stepping out 
of the torn building, carrying a lifeless child in his arms. “What kind 
of monsters would target a school full of children?” he asked, having 
lost some of his earlier composure. 

Donners turned to Owens who seemed speechless at the extend 
of the dead and injured. “And that was a small scale attack,” she said 
with anger. “We have to put a stop to this.” 

Owens just watched as the medics and Settlers removed one 
dead child after the other. All around them mothers and fathers were 
crying and shouting, some had collapsed to the ground, unable to 
bear the grief. Others simply stared on at yet another disaster that 
had befallen them. All hope had drained out of their eyes. 

Owens looked at his chief of security. She was as tough a 
person he had ever known but he could tell that even she had 
difficulties to comprehend what was happening here. But she 
understood better than he did. She had seen all this before. 

“How many people can we get down here?” the captain asked 
her. 
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* * * 
 
 
Forty-five medical technicians, nurses and doctors and twice that 
number of armed security personnel had been dispatched to the 
surface with a promise to deliver more if necessary. 

Michael Owens didn’t like the idea of sending armed troops to 
help the Settlers but one argument had moved him more than any 
other. He didn’t want these people to go to war with each other. And 
if a few armed men could avoid that, then it was a small price to pay. 

It was Donners’ next plan that worried him. 
“I have agreed with Tulur that we will only provide logistics and 

some fire support. I told him that we are here in an advisory capacity only.” 
“I don’t like this. How is attacking the Tribes encampment 

helping us avoid a major war?” 
“The idea is to discourage them and destroy their ability to make war 

with the Settlers,” Donners said by communicating through Owens’ 
desktop computer. “We move in, take away their weapons and assault 
vehicles and teach them to leave the Settlers alone. They will have no choice 
but to open up a dialogue once they can no longer use intimidation as 
leverage. Trust me; we have explored all other avenues at this point. They 
refuse to negotiate as long as they think they can win.” 

“What about the rest of the planet?” Owens wanted to know. 
She shook her head. “There is no longer any government to speak 

of. But news of our arrival has spread fast. Settlers and Tribes all over the 
planet have temporarily suspended their feuds and are looking to see what 
happens here.” 

Owens sighed and leaned back in his chair. “I'll have Nora 
coordinate with your security chief.” 

“She can coordinate with me directly,” Donners said. “I’ll be taking 
part in the attack.” 
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“I’d rather have you back on your ship.” 
She smiled sweetly at him. “I appreciate your concern, Michael, 

but as you have pointed out, this is my pet project and the least I can do is to 
be right here on the ground and make sure things go smoothly.” 

He could tell she had made up her mind. “Very well, good luck 
then.” 

“Don’t worry. It’ll be like child’s play. Donners out.” 
When her image vanished from the screen Owens looked up at 

Deen, again sitting in his office. 
“You think something will go wrong?” she asked. 
He began to rub his temples and turned in his chair to look 

through the window and onto the sandy-brown planet below. “I 
think we should have never gotten involved. This will only get 
worse.” 

He stood and approached the transparent partition to outer 
space. 

“A bit to late for that now, isn’t it?” she said. “We’re stuck with 
it and all we can hope for is that we’ll end up doing more good than 
bad.” 

Owens didn’t speak as he continued to watch the planet as if he 
could see right down onto the surface and the people on it. He was 
rapidly losing his belief that anything good could come out of their 
involvement. It was not up to him or Donners now. Only the 
inhabitants of Preshneek would be able to determine their fate. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Amaya Donners had been right. The attack was child’s play. Shuttles 
from both Eagle and Agamemnon quickly took care of the Tribes’ 
defenses and obliterated most of their heavy tanks and armored 
vehicles. 
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After that armed Starfleet security personnel were beamed into 
key areas of the outlying settlement to quickly neutralize the majority 
of the soldiers who had geared up to defend the camp from the 
imminent attack. 

The Settlers moved in on hover trucks, large three-legged 
desert horses or were deployed via Starfleet shuttles near to the 
camp. 

Donners and Nora rode with Tulur Lahbeen and some of his 
best fighters on a shuttle which set down near the residence of the 
Tribes’ leader. Their mission was simple. Take the leader temporarily 
prisoner and demonstrate to him what a war with the Settlers could 
look like if he continued to be unwilling to talk about lasting peace.  

Both Starfleet officers were impressed by Tulur’s 
professionalism and leadership as he and his men swiftly 
overwhelmed the guards and stormed the complex which mostly 
consisted out of tents and makeshift hovels. 

“The coward has fled,” one of Settlers shouted once he 
interpreted the screams and cries of some of the tribeswomen. “He 
knew we were coming and he fled.” 

That was the first sign that things had not gone the way they 
had planned. Without the leader witnessing first-hand their 
demonstration of power it was going to be difficult to convince the 
other tribes to speak seriously about peace. 

Frustrated and angry the Settlers quickly decided to punish 
unarmed men and women instead, beating and shooting 
indiscriminately at targets of opportunity. 

“Tulur, get your men in line!” Donners shouted as she noticed 
the situation getting out of hand. 

But he didn’t seem to listen to the Starfleet captain. 
A woman was desperately trying to hold on to her child as 

some of the soldier’s were forcefully attempting to separate them. 
And even though the young woman–not much more than a girl 
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really–was not armed, she was putting up an admirable fight, 
clawing and scratching the soldiers. 

“Stop this now!” Donners yelled and raised her phaser rifle at 
the men who refused to stop. 

Tulur Lahbeen–suddenly very annoyed with the whole 
situation–raised his gun and shot the woman in the head. She 
collapsed instantly, her crying newborn still in her hands. 

The Settlers laughed. 
Donners mouth hung wide open as she stared at Tulur. 
“Do you think for one second that these animals would not 

have done the same thing to us?” he said and spat at the dead 
women. “Let them taste for once what it feels like to have their 
women and children massacred.” 

The Starfleet captain raised her rifle and pointed it at the man 
she had so willingly bought into. She had been fooled by lies and 
deceit. He was no better than his enemies, no less cruel or evil. He 
just knew how to hide it better. 

“You’re not going to shoot me,” he said. “You will help us 
eradicate the Tribes for once and for all. That is the only way to bring 
lasting peace to this world and you know it. Their blood is as much 
on your hands–“ 

Donners fired. 
Tulur slumped to the ground, albeit only stunned. 
The other Settlers quickly brought up their rifles and took aim. 
Nora reacted instantly, jumping at Donners and dragging her 

behind cover before the hail of bullets and laser fire could reach 
them. 

Without another thought the security chief tapped her 
combadge. “Nora to Eagle, emergency beam out. Bring everyone 
back, now!” 
 
 

* * * 
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Amaya Donners sat quietly in a chair in Owens’ ready room, 
watching him reading her report with a mixture of anxiety and 
dread. 

When he finally put it down he looked straight into her eyes. 
“I’m sorry,” she said when Owens refused to comment. “I’m 

sorry for dragging you into this.” 
“You did what you thought was right,” he said calmly, 

interlacing his fingers on the desktop. 
She stood. “I can’t believe how easily I fell for this bastard’s lies. 

In the end all he really wanted was revenge. And here I was trying to 
save his people from certain slaughter.” 

“I’m beginning to think that this had little to do with you trying 
to save them.” 

Donners frowned at him. “You doubt my intentions?” 
“No,” he said shaking his head. “And I’m not blaming you for 

this either. After all I agreed to everything. But I think we were 
blinded by our own experiences. The war with the Dominion is still 
fresh in all our minds. We have only just gone though the awful 
horrors of war and we desperately wanted to spare these people from 
having to go through them as well.” 

“We might have achieved the exact opposite. The road to hell 
and all that.” 

“I think we have only expedited the inevitable. We thought we 
could give these people a quick fix for peace. But I believe now that 
we failed to take into account their deeply rooted cultural hatred for 
each other that must have existed long before the colonists came here. 
They’ll have their war and they will learn the hard way that violence 
only begets more violence. Eventually they’ll realize that they will 
need to work together if they want to reclaim their prosperity.” 

“Or they just might wipe each other out.” 
Owens nodded sadly. 
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Donners headed for the door but turned before exiting. “Do 
you think Throl will see it your way?” 

“Not a chance. Command will want our heads for this.” 
She gave him a weak smile. “I’ll get your back if you get mine.” 
“Deal.” 
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The Times They Are A-Changin’ 
 

 
Independence  
Occupied Cardassian Space 
53109.5 (February 2376) 
 
“Come about, two-four-three mark one-four, full thrusters.” 

The Tamarian helmsman was not executing the order fast 
enough for the young captain in the center seat. “Come on, D’nas, do 
it, do it now!” 

Captain Sintina Aurelia ignored the chastising glance coming 
from the Andorian communications officer and instead focused on 
the tactical display in her armrests. “Karim, the ventral shields of 
target two are fluctuating.” 

“I see it,” the Persian tactical officer replied. 
“Torpedoes full spread.” 
Aurelia glanced up and onto the screen just long enough to see 

the massive fireball which moments before had been a Cardassian 
Galor-class starship. A tiny smile formed on her lips but she afforded 
herself no time to rejoice. There was still plenty to do. 

“Target one is firing a broadside!” Lieutenant Commander 
Karim Bin Nadal shouted. 
Aurelia jumped out of her chair. “Evasive, hard to starboard!” 

It was too late. The ship shuddered with such ferocity that the 
captain was slung to the floor. 

Commander Ethan Winslow–who had wisely remained in his 
seat–quickly leaped to her side, offering the captain his hand. 

Aurelia didn’t take it. Instead she shot daggers towards her 
tactical officer. “Damage report.” 
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“We’ve taken serious damage to the starboard nacelle. I’m 
reading power fluctuations all over the ship.” 

“Reacquire your target, Mister, and respond in kind.” 
“Sir,” Kimula interrupted. “The Keldon has jumped to warp.” 
“Stay with them.” 
“I cannot,” said D’nas, disappointment evidence in his voice. 

“The warp drive is not responding.” 
“Damn it,” Aurelia cursed. “Bridge to engineering, what the 

hell is happening down there?” 
The reply was not quite as prompt as she had hoped. “I 

apologize, Captain, but that last hit has severely damaged our starboard 
nacelle, my team and I are still assessing the damage.” 

“Not good, enough, Mister Jinal. I need those engines now.” 
“I will do what I can, sir, Jinal out.” 
“Commander,” Aurelia said to her first officer. “Get down 

there and light some fires. I want that warp drive up and running,” 
she said and looked at the now empty view screen. “I’m not letting 
another one get away.” 

Windslow nodded and left the bridge. 
“Commander Bin Nadal, you have the bridge. I’ll be in my 

ready room,” she said and disappeared into her office before the 
tactical officer even had a chance to acknowledge. 

Bin Nadal exchanged a concerned look with Kimula who 
decided to take action. She stood from her station and determinedly 
followed the captain. 

“Come,” the impatient voice of Captain Aurelia replied after 
Kimula had activated the door chime. 

The Andorian stepped inside to find her long time friend sitting 
behind her desk and studying her desktop computer. She looked up. 
“You here as a friend or a counselor, Lieutenant?” 

“A little bit of both.” 
“Well I don’t need either right now. I need somebody who can 

get those damn engines back online, so unless you have some solid 
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background in warp drive engineering I don’t see how you’ll be 
much help.” 

Kimula was not impressed with her gruff demeanor. “I know 
you have been under a lot of pressure lately so I won’t take offense 
by what you’ve said.” 

The captain relaxed slightly. “I know I’ve been riding them 
pretty hard but we can’t continue to allow this rag-tag band of Cardie 
rebels to wreck havoc to the reconstruction efforts. We have to put a 
stop to this.” 

“Sintina, this is not a battle we can win on our own. I think 
perhaps we should swallow our pride and admit that much.” 

“Windslow to Captain Aurelia.” 
“Go ahead, Commander.” 
“Sir, I’m afraid the damage down here is much more serious than we 

previously suspected. The warp core is close to losing containment. I suggest 
we broadcast a distress signal before it might be too late.” 

Aurelia began to massage her temples. “Surely it isn’t that bad. 
There must be a way you can get a handle on it.” 

“Perhaps. But it is equally likely that we can’t. There are at least three 
other Starfleet vessels in proximity which could render assistance. I strongly 
recommend that we ask for some.” 

Aurelia didn’t like the sound of that one bit.  
“Pride,” reminded the Andorian in a hushed voice. 
The captain sighed. “Fine, Commander, go ahead and get us 

some help. Aurelia Out,” she said and then looked at her friend. 
“Happy now?” 

“No,” she replied. “I’ll be happy once you stop trying to prove 
to everyone that you’re good enough to be here.” 

“Did it ever occur to you that maybe I’m not? I don’t know why 
I got this ship or why they sent me out here but lately I just don’t feel 
up to it. I have the most powerful vessel in the fleet and recently I 
can’t get anything right. And this is supposed to be what I’m good at. 
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What if somebody, somewhere made a big mistake putting me here? 
What then, Kimula?” 

The Andorian stepped closer. “Who knows, maybe they did 
make a mistake. Maybe they set you up to fail in the first place. But 
you are a good captain, Sintina. Maybe you’re not yet great, maybe 
you’re still learning what it really means to sit in that chair but I’m 
convinced you are here for a purpose and that purpose is not to give 
up and it certainly isn’t to fail.” 

Aurelia offered a small smile. “I guess we’ll find out eventually, 
won’t we?” 
 

* * * 
 
 
Enterprise  
En route to Uliria Prime 
53111.2 
  
“You’re practically glowing, Jean-Luc.” 

He did but he didn’t care that Deanna Troi had noticed. It was 
quite obvious, he knew, even to those without telepathic skills. “You 
could say I feel a sense of renewed hope,” he said. 

“You’ve been advertising your mood ever since the end of the 
Xepolite conference. It doesn’t take a counselor to tell that you’re 
euphoric about these upcoming talks.” 

Picard smiled as he and Deanna Troi at her side walked down 
the corridor towards a turbolift. “I’ve been dreaming of a chance to 
get a close look at the Ulirian Cluster since my early days at the 
Academy. But the Ulirians have always remained close allies of the 
Cardassians and not in the least bit interested in opening their 
borders to us. Now that the war is over and the Cardassians are 
defeated the Ulirians are much more inclined to the idea of allowing 
Starfleet ships deeper access into their territory.” 
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Deanna nodded. “They sound like opportunists to me,” she 
said. “Their allegiances shift anyway the wind blows.” 

“They are by no means ready to become part of the Federation 
but we might be able to lay the groundwork for a fruitful 
relationship. And if they agree to open their borders we’d be able to 
explore parts of the Alpha Quadrant we’ve only speculated about 
before.” 

“So is that what this is all about then? A chance to see new 
worlds again? You planning on putting the key note address you 
gave at the conference into practice?” 

The captain’s expression grew more somber as they both 
entered the turbolift. “I believe we need to. After the war it’ll be good 
for people to remember why Starfleet was called into existence in the 
first place.” 

“Riker to Picard,” the first officer’s voices sounded over the 
ship’s intercom. “The Ulirians have just approved our approach to their 
home world and send word that they are looking forward to meet you in 
person.” 

“Please extend our gratitude, Number One. We’re on our way 
to the bridge now,” Picard replied. 

“Off to brave new worlds,” Deanna Troi said with a smile 
before the turbolift doors closed. 

 
 

* * * 
 
  
Agamemnon  
En route to Starbase 375 
53111.7 
  
“I’m not implying that the Dominion War has not changed to some 
degree the way we see the galaxy and ourselves in it. But I don’t 
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believe that we should radically alter the fundamentals of the 
Federation or even Starfleet. Space has always been a dangerous 
place, there have always been wars and there always will be conflicts. 
Just read some of those logs from Archer, Wesley, Kirk or DeSoto. We 
have come close to the end more times than we would like to admit.” 

Captain Amaya Donners listened intently to her dinner 
companion in her quarters. They had both only just attended a 
conference on Xepolite about Starfleet’s role in the post-war Alpha 
Quadrant and now Agamemnon was shuttling her fellow captain and 
close personal friend Michael Owens back to Starbase 375 where 
Eagle, his own starship, was waiting for him. 

“It sounds to me as if somebody took Picard’s speech close to 
heart,” the radiant, dark-skinned captain said, her brown eyes 
sparkling like twin stars. 

“The man is a great speaker,” Owens replied with a nod. “But 
regardless of his oratory skills, I believe he made a very decent point. 
We cannot let the Dominion alter our way of life. We won the war 
defending it and to give it up now would be as if they had been 
victorious instead of us.” 

She took a sip of Saurian brandy. “It will be difficult not to. You 
might be right; the Federation has been close to the brink plenty of 
times before but never this blatantly for such a long period of time. It 
changes people when they go through something like that. I know it 
has changed me. I hate to admit it but I can no longer help not seeing 
a potential threat around every corner. And I know many other 
captains do too.” 

Owens poured some more of the replicated beverage into her 
glass before emptying the final drops into his own. “That’s only 
natural. I certainly feel as if I’ve called yellow alerts more frequently 
after the war than I‘ve ever done before. It’s a transitional phase. As 
time goes on, we need to recover from this, especially 
psychologically.” 
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“The war has decimated our ranks. You’ll find two out of three 
Starfleet captains out there are young and eager officers who have 
proven their mettle during bitter battles against the Dominion. That’s 
what they know and what they’ve come to expect. That’s the new 
generation of Starfleet.” 

“Captain, please report to the bridge.” 
Both Donners and Owens stood upon hearing the first officer’s 

voice. 
Amaya grinned. “I think he means me.” 
“Of course.” 
“This is Donners, what’s happening, Arden?” 
“We’re receiving a distress signal from the USS Independence, I’ve 

ordered a course change.” 
“Very well, I’m on my way,” said Donners and headed for the 

doors. When she looked back she found Owens still standing by the 
table with an obvious eagerness mirrored in his eyes. She gave him a 
beaming smile. “You can come along if you wish.” 

Owens shrugged in an unsuccessful attempt to appear 
indifferent. “Sure why not,” he said and followed her. 

Donners laughed. 
“You may want to call a yellow alert, just in case.” 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Aegis  
Occupied Cardassian Space 
53112.4 
  
“Sir, we’re approaching the Independence,” reported Juanita Rojas, the 
helm officer of the USS Aegis. 
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“Slow to quarter impulse,” ordered first officer Lieutenant 
Commander Cherenkov. 

Rojas complied and the tactical cruiser dropped out of warp 
just minutes away from the similar-sized Starfleet vessel. 

An appreciative whistle escaped Tai Donner’s lips when he 
spotted the blade shaped starship on the main view screen. 
“Interceptor-class. Not many of those around. They pack some serious 
firepower,” said the Angosian tactical officer. 

Captain Terrence Glover smoothly stood from his chair. “No 
reason to get jealous. Lieutenant, what’s their status?” 

“They’ve suffered damage to their starboard warp nacelle and I 
read alarming power fluctuations in their containment field,” Jasmine 
Mendes-Glover replied from operations. She kept her tone perfectly 
even, concealing the fact that she was more to the captain than just 
another officer. 

“Looks like Starfleet may have launched a ship that wasn’t 
quite ready yet,” said the Russian first officer. 

“Hail them, Lieutenant,” 
Within moments the captain of the Independence appeared on 

the view screen. The short woman of Hispanic origin didn’t quite 
strike the image of the commanding officer of one of Starfleet’s most 
powerful vessels. 

“This is Captain Glover from the Aegis, Captain Aurelia, I 
presume.” 

The woman nodded. “Captain, thank you for responding so 
promptly,” she replied in a clipped tone. 

Glover and Cherenkov exchanged a quick glance. This was not 
a woman who liked asking others for help. Glover found her 
immediately more likeable. “I understand two other ships are on 
their way,” he said and was certain he could see her roll her eyes. 
“But perhaps we’ll be able to assist you before they get here. I have 
the upmost confidence in my chief engineer.” 

“We’d be grateful for any assistance you could render.” 
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Glover nodded. “I have Commander Uhnari beam over with a 
team and supplies immediately. May I ask who did this to you?” 

Aurelia was quite obviously not happy to answer that question. 
“Damn Cardies,” she said after some hesitation. “We were hunting 
down some surprisingly well armed insurgents. They got me on a bad day.” 

Aegis’ captain smirked. He was not surprised by the insurgents 
however. He had painfully learned that their organizational skills as 
well as their resources had been dangerously underrated by 
Intelligence. “Alright, Captain, hopefully we’ll have you back in 
shipshape in no time. I would also like to hear more about those 
insurgent ships. I wouldn’t mind in the least to track them down and 
finish them for good.” 

There was a glint in Aurelia’s eyes. “Now you’re speaking my 
language, Captain.” 
 
 

* * * 
 
Agamemnon  
Occupied Cardassian Space 
53113.2 
  
“ETA to the Independence, two hours, twenty-five minutes. The Aegis 
and the Sutherland have also responded to the distress signal,” said 
Commander Arden Texx, the Bolian first officer. “Looks like it’s 
going to be one big happy family gathering.” 

Donners noticed Owens’ frown. “Something wrong?” 
“I know Shelby.” 
Donners’ grin widened. “Michael, I don’t think there is a 

person in the fleet who hasn’t heard of Captain Elizabeth Shelby and 
the Sutherland. I hardly think she’ll force you to come to a party.” 

He shook his head. “That’s not what I meant.” 
She gave him a quizzical expression. 
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“Don’t worry about it.” 
“Alright,” she said and looked back at the screen which 

currently showed nothing but the stars streaking by. “Glover is 
commanding the Aegis. I’ve met him a few times while I was working 
for his father on DS5. Not a bad looking man at all.” 

The gorgeous, dark-skinned captain got a kick out of Owens’ 
scowl. 

“We’re receiving a priority one message from the Enterprise,” 
reported Lieutenant Mer’iab, the avian tactical officer. 

Donners squared her shoulders. “Put it on screen.” 
“It’s addressed to Captain Owens, sir,” Mer’iab said with 

surprise evident in his tone. 
Owens shared the sentiment and communicated that to Amaya 

by shooting her a puzzled expression. 
“Take my ready room,” she suggested. 
He nodded and headed to the captain's office immediately 

adjacent to the bridge. He stepped inside, walked past the wall 
decorated with ancient African tribal masks and a model of the late 
USS Columbia on which he had shortly served alongside Donners and 
then sat down in her chair.  

Activating the computer screen he soon found himself faced 
with the image of Captain Jean-Luc Picard. “Sir, it’s a pleasure seeing 
you again.” 

Picard smiled. “Michael, I hope you are well.” 
Owens nodded but couldn’t help wondering at which point 

they had gotten to first name basis. This was the first time he had 
spoken to the legendary captain alone. “I am, thank you.” 

“Very good. I know we didn’t get a chance to speak much at the 
conference but I very much appreciated your observations.” 

“I found your speech on the current state of the Federation 
enlightening. But am I correct in assuming that you haven’t contacted 
me for a follow up conversation?” 
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The bald captain’s facial features hardened. “Not this time, I’m 
afraid. I am contacting you in regards to an intricate matter which will 
require a certain degree of finesse. And it is something I would like you to 
bear in mind over the coming hours.” 

“I don’t quite follow.” 
“As you may be aware there has been increased activity by Cardassian 

insurgents in this sector. However, what you may not know is that many 
believe that they are operating out of Ulirian controlled space.” 

“Correct me if I’m wrong but aren’t you in negotiations with 
the Ulirians at the moment?” 

“Precisely,” Picard replied. “In fact we have been trying to deal with 
the notoriously difficult and mistrusting Ulirian government for decades. 
This might be the first time that they will agree to a permanent peace treaty 
and for provisions to allow our vessels to cross their territory, a vital 
stepping stone in our long term plans to gain access to deeper parts of the 
quadrant.” 

“And you are concerned that operations against Cardassians 
hiding in Ulirian territory might endanger those prospects?” 

Picard nodded. “The Ulirians have been close allies with the 
Cardassians for at least a century. Captain, we have a potential powder keg 
at our hands here and I’d like you to make sure it won’t be lit. I detest the 
insurgency as much as anyonebut we have to make sure that the fight stays 
in Cardassian territory for now.” 

“I understand what you’re saying, sir, but I don’t know why 
you are coming to me.” 

At this the veteran Starfleet captain offered a smile. “In short, I 
trust you, Michael. There are a lot of people out there who would like 
nothing more than to hunt down the insurgents no matter the political 
consequences. Their dedication is admirable but misplaced. I have Admiral 
Ross’ approval for this but he’s currently too involved in other matters to 
give this his full attention and I am tied up here.” 

“I will do what I can, sir.” 
“I’m sure you will, Captain. Good luck. Picard out.” 
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And with that his image disappeared from the screen and 
Owens leaned back in his chair, a heavy sigh escaping his lips. 

 
 

* * * 
 
Agamemnon  
Rendezvousing with Independence, Aegis and Sutherland 
53113.3 
  
Four starship captains sat around the conference table in 
Agamemnon’s observation lounge and none of them looked 
particularly happy to be there. 

“I have to be honest,” said Terrence Glover. “I don’t 
understand why Captain Owens has been put in charge. I’m certain 
he is not the officer with the highest seniority in this room.” 

Michael Owens was the only captain who had decided to keep 
standing. It hadn’t seemed right to take the head of the table which 
was reserved for Donners but he didn’t want to sit at her side either.  

“Not to mention that he’s the only one here without a ship,” 
added Aurelia. 

“Perhaps that makes him the best candidate,” said Donners. 
“He is the only one who can afford to remain impartial.” 

“Yeah, right,” mumbled the Hispanic captain. She had noticed 
the looks between the captain of the Agamemnon and Michael Owens 
and they certainly were not of the impartial kind. It was obvious the 
two of them were close and while they did an admirable job to try 
and hide it, she suspected they were more than friends. “Regulations 
seem pretty clear to me. In a situation such as this, the captain of the 
tactically most superior vessel should assume command of all joint 
operations.” 
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Elizabeth Shelby leaned forward slightly. “And who would 
that be? You? Captain Glover? Donners? What do you suggest we do, 
have a challenge to find out whose ship is strongest?” 

Aurelia shrugged and leaned back in her chair. “As far as I’m 
concerned the Interceptor-class is the most powerful vessel of its kind 
currently in this sector.” 

Glover smirked. “Clearly you haven’t witnessed the multi-
vector assault of a Prometheus yet.” 

“And let’s not forget that the Independence is the only vessel 
which has already sustained battle damage.” 

Aurelia shot Donners a glare for that comment. 
Owens cleared his throat. “We could sit here and squabble for 

the next few days over which ship should take the lead and who 
should be in command or we could focus on trying to hunt down this 
insurgent ship before it can do any more damage.” 

“Ships,” corrected Glover. “A small fleet of vessels from what 
we’ve been able to establish. So far they’ve been attacking supply 
convoys headed for Cardassia and other planets all over the sector. 
Captain Aurelia has taken at least two of them out of commission but 
there are more.” 

Shelby nodded. “And from what we’ve been able to find out 
their base of operations is a planet in the Lekuta system.” 

“That’s in Ulirian controlled space,” said Donners and aimed a 
concerned look at Owens. 

“So what?” said Aurelia. “Let’s go in there, take out their base 
and any ships making port there and get out. With our numbers it 
should be an easy enough operation.” 

But Owens shook his head. “Picard was quite clear about that 
point. We are not to endanger the Federation-Ulirian peace talks by 
violating their territory.” 

“So let me get this straight,” Glover began, straightening up his 
impressive shoulders as he spoke. “We’re going to ignore the 
insurgents which are killing our relief workers in increasing numbers 
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so that Captain Picard can get another few stellar phenomena to 
study?” 

“This is not just about exploring new territories,” replied 
Owens, meeting the dark-skinned captain’s steely gaze. “By 
establishing peaceful relations with the Ulirians we will gain access 
to resources which could become invaluable to the reconstruction 
effort of Cardassia and many other worlds affected by the war.” 

Shelby wasn’t buying it. “Maybe in two or three years from 
now,” the blonde-haired captain said. “But we need to think about 
right now. I respect Captain Picard a great deal, I am proud to be able 
to say that I had a chance to serve under his command but I’m also 
the first to say that he’s wrong on this one. We have to squash the 
insurgency and we have to do it before it has a chance to develop into 
something much worse.” 

The room fell quiet for a minute as an unspoken agreement 
spread across the majority of starship captains.  

“The orders are not to cross into Ulirian territory and I intend 
to stand by those,” Owens finally declared resolutely. 

The other captains didn’t hide their disagreement but before 
they could voice them Amaya Donners spoke up. “What if we could 
get into the Lekuta system without the Ulirians ever knowing about 
it?” 

“How?” Owens asked. 
She stood from the head of the table and walked to the 

computer screen embedded in the rear wall. She activated the screen 
and quickly brought up a map of the sector, including their position 
and the Lekuta system.  

“The Ulirians don’t rank very high on the overall technology 
index. In fact most of their warships use technology they have 
acquired from the Cardassians. Their weapons and shielding are 
quite good but they lack decent sensors.” 

Shelby was intrigued. “Are you suggesting we could sneak into 
Lekuta unnoticed?” 



 40 

She nodded. “Perhaps,” she said and manipulated the controls 
to zoom into a neighboring star system. “Lekuta itself has no Ulirian 
colonies and their nearest outpost is a fleet repair station some point 
three light years away in the Trexia system. They have no active long 
range sensors monitoring Lekuta.” 

“No doubt to maintain plausible deniability,” said Glover. 
“All we need to do is find a way to interfere with their sensors 

at this repair station,” she said, pointing at the outpost on the screen. 
“And then quickly strike the insurgent base in the Lekuta system. 
They’ll never be the wiser.” 

All eyes in the room wandered towards Owens who took his 
time to contemplate the suggestion. He didn’t like it but he felt a 
compromise was in order. Perhaps it was possible to have it both 
ways after all. 

“Very well but we do this my way,” he said firmly. “There’ll be 
no deviations of any kind.” 

The captains nodded. 
A few minutes later the room had emptied out as each captain 

returned to their ship to make preparations for what was to come. 
Only Michael Owens and Amaya remained. 

“If I didn’t know any better I’d almost say you enjoyed that,” 
she said. 

Owens smirked. “What, telling other captains what to do? 
Maybe I could get used to the idea.” 

“I’ve heard the rumors going around, don’t even try to deny 
them. Your father served Starfleet with distinction as an admiral so 
naturally they think that his son will make a good one too.” 

“I’m not the only admiral’s son around. Terrence Glover’s 
father is head of Starfleet Security.” 

“Yes but Picard has asked you,” she shot back. 
Owens shook his head as he headed for the door. “I like Eagle 

and I have no plans to go anywhere for the time being. For now I’ll be 
happy if I make it through this without a trip to the gallows.” 
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* * * 
  
Sutherland  
Approaching Ulirian repair station, Trexia System 
53114.1 
  
Elizabeth Shelby looked over to her right to find a squirming 
Commander Sam Lavelle in the chair next to her.  

“You’re not getting nervous on me, Sam, are you?” 
The Canadian first officer quickly stopped and sat up straighter 

in his chair. “Not at all. I’m still getting used to this seat, it isn’t as 
comfortable as the helm.” 

“I’m sure you break it in eventually,” replied Maria Django 
from her post which Lavelle had used to occupy. “If not you can 
always sit on my lap.” 

Lavelle frowned but when Shelby laughed he didn’t manage to 
maintain his disposition. “That might be more comfortable for me, 
Lieutenant, but how ‘bout you?” 

The lithe woman shrugged with a playful smile on her lips 
“You know I can take it.” 

“Captain, we’re approaching the repair station,” Sito Jaxa 
reported from her tactical board. 

“Alright people, show time. Let’s put on our serious faces,” she 
said. 

“Bridge to engineering,” said Lavelle. “How do our nacelles 
look, Jadon?” 

The response came promptly. “We’re radiating like a Deltan in 
heat.” 

Lavelle just shook his head at the inappropriate metaphor. “Am 
I glad Anara isn’t around anymore to hear this kind of talk,” he 
whispered to Shelby. 
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“Please tell me we’re going to get this over with quick,” the engineer 
continued. “I can’t stand seeing my engines in this kind of pain.” 

“Hang in there, Jadon,” Shelby said. “With some luck this will 
all be over with in a jiffy. Bridge out,” the captain said and stood. She 
straightened her uniform jacket. “Lieutenant Sito, please hail the 
station. Inform them that we’ve had a serious radiation leak in our 
warp nacelles and that we’re requesting assistance. Sell it.” 

“Don’t worry, sir. I’ll give‘em a command performance.” 
Shelby nodded. “Maria, bring us in nice and close. Make sure to 

position us right next to their main sensor platform. Run the script, 
people.” 
 
 

* * * 
 
Agamemnon  
Holding position outside Ulirian space. 
53114.2  
 
“The Sutherland has achieved her position,” Commander Texx said. 

“Is it working?” asked Owens. 
“They’re generating enough interference to blind the Argus 

array. I can hardly even make them out anymore,” said Agamemnon’s 
first officer after checking the ship’s sensors. 

Donners sat down in her chair. “So far so good.” 
Owens nodded. “Send the signal to Aegis to proceed.” 

 
 

* * * 
 
Aegis  
Entering Lekuta system 
53114.3 
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“It’s the third planet,” Jasmine said. “I’m detecting several satellites 
and small orbital installations.” 

“Good job,” said Glover. “Let’s do this quickly. Red Alert, raise 
shields and ready weapons.” 

The bridge alert klaxons came to life instantly, accompanied by 
flashing red lights. 

“Lieutenant Rojas,” said Cherenkov and stood, “Take us in fast. 
Donar, advise the Independence to follow our lead and to watch out 
for other ships in the system.” 

The two officers acknowledged. 
Lieutenant Commander Pell Ojana sat down in the chair to the 

left of the captain once the first officer had left the command area to 
help out at tactical. The Bajoran leaned in towards Glover. “You 
haven’t said much since coming back from the Agamemnon. I take it 
the meeting didn’t go over all too well.” 

“Nothing escapes your sharp gaze, does it?” he shot back 
sarcastically. 

“Your projecting, Terrence,” she said quietly. “And there is no 
point in letting others suffer for you bad mood.” 

He nodded reluctantly. “I guess I need to work on that.” 
“All weapons ready,” reported Cherenkov. “Vector-mode?” 
“No. We want to keep our profile as small as possible,” replied 

the captain. 
“Let me guess,” Pell said. “You locked horns with the other 

captains.” 
“I just don’t like this sneaking around business,” Glover said. 

“We shouldn’t come in here like some shadowy intelligence group 
and try to do things under the radar. We should proudly wave the 
flag and declare in no uncertain terms that we do not tolerate 
terrorism. But that’s not how Picard and Owens like to play it. They 
want us all to get along and think about the next star system we 
could go and explore. They’re hopelessly stuck in the past.” 
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“So that’s adding some more captains to the list of people you 
don’t get along with. Tell me do you have any friends left among 
your peers?” 

“Now that’s just unfair,” he said. “Captain Shelby and I have a 
good relationship and Aurelia strikes me as a capable person. And 
I’ve known Donners from her days at DS5 and if she weren’t so loyal 
to Owens I could see myself getting along with her just fine,” he said 
but regretted it the moment the words had come over his lips. 

His wife had overheard his comments and turned to glare at 
him. “They’re all female.” 

“The satellites are now in weapons range,” reported Lieutenant 
Donar. 

Glover wanted to say something to Jasmine to assure her he 
hadn’t meant it the way it had sounded but she had already returned 
to her station. He sighed and stood. “Destroy them.” 

Phaser blasts leashed out from the tactical cruiser, cutting down 
the few satellites in seconds. 

“Now entering standard orbit,” said Rojas. 
“I’m reading an extensive structure on the northwestern 

continent and at least half a dozen starships, maybe more. I can’t get 
a clear reading however due to atmospheric interference,” the tactical 
officer reported. 

“Are they Cardassian?” the captain wanted to know. 
“Positive.” 
“Target the installation.” 
But Donar shook his head with frustration. “The targeting 

scanners are unable to get a clean lock.” 
“Captain,” said Jasmine. “I’m reading a native population on 

the planet close to the Cardassian base. There is a pre-industrialized 
civilizations scattered all over the continent. 

“Mister Donar,” said Glover and turned to his tactical officer. “I 
want you to manually target the base with quantum torpedoes. They 
know we’re here by now. Send them a warning. They have forty-five 
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minutes to surrender or we will open fire. And be precise, Tai. I don’t 
want another Loval on my hands.” 
 
 

* * * 
 
Independence  
Lekuta System 
53114.3 
  
“The Aegis has just sent an ultimatum to the Cardassians on the 
surface,” said Windslow who was monitoring the other Starfleet ship. 

Aurelia nervously tapped the armrest of her chair. “I wish he 
would just get it over with. We all know they’re not going to 
surrender.” 

“Captain, I’m detecting a Cardassian ship, Keldon-class, 
entering the system,” said Karim Bin Nadal. 

The captain almost jumped out of her seat. “ID that vessel.” 
“No question, it’s the same ship we fought earlier,” reported 

Kimula sh’Somachanar. “They have detected us and are changing 
course to escape.” 

“Not in the mood to come to their brethren’s rescue, huh?” said 
Aurelia and turned to the Andorian. “Open a channel to the Aegis.” 

“They can hear you now.” 
“Captain this is Aurelia. You seem to have things under control 

here. I’m going after that Keldon that has just decided to make a run 
for it.” 

 “I hate to point it out but the orders were to stay in the system.” 
The Hispanic captain smiled. “You’re playing devil’s advocate 

now? It looks to me as if the Cardassians are trying to head deeper 
into Ulirian space. Now that would blow our little secret operation 
here wide open, don’t you think?” 

“Decent point, Captain. Good hunting.” 
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“And you. Independence out,” she said and took her seat again. 
“Mister D’nas, set a pursuit course if you please.” 

The Tamarian swiftly followed the order. 
It took the Independence less than thirty minutes to pick up the 

warship’s trail again. 
“They cannot outrun us,” said D’nas. “Our maximum velocity 

far exceeds theirs.” 
Aurelia studied the tactical information being fed into her 

armrest console. “Change course one-two-seven mark three-two, 
increase speed to warp nine point eight six.” 

“Aye sir.” 
“What are you planning?” asked Windslow. 
She smirked. “I want to be able to look them in the eye when 

we take her down,” she said. “Karim, status of weapons?” 
“Pulse cannons and quantum torpedoes are standing by.” 
“Change course one-eight-four mark three-three, match our 

speed to theirs.” 
The Tamarian suddenly understood what she had planned. 

“We will overtake the target in twenty-six seconds.” 
“On my mark come about and open fire with everything we’ve 

got.” 
Twenty six seconds passed. And then twenty six more. “Mark.” 
Independence performed a full one hundred eighty degree turn 

to bear down on the Cardassian vessel head on. Worried about a 
potential warp collision the Cardassian ship dropped to impulse. By 
then of course it was too late. Independence was right on top of them 
and unleashed a fierce assortment of phaser pulses and torpedoes. 

Aurelia smiled when she saw the Keldon taking a beating at her 
hand.  

“Sir,” Kimula said with urgency. “Our position …” 
“What is it, Lieutenant?” asked Windslow when Aurelia didn’t 

reply right away. 
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“We’re just outside the Trexia star system. I’m reading Ulirian 
warships on an intercept course.” 

Captain Aurelia stood. “Damn.” 
 
 

* * * 
 
Sutherland  
Trexia System 
53114.4 
 
“How many?” asked Shelby. 

“At least six heavy cruisers,” replied Sito. “They will intercept 
Independence in less than five minutes.” 

“They move fast,” said Lavelle. 
“We’re being hailed by the station,” the Bajoran said. 
“Let’s hear it.” 
“Sutherland, you are to hold your current position and under no 

circumstances are you to move away from this station. If you attempt to do 
so it will be interpreted as a hostile gesture.” 

The first officer raised his eyebrows. “They want to keep us tied 
up here so they can go after the Independence.” 

“Jaxa, does the station represent a danger to this ship?” 
She shook her head. “They have a few spiral disruptor arrays 

but nothing to seriously slow us down.” 
“Good,” responded Shelby and looked at her first officer. He 

knew what she wanted without having to put it into words. 
“Jadon, get those engines back online. Game’s over,” Lavelle 

ordered. 
“You’ve got it!” 
“Red alert, shields,” Shelby barked. “Set a course for the 

Independence, full impulse. And brace for incoming fire from the 
station.” 
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* * * 
 
Agamemnon  
Outside Ulirian Space 
53114.5  
 
“The Ulirian ships have engaged the Independence. Sutherland has now 
joined the battle,” said Texx, reading the sensor data from a station 
near his chair. 

Owens couldn’t believe it. The plan had fallen apart.  
Donners faced him. “What are your orders?” she asked. 
But Michael Owens was not paying her any attention. 

“Commander, have all ships retreat immediately.” 
The Bolian tried to execute the order. He shook his head and 

looked up again. “I don’t think they can. The Independence is 
reporting that the Ulirians have surrounded them.” 

“Where is the Aegis?” 
“Still in the Lekuta system. They have now destroyed eighty-

five percent of the Cardassian base.” 
Donners knew Glover was out of position. “They are too far 

away,” she said and looked at Owens. “We’re closer.” 
Michael Owens walked over to Texx’s computer station, hoping 

he’d be able to see something the first officer had missed. 
“Michael, if you think I’m just going to sit here while our 

people are being taken apart by–“ 
He cut her off. “I know, damnit, I know.” 
Amaya shot daggers at her friend, silently demanding for him 

to take action. 
Owens nodded reluctantly. 
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Agamemnon’s captain sat in her chair, her visage a mask of focus 
on concentration. “Red Alert, battle stations. Helm, take us in. 
Maximum warp.” 
 
 

* * * 
 
Sutherland 
Outside Trexia System 
53114.5 
 
“Jaxa, target the lead vessel’s weapons and engines,” Shelby said, her 
voice, firm as steel, her gaze focused on the images of the unfolding 
battle on the view screen. 

“Firing,” replied the petite Bajoran at tactical. Shelby couldn’t 
see it but there was a spark in her eyes, as if an entirely different 
personality was trying to assert itself.  

The Nebula-class starship peppered the Uliran vessel with 
phasers and torpedoes. The barrage was a little too heavy for what 
Shelby had asked for which became even more apparent when small 
explosions began ripping across the ship’s hull. 

“Lieutenant, check your fire. I want to disable them.” 
“Sorry, sir,” Sito said slightly flustered. “I overestimated their 

shield strength.” 
Shelby wasn’t quite convinced but there was no time to worry 

about it now. 
“The Independence has just destroyed the Cardassian ship,” said 

Lavelle after consulting his computer terminal. “They’re now 
concentrating their fire on the other Ulirians, and they’re not holding 
anything back.” 

The first officer’s report was emphasized seconds later by the 
image of the Interceptor-class starship closing in tightly on one of the 
black, arrow-shaped ships and unloading its devastating pulse 
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canons at point blank range. The opposing vessel didn’t stand a 
chance and was soon consumed in a fiery explosion. 

Captain Shelby shook her head slightly but didn’t comment on 
the event. Instead she was forced to hold on firmly to her seat when 
Sutherland shook hard from incoming fire. 

Sam Lavelle was thrown out of his seat but quickly recovered. 
“Two Ulirians have sneaked up on us,” Sito reported. “Multiple 

hits to the lateral shields. They’re holding at sixty-seven percent.” 
The newly minted first officer jumped into action. “Maria, 

change your heading to one-three-one mark one-seven-eight.” 
Shelby watched carefully as Lavelle issued rapid-fire orders to 

the crew. 
The quick course change had brought Sutherland into an ideal 

firing position behind one of the enemy ships. 
“Jaxa, fire phasers, maximum yield!” 
Sutherland flung crimson colored energy bursts towards its 

target. The sustained blast eventually cut through their shields. 
“Ready quantum torpedoes,” Lavelle ordered who had now 

smelled blood himself. His enemy was vulnerable and he had a 
chance to take them out before they could do any more damage. He 
would have to act quickly to take full advantage. 

He felt the soft hand of Elizabeth Shelby on his shoulder and 
turned to look at the shorter woman. Her eyes were surprisingly 
calm. Only then did he realize what he had lusted for and the eager 
Sito Jaxa had been only too willing to comply. 

“They wouldn’t hesitate,” he said quietly. 
“But we do.” 
He nodded slowly. “Lieutenant, find their engines and take 

them out.” 
Jaxa acknowledged and within moments the Ulirian warship 

was dead in the water, no longer possessing the means to propel 
itself under its own power. 
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Another hit forced both Lavelle and Shelby to find something 
to hang on to. 

“Shields at fifty-four percent,” Sito said. “Sir, there are still 
three vessels remaining. We might not be able to get out of this by 
limiting our fire.” 

Shelby didn’t appear concerned as she slowly took her seat. 
Lavelle couldn’t help but be irritated by her knowing smile. 
“If I read Donners correctly she isn’t the one to stay on the 

bench when her team needs another player.” 
“With all due respect, Captain,” said the first officer, “but what 

if you’re-“ 
“Sir, the Agamemnon has just dropped out of warp,” reported 

Jaxa, cutting off the Canadian officer. “She’s opening fire at the 
Ulirians.” 

Lavelle shook his head with disbelief as he sat down next to the 
captain. “Does telepathy come with that fourth pip?” 

Shelby smiled. “Call it captain’s intuition. Don’t worry, Sam, 
you’ll get the hang of this soon enough,” she said and patted him on 
the shoulder. 

“The Ulirians are retreating,” said Django. “I think they’ve had 
enough.” 

Shelby nodded. “They’ve made their point,” she said. “Maria, 
maneuver us discreetly alongside Independence. I don’t want Aurelia 
to start hunting them down.” 

“Captain’s intuition again?” asked Lavelle. 
“She’s a good fighter but a bit of a loose canon. We’ve made 

things bad enough today, no reason to get dragged into an all out 
war over this.” 

“Sir,” reported Jaxa. “Agamemnon is signaling us to retreat into 
Cardassian territory.” 

Lavelle exchanged a quick glance with his captain who gave 
him a reaffirming nod. 

“You’ve heard the lady, Lieutenant Django. Get us out of here.” 
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“Aye, aye, Commander Lavelle, sir,” replied the Brazilian 
woman playfully before she entered the new course. 

The first officer decided to ignore the jibe. He would have to 
have a word with the helmsman in private he decided. However he 
did notice a pensive smirk on Shelby’s lips 

“Something funny, Captain?” 
“I was just thinking that I’m glad I’m not in Owens’ shoes right 

now.” 
Why his captain found that thought amusing Commander Sam 

Lavelle did not know. 
 
 

* * * 
 
Agamemnon  
Occupied Cardassian Space 
53115.1  
 
The debriefing was over and Owens sat by himself in the ship’s 
observation lounge, looking out of the windows at the slowly 
departing starships. 

Amaya Donners entered but Owens didn’t turn to 
acknowledge her presence.  

“The good news is, neither Sutherland nor Independence have 
reported any casualties. Both ships will be heading for Deep Space 
Nine for repairs.” 

The captain of the Eagle nodded but remained silent. 
“Captain Glover confirmed that the insurgent base in the 

Lekuta system was completely destroyed after they tried to scramble 
their starships from the surface. He reports no collateral damage 
occurred.” 

“And in the meantime the negotiations with the Ulirians have 
broken down,” said Owens, still refusing to make eye contact with 
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Donners. “After getting word that Starfleet ships had violated their 
borders, the Ulirians quickly opened fire on the Enterprise. She barely 
got out in one piece.”  

“I hate to say it but perhaps it is for the best.” 
That was not what Michael Owens had wanted to hear and the 

cold look in his eyes made sure Donners knew it too.  
She sat down in a chair next to him. “Shelby was right. This 

isn’t the time for Starfleet to tiptoe around our neighbors and look 
bright-eyed towards new places to explore. Our enemies are looking 
for our weakness now more than ever and we can’t afford to show 
any. Not in our current condition. The Ulirians might have gotten a 
bloody nose this time but they’ll know we mean business and they’ll 
think twice before supporting the insurgency again.” 

“So we’re in the business of intimidation now? Is that it? Strike 
the enemy before he can strike you?” 

“Michael, at this point we are in the business of survival and 
hanging on to what we have left,” she countered. 

“So I guess when we were talking about that new breed of 
Starfleet officers yesterday you forgot to mention that you are one of 
them,” he said, the accusation in his tone not easily missed. 

She stood from her chair. “If by that you mean that I was 
among those fighting at the front lines day in and day out during the 
war than the answer is yes. We all did: Glover, Shelby, Aurelia. And I 
guess it all changed us. Perhaps in a way that people like you and 
Picard will never fully understand.” 

Owens uttered a sarcastic laugh. “People like me?” 
“I’m not questioning that you didn’t do your part during the 

war,” she said, albeit in a softer tone now. “But it wasn’t the same for 
you as it was for us, Michael.” 

The blade-shaped Independence slowly glided passed the 
windows of the observation lounge. The Interceptor-class starship was 
in many ways the closest Starfleet had ever come to building a 
warship. 
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Owens watched it carefully. “A sign of the changing times.” 
Donners shook her head. “They won’t for long. But we need to 

bring back stability to this sector, to the whole of the quadrant before 
we can think of pursuing the old ways again.” 

“What if we lose the old ways in the process?” 
At that she smiled. “With people like you how around to keep 

us in line how could we?” 
“You know,” he said and stood. “Maybe considering those 

admiral stripes isn’t such a bad idea after all. Maybe they’ll need 
some clear headed flag officers back at Command to keep an eye on 
all you brash captains out there,” he added with a smirk. 

“Commander Texx to Captain Owens. I have Captain Picard for you 
on a priority channel.” 

“That is if Picard won’t bust you down to cadet before you ever 
get the chance,” she said, countering with a smirk of her own. 

Michael Owens took a deep breath. All of a sudden that 
possibility sounded extremely conceivable to him. 
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When Gods Smile 
 
 
“It is a sign of the Great One. The one who has created us. The one 
who has created all the creatures under the heavens and the heavens 
themselves. It is His way to let us know that He watches over us and 
that He loves and cares for us.” 

“It is so beautiful,” the little girl said. She stood on top of a 
rocky ridge with her neck craned upwards to watch the skies above. 
The star was brighter than anything she had ever seen in the night 
sky. It had appeared only a few days ago and yet with every passing 
day it became more dazzling. The entire tribe had spoken about 
nothing but this divine sign ever since it had appeared. 

“Of course it is,” said her mother with a benevolent smile. “It is 
a present from the Great One. It is a present of love.” 

The excited young girl looked at her mother. “What shall we 
do?” 

“We must honor this occasion,” she said in a solemn tone. “We 
will unite all the tribes and we will celebrate. Those who were at war 
will lay down their weapons and those who were fighting will come 
together in peace. It is what the Great One would want.” 

The girl nodded eagerly. 
“Come,” the mother said. “We must make preparations.” 
The girl jumped down from the raised perch to join her mother 

who was ready to head back into their village at the foot of the 
mountain. But the girl stopped as she realized that their companion 
was not coming along. 

She looked at the woman still standing on the ridge. “Will you 
not join us as well?” 

The woman didn’t speak, her eyes still glued at the flaring star 
in the sky. 
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The mother noticed her hesitation as well and took a step 
closer. “Helera, surely the stories of the Great One have reached even 
your faraway steppes. It would give us great joy if you would join 
our festivities. We’ll gladly share everything we have with you.” 

The woman who had been a stranger to the mother and her 
child until only very recently turned to look at the both of them with 
a saddened expression on her face. 

“Are you not joyful that our god is sending us this present?” 
the girl asked. “Or are you sad that you cannot be with your own 
tribe in the faraway steppes during such a blissful occasion?” 

But Helera was not from the faraway steppes. She didn’t look it 
and her companions had no way of knowing, but Helera was not 
from their world. But what was most disturbing of all for Doctor 
Ashley Wenera of the starship Eagle, was that she knew for a fact that 
the shining star they were watching with such awe was not a gift 
from the gods. Or at the very least not the kind that gave cause to 
joyful celebrations. She knew all too well that the contrary was true. 
 

* * * 
 
“The main impact will occur in exactly forty-two hours, twenty-three 
minutes and forty-seven seconds on the northern continent. The 
meteor’s main body will hit the northern ocean while at least four 
fragments will impact on land,” explained Lieutenant Commander 
Xylion, the Vulcan chief science officer as he pointed to the screen 
behind him which ran a detailed computer simulation of the scenario 
he had described. 

“What will be the effect on the planet’s population?” asked 
Nora Laas. 

“My estimations predict an initial casualty level of six million 
within ten hours of the first impact. The total number of estimated 
casualties will be forty-four point four million.” 
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The mood in Eagle’s briefing room was appropriately 
downhearted. They had all known that this would happen ever since 
they had first come to this world three weeks ago. And yet they all 
found that they were utterly unprepared for this moment. 

“As our initial predictions have indicated, we will be witnesses 
to a level two extinction event. Nothing will survive, not even 
bacteria,” said Xylion clinically before taking his chair again. 

And then there was silence in the room. 
It was Ashley Wenera who broke it. “We can stop this,” she 

said quietly. 
All eyes turned to look at her. Their mission had been simple. 

Study the people of Arcticus II in the last three weeks of their 
existence and observe the extinction event utilizing all scientific 
methods at their disposal. It had sounded very straight forward until 
today. Nobody had dared to voice what they all knew would have to 
happen eventually. That they would have front row seats to a 
civilization’s apocalypse. 

“The Prime Directive does not allow for us–“ 
Wenera stood up angrily, interrupting the first officer. “Damn 

the Prime Directive. These people down there deserve a chance to 
live. Everybody does. We have it in our power to give them that 
chance. Let’s use it before it’s too late.” 

Captain Michael Owens had feared that something like that 
would happen. It had been a mistake to allow his chief medical 
officer’s request to join the planetary survey mission. Against his 
wishes she had befriended those she was supposed to study. She had 
developed a personal stake in the tragedy that was going to befall 
this world. 

“Doctor,” he said softly, “you know as well as I do how this has 
to play out. We cannot get involved here.” 

“We’re already involved,” she shot back. “The moment we 
came here we became involved. The moment we decided to put 
people onto the surface and study their culture we became involved. 
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Now we’re treating them like lab animals. We selfishly study them 
for our own gain and then discard them like used up supplies. There 
is no moral high ground here. We might as well be the ones killing 
them. Hell, if we did, it probably be a more merciful fate,” she said 
but found no supporters in the room, just men and women with 
pained expressions on their faces, trying hard to avoid eye contact 
with her. 

“I’m sorry, Doctor,” said Owens. 
“It isn’t right,” she said quietly and took her seat again, full 

well knowing that she was fighting a losing battle. 
“I know this is going to be difficult,” continued the captain, 

looking at all his officers. “I’d probably rather face the Borg in battle 
than having to watch what will happen here. But we’re Starfleet 
officers. As distasteful as this might be to us, it is part of what we do. 
And for good reason.” 

There was neither accord nor disagreement in the room. Just 
silence. 

“If there’s nothing else.” 
Eugene Edison, the first officer cleared his throat. “I know this 

isn’t the best time but I wanted to remind everyone that today is 
Christmas Eve. We’ve put together a small celebration in the Nest 
tomorrow–“ 

“Celebration?” Wenera asked with disbelieve, painfully 
remembering the joy of the tribal people she had met on the planet 
who had decided to commemorate the day in a similar fashion. 

“Maybe given the circumstances we should forgo the party, 
Commander,” said Owens. “Besides Starfleet isn’t particularly crazy 
over observing religious holidays.” 

“This isn’t just a holiday,” said the youthful DeMara Deen. 
“Christmas is supposed to be a time to come together with those you 
love and care about. Certainly, it’s based on a human religious event 
but surely it has taken on a much broader meaning since then.” 
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Owens considered the Tenarian for a moment. The fact that it 
was one of the non-human crewmembers to come to the holiday’s 
defense spoke volumes. It was not enough to sway him however. He 
shook his head. “I just don’t think it’s appropriate. You are free to 
hold festivities in your private quarters but there won’t be any 
celebrations in the Nest or other public areas. That’s all, people.” 
 

* * * 
 
Owens didn’t sleep well that night. 

He kept tossing and turning, his mind filled with images of a 
planet dying. 

When he finally couldn’t take it anymore, he got out of bed and 
walked over to the window where he could see the approaching 
meteor in bright colors. It was a strangely beautiful sight considering 
the nearly immeasurable destruction it heralded. 

He felt a chill come over him that was so unexpected he 
wondered if the environmental system was malfunctioning. 

“My, you look like your freezing to death out there.” 
Startled by the unknown female voice, Owens turned around. 

The woman was standing in the doorway of an old wooden house. 
And that was by far not the strangest thing about the situation. 
Michael Owens was no longer on Eagle. Instead he stood in ankle-
deep snow at the outskirts of a small village somewhere that looked 
disturbingly similar to what Earth had once looked. 

Any sign of his quarters were gone. 
And he was freezing alright. Not surprising considering he was 

in the middle of a blizzard. 
“What in the blazes are you doing out here so late?” the woman 

asked him. “And without even a coat. Come into the house. We have 
a warm fire going and some hot soup.” 

“What is this place?” Owens asked, barely managing to keep 
his teeth from chattering. 
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The woman gave him a puzzled look. “You must have been in 
the cold for too long. Prairieville, of course. Now come in here before 
you freeze yourself to death.” 

As irritated as he was, Owens couldn’t argue and he quickly 
took up her offer, slipping into the old-fashioned two-story house 
even as his mind still reeled, refusing to accept what was happening 
around him. 

“Prairieville,” he said under his breath as the warmth of the 
promised fire began to dispel the cold. 

The woman shut the door and turned to look at her guest who 
was rubbing his hands close to the fire. Owens hadn’t missed that she 
wore a simple blue dress which was impossibly out of place and time 
and yet fit in perfectly with these strange surroundings. “I haven’t 
seen you around town,” she said. “You must be new around here. 
Either way you are quite foolish to wander around the village in the 
middle of a blizzard. And on Christmas Eve no less. 

Owens strode to the window which allowed him a view of the 
small town below. It looked familiar to him and he soon realized 
why. He had been born here. Except it had been called Waukesha 
then. What he saw now was the same town some five-hundred years 
before he had lived. “This is impossible,” he said and looked at the 
woman. “What is this? A holo-deck projection?” he asked and 
walked over to the fire again, trying to touch it carefully. It was as hot 
as the real thing and he nearly burned himself. “Computer, end 
program.” 

“The cold must have affected you worse than I thought,” she 
said. “Maybe some hot soup will help.” 

The starship captain watched her intently as she walked to the 
stove. “I know what the townspeople think of us, and of John. I don’t 
blame them, really. But as long as I live in this house we will show 
the proper hospitality to all our guests. Especially today.” 

“Mary, who is down there with you?” a male voice came from 
upstairs. 
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She looked annoyed. “It’s one of the townspeople, John.” 
“Goddamnit, tell‘em to go away!” 
Angrily Mary dropped the large spoon she was using to 

prepare a bowl of soup. “It’s Christmas, John!” she shot back. “And 
don’t you take the Lord’s name in vain in my house.” 

There was a momentary pause. 
Then laughter. “It doesn’t matter anymore, Mary. Nothing 

matters anymore. The world is at its end. By this time tomorrow 
there’ll be no more house and no more Christmases.” 

The woman took a deep breath and looked at her guest with a 
rueful expression on her face. “You must excuse my husband. I guess 
they’re talking about him in town already, don’t they? He’s lost his 
mind ever since he started staring at the skies. Talking about the end 
and so on and so forth.” 

“The skies?” Owens asked. 
She nodded. “Yes, those cursed lenses he keeps looking 

through. Devil’s scopes, I call’em. They’ve driven him insane, 
convinced him that we’ll all be squatted like insects by a big rock 
from the skies,” she said and sat down with the apparent frustration 
of a wife who had put up with such nonsense for far too long. 

Owens on the other hand was intrigued. “Do you mind if I 
have a look?” 

“Go ahead. He’s right upstairs in his study. Won’t leave the 
damned room for nothing. Maybe you can talk some sense into him.” 

Owens nodded and headed up the stairs. He found the study in 
which a short, middle-aged man was sitting surrounded by drawings 
and books about stars and astronomy. And yet it looked more like a 
workshop or a poor man’s observatory with a number of improvised 
telescopes everywhere. The man was sitting by the largest one, 
pointed at the skies above through the window. He kept writing on a 
piece of paper while never taking his eyes from the device. 

Owens was no scientist but it quickly became obvious that 
neither was John. Actual scientific books were far and few in-between 
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and most drawings and writings appeared to be amateurish at best. 
But the overall tone of all his work was clear. The end of the world. 

Startled by the squeaking floor boards John jumped to his feet 
and faced the stranger. “Who are you?” he demanded. “My wife send 
you? It doesn’t matter. Nothing matters anymore. Look for yourself. 
We’re all doomed.” The man was hysterical but he appeared 
somewhat appeased when Owens decided to do as he suggested and 
ventured a look through his telescope. 

What Owens saw was terrifyingly familiar. He had seen a very 
similar asteroid just moments before. But this one was a lot closer. 
“My god,” he said. 

“Yes, yes,” said John. “Do you see? Do you see?” 
Owens couldn’t take his eyes off it. 
“We’re all going to die. Once that falling star hits us, we’re all 

going to die. But they’re not listening to me. Nobody’s listening. Not 
that it matters. Nothing matters anymore. There’s nothing on this 
Earth that could stop that thing.” 

It was what Owens saw next that truly stunned him. Something 
had appeared close to the asteroid. It was too far away and the 
equipment too primitive to make it out clearly but it moved in an 
unnatural manner. It was quite obviously no celestial object of any 
kind.  

And then, bright red flares. They engulfed the asteroid 
instantly and it began to diminish. He couldn’t know for certain what 
was happening but something or someone was destroying the 
fragment before it could hit the Earth. 

Within a few seconds it was all over. The asteroid’s main body 
was disintegrating into smaller pieces which quickly began to drift 
apart. He knew right away that they were too small to pose any 
serious threats. 

Owens gasped and stepped away. “It’s gone.” 
John gave his visitor a puzzled expression but Owens had no 

words to offer. 
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The man quickly returned to his telescope and ventured 
another look himself. “What … what happened?” he asked with utter 
disbelieve. When he still didn’t get a response he turned to look at 
Owens. “How is that possible?” 

“I … don’t know.” 
John rubbed his eyes to make sure they were not playing tricks 

on him and then looked again. All he could find were small dots of 
light, too weak to appear to be any danger. “It’s a miracle,” he said 
and took a step backwards. “It’s a miracle!” he shouted from the top 
of his lungs. “A Christmas miracle!” He shot out of the study like a 
man reborn. “Mary, my dearest love, it’s a miracle! We are saved, 
woman, we are all saved! Praise God Almighty, we’re saved.” 

Owens watched him run out of the room and then turned to 
have another look through the telescope to make certain it had really 
disappeared. 

It had not. 
He was looking at it again but not from the study of an 

eighteenth-century mid-Western American log house but from his 
quarters aboard his ship. He was once again standing in front of his 
window, looking upon the meteor which was to annihilate Arcticus II 
in less than two days. 

Still dizzy from his strange trip through space and time Owens 
headed for his desk and the computer who was sitting on top of it. 
He accessed the LCARS historical database and soon enough he 
found exactly what he had been looking for. John and Mary 
Kirkegaard of Prairieville, Wisconsin. He kept looking until he found 
eyewitness accounts of a massive meteor shower observed by dozens 
of witnesses on Christmas Eve of 1846. 
 
  

* * * 
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Captain Michael Owens found the night-shift attending his bridge. 
Without much delay he headed for the tactical station which 

was currently manned by a junior officer who snapped to attention 
upon seeing the unexpected visitor. 

“At ease, Ensign,” said Owens as he approached the tactical 
console. The ensign stepped aside to allow his captain full access. 

Owens stroked the wood finish before trying the controls. He 
gave the puzzled ensign a small smile. “Starfleet captains are 
required to be fully certified in all tactical operations,” he explained. 
“I’m a bit rusty so I thought I'll run some practice drills.” 

The young officer nodded sharply but his eyes soon grew 
wider when he noticed that Owens was arming the photon torpedoes 
and activating the live targeting system. 

“Got to be careful,” Owens said. “I wouldn’t want to 
mistakenly open fire on something.” 

The red alert klaxons came to life, drowning the bridge in 
strobing red lights when a single torpedo was fired unannounced. 

The ensign’s mouth fell open and the rest of the bridge crew 
jumped wide awake, ready to face an unknown crisis. 

“Oh boy,” said Owens and took a step away from the console. 
“It’s alright people, my mistake. I must have accidently triggered the 
torpedo launcher. Stand down from red alert.” 

On the screen Owens and the rest of the bridge crew watched 
as the single torpedo shot across space and struck the meteor head 
on, splitting it up into small, harmless fragments. 

“Now what are the odds?” said Owens as he watched the 
spectacle. 

Not a moment later the senior officers streamed onto the 
bridge, awoken by the alert klaxons which had since died away. They 
were all just in time to see the asteroid breaking apart on the view 
screen. 

Completely dumbfounded, Eugene Edison looked at his 
captain. 
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Owens shrugged his shoulders. “An accident,” he said.  
Edison nodded slowly but with apparent skepticism. 
Wenera stepped closer. “Sir, did you just–“ 
“It was an accident, Doctor,” he said sternly. “I want this to be 

perfectly clear to all of you,” he continued. “All I meant to do was to 
brush up on my tactical certifications. It would look like I need to 
catch up on my theory first.” 

“Yes, it would appear that way, sir,” said Edison who was no 
longer able to suppress a growing grin which quickly spread to the 
entire senior staff. Except for Xylion of course who raised one of his 
eyebrows instead. 

“Now Gene, let’s talk about that Christmas party. I’ve got a 
story to tell you all you won’t believe. It’s a true Christmas miracle.” 
 

* * * 
 
The mother held her young daughter close as the village around her 
erupted in cheers upon witnessing the most remarkable meteor 
shower that had ever filled their skies. 

An unmistakable sign from the Great One. 
It was a cause of great celebration for their entire world. 
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The Sins of the Father 
(aka Paternal Instincts) 

 
 

“Jon,” said Vice Admiral Glover, surprised to see his colleague enter 
the room.  “You don’t usually attend these meetings. What brings 
you down here from your dark and mysterious layer on the forty-
second floor?” 
 Glover was right. Jonathan Owens was a rare sight at Starfleet 
Command. There was in fact, little knowledge as to his exact role or 
position within the organization. His division, whatever it did, 
occupied most of the forty-second floor and only a privileged few 
appeared to have access. 
 Owens took the comment with a smirk as he sat down at the 
conference table next to Glover. “It got a little bit too dark and 
mysterious up there.” 
 “Even a vampire needs to get out sometimes,” said Admiral 
Paris who had opened the shades to the large panorama windows to 
allow for a stunning view of Golden Gate Park, flooding the room 
with sunlight in the process. 
 “Too bright,” said Owens and held up his hand to mockingly 
shield his eyes. 
 Paris took his seat. “I bet it is.” 
 Moments later Alynna Nechayev and Admiral Leyton entered 
the room and quickly took their chairs but not before taking a quick 
note of Jonathan Owens’ presence. 
 Nechayev had taken the head of the table. 

“I hope you’re all well this fine morning,” she said and pulled 
out a padd. “Let’s get through this quickly, shall we? This is just a 
quick review meeting and I have about three dozen much more 
urgent conferences to attend today, including one with the Tellarite 
ambassador who hates being kept waiting.” 
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“I’m sure a couple of well placed insults will easily appease 
him,” said Glover. “The lower you aim the better his disposition.” 

This elicited some chuckles around the room but Nechayev 
wasn’t in the mood. “If that’s the case maybe I should bring you 
along, Sam,” she said humorlessly. 

Glover decided not to make another remark. 
“Alright, gentlemen, this is about the latest ship assignments. 

Let’s run through the list quickly. Ticonderoga to Matthews, Mumbai 
to Trellx, Shenandoah to Gibson, Sutherland to Quinn -” 

“Actually, J.P. might have somebody else in mind for the 
Sutherland,” Leyton interrupted.  

“Fine,” said Nechayev, “you can have another discussion on 
the Sutherland nearer the time she’s going to be ready. Moving on: 
Chenta to Woo, Eagle to Riker, Paragon to Richardson -“ 

“If I may, Alynna,” said Jonathan Owens. 
The admiral stopped reading and glanced up from her padd to 

look at Owens. Her glare making it quite obvious that she didn’t 
appreciate being called by her given name. 

Owens took no notice. “I don’t understand why we are going 
through this every year. It should be obvious by now that Riker has 
no intention of taking a command. The new Enterprise will launch 
next year and he has made it clear he wants to be back at Picard’s 
side. So why go through these motions? Let him come to us if he’s 
really committed to taking that center seat.” 

Glover nodded. “I agree. We are wasting our time with Riker. 
Let’s give Eagle to somebody who really wants her.” 

“Very well,” said Nechayev, not willing to spend more time on 
this issue than was absolutely necessary. “Do we have any other 
candidates?” 

There was a momentary silence as the flag officers present 
mulled over worthy officers who were in line for promotions or a 
new command. 

“I’d like to put Michael Owens forward,” said Jonathan Owens. 
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“There’s a surprise,” Paris said, rolling his eyes. 
“He has proven himself as a starship captain while filling in 

some mighty big shoes, taking over the Columbia from Mendez. He is 
in line to get another command.” 

“Leaving aside for a moment that he’s your son, Jon,” said 
Leyton. “You don’t want us to consider Riker because he’s been 
hesitant to take his own command and now you’re suggesting a man 
who has almost gone out of his way to declare that he has no interest 
in sitting in that chair again.” 

“He’s interested,” said Owens sharply. 
“That’s not what he sounded like at the Columbia inquiry,” said 

Paris. 
“Trust me, I’m his father, I know he wants another ship.” 
Glover had picked up a padd and quickly brought up Michael’s 

file. “He’s got a great track record, I have no objections of giving him 
Eagle,” he said and then looked at Owens.  “If he really wants her.” 

“May I remind everyone of the fateful decisions he made 
leading up to Columbia’s destruction. If he had followed orders the 
ship would never have been lost in the first place,” Paris said. 

“You mean your orders,” said Owens. 
 “Orders are orders,” countered the other admiral. “Differently 
to you, I don’t have any personal feelings in the matter.” 
 “Really?” said Owens. “Because I distinctly remember your 
rather detailed objections at the inquiry. You sounded positively 
vicious. Michael, blew up his ship to save a populated world. He 
received a medal and commendations for his actions. How would it 
look if we were to refuse him another command now?” 

“We gave him that medal for appearances sake and you know 
it. We’re not in the business to reward insubordination and that’s 
exactly the message we’d be sending.” 

Nechayev rubbed her temples, clearly not having expected 
such a heated conversation. “Gentlemen, I don’t have time for this. 
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Make your recommendations by next week and we take it from 
there,” she said, stood and briskly left the room. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
He pressed down hard on the clutch and then smoothly shifted the 
stick into fourth and final gear. 
 The engine roared with the power of 400 horses unleashed. 

He smirked with satisfaction when the needle on the old 
fashioned display finally reached 120 mph. It had taken him all 
afternoon to find a suitable spot to open her up. It hadn’t been for a 
lack of long and open roads in the Wisconsin countryside. But it 
turned out, bothersome traffic, on foot and in leisurely cruising 
skimmers persisted even in the 24th century. 

He noticed with annoyance that the vintage muscle car was 
dragging slightly to the right but he was not inclined to slowing her 
down. Not yet. Instead he compensated by slightly turning the large 
steering wheel and continued to push her faster. 

Michael Owens had travelled at speeds many multiple times 
faster than this but somehow the thrill of racing a combustion 
powered car down a road, the vibrations of the engine and the 
suspension and even the smell of oil and gasoline were all part of an 
experience even a starship couldn’t quite offer. 

The adrenaline rush didn’t last nearly long enough. 
 His house appeared down the road and the fuel indicator had 
almost reached empty. It was time to bring her in. 
 He cut a sharp corner, causing the tires to squeak loudly on the 
dura-asphalt pavement and steered the car up the dirt road leading 
to the yellow, three story antebellum-style family home. 
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Somebody was waiting for him at the end of the driveway and 
he knew exactly who it was before he was close enough to make out 
a face. 

Her bright blond hair was not the only thing that gave her 
away. The woman, a girl really, practically glowed under the bright 
summer sun.  

Owens smirked wickedly, accelerated then whipped around 
the wheel and hit the brakes hard. 

The car skittered across the driveway causing the tail end to 
break out dangerously. 

The young woman’s eyes grew wide like saucers and she took a 
few quick steps backwards when it appeared the driver had lost 
control. 

The car came to a stop long before it had any chance of hitting 
her. 

“Hey,” he said casually through the open window of the 
vehicle. 

She appeared too shaken to speak right away. 
He jumped out of the bright orange muscle car. “What'd you 

think?” 
“I think,” she said slowly, “that this is an incredibly dangerous, 

not to mention environmentally damaging mode of transportation.” 
He nodded as he walked up to the large hood and popped it 

easily. “Yeah. Also, a hell of a lot of fun to ride. 1969 Pontiac GTO, 
Judge edition. Ram Air IV engine, 400 hp at 5700 rpm. 0-60 in less 
than 5.1 seconds. As far as I know only two of these babies still exist 
and I’ve got one.” 

DeMara Deen shrugged her shoulders and she joined Owens 
by the engine. “None of that means anything to me. What I do know 
is that more people have been killed by automobile-related accidents 
in Earth history than by all other means of transportation combined.” 
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Michael looked up with annoyance. “You are a regular buzz 
kill, did you know that? Tell you what, I take you on a spin and I bet 
you’ll be singing another tune real fast.” 

She considered him as if he had lost his mind, then looked at 
the car and back at him. “In that thing? I don’t think so.” 

“I thought you liked a challenge,” he said and reached into the 
engine to try and move aside a few wires. He failed to realize that the 
motor was still smoldering hot and painfully withdrew his hand. 

“Might want to let that cool down first,” she said with a self-
satisfying smile. 

“Thanks for the advice, grease monkey,” he said and reached 
for a piece of cloth which was stuck in the back pocket of his denim 
pants to assist him in the task. “What brings you out here anyway?” 

When she didn’t answer he looked up at her youthful face. 
“I’ve heard they offered you a post as operations officer on the 
Farragut. That’s a good ship.” 

“I’m holding out to get a chief science post.” 
“You have to be realistic, Dee. They’re not going to just hand 

you an entire science department on an explorer. You’re twenty-one 
years old, five years out of the Academy. Even your first rate 
Tenarian education isn’t going to help you on this one. Give it a few 
more years.” 

“Well, maybe if I had a captain who’d request my services …” 
Owens noticed somebody watching him from an upstairs 

window. The man withdrew before he could get a good look but he 
didn’t need to see his face to know who he was. He angrily dropped 
the hood with a loud bang. “That’s why you are here, isn’t it? You are 
wasting your time, Dee. Take the Farragut posting.” 

“I can’t. She left two days ago.” 
“Let me guess, this was his idea, wasn’t it? Soften me up with 

those big purple eyes of yours and then convince me to take another 
ship? Well, you can lay off the charm because it’s not going to work 
on me,” he said and turned away to head towards the garage. 
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Deen followed him, with anger now rising in her own voice. 
“That is not fair, Michael. You make it sound as if I have some sort of 
on and off switch. Well, I don’t. And even if I did I wouldn’t try to 
charm you into anything. The truth is, I honestly believe that you 
should have another command. You deserve it. Also … I want to 
serve with you again.” 

“Some things are just not meant to be, Dee.” 
“Why not? Because you lost a ship, a crewmember? Michael 

those things happen. Besides there was nothing you could’ve done 
differently.  It doesn’t mean you have to give up on your dreams.” 

Owens turned to face her. “I didn’t just lose any ship. I lost the 
old man’s ship. His ship and so much more.“ 

Deen knew that he had always reserved that particular epithet 
for a man he had looked up. More than that. Loved and respected. 
And that person was not his father. 

“I destroyed his entire legacy in one single move,” he said and 
then looked directly into her eyes. “I could have avoided it, Dee, I 
could have followed my goddamn orders like I was supposed to. 
How can I trust myself with another ship and another crew after 
what I’ve done?” 

She apparently had no immediate answer for that. 
Owens looked up at the window where he had seen the person 

watching him earlier. “I’m going to put an end to this for once and 
for all,” he said and walked into the house. 

 
 

* * * 
 
 
He found him in his own study, standing at Michael’s desk and 
looking at a case which contained his Christopher Pike Medal he had 
received shortly after the Columbia incident. 
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 Michael frowned. It had been hidden away at the bottom of a 
drawer.  
 “Does she still pull to her right at high speeds,” Jonathan 
Owens said while he kept his back towards his son. 
 “Yeah,” he said and stuffed the dirty cloth back into the back of 
his jeans. “I think it’s the front axle.” 
 Owens Senior nodded. “I never found the time to look at that.” 
 Michael wanted to laugh. His father had never found time to 
do anything besides his job. “Well, looks like I’ve got plenty of that 
on my hands now.” 
 Jonathan turned around and threw his son a very small black 
box. 
 Michael caught it easily. 
 “No you don’t,” said the admiral. “Starfleet will be giving you 
another ship.” 
 He opened the box to find a solid, round pip inside.  
 Michael Owens wasn’t quite sure how to feel about it. He had 
wanted to be a captain, a proper captain, since his second year at 
Starfleet Academy. He had occupied the center seat on the Columbia 
for nearly ten months but he had never felt like it had been his ship. It 
was and always had been the old man’s. Until he destroyed it. 
 He found himself staring at the piece of insignia which by itself 
meant nothing. The truth was, he wanted it. He had always wanted 
it. 
 He looked up to find his father’s probing eyes. “A new 
command, huh? I doubt that very much. They might give me a 
promotion but they’re not giving me another ship. Paris was quite 
clear on that subject.” 
 “Don’t worry about Paris.” 
 This made Michael angry again. “Dad, I’ve told you I don’t 
want you meddling with my career. It is none of your business so 
stay out of it. Whatever I’m going to achieve, I’ll do on my own.” 
 “Oh, don’t be so melodramatic, son.” 
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 “Tell me you’re not interfering.” 
 “Listen, all I’ve ever done–“ 
 “Tell me, dad or this conversation ends now.” 
 “Fine, fine,” he said, throwing his hands up into the air. “I’m 
not interfering with your career. Happy?” 
 “Than how do you know about Starfleet giving me another 
ship?” 
 “Because, son, I’m an admiral. I work in the building. I hear 
things.” 
 Michael didn’t look convinced. “I don’t care. It’s just not going 
to happen. I’m not going to accept another command.” 
 Jonathan Owens moved closer. “All I ask is that you think 
about it. Go and have a look at her. A look won’t hurt. See her with 
your own eyes and if you still decide that you don’t want her, I 
promise I’ll never bring it up again.” 
 Michael Owens gave him a short nod. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
“Decks one through seventeen have been evacuated and all shuttles have 
cleared the ship for the rendezvous coordinates.  

According to their last transmission, the Cuffe and the border cutter 
Amberjack are less than eight hours out.” 
 Michael Owens made his way through the corridors of the 
Columbia like a fish trying to swim against the current, working 
himself through the stream of crewmembers trying to rush towards 
the lifeboats. He was moving into the opposite direction. 
 How had it come to this, he wondered and not for the first time. 
 A day earlier they had responded to a distress signal from a 
heavily populated border colony of the Tzinkethi who had come 
under attack from an unknown enemy. Owens had decided to cross 
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the border, going against direct orders from Admiral Paris who had 
insisted that Columbia did not get involved. 
 But Michael Owens had gone anyway, believing that coming to 
the Tzinkethi’s help could soften their aggressive notions which 
many believed were going to lead to another war in the near future. 
 What they had found was a massive meteor turned weapon 
which would ensure the total destruction of the roughly sixty million 
inhabitants of the colony world. 
 They had tried to find a solution for hours while at the same 
time taking heavy damage from the weapons which had been 
mounted on the rogue planetoid. 
 Out of time and out of options, Owens had made the call. 
Detonate Columbia’s warp core in the meteor’s flight path, a drastic 
action but according to the simulations it would split the meteor into 
relatively harmless fragments. 
 But something had gone horribly wrong. 
 Owens wasn’t sure what it was yet, except that the problem 
was originating in main engineering, the very place he was trying to 
reach desperately before the ship blew, or worse, it didn’t, and would 
be crushed by the incoming planetoid before finishing off the colony. 
 “Any update on our situation?” he asked as he pushed passed 
crewmembers and panicked civilians. 
 “None, but engineering has been evacuated. Commander Mendez is 
still on board but I haven’t been able to locate him,” DeMara Deen told 
him from the bridge. “I’m coming down to help you.” 
 Owens shook his head. “Negative, Lieutenant. You get yourself 
into a lifeboat and get out.” 
 “I’m not leaving you here, Michael.” 
 “Yes, you are. Whatever the problem I’m sure Mendez and I 
can handle it. Don’t worry, I have no intention of going down with 
the ship.” 
 “I don’t like it.” 
 “Damn it, Dee, get off the ship.” 
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 She hesitated for a moment. “Alright. But you have less than ten 
minutes until the warp core needs to be triggered. You have that long to get 
clear, not one second more.” 
 “Understood. Owens out.” 
 The acting captain of the USS Columbia reached main 
engineering moments later and found it abandoned.  
 The warp core was pulsating with raw energy, producing as 
much as it could before it was going to rip the ship and with any luck 
the asteroid to pieces along with it.  
 Michael checked the instruments. The automatic detonation 
sequence had been interrupted and he couldn’t immediately 
ascertain why. He tried to reengage it but the system stubbornly 
refused to comply. 
 Out of the corner of his eye he spotted somebody stepping next 
to the warp core. 
 It was Commander Nelson Mendez, first officer and the son of 
legendary starship captain Eduardo Mendez, the man who had 
commanded the Columbia for nearly four decades until he had been 
killed less than a year earlier. 
 “Nelson, where’ve you been?” Owens asked but realized that 
time was too short for explanations. “I need your help to reactivate 
the automatic detonation.” 
 “Commander Michael Timothy Owens.” 
 Owens turned to look at the first officer who still stood in front 
of the core with an eerie stillness entirely inappropriate considering 
the current situation. He made not one move to help him. Owens had 
been too distracted to notice that Mendez had called him by his 
official rank and not, as was customary, by his title. 
 “Come on, Nel, we’re running out of time here.” 
 “Out of time,” he repeated. “To do what? Save the Tzinkethi? 
Have you forgotten what these people did to us? Have you forgotten 
that it was the Tzinkethi who murdered the old man? And here you 
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are, trying to save their miserable planet, destroying the only thing 
that is left of my father.” 
 Owens couldn’t believe he was having this conversation now. 
“I’ve already noted your objections in my log, now is hardly the right 
time to discuss them.” 
 “I think it is the perfect time.” 
 “You can’t be serious. Help me to reengage the detonation 
sequence. That’s an order.” 
 Mendez smirked. “You’re ordering me, huh? Like Paris 
ordered you not to cross the border?” 
 Owens shot the man an angry look. “Damn it, Nel, you’re 
going to assist me blowing this ship or so help me God–“ 
  “Hey, I’m not the one to defy a direct order. That’s your 
game,” he said and pointed at a corner of the engine room. “But it 
looks as if one of those last hits jarred loose a few isolinear chips. It’s 
a real mess and it interrupted the sequence.” 
 Owens followed his glance and found a number of chips lying 
on the floor. He rushed to the panel, took a knee and tried to slot 
them back into place as quickly as he could. 
 “You know, Michael, I always liked you,” said Mendez while 
he watched the acting captain sorting through the isolinear chips. 
“Even back when you first came onboard five years ago and 
everybody saw you as an outsider, an interloper, trying to break up 
the family.” 
 Owens didn’t have the time to focus on Mendez. 
 “I never blamed you for Maya deciding to leave,” he said, 
referring to Columbia’s former chief engineer who had been in the run 
for the then vacant first officer’s spot. The charismatic Amaya 
Donners had been popular with the crew but she had left the ship 
shortly after Michael Owens had gotten the position instead. “Do you 
know why, Michael?” 
 Owens was down to a hand full of chips. “No, Nel, why don’t 
you tell me?” he said without paying him much attention. 
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 “Because she was never going to get the position. She might 
have thought she was next in line but the truth is the old man never 
really considered her. It was me, Michael. It was always me. I was 
going to be the first officer.” 
 Owens had found and returned all the chips save for one. But it 
was missing, nowhere to be seen. 
 “Are you looking for this?” 
 Michael turned to see the last chip in Mendez’s hand. 
 It slowly dawned on him what had happened here. “You did 
this?” 
 “Don’t sound so surprised,” he said. “You always knew what 
this ship meant to me. You knew that I’d give my life for her. That I’d 
give my life for the old man. But you took that from me, Michael. 
You and your goddamn heroics. You were the one responsible for his 
death and then you took all the credit for saving the ship.” 
 Owens had always known that Nelson Mendez possessed a 
mean streak. He had seen it in his eyes the first time they had met. He 
had never really wanted to keep him as his first officer after he had 
been given temporary command but he had always felt that he owed 
it to the old man. Of course he had never dreamt that he’d be capable 
of taking things this far. 
 But now, for the first time, he realized that Nelson Mendez had 
never gotten over the loss of his father. And worse, he still blamed 
him for his death. 
 “I did what I had to do,” he said. “Those Tzinkethi would have 
destroyed an entire convoy of ships, you know that, you were there. 
The old man’s death was tragic but there was nothing we could’ve 
done differently. Now, give me the damn chip or we’ll both die.” 
 “Sentencing him to death wasn’t enough for you, was it? Now 
you have to take his ship, too. And for what? To protect his killers,” 
he said and looked at the chip. “You want this?”  
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 Michael Owens could see in his dark eyes what he was about to 
do. The madness that had been festering for so many years was 
beginning to completely assert itself. 
 “No!” Owens screamed and scrambled to get to Mendez. 
 It was too late.   
 Nelson Mendez snapped the chip in two. 
 “You’ve lost your mind.” 
 “Maybe I did,” he said with an indifferent shrug. “But I won’t 
let you take the credit for this one. Not this time. Personally I hope 
Starfleet will have you court-martialed for your decision to violate 
orders but knowing your connections they’ll probably give you a 
medal instead.” 
 “What are you talking about?” 
 Mendez laughed. “The funniest thing is that you really thought 
all this time that the old man wanted you here. You thought he hand-
picked you as his successor. He didn’t. He wanted me to succeed 
him. That has always been the plan until you came along. You were a 
mistake forced on him by …” 
 “By who?” 
 “I think you know.” 
 “Listen to me, Nel. This is insane.” 
 “This was going to be my ship and without her I’m nothing. 
Make sure you’ll tell them it was me who saved those cat bastards.” 
 “Wait, we can still–“ 
 Michael Owens never got to finish his sentence. 
 Mendez had activated a control panel and the acting captain of 
the doomed ship dematerialized instantly only to find himself on a 
shuttle craft some thousand miles away. 
 He paid no attention to the surprised looks from the many 
crewmembers surrounding him now and turned towards the view 
port. 
 The meteor hung over the Columbia like the axe of her 
executioner. 
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 Then came the explosion so bright, he had to cover his eyes. 
 When he looked again, Columbia was gone and the meteor 
nothing but a shadow of its former self. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
“A moment of your time.” 
 Admiral Paris stopped and turned around. He sighed heavily 
when he noticed Jonathan Owens stride up to him. “What is it, Jon?” 
 “It’s about Eagle.” 
 “You know what?” said Paris with noticeable annoyance in his 
voice. “You and Glover seem to think that Starfleet is a place to 
cement your personal legacies. Well, let me tell you something, Jon. It 
isn’t. We work hard to achieve our goals and there are no silver 
spoons to be given out.” 
 “You think my son didn’t work hard for his career? Have 
another look at his service jacket.” 
 “I did. I wonder how tough it was on him to serve as a liaison 
on the Tiaitan homewold. A race of beings that don’t know war or 
violence and seem to live in seemingly eternal harmony. Or maybe it 
was that year he served at the Academy, teaching his experiences to a 
bunch of unruly cadets that was so challenging.” 
 Jonathan Owens frowned. “I’m not going to discuss his 
qualifications with you. If you choose to ignore his record on the 
Fearless and the Columbia, that’s your business. But holding a grudge 
against him because he didn’t follow your orders, that’s something 
I’m concerned about.” 
 “Following orders is how Starfleet works, you know that.” 
 “Yes,” he admitted. “I also know that we need captains who 
can think for themselves if the occasion calls for it. Michael’s actions 
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might have very well avoided another costly war with the 
Tzinkethi.” 
 “That’s speculative at best.” 
 “Look, I just want what’s best for my son as every father 
would. I know you felt the same way. Maybe you still do. But don’t 
punish my son because of what happened to yours.” 
 Owen Paris became visibly uncomfortable. “My son?” 
 “I know you think he’s still out there somewhere.” 
 “Voyager was lost with all hands,” he said bluntly but sounding 
somewhat uncertain of his own words. 
 “But you are not entirely convinced of that, are you? I’ve seen 
your little pet projects, your plans to comb through every last inch of 
the Badlands. You’re still holding out hope that he and Voyager will 
turn up again someday.” 
 Paris didn’t speak. 
 “A team of mine has been working with the Vulcans on a new 
interdimensional array out in the Mutara sector. We’re not entirely 
sure yet on the exact scope of its practical applications but 
theoretically it could be used to locate a vessel displaced in space or 
in a different dimension. It might even be able to communicate over 
extremely long distances. We are still in the early stages of the project 
but once it is completed and Voyager is really still out there 
somewhere, this array might help you locate her, or perhaps talk to 
them.” 
 Paris’ eyes grew slightly upon hearing about this device. “And 
you’d be willing to share what you have?” he asked skeptically, fully 
aware that Jonathan Owens’ projects were usually well hidden 
secrets within Starfleet. 
 “Share it? You can have the entire project.” 
 “And what do you want in return?” 
 Jonathan Owens smiled. 
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*  * * 
 
 
He moved closer to the large transparent aluminum screen which 
separated the lounge from the space dock and waited patiently for 
the old Ambassador-class starship to clear the way. 
 The sight of the vessel, he hadn’t caught her name, had brought 
back painful memories of the last time he has seen the Columbia. 
 But his old ship wasn’t the reason he had come here. 
 The reason was the brand-new vessel that was finally revealed 
when the older ship had moved out of the way. 
 She was just another Nebula-class but for whatever reason, her 
gleaming new hull made her stand out more so than any other ship 
docked there. 
 She practically commanded his attention. 
 “A beauty, isn’t she?” 
 Owens turned to see a tall, blond haired commander who had 
moved up next to him, his eyes focused on the same vessel. “I served 
on a couple of ships but every time I lay eyes on a new assignment I 
fall in love all over again,” he said in a relaxed British accent. His 
blue eyes seemed to sparkle with life. 
 “You’ll be serving on her?” 
 The commander nodded. “First officer.” 
 “Congratulations.” 
 “Thank you,” he said, still not quite able to tear himself away 
from the ship. 
 Michael Owens wasn’t quite sure where his next question came 
from but the words came over his lips before he could think about it. 
“Do you think she’ll be yours someday, Commander?” 
 He looked at Owens and his puzzled expression gave proof 
that it wasn’t a question he had expected. He glanced back at the 
ship. “Maybe someday,” he said. “But not now. For now she’ll belong 
to somebody else and it’ll be my job to keep them both out of harm’s 
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way the best that I can. No doubt it’ll be a challenge some days but 
that’s what we live for, is it not? The challenge is why we are here.” 
 Owens followed his glance. 
 “I’m sorry,” said the commander. “I didn’t introduce myself. 
The name’s Edison, Eugene Edison.” 
 Michael took his hand. “Pleasure to meet you, Eugene.” 
 “Call me Gene.” 
 Edison’s confidence never wavered even when Owens refused 
to return the favor and reveal his own name. 
 “Well, I’d better report for duty, wouldn’t look good to be late 
on my first day.” 
 “Of course.” 
 Commander Edison gave him a nod and then began to head for 
the nearest turbolift. 
 “Gene,” Owens called after him 
 Edison turned around. 
 “I think I’ll be seeing you again soon.” 
 “It’d be my pleasure,” he said and stepped into the lift. 
 Michael Owens caught his own reflection in the window and 
noticed that he was still wearing just three pips on his uniform collar.  
 He had received his official promotion a few hours ago but had 
not yet attached the new insignia. He had come up to the space dock 
only because of a promise he had made to his father.  
 He reached into the pocket of his uniform to remove the small 
box he had handed him. Michael opened it, removed the fourth pip 
and attached it next to the others. 
 He used his reflection to make sure it aligned correctly before 
he looked up and found his face staring back at him. 
 Michael Owens knew then and there that he was looking at the 
new captain of the USS Eagle. 
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